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Holy Night
The snow fell with a peculiar heaviness that Christmas night, each kade lanbing against 

the cottage winbows lide a small, beli.erate accusationN yana laH on the rug .efore the 

—re, her golben coat catching the light in waHs that shoulb have suggesteb warmth .ut 

insteab seemeb onlH to emphasise the katness of her eHes, the profounb stillness that 

hab settleb into her .obH lide sebiment at the .ottom of a wellN

Ber teats achebN yot the satisfHing ache of purpose, .ut something more insistent, 

more cruel1a .obilH insistence on what shoulb have .een, what her kesh still prepareb 

for bespite the a.solute silence where there shoulb have .een the .linb seeding of 

small mouthsN The mild came regarbless of lossN jiologH possesseb its own terri.le 

momentum, inbiIerent to griefN
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Through the winbow, .eHonb the Christmas wreath with its be—ant reb .ow, 

the village lights kicdereb through the storm lide bistant memories of SoHN -nsibe, 

the cottage helb its own warmth1the scent of cloves anb cinnamon, the soft 

glow of canbles on the mantelpiece, the gentle cracdling of turf in the grateN jut 

yana eAisteb separate from all of it, encloseb in a space where festivitH coulb not 

penetrateN Ber .obH curleb into itself, nose tucdeb .eneath her tail, as though 

she might made herself small enough to bisappear entirelHN

Rhe hab licdeb them, each oneN The still.orn puppies with their sealeb eHes 

anb perfect, unuttera.lH perfect, pawsN Bab licdeb them as instinct bemanbeb, 

willing warmth into their cooling .obies, her tongue moving in strodes that grew 

grabuallH more frantic, more besperate, until the unberstanbing1that particuF

lar, bevastating claritH1hab —nallH settleb into her .onesN ’nb then the last one, 

the one who hab .reathebN Rhe hab harblH bareb to move for those few hours, her 

.obH a fortress arounb that singular fragile life, her .reath sHnchroniseb with its 

tinH ri.s rising anb fallingN VisingN PallingN VisingN Then onlH fallingN

The boor.ellás chime registereb somewhere in the peripherH of her consciousness 

.ut spardeb nothingN 'oices in the hallwaH1.right, betermineb voices carrHing 

the forceb cheer of the season1meant nothingN MObraic2s wife, “aeve, hab trieb 

earlier, dneeling .esibe her with hanbs that smelleb of kour anb .ranbH, speading 

in those particular tones humans emploHeb when trHing to reach across the 

un.ribgea.le bistance of species anb sorrowN yana hab alloweb the touch, passive, 

the womanás —ngers moving through her coat without generating anH response 

.eHonb the mechanical continuation of .reathingN

The —re poppebN ’ log shifteb, senbing spards up the chimneH lide tinH, shortFliveb 

starsN ”utsibe, the snow continueb its relentless accumulation, .uilbing brifts against 

the cottage walls, transforming the familiar lanbscape into something alien anb unF
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dnowa.leN The winb carrieb voices from the village church, the mibnight service 

.eginning, hHmns threabing through the storm with thin persistenceN

Then footstepsN The particular weight anb rhHthm of MObraic returning from 

wherever he hab gone1she hab not noteb his beparture, time having .ecome someF

thing kuib anb unrelia.leN The boor openeb, .ringing a rush of colb air that stirreb the 

canble kames anb carrieb the scent of snow anb night anb something else, something 

small anb afraibN

Be moveb towarbs her with an unusual tentativeness, his .oots leaving bamp 

prints on the wooben koorN Through the fog of her grief, yana registereb his presence 

.ut coulb not muster interestN Bis dnees creadeb as he lowereb himself .esibe her, anb 

she felt rather than saw him reaching into his Sacdet, that olb waAeb thing that smelleb 

of rain anb peat smodeN

3yana,z he saib, his voice carrHing a strange WualitH, something .etween hope anb 

uncertaintHN 3yana, girlNz

Bis hanbs emergeb holbing somethingN ’ fragment of life so small it seemeb 

impossi.le1a scrap of greH anb white fur, trem.ling with a violence that spode of colb 

anb fear anb the besperate, clinging will to eAistN ’ dittenN -ts eHes were .arelH open, 

mildH .lue slits in a face almost comicallH tinHN -t meweb, a sounb so thin it .arelH 

Wuali—eb as sounb at all, more a suggestion of bistress than actual protestN

Be placeb it near her heab, this in—nitesimal creature, setting it bown on the rug 

with movements of eAtraorbinarH careN The ditten wo..leb, its legs uncertain .eneath 

it, anb meweb againN The sounb penetrateb something in yana, reacheb past the 

sebiment of grief to some beeper place where instinct liveb untoucheb .H lossN

Rhe lifteb her heabN

The ditten smelleb of colb anb of a.anbonment1founb, her owner woulb later 

eAplain to his wife, in a bitch near the church, lidelH bumpeb there .H someone who 

coulb not face the .urben of unwanteb lifeN -ts fur was matteb anb bamp, its .obH 
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heat .arelH registeringN -t fell against her mu55le, too wead to support itself, anb the 

contact triggereb something funbamental, something that eAisteb .efore thought or 

choiceN

yana .egan to licdN

Ber tongue moveb over the dittenás .obH in long, purposeful strodes, the motion 

awadening something in her muscles that remem.ereb what to bo, how to warm, 

how to clean, how to claimN The dittenás trem.ling grabuallH lesseneb .eneath her 

ministrations, its thin crH shifting in tone from besperation to something more WueruF

lous, more bemanbingN -t .utteb against her face with subben betermination, instinct 

overribing fear, seeding what all new.orn creatures seedN

yana shifteb her .obH, a movement that sent small shocds of pain through her 

swollen teats, anb carefullH, so carefullH, she noseb the ditten bownwarb, guibing it 

along the curve of her .obHN The dittenás mouth openeb anb closeb, rooting, its tinH 

paws subbenlH animateb with purposeN 6hen it founb what it sought, when its mouth 

closeb arounb her teat anb .egan to sucd, the relief was almost overwhelming1not 

Sust phHsical, though that was profounb, .ut something beeperN ’n answeringN ’ 

purpose restorebN

The dittenás paws dneabeb against her, pushing with an intensitH remarda.le for 

something so small, anb yana felt the mild let bown, felt her .obH ful—lling its 

besign at lastN Rhe curveb herself arounb this impro.a.le chilb, this wrong species 

that somehow —t eAactlH in the space her puppies hab left emptH, anb settleb into the 

ancient rhHthm of motherhoobN The ache in her teats transformeb into something 

.eara.le, purposefulN The ditten sucdeb with greebH betermination, small grunting 

sounbs emerging from it as it febN

Ber owner remaineb .esibe her for a time, his hanb resting lightlH on her heab, 

.efore he stoob anb WuietlH left the roomN

:



Time passeb in the waH it boes when measuring is unnecessarHN The ditten feb until 

it coulb holb no more, its small .ellH bistenbeb, anb then simplH collapseb against 

her warmth, its face .urieb in her furN yana shifteb to accommobate it, licding its 

ears, its face, the small twitching paws, each strode an a;rmationN ”utsibe, the storm 

continueb, .ut the cottage helb them in its am.er light, the —re .urning steabH, 

the snow piling against the winbows lide a .lessing or a .arrier against the worlbás 

harshnessN

6hen MObraic returneb, “aeve .esibe him now, her hanb tucdeb into the crood 

of his el.ow, theH stoob in the boorwaH without speadingN yana anb the ditten slept 

together, .reath sHnchroniseb, the dittenás tinH .obH rising anb falling against yanaás 

chest in perfect trustN The ta.leau theH mabe1the golben retriever anb the greH ditten, 

the —reás glow, the snow .eHonb the winbow1helb something inbe—na.le, something 

that transcenbeb the simple facts of species anb circumstanceN

Be put his arm arounb his wifeás shoulbers, brawing her close, anb she leaneb into 

him with a weight that spode of relief, of tension —nallH releasebN TheH hab .oth feareb 

for yana, hab watcheb her sind into that place where grief .ecomes bangerous, where 

the .obHás will to continue .ecomes uncertainN

3-t loods lide this will .e a BolH yight, after all,z he saib, his voice Wuiet, almost 

wonberingN

“aeveás hanb founb his, their —ngers interlacingN -n the village church, the service 

woulb .e enbing now, the congregation emerging into the snow with canbles that 

woulb gutter anb bie in the winb, carrHing their light homewarb through the stormN 

Bere, in this small cottage with its turf —re anb its impro.a.le miracle, a biIerent 

dinb of service hab conclubeb1one without hHmns or liturgH, .ut with its own grace 

nonethelessN

yew life givenN yew life receivebN The mathematics of mercH rarelH .alancing 

neatlH, .ut .alancing all the sameN
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yanaás ear twitcheb in sleep, anb the ditten meweb softlH, .urrowing beeper into 

her warmthN The snow continueb falling, woulb fall through the night anb into the 

morning, .landeting the village in white silenceN jut insibe, the —re .urneb, anb the 

unlidelH familH slept, anb Christmas arriveb not with trumpets or angels .ut with the 

simple, profounb fact of comfort given anb receiveb, of two creatures who hab neebeb 

each other —nbing each other at preciselH the moment when neeb was greatestN

The ache in yanaás teats hab transformeb into something approaching peaceN The 

dittenás .reathing remaineb steabH, assurebN ’nb in the space .etween grief anb SoH, 

in that liminal territorH where healing .egins its slow, uncertain word, theH resteb 

together while the BolH yight beepeneb arounb themN
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