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Much to my wife’s dismay, I returned from a quick trip
to our Maine cottage with Aaron and Dan Zimmerman's
1989 Lincoln Town Car. Now Martha wasn’t so much
dismayed at my returning from Maine with the Town car,
but was rather dismayed at the reality of our family’s *03
Taurus wagon being exchanged for an '89 Lincoln that
rivals the Queen Mary in size and fuel consumption.

But alas, after twenty years of marriage, Martha is used
to my eccentricities. And, I must admit, leaving an 03 top
of the line Taurus in Maine and driving an old 89 Town
car to Quincy certainly is eccentric.

My mid life crisis as I head for the big 50 is old cars,
especially BIG OLD CARS. I love my Lincoln. Part of the
reason is that it was a gift of two of my favorite people in
the world, Aaron and Dan Zimmerman. Aaron and Dan
drove the “Townie™ which had been their grandmother’s,
from California to Quincy as freshmen at Eastern Nazarene
College. While at ENN.C. the boys attended Union. Their
parting gift to their pastor was the car.

It is a classic, or soon will be. It’s the last of the “square
lines™. Ford used this popular body style for many years. It
has a mile of chrome, most of it real; two massive chrome
bumpers, and classic aluminum wire wheels. Powered by a
5.0 eight cylinder, the same engine as the Ford Mustang,
the car seemingly floats over the road.

But almost 20 years has taken its toll on the car. The
seats are faded, it needed a new rebuilt transmission and
windshield before I put it on the road, and it needs tire rods
and front brakes. It also was in dire need of a paint job.

Hence, the return from Maine and hence the point of
this letter. I brought the car home from Maine as I got a
very good quote for paint and body work at the Dorchester
Maco Auto Body.
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“Behold! I Make All Things New!”

"And he that sitteth on the throne said, '‘Behold, I make
all things new." And he saith, "Write: for these words
are faithful and true."" Revelation 21:5
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For a very reasonable price, they did an outstanding job.
The car looks brand new! It is truly amazing what new
paint does to an old car! It even seems to drive better.

When the boys gave me the old Linc a couple of years
ago, my wife rolled her eyes and my friends thought I was
crazy! True, the exhaust was shot, the windshield cracked,
and the car wouldn’t shift out of 1st gear. The clear coat
was peeling and the paint shot.

But, it was still a Lincoln and a California car with a
straight body and no rust. 1 knew what it could be if T was
willing to pay the cost. Today it looks new.

Jesus says, “behold [ make all things new” (Rev. 21:5).
Faith in Jesus can give us a new transmission as ‘we are
more than conquerors through Him who loves us’
{Romans 8:37), enabling us to shifi gears and go forward
in faith when we encounter bumps in the road of life. Faith
in Jesus gives us a ‘new windshield,” as we ‘see clearly’
(1Corinthians 13:12) through the snares of temptation,
anxiety and depression to new life in Christ, and the Bible
says that, ‘although our sins be as scarlet, God will make us
whiter than snow!” We get a new paint job on our souls.

Just as I"ve repaired an old car, making it like new, and
saving it from the junk yard, faith in Jesus can make us like
new and save us from eternal death.

Soon I'll be taking the old Linc back to Maine and will
exchange it for my ‘real car’. The Linc will rest in the
garage under a cover till the fall, when I’ll drive it down
again for a month or so. It will rest safe and secure till
called into use again.

For Christians, we too will someday rest under a cover,
the cover of God’s care in the glory of heaven, but we will
not be bored, not be asleep, and not be unused. Instead we
will be called into the joy of God’s service beyond our
wildest expectations of comfort and joy.

"Till July,

Fastor Jack






