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My Gate is open – again! 
The gate is there to mark the boundary line between my small kingdom, and the larger world outside. It is there to deter small children from crashing into my garden on their way to the park. It is intended to keep out stray dogs on their way ditto. It is made of wrought iron so that it invites the passer-by to admire the flowers in the garden and the green of my lawn.
	It is intended to say ‘Keep out!’
	But not when it hangs open – which is all the time.
	I don’t understand it. I go out to meet a friend and do some shopping and close the gate behind me. By the time I return, the gate hangs open.
	Last thing at night, before I lock the outer door and draw the curtains, I walk down the path and close the gate. Firmly. By morning time it will hang open again. The milkman has called. The paperboy (well, he’s a grown man in a car, but you know what I mean) has been in and out, and they all leave the gate open. 
	I ask myself why?
	It is laziness? If they can’t be bothered to lift the latch and let it drop into its intended slot, then at least they could give the gate a little push when they leave, so that it closes even if it doesn’t latch properly.
	I seem to remember that in the old days people fixed a sign saying ‘Please close the gate’ in the appropriate place. I don’t remember seeing those sign around nowadays. Perhaps I should search one out. But . . . would it work?
	It’s not that I barricade myself in. I enjoy having visitors even when I’m working on something, I 	can break off to welcome people in for a cuppa or a chat. I have two chairs beside a low table which are always ready for a visiting guest.  I love a good chat. What pleasure it is to pass the time with friends, or just listen when grief comes with the visitor. Or when there’s need for quiet prayer, and encouragement.
	Recently I asked someone if she were doing all right and she said she didn’t have anyone to talk to, so screamed into a pillow instead. 
	I hope my chair is always available. 
	I don’t mean that my door is always open. I can be quite fierce when lads come to the door selling something, supposedly for charity but . . . No, I’m not opening the door to someone I don’t know who is bigger and taller and unknown to me. We’ve had one or two scammers around here whose stories you wouldn’t believe! But that’s where the daily chat between neighbours comes in useful. 
	I have a friend who says he wouldn’t recognise a metaphor if it jumped up and hit him on the head. But I expect you can guess where my musings about the open gate took me.
	It seems to me that the great gate in the sky is always open because it never closes to those who believe. However much sin may have taken place, however much evil has been witnessed or done, no one is ever refused entry if they approach the gate with sorrow for what has happened and hope that Jesus will listen and will be their Saviour.
   
