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A Sermon by Robert W. Prim 

First Sunday in Lent; February 14th, 2016 

Mark 1:12-13 

“Angels with Fur” 

~~~~~~~~ 

And the Spirit immediately drove him out into the wilderness. He 

was in the wilderness forty days, tempted by Satan; and he was 

with the wild beasts, and the angels waited on him (Mark 1:12-

13).  

~~~~~~~~ 

I wonder if you saw this on the internet. It is a skirmish between 

two churches, a war of words, that took place on church signs. 

On one side of the road was the church sign of “Our Lady of 

Martyrs Catholic Church” and on the other side of the road was 

“Beulah Cumberland Presbyterian Church” (not PCUSA!). 

Our Lady of Martyrs put on their sign All Dogs Go to Heaven.  

Beulah Presbyterian responded with  

Only Humans Go to Heaven Read the Bible.  

To which the Catholics wrote:  

God Loves All His Creatures Dogs Included.  

To which the Presbyterians wrote:  

Dogs Don’t Have Souls This Is Not Open for Debate.  

Our Lady of Martyrs responded –  

Catholic Dogs Go to Heaven,  

Presbyterian Dogs Can Talk to their Pastor.   

Beulah was not to be silenced; they responded:  

Converting to Catholicism  

Does Not Magically Grant Your Dog a Soul.  

The Catholics decided to make a deal:  
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Free Dog Souls with Conversion.  

The Presbyterians tried to make their point with this little nugget 

– Dogs are Animals – There Aren’t Any Rocks in Heaven Either.  

And the final sign from the Catholics,  

the culmination of a fascinating theological debate, was this – 

All Rocks Go to Heaven.   

~~~~~~~~ 

I’m with the Catholics on this one.  Not that I know what 

heaven will be like or that any of us go to heaven in the way we 

might imagine (I’ll “let the mystery be” as Iris Demint sings in 

her song).  But if any of us go and if we go in some form that is 

similar to earthly forms, I say – All Dogs Go to Heaven!  Or at 

least my late, great dog Bailey will go to heaven or there is no 

justice in the afterlife.  When Bailey came to me it was during a 

time of peace and well-being for the young Prim family.  I was 

newly married and in my first church as the pastor.  This part of 

my life was following the script of the tale of a young prince 

who had everything he wanted or needed – good family, enough 

income, good schooling, fun hobbies, and a good dog!   

 

My wife and I were newly wed and we decided to get a dog.  

We heard through well-connected friends that there was a pure 

bred Golden Retriever available.  We went to see her and fell in 

love.  We took her home when she was seven weeks old. We 

named her Bailey, and she was the grand-child of the Golden 

Retriever owned by the governor of the great state of Alabama; 

Bailey was in the line of Fob James’ family pet.  I did not vote 

for Fob, but I was still impressed to have a dog whose mom had 

pooped on the back lawn of the Governor’s mansion!  Bailey 
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and my wife and I had a happy existence for several years.   

 

This changed when my wife and I divorced.  It was a very 

difficult time in our lives.  I had always been a boy and later a 

man who never cried, but that all changed with my divorce.  

My princely life of being able to be and do and accomplish all I 

wanted was over because I ran head-long into a problem that I 

could not fix.  I could not fix it in my spirit or in the spirit of 

my wife.  We divorced and went through the painful dividing 

up of our stuff.  At the time we had two dogs – the little one, 

Korky, went with my ex-wife, but Bailey came with me. 

 

Bailey and I led a bit of a sad existence for several years.  

During my days as a single man once married, I spent a lot of 

time watching television.  It was the mid-1990s and I think we 

had 33 stations on Auburn’s cable system and it seemed like a 

bunch at the time.  I would sit on the sofa after working with 

college students during the day and Bailey and I would watch 

CNN or some sit-com or some movie.  I’d surf the channels 

going through all 33 in less than a minute.  Then I’d do it again.  

Lethergy had settled into my life.  I did not do the work I 

needed to do to keep my friends close, my family close.  I just 

plopped on the couch and while I looked pretty much the same 

to those who saw me in those days I was, in reality, like day old 

soda.  All the ingredients but no fizz. I was in a state of enui – I 

had a general lack of enthusiasm for life.  I gained weight and 

so did Bailey.  Even though I was very well caught up on the 

news of the day, I became more  disconnected from anything 

real.   
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And then it happened.  Bailey, my politically well-connected 

dog, woke up.  Bailey had had enough.  Bailey had enough of 

CNN.  Bailey had enough of sit-coms.  Bailey had enough of 

movies.  Golden Retrievers have a lot of sense you know.  

Bailey knew.  Life was passing us by.  Bailey knew it.  

 

So .... she ate the remote control! 

 

I ordered another one – next day air.  

 

Bailey waited.  Golden Retrievers are patient and loving 

animals.  She waited a month or two.  She must have been 

thinking to herself – Maybe my prince will catch on?   

I didn’t....So, she ate the next day air remote too! 

 

I did not order a new one for a long time.  I did not watch much 

television after that – maybe a half-hour of CNN.  Sometimes I 

would go days without turning the thing on.  And you know 

what?  My days got longer.  There was more time to write, to 

read, to enjoy human companionship, to go see my family, to 

exercise, to study, to throw the ball to Bailey.  My days got 

longer and life started to have fizz again.  

~~~~~~~~ 

Jesus found significant time  

– forty days and nights –  

to fast and pray, to meet God,  

to open himself to the challenges and the gifts of his life.   

Jesus found time to go away and pray  
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and to face the demons that would need to be kept at bay  

for his life to stay  

focused on the Spirit’s sway.   

~~~~~~~~ 

Maybe we have more time than we think.  The word “Lent” 

comes from the old English word “lenten” which means 

“spring” or “the lengthening of days.”  Maybe this time of year 

– Lent – is a time to discover or re-discover that there is enough 

time to nurture the most important relationship of our existence.   

~~~~~~~~  

In my wilderness days, Jesus and I shared an experience – 

angels ministered to us!  My angel was golden, and while I held 

her in my arms as she was “put down” and then carried her to 

her grave – a large hole I dug in the backyard – I would very 

much like to see her in heaven. She was an angel to me on earth.  


