Bltn Speedway Christmas

      May I be frank about what Christmas needs to mean for Speedway?  When I moved here a dozen years ago the complaint was that the town was getting older.  The families who built houses here during the post War boom had largely retired, and there was no new housing for their kids in this land-locked community.   

      Today, Speedway is getting younger.  But folks are still complaining.  After Mom, Dad or grandpa and grandma die, we are finding that the impetus for fairly well-off white families to move back home is diminishing.  The 1950’s houses are not big enough for the tastes of the average middle-class family of today.  The apartment complexes in Speedway are among the older ones on the West side.  They are serving lower-income kind of folks, and whether it is politically correct to say so or not, the truth is that in general they bring a set of social problems from which residents of Speedway have long thought themselves insulated.  This is having a particularly bad effect on the School system which has been the chief reason stable younger families have wanted to move here.

      While I’m being frank, let me say that it is ridiculous that people feel they have to whisper such things.  Communities like ours have not always been welcoming to minorities.  We need to repent of this inhospitality.  Many of us need to face this community sin squarely, and pray for forgiveness.  If Jesus can come to a world full of sinners then surely we can welcome folks with black, brown and yellow hues.  The Christmas story is a story of a God who offers us hospitality.         

       But that it is skin color that has most Speedway residents complaining.  All of us ought to be able to take our children to the park without hearing incessant swearing and x-rated language from toddlers. Our own children should not have to be exposed to other parents who think that kind of talk is funny.  Our streets should not be cluttered.  Public drunkenness, thievery, vandalism and permissiveness all are signs of a hopelessness we do not want our children exposed to.  The invitation Jesus offers the stranger is one that leads to repentance, it is the invitation to live in hope—not in darkness.    

    So what is the solution?  Plow the apartment buildings?  Move to Danville, Plainfield, Avon, or Brownsburg?  Criticize the Town council and police department? Perhaps we should tax the town to death and hire social workers to talk to these problem people?    

    Or perhaps what the community needs is a united church that proclaims Jesus as the way to spiritual health.  We need Methodists and Baptists, Catholics and Presbyterians, Episcopalians, Lutherans and Disciples, Nazarenes and Church of Christ people to love one another enough to collectively pray for those who are lost in our community.   If God became incarnate in a barn, then we can be present in this changing town.  Take time to love your new neighbor this season.       
