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You may recall a recent sermon of mine in which I spoke
of the experiences my wife and I had had as we sought to buy
a house. Many of you have asked how things turned out and
this seems as good a time as any to give you an update.

We decided not to buy after all. Some of you came to
us after that sermon and offered to help and we appreciate
that. We even were put in touch with a banker who was
willing to take a risk on us and said, "We'll overlook your
negative net worth—that is, the fact that you don't have
any money—if you can come up with thousands and thousands
of dollars for the down payment. I'm not sure that I
understand the logic.—but then, as you will recall me
saying in the course of that sermon, who am I to judge.

So, since we couldn't buy a home, we decided to make
our own place more of a home, and we bought a dog. She's a
cute little thing. Her name is Daisy...part shepherd and
part collie. She's quick to learn, eager to please and
house-trained, thank the Lord. But she's not perfect. She
misses us terribly when we're gone. And apparently, in
those lonely moments, she finds comfort in chewing things.
She comforted herself one time with part of our couch. And
she gets a great deal of comfort from anything wicker. And,
though I have no proof, I believe she eased her loneliness
one day on my baseball glove—I can't find it. But my
favorite moment came when I caught her red handed with part
of a library book in her mouth. The book was, How to Train
Your Dog in Six Weeks. I had fun returning that book.

It wasn't a bad book, really. One thing it said was
that it did no good, indeed, it was harmful, to yell at, or
strike, or discipline your dog when you came home and found
something destroyed. That is, unless you had caught the dog
in the act. Because, unless caught in the act, the dog
cannot make the connection between the crime and the

punishment. But when I looked past the happy, tail-wagging
dog that greeted me at the door and saw the foam from the
couch all over the living room floor, I did some heavy duty
disciplining, knowing full well that I should not have done
it.—"Wretched man that I am!"

Those are Paul's words—the words of a frustrated and
very aware man. A man whose knowledge of what he ought to
do didn't help him when he found himself doing something
else. Rather, knowledge of the Law only disturbed him more.
And so he called himself "wretched".

C.S. Lewis, in his book, Mere Christianity, wrote these
words, "... human beings, all over the earth, have this
curious idea that they ought to behave a certain way, and .
. . they do not in fact behave in that way. They know the
Law of Nature; they break it."

Wretched people that we are. There are things we know








