The Simple Choices We Make Everyday

The simple choices we make everyday inevitably are the ones that will mold us into who we become. Like what books we read that dramatically change the way we think, or the booth we sit in at some restaurant where we are served by that unique kid who’s story we hear and contemplate long after we leave, or the choice of which bus to board…like I did today. The 127 McCormick Place CTA. I knew that the #3 King Drive and the #4 Cottage Grove were the only two buses that stopped at my apartment, but the 127 went to McCormick, which lies only seven blocks from my door. So I wagered that I would simply walk from where the bus route ended…silly me. The bus sped down Michigan Avenue in record time, much faster than either of the buses I normally take. But unlike I had planned; it entered McCormick on the east side and stopped at Gate 26. I stepped off the bus and headed for the end of the tunnel, hoping to emerge on my street just south of the convention center. Well I did, but on the wrong side of the tracks. I was separated from King Drive by four sets of rail lines and a 10-foot razor wire fence. Gives new meaning to that phrase “wrong side of the tracks” in my opinion…standing there, a hundred yards from where I should have been…no, where I wanted to be. See, there is a difference in life. We always want what we want and could care less about anything else, but God puts us where we should be…better yet, he puts us on the bus that gets us there. I walked it, every inch. It must have been a good mile and a half through the parking lots and city parks that zigzagged down to the 31st street bridge, which would be my only point to cross. As the lake wind came hard against my cheek it spun me around and grabbed my attention full force. And I realized, for the first time in over 6 months, I was treading those same steps, the ones that we had in what felt so very long ago. B and I. Hopping and striding in rhythm barefoot on the hot pavement back from the beach. In what had been a blistering 107° heat wave, we had soothed the burn from a un-air conditioned apartment at the time by bathing in the tepid waters of Lake Michigan. Still dripping it off our arms and legs, we had crossed that bridge. The same one I stepped onto now, we had been there before. And I understood why HE put me on that bus. God wanted me to remember. For some weeks now I have hurt inside with an emptiness that leaves me feeling void and without passion. The Lord is truly the great physician. I continued on down 31st toward my building. I hear the sounds of recess. I stop dead still in the middle of the road to listen. The frenzied giggles and excited shouts of Tag, the rhythmic click of double Dutch and the hurried beats of tiny sneakers on asphalt. The Lake Meadows Elementary School, a nostalgic archetype of what we all have been at some time or another. I move forward again. The wind now comes straight on, but it does not slow me, which seems ironic. I pass by the empty A-Lot parking where urban children had once played cricket beneath the searing heat of the summer sun. I see many of my friends, the skittish city squirrels and talk to them as I softly click my tongue. HE gave to me the only thing I cannot buy, the only thing I cannot obtain for all my toil. This day he gave me peace.

