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All characters in this book have no existence outside the imagination of the author and have no relation to anyone bearing the same name or names. Any resemblance to individuals known or unknown to the author are purely coincidental.
Rita Y. Toews is a Canadian writer who took up the challenge to write seriously at the age of 50.
She has assisted Alex Domokos with the writing of three novels, "The Price of Freedom", "Shades of Gray" and "Prometheus". All three novels are being translated into German for release in 2002. Several of her children's stories will also be available electronically in 2002.
Rita has been published in "Western People", "Mysterical-E", the Knights of Columbus magazine "Columbia" and "Coming Home". She is currently working on a mystery novel set in her hometown of Winnipeg, Manitoba, with Hungarian author, Alex Domokos.
Rita's Writers Exchange author page is:
http://www.writers-exchange.com/Rita-Toews.html
Alexander (Sandor) Domokos was born in Szabadaka, Yugoslavia in 1921. The family fled to Hungary as refugees that same year.
The only child of an upper-middle class family, as a young man he attended military college then transferred to the Gendarmery after being commissioned. After the onset of World War Two he was called to front line duty. During the siege of Buda in February, 1945, Mr. Domokos was captured and held as a prisoner of war in Russia for six years, then endured a further four years under deportation and police surveillance in Hungary. He fled Hungary in 1956 and, with the assistance of the United Nations, settled in Winnipeg.
Mr. Domokos is a versatile author of short stories, plays, novels, essays and poems, as well as an accomplished sculptor, photographer and cinematographer. He currently has five books in publication in his native Hungary and two novels published by an electronic publisher. Three of his novels will soon be released in the German language by Kripgansbooks of Kiel, Germany. His works have been published in the fine arts annual "Skylark", The Douglas College Review, Lethbridge Magazine and Canadian Fiction Magazine.
He retired from the University of Manitoba in 1986, and currently lives with his wife and daughter in Winnipeg, Manitoba.
The frock of a senior citizen is not one that is purchased at a discount store, or even a fancy department store. Rather, the owner of this garment has slowly sewn it together over the years - stitch by careful stitch.
Childhood and the teenage years mark the hasty basting stitches up the back. Being inexperienced in the craft of life, it was often required that some stitches be taken out and re-done, but each accounts for knowledge gained or a lesson learned.
Hidden in the side seams, out of view, are the ragged stitches of life's sorrows and disappointments. Although these stitches were painful to ply, it was recognized that they were required in order to give the garment character. Many of these stitches were worked with tear-filled eyes, but the hand of God guided their placement.
Proudly spaced from collar to hem are the buttonholes, carefully edged with the memories of each child. At those difficult times when the edges become a little frayed, they were lovingly rebound and secured with prayer. Placed boldly out front, for all to see, is the overcasting around pockets and collar, commemorating each of life's joys and triumphs. The special stitching around the cuffs was added when the grandchildren began to arrive.
The everyday comings and goings of life are the stitches that hold the individual pieces together to form a secure garment. The style is ever-enduring, nothing radical or flashy; a classic to last a life-time.
Your garments, mom and dad, are sown from the finest cloth. I've noticed how you have carefully sown integrity into the shoulders, so they fit perfectly. Patience, understanding and tact were blended together to form a durable lining, and the interfacing that holds the shape comes from your commitment to Christ. No seam is puckered with greed or envy, or crooked with deceit.
The thread that you chose to form each stitch is very strong; it is the thread of faith. Your thread has never broken or become snarled. You wear your garment secure in the knowledge that no matter what challenges you encounter, no seam will pull apart and no hem will fall.
I notice that your frocks are only three-quarter length. But of course! You both have so much more to experience! More stitches to add to the garment to make it one of old age.
As I work on my own garment I will keep your pattern before me. I realize that no two ever come out the same, but regardless of the color or style I choose, by following your example I hope that my garment will be of the same high quality.
Gracious and loving heavenly Father, creator and ruler of all heaven and earth and whose love lasts forever, I turn to You in my grief. I am comforted by the knowledge that You will not turn Your ear from me when I call upon Your name in petition. Even as You know when a sparrow falls, You know that a dear friend and a part of our family died this week. I uphold this friend and family member, Digger, our dog, before You and ask that You look with favour upon him, that he may enter Your heavenly kingdom.
The very act of this petition, indeed, the mere desire to issue an appeal for Your favour on behalf of our beloved pet has caused great consternation in my family and among many of my friends. Have so many never known the unconditional love of a dog? Have so many never had a close relationship, working or otherwise, with an animal? Is it not a universal question that transcends cultures and religions, which some may voice but which others would keep hidden deep within their hearts - "Will I ever see this animal again in another world"?
There have been times over the past week when friends, some of whom tend to be rather out-spoken, have commented, "You want to bury him! It was only a dog!" Even in my sorrow, I found it of some interest to note that there were those who began this last statement with the word "It", implying that the creature was not worthy of either time or thought after it had ceased to exist. Others however, began their statement with the word "He", suggesting that even these scoffers could concede that although "he" was an animal, Digger indeed did have an identity, had a personality and, by extension, was capable of loving and of being loved by humans. Their magnanimity, however, did not extend to the point where they would concede him a place in heaven.
"It was only a dog." This diminishing observation, which I realize was meant as a dash of cold water to bring me to my senses, suggests that since a dog does not have much value to them, then this same animal would not have much value to You. You know their hearts, oh Lord, and I ask that You forgive them for not considering the worth of this part of Your creation.
For those who loved him, Digger was not "only" a dog. He was our dear pet, a much-loved member of our family, and I believe he was a member of Your family, sharing equally in Your benevolence and care. In Genesis 1:25 it is written that "God made the wild animals according to their kinds, the livestock according to their kinds ...And God saw that it was good." Something that is good in Your eyes is not forgotten, and its passing does not go unnoticed by You. Does it not follow therefore, that it would share in Your providence? Again in Genesis, it is written that You gave a special blessing not only to man, but also to the creatures of the earth. This shared blessing sets man and the animals apart in a distinct fashion from the rest of Your creation. Would You withhold the glory of Your heavenly kingdom from that which has received Your special blessing?
The animals of Your creation are much loved by You, and that was evident during the time of the great flood. Noah was given specific instructions for the construction of his ark, the vessel of salvation not only for man but for the animals as well. A more modest craft would have sufficed if it was only man who was to survive Your wrath and cleansing. You did not instruct Noah to bring the animals along in order that he, and his family, would have something to do to keep their minds off their incarceration in the craft. They were not brought along for Noah's sustenance, as it is stated in Genesis 1:30 that both man and beast were to be vegetarians. The animals were spared because they were an integral part of Your plan for the salvation of Your creation; in a sense, the re-creation of Your original Eden. The animals had an inherent value to You which was as great as that of man, notwithstanding the fact that man had been given dominion over the animal kingdom.
Your instructions to Noah were "Go into the ark, you and your whole family...Take with you seven of every kind of clean animal, a male and its mate, ...to keep their various kinds alive throughout the earth." These instructions ensured that all species of animals would live and become re-established upon the earth.
True love must also be capable of chastisement. Just as You punish man and show Your fury when he disobeys, I find evidence that the same is done with the creatures of the earth. When You made Your covenant with Noah, the animals were also addressed and made accountable for their actions against man. Genesis 9:5 states, "And for your (man's) lifeblood I will surely demand an accounting. I will demand an accounting from every animal." If an animal will be punished for his sin against man, does not that animal then have the assurance that he will experience Your grace when it is appropriate?
Your covenant with Noah after the flood, as recorded in Genesis 9:9, states, "I now establish my covenant with you and with your descendants after you and with every living creature that was with you - the birds, the livestock and all the wild animals ..." Your love for Your creation and the promise to spare it from death through a future flood is not limited to man, but extends to the animals as well. "Never again will the waters become a flood to destroy all life." (Genesis 9:11).
What a dull world this would be without the animals, for they add so much beauty and warmth to our lives. The brilliant hues of the birds of the rain forest are a delight to the eye. The odd creature that we call the platypus intrigues us, and assures us that our creator has a sense of humour. The horse benefits the working man, and demands no salary other than a meal and warm shelter; or he may be the pride and joy of a young girl as she works towards her equestrian medal. Pets comfort the old and sick, and are companions to the lonely and forgotten. They are a status symbol to some, a confidante for others. Many are here to sustain our planet; others are here for our sustenance, or our pleasure. The cat becomes an on-demand playmate for children, even suffering the indignity of being dressed in human clothes. Then there are those, such as the dog, whose primary purpose seems to be to serve man out of love for him, and for the sheer joy of doing so. My Digger was just such a dog.
Are the creatures of the earth, and more specifically, the dog, worthy to enter into Your presence? Man was given a great task at the time of Your first covenant with him; he was to rule over Your creation, and he was to take care of it. No such charge was given to the animals to take care of humans, but witness how many of them have taken the task of caring for man upon themselves without being instructed to do so.
Although we can see the proof of this assumed responsibility more readily in some animals than others, it is nowhere more apparent than in the dog. For centuries the dog has worked for, protected and loved man, often to the point of laying down his life to protect the life of a human. The love of a dog for a human is truly blind. Man can mistreat his pet, taunt him, even abuse him and still the dog will turn the other cheek. A dog's love does not recognize nationality, and it extends to the poor, the disfigured and the lonely as easily as it envelopes the wealthy owner and the movie star. A dog does not love and serve only one age group or one gender; his love is universal. The dog has learned the meaning of love that does not discriminate or make demands. The quality of pure love was the most important lesson which You attempted to teach to man, yet one has only to observe the state of our world today, and to take note of the hate and atrocities which are perpetrated in Your name, to realize that with the majority of the human race Your lesson was taught in vain. In this respect, the dog is far more worthy than man to receive Your favour.
Just as earth is enriched by the presence of animals, I cannot conceive of heaven without them. People who have caught a glimpse of heaven say that they saw a place of great rolling meadows, fields of flowers, golden sunshine and scented breezes. Knowing the intricate balance of nature here on earth, rolling meadows would imply creatures from the animal kingdom at work underground and in the air to sustain the meadow. Flowers imply bees, or other insects, for pollination. If plants and insects are present, would You exclude those of Your creation which You loved as much as man, and whom You saved from the flood? Would You exclude the animals with whom You made a covenant? I think not, and the writer of Ecclesiastes was of the same opinion, for in that book, verses 3:19-20, he states "Man's fate is like that of the animals; the same fate awaits them both: As one dies, so dies the other. All have the same breath; man has no advantage over the animal ...All go to the same place ..." As well, in Psalm 50:10-11 we see Your joy in the animal kingdom where it states, "for every animal of the forest is mine, and the cattle on a thousand hills. I know every bird in the mountains and the creatures of the field are mine."
So, dear Lord, I bring before You Digger. He was so much more than "only a dog". He represented everything, and more, of what a dog should be. He has loved his masters, and has served us well. He has been our guardian and protector in time of danger; fearless despite his miniature stature. He has been our companion and comforter when we were sick. He has licked our tears and nuzzled a smile onto our faces when we were sad. He has barked his excitement with us when we were excited, and was gentle with us when we were vulnerable. Even in his last illness, he sought to give us comfort when he knew of our grief. Here is a dog truly worthy of the glory of Your presence.
I petition You on behalf of a part of Your glorious creation that cannot speak, and I claim the promise of Psalm 145:17-18 on his behalf:
"The Lord is righteous in all his ways
and loving toward all he has made. The
Lord is near to all who call on him, to
all who call on him in truth."
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