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The Room
Author TBA

In that place between wakefulness and dreams nidfonyself in the room. There were no distinguishing
features except for the one wall covered with sinaléx card files. They were like the ones in lifea that
list titles by author or subject in alphabeticaler. But these files, which stretched from flooc#ling and
seemingly endless in either direction, had verfedeht headings.

As | drew near the wall of files, the first to datmy attention was one that read my name. | opérsetl
began flipping through the cards. | quickly shushocked to realize that | recognized the namésewron
each one.

And then without being told, | knew exactly wherevds. This lifeless room with its small files was a
crude catalog system for my life. Here were writtea actions of my every moment, big and smallain
detail my memory couldn’t match. A sense of wonded curiosity, coupled with horror, stirred withime
as | began randomly opening files and exploringy tth@entent. Some brought joy and sweet memoridgerst
a sense of shame and regret so intense that | iankdver my shoulder to see if anyone was watghin

A file named “Friends” was next to one marked “Rde | have betrayed.” The titles ranged from the
mundane to the outright weird. “Books | Have Redtiés | Have Told,” “Comfort | Have Given,” “Jokds
Have Laughed at.” Some were almost hilarious inrtaractness: “Things I've Yelled at My Brothers.”
Others | couldn’t laugh at: “Things | Have DoneMy Anger,” “Things | Have Muttered Under My Breath
at My Parents.”

| never ceased to be surprised by the content&nGfiere were many more cards than | expected.
Sometimes fewer than | hoped. | was overwhelmethbysheer volume of the life | had lived. Couldbét
possible that | had the time in my years to wrdelreof these thousands or even millions of cardg®Bch
card confirmed this truth. Each was written in mynchandwriting. Each signed with my signature.

When | pulled out the file marked “Songs | havéeliged to,” | realized the files grew to containithe
contents. The cards were packed tightly, and yet &avo or three yards | hadn’t found the end &f fite. |
shut it, shamed, not so much by the quality of mbsit more by the vast time | knew that file repraed.

When | came to a file marked “Lustful Thoughtsfélt a chill run through my body. | pulled the fitit
only an inch, not willing to test its size, and wreut a card. | shuddered at its detailed contdett sick to
think that such a moment had been recorded. Ansliamomal rage broke on me. One thought dominated
my mind: “No one must ever see these cards! Nonon&t ever see this room! | have to destroy them!”

In insane frenzy | yanked the file out. Its sizdrdi matter now. | had to empty it and burn thedsaBut
as | took it at one end and began pounding it enflihor, | could not dislodge a single card. | beea
desperate and pulled out a card, only to find istasng as steel when | tried to tear it. Defeated utterly
helpless, | returned the file to its slot. Leanmmg forehead against the wall, | let out a longf-péing sigh.



And then | saw it. The title bore “People | Havea&d the Gospel With.” The handle was brighter than
those around it, newer, almost unused. | pulledhandle and a small box not more than threegsdbng
fell into my hands. I could count the cards it @né¢d on one hand.

And then the tears came. | began to weep. Sobeap tthat they hurt. They started in my stomach and
shook through me. | fell on my knees and criediddcout of shame, from the overwhelming shame: ali.i
The rows of file shelves swirled in my tear-filleges. No one must ever, ever know of this roomustim
lock it up and hide the key.

But then as | pushed away the tears, | saw Him.gdase not Him. Not here. Oh, anyone but Jesus. |
watched helplessly as He began to open the fildsread the cards. | couldn’t bear to watch His oasp.
And in the moments | could bring myself to look+s face, | saw a sorrow deeper than my own. Hemeede
to intuitively go to the worst boxes. Why did Hevk&do read every one? Finally He turned and locltade
from across the room. He looked at me with pityHis eyes. But this was a pity that didn’t anger me.
dropped my head, covered my face with my handsagdn to cry again.

He walked over and put His arm around me. He cbalk said so many things. But He didn’'t say a
word. He just cried with me. Then He got up andkedlback to the wall of files. Starting at one efdhe
room, He took out a file and, one by one, begasida His name over mine on each card. “No!” | skedut
rushing to Him. All | could find to say was “No, fias | pulled the card from Him. His name shoutdré
on these cards. But there it was, written in redduy, so dark, so alive. The name of Jesus coveried. It
was written with His blood. He gently took the camatk. He smiled a sad smile and began to sigodtds.

I don't think I'll ever understand how He did it gaickly, but the next instant it seemed | heardhHi
close the last file and walk back to my side. Hecptl His hand on my shoulder and said, “It is fiack” |
stood up, and He led me out of the room. Therensdsck on its door. There were still cards to b#tan.

“Hear, O LORD, and answer me, for | am poor anddeé— Psalm
86:1



Family News

Neil Barker, Sandy Heyboer's father, was moved from St. Thomas to TN Christian (room 123) on Friday. He is doing
much better. They will continue to give him an antibiotic through an IV (for histoplasmosis in his intestine) for another
week. He should receive up to 14 days of therapy (to help with mobility) and then go home.
Virginia Bryant's pain level remains about the same.
Elmo Ferrell has been having some dizzy spells lately.
Nancy Fields, Saundra Boyd's cousin, has had a relapse of cancer. She is taking chemotherapy and radium.
The Fultz family used to attend here. Two of their children are sick. Sandlyn is in a great amount of pain from a tumor
that is against the lower part of her spinal cord. Her pain medicine has recently been increased (so far she has side
effects but no benefit). Nathan has an MRI scheduled for December 12t
Sandra Hunt continues to not do very well. Tomorrow she is scheduled to have a bone density test and some x-rays.
On Tuesday she should get results.
John Jenkins, Robert’s father, has lung cancer and continues treatment.
Al Johnson, Bob’s father, went home from Skyline on Wednesday. He is much improved and doing well, but still not
completely 100%.
Debbie Kelley moved back to Delaware (where her family lives) Fri. & Sat.
Allen Malone remains in Vietnam. There is a new report from him in the back of the auditorium.
Corinne Mayo, who used to be a member here, has cancer.
Remember Dustin Simpson who continues to serve in the Navy. His address:
MM3 SIMPSON, DUSTIN
USS Enterprise CVN-65
Box 44
FPO AE 09543-2810
Fred Wenger, Teddy’s father, remains in Brandywood. He is not doing well.
Ame White is scheduled to have surgery on December 12,
George Whitten, Wessington Place Elementary principal, has stage 4 cancer.
Robert Wray is about the same. Last week the doctor did not find anything different or new.
Out of town, traveling, or visiting: Fran Pickens
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"Rejoice always; pray without ceasing; in everything give thanks" (1 Thes 5:16-18).
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