Minivan Man
When I was a child, I talked like a child, I thought like a child, I reasoned like a child. When I became a man, I put the ways of childhood behind me. For now we see only a reflection as in a mirror; then we shall see face to face. Now I know in part; then I shall know fully, even as I am fully known. (1 Corinthians 13:11-12, NIV)
It’s interesting how we value things differently at different times in our lives. I bought my first car at age fifteen. It was a 1976 El Camino. Shortly after my first car I bought a 1966 Mustang, then 1967 Mustang, then a 1972 Chevelle. The list of muscle cars increased and so did the list of speeding tickets and the numerous other youthful indiscretions. I drove fast and recklessly to have fun, with little to no regard for anyone else on the road. I was only concerned about myself. I was a danger to others and a bad example. I was immature.
These days I don’t drive a Mustang, I drive a minivan. I don’t drive fast and reckless; I drive like an old man. I don’t drive to please myself; I drive to take my family where they need to go. You see, my responsibilities have changed. I am no longer responsible for only myself. I am also responsible for the lives of my entire family. My life used to be mostly about me. If I got into an accident as a youth it was my life that would primarily be affected. But if I drive irresponsibly these days, I could endanger my entire family, and that’s not a risk I am willing to take.
I have come to respect and value the minivan man much more than the muscle car man. Instead of racing from stoplight to stoplight to be first, I set the cruise control to save gas and wear and tear on the breaks. Rather than ride the bumper in front of me, I remember the precious cargo that I carry in the backseat behind me. I smile as my children tell me kid jokes and I tell them dad jokes. We sing way out of tune on our way home from school and do homework before dinner. I have matured and become a complete square- a minivan man- and I love it.
