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The Panic and Patience Series

Book Five 

Have Two - They’re Small!

Obedience in Practicing

Choose to work in Partnership with God

Chapter Four




“Ready?”

“But I’m not keeping it to myself: I’m ready to go over it line by line with anyone willing to listen.”   Matthew 11:27b   the Message

Chapter Four

“Ready?”

Chula’s First Show

With a brand new martingale lead and several hours of driveway practice with Mom, Chula knew the drill:  around the ring, stop, stand, look pretty, don’t bite the judge when she examines my teeth, up and back, stand, look pretty, around the ring, stand and wait.  It didn’t make much sense but it was fun to follow Mom.  When we were practicing, I didn’t jump up or lay down but just gaited smoothly as Mom directed.  She had my favorite cheese and kept asking me to look at her.  I quickly learned that if I just kept glancing at Mom and moved smoothly by her left side, I got LOTS of cheese.  Piece of cheesecake!

The morning of my first show, we packed the car with lots of stuff.   Evidently the “dog shows” that Mom talked about required quite a set up.  Chama was nonchalant.  I guess he had done this lots of times.  

Mom said it was the 4th of July and I was three months old.  It was time for me to start learning about these dog shows.  It took us an hour to drive there.  It was already so hot that Mom turned on the air conditioner in the car.  No wonder she had packed those big fans.  I could hear other dogs barking as Mom parked the car.  This must be the place.  She left Chama and me in the car with all the windows and tailgate open while she took everything inside this really big building.

Then it was finally time for Chama and me to get out of the car and walk around.  It really seemed strange everywhere we walked.  Chama went pee right away but this ground was really different.  I didn’t want to walk out in those weeds.  There must be a better place to pee.  If there was, Mom didn’t take me there.  I finally had to make do with dirt.

We went inside the big building but Mom wouldn’t let us go say ‘hello’ to all the other Aussies.  Apparently, there’s some unspoken rule about it.  Chama went into his big canvas crate with a sigh.  He likes to sleep all morning.  Mom put me in my really tall X-pen with toys and water and walked off.  “Wait, wait,” I barked.  “Don’t leave me here in this big scary space.”  She was not pleased at all.  She came back and told me to be quiet in no uncertain terms.  I wish she’d lighten up.  I watched as she greeted other humans and finally came back.  She said we had to get “ready” for my puppy class.

I like it way up on the grooming table.  I could see lots of Aussies and their humans, and Mom kept giving me cookies to stand still while she brushed me.  I don’t have much to brush, of course, but it’s important that I practice the routine and get used to it.  When I’m older, Mom says I’ll be doing a lot of this until I win my championship.

The only part that I didn’t like was going back outside to pee.  That dirt wasn’t like my thick, green grass yard at home.  We made it back inside just in time.  We were first in the show ring for my class.  Mom stopped to say hello to the nice lady who was just inside the ring.  I recognized the word “ready?” but Mom stood still and didn’t move like we practiced.  I don’t know what she was thinking.  Finally she said “ready!” and we moved into the ring.

I guess we didn’t practice the part where I had another puppy behind me.  The heck with the cheese:  I just wanted to play and have fun with that other puppy.  Even though Mom kept reminding me to look at her, it was more fun to keep turning around to see the other dog.

Now that I’m older and have more experience, I realize that Mom made that day a lot of fun.  She laughed and made funny sounds to get me to look at her.  She wasn’t a bit upset that I kept wanting to play with the other puppy.  On the way out of the ring, she picked me up and hugged me and her praise made me feel wonderful.  I love my Mom.  She understands me.

We went outside again and played tug and laughed some more.  By that time, I was really tired so Mom put me in Chama’s kennel to take a nap.  She and Chama went outside and then sat nearby to watch the rest of the show.  I felt safe, secure, and sleepy.

The rest of the day was pretty boring except for the times that Mom took me around the big building to say hello to other humans.  Everyone was nice to me as long as I was quiet and sat politely to say hello.  I was glad to get into the air conditioned car to go home.  When we did get home, Mom and Chama and me ran around the backyard yelling “YEAH!” and leaping and dancing.  We ate dinner and I crashed.  It had been a very exhausting day.

Back at Home

As I held my sleepy little Chula and enjoyed the quiet of the evening, my mind kept going back to the judge’s question:  Ready?  Oh Lord, I am so very ready.  Ready to quit worrying.  Ready to fulfill Your plan and purpose for my life.  Ready to move through any circumstance with complete confidence in your faithfulness.  Ready for you to open a door to a steady job.  Ready to minister to others in your Name.  When do I get to stop just practicing and just begin doing?  When do I get to share what you’ve taught me with anyone willing to listen?

It’s not who you want to share with.  It’s who I choose to reveal to you to share with.  The distractions of this world still intrude on our relationship.  You are ready “to do”; I want you “to be” – with Me.  Here’s your homework.  Go write it down.

Matthew 5:1

Matthew 6:31

Matthew 8:18

Matthew 9:25

Matthew 11:28

Matthew 14:13 and 23

Matthew 16:4

Is tomorrow evening ok for my book report?  I’m beat.

Go to bed, my child.  I love you.

You could have knocked me over with a feather once I began my homework the next day.  If what I was beginning to understand checked out, I needed to be ready to be still and quiet.  What I was ready to do was exactly the opposite of what Jesus did.

Would you summarize your study for me?

I’ve been too busy.  I need to spend more time alone with you.  There’s been static on the line between us – mostly from my end.  I remind myself of Chama and Chula pulling on the leash and making a lot of noise about things of little importance.

Go on.  You’re on the right track.

If I’m to be truly ready to serve, I need to slow down and walk beside you – not run ahead of you.  That’s how I will learn your ways.

What are some practical steps you can take?

· Set aside quiet time with you.

· Turn off the TV.

· Turn off my cell phone.

· Turn off my computer.

· Say “no” to activities that overbook my day.  Now here’s a better idea:  Ask you if I should say “yes” or “no” to the invite.

· Get 8 hours of sleep.

· Sit still instead of feeling like I’m lazy if I’m not doing something.

· Stop squirming.

· Stop pressing hard.

What is your conclusion?

The static that I’m allowing interferes with our relationship.  When I’m not directly tuned into You, I’m not ready.  I don’t want to live like that.

Well said, my child.  Remember that hymn you used to sing with your Grandmother Lois, “A Whisper is Enough”?  Sing it again. 
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