June 29 & 30, 2002

Romans 8:38-39

“Nitty Gritty…Meet Grace”

     38 For I am convinced that neither death nor life, neither angels or demons, neither the present or the future, nor any powers 39 neither height nor depth, nor anything else in all creation, will be able to separate us from the love of God that is in Christ Jesus our Lord.

     There are incidents in all of our lives that make and mould who we are and what we become. One such incident for me occurred just up State Road 41 in Terre Haute, Indiana. It was early summer of 1963. I was seven years old and playing in some sort of youth baseball program at the Terre Town elementary school ball fields. We were playing the team that was expected to vie with us for the league championship. I have always loved the game of baseball and have always done reasonably well because I had and maintain a strong arm. That evening we won the game by a very close score. As we lined up to slap hands and give the obligatory, “Good Game” or “Way to Play,” the opposing pitcher gave me some words that turned my world upside down…for a time. I can still, nearly forty years later see that kids face. Four decades have passed but if I concentrate a bit and get off in a quiet place, I can even hear his voice. I knew the kid from school. Everyone in the neighborhood knew this kid. His mom and dad owned the big house at the end of the street that had an in-ground pool. They owned the lot next door and he had a go-cart and used to ride for hours on a dirt course laid out by his dad. It even had banked turns and a little shed in the middle where they stored the go-cart, gas cans, tools and tires. We had run into this kid before. He was really the envy of all the neighborhood boys, he had everything we all wanted, except a win in a baseball game that would eventually determine the league champions. He wanted that too. But, since he didn’t get it he was going to make sure that the kid who threw the winner wasn’t going to savor the win very long…that was me!

     Instead of the obligatory, “Good Game” what I got was “Big deal, your Dad isn’t even your dad.”  
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