I’m sitting on a silver bird. It’s 11:45 pm, the plane is quiet, most folks dozing to the drone of the airbus’s low engine whine.  We left NYC today. Jacqueline and I had the privilege of spending 6 days there with an awesome buddy and his bride. I loved the fashions, food, fun, New York culture, the theater, the museums, the parks, the people, several galleries, the Empire state building, Rockefeller Center, did I mention the food? 
On day 4 we decided let’s see Ellis Island, The Statue of Liberty, and ground zero. What an impactful emotional day that was for me. 
We woke early to beat the crowds. We stood in line for 45 minutes before they opened. Oh, it was 23 above with a 15 mph wind that made an impact too. It was fun to watch as people in line got colder and colder and they gladly were giving up their personal space to cram together in an attempt at staying warm. 
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Of course both Jacqueline and I were wondering about our ancestors having made the journey to America, and some I'm sure sailing into the harbor there, and seeing this incredible statue. 
I really was not prepared to be so deeply impacted as I was. But as the boat neared Liberty Island and I was shooting photos of her, I was caught up in deep grattitude for those that had past thru this harbor before me and had fought for my freedom. 
I was mindful that my boat ride was probably not unlike what many of these immigrants had experienced. My ride was 30 minutes; their ride often was 30 days. Many were young when they came. Jacqueline's maternal grandpa was thirteen and made the crossing alone. They would sail into the harbor and up to Ellis Island. There they would off load and be processed. I sat in the holding room upstairs; I sat on the bench they would have sat on. I felt their anxiety of what if they got rejected? They would be put back on the boat, and having just stepped upon American soil would now but put out to sea. As they sailed back to where they came from the loss of the sight of the Statue of Liberty would come first, then the American shore would disappear. Gone was their hope for a better life.
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Of course both Jacqueline and I were wondering about our ancestors having made the journey to America, and some I’m sure sailing into the harbor there and seeing this incredible statue. 
We are so soft, so indulged, so entitled. It was cold, bitter cold, however the bite felt good, no actually great, because for a brief moment it allowed me to feel what so many must have felt. I had no anxiety over not being able to stay, just immense gratitude. 
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I felt gratitude to the French who had longed for their own freedom. When that freedom was denied and very slow in coming, to these who so passionately believed in these values that they seized the opportunity to express these hopes, dreams and values in the American Revolution. They wanted to experience this freedom through others who were of similar spirit and passion. 
I am grateful to the Jewish lady whose heart burned with the same deep essence and gave to us the words and spirit of “send us your huddled masses.” Our freedom was not provided by one individual or group. It was many folks that blended together and bonded over common themes, passion, desires.
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Isn’t this supposed to be how the family of God operates? 
Upon arriving back on Manhattan, Jacqueline and I walked up to ground zero. It’s staggering, truly without adequate words to describe what happens to you when one sees the faces of those that passed, those that were never found, and those that gave so much unselfishly. 
I took photos of the faces in the memorial for my nephew who is a brother in blue. It felt almost unsacred to do so, but then again I felt I needed to. I needed to look through that lens and into their eyes. Taking a decent photo isn’t simply about shooting a picture for me; I want to capture the essence of what I am looking at. 
Fifteen minutes into taking the photos I could take no more. I simply put the lens cap back on, sat on a raised wooden bench and wept. There were many faces on the wall, but one face in particular simply caused a train wreck for me. I don’t know the firefighter, but somehow there was something in me connecting with something in this brother. These men and women who gave up their lives willingly for so many caused me to wonder how much of my comfort or freedom would I be willing to jettison to save others, or help others. Am I so comfortable, so use to my routines that I might not want to be put out? 
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At the statue of Liberty I saw many folks that were not Americans posing in front of Lady Liberty just to have their picture captured with this grand Lady. 
When was the last time you that the very thought of freedom made you smile from ear to ear? Here before me were those from other countries sitting before a statue representing freedom, the vicarious sense of feeling free made them grin with joy and pleasure.  Every firefighter I saw we stopped and acknowledged our deep gratitude. I reached for their hand, or they reached for my hand. The grip was firm, eyes locked, pause, messages were exchanged heart to heart before words. My eyes would get wet, theirs too. 
Though it has now been a good number of years, still you can see how raw it is for these warriors. They will never heal, but it is our responsibility to let them know they do not stand alone and we are forever grateful for the selfless sacrifices they make everyday. 
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I also bought the 09 FDNY firefighter calendar for my oldest daughter ……those are some strong dudes!  Gentlemen, when was the last time you invested any kind of energy in fighting for the freedom of another? 
When was the last time you paid any sort of a price to protect another?  When was the last time that because you are free you spent your time creating something that would symbolize that for you or others?  Or when was the last time when you couldn’t have what you longed for, you found someone that might have a better shot at it and poured your effort into helping produce that for them? 
What sort of a price, what sort of a journey is you willing to undertake for freedom? 
Yes we live in America where we take our freedom for granted. But are you free? 
Does your time belong to you? Or does someone else typically tell you what you will be doing with your time? How much time have you given up because of time saving technology or devices that constantly need to be fixed? 
What about your finances? Have your spending habits caused you freedom or do they now own you and extract a heavy tax on you trying to keep up with a “master” that won’t ever be satisfied? 
Christ has bought our freedom by paying the penalty to death so that you and I might live. What have we done with that freedom? 
It’s Christmas time and a time where many are made a bit more mindful or giving, sharing and caring for others.  Gentlemen, carry the torch on this one. Step it up. Make a difference in the lives that are connected to you. 
Journey on sacred brothers…… jeff 
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