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Ernie 
Cindy doesn't know what to do with Grandpa Ernie. He is 88 and just sits in his wheel-
chair all day, staring out into space. He hasn't said a word in years, and she doesn't think
he knows any of his friends and family or even what's going on around him anymore. He
is gotten up and dressed every morning, fed and changed when he needs it, and put to
bed at night, but he is becoming more and more of a burden for her and her growing fam-
ily. She loves Ernie and wants him to be comfortable and cared for, but Cindy is facing
physical and emotional exhaustion, and, frankly, she and her husband have been arguing
a lot about what to do with her father's dad. She's already 40 years old, and the kids are
growing up all at once it seems. Daddy would have been 63 this year if he had survived
Viet Nam, and Grandpa Ernie is really the only father she's ever known. That's what
makes it so hard to decide what to do - that and the fact that he seems to be completely
lost in his dementia, 24/7. 
Ernie spent four years as a Marine in the South Pac ific during WWII, but seldom spoke
of his experiences with his family or friends - it was just too painful to recall. He had told
his family that he had made a deal with God while lying in a muddy foxhole with mor-
tars exploding all around and deadly snipers hidden in the trees. If God would get him
back to his home and family, he would live the best life he could, and not bother God for
anything again in his whole life. When he came back home, he got married, got a job
driving a truck, and started in on a family. Through the years, Ernie lived a good life,
raised his two sons and a daughter, and , of all things, fell in love with motorcycles. He
basically lived a trucker/biker's life of freedom, and was involved with many charities
and veterans' events throughout his middle years. He was one of those guys that would
stop to help anyone, and give the shirt off of his back, practicing the brotherhood of the
road. Today, Ernie's legs are bent and his feet unable to bear his weight. His once help-
ful hands are curled and clinched, unable to grasp or hold onto anything. Now that he is
the one who was really in need, Cindy thinks, it is too late for him to ask God , or any-
one else for anything. 
Cindy has invited the pastor over to pray with and talk to Ernie about spiritual things, but
she knows she is grasping at straws. Ernie is too far gone to understand anything, espe-
cially about God. As they sit out o n the porch in the warm sunlight, the kind-hearted
minister explains what God has done for us. 
"He sent his Son, Jesus Christ, into this sin-darkened, war-torn world to be the light of
the world." Ernie just stares out across the road. 
"Because the wages of sin is death, and all who sin will die because of it, Jesus came as
the perfect Lamb of God, to die in our place for our sins." No response. 
"Because He died for us, we can have life in him." Nothing. 
"Because he rose from the grave, we can live forever, if we turn from sin and believe in
him." Nada. 
Cindy's fears are confirmed by the total lack of awareness on Ernie's part. He's just not
there anymore. 
One of Ernie's favorite holidays has always been Independence Day, and Cindy takes
him down along Main Street to watch the parade. They roll Grandpa to his special van-
tage point just as the parade begins, and one of the great grand kids uses duct tape to
attach an American flag to the back of Ernie's chair. From that spot, Ernie impassively
watches the life that he had fought for pass before his eyes. The honor guard, the bands,
the fire trucks, the Red Hat Ladies, all pass by to the cheers of the crowd, and throw
candy to Ernie's great grand children. At the end of the procession, the local motorcycle
club rides in formation, noisily20proclaiming the end of the parade by revving their big
twins and waving their American flags, their POW flags, and their "Loud Pipes Save
Lives" flags. As they near Ernie's position, they see his flag and his USMC hat, and the
whole line of bikes form a single file before him. As they slowly pass by, each biker rais-
es his hand in respectful salute to a mute and motionless Marine. A grateful Cindy does
not notice when Ernie slowly raises his right hand and gently touches his forehead above
his right eyebrow with his straightened fingers. His great grand kids are collecting their
candy as he slowly lowers his arm. His family is
unaware that he has moved at all - that he is aware.
But God knows. So does Ernie. 
Pastor Sam Downey 
P.O. Box 557 Adams, WI 53910 
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*****************************
You have been reading his reflections, now meet
Pastor Sam in person at Tomahawk in
September. He will be in the big tent at Bubba's
at 9:00am on both Saturday and Sunday
(September 19th & 20th). There will be singing,
sharing and scriptures. Also, his wife Pinky
(Beverly) says that there may be an extra special
treat if she can convince Pastor Sam to sing a
few Gospel songs. Come get acquainted with the
man behind the stories. 

A Thank You From an FRP Advertiser
Captain Ron's Bar & Grill wants to thank everyone that attended our Grand Opening
July 25th. We had a great turn out and are looking forward to serving all in the future.
We had many people travel a long distance to visit us and greatly appreciate every-
one's patronage. Bobby Evans and The Alimony Band played awesome as always and
will be back for another great night with us on Oct. 24th. 

From The MRF: www.mrf.org
Surveys Closed but some interesting reading
Don't like the condition of your local roads? Got an opinion about that messed up
intersection? Road construction ruining your ride? Once again the Federal Highway
Administration Motorcycle Advisory Council (FHWA MAC) is asking for your opin-
ions. Now that the country has been riding solid (hopefully) for the past few months,
it's a good time to take stock of the roads and let FHWA MAC know how you feel.
The information is, of course, confidential and will be used by FHWA MAC to advise
Transportation Secretary Ray LaHood. To learn more about the FHWA MAC visit
this site: http://safety.fhwa.dot.gov/mac/.


