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Morning
	 The	other	day	I	was	at	the	
Post	Office	on	my	way	home	
for	lunch,	and	when	I	tried	to	
start	my	little	van,	the	Itty	Bitty	
City*,	it	locked	up,	locked	the	
key	in	the	ignition,	locked	the	
shift	lever	in	place,	and	stuck	its	
tongue	out	at	me.		A	couple	of	
things	flashed	on	the	“informa-
tion	center”,	but	I	didn’t	get	what	
it	was	trying	to	say.		I	fiddled	
with	things	for	a	few	minutes,	
assuming	that	I	would	have	to	
walk	home	(only	a	few	hundred	
yards),	but	all	of	a	sudden	the	
van	sprang	to	life.		I	scratched	
my	head,	decided	to	hope	it	
was	just	a	glitch	of	the	complex	
electronics,	and	drove	home.
	 Nope,	it	wasn’t	just	a	glitch.		
Thursday	morning	I	started	out	
the	driveway,	and	the	informa-
tion	center	started	flashing	stuff	
again,	with	all	of	the	warning	
lights	and	symbols	dancing	
across	the	screen,	and	the	
speedometer	got	into	the	action	
with	its	flip	flopping	around	the	
dial.		Uh	oh,	I	thought,	some-
thing	is	really	wrong	here	(smart	
kid,	huh?).		So	I	took	the	short-
est	route	to	the	store,	the	lights	
flashing	all	over	the	place,	and	
made	the	left	turn	into	the	park-
ing	lot.		
Just	as	
I	turned	
to	enter	
the	staff	
lot,	the	
car	quit,	
and	passed	out	cold,	right	in	the	
traffic	lane	of	the	parking	lot.

	 A	quick	phone	call	into	the	
store	brought	Bob	and	Bill	out	
to	push	the	van	the	30	feet	into	
a	parking	space,	where	I	was	
able	to	set	the	car	in	park	so	it	
wouldn’t	roll	down	the	slope	of	
the	lot.		I	was	really	bummed	
that	the	car	had	quit,	right	when	
I	need	it	most,	during	the	virus	
crisis.		I	was	thinking	to	God,	
“What’s	up	this	time?	Why	
now?		What	more	can	I	take	
during	this	stress	of	the	crisis	
all	around	us?”		I	had	visions	of	
having	to	get	the	van	towed	to	
Victorville	Motors	for	them	to	fix	
whatever,	which	of	course	is	at	
least	a	full	day	due	to	distance	
and	scheduling.
	 Once	inside	the	store,	I	
described	it	to	Klaus,	our	
grocery	manager,	who	works	
on	vehicles	and	knows	his	
stuff	(don’t	tell	him	I	said	that!).		
He	guessed	that	it	might	be	a	
loose	battery	connection	since	
that	is	fairly	common,	and	
long	story	short,	he	checked	
it	and	found	that	that	was	the	
case.		One	of	the	two	clamps	
was	loose	and	actually	discon-
nected	from	the	terminal,	so	he	
reconnected	it	and	tightened	
it,	and	the	van	started	right	up!		
He	lost	me	with	his	technical	
terms	like	“positive”	and	“nega-
tive”	terminals	–	I	think	“key”,	

“ignition”	and	“battery”	are	as	
far	as	I	get	--	and	sometimes	
it’s	better	just	to	shut	up	and	be	
glad.		I	couldn’t	even	hug	him	
because,	well,	you	know,	the	
virus	thing.		(Sheesh!)
	 The	whole	thing	started	my	
day	poorly,	causing	people	to	
ask	me	what	was	wrong.		All	
I	could	cobble	up	was	lame-
sounding	things	like	“my	car	
quit”,	or	“so-and-so	called	in	
sick”,	or	“the	invoices	look	all	
screwed	up	again”	–	all	true.		
But	in	retrospect	I	feel	kind	of	
foolish	for	being	so	upset,	even	
though	I	have	reasons	and	ex-
cuses.		Just	ask	me.		No,	don’t.
	 There	are	many	lessons	
out	of	this	little	story,	and	all	of	
them	point	an	accusing	finger	
of	THANKLESSNESS	at	me!		
Think	of	this:
	 The	whole	thing	happened	
within	walking	distance	of	both	
home	and	work	(one	of	the	
benefits	of	working	near	home).
	 I	was	able	to	drive	the	poor	
van	to	within	30	feet	of	the	
parking	space,	and	since	it’s	
relatively	light	and	the	parking	
lot	is	sloped	downward	right	
there,	the	push	was	easy.		What	
if	the	car	had	stopped	cold	right	
in	front	of	the	bulk	truck	that	
was	approaching	as	I	turned	left	
into	the	parking	lot?

	 Klaus	was	ready,	willing	and	
able	to	help.		Bless	his	heart!		
	 What	if	this	had	happened	on	
an	L.A.	freeway??	And	in	dia-
mond	lane	on	the	left?		On	the	
605	southbound	where	that	left	
lane	feels	like	a	bicycle	path?
	 I	had	made	an	appointment	
at	the	Barstow	DMV	to	do	my	
real	I.D.	that	Thursday,	but	
Wednesday	evening	I	can-
celled	the	appointment	due	to	
the	demands	at	the	store,	as	
we	operate	off-balance,	trying	
to	source	products	and	order	
from	different	suppliers	to	keep	
something	on	the	shelves	for	
our	customers.		
Did	I	do	that	
on	my	own,	or	
was	Someone	
looking	out	for	
me?		What	if	I	
had	taken	the	
van	to	Barstow	
and	it	had	quit	at	
the	top	of	Goat	
Mountain	Pass	
on	this	cold,	
windy	day?		
	 How	stupid	
and	ungrate-
ful	can	I	be,	for	
Pete’s	sake??		
At	least	I	can	
hear	God	in	my	
spiritual	ear,	
chewing	me	out	
for	repeatedly	
failing	to	TRUST	
HIM!		(Chewing	
me	out	means	
He	cares!!!)
	 TRUST	HIM	for	the	little	stuff,	
like	the	Itty	Bitty	City	quitting	30	
feet	from	its	parking	space.
	 TRUST	HIM	for	the	bigger	
stuff,	like	this	coronavirus	panic-
demic,	which	seems	so	insane,	
with	facts	obscured	in	a	fog	of	

uncertainty	and	confusion,	but	
panic	flames	being	fanned	by	
those	who	want	us	upset	and	
off	balance.	(And	remember	
who	those	flame-fanners	report	
to	–	our	Enemy.)
	 TRUST	HIM	for	the	really	
big	stuff,	like	my	(your)	eternal	
destiny,	either	with	Him	forever	
or	thrown	into	the	lake	of	fire	
for	a	forever	death	or	forever	
suffering.		Don’t	believe	that?		
Willing	to	take	that	chance?		I	
sure	as	heck	am	NOT	willing	to	
take	that	chance.

The LORD is my light and my salvation;
    whom shall I fear?
The LORD is the stronghold of my life;
    of whom shall I be afraid? . . .
One thing have I asked of the LORD,
    that will I seek after:
that I may dwell in the house of the LORD
    all the days of my life,
to gaze upon the beauty of the LORD
    and to inquire in his temple.
Hear, O LORD, when I cry aloud;
    be gracious to me and answer me!
You have said, “Seek my face.”
My heart says to you,
    “Your face, LORD, do I seek.”
 Hide not your face from me. . . .
I believe that I shall look upon the 
 goodness of the LORD
    in the land of the living!
Wait for the LORD;
    be strong, and let your 
 heart take courage;
    wait for the LORD!
Psalm	27.	Of	David.	
Excerpts.	(Read	the	whole	thing.)

*From its dumb name, Ram 
Promaster City.

truMp and thiS
darned ViruS

Situation
	 As	we	struggle	with	the	
virus	crisis,	having	to	deal	with	
the	fallout	of	panic	as	much	
or	more	than	the	virus	itself,	
we	watch	as	President	Trump	
leads	through	the	morass	of	
conflicting	opinions,	interpreta-
tions,	and	multiple	viewpoints	
springing	from	varying	areas	of	
expertise.		Wow!		What	a	task.		
Do	you	worry	that	he	will	get	
it	right?		I	sure	do!		(And	must	
TRUST	God	about	that!)
	 On	Townhall.com,	Victor	
Davis	Hanson	wrote	“trump’s 
Strategic foresight is Being 
put to the test”,	describing	the	
challenge	perfectly.		Following	
are	excerpts:		
	 “Foresight”	in	crisis	
means	sizing	up	a	nation’s	
assets	and	debits,	then	
maximizing	advantages	
and	minimizing	liabilities.	
The	leader	with	foresight,	
especially	in	times	of	irra-
tional	despair,	then	charts	a	
rational	pathway	to	victory.
	 Such	crisis	leaders	do	not	
fall	into	panic	and	depres-
sion	when	the	media	shouts	
“Catastrophe!”	Nor	do	
they	preen	when	the	same	
chorus	screams	“Genius!”	in	
times	of	success.	.	.	.
	 In	the	present	crisis	of	

the	coronavirus,	what	will	
determine	the	effectiveness	
of	President	Trump’s	leader-
ship	is	not	what	the	media	
screams	today	or	the	polls	
say	tomorrow.	The	praise	of	
his	supporters	or	the	predict-
able	damnation	of	his	en-
emies	won’t	matter.
	 Rather,	Trump	will	win	or	
lose	on	whether	he	has	stra-
tegic	foresight.	
If	he	panics	
and	keeps	the	
country	locked	
down	for	too	
long,	we	will	go	
into	depression	
that	will	cost	
more	lives	than	
the	virus.	But	if	
Trump	prema-
turely	declares	
victory	and	urg-
es	Americans	
to	rush	back	to	
normal	life,	he	
may	reboot	the	
virus	and	re-
ignite	another	
cycle	of	panic.
	 Instead,	
Trump	will	
have	to	possess	
the confidence 
to	see	how	the	
world’s	greatest	
economy,	great-
est	medical	
talent,	greatest	
military	and	

greatest	energy	and	food	pro-
duction	can	all	be	marshaled	
in	a	symphonic	fashion.	That	
correct	formula	could	fend	off	
a	potentially	biblical	plague	
without	destroying	the	larg-
est	economy	in	history.
	 If	Trump	exhibits	such	
cunning	and	wisdom,	then	he	
can	balance	the	consensus	of	
his	medical	experts	that	the	

virus	is	existentially	danger-
ous	with	the	warnings	of	
his	economic	advisers	that	
shutting	down	a	multitrillion	
economy	can	become	even	
more	ruinous	--	and	lethal	
--	for	Americans.	.	.	.
	 Hanson	made	reference	to	
that	wonderful	poem	“If”,	by	Ru-
dyard	Kipling,	and	if	this	doesn’t	
fit	President	Trump,	I	don’t	know	

what	does.		I	wonder	if	he	has	
this	burned	in	his	brain	as	he	
navigates	the	maze	of	this	ter-
rible	time.		And	hopefully	he	re-
lates	it	all	to	God	his	Father	and	
the	calling	God	has	given	him.		
My	dad	Ernie	Gommel	placed	
this	in	one	of	his	commentary	
spaces	many	years	ago.
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SPECIAL ANNOUNCEMENTS

LVEDA Meeting
(Lucerne	Valley	Economic	
Development	Association)	

no meeting
in april

Everyone stay safe 
and healthy

LiMitS & MuLtipLe priCing
Please, unless otherwise indicated, ON AD ITEMS  NO MORE THAN 6 TOTAL (including all 
flavors or varieties) OF ANY ITEM, PER FAMILY, DURING THE AD PERIOD, AT THE SALE 
PRICE, except in produce and meat, which are limited to normal retail quantities, or which carry 
limits specifically stated.  Sorry, we must reserve the right to further limit or refuse sales.
ON MULTIPLE PRICING, when purchasing items in quantities more or less than the multiple stated, 
the register is built automatically to charge the “each” price times the quantity.  (Example: Price of item 
is 3/$1.  The price of: one = 34¢,  two = 68¢,  three = $1,  four = $1.34,  five = $1.68,  six = $2.00).

          SerViCeS at
  CroSSroadS Center
LUCERNE VALLEY MARKET  
  & HARDWARE                           

248-7311

WASH N SHOP COIN LAUNDRY   248-7311

FIRST FOUNDATION BANK   248-2717

DR. ASHOK MELVANI M.D.   248-1070

 ECHO RECYCLING   760-617-5404

AT THE SERVICE COUNTER  In the store
• COPIES     • FAX SERVICE   
• PACKAGE EXPRESS -- UPS only
• PAYMENT STATION SCE, Frontier & Verizon

PRESCRIPTION DELIVERY   242-4900
  Rancho Drugs – Tues. 11AM,  Wed. & Fri. 2PM 

ST. MARY HEALTH VAN   760-946-4240
  Will not come out until further notice.

Echo REcycling
760-617-5404

On the Northeast side of the parking lot.
open Mon. - Sat. 9aM - 4pM

Closed for Lunch Noon to 1PM.
Closed Sunday

aluminum CrV ..... $1.65lb

#1 plastic CrV ...... $1.28lb
 Pricing good thru April 8, 2020

on the Lighter Side
Contributed.  From the Web.

 “The reason there is a run on 
toilet paper is because people 
are cooking their own food.”
	 	 --one	of	our	customers

ThE PLAn
In	the	beginning	was	THE	PLAN.
And	then	came	the	assumptions.
And	the	assumptions	were	without	form.
And	THE	PLAN	was	completely	without	substance.
And	darkness	was	upon	the	faces	of	the	workers.
And	they	spoke	unto	their	group	heads	saying:
“THE	PLAN	is	a	crock	of	s---,	and	it	stinks.”

And	the	group	heads	went	unto	their	section	heads	and	said:
“It	is	a	pail	of	dung,	and	none	may	abide	the	odor	therefore.”

And	the	section	heads	went	unto	their	managers	and	said	unto	them:
“It	is	a	container	of	excrement,	and	it	is	very	strong,
such	that	none	may	abide	by	it.”

And	the	managers	went	unto	their	director	and	said	unto	him:
“It	is	a	vessel	of	fertilizer	and	none	may	abide	by	it’s	strength.”

And	the	director	went	unto	the	executive	director	and	said:
“It	contains	that	which	aids	plant	growth,	and	is	very	strong.”

And	the	executive	director	went	unto	the	Vice	President	
and	said	unto	him:
“It	promotes	growth,	and	it	is	very	powerful.”

And	the	Vice	President	went	unto	the	President	said	unto	him:
“this	powerful	new	PLAN	will	actively	promote	the	growth	and	
efficiency	of	the	department,	and	this	area	in	particular.”

And	the	President	looked	upon	THE	PLAN	and	saw	
that	it	was	good.
And	THE	PLAN	became	P	O	L	I	C	y	!	!	!

TiMELy QuoTEs
 “A man ahead of his 
time is thought to be 
behind the times and is 
accused of folly by his 
contemporaries.”

------
 “Cowardice asks the 
question, ‘Is it safe?’ 
 Expediency asks the 
question, ‘Is it politic?’ 
 Vanity asks the ques-
tion, ‘Is it popular?’ 
 But, conscience asks 
the question, ‘Is it right?’ 
	 ―	Martin	Luther	
    King Jr.


