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Walking Wesson…                                                                                            
By Beth Duewel 
 
What a walk by the dog taught me about life and about God.  
 

 
 
I usually don’t consider walking a dog a challenge—that was before Wesson.  
 
When we picked out our pup from a litter of nine, we all agreed he was the color of the 
sun, soft, and shiny. While the other puppies ran and played, Wesson allowed his body to 
balance gently on his belly, while yawning and watching his siblings with a curious but 
cautious eye. Riding home the ball of skin so sluggish, we were certain he was on the 
edge of something deathlike.  
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In efforts of sparing this pup further exhaustion, we carried him everywhere for two days. 
Picture it: two whole days of yawning, purse-puppy lifestyle—without the purse though. 
It was at the end of the second day that something mysterious happened; Wesson stopped 
yawning and started galloping. And if you let me catch my breath, I’ll tell you that was 
eleven long months ago.  
 
However, we are not new, nor are we naive to animal ownership. In support of our 
children’s pleading smiles and 4H projects, we’ve had three pygmy goats, a barn bulging 
with Mini-Rex rabbits, speckled kitties and mutts. We find pets to be therapy and a 
pleasant calm to the zoo-like intensity that can come from three children and a busy 
schedule. Or maybe it adds to the zoo-like intensity? Either way, the word zoo just sort of 
comes to mind. .Hmmm? 
 
I’ll admit, when debating on whether to get a pup or not—God sent us fair and proper 
warning. 
 
Yes, we met the well meaning couple while hiking one afternoon. As soon as they smiled 
and introduced themselves with their yellow lab “Franklin,” my eyes couldn’t help but 
land on those shoes. Matching blue and green Nike trainers. Franklin, of course wore 
none, but sported a cottonlike yellow bandana. What? I could only guess the bandana was 
meant to wick dog sweat??? Needless to say, I became all judgy and proud (I do that 
sometimes), and turned a semi-deaf ear to their mishaps. I began filing their information 
in the same area of my brain that moans as the neighbors put up their Christmas lights 
before we’ve taken ours down. Reflecting back on that particular conversation though—I 
should have taken notes.  Lots and lots of notes.   
 
Especially, when the kind couple spewed information like Doggie ADD, and something 
about walking and no sleep...or was that sleep walking?  I should have picked up on non-
verbals like facial twitching and studied the dark circles under each eye, instead of staring 
at those shoes. I could have asked the name of their puppy pre-school and puppy 
kindergarten… I guess. And not laughed. Definitely not laughed inside, when they told us 
their dog flunked out of one, or was it both of those higher levels of puppy education? 
Maybe I shouldn’t have contemplated thoughts like, “ We are just getting our second 
child through college, we sure aren’t starting over with a canine!”   
 
 
I recall them muttering something about Franklin having trouble becoming housebroken, 
Or was it that he broke out of the house? Or broke the house?  I don’t know. Something 
got broke. Either way, they lost me at the sweat-wicking doggy-bandana.  
 
It was about that time in the conversation that my husband listened with both intent ears, 
while I copped an “I can parent anything,” attitude. The same attitude that swore my son 
would never-EVER shoot birds like the neighbor boy. Nah-uuuuh!! The prideful attitude 
that felt certain our children were going to be well behaved and not talk back, or cry for 
hours because they threw their pacifier out the window in the closest thing to a desert the 
Carolinas has to offer.  
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Just maybe I blocked their well intentioned warnings because I knew this wasn’t my first 
trip down the old parental lane. There would be no need to repeat anything. Oh 
noooohohoh. It was only going to be told once by me, not twice and definitely not the 
third time. Or fourth, well, maybe the fifth then. It wouldn’t take six times for sure 
because by the sixth time I would be speaking momeise and jabbering on about when I 
was a kid and calling my children…um… I mean the dog, random names my mouth 
spewed like bubbles from a plastic wand. Puppy parenting was going to be a breeze.  
 
I mean, what’s a few dark circles anyway?  I’m sure my husband would encourage me 
the same way he did when other moms were toting snoring six-week old babies. “Don’t 
worry honey, he will eventually sleep.” Jerry would mutter with a yawn. He was right. A 
year later—my ear permanently suctioned to the door—our son, Josh, slept a full eight 
hours.  Really. It’s just a puppy for goodness sake. 
 
Besides, I was kind of looking forward to long, drooling Sunday naps with a ball of fur 
snuggled up to me. Yep, we chalked the young couples warnings and backpack full of  
puppy treats, all up to inexperience and lack of real life parental savvy. Wink wink. 
 
I guess some of us learn the hard way in life, don’t we? Especially when your son comes 
home from college and complains of the lack of discipline the once-pup, now-dog has. 
“You need to be firmer with him mom.”  What? How can a boy who used to think 
spending ten minutes in a timeout chair as corporal punishment, all of the sudden think 
we are too soft when it comes to discipline? We are used to dealing with high 
spiritedness—we know the drill buddy. It seems everyone has an opinion these days. 
 
Including the orthopedic surgeon.  
 
The conversation, I mean the incident, a big blur, but I told the doctor I would try to 
recount it as best I could. I took Wesson for a walk early in the morning on his training 
leash. The dog never sleeps, at least not on my watch, so I’m pretty sure one or both of us 
was sleep walking. Then the neighbor dog came out to play and Wesson took off 
running. I repeated myself once, twice… maybe six times, with a firm and consistent no. 
When to my surprise he halted with head erect and bottom planted firmly in the dewy 
grass. For a second I thought he might utter a sweet yawn. He didn’t. But he did exercise 
his doggie ADD.  And since he never made it to puppy kindergarten, let alone, pre-
school, he didn’t know that you don’t take your owner for a walk—rather it’s the other 
way around. And where is a sweat-wicking-bandana when you need one for crying 
outloud?!! 
 
It was then I realized I was flying through the air and really could have benefited from a 
pair of those matching Nike trainers with supergrip treads, instead of superslick flip-
flops. The loud crunch led me to believe I had landed on my baggie full of treats.  I did 
not. And I don’t know why, but after hearing the surgeon say the word broke, I couldn’t 
help but recall the familiarity to that word. My smugness popping like a pricked balloon. 
The doctor didn’t laugh when I told him my story. I did laugh when he told me I had 
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what looked like a severe, football player-type break…then I cried.  I guess I saw 
everything going a lot differently—In my mind anyway.  
 
Yes, this story is a mixture of puppy licks and pain. Kind of like life. God knew what he 
was whispering when he reminds, “Pride goes before destruction, a haughty spirit before 
a fall.” (Proverbs 16:18) Some of us need to hear his word a little louder and more 
literally than others though. Sigh. It’s easy to forget God’s word isn’t just meant to be 
spoken and heard, but saturated, beneficial to the way we live out our lives. God 
recognizes that pride can be a barrier to relationships, our own growth, as well as a 
compassion-blocking callus on the heart. When jealousy and insecurity jump onto the 
scene, it’s easy to flip our focus onto what we perceive as flaws in others. Matching 
tennis shoes or not, most people are fighting hard battles. Including me. 
 
 I’m so glad God’s grace-filled arms are there to catch me when I fall. And even though 
I’ve been around the zoo a few times—this old dog definitely needs to learn some new 
tricks. It wasn’t all a loss though. After my injury, I did manage to squeeze in a few long, 
drooly, afternoon naps. Pain medication just sort of does that to a person. 
 
As far as Wesson goes, he’s learning some new tricks as well. He has yet to go to puppy 
pre-school, well, he will never-EVER go to puppy pre-school, but is making great 
progress. He might even earn himself a sweat-wicking bandana. To go with our matching 
Nike Trainers, of course! 
 
Fighting Pride: 
 

1. When in doubt—throw it out. If an attitude of great importance is attached to 
something, a job, or a material possession, for example, it may be beneficial to put 
it in its proper place. Maybe a purge? Remembering all things are God given.  

2. Keep compassion high and judgments low. A judgmental attitude elevates our 
puffed opinion of ourselves, conjuring the false notion we are worthy of throwing 
rocks. Jesus reminds. “Let anyone who is without sin be the first to throw a stone 
at her.”  (John 8:7). 

3. Self examination—not preoccupation. It’s good to exercise an honest reflective 
eye over feelings, insights, and character. But it can be rather spirit-deprecating to 
allow our “universe” to be the size of a floor-length mirror. God has created a 
world-wide window to see out of. A healthy esteem opts for a room with a view!  

4. Never say never. We are all capable of doing what we feel we could never do. 
Satan keeps a watchful eye out for our weaknesses and denials. Peter was certain 
he would never disown his Lord, and heard this reply, “Truly I tell you,” “this 
very night before the rooster crows, you will disown me three times.” (Matthew 
26:34).  

5. Ask for a humble heart. God is so gracious in wanting to fill our hearts with good 
things. Humility is one of those good things. It’s better to be humble at heart, 
loving, compassionate towards others, and open to receiving prudent instruction, 
than it is to be pride-soaked and muddy while being dragged across the yard by 
your dog. I’m thinking I’ll take humble-pie over mud pie any day!  


