Something
to @ Chew on
When making
comparisons,
remember that
someone always
comes out with
the short stick,
and not everyone
wants to play
catch with it.

Working Vocabularies

Thinty-Word Dog

A few years back, one of the professors at the school where I
taught proclaimed that Nathan, her two-year-old, had a working
vocabulary of twenty-five words. I wasn’t quite sure how I was
supposed to respond. It was certainly a novel thing to note—so
precise and definitive—a celebration of some sort of verbal
benchmark. She seemed quite pleased, so I smiled and noted that
she and her husband did indeed have a bright boy.

That night I checked out Griffin’s working vocabulary—it was
thirty words. Griffin is a year or two older than Nathan, but I
figured I was in possession of a remarkable bit of news. Probably
should have kept it to myself. Probably should have just let it
slide—didn’t.

At the first opportunity, I informed my colleague that Griffin's

vocabulary was thirty words. I think I caught her a bit by sur-
prise. She knows Griffin, and after a moment'’s reflection
she congratulated me on that remarkable accom-

plishment and changed the subject. I felt a bit
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Paws for Prayer

Father, remind me that my true significance
is never found in comparing myself to
others. Amen.

Let not the wise man boast
of his wisdom.... But let
him who boasts boast about
this: that he understands J/

and knows me.

Jeremiah 9:23-24 N




“The Tale of the Tforas Dackrabbit
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The Best Laid Plans of Boys and
Jackrabbits

The TTale o the TToras Juckrabbit

Every family has them. They are impossible to escape, often
embarrassing, seldom new, and usually greeted with, “Come on!

Something Not that again!” You can’t really be a family without them—you
to = Chew on  wouldn't want to be. It is the narrative thread that defines a collec-

The humiliating tion of folks as family, a special blend of stories and observations

moments of life that shapes and secures your place in this world. It is likely the

are often a most potent thing we pass from one generation to the next.
source of laughter Next time you're at a family gathering, just listen. It won't be long
when seasoned before someone is reminded of a well-worn story that everyone
over time. knows by heart. That's the thing about family narratives—we know
them by heart, because that’s where we keep them.

I can’t think about my dad for long without picturing him spin-
ning one of his tales about growing up in the Texas Panhandle. He
lived in an era of small towns and wide open spaces. He had a big
old bloodhound named Carlos that loved two things—keeping him
company and chasing jackrabbits.

Now despite all the tales about Texas whoppers, a healthy
jackrabbit can top thirty pounds and hit thirty miles an hour with
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The TTake ok the Toras Dackrabbit
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the deep, throaty howl of his approaching hound echoing off the next

bend in the draw. What happened next gave Dad a whole new appreci-
ation of the phrase “roadkill.”

Paws for Prayer

O Father, when I'm winded and flat
on my back, remind me that this moment
is not the whole story. Amen.

There is ... a time to weep and a
time to laugh, a time to mourn

and a time to dance.

Ecclesiastes 3:1, 4 N




