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Envision the future
to see real you

Someday, down the road, you're going to meet an
old man. Out there, 10,20,30 years — he’ll be waiting
for you. You’ll be catching up with him, for he’ll be

you.

What kind of old man will he be? Will he be a
seasoned, gentle, gracious man, surrounded by those
who love and respect him? Or will he be a bitter,
grouchy cynical old buzzard without a good word for
anyone? Sour and alone?

Thekind of man you’ll be depends on what you are.
now. In my teenage son’s room hangs a motto for him
to see every day. It says simply: ‘“You're fast

‘becoming what you’re going to be.” Gt

My son, me, you . . . we're going to be the composite
of everything we see, hear, say, think, do and wish
today — tomorrow. Our minds are being set in molds,
strapped in place by today’s attitudes. We’ll turn out
only what we put in.

Some place out of my past I recall a story of a
preacher who took his son with him to a small country
church where he was the guest minister. At the door’
was an offering box, into which, after thought, he
dropped a quarter. At the end of the day the treasurer
presented the cleric with the box, explaining it
contained the love offering from the church. Opening
the box, the minister saw, in the dust of the bottom, his
one quarter. His little son said it well. “Daddy, if
you’d put more in, you’d get more out.”

And so it is with those of us growing older.
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When I was considering marriage as a young man, a

wise friend counseled me, saying, “If you want to
know what kind of woman you’re going to have 30
years from now, look at her mother. 4 alos

1did. I liked what I saw ilanetBer And-de

/

get marriege, Time has proved my frien right, much:

-to my pleasure. To a real extent my wife has become

what her mother put into her as a child.

Last year I met a man who called himself The Great
Salvador. From sleight-of-hand artist and card shark
in old vaudeville, he later consorted with some of the*

"world’s great entertainers. Yet his life was made up of.

a long series of “almosts” because he refused to
submit to discipline. Today he is a pickpocket in
Atlanta. He has become what he was. .

The only thing that can break this chain of inherited
and environmental fatalism is an intrusion of God into

the life of a person. God, and God alone, can keep me

from becoming the sum total of my past. Even though.
I still carry the seeds and scars of yesteryear, it’s
possible for me to become what St. Paul calls a “new
creature.” Thus, my ancestra' changes and I literally
be&)gl)e a child of a King.

, after $8 years of trying to pull myself up by my’
bootstraps and failing, I gladly consent to let God take
what’s left—to remake me in His own image.
Meanwhile 1 mes excitedly look forward to meeting
that old man in my future. )



