GINSENG, GREAT DAY IN THE MORNING
Raise your hand if you have ever had a bad day. Sooner or later all of us have one or two! Sometimes we express ourselves by totally saying the opposite of what we really mean. For instance, after a day at school where you lost your homework, forgot your lunch, or missed recess because you were talking too much, you get in your car to go home and your mom asked, "Did you have a good day at school?" 

And your response might be, "Oh, Mom I had a great day - just a great day!" 

What you really said was the total opposite of how you felt - you had a horrible day. That is what we call sarcasm. 

Now the story I'm about to share is true and the phrase, "Great Day, Great Day, Great Day in the Morning" will be repeated. It's up to you to decide if it's said with joy and jubilation or if it's said with sorrow and tribulation. 

[image: image1.wmf]One of my friends, Debbie Smith, has always had a love for animals. Her father also adores animals. He regularly visits animal shelters to check out all the new dogs. On one of his visits in January of 1998, he found a gorgeous, three year old, full bred Akita dog. Her name was Ginseng. He was told that Ginseng wasn't mean enough for the previous owners. He just knew that Debbie's family would love having her on their Tennessee farm. He adopted her on the spot! Several hours later Michael, Debbie's husband, found himself driving an hour and a half away not knowing what was in store for him and his family. 

Michael's jaws dropped and his eyes bugged out as he stared in awe at Ginseng. Not knowing how to react himself, he realized this was not your normal everyday dog. This one hundred pound, heavy-boned, strange-looking animal looked more like a bear. Ginseng welcomed him wagging her large curled tail over her back. Soon the new addition to the family sat down next to him in his brand new SUV. 

Ginseng's massive triangular-shaped head touched the ceiling. Her huge mouth opened wide to display a gigantic tongue. As she drooled, a pool of slobber appeared all over the new leather seat, and the excess fell onto the floor. Ginseng stared at Michael with her triangle shaped eyes as he sat trembling in fear for his life. He realized it probably wouldn't take much for Ginseng's massive jaws to open wide for an afternoon
snack. 

The Smith's already had numerous cats, dogs, cattle, and horses on their farm in the country. There was only one problem. Ginseng wouldn't stay put! She would go visit all the other farms in the countryside. Two weeks went by and Michael and Debbie realized that even though Ginseng wouldn't hurt a flea, she was "bugging" the neighbors and especially their dogs with her uninvited visits. 

Akitas are known to be very dignified, loyal, and affectionate with their owners. But Akitas are most likely to be aggressive towards other dogs their own size and gender and should be kept on a leash and/or in a fenced in area. Fences need to be at least five feet in height. This breed loves hunting small varmints - possums, chipmunks, moles, etc.

My family had just moved out into the country "dog-less." All four of us fell in love at first sight with Ginseng. Your fingers could get lost in her long, thick, strawberry blond hair. Her massive head covered in what looks like a black mask has big brown eyes that could melt your heart in a hummingbird's heartbeat. Two weeks later I offered to give Ginseng a new home - ours! 

We did our homework on Ginseng. Here are just a few of the facts. Akitas were originally from Japan and trained to hunt deer and bears. They are excellent at tracking 
bears. It is said that two Akitas can take down a bear. Maybe it's because they too look like a puffy bear with more than enough fur to stuff twenty pillows. 

Akitas are also known for their loyalty. It is customary in Japan to give a close friend a statue of an Akita to express your love and friendship for them. Helen Keller was visiting Japan one year and fell in love with the Akita breed. After returning home, Helen Keller was the first American to bring an Akita over to the United States. That was in 1937. 

On January 31, 1998, we became Ginseng's new family. For the next four days Ginseng followed me everywhere. When I walked to the back bedrooms - she was on my heels. When I went to the kitchen to prepare supper, Ginseng sat down watching and waiting patiently in hopes that a small morsel of food would drop on the floor. When I sat down on the couch to read, Ginseng laid down right beside me and slept! 

Ginseng had been well trained and would sit, stay, shake, and lay down. She was becoming my loyal, devoted companion. Ginseng's previous owners may have desired for her to be meaner but in my eyes she couldn't have been sweeter! She was one gigantic sweetie pie! This dignified, noble, courageous dog was bonding quite well to her new family. 

My children, Jeremy and Stephanie, were both sound asleep. I woke up early Thursday morning, February 4 th , to every kid's dream on a cold winter's day - SNOW. In Tennessee, with its rolling hills and valleys, we all know what that means - NO SCHOOL. My kids, both in high school, turned on the television and started shouting - 

GREAT DAY, GREAT DAY, GREAT DAY IN THE MORNING! 

Kids back in bed, Ginseng and I were headed for our first memorable walk in the snow. I just didn't realize how memorable that walk would be that day. The hills in our Tennessee valley were blanketed with snow and living just minutes from the Natchez Trace Parkway, Ginseng and I jumped into the jeep. 

Every dog I know loves riding in a car - especially a jeep. With the window down on her side, Ginseng's erect ears soon flopped back and her cheeks were a-flappin' as we drove under the massive arched bridge onto the Natchez Trace Parkway. I was disappointed to find out that the road was closed due to poor road conditions. Determined to have a fun morning walking in the freshly fallen snow I parked at the base of the entrance. Ginseng and I began our trek up the long, steep, and winding road. 

The night before, my husband Bill purchased a retractable leash. This allowed me to control with a touch of a button how far or how close to keep Ginseng as we walked. Only knowing her for four days, I didn't want to take any chances. Besides all the research we had done so far on Akitas only confirmed the importance of keeping Ginseng on a leash. 

I was bundled up from head to toe when one of my boot strings came undone. The retractable leash was near maximum stretch, and Ginseng was twelve feet ahead of me as I bent over to tie my boot. In order to free both hands, I sat the leash on the snow-covered pavement and placed my foot on top. In a split second, the retractable leash slipped from under my boot and flew like a rocket out of my hands towards Ginseng's head. 

The sudden noise startled Ginseng and like a sling shot she flew up the winding road - the leash followed close behind. With my boot dangling I stumbled up the hill calling for Ginseng to come back. That was useless. Ginseng was enjoying the snow like a one year-old enjoying his first birthday's chocolate cake. With her new found freedom she vanished and I thought to myself –

GREAT DAY, GREAT DAY, GREAT DAY IN THE MORNING!

By the time I reached the top I felt somewhat like the big, bad wolf. I huffed and I puffed and I huffed and I puffed. She had vanished alright but not without a trace - not only were there paw tracks but the retractable leash left a sled-like track everywhere she went. I had worn an old pair of glasses that morning (normally I wear contacts because I can't see two feet in front of me without them) and I followed those tracks into some dense brush. 

My heart was pounding with fear. The adrenaline was rushing and pumping through my veins. My body tingled and then something terrible happened. My glasses steamed up to where I couldn't see my hand in front of my face. I stopped to wipe them clean with my t-shirt and to my chagrin my glasses snapped in two. Now I found myself in the woods looking for a dog that I had know for a total of ninety-six hours with eyes that could hardly see two feet in front of me and I thought to myself...

GREAT DAY, GREAT DAY, GREAT DAY IN THE MORNING! 

Not only did I need new glasses, I needed a chauffeur. I ran down the hill, plopped into the jeep holding my glasses together with one hand (remember I'm blind as a bat), shifting the stick shift with the other (which isn't easy) and guiding the wheel with my elbow. Good thing I didn't have far to travel. Immediately upon returning home, I called my husband at work. He was heading home ASAP to help in the search. After waking my son, Jeremy, I immediately headed to the bathroom to put my contacts in so I could see to find Ginseng. 

Jeremy and I jump in the jeep and return to the scene of the disappearing dog. We discover new tracks in the area!!! Only they were human! A group of young men were on the bridge enjoying the spectacular 360 degree view of the valley. Their car was parked at the base of this hill. Once again I rush to the top huffin' 'n a puffin'. I just knew this was going to be good news! I approach them to inquire if they had seen Ginseng. They in turned looked as though they had seen a ghost. It didn't take long to realize something was definitely wrong. I asked them, "Have you seen a dog?" 

As I walked closer I realized my dilemma. Clearing my throat I blurted out "Hola! Hables Ingles?" Their reply, "No hables Ingles." They were Spanish-speaking Americans. They didn't understand a word I said. They didn't speak English. And I thought... 

GREAT DAY, GREAT DAY, GREAT DAY IN THE MORNING!

I didn't give up. Recalling my college Spanish class I asked, "Hables Espanol?" I was asking, "Do you speak Spanish?" "Si, senorita! Hables Espanol!" Great! They spoke Spanish!!! 

I respond, "Ve un perro, un perro grande? Es muy simpatico." I asked them if they had seen a dog, a big dog. I added that she is very nice. They replied "No, senorita. No ve un perro grande!" They haven't seen my big dog! 

My heart froze. Where could she be? In broken Spanish along with a few gestures I said, "If ve un perro grande put in jeep!" And then I left only to turn to see my son Jeremy rolling in the snow and laughing hysterically at what had just taken place. 

Jeremy and I returned to the top of the hill to look for fresh dog tracks. There were none. We faced the fact that we may never see Ginseng again. We needed more help. Upon returning home I find my husband, Bill, packing his camouflage backpack with everything under the sun. He began with a compass, bananas, candy bars, matches, wood starter, more food , water, whistles, flashlights, toilet paper, and more food .
Bill and I jump into the jeep. We drove up the long lanes in the valley to see if any of our neighbors had seen Ginseng. I couldn't believe my eyes! I'm a farmer's daughter but never in my life had I seen such a sight. You won't believe what Bill and I saw! I'd love to tell you but I'm going to have to keep that a secret! I can't give all my surprises away - I have a book to write! 

We returned to the top of the Natchez Trace where at last there were some new prints in the snow. This time they were Ginseng's. To my delight, four lion-like paw prints and one sliding leash made a path in the snow. That's Ginseng! She must have returned looking for me. Although when I wasn't there to meet her she ventured off once again.

GREAT DAY, GREAT DAY, GREAT DAY IN THE MORNING! 

I shouted, "It's ok. Bill, we're on the right track now!" My heart pounding and the adrenaline pumping I ran. Ginseng's prints ran perpendicular to the tree line for over a third of a mile. Then they stopped. Ginseng had made a right turn into an opening in the woods that had been cleared away by a bulldozer. The land had been logged and a path was cleared in the woods by a bulldozer. Months ago older trees were cut down, removed, and hauled off to lumber yards. Now Ginseng's tracks were on that same road. I felt like Dorothy on the "Yellow Brick Road". Only I was singing:

"Follow the fresh fallen snow (paw prints)! 
Follow the fresh fallen snow (paw prints)! 
Follow, oh follow, oh follow, oh follow. Oh follow the fresh fallen snow! 
We're off to find my lost dog . . ." 

And it wasn't "Toto." 

Running through the woods as fast as we could we leaped over limbs, dodged large rocks, and sidestepped yellow snow - yellow snow? Ginseng was a magician! Well, at least she had evidently taken a pit stop! Ginseng turned what was bright, white, and fluffy snow into bright, yellow, melting snow. And then I sang a new song -

"Follow the yellow stained snow (pee prints)! 
Follow the yellow stained snow (pee prints)! 
Follow, oh follow, oh follow, oh follow. Oh follow the yellow stained snow. 
We're off to find the lost dog - the Amazing Akita Canine!" 
Ginseng's paw prints veered off the path into the denser part of the woods which slowed us down a little. We found ourselves dodging branches, leaping over logs and hoping for any sign of Ginseng. 

Bill had packed two different kinds of whistles. One was an orange, ordinary whistle a PE teacher would use in gym class. The other was a special dog whistle. This slender, silver whistle has a very high pitch that only dogs can hear. Bill blew the referee whistle first. We waited - no response. He blew the second whistle. There was still no response. 

The sun was beginning to peak through the clouds. Although the trees shaded the new fallen snow it wouldn't be long until the snow would melt and it would become harder and harder to see the trail Ginseng left behind. 
We were running out of time. 
GREAT DAY, GREAT DAY, GREAT DAY IN THE MORNING! 

We stopped once again. I called out her name. "Ginseng! Ginseng! Ginseng!" No response. Bill blew the special whistle - total silence. He tried it again. To our delight we heard a faint whimper. Bill blew it again and again. The whimper became louder and louder.
I could tell her cry was coming from over the ridge to our right. With Bill still following her tracks, I took a short cut up over the hill and behold the most beautiful sight. Ginseng was sitting on her hind legs as though frozen in her tracks. But her tail wasn't frozen. It was wagging a mile a minute. 

Ginseng's retractable leash, while on her journey into the thicker part of the woods, released and became snagged on several small trees. It was wrapped not once, not twice, but nine times around various stumps, bushes, and trees. To this day Ginseng's leash has a knot in it. 

That knot is a reminder to us of how perseverance pays off. Never give up no matter how bad the circumstance may seem. Thursday, February 4th, it snowed 1.2 inches. With the assistance of the sun, the snowfall disappeared without a trace. The next day there was only a trace of snow - .3 inches of snowfall to be exact. Later that year we realized the only other day snowfall was recorded that winter was on December 29-30, 1997. A total of 2.3 inches was recorded those two days. 

This remarkable story only becomes more remarkable when you realize that if it had not snowed on February 4 th, more than likely we would have never found Ginseng. Without that trace of snow on the Natchez Trace that day, Ginseng would have disappeared without a trace. As it turned out - snow, perseverance, a dog whistle, and a retractable leash worked together to save her live. Safe and sound at home my family agreed -

GINSENG - GREAT DAY, GREAT DAY, GREAT DAY IN THE MORNING!!!

Will you be the winner of "A Friend of R. Friend's" Author contest? Remember - perseverance pays off! Never give up! Enter the contest and Sunflower Seeds Press may follow your path and track you down and you maybe shouting 
" Great Day, Great Day, Great Day in the Morning !" 
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