“The Corner of H&D”

Sane City Limits lies one mile north of the corner of H&D.  This intersection is commonly known as Boulder City and the significance of this intersection never quite clicked until a few weeks ago.  We were working in the shop one day and someone who had stopped in was talking to Rick.  The conversation came around to his place of residence and he located it for them by saying, “I live at the corner of H&D.”

Now, bare in mind, my parents lived three miles north of my present location when I was born.  I attended school at Stella starting in the sixth grade and rode or drove all of these areas roads throughout my teenage years.  In 1984, Linda and I lived at Stella for about eight months and then arrived at our present location, as I noted, almost eight years ago.  In all that time, it never occurred to me that this particular intersection could be identified in this manner.  The second that Rick said this, it clicked.  I got it.  But what could I have expected from a guy that has a min-pin (miniature pincher) named Dyna?  Rick is just an old Harley rider and his entire being is embedded with things that identify just that fact.  Even down to the location of his home.  I can’t even make up something this good!

This entire episode posed a question in my mind.  Where is our spiritual residence?  Some Christians think that they find God in church.  Others think that he is limited to their quiet time.  Perceptions vary from person to person.

The real question, however, is not where do we think we find him, but where do we reflect his presence?  Are our lives so embedded with things, actions and thoughts of God that when people look at us they see the actions of Christ himself?  Do we limit our reflection of Christ to those areas where we think God is at or is it so natural that we display it wherever we go?  And what does he really look like?  Those times that we are struggling to present our best, is that really Christ that people see?

That was a whole paragraph of questions.  Wasn’t it?  There’s another one.  I think that we realize that God is everywhere.  The patches on my vest are not to announce to others, but to remind me of what others should see and where I am in whole scheme of things.  While I am not naming my dogs after the Minor Prophets, my thoughts and actions should always seek justice and honesty first, while being carried out in love.  That’s a tough one, believe me.  Sometimes we just want to stomp a hole through something, anything, or anyone.  God is still there, probably hanging his head in shame.  While our lives may be enveloped with motorcycles and motorcycle things, models on the shelves, logos on the doormats and flaming mailboxes, our spiritual symbols should be something more than those tangible symbols.  It should be more than the ritual actions, more than attending church and bible study.  Certainly more than self-righteous indignation or a finger pointing, accusing approach.  It should be more than pious displays in public, but a quiet resolve to be a positive change in a hurting life.  Let our prayers be in secret, that our love would be in public.

Don’t find yourself spiritually a mile north of H&D.  That would be in “Sane”.
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