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Prologue: Going to Mullinix

It was a familiar question in that close-knit rural community of Chip, North 
Carolina: “Where’re you going, Arthur?” In reality it was more of a greeting 

than a nosy inquiry, but my Pa-Pa’s answer was always the same. “Going to Mulli-
nix,” he would call out cheerfully.

My maternal grandfather and I traveled to many places in his dark green Ford 
pickup, but we never made it to Mullinix. In fact, we were never quite sure where 
it was, or maybe we were a little fearful that if we made it all the way, our journey 
would be over. Pa-Pa did so enjoy the journey.

I rode with Pa-Pa (with an emphasis on each syllable; not Papa, the name my 
grandchildren have given me), to deliver chicken feed around the Chip communi-
ty, halfway between Mt. Gilead and Troy in the Piedmont region of North Caroli-
na. We also made once-a-week trips to Hamlet and Rockingham to deliver eggs 
and chickens. But in truth we were always on the way to Mullinix.

I vividly remember the day I asked Pa-Pa where Mullinix was located and if 
he had ever been there. He chuckled and re$ected for a moment before answering: 
“No, son. I’ve never been there. But I’ve seen the sign.”

“Where?” I persisted. I was usually a little too shy to be this insistent with 
adults, but I %gured if we were always “going to Mullinix,” I’d like to know more 
about it.

“Cain’t rightly recall where I saw it,” Pa-Pa replied vaguely. “Few years back. 
But I ’member what it looked like.”

He was quiet again, so I assumed that was the end of the conversation, 
although my curiosity was far from satis%ed. But after a few more minutes of 
silence, Pa-Pa resumed his story of Mullinix with a faraway look in his eyes as if he 
were recalling the details of a fading memory.

“It was an old, scaling, wooden, black-and-white sign with the letters growing 
dim, but I could still read it,” Pa-Pa said, much quieter than usual. “M-u-l-l-i-n-
i-x. Mullinix.”

“But you never followed the sign?” I asked, surprised at the courage of my 
persistence. Pa-Pa usually did most of the talking.
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His eyes got that distant look again as he continued, “Couldn’t rightly tell 
which way it was a-pointin’. !e pointing piece of board on top was loose and 
almost falling o#, and the post in the ground holding the top board was all twist-
ed.” Shaking his head, Pa-Pa repeated, “Couldn’t rightly tell which way it was 
a-pointin’. Not even sure whether it was a place or the name of the road.”

But just recalling the name again sent Pa-Pa into his unique laughter. Pa-Pa 
had the ability to %nd humor in most things, and we usually laughed at the same 
things, but I failed to %nd the humor in “Mullinix.” It sounded like a reasonable 
name to me. I even liked the way it rolled o# my tongue and tickled the roof of 
my mouth.

Maybe Pa-Pa found the name more enjoyable than humorous too, because 
for whatever reason, he was always “going to Mullinix.” Even when he would step 
out of the sitting room at his home to draw a bucket of water from the well just 
outside the back screen porch door and his family would ask where he was going, 
Pa-Pa would reply, “Going to Mullinix.”

I guess I’ve also been “going to Mullinix” most of my life.
When I was very young, with a child’s overblown sensitivity to a frightening 

world, Mullinix became a place in my imagination where I could go when things 
became too harsh or too frightening or too hopeless. In my little boy’s mind Mulli-
nix was that magical place where all the scattered pieces of life %t together and 
dreams came true and hopes were realized and empty places were %lled.

When I became a man and later a pastor, Mullinix became for me a symbol for 
that place where God’s kingdom has come fully “on earth as it is in heaven” (Matt 
6:10). Somewhere along the way, I began remembering those early years, and 
Mullinix became for me the closest we can come to “home” in this world while 
our citizenship papers are in another world.

I realize that I will never make it all the way, just as my Pa-Pa and I never 
made it all the way to Mullinix in his Ford pickup. Totally becoming the creatures 
we were meant to be is not possible in this world. In fact, much of the time I %nd 
myself so far from the goal that my destination appears hidden, as if surrounded 
by a dense fog, and I can only trust that it is still somewhere up ahead.

!e journey toward that unattainable place, however, is what gives my life 
meaning, joy, and direction. !e e#ort to “be conformed to the image of his Son” 
(Rom 8:29) contains at least the potential of my being “reclaimed by the Christ” 
at a level I had never thought possible.
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Simply put, “going to Mullinix” became for me something of a metaphor 
for the walk of discipleship in which I learn kingdom lessons from the constant 
companionship of the risen Lord and am gradually transformed into his image by 
generous portions of unfathomable grace.

I suppose, in a sense, that means the destination and the journey are all of one 
piece. I walk in that level of kingdom living I have already attained while at the 
same time reaching for a higher plane.

On my best days I have tried to invite the Christ into all the areas of my life 
as a constant controlling companion. On the days when I am not at my best, I 
have been gifted with “signs” in the form of people, critters, and events that have 
pointed me back toward the Way. !is book tells the stories of just a few of those 
people, critters, and events.

My constant challenge has been to notice when I encounter the signs, when 
God appears in plain sight in the most ordinary of places. Often, the sign provides 
just a hint of the sacred. At other times, the sign comes as a %rm nudge down a 
path still fresh with God’s footprints.

So, like I said, I must remain awake and alert each day and each moment or I 
am in danger of losing my way.

I don’t know how successful I will be in my journey toward modeling the 
Christ, standing for that which he stood for, living and dying as he lived and died. 
But I believe faith requires that I begin and continue in the spirit of the apostle 
Paul, who wrote to those Philippians struggling to %nd their way in this new faith: 
“Not that I have already obtained all this, or have already been made perfect, but I 
press on to take hold of that for which Christ Jesus took hold of me” (Phil 3:12).

Besides, if I’m not “going to Mullinix,” where am I going?


