
“Living at ground level” 
 
 
The elevation of Minneapolis, where I live, is approximately 825 feet above sea level.  There are 
several higher and lower elevations, but we’re pretty much stuck at 825 feet.  I recently 
discovered that there is a sign posted in a large park several miles from my house that states, 
“This is the 45th parallel. This marks the spot where it is the same distance north to the North Pole 
and south to the equator”.  That’s about as midway as it can be. 
 
I expect there are some people living along our great coastlines of the Pacific and Atlantic 
Oceans who would think living on the plains in the middle of the country would be boring.  People 
who live in our mountainous states might think that, too.  After all, they have magnificent vistas 
and views high atop the mountains.  You might even find those who live below sea level in the 
great desert valleys of California and the southwestern states that enjoy warm temperatures and 
golf all year long who share these same sentiments. 
 
At this time of the year, January and February, the PGA golf tour begins its season. The first 
tournaments take place on the Hawaiian Islands.  During the weeks that follow, the golf events 
work their way to the east.  The past few tournaments have been held in Arizona and along the 
California Coast.  It’s such a delight to watch these on TV and enjoy the scenery while it is winter 
here, where everything is frozen.  I start daydreaming about living along the Monterey Peninsula 
or near San Diego where the climate seems so delightful.  But then I start thinking about how nice 
it is here when spring finally does arrive, followed by summer, eventually fading into the glorious 
colors of fall. 
 
At 825 feet above sea level, here in the upper Midwest, I am content to live.  It’s here that I live 
my life at “ground level”.  There are no extremes, no tall peaks, or deep valleys.  I’m not one who 
requires high-flying adventures and an over-active social life to be satisfied.  My life at ground 
level is rather ordinary yet very rewarding.  I may not have a home situated on a cliff overlooking 
the ocean, on a golf course, or on a lake with a mountain view.  My little house in a quiet older 
suburban neighborhood suits me just fine.   
 
Some would say that thirty years in sales with the same company means that I’m hopelessly in a 
rut.  That would be true if I didn’t like what I was doing or the people around me.  I may not make 
as much money as some people, but I’m doing okay.  I have enough left over to share with 
someone who may need a hand.  I’ve collected a wide range of tools over the years that have 
been put to good use helping people out.   
 
I’d have to say, for the most part, I’m a rather contented person.  Perhaps that’s easier to admit, 
as one gets older, I don’t know.  I’ve accepted the fact that I’ll probably never live along the coast 
or on a mountain.  It’s rather doubtful that I’ll be changing professions or lifestyles anytime soon.  
I am who I am and I am where I am. 
 
Wherever I have lived, here, at 825 feet above sea level, I have had the opportunity of helping 
people.  That gives me great satisfaction.  Understanding who I am and what my capabilities are, 
enables me to live at ground level, content with my surroundings and myself.  If I constantly try to 
be someone that I’m not, or look to be somewhere else, doing something different, life would be 
rather unfulfilling.  I’m not saying we should ignore opportunities to better ourselves through 
education and experiences.  We sometimes try to force change upon ourselves when it is 
unnecessary.  We think that life would be better elsewhere. 
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We spend too much time allowing our minds to wander elsewhere while we miss out on the 
satisfying experiences right under our noses.  What’s that old saying, “Stop and smell the roses”?  
Too many of us are rushing to get somewhere else, while we ignore or step on people.  We fail to 
see the good things and the good people that surround us.  We miss out on the many “small” 
things that really are satisfying and fulfilling.   
 
I don’t have to belong to a country club or fancy golf resort to enjoy golf. I really look forward to 
golfing nine holes with my friends each Saturday and Sunday morning.  Will I find better 
neighbors in a fancy upscale neighborhood than the ones I now have in my middle-class 
neighborhood?  I hardly think so.  If my income dramatically increased, would I be far happier and 
far more content with my life?  Not likely, I’m sure.   
 
Life at ground level is a pretty good life for me.  As people live at different elevations, so each of 
us live at our various ground levels.  Each and everyday does provide satisfying experiences if 
we look for it.  For some of us, it may not take all that much.  A simpler, less exciting lifestyle is no 
less acceptable or satisfying.  For others, it may take some high-flying adventures.  Accept who 
you are and where you are and get on with life.  I encourage you to find your ground level, settle 
in, and be content.  
 
 


