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What Is Its Name?  

Ann Sallie 

Snow had just started to fall softly on the small Kentucky town. A quiet stillness lay over the 

main street which was actually the only bona fide street in town. As I walked with the 

Episcopal minister and his family toward the rectory, I felt serene. They had engaged me to 

help them carry the Christmas packages given to them by their parishioners. Intrigued by the 

gifts themselves, I agreed to the mission with curiosity.  As we arrived on the steps of the 

rectory, Janet, the minister’s wife invited me in to unload my bundles under the tree and 

have a cup of hot chocolate.  As a nine year old, I had no name for what transpired around 

the tree in the warmth of that home. It would be many years later before I realized it had a 

name. 

I drug my feet as I shuffled through the snow to the apartment where I resided with my 

mother, father, brother, and sister. I passed my father’s pool hall housed in the lower part of 

the building and pushed open the heavy door leading to the dark staircase up to our living 

quarters. I slowly walked through the small dank living room—a room with no tree and no gifts.  

Sitting at the gray Formica table in our little kitchen, I tried to fade into the background as an 

argument between my father and teen-aged brother escalated. Mother began to cry; Daddy 

raised his hand and struck my brother across the face. My sister and I escaped to the living 

room to watch over our gold fish, purchased at the five-and-dime store. The three of us—me, 

my sister, and the gold fish—sat motionless trying to be invisible, hoping bedtime would come 

swiftly so  the events of the day could be covered by the night. 

When my brother married at age 17, my mother left my daddy.  She, my sister, and I moved 

from Kentucky to Ohio. She worked two jobs to keep food on the table. It helped that one of 

the jobs was in the kitchen of the Golden Lamb, the oldest Inn in Ohio, as she was able to bring 

home the leftover food at the end of the day. All these years later, I can still taste the fried 

chicken, yeast rolls and chocolate stack pie. During this time, a beautiful silver-haired lady 



named Sister Koch invited me to church. In her brand new car, Sister Koch would sit in front of 

our little house honking the horn for me every Sunday morning, Sunday night, Wednesday 

night, and anytime we had youth choir practice for the Christmas program. I learned Christmas 

was the name of what was in the Episcopal minister’s home. Its name was love - unconditional 

love I received from both the minister’s family and Sister Koch. It was the foundation of coming 

to understand and accept the unconditional love of my precious Lord and Savior—Immanuel 

God with Us. 

 


