o Locked Doors and Open Hearts

othing good ever happens after mid-
night.” I heard that line more than once as a
teenager while debating curfews. and maybe
you did. too.

Decades later. it came back to me in a
flash iast New Year's Eve. Actually. it was
more like 12:30 a.m. when the phone rang.
My wife and [ were already sound asleep.
Our twin daughters. age 21, were out with
friends from church celebraring the arrival
of 1997,

Through my sleepiness I heard Tricia
say, “Idad. uh. I have a probiem. I stopped
for gas at this all-night cenvenience
store—and [ locked the keys inside the car. !
know thys 1s reaily stupid-I'm terribly
sorry--but the engine :s sull running! Can
you bring me another key?” N

T'was not a happy camper as T crawled
out of bed, pulled on my jeans. found a spare
key, and drove across town to the 7-Eleven.
i kept vacillating inside my head. from
thoughts of I'm going ro &ill this kid .. . to
Chay, how does a responsible father control
his irritation in these circumsiances”

As [ rolled up to the store. she came
walking out with a sheepish Jook on her
face. “I'm really sorry, Dad.” she said once
again. “Are you mad at me?” I handed her
the key and said as little as possible. . ..

The rest of the winter passed. Then one
evening in March. the telephone rang at our
home. A young woman's voice asked for
Tricia Merrill.

*She’s away ar college in California,”
my wife replied. “Is there something [ can
do for you?”

“Oh ... well. I guess not.” came the shy
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reply. 1 just wanted to tell her something.”

“I can give vou her phone number and
address if yvou like.” my wife replied.
“What's the situation?”

“Well. she came in the convenience store
where [ was working last New Year’s Eve.
We started talking about my life and stuff-and
she ended up ziving me a New Testamens. 1
just wanted to tell her that the last couple of
months have really been a mess for me, and I
don't know how I would have ever made it
without that Bible. ft's been a lifesaver for all
I've been going through.”

My wife encouraged her, told her how to
reach our daughter. and then said good-hye.

Lord. forgive me. ['m sorry for thinking
il of my daughier's carelessness, when in fucr
sie was puting the almighry Word of God 1o
work in a oubled young person's life that
night. Your ways are indeed hicher than our
warys, and vour Word is still the power of God
unro salvarion.

Apparently, some good things DO happen
after midnight.

Cordially,
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ast issue of this newsletter T told vou how my
daughter, locked out of her car. had rousted me
out of bed at 12:30 a.m. to bring her a kev-hut
how she had also redeemed herself {a littie) by
using the walt time to give a New Testament to
a oubled convenience-siore clerk. The clerk
ended up calling us three months larer to say
thanks for helping her cope with a difficult
season in her life.

Here's what happened next

"Hi, it's Lori—remember me?" a voice said.
"Well, since we talked last. I've been going to
this church and meeting with the pastor. I've
really decided to follow the Lord. and this
weekend I'm being baptized . . . Um. ! was just
wondering if vou guvs would like to come.”
Would we! -
On the appointed meming. several of our
family members showed up al the sanctuary ©
meet a medium-leight. thirty-something
brunette with 4 big snnle on her face. [t was
quickly apparent that the whole congregarion
had gotien to know her and appreciate her
commitment 10 Christ. A girlhood friend from
Michigan had even made the fong trip out to
Colorado to share this special occasion,

In fact. when the tme came in the service
for Lori's'declaration of faith. she had prepared
a written script. Atraid of Josing her emotions,
she had her friend read the paper instead: how
the two of them had grown up in the church
but had rejected it as weenagers . . . how they
used 1o mock Christianity [0 one another , . .
how the friend had recently returned to faith in
Christ but had been atraid to ler Lori know—
unti] the news wmbled ous that Lori had
experienced the same Life change in almoest the

Several months fater, the phone rang agamn.
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‘The flest of the Story

sume month. Now they were best friends again.
and serving the same Lord.

Seon the pasier suid. "Lon. | understand the
persen whe gave vou that Bible on New Year's
Eve is here in our service today, Would vou
please have her stand?” She motioned o my
daughter. who shyty rose {o her feet.

The baptism then procesded. Joy and a few
tears spread throughout the pews. At the end of
the service. Lori stood beside her minister ar the
church door to shake hands with euch worshiper
and receive congrasularions.

When my daughter came along. the two em-
braced In a long hug. "Thanks so much.” Lo
sajd. And then came the sentence thar encapsu-
iated the whole wonderful encounter: "Don't
ever stop giving out Bibiles. [t saved my life.”

[{ we truly beleve that the Word of God is
the Sword of the Spirit, able o penetrate the
despeast hurts and needs of the human hean, we
must forever be willing to pull it out of its
sheath and tum it loose. Huge numbers of
people are stumbling through life without the
help that awaits wathin the Bible's pages. They
would be gratefui—eternally gratefui—if we put
them in touch. '



