Preccous Pilgrimy

I'm back on our 6 x4’ front stoop al the guesthouse where
we have been living ever since owr house five: I¢s 5.15 P.M. and
the sun iy slowly setting. Daisy the Dog, our fourteen-year-old
lab; & lying on her cushion next to-me in my folding chadr.
The agalecy the dogwood; and the birds are once again
breathtakingly beaudifid: I'mvsitling on the edge of avfootdall
fleld-sige dug-out yard with trenches and rebar. There’s also-av
port-o-let; a huge garbage biry and our burned out house to-
complete the picture: Ity truly “the good; the bad; and the
ugly.”

I guess I'mav liltle reflective right now, maybe evenr
melancholy, not depressed; but rather sad: And that’y OK. 7
Just picked up Daisy from the vet. She’s been there for over a
week: She'sold: She has arthwitts and an inoperable tumor inv
her ear. The latter iy causing her to-lose her equilibrivwm: She's
onthree different pills a day. She’s not suffering and she's still
her old self cn so-many ways: She still loves to-eat; loves to-
smell; and loves to-be petted: Her extraordinary personality is
Sl very much present and intact. I loveher. Sheloves me: We
have spent many hours together; just the two-of us: Hev favorite
SPot o earth iy also-mine -- the end of the dock at Lake
Martiry Alabama: We've spent days there -- me reading
resting; writing; she ssunwning; steeping and swemmeng: Inher
prime; she could calch a tennis ball thrown ak full speed at her
as fost as yow coudd throw . She had incredible eye-mouth
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coordinadion:

Inher prime; she couldd fish all day. She would stand on
the dock steps with her body half-immersed in the waler and
inlently waleh and wadt: Occasionally she'd launch herself
like o giganiic baltieship into-the deep. Never inall these
yvears has she made a catehy but never has that dampened her
endPuisiasm for the quest.

She was a greal sailing maie: She could wedge herself
perfectly in the tiny hole of our Sunfish sadboat: She was my
badlast; for her weight kept me from capsiging: She was my
bailer; for she kept the hote dry with her lopping: She was my
barometer; for she would become restiess sensing an
approaching stormu

As I mentioned; she loves food; all food; hvuman or
canine except tomailoes: Her voracious appelite; plus her
owner s over-indulgence of her, has caused her to-be a little
overweight; bul she's Still beaudifid.

Inthis matwre stage; she just tolevales childven and
babies: I guess she feels like she's radsed one family, ours; and
she thinks thait should be enough: Ifyow interviewed my
husband or each of our grown childrery each would have his
or her own “Dacsy” tales: She has beew faithfid and protective
and obedient and playfi; an incredibly good pet: When my
husband was invtowry she stept on hes side on the floor next to-
the bed. Ifhe was away, she would steep on my side:
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Now we've moved inside to-finish your letter. Night is
uporvus: Dacsy sleeps: Her ear has been bleeding: I washed i&
as best I coudd: Her balance iy very unsteady. Another “letting
g0~ opportundty seems to-be lurking in the wings: Lord; it's so-
hard: I know this is part of life; the “letting go” part: Ity hard
and doesw’t seem to-be getting any easier. Dacisy s just a dog, av
wonderfitl; glovious dog:

I might not get thes right, but I think I heard in this
week’s sermon given by a visiling minister from Soulh Dakoto
thait anemalsy and planty and all things in nature are
‘Gorious” becawse they reflect God's Hory. Each & doing
exactly what God intended and crealed them to-do: They are
lving out the crealive glory of the Lord: Goshy I'd like to-live
like that.

Dacygy, better known and registered as “Princess Daisy, ” is

Just as her name indicates; no-ovdinary canine: She iy truly
Florious: She has reflected her Creaior’s creativity by being
totally what she was meani to-be -- a dog:

Thank Yow Lord; for this precious pet: May she not suffer
and may she go-peacefilly -- home:

She has ofien been o living cnspiradion to-me -- how she
kept her eyes onher master, her loyally, her fadthfidness; her

gendieness; her dependence: Lord; may I so-train my eyes on
Yow: Thank Yow and good néght:

I amy your sister in Christ,
Lucy
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P.S. “Comettoly Spirit; use me to-Your glory,” is the first thing I
write ak the beginning of each of-yowr letters: I yearnw thai my
life would be lived more and more as my Failher God intended:
Do-yow so-yearn? It is by lving in iy will thak there can be
reflected even a tiny glcmmer of His flovy. Thank the dear
Lord; we have Fis Foly Spirit to-divect and heal and comfort us
and we have our Lord, Jesus Chvist as our loving example and
Redeemer and Savior. And we have our Faither God’s desirve for
us to-live tn communicon Wilh Himy and His desire for us to-
become as Fe intended -- LOVE. Glorious love! God bless:
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