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This book is dedicated to my brother, Lloyd Helms, and sister, Laura
Murphree. I dedicate it also to my wife, Carolyn Helms, and my son, Dave
Helms, who years ago coined the phrase “the lizard way.” All four of them
helped me keep the lizard way open for many years.
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Preface

My thirteen-year-old son and I had been talking about getting a dog
for some time. Finally, during mid-December of 1994, we went to the
Chattanooga Humane Society to get a dog. My son had said for weeks,
“I don’t want no girl dog.” He was capable of better grammar, but that’s
what he said (later he graduated from Georgia Tech and Purdue Univer-
sity). The gentleman who showed us through the kennel led us to a cage
where all we saw was a lump of black fur. He picked up one of the dogs
to reveal that there were two dogs in that pile of fur, a male and a female.
Wias it her eyes, one blue and brown, and the other sky blue? Or was
it those beautiful brown and white markings on her jet-black body? I
don’t know, but it was the “girl dog” that we left with. We paid our $25,
signed some papers stating that we would take good care of her, and took
Maggie home. After we bathed her (twice) we laid her on my bed for her
to take a nap. Over the next weeks and months, she grew into the most
beautiful mixed shepherd that you can imagine. And her quiet and gentle
disposition was noticed by friends and strangers for years to come. You
can read all about that in my essay, “Remembering Maggie.”

In 2007, Maggie developed a brain tumor behind her right eye. After
giving her the best year possible, the day came to have her put to sleep.
On March 13, 2008, after the veterinarian performed that awful task,
I stayed with Maggie a few minutes, then left. The veterinarian’s office
took care of her remains. What follows are stories, “essays” that Maggie
inspired in me. It is my highest hope that in reading my experiences and
my innermost thoughts and feelings, you will not only enjoy my journey,
but also find meaning for yourself. You can read my essay, “4'33"” for
more on that. The book I wrote and the book you read are entirely differ-
ent books. Each story represents some experience, some memory, some
idea, some feeling that is uniquely mine, but these words will trigger

totally different memories, ideas, and feelings in you. Maybe you will be



inspired to write your thoughts and feelings, too. No one can write your
stories but you. In a few years, I look forward to reading each one. “The
Lizard Way” is one of my stories that you will find here. It is perhaps the
most significant. I think that you may discover that you have many lizard
ways of your own.

So get a cup of coffee, a glass of tea, a glass of wine, or whatever helps
you to relax. Settle down in a comfortable chair and enjoy my journey. I
know writing these stories has been one of the best parts of my pilgrim-
age. To quote a friend of mine who says this often as he starts his truck,

“Here we go.”
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