"Below the First Fork"
On Christmas Day this year, a younger brother of Linda's came by the house with his family.  It was a surprise, yet welcome visit.  He has been working for several months on the genealogy of their family, both the paternal and maternal sides.  While this is certainly of more importance to them than it is to me, I have received some direct benefits.  During the course of this work, Daryl has copied and reproduced numerous photographs of their family, spanning five generations dating back to the Civil War.  When he arrived on Tuesday, he had brought a couple of these photographs for me.  These photographs are only thirty years old depicting Linda "Biker Babe" Hunter at the age of seventeen.  What a find for me.  Linda seems to be taking it pretty well, too.

Any genealogy search can turn up skeletons in the closets, usually much worse than photographic evidence of bikers in the family.  As Linda and Daryl was going through the numerous pages of photographic and document evidence that he had accumulated, I listened and reflected on the history that I knew of my own heritage.  In comparison their family was pretty stable, moderate, and durable.  Mine was probably just lucky.

I am a Heinz 57, a mutt like most Americans who has ancestors who were present before Columbus arrived.  The family did manage to pack away some good documentation along with the empty store bought bread sacks and empty ration stamp books that were stored in string tied bundles in the attic.   Ancestors, from whom I am their namesake, were documented as active participants in the Revolutionary War.  One male uncle who died accidentally in a well know event, he fell overboard and drowned during the Boston Tea Party so the story goes, and two female cousins who managed to blow up a flagpole sporting the Union Jack at a British encampment on Martha's Vineyard in a stealth subversive action.  Rebels to the core.

My father's mother was of Irish/Scottish decent.  While some distant ancestors were reputed to have been involved in rebellion in the homeland, her youngest brother and my great uncle led a very colorful and unbridled life.  Among other things, he bootlegged whiskey from Kansas, delivering it to certain State and County Officials in the surrounding local counties in Southwest Missouri.  It turned out to be a short-lived venture into outlaw activities, but fits in nicely with the rest of his story.  Outlaw on the surface.

Now my mother's family is most fortunate in having their own stories.  A few weeks back, my mother and a cousin were discussing their paternal grandfather.  I just listened to their conversation.  Everyone in the family was always certain of a portion of their heritage.  The entire family knew, without a doubt that, that this grandfather was full-blood Cherokee.  The only dispute was my Great Grandmother.  She had insisted and persisted that there was no Indian bloodlines in the family.  Since everyone knew that he was full-blood Cherokee, this was always a point of confusion.  The other fact known, maybe not to everyone but was common knowledge, was that the name that they went by was not the real family name.  They were living and continuing under an alias.  During the conversation and the comparison of notes, it turns out that his mother and step-father had ran away, escaped if you will, from the Cherokee Reservation in Oklahoma.  They finally settled south of Springfield, raised their family, lived and died there.  Over the years they carried with them a fear.  A fear that led them to believe that if anyone proved that they were Indian, they would be sent back to the reservation.  Tribal rights were forfeited, identities lost, but freedom was certain.  Certain only to them in their minds as long as the truth remained concealed.  Captive in spirit.

What has all of this got to do with the here and now.  Each of us who has claimed our inheritance in the family of God has a marvelous heritage.  Jesus rebelled against the man-made standards of his time changing forever man's relationship with the Father.  The people who should have know him the best did not recognize him because he did not conform to the way they believed that he should be.  A rebel to the core.  Their final solution was to put him to death as a common outlaw.  This was only on the surface, the appearance of the event, not the whole story.  Most of all, his heritage has set us free.  Truly free.  Nothing to fear, no story to maintain, we will never be taken back to bondage without our own consent.

This aspect of freedom is the item that stands out the clearest to me.  The one thing that all of my ancestors had in common were that they just wanted to be free.  Free in Scotland, free in Ireland and free in America.  But to truly be free, we don’t need to rebel, live as an outlaw or run from our heritage, all we need to do is consent to Jesus and make him Lord of our life.  By giving up our selfish control, we receive spiritual freedom.

As for me and the residents of Sane, we shall serve the Lord.
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