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	I've lived a mostly danger-averse life: no mountain free climbing, no travel to war zones, and absolutely no fugu sampling. Like everyone else who regularly sits behind a steering wheel, I've had close calls - always the fault of the other driver, naturally! While I truly believe that I am lucky to be alive, it isn't because I've deliberately given the Fates many chances to snip that thread. However, one of those chances still haunts me. It happened on a road in Princeton, New Jersey, where I nearly became a traffic statistic, all because of a busted sandal.
	I wasn't driving. I wasn't even riding in a car. It was the summer between my junior and senior years, and I was visiting my sister while she earned her doctorate. Linda, deep into writing her dissertation, had agreed to house sit for one of her professors while he and his family were out of town. She'd been given permission to invite me to stay with her for a week or so, an exciting prospect. The house, barely one step down from a mansion, was close enough to the campus that Linda could ride her bicycle to Firestone Library. I borrowed a bike from the absent family and rode with her. Spending time in any library was far from a hardship, and while she beavered away in her carrel, I wandered the open shelves and educated myself on the differences between a public and an academic library.
	Our travel to and from the not-quite-a-mansion took us along one busy road. The bike path was separated from the traffic lanes only by a strip of white paint. I rode as far to the right as possible, which on the day in question might have saved my life. 
	I was riding in front, and as we approached an intersection I paused to let Linda come up beside me. I put my left foot down, planning to dismount and walk across, but as my foot hit the pavement, my sandal strap broke and my foot skidded sideways. The bike and I went down together, and I found myself stretched flat on my side across the width of the bike path, feet toward safety and head in the opposite direction.
	I heard Linda's horrified, "Mouse!" behind me (a story for another time). This was before the days of bicycle helmets, but although I was dazed, I wasn't hurt. I felt the vibration of the blacktop and the rush of cars whizzing by. I heard tires hissing like snakes and smelled exhaust fumes. Even so, I don't recall being particularly afraid. It was like hearing a thunderclap close by. It might surprise you, but if you're hearing thunder you've already survived the lightning.
	Linda, considerably more shaken than I, helped me up and dusted me off. We limped on into town and sorted out the sandal problem. I felt more embarrassed than otherwise, not inclined to make a big deal of it, but afterward I wondered how close I came to bouncing my head off someone's front fender. I never asked Linda for details. It didn't seem like something I should have been curious about.
	To this day I don't know how narrow a shave I had on that road in New Jersey. Probably not close at all. But maybe ... maybe I was spared. If so, I'd like to think God spared me for a reason. My ego warms at the thought of having a Purpose, but then shouldn't I have figured it out by now? It's been my ambition to write the kind of book I like to read, but that doesn't seem grand enough to be a purpose. Though I feel I'm getting closer, I'm also aware that time is running out. If I don't accomplish my goal, have I failed my God-given purpose in life? That thought is a heavy burden.
	My consolation is that I don't think God is interested in humans doing as much as in humans being. Being kind, being compassionate. Having patience with the failings and shortcomings of others - hoping they will have patience with me. Every day I have a new chance to be my best self, to make someone else's day a little better rather than a little worse. It's not big and grand, but it's good enough, even if I don't accomplish any of my ambitions, for me to be glad I survived that possibly close call. Not because I'm lucky, but because I'm blessed.
	That's a Purpose I can get behind.
	

