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1 dedicate this book to my dear, sweet mother, who
set the foundation for my relationship with God
and who helped define who I am today.

LARRY RANDOLPH

For Gracie Randolph and Gracie Bleakley—and all the dogs
who point peoples hearts to the unconditional love of God.

JENNIFER MARSHALL BLEAKLEY
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Prologue

“WE'RE HOME NOw, GRACIE,” Larry said soothingly to his three-
year-old white Lab. “You can relax.”

Gracie’s rib cage heaved rapidly. She had been panting since
Larry and his wife, Susan, picked her up from the pet-sitter’s
house. After spending ten days away from her favorite humans,
who had vacationed in the Caribbean, Gracie had no intention of
letting either of them out of her sight. She leaned her full eighty
pounds against Larry’s leg, while keeping her eyes fixed on Susan.

Larry gently pushed on Gracie’s right side to encourage her
to lie down. It was a move he and Gracie had practiced countless
times so that lonely, hurting people could pet the gentle dog. As
always, Gracie eagerly complied, exposing her fuzzy white belly
and casting a forlorn look at Susan.

“All right, all right,” Susan said, surrendering to the unspoken
plea and rubbing Gracie’s coarse white fur. The dog inhaled deeply,
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then released a contented sigh. A few minutes later, her breathing
slowed to a normal rhythm.

After giving Gracie a few more brisk belly rubs, Susan stood
up. “I'm going to take a shower and finish unpacking.” She kissed
Larry’s forehead, ruffled his salt-and-pepper hair, and headed for
the bedroom.

Gracie sat up and Larry gave her a final scratch, then grabbed
the remote and sank comfortably on the sofa. Their trip to Saint
Bart’s for Susan’s sixtieth birthday had been wonderful—and so
very needed after a hectic season with their ever-growing therapy
dog ministry—but there really was no place like home.

Gracie padded over to her favorite spot—a mat in front of the
sliding glass doors where she could see both the bedroom door and
the sofa. She circled three times, lay down, rested her head between
her paws, and closed her eyes for a much-deserved nap.

Larry flipped through the channels until he found a golf game,
stretched out his legs, and leaned his head back against the soft
cushion. The gentle cadence of the commentator’s voice quickly
worked its magic, and Larry began to doze off.

Moments later, he was jolted awake by an uncharacteristic
growl. Gracie was racing toward the bedroom.

“Gracie?” Larry quickly got up and followed her. She was
standing in front of the closed bathroom door, barking. But her
bark sounded different than he had ever heard it before.

It was deeper.

Throatier.

Frantic.

Larry couldn’t hear any water running in the bathroom. Gracie
continued barking. Surely Susan would have come out to see what all

the ruckus was about. Something was wrong.

viii
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Panic welling up inside him, he knocked on the bathroom
door. “Susan?” He paused for a second. Gracie pawed wildly at
the rug in front of the door as though she was trying to tunnel
under it.

“Susan?” Larry called louder, then pushed the door open.

Susan was unconscious on the bathroom floor.

ix






CHAPTER ONE

FOUR YEARS EARLIER

Larry eased the door closed behind him and treaded softly down
the hall. He smiled to himself, thinking of how quietly he used
to sneak from the bedroom, afraid any noise would wake his new
wife. But after nearly five years of marriage, Larry had come to
realize that Susan could sleep through almost anything.

Sunrise was still thirty minutes away, and there was no light
streaming through the windows. Larry made a pot of coffee in the
kitchen, poured himself a mug, then continued to the living room.
His routine was as familiar as it was necessary. He craved these
quiet moments in the morning before the noise of his workday
began. It was a routine he had put into practice years ago when
nothing had felt familiar or certain, and his soul had been desper-

ate to hold on to something solid.
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Placing his mug on the side table, he settled into his recliner
and reached for his Bible.

“Good morning, Lord,” he prayed aloud. “Thank you for this
new day and for being here with me.”

The hum of the air conditioner and overhead fan—necessities
for enduring Florida summers—provided a soothing soundtrack
as Larry sat in quiet awareness of God’s presence. With a busy
day ahead of him, this focused time was like fuel for his heart and
mind. He prayed first for Susan. Then for his daughters, Kristy
and Heather; Susan’s daughters, Tara and Brooke; their sons-in-
law; and his young grandchildren. His prayers then turned to
friends from their Bible study and for his workday ahead, full of
real estate proposals and scheduled client meetings.

“Lord, I give my day to you. Help me speak with wisdom
and grace today. Guide my conversations and help others see
you in me.”

As he opened his Bible to the passage he had been reading the
day before, an odd restlessness settled over him. It was a feeling he
had experienced several times over the last few weeks. Thankfully,
though, the feeling never lingered. He figured it was probably
work-related stress. Or maybe, Larry thought, looking around the
freshly painted living room, this feeling has to do with Susan’s deter-
mination to repaint every room in our town house.

No one could accuse his wife of taking it easy in her early retire-
ment. Instead, she poured herself into all the things she'd never
had time for when she was working. Now Susan was busier than
ever with her community Bible study, volunteering with Meals on
Wheels, and turning their town house into a cozy and beautiful
home. She joked that retirement had become a full-time job.
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Larry took a sip of coffee and tried to push the unsettled
feelings aside. After all, life was good. His own retirement was
approaching, and he and Susan were looking forward to traveling
and visiting their children and grandchildren. He had everything
he'd ever wanted—everything that at one point in his life he'd
thought he would never have again. Larry smiled to himself. /i
sure my restless feelings are because I never know what color the living
room will be when I come home.

His Bible was open to the third chapter of Proverbs. Even
though he had read through the book countless times, there was
always some new nugget of wisdom God would show him.

He started reading silently, then paused at Proverbs 3:3: “Let
love and faithfulness never leave you; bind them around your neck,
write them on the tablet of your heart.”

“God, please help me to pursue love and faithfulness in all I
do. Write them on my heart.”

He stopped again two verses later—not to pray, but to catch his
breath. His heart was racing. It wasn’t alarming. In fact, it almost
felt . . . joyful, like the anticipation before opening a gift. He read
Proverbs 3:5-6 aloud: “Trust in the Lorp with all your heart and
lean not on your own understanding; in all your ways submit to
him, and he will make your paths straight.”

Larry knew the words by heart, and yet it was like he was
reading them for the first time. He leaned back in his chair and
closed his eyes. Experience had taught him that this feeling of joy-
ful anticipation while reading Scripture was usually God’s Spirit
gently speaking to him.

“Lord, I want to trust you fully and submit to your will. Is
there something you want me to do?”



RANDOLPH « BLEAKLEY

And then suddenly, in the silence, there it was.

Therapy dogs.

Larry’s heart skipped a beat. Therapy dogs? Where had thar
thought come from?

“God, was that you?”

He already knew the answer. His heart said yes, even as his
mind struggled to understand.

What did therapy dogs have to do with anything? He was a real
estate developer, not a dog breeder. Or a therapist.

I don’t even have a dog.

And yet a certainty washed over him that he hadn’t felt since
his first date with Susan—when he knew she would be his wife
one day.

“Therapy dogs,” he said, testing the words out on his lips.

He got up and began to pace back and forth between the living
room and the kitchen.

“Therapy dogs . . .” he repeated. “Trust in the Lord with all
your heart. Don't lean on your own understanding. Hold on to
love and faithfulness . . . therapy dogs.”

It was like trying to create one image from two different
puzzles. “Lord, please help me understand.”

He considered waking Susan. But what would he say? “Good
morning, sweetheart. What do you think about therapy dogs?”
No, he needed to sit with this a little while. As he turned back
toward the living room, a figure caught his eye—a ceramic figure
of a Basset Hound painted to look like Gus, sitting on the floor
by the patio door.

Gus.

The dog’s name made Larry smile as memories flooded his

mind.
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Gus had come into Larry’s life at a time when he really needed
a friend—especially one who didn’t know what a failure he was.

Of course, his friends and family told him that he wasn't at fault
for the economic downturn that had affected market conditions.

“It’s the ebb and flow of the market,” well-meaning colleagues
would say. “Real estate is a fickle beast.”

“You'll figure something out,” Chris, his then-wife of fifteen
years, reassured him. His girls, Kristy and Heather, stood by him:
“Dad, we love you no matter what.”

But deep down, Larry couldn’t help but feel like a failure.
He had let people down. People who had trusted him with their
money. Whose investments were soon to be turned over to a
court-appointed receivership when he filed for bankruptcy. It was
a choice he hadn’t wanted to make, but it was the only one that
would give his investors a chance—albeit a small chance—of get-
ting some of their money back.

He was trying to stay positive even when he had to give up
his beautiful office in downtown Charlotte and work out of their
guest room. He tried to stay busy—he needed to stay busy. But he
could feel depression settling over him like a heavy quilt, making
it difficult to feign excitement for a birthday dinner his wife and
daughters had planned for him the week before his bankruptcy
court date.

“Dad!” twelve-year-old Heather called out. “We have a birth-
day surprise for you! Come into the family room.”

Larry mustered every ounce of energy he could to rise from
the chair in his makeshift office and trudge down the hall. Forcing
a smile, he rounded the corner, but when he spotted a squirmy
long-eared puppy in Heather’s arms, his entire face erupted in

sincere joy.
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“Happy birthday!” Heather, Kristy, and Chris called out in
unison.

Larry couldn’t remember ever feeling so surprised. He hadn’t
asked for a puppy. He hadn’t even thought about getting another
dog since their Chihuahua, Chichi, had bitten Heather several
years ago, and they had to rehome him.

“What in the world . . .” Larry said, marveling at the little
black, brown, and white Basset Hound Heather placed in his arms.
He'd never seen one of them in real life before—only in ads for
Hush Puppies shoes.

“Who is this?” he laughed as the puppy licked his chin.

“His name is Gus!” Heather beamed. “We named him that
because he looks like a Gus.”

“The girls thought you could use a friend during the day,”
Chris explained. Her tone was kind, even though her eyes were
distant. Given the heated argument they’d had over finances ear-
lier that morning—one of dozens theyd had over the past several
weeks—Larry appreciated her attempt to put on a good front for
the girls.

“Mom and Heather found an ad in the paper,” fourteen-year-
old Kristy piped in. “Do you like him?”

Larry held Gus up to his face, searched his soulful, humanlike
eyes—eyes whose depths seemed to hold both sorrow and hope—
and found in them a kindred spirit.

“I think he’s the most perfect dog I've ever seen,” he said, plant-
ing a kiss on Gus’s forehead. “And he’s the best birthday present
P've ever received. Thank you.”

Larry set Gus on the floor, and the ten-pound puppy promptly
tripped over his own ears.

“He’s all feet and ears,” Larry said with a laugh. He knelt down



FINDING GRACE

and set Gus back on his feet. “Don’t worry, little guy. You'll grow
into those ears.”

Gus kept Larry busy and distracted the week leading up to
his courthouse date. Larry took him for two walks a day—often
carrying Gus home because the puppy would become too tired to
walk another step on his short legs. Gus’s ears dipped into his water
bowl every time he took a drink, and he was determined to shake
off every water droplet so Larry was constantly wiping down the
kitchen cabinets, floor, and walls.

But when the bankruptcy court date finally came, Larry was
overwhelmed with grief and disappointment. After signing the
final papers, he left the courthouse and wept. For himself. For his
investors. And for his future.

“God, what do I do now?” he silently prayed.

Defeated and dejected, he dreaded going home. The girls
would still be at school, and with the way he and Chris had been
arguing over everything, he feared facing her. How long will it be
till I'm back here signing divorce papers? he wondered.

Fears about his future all but consumed Larry, but they dis-
sipated the moment he arrived home and saw Gus.

“Come on, Gus,” he said, clipping a red leash to the puppy’s
matching collar. “Let’s go for a walk.”

As the two set off down the neighborhood sidewalk, Gus sniffed
every blade of grass and tried to greet every person they passed,
his velvety brown ears dragging along the ground the entire way.

“I promise, little buddy, someday you will grow into those
ears.”

Over the next few years, Gus did grow into his ears. And Larry
slowly began to build back his real estate connections. However,

just as the economy took an upturn, Larry and Chris’s marriage
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took a downturn. And despite their best efforts at reconciliation,
they decided to divorce. Larry was relocating to Charleston, three
hours away from Charlotte.

“Bye, Dad,” Kiristy called from the front porch. As Larry plunked
an almost four-year-old Gus onto the passenger seat of his white
BMW, he swallowed hard and commanded himself not to lose it
in front of the girls.

“Call us as soon as you get there,” Heather said, running over
to give him one last hug.

The move to Charleston had sounded good on paper. It meant
a fresh start, both in real estate and in life. But now, saying good-
bye to his girls, the moment felt anything but good. His throat
tightened, and his eyes burned.

“I will. T promise.” He pulled them both in tight. “I love you
both very much—very, very much.”

God, watch over them and protect them, he prayed as he backed
out of his driveway—out of Chriss driveway, he corrected himself.
He had signed over the house and everything in it to her, which
made for light packing, but it also meant he really was starting
over. All he had were some clothes, a trunk full of personal items,
and Gus.

The pain of all he had lost haunted Larry during the trip. But
as they turned off I-26 onto Meeting Street, Larry couldn’t help
but laugh at Gus. He was the picture of joy and happiness with
his ears flopping wildly in the wind, his tongue hanging out of his
mouth, and a stream of drool splattering the window.

A few blocks later, Larry turned into the parking lot of a
nondescript apartment complex, pulled into a parking spot, and

turned off the ignition. He got out, walked to the passenger door,
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and lifted Gus out of the car. “Looks like it’s just you and me now,
boy. What do you think? Are we ready for this?”

Gus let out a deep, throaty bark.

“Me too,” Larry said, patting Gus’s back. “Let’s go see our new

home.”
szo

As the months passed, Larry and Gus resumed their twice-daily
walks, often ending up at the beach. Most days Larry enjoyed
watching families interacting and letting children pet Gus. But on
this particular day, Larry craved solitude, so he and Gus walked to
the end of a small fishing pier. Larry sat on the wooden dock, and
Gus plopped down beside him, then army-crawled his way to the
edge of the pier to watch the lapping waves.

Larry’s mind wandered. How did I get here? How will I ever get
back to where I was? His heart sank with the pebble he tossed into
the choppy waves. Will I ever get back to where [ was?

His daughters were now in college, living their own lives. He
and Chris rarely spoke, and when they did, it was usually strained.
And building new real estate connections had proven to be a pain-
fully slow and disappointing process.

He threw another pebble into the water.

You let this happen, he scolded himself. His shoulders sagged
under the weight of the mental assault. You had it all, and you lost
it. You lost everything. You are a loser.

A silent wail contorted his face and tightened every muscle.

He looked down at the water.

Darkness pressed in, taunting him. Ridiculing him. Daring
him. He peered into the water. / wonder how deep it is? His breath
quickened and his heart pounded in his ears. Then something
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touched his thigh, and Larry flinched. Gus was resting his paw on
Larry’s leg. The hound’s deep-set eyes focused intently on Larry’s,
and he released a soft, mournful whimper.

Good old devoted, dependable Gus. His faithful friend who
had been there through it all—every argument, every lost account,
every sleepless night.

Larry scooted back from the edge, and Gus climbed into his lap.

“You've always been by my side.” Though his mouth spoke the
words to Gus, his heart spoke them to God. “I know I'm not alone.
I just want what you want for me.”

His silent tears of surrender dripped onto Gus’s fur, and the

two exhaled deeply together.

Therapy dogs. As Larry poured a second cup of early morning cof-
fee, a realization began to take shape: Gus acted like a therapy dog
to me that night on the dock. Maybe God's nudge about therapy dogs
wasn't out of left field after all.

He had never thought of Gus as anything other than his long-
eared sidekick, but the truth was, Gus had helped Larry in so many
ways—staying close, keeping him busy and distracted, getting him
outside, helping him meet people, and continually pointing his
heart toward God.

And while that pivotal evening on the dock had changed noth-
ing on the outside, it had changed everything on the inside. That
evening, with Gus on his lap, Larry had surrendered his failures,
his shattered dreams, his hope of future success, and his life plan
to God.

Now, as he resumed his place in the recliner, more memories

reeled through his mind.

10
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As the year wore on, Larry started spending more time walking
Gus along the waterfront, eating with him at outdoor cafes, and
engaging in small talk with women who would stop the pair and
want to pet Gus’s ears.

“Who knew you were such a chick magnet?” Larry teased Gus
one night after getting two phone numbers and making plans to
meet a woman named Tina for dinner the next night.

But even as a chick magnet, Gus was not without his quirks—
mainly his unique odor, an issue Larry was determined to address
before his date.

“I'm not trying to hurt you,” he said, struggling to hold on to
the squirming, slippery hound in the bathtub. “I'm just trying to
make you smell better. Between those ears constantly dragging on
the ground and that waterproof coat of yours, youre not only a
chick magnet, you're a dirt magnet!”

Gus pointed his nose to the ceiling and began to howl his dis-
pleasure. It was the same howl he'd used when Larry had wrestled
him from under the bed and carried him to the bathroom—kind
of like a cow impersonating an ambulance siren.

“Stay still, buddy. I just need to . . .”

Gus stopped howling long enough to give a vigorous shake,
thoroughly soaking Larry.

After rinsing the soap out of Gus’s coat, Larry lifted him from
the tub and wrapped him in a fluffy white towel. The hound’s
howls of angst quickly turned to happy whimpers of delight.

“To know you is to love you,” Larry mused.

Unfortunately, Larry’s date did not agree. After enjoying a nice

11
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meal together, Larry had invited Tina over for a cup of coffee and
to meet Gus. But no sooner did they walk into Larry’s apartment
when . . .

“Oh my,” Tina exclaimed, holding her hand to her nose.
“What is that smell?”

As if on cue, Gus sauntered around the corner.

“Is that him?” Tina pointed to Gus. “I didn’t think such a cute
dog could smell so . . . I mean, he has an unusual odor, doesn’t he?”

Larry was more than familiar with the unique smell common to
the breed, but he didn’t necessarily consider it bad. And he certainly
would never look at Gus the way Tina was looking at him now.

“Tina, I had a really nice time with you at dinner,” he began,
“but I can tell you don'’t care for Gus, and the thing is . . . we're a
package deal. So maybe we should just call it a night.”

Tina looked stunned, but Larry meant it. He had no interest
in wasting time with someone who didn’t love Gus—distinct smell
and all.

Tina rolled her eyes and left.

“Well, boy, maybe 'm not as ready to enter the dating pool as
I thought I was,” Larry said as Gus’s stubby little legs ran double-
time to his best friend’s side. “I guess it’s just you and me again.”

Larry and Gus resumed their comfortable routine of going on
waterfront walks, watching ESPN together, and every few weeks,

when he got a little too pungent, wrestling Gus into the bathtub.
le

A few years passed and Larry was offered a position in the real
estate firm’s Tampa office. After weighing the pros and cons—a
fresh start versus moving farther away from his daughters—Larry
decided on the fresh start.

12
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“It’s time for another road trip, Gus. You up for another
adventure?”

Of course he was!

As it turned out, a fresh start had been just what Larry needed.
He found a church where he felt welcome and encouraged, and a
great town house close to the sparkling waters of Tampa Bay.

Larry and Gus continued their daily walks, though Gus, now
ten, occasionally needed a little more encouragement to finish the
route.

“Come on, you can do it,” Larry encouraged, gently tugging
on Gus’s leash as he lay down on the grass. “I know your legs are
tired, but we still have to walk back home.”

Gus turned a disinterested eye toward Larry, then laid his head
between his front legs. Larry had experienced this mid-walk revolt
enough times to know it was pointless to fight it. So he just sat
down in the grass next to him.

“It’s okay,” Larry said, rubbing Gus’s ears. “I'll just sit here with
you till you're ready to get up.”

One day, as Larry waited for Gus to rally, he noticed people set-
ting up a tent nearby and others with dogs congregating around it.
“Let’s check out what's happening over there,” Larry said. Gus rose
with a yawn and a shake of his ears, then slowly plodded toward
the crowd. While Gus greeted the dogs and nearby humans, Larry
approached a woman wearing a purple “Project PUP” shirt and
handing out pamphlets.

“What does PUP stand for?” Larry asked.

She explained that Project PUP (Pets Uplifting People) was an
organization that sent well-behaved dogs into nursing homes to

visit residents.

13
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“This little guy would be a perfect Project PUP dog!” The
woman smiled, kneeling down to pet Gus. Before they left, she
gave Larry the application forms to fill out.

That afternoon, Larry made an appointment for Gus to be
evaluated by an American Kennel Club (AKC) certified dog
trainer, and two weeks later, Gus had his Canine Good Citizen cer-
tification, a purple Project PUP bandanna, and the green light to
represent Project PUP at a nursing home on Bayshore Boulevard.

Dressed in his Project PUP shirt, Larry stepped through the
front door of the nursing home, equally nervous and excited. He
checked in at the front desk and was escorted to a large room
where residents sat in wheelchairs and at tables watching TV and
playing games.

“Hi, doggie!” an elderly female voice called out.

Gus walked in her direction, stopping every four to five feet to
allow people to stroke his back, eating up the attention as if it were
a box of Milk-Bones that had tipped over and spilled its contents.
He eagerly walked toward outstretched hands, soulfully gazed at
lonely-looking residents, and happily sat beside those who wanted
to talk to him.

One woman, sitting in a wheelchair off by herself, waved Gus
over. “I had a little dog that looked just like you,” she said, her
voice weak and raspy. “He brought me such joy.” As Gus wagged
his tail happily, the woman’s face transformed from distant and
vacant to joy-filled. “My dog’s name was Maggie, and she sure
would have liked you.”

Larry spent several minutes visiting with the woman. She
thanked him for bringing Gus to meet her and asked if he would
bring him back soon.

“I sure will.”

14
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“You were amazing in there, buddy!” Larry beamed on the way
home. He couldn’t contain his joy. His career was taking off again.
He was making friends. He was attending church. And he and Gus
were going to start spending their free time bringing happiness to
lonely people. Everything was good.

And then . ..

“What's the matter, bud? Don’t you want your dinner?”

Gus responded by raising his right eyebrow slightly. Larry sat
on the sofa next to Gus and studied his dear friend. Gus’s eyes had
been looking different recently. More tired. Droopier. Larry laid
his hand on Gus’s belly, and a low rumble vibrated from the dog’s
throat. Larry flinched. Gus never growled.

Larry made an appointment with the vet for the next day.

Once there, Larry explained that Gus hadnt been as interested
in eating lately, but at ten years of age, he just assumed his dog’s
appetite was slowing down with the rest of him. The vet’s brow
furrowed as he palpated Gus’s belly. Minutes later, Gus was getting
X-rays done. When the vet came back into the room, the look on
his face told Larry everything he needed to know.

“I'm afraid Gus’s stomach has twisted on itself and is cutting off
the blood supply to his digestive system,” the vet explained. “We
can try surgery, but at his age and with the severity of his case, he
likely won't survive the procedure.”

Larry felt the breath leave his chest. He lowered himself to his
knees and rubbed Gus’s ears. His dog—his best friend, confidant,
and beloved sidekick—Ilooked up at him with trusting eyes. The
vet said he would give Larry a few minutes to make his decision
and quietly exited the room.

“Oh Gus, what am I going to do without you?” Larry whis-
pered, his tears being absorbed into Gus’s fur.

15
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Larry swallowed against the pain rising in his throat. He kissed
the top of Gus’s head, then the tip of each ear. He laid his head
against Gus’s back. Larry wanted to tell the vet to do whatever he
had to do to save his friend. He would pay any price. Do anything.
But he knew. As surely as he knew God had sent Gus to him, Larry
knew it was time to let the faithful dog go.

After the vet gave Gus a strong painkiller, Larry cradled Gus
in his arms.

“You are the world’s best dog, and I am going to miss you so
much.”

The doctor gave Gus a second injection, and Larry held his
friend until Gus’s heart stopped beating. Larry forced himself to
stand and then slowly walked out of the room. He had never felt
more alone than he did leaving the vet’s office without Gus. He
stopped to collect himself in the parking lot and immediately
thought of Gus’s mid-walk naps. An involuntary chuckle quickly
turned into a sob, and Larry’s tears began to fall.

It took a long time for the weight of grief to lessen. Every
reminder of Gus felt like a blow to his heart. Larry tried to stay
busy. He took on more projects at work, flew out to visit his
daughters, and started playing golf.

Over time, he started to smile and laugh again, but he didnt
think he would ever feel truly whole or wholly loved again . . .

until he met Susan.

Larry set his coffee cup down on the counter and shook off the
painful memories of those last minutes with Gus—memories he
hadn’t let himself think about for almost ten years. And yet, the
significance of Gus’s life and how he acted like Larry’s personal

therapy dog wasn't lost on him.
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“Therapy dogs,” he repeated again. The words hadn’t come out
of nowhere. Could God be speaking to him?

But what would he say to Susan? They had only been married
for five years, and he had already taken her to hurricane-ravaged
Louisiana to help feed victims of Katrina, to Tanzania to build
churches, and to south Florida to build houses with Habitat for
Humanity. Could he really ask her to join him on another wild
adventure? And why would God ask him to do something with
therapy dogs now?

Maybe I heard him wrong, he rationalized. Maybe my sub-
conscious had just been remembering Gus, or maybe I dreamed about
him last night and he was just on my mind this morning.

Larry’s pulse began racing as his heart accepted what his mind
was still fighting.

Trust me, not your own understanding.

“Okay, Lord, I will do whatever you want me to do,” Larry
spoke aloud. “But, um . . . I think you might have to bring me a
dog first.”
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