“Covering 30 Feet”

As I was riding into the coffee shop, for my morning ritual, I stopped at an intersection to wait for some oncoming traffic.  After a couple of cars had passed, there was a reasonable gap before the next vehicle, a large semi-truck.  I crossed the pavement ahead of the truck, and as I do often I kept my eye on the rearview mirror to judge how much distance I had covered after clearing the intersection before the cross traffic arrives.  I don’t know why I do this.  I just do.  When I was 18 years old, two days after graduating from high school, I went to work for Bell Telephone.  “Ma” Bell, as the company was known then.  This was when a virtual monopoly existed before the break-up of AT&T and the subsequent “Baby” Bells.  One of the memorable parts of the training that ensued was a defensive driving course.  A lot of the things I do and little “rules of thumb” that I use can be traced back to this part of my life.  Now, on with the story.

Like I said, I don’t know why I have the tendency to watch the mirror for the cross traffic and note my distance.  The result is that I have developed a reference for the relationship between my acceleration from a stopped position in contrast to the perceived distance and speed of oncoming traffic.  A pretty important concept.  The night prior to the morning of this ride, Linda, Troy and I were in the van, returning home from Neosho.  We arrived at a railroad crossing and I made my judgment on the distance of the locomotive, apparent speed, and the fact that I only needed to cover 30 feet.   With all of these facts covered, I drove across the crossing and headed on down the road.  Now, Linda’s perception and judgment of all of the pertinent conditions was somewhat different than mine.  Although, we traveled about a quarter of a mile before the train arrived at the crossing, she insisted that was a close call.  Now, if Mamma insist that we just experienced a close call, Troy can believe it.  After all, he seen the headlights of that gigantic locomotive and heard the whistle.  The crossing lights were flashing red and a loud bell was ringing when we crossed the tracks.  It must have been a close call.

Now, I’m not suggesting any reckless behavior.  So don’t get the wrong idea.  I just got to thinking on this morning’s ride how much this experience of covering 30 feet compares with life.  Our life is a very short ride in comparison to that eternal ride.  All we have to do is cover 30 feet and do it without having a giant train wreck.  It is such a short distance, but the hazards are perilous.  Every person without Christ fails to clear the tracks in time.  They may live a decent life and avoid the day-to-day hazards, but they still get 

T-boned.

As we enter the riding season this same analogy can be applied on a situation-by-situation basis.  Due to the nature of this ministry and the associated lifestyles, nothing-sinister here, just the biking culture, we can be covering 30 feet at every secular event.  Everyone is aware of the situations that can arise at certain events.  Some things we just need to avoid at all cost.  Other things can develop without notice, so we need to be watching for the oncoming trains, cover the 30 feet and get on down the road.  God can use no ones ministry efforts if you end up as road kill in the middle of the tracks where you should not have been in the first place.  Once you have looked to where you are headed, determined what is coming and judged the distance and speed, you have two choices.  Cover the 30 feet or stop where you are.  We have been given some very good guidelines through CMA.  Try to observe these helpful hints.  They can insure that you are able to cover the 30 feet and the distance beyond.

It has been said that God watches out for children, old dogs and fools.  In Sane we believe that the fools are required to listen up, though.
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