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Another Excuse to Ride 
The life that we live is filled with opportunities to get on the motorcycle and ride - we
just have to look harder nowadays, since fuel prices and other expenses are so high. I
used to just walk out of the house, straddle the XS Eleven, and ride to nowhere in par-
ticular, just because I enjoyed riding. I would ride to work, to the store, to the park, to
anywhere, just for the ride of it! Now I have to have someplace to go, to justify getting
Ol' Blue saddled up, filled up, and started up. It IS about the money for us, and we can't
afford to go all the places we used to go, whether in the four wheeler or on the bike. So,
when something like the following true story takes place, it is an occasion to remember,
and write about. 
The past two weeks have been very trying - and tiring. The thing is� I lost my keys
somewhere during the last weekend of June. The weekend began on Saturday morning
and a trip with my wife, Beverly, on Ol' Blue, to Fond Du Lac for a "rendezvous" wed-
ding. That afternoon we rode down to Portage to prepare for our Sunday worship serv-
ice at the PETRO truck stop, pausing for refreshments at the drive-in in Fox Lake. Then,
on Sunday afternoon, we rode to Mauston to meet up with many Son Light Riders, and
from there, we rode to Rockton for chicken dinner and the SLR monthly meeting. After
the meeting we visited the Hillsboro Drive In for the traditional ice cream stop. Sunday
evening found me in my driveway, fishing for a house key that was nowhere to be found.
The last I thought I remembered seeing my keys was when I reasoned, "I don't want to
carry these things around all day, out here in this heat." Then I put them in a safe place,
so they wouldn't get lost. When or where that took place was the mystery which would
drive my life for the next few days. 
Monday, we called to make sure that no one had found them at the rendezvous grounds,
and I resided in the false hope that I had accidentally left them in the trailer at the truck
stop. I could almost get the gnawing feeling of loss to leave my brain, until I could get
down to PETRO and check, on Tuesday. When it just so happened that they were NOT
anywhere at the truck stop, I had to retrace my steps, back to Fond Du Lac, to scour the
grassy park where we had tied the knot for a couple a few days before. A quick stop by
the burger place in Fox Lake assured me that I had lost the keys for certain, and conven-
tional wisdom stated that they would never be found. On Wednesday, Beverly called the
chicken place out of desperation, only to find that they had found a gob of keys with sim-
ilar configuration to my own, on the ground near the dumpster. Needless to say, my
"high-flying" trip to Rockton, my second in a week, was capped with the satisfaction of
finding those precious keys which had been lost. Of course, the desperation of the
moment did not take away from the exhileration of having to ride some hundreds 

of miles, all over again! 
We human beings are like those
keys, which had fallen to the
ground and had no possibility
of ever finding their way back
to their owner. 
Isaiah 53:6 "All we like sheep
have gone astray; we have
turned--every one--to his own
way; and the LORD has laid on
him the iniquity of us all."
In an ironic twist, the patron of
the bar in Rockton is the one
who went out and found the lost keys, providing for them to be restored to their
proper place. 
Luke 19:10 "For the Son of Man (Jesus Christ) came to seek and to save the lost." 
The efforts I expended on trying to find my lost keys represents the futility of human
activity in saving that which was lost. We do the best we can, but apart from divine
intervention, all that we have lost spiritually, stays lost. 
Titus 3:3-7 "For we ourselves were once foolish, disobedient, led astray, slaves to
various passions and pleasures, passing our days in malice and envy, hated by oth-
ers and hating one another. But when the goodness and loving kindness of God our
Savior appeared, he saved us, not because of works done by us in righteousness, but
according to his own mercy, by the washing of regeneration and renewal of the Holy
Spirit, whom he poured out
on us richly through Jesus
Christ our Savior, so that
being justified by his grace
we might become heirs
according to the hope of
eternal life."
What I could never do, has
been done for me. How
about that? 
Sam Downey


