“Imprints in the Mind”

The throb of a V-twin has a solid imprint in my mind.  It extends deep into my subconscious, so deep that I can sleep through the perfect storm, yet I am aroused from the deepest of sleep by the sound of an incoming V-twin from over a mile away.  I submit for your consideration the following event.  About two weeks ago at 1:45 a.m., I was awakened by the sound of an incoming V-twin.  The throb of the engine continued until the machine passed the house and I followed every audible move as a stop was made at Boulder City.  Then I continued to listen as the bike powered up and turned off of H onto D Highway and eventually passed out of range of my hearing.  This bike was one of the loudest that I have ever heard.   Judging by the total length of time I had listened to the passing of the ride, I knew that my sleep had been disrupted at about the threshold of my hearing as the bike approached.

While I was awaken by the distant throb of the engine, I was left uneasy by the volume, the speed and the abnormal hour.  I was certain that the Devil himself had passed through our valley.  My emotional discomfort increased to a point that I even arose and checked the house, inside and out, and made a quick check on the Trading Co.  It was over an hour before I could go back to sleep.

The next morning when I left the house, it was 37o, a might bit chilly.  I was still troubled by the disruption of my sleep and my spirit was uneasy.  I had accepted a thought into my mind during a moment when I was not fully awake.  Even in the light of the impending dawn, I was certain that evil had passed through our valley.  As I rode in the cool morning air and pondered the events, I concluded that some poor soul had taken advantage of the warm evening air the previous night and rode to work without packing any additional clothing.  With a significant drop in temperature during the dark night hours, the rider probably found themselves in a situation where the only hope was to ride home as fast as possible to avoid freezing to death.

Once I had spent some conscious time with God, breathing the fresh and very cool morning air, alert and alive, the uneasy feeling left, but I was suddenly aware of the depth of the imprint that existed in my mind.  When I hear that rhythmic throb, the visual search begins.  In our valley I can hear the echo of the engines long before they break over the rim.  How does this compare with the other things that are imprinted on my mind and soul?  The distance from the head to the heart is about eighteen inches.  This is the distance that a lot of people will miss heaven by.  When we move the information from our heads to our heart, truly accepting Christ as our Lord, we imprint his presence on our conscious.  Does the stimulus provided by your senses, a beautiful sunrise, a perfect foggy morning riding through the river bottoms, the fragrance of spring blossoms, or the sound of wrens find you looking for the Maker?  Does the spiritual stimulus provided by the Holy Spirit prompt you to turn and talk to God?  God wants to be with us so much that he gave it all.  Is the imprint on our minds, our conscious and our souls so deep that we can be awakened from our sleep to look for him?  He is always there, seek him out with the pleasures of life, not just the troubles.

Sane City Limits, you’re in, you’re out.
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