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FOREWORD


I have four sisters. I am the one in the
middle. To my knowledge, I was the only one who ever went fishing
with my dad. Of course, my going had nothing to do with my skill or
expertise; it was based purely on my desire to be with him. Simple.
I still remember standing on that lakeshore with my toes digging
into the mud, the cool morning mist kissing my face and making my
unruly hair even curlier. I remember thinking how blessed people
must be who live near the water and can frolic in the mist every
morning. And just imagine, they could stick their toes in lake mud
anytime they wanted.

I cannot remember another time in my ten
years with him, that we were actually all alone together. I
remember lying awake the night before wondering how many huge fish
I was going to catch and thinking how proud he was going to be when
he saw what a fine fisherman I was. But as I stood there that
morning by my dad, casting and re-casting, reeling and re-reeling,
baiting the hook time after time, it became apparent; my dream
of becoming a famous bass fisherman and traveling the world with my
dad in a Winnebago with a fancy boat trailing behind just
wasn’t going to come
true.

So I stood there on the bank praying Just
one fish, God… is that too much to ask? One lousy fish. But, it was
not to be so. Not even one…

Still, much to my chagrin, the stringer was
absolutely loaded with fish when we headed home later that morning.
Daddy was happy and I was mortified. What a loser!

As we walked up the broken sidewalk to our
little country home, my mother came out the screen door and asked
how it had gone. I waited for the embarrassment that I knew was
coming. Oh, I caught forty million, but Barbie was dead weight.
She was the albatross around my neck…(I have always been a little
dramatic).

Of course my father would never have actually
said something like that, but I was just so disappointed in
myself.

But what my dad did at that moment just blew
me out of the water. When my mom asked how it had gone, he proudly
took the stringer out of the cooler and held it high, fish hanging
off every hook, and then he did something I found quite stunningly
beautiful; he handed the opposite end of the stringer to me,
allowing me to hold it out right alongside him – as if I’d had some grand part in their catching. Only then
did he answer my mother’s question, with
a wink at me, and a “Well, we did pretty good.”

We…he said we.

I remember thinking, but I
didn’t do anything! He
did all the work, and caught all of the fish. Yet, he stood
right there and let me share in his victory, made me look good when
I had no true right to.

As a little girl, I thought about that for a
long time. And then I finally came to the only conclusion that made
sense. My dad had let me shine simply because he loved me and
because he knew I loved him; loved him enough to want to be out
there by the water with him before the sun had come up. It mattered
to him that I had gotten up sleepy-headed and packed a couple of
little sandwiches. It meant something to him that I just wanted to
be there for one reason alone - because he was there.

And you see, what I got from that encounter
was far more than I could have imagined. For you see, he was not
looking for someone who could throw a line. He could have called
one of his friends if he needed help catching those fish. What he
had wanted was time with me. Me – the barefoot, tomboy, curly
headed, missing front teeth, June-bug catching, creek-wading,
dress-hating, misfit middle child. He simply liked my company. Go
figure.

And in those moments, I had my daddy all to
myself. I was a part of what he was doing. He laughed with me. He
talked to me like I was something special, and when all was said
and done, he let me share in the fruit of His labor. One wink told
me we were a team and everybody else would have to run to catch up
to what we had. That wink formed an impenetrable circle around a
father and daughter and said to all comers, “You
ain’t part of this club.” And in
this girl’s overactive imagination, we
were now and forever the sootsotwadatwe- The Secret Order of the Society
of Those Who Always Dwell at the Water’s Edge.

Ah, childhood.

Me, my father, and the water in the cool of
the morning… probably the most precious memory I have of my dad,
the grand Pooh-Bah of the Sootsotwadatwe’s.

Forty years later, the parties have changed a
bit, but walking in the mist remains a morning ritual for me. Me,
my (heavenly) Father, and the Water Word in the wetness of a new
days dawning.

I rise early. He meets me there. Together we
sweep away to the water’s edge. I have
Him all to myself. The world is barely waking, and I am headed
straight into a secret adventure. He is there. He talks to me, we
laugh together, and He makes me feel like there is nowhere else He
would rather be. And do you know what? When we come away from the
waters, though it is He who has done the work, He always hands me
my side of the stringer - a word, a poem, a short story, a vignette
– a memento of our time together, and allows me to hold it out as
if I had something to do with it…though we both know better.

And it is these mementos, sweet and personal
God-moments – moments when He revealed His heart to me, teaching me
as only a Father can teach His child – along with poignant
spiritual revelations, and deep awakenings that pierced my heart
and made me shake my head in wonder, these are the offerings you
hold in your hand.

You will also find a couple of stories which
were previously published in my earlier offering, Suddenly
Sunday. I felt compelled to revisit and include them in this
compilation because they truly are stories from the
water’s edge.

I pray you are touched. I pray you are
blessed, and I pray that you leave longing to write your own pages,
because, beloved, we all have a story to tell. Our lives are
literally filled with learning opportunities drenched in profound
intimacy with the God of the Universe.

One of my favorite prayers comes from
Isaiah 50:4 He wakens me morning by morning, wakens my ear to
listen like one being taught.

So I pray, Father, awaken our hearts this
morning to be taught of You. Take us through what can sometimes
seem a world of mist, to the centering clarity of Your gracious and
divine will.

May we always be awake enough to be a part
of what You are doing.

The day is beautiful

The morning crisp

Your toes are ready

The Father waits

It is time to go

Into the Mist
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WILLOW

 When I was a little girl we had a huge weeping willow tree in
the front yard of our house. It sat to the right of the porch and
encompassed the whole area. I remember feeling so small beneath its
branches. I would crawl under the canopy and hide behind the
fragrant green curtain, and there, in the depths of this
captivatingly lush beauty I would build my kingdom… for I had been given a Burger King crown made of
shiny paper and that most assuredly made me royalty.

I found that old metal serving spoons made
wonderful scepters and came in quite handy as shovels, most capable
of digging moat trenches around sturdy trunk roots, and Dixie cups
can fill that ravine quite readily after many trips to
mama’s kitchen. I discovered that small
plastic dishes look most appetizing laden with big old acorns
harvested from the oak nearby, and that crazy squirrels are not
afraid to come and retrieve their stolen bounty from little red
headed girls who scream and run at the sight of them.

In my kingdom I found that stray dogs love
lonely laps, and that mothers yell really loud when they find
nothing but your legs sticking out from under the
neighbor’s collie. And did you know that
if you lay on the ground with your hands behind your head and
squint just a bit, sunshine through willow branches looks just like
heaven exploding all around you? Dust mites floating on
effervescent rays become mini-Glenda's passing through on their way
home to Oz and tree frogs become sentinels calling forth into
neighboring reptilian lands.

It was pure magic. There was nothing like it
upstairs in my bedroom or in any other place I had ever been. Huge,
vast, limitless and intimate, it was all mine. And it was right
there in my front yard all along. I can remember thinking, how long
has this been here and why didn’t anyone
tell me? And then I remember this special kind of excitement just
knowing that it was all right there at my fingertips. All I had to
do was come out of my safe little room and take a few steps, reach
out my hand and sweep aside the branches, and step behind the
curtain.

And the kingdom waited.

(Let those who have an ear,
hear…)

Seems like forever ago, but I still feel the
sense of drawing. Just the thought of the lazy willow blowing in
the breeze makes me long for home, spoons, drooling dogs and tin
foil crowns.

Oh, but dear ones, I have found a more
wonderful kingdom. With one sweep of the heart I found myself
behind its curtain. And like the first, I found myself asking, how
long has this been here and why didn’t
anyone tell me? For in this kingdom, there dwells a true,
honest-to-goodness King. And He is good and kind and powerful.
Beautiful to behold and easy to serve.

The King Who rules this Kingdom carves
mountain ranges with a breath and fills oceans with words. His
voice sounds like many waters and His heart pounds melodies. He can
speak floods and paint rainbows, heal wounds and scatter stars
across night skies. He walks with the pauper and feeds the hungry,
covers the naked and comforts the mourning. Yet He is enthroned in
majesty, surrounded by praise and exalted by The Elders. High and
lifted up, yet touchable and accessible.

In His Kingdom, less is more and the first is
last. In His Kingdom rulers serve and servants rule, and in His
Kingdom, filthy rags are made righteous - scarlet sins become snow
white. In His Kingdom lions lay down beside lambs and there is a
tree whose branches truly do provide healing for all of the
nations…

It must be a willow.

Your kingdom is an everlasting kingdom,

and your dominion endures through all
generations.

The LORD is faithful to all his promises

and loving toward all he has made.

Psalm 145:13
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TURNING STONES

 There
is a time for everything, and a season for every activity under
heaven…a time to scatter stones and a time
to gather them...

Ecclesiastes 3:5

There is something to be said of turning
stones.

When I was an eight year old tomboy living on
a dusty old road called Walls Hollow, one of my most wonder-filled
pastimes was perusing gravel. (Yes, I am easily entertained). Gray
rock, mundane and nondescript, possessed a lure I found somehow
irresistible. Though the grown-up eye might find it common, I knew
that lurking just beneath the surface of the ordinary was the
potential for the extraordinary. I knew that if you turned the
stone and looked at it from all angles, you might find a pink or
white quartz-like composite lying in wait for those who still had a
heart that sought beauty – even in dirt.

I had happened upon that supreme knowledge
much by accident, but it was an encounter that marked
me… Pink
Diamonds! What I had seen as plain old stone before, in that
moment of revelatory beauty, had now become potential treasure, and
it was mine, all mine! What I had once ignored I now became
obsessed with. I could not walk on an ordinary gravel road without
feeling a pull to look under the stones. I just had to see what was
just beneath the surface, what lay on the other side. While others
ran ahead, or left me altogether, I walked slowly, stooping to turn
the gravel in my hand, abiding the dust cloud, knowing that at any
time, the hidden beauty would miraculously appear.
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