
L ife’s next steps often happen in the 
everyday moments — when we least 
expect them.    

Take my regular pedicure visits, for example. I have weird 
toenails. They seem to want to curl under and become 
ingrown, so, as a preventative measure, I have a pedicure 
about every three weeks. 
My toes did not pay attention to Holy Week. I thought I’d 
wait until after Easter to have a pedicure, but those toes 
were crying out for mercy, so, on Good Friday, I went to 
relieve them at the salon. Our church had given us copies 
of a CD about Christ’s death and resurrection, with the 
encouragement to give the CD to someone who needed to 
hear the story. I stuck it in my purse, thinking I might give it 
to Leah*, the woman who lovingly takes care of my toes. I’ve 
edited issues of the Quarterly while in her chair, and even 
given copies to her at times, so she was my target for the CD.
As usual, Leah was chatting in Vietnamese with the other 
stylists, when she suddenly turned to me and said (in 
English), “I am Buddhist, and I do not know. Why do you call 
this Friday Good?” I honestly don’t remember exactly what 
I said, but God gave me the right words. I told her although 
what happened to Jesus wasn’t a good thing, what He 
did, dying on the cross to save us from our sins, made and 
continues to make that Friday Good for us. Then I offered 
the CD to her and told her to watch it. If she had questions, 
she could ask. At first, she didn’t want to take something so 
precious from me, but I told her it was mine to give away 
and that I wanted to give it to her. (And … I got affirmation 
from a lady in the next chair who gave me two thumbs up!)
On a subsequent trip to the salon, I had my fingernails 
done, too, so there was opportunity for easy conversation. 
When I asked if she’d watched the CD, her eyes lit up 

immediately. She stopped doing my nails and told me 
how good the CD was, that Christians should make more 
of them, and about what she’d learned. Leah asked more 
questions, which I was more than happy to answer.
Then I found out how God had been preparing her heart 
from a young age. While still a girl in Vietnam, each day 
when she was going home from school, she would stop 
outside a Christian church to listen to the beautiful music 
playing and to those singing inside. She couldn’t tell her 
family she was doing this; they would have put an end to it. 
This memory was obviously a precious one for her, for she 
was beaming while she told the story. 
She also told me that, after watching the CD, she went 
searching on the internet for more videos like this one. 
She was so eager to find out more, that she kept searching 
until she found a 7-part series on the Bible. She ended the 
conversation by telling me that she’s Buddhist because her 
mother is, but, “Who knows? I may become a Christian one 
day.” Then she became saddened by the fact that some of 
her Christian Vietnamese friends had to drive more than an 
hour to go to church with those who spoke Vietnamese.
I know one of my next steps is to investigate Christian 
churches that have Vietnamese services. I’m not sure what 
other steps God has for me, but He knows, and I smile, 
thinking of what a wonder God has placed before me. He 
also knows what Leah’s next step is. He’s been walking with 
her for a long time.
Are you like me — not always aware or ready to share 
what our gracious God has done for us? God may just 
give you the right opportunity in your everyday tasks or 
errands. Please pray that you and I will be ready when we 
have the opportunity to share the message of Jesus with 
people like Leah. Q

*name has been changed
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