
Pk’s Perspectives … Which Way to Go? 

	 Sunday night, January 12th, 8:30ish pm, is when it happened.

	 I had a moment.  A good, encouraging, illustrative, affirming moment that was startling in 
its simplicity and yet powerful in its staging.  I cannot explain the mystery of how God works in 
our everyday activities to bring these illuminating moments of clarity; I just know from 
experience that God does, and it’s really cool when He inserts one of those illuminating 
moments into the daily grind.

	 Sunday had been a very good - and very long - day.  I arrived home shortly after 8:00 pm, 
needed a little something to help calm my mind, and decided to go for a walk; a couple of miles 
around the MGSU campus is good therapy!  I changed into some exercise clothes, grabbed a 
flashlight, and asked Avett if he would like to walk with me.  Avett is my grand-dog and he 
waved his tail in the universal dog language of energetic affirmation, so off we went.  Avett is a 
great walking partner.  I carry his leash but only use it when other humans are around.  For the 
most part, Avett is performing a constant figure-eight loop around my straight line walking - 
sniffing here, watering a tree there, looking to see where I am, sniffing some more, watering 
another tree, looking to see where I am - you get the idea.  Avett is exploring but always keeping 
an eye on me and he will adjust his path if he sees that I have made a turn in a new direction.  
Like I said, Avett is a great walking partner.

	 Back to Sunday night.  We’re just beginning our walk.  We turned right on Sixth Street as 
we left the driveway, my plan being to proceed to Peacock Street, turn left going in front of the 
hospital, and make our way to Third Street.  Traffic on Sixth Street was non-existent.  I was 
walking on the edge of the asphalt; Avett was walking down the middle of the street, maybe ten 
or fifteen yards ahead of me.

	 (Okay - we’re almost to my moment, so pay attention.)

	 I was walking past the Mormon Church on my left, and I looked up towards the 
intersection of Sixth and Peacock Streets, mostly to locate Avett.

	 (Okay - here it  is.  My moment.) 
	 Avett was standing in the middle of the Sixth and Peacock intersection.  Looking at me. 
Avett had no idea about the route I had already planned.  Avett was faced with four choices:  go 
left, go right, keep straight, wait.  So Avett stood in that intersection, watching and waiting.  I got 
within a few feet of the intersection, pointed to my left, and Avett took off on Peacock Street.  
Avett, facing what was for him an unknowable choice, waited for his master to give clear 
direction.

	 It truly felt like time had been suspended when in actuality the moment lasted maybe 15 
seconds.  The moment was absent of any car traffic, human traffic, or any other interruption.  
The night air was crisp and cool owing to the rain earlier in the day.  Like lighting on a theater 
stage, the streetlight illuminated the intersection.  And Avett, with the freedom to choose any 
direction, chose instead to wait until the route was clearly revealed.  And I thought to myself, 
“Amazing!  God just used my grand-dog to remind me that time spent waiting for my Master’s 
direction is never wasted time.”

	 Life presents us with many choices; in fact, our lives are built one choice at a time.  Our 
Father’s design is not that we guess which way is best; our Father will show us clearly which 
way to go…if we’ll wait on Him.  God says to us, “And your ears shall hear a word behind you, 
saying, ‘This is the way, walk in it.’”  (Isaiah 30:21)  I trust you will make Sunday School & 
Worship a part of your weekend agenda, PK.


