Caned

      I looked up from watering the tomatoes and feared what had happened.  In stead of weeding my onions like I told him, my “city-boy” child had drifted a couple feet to the right into my infant raspberry canes, which, to his disinterested eyes, might look like weeds.
      Hustling over, I shouted, “O, my!  Stop.  Don’t move.”  I got to the back fence and found two of my expensive canes, which I had coaxed and cuddled for six weeks, lopped off at the ground. Bereaved, and with as much heat as light, I offered my son a lesson about doing what I told him. “Did I not physically show you that I just wanted the weeds pulled out of the row of onions?” I complained to my son that if he showed a little more interest in work, he would have known that the canes were staked-- that he’d know the difference between raspberries and weeds—and that if he’d not been so aggravated at having to work he would have been paying more careful attention…
      A couple weeks ago I got tickled at the obnoxious policeman who directs traffic at the intersection in front of our church building before Speedway’s races.  Repeatedly people would blow past a barricade and infuriate him.  “Hey, dumby!” He’d scream.  I walked over in a more quiet moment and offered one of those absurdities meant to lighten his mood.  “Life would be easy if it were not for people wouldn’t, it?    
      “Life would be easy if it were not for STUPID people.”  He told me.  

      Not five minutes later he was yelling at another fellow blowing around his barricade. This time it happened to be his “stupid” supervisor in an unmarked car.  All of us nearby chuckled at the sight of this “smart” officer yelling at his boss. 

        I looked at my friend and asked if there was much sectarianism or violence that was not done in the name of someone else’s stupidity.  The fact is we are all in life together, and “we all stumble in many ways.” (James 3:2)  Losing sight of that is what keeps a fellow from being “at fault in what he says.” 
      The next day I was trying to catch up on the gardening.  Between building my two-story garage, vacationing, running to hospitals, preparing for community services, trying to hold youth meetings and dodging the consistent 95 degree heat, my gardens had become embarrassing.  I was leaning on the hoe pretty hard, thinking of everything else I needed done besides cutting brush in what ought to be a garden, when it happened.  Yep.  This dad cut yet another raspberry cane down.  
             Police brutality and harsh Fathers have this in common.  They really deceive themselves into thinking they are above doing what the other has done.  God calls us to his holy perfection, but he does so remembering that we are made of dust.  Christ’s cross calls us to a humility that considers others better than ourselves.  That may not mean that we should think ourselves everyone’s moral inferior.  But it at least means that others’ spirits are more important than our precious raspberries.  It means that at whatever point we become harsh and unfeeling towards others we judge ourselves because we ourselves do the same things.
          How many dead raspberry canes will it take to convince you of that?

