
btw is the acronym for “by the Way (Jesus).” 
It sets the tone for the current issue.

By Cheryl Mattil

What was that?
I heard loud, curse-filled screaming in the 

middle of the night. Outraged and somewhat 
curious, I peeked out my hotel window. There 
below were people dressed in either all white 
or all black. I also saw two all-white vehicles 
and one all-black vehicle across the street at the 
bar. Screaming, shoving, shouts of “If you don’t 
leave, you’re gonna die.”

Okay, this puts me out of my comfort zone, 
God. What is going on?

Not sure of what to do, but concerned that I 
will probably have to call 911, I continued to 
peek out my window.

Heavenly Father, how can these people live like 
this? Why don’t they just go home? After all, who 
is up at 3:45 in the morning outside of a bar? It’s 
just wrong.

Oh, no! Now other people seem to be yelling 
loud enough to be heard over the other two. Are 
they actually going to fight or, worse yet, shoot 
one another?

God, thanks for letting me live in a safe place.

Bar Fight —

Yet I know I should be concerned about those people 
below. Doesn’t my heavenly Father love these people too? 
They are His loved ones for whom He sent His Son Jesus to 
earth to be their Savior. And He wants them with Him in 
heaven alongside me.

 Thank You, Lord, for opening my eyes. I don’t understand how 
they struggle with survival every minute of every day, always look-
ing over their shoulders, never trusting anyone. Worst of all, they 
do not know of Your love and the peace that Your love brings to 
me in my daily life.

Oh, thank goodness, clearer heads prevailed, and they 
dragged the two troublemakers apart. The cars drove away. I 
crawled back into bed.

Lord, I am sorry. Help me not to go overboard in judging 
others without my seeing that all Your children, including me, 
are sinners in need of redemption. “For all have sinned and fall 
short of the glory of God” (Romans 3:23). You are right. Those 
are Your created children. I can’t ignore them or their needs.
Prayer: I love you, Lord Jesus, and, with Your help, I will grow 
to love all people as You do. Please help me leave my comfort 
zone and reach out with Your love to people whose circumstances 
I may not understand. By the work of the Holy Spirit, help me 
tell them about how You took on the sin-tainted flesh that we 
all bear and carried all of our sins to the cross You faced for us. 
Provide me with opportunities to tell others of Your death and 
resurrection and to lead a life that reflects the joy and peace of 
Your salvation.

What did I do next? I fell asleep, asking God to bless and 
keep His lost ones that night and always.

What a Night!
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