Word’s Just Can’t Explain It!
Jeannie and I have been away for the last two weeks returning on Saturday after a wonderful ‘year-end’ cruise vacation to the islands of Aruba, Columbia, Panama, Cost Rica, and then the last port of the trip to Grand Cayman, before cruising back to our starting point in Miami, Florida.  The trip of eleven days provided incredible times of opportunity for ministry aboard ship…it truly was amazing to see the hand of the Lord at work.  While each stopping point on the cruise had its own hours filled with overflowing beauty of the sights to be seen, there were those special moments that provided digital camera pictures that are beyond words.  One of those moments was from parasailing 1000 feet above the boat we (tandem) were being pulled by, with the most breathtaking and gorgeous site of blue-blue water below.  While each port had its special moment there was one, at least for me that rated near the top.
 
As some have heard, I never knew my biological dad as he chose to leave when the news of my coming into the world hit his ears.  A number of years later when I was around seven, a man came into my mother’s life, who, as far as I was concerned became dad to me.  Adopting and giving me his name, I could have not been treated and loved more if he himself had been by real dad. While ‘dad’ died close to thirty years ago, each month and year that passes, he’s missed more and more.  The many times when I’m faced with some unknown projects from ‘how-to’s’ of repairs around the house, to his expertise of talking and dealing with people, to the nuts and bolts of just making life work for you, his wisdom is missed to the degree that “Word’s Just Can’t Explain It!”  
 
Might it be that’s a great part of the reason that our cruise ship stopover at the Panama Canal was so special for me?  You see, ‘dad’ was stationed at the Panama Canal during his time in the U.S. Army in the mid 1930’s when Franklin Roosevelt was President of the U.S. For me, these years later to cruise into the port of Colon Province on Panama’s central Caribbean coast, and then to travel less than an hour’s drive to Panama’s Gatun Locks, and Old Spanish fortress Fort San Lorenzo, and to know ‘dad’ had been there at one time, was, a heart-warming experience.  Even more important was the fact that I freshly began to reflect back remembering numerous special things I had learned from him.  In our book, “From Hot Rods to Heaven” that Jeannie and I co-authored, I wrote on page 211 about a few things under the title of “Pass it Down and Around” that were passed on to me.  “As one gets older, there is quite a bit to reflect on that dad did, said, or drove that looks and makes much more sense than I thought in my younger days. It’s true he didn’t pass along any cars, but he did pass on some important things.  He passed on good manners, such as the importance of saying ‘Thank you’ or ‘No thanks’ at the appropriate time; to remove my hat in a restaurant; and to hold the door for a lady (even though I may never receive a word of thanks).  He taught me values such as, to work hard; to be honest; to be careful and cautious of how and what I say to others; and above all, to treat others as I would want to be treated.  These are some pretty good traditional items to pass down, would you not agree?”  Perhaps there may be some who ‘just do not understand,’ however I know that much of my remembrance and learning, “Word’s Just Can’t Explain It!”
 
Remembrance!  The eighth chapter of the O.T. book of Deuteronomy tells of the importance of remembering the Lord your God.  Beginning in verse one we find the words of Moses; “Every commandment which I command you today you must be careful to observe that you may live and multiply, and go in and possess the land of which the Lord swore to your fathers.  And you shall remember that the Lord your God led you all the way these forty years in the wilderness, to humble you and test you.  To know what was in your heart, whether you would keep His commandments or not.” Years later the Psalmist David wrote his words, saying that because he had seen God move yesterday, therefore, he was not afraid of what he might confront today.
 
The chapter I spoke of in our book was closed with these words: “Thanks, dad, for what you passed down to me as my ‘inheritance’!  I miss you, but will see you again one day!” Perhaps my shore excursion in Panama was just a little heart-warming glimpse, if you will, of what I will soon be able to see with my own eyes…for eternity!

Blessings,
Psalm 20:7
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