It’s a Big Hill!

A number of years ago when first moving to California, I purchased a house up high on the side of a mountain overlooking the San Jose valley.  My daughter Casey was, at that time, only about five years of age and proud of her ability to ride her bicycle without the aid of training wheels.  To better understand the ‘warning and direction’ that was given to Casey it’s necessary to hear that the street in front of our home was, without exaggeration, a very steep road. So steep was its incline and although our tow vehicle was equipped with a V-8 engine, the pull up the hill was difficult. One of the first warning’s given to Casey was that “It’s a Big Hill!” and to not ride her bicycle down the road, therefore her riding area consisted of the flat area of the driveway.  You’ve no doubt already guessed what happened next! Before I knew it she had pushed her new bike to the top of the road, then, climbing aboard began to maneuver the steep decline down toward home.  Unfamiliar with complete understanding of the bike’s braking ability, to say nothing about the rapid rate of speed she now was quickly encountering, only the possibility of disaster lay ahead.  My son Clark called out to me that Casey was at the top of the hill and headed down…fast…and now faster!

Coming to California from Colorado, one of the vehicles we owned was a four-wheel drive Ford Bronco with a spare tire fastened to the tailgate.  This particular day I had been cleaning the garage and ‘hosing’ off the driveway, and had parked the Bronco, with its wheels turned toward the curb and emergency brake set, in the street for only a brief time. And, now, along comes Casey!  As there was little more that we could do other than stand, aghast at what we were witnessing, Casey, with eyes the size of saucers and fear on her face, was on a high-speed-roll to an end with horrible results.  It was going to be totally impossible to either slow or stop her rapid speed by attempting to grab the handlebars, so, we stood in what could only be called “fear” and a cry to the Lord for His intervention.  Consequence some would say, while others, like us, saw the merciful hand of Almighty God reach down and direct the steering of her bike…right into the back of the Bronco, and coming to a stop after meeting up with the spare tire on the tailgate.  With only a few nicks and quickly discoloring blue spots, Casey was up saying that she would keep any future riding confined to the driveway.  As for Casey, these forty-one years later, a mother of three, and a staff member in a fast growing church      in Dublin, CA, I wonder how many times God’s merciful, gracious, saving hand has been her protection for life         and limbs?   

Why this brief story about Casey?  The answer to that question came this morning with the news of a young thirty-year old who had passed away, which once again reminded me of the brevity of life.  One headline read, “Casey Johnson found dead at 30 years of age.”  While I’ll admit the name alone caught my immediate attention (as it is the same name Casey, along with her married name).  The Casey Johnson in the headlines was reported as “a fixture on the party  scene, both in Los Angeles and New York City, and was heiress to the huge company of Johnson & Johnson.”  A  friend of Casey said that with her history of drug abuse and wild behavior, she, as well as all Casey’s friends “all worried Johnson’s life might come to a tragic end.”  “It’s a Big Hill!” and bigger yet if a person doesn’t have the Lord in their life.

With such news reports ‘making’ headlines in newspapers, TV, and radio coverage; what is true greatness really all about?   While the world greatly values achievement, reputation, wealth, self-assurance, prestige, and the like; it’s not so with God.  While there are names to go along with the following examples of individuals who realized too late that “It’s a Big Hill!” many of those now are only names engraved on a head stone.  Individuals like Gene “Big Daddy” Lipscomb who defined what footballs pass rushing end is today.  Tipping the scales at over 300 pounds he was still one of the fastest guys on the team until wine, women and heroin brought him to a complete halt in 1963 when he died from an overdose.  How about others who have not died physically, but have been crippled due to their choice of a lifestyle such as golfers John Daly and Tiger Woods; baseball’s Darryl Strawberry, Pete Rose, Barry Bonds and Dwight Gooden; boxing great, Mike Tyson, and Eric Show who played on the 1984 San Diego Padres team that won the National League pennant, and who was the most winning pitcher in San Diego Padres history. Padres starter Show, has these years later little more to be remembered by than a nasty drug habit that took away his skills, drove him insane and to an early grave.

Riding a bicycle for fun, a life lived in the sports world, or an heiress to world’s fortune, whether life is long or brief, is not what ultimately matters, however, what does matter is if each person accepted the Lord as his or her Savior. “It’s a Big Hill!” and the rapid rate of speed of its descent must be considered while there is time. “For what profit is it to a man if he gains the whole world, and is himself destroyed or lost?” (Luke 9:25). 
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