
Mel-Topher’s Christmas Eve Adventure 
 
It was Christmas Eve around 1:30 at night.  
 
The phone woke Elyse and I and Chloe up. I have had calls at that 
time before so the normal thought process tells you that something is 
wrong.  
 
So I shot out of bed fumbling with my cool “Randy Jackson” glasses 
to see who was calling. It was Kristopher. I answered and was 
relieved to hear his calm voice.  
 
Yes there was something wrong but it was not a tragedy. Kristopher 
and Mel had just gotten home. Kristopher had locked his car and then 
opened the door to his home so Mel could get Lemon and bring her 
out to do her business.  
 
Kristopher came back out to be with them and the door shut behind 
him. The door had locked and the keys were inside on a table. They 
were locked out of their house in freezing temperatures. 
 
Kristopher tried to break into the house through the back door 
window, but the glass would not break. Hence the phone call to me. 
 
We have keys to their home, so I got dressed and asked Elyse to get 
me their keys as Chloe; the Boston terrier did her happy dance.  
Chloe was alternating paws on the floor at high speed. Chloe has the 
ability to make herself very small or puff up her body. 
 
When I looked down at her she had puffed herself up so she looked 
like a bouncing fuzzy basketball. She thought we were going out on 
what then would have been Chloe’s Big Adventure. 
 
I turned on 103.5 FM the Christian broadcasting station as I started 
my drive to Mel-Topher’s house. It had snowed and the road to the 
expressway was really slick. I thought for sure that the expressway 
was going to be salted, but it was not.  
 



Talking live on the radio was a very old Pastor taking peoples prayer 
requests and then praying for them. Some guy called in and told 
everyone to stay off the expressway because it was sheet of ice. 
 
Sure enough he was right. 
 
The ride to the house was surreal. The road was littered with 
accidents. People were driving 30 miles an hour. Some came by at 
50 until they learned you couldn’t stop on the ice on a curve while 
trying to avoid other cars.  
 
There were cars pointing in different directions that had kissed 3 to 7 
cars on their way home. Lights were flashing everywhere in the 
distance from fire trucks, police cars and cars with flashers on. 
 
Everywhere I looked the world was filled with blinking Christmas 
lights along the road. The old Pastor stopped praying and Christmas 
music started playing.  
 
I finally got off the expressway and headed towards Mel-Topher’s 
house. My memory isn’t what it used to be and I had difficulty 
remembering the name of their street.  
 
The old Pastor was back on the radio offering prayer by phone so I 
called him and asked that he pray for me to remember the street 
name, he did and I remembered. …. No, not really.  I just added this 
for effect in the story.  
 
Mel-Topher’s home is located in fashionable Ferndale.  
I turned onto their street and began looking for the house. 
 
All I could see was Christmas lights and darkness as I looked down 
the street.  But, their house was lit up like the Airport. Mel’s dad had 
put in motion sensor floods and they were blazing light into the 
surrounding darkness. 
 
I pulled up into the drive way and saw Kristopher. He was dressed in 
black without a coat with his hands in his pockets. The light and the 
shadow behind him made him look 10 feet tall.  
 



I came out into the blazing floodlights and the reflection off my white 
hair caused an angelic halo to appear around my head.  
 
Kristopher, Mel and Lemon had been huddling in the garage for over 
an hour in the freezing temperatures. I gave Kristopher the keys. He 
went to the back door, the scene of the attempted break-in by him. 
 
I heard a huge sigh of relief come from him as the key opened the 
door. He probably thought I brought the wrong keys. 
 
I went to the garage side door to get Mel and Lemon. Lemmon is a 
Weiner dog with long hair. Her head is black and her body is white 
with polka dots.  
 
She always would come up to me and immediately go on her 
backside. I then would rub her tummy and start dusting our wood 
floors with her. Lemon is my fuzzy little Grand-dogger. 
 
So everything ended well and Kristopher, Mel and Lemon got to go to 
sleep and dream of Christmas morning.  
 
I went back onto the expressway where the Christmas lights of cars, 
police and fire trucks danced in the darkness.  
 
The old Pastor had gone to sleep and there were Christmas Oldies 
being played. A Christmas carol from the 40’s came on. It sounded 
like Bing Crosby singing but it wasn’t. 
 
The lyrics were about a man remembering his childhood and his 
mother teaching him the meaning of Christmas.  
 
The lyrics were an acrostic of the word CHRISTMAS. It went like this: 
 
C   is Christ who brought Light into the darkness of  
     this world at His Birth. 
 
H   is for HIS HOLY Name. 
  
R   is REASON. Christ is the Reason for the season. 
 



I     is IMMANUEL, which means God With US. 
 
S   is for the STAR that lead the wise men too Him. 
 
T   is TIME; for it was in the fullness of time that 
     God sent His Son to us. 
 
M   is for the MAGI who followed the Star to find the 
      King of Kings born of the Jews. 
 
A   is for ANGELS singing songs of great JOY.  
 
S   is for the SALVATION the Good Shepherd  
      brought to all those who call on HIS Name.  
 
I always see JESUS somewhere in the stories I write about life. If we 
just listen, we will hear Him whisper our name. If we just stretch out 
our hand He will take it, because He is real.  
 
He is always there waiting to help, because He said,  
“I will never leave you nor forsake you”. 
 
No matter what happens, I know He is there with me. 
 
Jesus is in every detail of the days of our lives…even on Christmas 
Eve, when the door is locked and we cannot get to the keys. 
 
Merry CHRISTmas  2011 
 


