A  Goat Lady’s Prayer
By Carolyn Buckner
[bookmark: _GoBack]  Thank you Lord, for granting me the gift of the speed, that is necessary to catch those rotten bucks, when they escape before they can breed each and every one of my does.
  Thank you Lord, for the gift of grace that enables me to be spun around in circles, by my buck, in a ridiculous rendition of a dance routine of Fred Astaire and Ginger Rogers in my driveway, without ending up with a single injury in the process.
  Thank you Lord, for the adrenaline rush and the temporarily Herculean strength that enables my 120 pounds to drag that afore mentioned smelly, rotten buck back to his pen all by myself and not have a heart attack in the process.
  Thank you Lord, for granting me the endurance to get up every two hours during the frigid winter nights to bundle up, trudge out through knee deep snow out to the barn to check on my girls when their time is at hand.
  Thank you Lord, for endowing my arthritis stricken hands with the dexterity and agility to untangle those twins sandwiched so tightly and deliver them safely and undamaged into this world. 
  Thank you Lord, for the joy that fills my heart and soul when I see those beautiful babies leaping and bounding through my pasture as their momma’s graze nearby contentedly.
  Thank you Lord, for the patience that prevents me from strangling those same beautiful babies when they decide the grass is greener on the other side of the fence and my days are spent getting the same repeat offender’s heads unstuck from the fence. 
  Thank you Lord, for allowing me to see the humor in my being stampeded, knocked down and trampled on my way to fill the creep feeder with a bucket of grain for the afore mentioned babies and for being able to share the humor with my friends and give them a good laugh as they enjoy the picture I paint them of me laying sprawled out on the ground with goats engaged in a free for all, as they try to gobble every single flake of grain that is scattered everywhere, including on me and in my hair.
  Thank you Lord, for the friends you have given me both far and near, that have become so dear, with whom my experiences I can share and who are always there with a shoulder to lean on or just a sympathetic  ear.
     Thank you Lord, for the extra dose of compassion, empathy and generosity of spirit you have gifted each of your goat ladies with.  For, these gifts are great and we share them between us, to help each other through the tough times that can suddenly and unexpectedly appear.
  And lest I forget, Dear Lord, thank you for the gift of ignorance. 
If, I had known then, what I know now, I may never have decided to buy that one milk goat. 
  What an amazing and beautiful journey I may have missed out on.
  Dear Lord, it humbles me, the many gifts, you have bestowed upon me. 
  Yet, with all you have given me, I have yet, one more gift to ask for.
  Dear Lord, please bless me with the gift of acceptance.
  Though I try so hard, to accept your will, learning to let go of a much beloved goat, I struggle with still.
  I’ll fight, I’ll pray and I’ll scream out to you “NO!”
  It is just so damn hard, for me to accept and to let go.
  They bring me so much and I consider them my own.
  Please, help me to remember your gift of them in my life, is more of a loan,
  And it is not my choice, but yours, when you want them back home.



