h "Tr;l\'clmg Mercies: Some
Thoughts on Faith,” Anne Lamott
takes us on a jout rney through her
often troubled past to illuminate her
devout but quirky walk of faith. In
this excerpt she struggles with the
death of her close friend, Pammy.

“Grief, as I read somewhere once,
is a Lazy Susan. One day it is heavy
and underwater and the next day it
spins and stops at loud and rageful,
and the next day a wounded keen-
ing, and the next day numbness,
silence. I was hoarse for the first six
weeks after Pammy died...and I had
blisters on the palm of one hand
from hitting the bed with my tennis

racket, bellowing in pain and anger
But on the first morning in M

the Lazy Susan stoppec d at feeli g
of homesickness, like when my
parents sold the house in which

I grew up.

And this is God’s own truth: the
more often [ cried in my room and
felt just generally wretched, the
more often I started to have occ:
sional moments of utter joy, of teel-
ing aware of each moment shining
for its own momentous sake. [ am
1o longer convinced that you're
supposed to get over the death of
certain people. but little by little,
pale and swollen around the eyes, I
began to feel a sense of reception,







