Basic 2
Sybil Stoskdale January 18, 197

% !

oot g ow
FIRST SORROW (Sorrow)

I could see the lumpy shape near the buskes beside the roade

"There he is," Jimmy screamed. "Stop”}g top." -

He was @ut of the door in a flash and running toward that silent
shapeo

"Bopwnie, Brownie," he cried. "Brownie, Brownie."

But the big brown dog didn't move., Jimmy reached out to touck%/ﬂ,\fc/ e

sink into the %%Zm{(
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Our oldest son is twenty-one tce/ly)., How I love remembering
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hi? but drew hi hana"mumklya I let my ( /han

that Decemberd@é&,mh en—he was born. Whenever I want to feel joy,
pure joy, I have only to think back and that same sweet feeling 1s
there inside me.

T can see Jim coming into my room on that cold afternoon.
Our beautiful baby had been born at dawn so Jim had had a chance to
spread the news, shave, and buy an armload of gifts., He smelled
like shaving lotion and red roses all mixed together when he kissed
me., He G%stéd cold and crisp from the December air. The rough tweed

of his jacket felt strange after the soft touch of baby's blanket,.
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His breath was warm in my ear as he whispered I love qu}//

The joy of it all was such a surprise. No one had told me about

this part...this pure, pure joy.
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