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    Greetings and God's blessings to you all once again.
 

    Thank you to everyone who took the few moments it took to let me know your thoughts on the frequency and a possible title for our magazine. On the first point, the overwhelming answer was that it should stay as a monthly and so that's what it will do.
On the second - a title - the majority of those who were happy to give their views on frequency were less eager to suggest a title. A few have been offered but, at this point in time, I don't feel that we have enough suggestions yet and none of those that we do have really "leaped out" at me to the point where I thought, "Wow!! That's just great!" That is not to say that I don't appreciate the suggestions that were sent but I would like to see some more - so, please don't be shy. Put on your thinking cap and share your ideas.
 

    I hope and pray that God has touched all your lives in some special way during the past month, be it some momentous and wonderful answer to ardent prayer or some small but significant happening that maybe a lesser person might have just overlooked or taken for granted.
I'm sure that there are times when each one of us feels discouraged and burdened and I am no exception. But isn't it wonderful how something seems to happen to stop us in our tracks and remind us of just how blessed we really are.
    I had occasion during July to act as transport for an old friend of my step-mother when she flew into Brisbane for a visit. This friend, Joan, is a soft and gentle lady in her mid seventies. Joan was born with a congenital disease which progressively reduced her vision and hearing to the point where she has been totally blind since she was 44 and now requires two hearing aids to enable her to, at least, hear some sounds.
    The abilities to see and hear are faculties that most of us who have them tend to take for granted. This is not a criticism because, in our busy lives, we wake up in the morning and get on with our day using our natural gifts - hopefully, to benefit not only ourselves, but those whose lives we touch. 
    As an ex-professional photographer, I have always been particularly appreciative of the gift of sight - that amazing ability which God's creation in His own image has of enjoying the beauties of all His other works and so, when I met Joan, my natural inclination was one of deep sympathy for one who, after half a lifetime of seeing the expressions on loved one's faces or simple things like a beautiful sunset was gone for ever.
    However, that inclination was very soon dispelled and I was acutely reminded of the apostle Paul's words in 2 Corinthians 12:7-10 where he tells how God's power in him is made perfect in his weakness. Far from being sorry for herself and bemoaning the "theft" of her sight, Joan is an extremely positive lady who has poured herself into working tirelessly, not only for other blind people, but also as a powerfully motivational speaker to sighted groups.
    As a result of her work, Joan was awarded the Queen's Service Medal in 1997. Of course, I didn't learn this from Joan herself - she is far too modest to brag about that! I was so impressed after meeting this courageous and, I might add, extremely amusing lady that I made arrangements and asked her if she would address the congregation at my church on the last Sabbath before returning to her home in New Zealand. Of course, she agreed. 
    And yes, there were a few wet eyes in church that morning as the congregation listened to Joan's stories - but, no, they weren't from sadness or distress - they were from laughing. No-one could possibly feel sorry for this plucky little lady who lives alone because whatever little difficulties arise for her, Joan doesn't see as difficulties. She sees them as challenges and looks back on them with gleeful humour.
    She is a keen poet and has twice won the new Zealand national poetry writing competition - that is, by the way, the open competition for all comers - Joan doesn't go in for special treatment just because she can't see and hear as we can. She sees with her acute mind and her incisiveness and intuition are amazing. So, yes, God's power IS made perfect in her weakness.
    There isn't space here to tell Joan's whole story so I'll just share with you a poem that she recited in our church which, I'm sure you'll agree, sums her attitude up.
Drinking From My Saucer
I’ve never made a fortune,
And it’s probably too late now,
But I don’t worry about that much,
’Cause I’m happy anyhow.
 

And as I go through life’s journey,
I have reaped more than I have sown –
So I’m drinking from my saucer,
’Cause my cup has overflown.
 

Ain’t got many riches,
And sometimes the road’s been tough,
But I’ve got kids that love me,
And that makes me rich enough.
 

I thank God for His blessings,
And for the mercy He has shown,
So I’m drinking from my saucer,
’Cause my cup has overflown.
 

If God gives me strength and courage,
As the road grows steep and rough,
I’ll not ask for any blessings,
I’ve already got enough.
 

May I never be too busy,
To help another bear his load.
Then I’ll keep drinking from my saucer,
’Cause my cup has overflowed.
 

    So next time you see a flower or the smile on a child's face - even though you may have holes in your shoes and no money to fix them, just take a moment to thank God that you were able to see those priceless treasures that no amount of money can buy.
    Friends who you thought truly loved you may turn their backs on you - sometimes for no apparent reason at all - but of one thing I am absolutely certain - God NEVER will. Even if you publicly denounce Him and His Son, He will STILL love you! He may not like you much, but His love is unconditional! That's really what my book, "God's Deal With You" is all about. 
    So, with that knowledge in mind, don't you want to do everything you can to show Him your gratitude? I sure do!
 



 

    Here's another delightful child story sent to me by both Sonia McClennahan and Kathy Coe. Thank you girls. 
 

ARE YOU GOD???????
One cold evening, during the holiday season,a little boy about 6 or 7 was standing out in front of a store window. The little child had no shoes and his clothes were mere rags.
A young woman passing by saw the little boy and could read the longing in his blue eyes. She took the child by the hand and led him into the store. There she  bought him some new shoes and a complete suit of warm clothing.
They came back outside into the street and the woman said to the child, "Now you can go home and have a very happy holiday."
The little boy looked up at her and asked, "Are you God, ma'am?"
She smiled down at him and replied, "No Son, I'm just one of his children."
The little boy then said, "I knew you had to be some relation."
 



 

   And now a beautiful story originally sent from Sue White which is one of the best answers to racial discrimination I've heard in a long time
 

As you know, we see discrimination in some form or another almost every day, and it leaves a sour taste in our mouths.  The following story shows us a pleasant twist in seeing that there are companies and individuals who face discrimination head on, if only one small step at a time.  We should all applaud British Airways for their action in this situation.

On a British Airways flight from Johannesburg, a middle-aged, well-off, white South African woman found herself sitting next to a black man.  She called the cabin crew attendant over to complain about her seating.

"What seems to be the problem, Madam?" asked the  attendant.

"Can't you see?" she said.  "You've sat me next to a kaffir.  I can't possibly sit next to this disgusting human.  Find me another seat!"

"Please calm down, Madam" the attendant replied.  "The flight is very full today, but I'll tell you what I'll do.  I'll go and check to see if we have any seats available in club or first class."

The woman cocked a snooty look at the outraged black man beside her (not to mention many of the surrounding passengers). A few  minutes later, the attendant returned with the good news which she  delivered to the woman, who could not help but look at the people around her  with a smug and self-satisfied grin.
 
"Madam, unfortunately, as I suspected, economy class is completely full. I've spoken to the cabin services director, and club class is also full. However, we do have one seat in first class." Before the lady had a chance to answer, the attendant continued, "However, it is most extraordinary to make this kind of upgrade, and I have had to get special permission from the captain. But, given the circumstances, the captain felt that it was outrageous that someone be forced to sit next to such an obnoxious person."

With that, she turned to the black man sitting next to the woman, and said, "So if you'd like to get your things, sir, I have your seat ready for you."

At that point, the surrounding passengers stood and gave a standing ovation as the black man walked up to the front of the plane.

         People will forget what you said.
           People will forget what you did.
              But people will never forget how you made them feel.
 

    I only wish that I'd been on that flight to see the woman's face! When I first read that story I was reminded of an experience I once had. As a child, I was always brought up by my dear mother to be courteous - especially to older people and women and so when, one day, I was seated on a crowded bus where there were travellers standing and a very masculine-looking woman got on, I automatically stood and offered her my seat whereon she said in quite a loud voice, "It's quite all right thank you. You don't have to give me your seat just because I'm a lady!"
    Normally, I would have been pretty taken aback by such an embarrassing outburst but, most atypically for me, I just looked at her and replied, "Oh! I'm not offering you my seat because you're a lady - I'm offering it because I'm a gentleman!" 
    As in the story above, a number of the neighbouring passengers spontaneously clapped when I said that and the woman quickly sat down and sank as low in the seat as she could. 
 


 

I hurried into the local department store to grab some last minute Christmas gifts. I looked at all the people and grumbled to myself. I would be in here forever and I just had so much to do. Christmas was beginning to become such a drag. I wished that I could just sleep through Christmas. But I hurried the best I could through all the people to the toy department.

Once again I mumbled to myself at the prices of all these toys. I wondered if the grandkids would even play with them. I found myself in the doll aisle and out of the corner of my eye I saw a little boy about 5, holding a lovely doll. He kept touching her hair, and he held her so gently.

I just kept looking over at the little boy and wondered who the doll was for. I watched him turn to a woman and he called his Aunt by name and said, "Are you sure I don't have enough money?"

She replied a bit impatiently. "You know that you don't have enough money for that." The Aunt then told the little boy not to go anywhere that she had to go get some other things and would be back in a few minutes. And then she left the aisle.The boy continued to hold the doll.

After a bit, I asked the boy who the doll was for. He said "It is the doll my sister wanted so badly for Christmas." I told him that maybe Santa was going to bring it. And he said "No, Santa can't go where my sister is.. I have to give the doll to my mama to take to her." I asked him where his sister was. He looked at me with the saddest eyes and said, "She has gone to be with Jesus, and my Daddy says that Mama is going to be with my sister soon."

Then the boy looked at me again and said "I told my Daddy to tell Mama not to go yet, I told him to tell her to wait until I got back from the store." Then he asked me if I wanted to see his picture. I told him I would love to. he pulled out some pictures he had taken at the front of the store. He said "I want my Mama to take this with her so she don't ever forget me. I love my Mama so very much and I wish she didn't have to leave me. But Daddy says she will need to be with my sister." I saw that the little boy lowered his head and had grown so very quiet. While he wasn't looking I reached in to my purse and pulled out a handful of bills. I asked the little boy if we could count his money one more time?

He grew excited and said "Yes, I just know it has to be enough" So I slipped my money in with his and we began to count it. Of course it was plenty for the doll. He softly said "Thank you Jesus for giving me enough money." Then the boy said "I just asked Jesus to give me enough money to buy this doll so Mama can take it with her to give to my sister. And he heard my prayer. I wanted to ask him for enough to buy my Mama a white rose, but I forgot didn't ask him, but he gave me enough to buy the doll and a rose . She loves white roses so very much."

In a few minutes the Aunt came back and I wheeled my cart away. I could not keep from thinking about the little boy as I finished my shopping in a totally different spirit then when I had started. And I kept remembering a story I had seen in the newspaper several days earlier about a drunk driver hitting a car and killing a little girl and the mother was in serious condition. The family was deciding on whether to remove the life support. Could this little boy belong with that story?

Two days later I read in the paper where the family had disconnected the life support and the young mother had died. I could not forget the little boy and kept wondering if the two were somehow connected. Later that day, I could not help myself and I went out and bought some white roses and took them to the funeral home. And there she was holding a lovely white rose, the beautiful doll, and the picture of the little boy from the store. I left there in tears, my life changed forever.

The love that little boy had for his little sister and his mother was overwhelming. And in a split second a drunk driver had ripped the life of that little boy to pieces.


 

The Jagged Heart
author unknown

One day a young woman was standing in the middle of the town proclaiming that she had the most beautiful heart in the whole valley.  A large crowd gathered and they all admired her heart for it was perfect.  There was not a mark or a flaw in it.  Yes, they all agreed it truly was the most beautiful heart they had ever seen.  The young woman was very proud and boasted more loudly about her beautiful heart.

Suddenly, an old woman appeared at the front of the crowd and said "Why your heart is not nearly as beautiful as mine." The crowd and the young woman looked at the old woman's heart. It was beating strongly, but full of scars, it had places where pieces had been removed and other pieces put in, but they didn't fit quite right and there were several jagged edges. In fact, in some places there were deep gouges where whole pieces were missing. The people stared - how can she say her heart is more beautiful, they thought?

The young woman looked at the old woman's heart and saw its state and laughed.  "You must be joking," she said.  "Compare your heart with mine, mine is perfect and yours is a mess of scars and tears."

"Yes," said the old woman, "Yours is perfect looking but I could never trade with you.  You see, every scar represents a person to whom I have given my love - I tear out a piece of my heart and give it to them, and often they give me a piece of their heart which fits into the empty place in my heart, but because the pieces aren't exact, I have some rough edges, which I cherish, because they remind me of the love we shared.

Sometimes I have given pieces of my heart away, and the other person hasn't returned a piece of their heart to me.  These are the empty gouges - giving love is taking a chance.  Although these gouges are painful, they stay open, reminding me of the love I have for these people too, and I hope someday they may return and fill the space I have waiting.  So now do you see what true beauty is?"

The young woman stood silently with tears running down hers cheeks.  She walked up to the old woman, reached into her perfect young and beautiful heart, and ripped a piece out.  She offered it to the old woman with trembling hands.  The old woman took her offering, placed it in her heart and then took a piece from her old, scarred heart and placed it in the wound in the young woman's heart.  It fit, but not perfectly, as there were some jagged edges.

The young woman looked at her heart, not perfect anymore but more beautiful than ever, since love from the old woman's heart flowed into hers. They embraced and walked away side by side.
 

Love cannot be wasted.  It makes no difference where it is bestowed, it always brings in big returns!
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