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The Brotherhood of the Wind

We all like to hear the roar of the pipes and feel the wind in our faces, as we ride the highways and byways of America's
Heartland. For years, this feeling of freedom has developed a camaraderie which we refer to as the Brotherhood of the
Road, or some such descriptive term. Jaysee and his companions even nicknamed their club "The Brotherhood of the
Wind" for reasons obvious to them, at least to Jaysee. For some it was the feel of the road and the raw horsepower at our
fingertips. For Jaysee, it was like
riding on the wind as it caressed
the world we live in. Sometimes he
treated their name almost like a
private joke, but at other times he
was fiercely defensive about the
Brotherhood of the Wind. 

On one such occasion, a rather
well-known lawyer dude showed
up at the clubhouse and arrogantly

stated that he ought to be allowed to join the Brotherhood. "Jaysee, what symbolic little
thing shall I do to join the Brotherhood?" Jaysee said to him, "What is written in the rule-
book? How do you read it?" And he answered, "Of course you have stated it many times
yourself, love God and love your neighbor as yourself." Jaysee said to him, "You have
answered correctly; do this, and you will be a part of the Brotherhood of the Wind."
Unwilling to leave well enough alone, the lawyer asked, "And who is my neighbor?"
Jaysee answered by telling this story. 

"A biker was riding down from Minneapolis to Milwaukee, and he was attacked by
criminals, who ran him off the road, robbed him, beat him, and took off leaving him half
dead in the ditch. Now by chance another biker, a patch-holder, was riding his Harley
down that road, and when he saw the man's motorcycle overturned in the ditch, and then
the body of his beaten brother, he passed by on the other side of the road. This guy was-
n't part of his club, and the guy was probably dead already. In the same way, another
biker, who happened to be driving an 18-wheeler at the time, when he came to the place
and saw him, kept right on going. He didn't really have time to get involved, but he would
report it at the next scalehouse. But an old man in a battered pickup truck, as he drove
along, came to where the biker lay unconscious, and when he saw him, he had compas-
sion on him. He went to him and bound up his wounds, and secured his motorcycle in the
bed of his pickup. He, himself, carried his injured companion to his truck and brought him
to a motel and took care of him. The next day he took out two 'fiftys' and gave them to
the innkeeper, saying, 'Take care of him, and whatever more you spend, I will repay you
when I come back.'"

Jaysee then asked the lawyer dude, "Which of these three, do you think, proved to be
a neighbor to the man who fell among the robbers?" He said, "The one who helped the
beaten biker." And Jaysee said to him, "You go, and do likewise, because that's what it
means to be a part of 'The Brotherhood of the Wind.'" 

Many of us recognize the breakdown of the Brotherhood of the Road in our day and
time. Many of us have no real concept of what being a neighbor means. All this leads to
the tearing down of the fabric of our Nation. God has blessed America through the years
with these very qualities of compassion and caring for others, but we see them falling
away. We no longer have time for the Brotherhood. For some it has come down to a "me-
first" world where we don't really care about anyone else. It is
no wonder that we have seen the blessings depart since we
have asked God to leave us alone. We didn't know that the
blessings and God were inseparable. We will also lose the
Brotherhood we have enjoyed if we try to leave God by the
side of the road.
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