More Adventures of Don & Tom

The Gate
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While growing up in Salt Lake City, living on 649 Roberta Street, we had a backyard gate.  Our backyard was completely fenced, the only way in or out of the backyard was through the back gate or walking through the house.  This gate was made of wood and was quite sturdy.
 
My brother Don and I thought it was a great challenge, after we finished our paper routes in the morning, to see how fast we could ride through the gate. With just two inches on each side, of the handle bars fully extended, it took precision.  Our paper route bags were strapped over the handle bars and we would ride through the gate.  The real challenge came on a rainy or snowy day, it was crucial that on those days that our bicycles were vertically straight and upright as we passed through the gate.
 
Don & I believed that we were accomplished bicycle riders with many hours of experience under our belts.  One morning late in the fall it had been raining, the roads and sidewalks were slippery.  We had ridden are bicycles in this type of weather many times. This particular morning I was riding hard, and in the lead.  The driveway to the gate was comprised of two concrete strips, with a dirt in the center.
 
As I approached the concrete strips my bicycle shifted into the dirt, unable to bring my bike vertically straight, I hit the side of the gate, which threw me from the bike.  As I picked myself up, I felt a great deal of pain coming from my right elbow.  With my left hand I grabbed my right arm, carefully removing the sweat shirt I found my elbow was bleeding.  Peering at the gash just below the elbow, I ran into the house calling for Mom.
 

Mom met me at the back door, leading me back into the kitchen.  Immediately applying a bandage, she said it might need stitches, but I think the bandage will stop the bleeding which it did.  The scar left from this collision with the back gate taught me a lesson, leaving a scar just below my right elbow as a reminder.  Never be so sure of yourself that you forget about common sense.


As a young man I learned a scripture that has always stayed with me.  It always reminds me of my mishap with the gate.  In the Book of Mormon, in 3 Nephi Chapter 14, Verse 14 we read. "Because strait is the gate, and narrow is the way, which leadeth unto life, and few there be that find it."  In life sometimes we do some things not thinking of the real consequences of our actions.  Lessons we learn at times leave external or internal bruises.  Such a scar need not be visual, to always be a constant reminder.


The gate to the Celestial Kingdom is clearly marked.  The path is paved by truth and faith that our parents have cherished.  Wanting us to be together again with Mom and Dad, being surrounded by each one of their children.  Traveling the rainy road of every day life, filled with watered down challenges, we need to stay on paths of faith, and not slide into the dirt laid by Satan that will lead us away.
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