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“I Met What Came, and
HavelLeft Behind My Sorrows,
and Am Traveling Still.”

My first day of school in 1963 was mae of ashock than it is for mog other children. My
parents had seen no ed forme to attend pezhool or kindegarten; theysaid lalreadyknew
how to drink juice ad take nps. So Ineversaw the inside od classroom until he first dg of
first grade A few weeks earlier | had been taken toregister a alittle staefront office, an cutpos
of the school district in the sams&ip mall wherghe bakey my dad and visited faithfullyfor
swed rolls everySaturdaymorningwas locéed. Even dew months inb my sixth yearl
understood that inside tha little office with its fluorescent celli ng lights| was mming up against
bureaicracy, and an ig blast from a Siberragulagblew acoss mytill then endles summer
vacdion. Latermy fathe and Ivisited myelementay school wheg wewere gven a tour othe
brand new facility bult to accommodate the burgeoning suburb of Arlington Haghts  Both
occaions had an aof unrality. “Maybe this won't happg” | kept thinking to mgelf. “Maybe
| won't haveto go to shool.” |tried to picture wat school would be like, but mypagnation
was onstrained byhe vey full existencd had led up until that moment, which consisted of
playing, lund, playng somemore, dinnerTV and bd. The fist dayof school wa onlya half
day, but it seemed endis, and the antiseptic smells ofwlericks and paint and deskdi@nated
and depessed me. @mysecond dal happend to be standingext b the slide in the
playground at reess whe some bog | didn’t know begn throwingrocks down its shinpew
surface. lwas roundé up byan adult monitor with the other ®@and rerimanded by scay
teader who was not mypwn. The injustice ot all till stings today By then Ihad no doubt that
life as Id known it was ove neve to retun.

The moment of Jesws’ bgptism marks asimilar trangtion; wha had he been doing uptill
then? What had his daillife been like? We’ll never know of couse. Vaious legnds plae
him in locations as disparate @ibet and Cornwh it’s unlikely that both could be coed, and
it's more probale that &sus had neer been morethan a dg's journeyfrom his birthplace But
what’s begond dispute is that at his baptismJordan hebecoms a public figire, and whateve
life hed led up till then isover. How did he feel, moving with the crowds tavard theanimal-
skinned dhn standingvaist-dee in the river? Brhas it all had an air afinredity. Jesus may
have ben thinking to himself, Maybe this won't happeafte all. Maybe Iwon’t haveto do
this.” The trasition from a private liféo a public one is a kind of d#h, one Jesus endured long
before the Cross, one ofianyalongthe wayto claiming his voation.

One ofthe hallmarks ofrue maturtion is realizing that life is episodiad ciralar, not
linear and cumuative. In childhood, in addescence, in early adulthood, we tend to think in
terms of 1f only | could...” “If only | could gt that toy or get that gl or boyto notice me, or
get into tha college, or get that job...” Then we reach that milestane or get that thing we mog
wanted ad it turns out nota be the solution to our lives aftalt. If we're payng atention, we
eventually shift our thinking a some point away from “If only I could...” to that day-to-day
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enjoyment of life weknew & small children, befe we went to school, when evg dayseemd
full of possibility and wehad no gals on the horizon bend beingallowed to stayip as lates
possible. We beq to appre@te the peple in our immediateicle, thehomes weie ceateal,
the blend of gperiences ad gfts we’ve acawmulated that is ours and no oglse’s. Ad in the
midst of such aw&ness sometimes we hagemoment like dsus’ batism, when the heans
open and w undestand that wera lovel and that wénave a identity, and a pysose, and
something to do with our lives ftwoweve longtheylast — and weecmmmit o the journey
with the companions Gad has gven us.

Ro% Treman’s 1994 novel Restorationwas made into a movie starring Robert Downey,
Jr. and Sam N# and releged in 1996. tltells the storyf one RobdrMerivel, an @prentice
phsycian who dracts the tiention of KingCharles Il shortlyafte his restoraion to the throne of
Endand followingdecales of wvil war. The kings favor results in wealth and powdéor
Merivel, both of which are lost when the king’s opinion changes, and Merivel becomes a
wandeing heale. After a seies of @lamities and tigedies émaxing in arenaved outbrak of
the plague and the Great Fire of London, Merivel reaches the lowest pint of hislife. He has lost
his carer, his home, his wifeand his child. But the stotgikes asurprisingturn when theing
leams that Merivel aonymouslyhealel the kings mistress who had ke gven up for dad, and
restares Meaivel to his estae and position a court. Merivel’ s dnild, resaued from thefire, is aso
restared to him, 0 the movie might well have ended on atriumphant note  Yet here are thelast
lines of the movie, takediredly from the novk and spoken in voicaer byMerivel: “The fire
in its fury has consumed thgeea plague. Misfortune mpleavebehind unlookeddr blessing...
none deeer than yu, mylittle Magard. | will return to the cityto mywork a a doctor, iad the
rebuildingof the Kings Hospital. The stars that @nconfised me sew now to light a pth that
is clear that Ihave in truth ben traveling for dl these dag. Where Imet what cane, and laf
behind mysorrows. And bBm travéing still.”*

It's only when weredize that wearen't healing towad a gand ©nclusion that wean
cheish eat of life’s transitions, asking osglves whawe havdeaned, whawe want to take
with us into he next stagef life, and what wewant to leavédehind. This communitis facing
just such a transition, and it would beitmag to adopt the thinkingf our arly life at such a
moment: “f only we @uld call the rigpt recor, then w8l be done.” But | hope pu'll see the
calling of your newredor not as agal to be acieved but as eestingplacein a life of shaed
travd. | hope that gu’ll reflect on yur journeyto date, sed you can intgoret the staw, discern
the pah, and decide what to leave behind and what to take with you into the next chapter of this
communitys life. Having avocation is not like having job or dovely complex of buildngs on
RidgeAvenue a vocdion evolves andl@angs as weurselves do,sapeople eter and leaveour
lives. My prayer for you is that yu will have manynoments like dsus’ batism, when the
heavas open andgu see gur path, know thayou areloved, and laim your identity your
purpose, ad your vocdion as a communityMayyou be abldo say “We met what cane, and
left behind our sepws, and w ae traveling still.”

'Rose Tremia, Restoration(Rupert Walters, seenplg) 1994/1995
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