
View from the Back of the Red Rambler 
 
I have a vague memory of a road trip with my parents. 
Will (Wilbert) is driving, because he always did. He 
has checked the car, studied the map, and is now fully 
in command of his little platoon (He was military. 
Enough said). Mae is riding shotgun, or in her case, 
riding knitting needles, the soft clicking contrasting 
the rhythm of tires on pavement. Kevin, the 
consummate older brother, is hogging the back seat, shooting occasional smacks, disguised as 
stretches, toward the back of my head. And little Kelley is in the way-back jump seat, facing 
backwards, with a whole world unrolling behind him. Where are we going? I have no recollection, but 
some level of excitement for sure. What are we going to do? It might involve family, fun or food, but I 
am not really concerned. I am just going along for the ride. Worried about the weather, the car, the 
fuel, the roads or route? Nope. That’s Dad’s thing. That’s his stuff, not mine. Dad, with Mom’s input, 
set the direction and pace and made sure there were adequate provisions for the trip. I am focused on 
the Classics Illustrated comic books in my lap and watching the world recede away behind us. My only 
question is “Are we there yet?”  
 
As I reflect on this memory, I find it a fitting metaphor for a life of obedient, trusting faith in our Abba 
Father and the importance of childlike faith in the life of a believer (Matthew 18:3-4). John 14:1 says 
we are to trust in God and trust in Jesus, but how do we do this as we roll through life? 
 
First, we do what we are told. When Dad said to get my stuff and get in the car that is what I did. I did 
not question because he loved me, his instructions were clear and I believed he had my best interests in 
his heart. Our Heavenly Father is the same way.  His Word is our instruction, our relationship is 
secure, and all I need to do is what he tells me to do until He tells me to do something different.  
 
Second, I do not worry about the details, especially those beyond my control. Say it with me: “I am 
NOT in the driver’s seat! And Praise God I am not!” Speaking for myself, when I take charge of my 
little universe, I totally mess up. So I let God handle the big stuff, and the little stuff, and I focus on the 
miniscule stuff He places in my hands to do. 
 
Third, sometimes we are not told where we are going because over-excitement might cause us to forge 
ahead or fear might paralyze us. Sometimes my parents would “surprise” us with an unexpected trip, 
whether it was a picnic or a visit to the doctor. Sometimes I wonder if the surprise was really about 
avoiding an over excited little kid running to the car and forgetting to put his shoes on or a scared kid 
hiding under his bed. Perhaps this is why the Father keeps us in the dark on future plans; our 
inclination to forge or fear. If someone had told me ten years ago what I would be doing today, I 
probably would have done some of both while I telling them they were totally nuts.  
 
Fourth and finally, we are to trust in the Driver to get us where He wants us to be, bringing the trip to 
His desired destination (Phil. 1:6). Dad set the agenda for the trips in the Rambler, and we trusted him 
with the details and the destination. God sets the agenda for our lives with the ultimate destination in 
mind: Heaven with Him. God started us on a glorious journey Heavenward and He will see us through 
to the end. Someday we will ask “Are we there yet?” and His answer with be a resounding “Yes, we 
are here!” 
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