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Behold the Lamb of God
Which takes away the sins of the world.
John 1:29


INVITATION
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You are cordially invited to

A BIRTHDAY CELEBRATION!!!

Guest of Honour:

Jesus Christ 

Date:

Every day. Traditionally, December 25
but He's always around, so the date is flexible....

Time:

Whenever you're ready.
(Please don't be late, though, or you'll miss out on all the fun!) 

Place:

In your heart.... - He'll meet you there. 
(You'll hear Him knock.)
Attire:

Come as you are... grubbies are okay.
(He'll be washing our clothes anyway.)

He said something about new white robes and crowns for everyone who stays till the end.

Tickets:

Admission is free. He's already paid for everyone... 
(He says you wouldn't have been able to afford it anyway...
it cost Him everything He had. But you do need to accept the ticket!!)

Refreshments:

New wine, bread, and a far-out drink He calls "Living Water,"
followed by a supper that promises to be out of this world! 

Gift Suggestions: 

 Your life. He's one of those people who already has everything else.
(He's very generous in return though. 
Just wait until you see what He has for you!) 

Entertainment:

Joy, Peace, Truth, Light, Life, Love, Real Happiness,
Communion with God, Forgiveness, Miracles, Healing, Power, 

Eternity in Paradise, Contentment, and much more! 
(All "G" rated, so bring your family and friends.) 

R.S.V.P. Very Important!
He must know ahead so He can reserve a spot for you at the table.
Also, He's keeping a list of His friends for future reference.

He calls it the "Lamb's Book of Life." 

Party being given by His Kids (that's us!!)!
Hope to see you there! 

For those of you whom I will see at the party, share this with someone today! 

(Shared by Kevin Ferris)


A VERY HAPPY AND JOYOUS CHRISTMAS

AND

A WONDERFUL NEW YEAR
to all our readers around the world

 

   Greetings and God's blessings to you all at this season of love and goodwill.

     May your Christmas be filled with happy and memorable moments. May you enjoy the fellowship of families and friends and, most of all, the anointing of the Holy Spirit as we reflect on the birth as a human man the Son of God who came to take away the sins of the whole world.
    A special welcome to those who are reading their very first "Making A Difference." We hope that you are uplifted by the inspirational contributions sent from all around the world for us to share with you and we also encourage you to send your own stories or testimonies.
Thank you once again to all the Spirit-filled folk who have taken the time and effort to share testimonies and stories with us and especially to those dear folk who have given of their personal harvest to help this ministry financially. If YOU have something that you believe is worth sharing, please take a moment to send it to us.
Often, contributions express individuals' personal thoughts and readers are reminded that opinions and ideas expressed by contributors are not necessarily those of Beloved King Ministries or the editor.
If you change servers, PLEASE let us know your new address so that you can continue to receive "Making A Difference" without interruption.
    All magazines are sent in full by Bcc email. Thus, if anyone has a "Spam detector" that automatically rejects bulk mail, it will not download. If anyone who doesn't regularly clear their mail has a full box, then they simply won't get "Making A Difference" for that issue. In such cases, it will NOT be re-sent unless specifically requested by email. (After all, people DO go on holidays and business trips and their box can get full whilst they're away. We don't intend or want those people to miss out.) So, if you miss a copy, just let us know and it will be gladly sent to you.
    When the magazine is returned "undeliverable" due to expired accounts or closed email boxes, the address will be flagged as invalid. However, this will be allowed to happen THREE TIMES in any 12 month period before the address is deleted from BKM records. Once removed, an address will not be recoverable and so the only way a reader can be reinstated will be if that reader personally writes requesting so.
    If any reader would prefer to receive a notice that the magazine is on the website rather than the full magazine, they will need to write requesting it that way. BKM will respect all such requests and those addresses will be filed separately so that there are no mix-ups.


PLEASE NOTE

There will be no January 1st edition of “Making A Difference” as many of you will be away on holidays and I’m going to take a short rest myself and visit my family and meet my brand new little granddaughter, Caitlin, due to be born on December 14th but taking her time arriving and still kicking around where she is!
Angels Came To Sing *

GUEST EDITORIAL
By Martin Young

Prayer is a powerful tool when use in conjunction with the motivation of the Holy Spirit.


 “The effective, fervent prayer of a righteous man avails much.”

James 5:16
 'Call to Me, and I will answer you, and show you great and mighty things, which you do not know.'
Jer 33:3
The Devil hates it when we pray, because he knows that prayer is our direct communication line to the throne room of God. There is NEVER a busy signal or call waiting with prayer. When we lift our voices in prayer, God already knows our needs before we even ask. (Matthew 6:8) so we don’t have to bore Him with all the details. We can come to Him fully aware that He already knows all about our needs and has already prepared His solution to our problems.

The Devil tries everything he can to keep us from praying. He tempts us to sin, and when we sometimes fall into sin, he then tries to keep us from praying, crying out to God for forgiveness, by placing heavy guilt upon us. But, those of us that have a true personal relationship with our heavenly Father, know that He loves us and yearns for us to run immediately to Him and ask for forgiveness, knowing He has promised: 1 John 1:9 If we confess our sins, He is faithful and just to forgive us our sins and to cleanse us from all unrighteousness. Asking for forgiveness keeps our communication lines open and the Devil hates that.

The Devil hates it even more when we take the time to “stand in the gap” and intercede for others. With our full knowledge that God already knows in full details all that we are bringing to Him in prayer, it is made easier to pray. We can just say, “Father, you know all about these hopes, needs and desires, and I lay them before You, asking that You help these dear souls in ways that only You can. We trust You to make the best decisions for their lives and we leave it in Your hands to do so in Your timing, amen.” That makes our Father God happy, knowing that we know from His Word what He already knows about our needs, and our coming to Him in complete faith and trust in Him to meet those needs in the ways that He desires.

Prayer is powerful when use to praise our great and wonderful God, for all that He has done in our lives, and for all that He plans to do for us each and every day. The Scriptures tell is, “God inhabits the praises of His people.” When we begin to pray, praise and worship our wonderful heavenly Father, it seems that all heaven is silent for those few moments, as the Lord listens to see what we will say next. He is high and lifted up and worthy to be praised.

If you want to have God step right into the middle of your life TODAY, open your heart up to Him today and pray. Come to Him with anything, because He loves you and cares for you more than you will ever know. He is waiting to hear from you, and He will always make time for you, “day, night or Sundays!”

When people sometimes tell us, “You haven’t got a prayer!” They don’t know our Father God the way that we do, do they? So, go ahead, open your mouth and pray in Jesus' name and for His glory, always.


 Yvette’s Christmas Page *

Please visit a beautiful Christmas page prepared by our Prison Ministry Coordinator.

It will certainly uplift your heart this Christmas.

 MAILBOX
Mary's Dream

Shared by Beth Torrey

I had a dream, Joseph. I don't understand it. Not really, but I think it was about a birthday celebration for our Son. I think that was what it was all about. But I am not sure, as a lot of people did not even mention His name.

The people had been preparing for it for about six weeks. They had decorated the house and bought new clothes. They'd gone shopping many times and bought gifts for others. They wrapped them in beautiful paper and tied them with lovely bows and lovingly placed them under a tree.

Yes, a tree, Joseph, right in their house. They'd decorated the tree also. The branches were full of glowing balls and sparkling ornaments. There was a figure on top of the tree. It looked like an angel might look.

Oh, it was beautiful. Everyone was laughing and happy. They were all excited about the celebration. They gave the gifts to each other, Joseph, in remembrance of our Son.

Some didn't even know Him. They never mentioned His name. Doesn't it seem odd for people to go to all that trouble to celebrate someone's birthday if they don't know Him?

I had the feeling that if our Son had gone to this celebration, He would have been welcome in some homes but not in others because they didn't know Him. Everything was so beautiful; Joseph, and everyone so full of cheer, but it made me want to cry. How sad for Jesus not to be remembered at His own birthday celebration.

I know it was only a dream Joseph. Don't you think that all people would know about our Son?


 A Sailor's Christmas Gift 
By William J. Lederer 
Admiral David L. McDonald, USN 
Navy Department 
Washington, DC
Dear Admiral, 
     This letter is a year late; nevertheless, it is important that you receive it.  Eighteen people asked me to write to you. 
     Last year at Christmas time my wife, our three boys and I were in France on our way from Paris to Nice.  For five wretched days everything had gone wrong.  Our hotels were "tourist traps," our rented car broke down; we were all restless and irritable in the crowded car.  On Christmas Eve, when we checked into a dingy hotel in Nice, there was no Christmas spirit in our hearts. 
     It was raining and cold when we went out to eat.  We found a drab little joint shoddily decorated for the holidays.  It smelled greasy.  Only five tables in the restaurant were occupied.  There were two German couples, two French families and an American sailor, by himself.  In the corner, a piano player listlessly played Christmas music.  I was too stubborn and too tired and miserable to leave.  I looked around the noticed that the other customers were eating in stony silence.  The only person who seemed happy was the American sailor.  While eating he was writing a letter, and a half-smile covered his face. 
     My wife ordered our meal in French. The waiter brought us the wrong thing, so I scolded my wife for being stupid. She began to cry. The boys defended her, and I felt even worse. Then at the table with the French family, on our left, the father slapped one of the children for some minor infraction, and the boy began to cry. On our right, the fat, blond German woman began berating her husband. 
     All of us were interrupted by an unpleasant blast of cold air.  Through the front door came an old French flower woman.  She wore a dripping, tattered overcoat and shuffled in on wet, rundown shoes.  Carrying her basket of flowers, she went from one table to the other.  "Flowers, monsieur?  Only one franc."  No one bought any.  Wearily she sat down at a table between the sailor and us.  To the waiter she said, "A bowl of soup.  I haven't sold a flower all afternoon."  To the piano player she said hoarsely, "Can you imagine, Joseph, soup on Christmas Eve?"  He pointed to his empty tipping plate. 
     The young sailor finished his meal and got up to leave.  Putting on his coat, he walked over to the flower woman's table.  "Happy Christmas!" he said, smiling, and picking out two corsages, asked, "How much are they?" 
     "Two francs, monsieur."  Pressing one of the small corsages flat, he put it into the letter he had written, then handed the woman a 20-franc note. 
     "I don't have change, monsieur," she said, "I'll get some from the waiter." 
     "No, ma'am," he said, leaning over and kissing the ancient cheek.  "This is my Christmas present to you."  Straightening up, he came to our table holding the other corsage in front of him.  "Sir," he said to me, "may I have permission to present these flowers to your beautiful wife?"  In one quick motion, he gave my wife the corsage, wished us a Merry Christmas, and departed. 
     Everyone had stopped eating. Everyone was watching the sailor. Everyone was silent. A few seconds later, Christmas exploded throughout the restaurant like a bomb. 
     The old flower woman jumped up, waving the 20-franc note.  Hobbling to the middle of the floor, she did a merry jig and shouted to the piano player, "Joseph, my Christmas present, and you shall have half so you can have a feast too."  The piano player began to beat out "Good King Wenceslaus," hitting the keys with magic hands, nodding his head in rhythm. 
     My wife waved her corsage in time with the rhythm.  She was radiant and appeared 20 years younger.  The tears had left her eyes and the corners of her mouth turned up in laughter.  She began to sing, and our three sons joined her, bellowing the song with uninhibited enthusiasm. 
     "Gut, gut," shouted the Germans.  They jumped on their chairs and began singing in German.  The waiter embraced the flower woman.  Waving their arms, they sang in French.  The Frenchman who had slapped the boy beat rhythm with a fork against a bottle.  The lad climbed on his lap, singing in a youthful soprano. 
     The Germans ordered wine for everyone.  They delivered it themselves, hugging the other customers, bawling Christmas greetings.  One of the French families ordered champagne and made the rounds, kissing each one of us on each cheek.  The owner of the restaurant started singing "The First Noel," and we all joined in, half of us crying. 
     People crowded in from the street until many customers were standing.  The walls shook as hands and feet kept time to the yuletide carols.  A few hours earlier, a few people had been spending a miserable evening in a shoddy restaurant.  It ended up being the happiest, the very best Christmas Eve they had ever spent. 
     This, Admiral McDonald, is what I am writing you about.  As the top man in the Navy, you should know about the very special gift that the U.S. Navy gave to my family – to me and to the other people in that restaurant.  Because your young sailor had the Christmas spirit in his soul, he released the love and joy that had been smothered within us by anger and disappointment.  He gave us Christmas. 

Thank you very much. 
Merry Christmas 

William J. Lederer

 "God's Deal With YOU" 

By David Rex Holt
GET YOUR COPY NOW
195,000 WORDS - 418 PAGES
JUST $35.00 + $13.50 POSTAGE AND PACKING
CLICK HERE FOR ORDER FORM
 

    God's Deal With YOU will inspire you to draw closer to God while challenging you to examine where you stand in obedience to God's Word. What did Jesus mean when he said, "If you want to enter life, obey the commandments?" What is spiritual warfare? What is faith? What kind of praise does God desire? These questions and more are some of the issues that are addressed in God's Deal With YOU. This book will challenge you in ways that no other book can. You will be challenged in areas you never even thought of. The truths shared in this book are straight from the Word of God. Reading this book has helped me to understand what obeying God really means. The Scriptures came to life in ways I never thought possible!  If you want to be challenged in your walk with God and if you are ready to truly examine your heart then this book is for you!                 
Yvette Burleigh
 


A CHRISTMAS STORY

Author Unknown

Shared by Martin Lane
The old man sat in his gas station on a cold Christmas Eve. He hadn't been any where in years since his wife passed away. He had no decorations, no tree, no light. It was just another day to him.

He didn't hate Christmas, just couldn't find a reason to celebrate. There were no children in his life. His wife had gone.

He was sitting there looking at the snow that had been falling for the last hour and wondering what it was all about when the door opened and a homeless man stepped through. Instead of throwing the man out, George, that is old George, as his customers knew him, told the man to come and sit by the space heater and warm up.

"Thank you, but I don't mean to intrude," said the stranger. "I see you're busy. I'll just go." 

"Not without something hot in your belly." George turned and opened a wide mouth thermos and handed it to the stranger. "It ain't much, but it's hot and tasty, stew I made it myself. When you're done there's coffee and it's fresh.”

Just as that moment he heard the "ding" of the driveway bell. "Excuse me be right back," George said. There in the driveway was an old 53 Chevy. Steam rolling out of the front. The driver was in a panic. "Mister can you help me!" said the driver with a deep Spanish accent. "My wife is with child and my car is broken." George opened the hood. It was bad. The block looked cracked from the cold; the car was dead. "You ain't going in this thing,” George said, as he turned away. "But mister, please help....

The door of the office closed behind George as he went in. George went to the office wall and got the keys to his old truck, and went back outside. He walked around the building and opened the garage, started the truck and drove it around to where the couple was waiting. "Here, take my truck, "he said. "She ain't the best thing you ever looked at, but she runs real good." George helped put the woman in the truck and watched as it sped off into the night.

George turned and walked back into the office "Glad I give em the truck. Their tires were shot too. That old truck has brand-new...." George thought he was talking to the stranger, but the man had gone. The thermos was on the desk, empty with a used coffee cup beside it. "Well, at least he got something in his belly," George thought.

George went back outside to see if the old Chevy would start. It cranked slowly, but it started. He pulled it into the garage where the truck had been. He thought he would tinker with it for something to do. Christmas Eve meant no customers. He discovered the block hadn't cracked; it was just the bottom hose on the radiator. "Well, shoot, I can fix this," he said to himself. So he put a new one on. "Those tires ain't gonna get them through the winter either." He took the snow trends off of his wife's old Lincoln. They were like new and he wasn't gong to drive the car.

As he was working he heard a shot being fired. He ran outside and beside a police car an officer lay on the cold ground. Bleeding from the left shoulder, the officer moaned. "Help me.” George helped the officer inside as he remembered the training he had received in the army as a medic. He knew the wound needed attention. "Pressure to stop the bleeding," he thought. The uniform company had been there that morning and had left some clean towels. He used those and duct tape to bind the wound. "Hey, they say duct tape can fix anything," he said, trying to make the policeman feel at ease.

"Something for pain," George thought, all he had was pills he used for his back. "These ought to work.” He put some water in a cup and gave the police officer the pills. "You hang in there. I’m going to get you an ambulance.” The phone was dead. "Maybe I can get one of your buddies on that there talk box out in your car.” He went out only to find that a bullet had gone into the dashboard destroying the two-way radio.

He went back in to find the policeman sitting up. "Thanks" said the officer. "Ya could have left me there. The guy that shot me is still in the area.” 

George sat down beside him. "I would never leave an injured man in the army and I ain't gonna leave you.” George pulled back the bandage to check for bleeding. "Looks worse that what it is. Bullet passed right through ya. Good thing it missed the important stuff though. I think with time your gonna be right as rain."

The front door of the office flew open. In burst a young man with a gun. "Give me all your cash! Do it now!" the young man yelled. His hand was shaking and George could tell that he had never done anything like this before. 

“That's the guy that shot me!” exclaimed the officer. 

"Son, why are you doing this?" asked George. "You need to put the cannon away. Someone else might get hurt.” 

The young man was confused. "Shut up old man, or I'll shoot you, too. Now give me the cash!”

The cop was reaching for his gun. "Put that thing away," George said to the cop. "We got one too many in here now." He turned his attention to the young man. "Son, it's Christmas Eve. If you need money, well then, here. It ain't much but it's all I got. Now put that pee shooter away," George pulled $150 out of his pocket and handed it to the young man, reaching for the barrel of the gun at the same time.

The young man released his grip on the gun, fell to his knees and began to cry. "I'm not very good at this am I? All I wanted was to buy something for my wife and son,” he went on. "I've lost my job, my rent is due, and my car got repossessed last week...." 

George handed the gun to the cop. "Son, we all get in a bit of squeeze now and then. The road gets hard sometimes, but we make it through the best we can."

He got the young man to his feet, and sat down on a chair across from the cop. "Sometimes we do stupid things." George handed the young man a cup of coffee. "Being stupid is one of the things that makes us human. Comin' in here with a gun ain't the answer. Now sit there and get warm and we'll sort this thing out.”

The young man had stopped crying. He looked over to the cop. "Sorry I shot you. I just went off. I'm sorry officer." 

"Shut up and drink your coffee,” the cop said. George could hear the sounds of sirens, outside a police car and an ambulance skidded to a halt. Two cops came through the door, guns drawn.

“Chuck! You ok?" one of the cops asked the wounded officer. 

"Not bad for a guy who took a bullet. How did you find me?" 

"GPS locator in the car. Best thing since sliced bread. Who did this?" the other cop asked as he approached the young man. 

Chuck answered him, "I don't know. The guy ran off into the dark. Just dropped his gun and ran." George and the young man both looked puzzled at each other. 

"That guy work here?" the wounded cop continued. 

"Yep," George said. "Just hired him this morning. Boy lost his job.” 

The paramedic came in and loaded Chuck onto the stretcher. The young man leaned over the wounded cop and whispered, "Why?" 

Chuck just said, "Merry Christmas boy, and you too, George, and thanks for everything." 

"Well, looks like you got one doozy of a break there. That ought to solve some of your problems.”

George went into the backroom and came out with a box. He pulled out a ring box. "Here you go, something for the little woman. I don't think Martha would mind. She said it would come in handy some day." 

The young man looked inside to see the biggest diamond ring he ever saw. "I can’t take this," said the young man. "It means something to you." 

"And now it means something to you," replied George. "I got my memories. That's all I need." George reached into the box again. An airplane, a car and a truck appeared next. They were toys the oil company had left for him to sell. "Here's something for that little man of yours." 

The young man began to cry again as he handed back the $150 that the old man had handed him earlier. 

"And what are you supposed to buy Christmas dinner with? You keep that too," George said. "Now get home to your family." 

The young man turned with tears streaming down his face. “I'll be here in the morning for work, if that job offer is still good." 

"Nope, I'm closed Christmas day," George said. "See ya the day after."

George turned around to find that the stranger had returned. "Where'd you come from? I though you left?” 

“I have been here. I have always been here.” said the stranger. "You say you don't celebrate Christmas. Why?” 

"Well, after my wife passed away I just couldn't see what all the bother was. Puttin' up a tree and all seemed a waste of a good pine to me. Baking cookies like I used to with Martha just wasn't the same by myself and besides I was getting chubby." 

The stranger put his hand on George's shoulder. "But you do celebrate the holiday, George. You gave me food and drink and warmed me when I was cold and hungry. The woman with child will bear a son and he will become a great doctor. The policeman you helped will go on to save 19 people from being killed by terrorists. The young man who tried to rob you will make you a rich man and not take anything for himself. That is the spirit of the season and you keep it as good as any man."

All the stranger had said took George aback. "And how do you know all this?" asked the old man. 

"Trust in me, George. I have the inside track on this sort of thing. And when your days are done you will be with Martha again," the stranger moved toward the door. "If you will excuse me, George, I have to go now. I have to go home where there is a big celebration planned." 

George watched as the old leather jacket and torn pants the stranger was wearing turned into a white robe. A golden light began to fill the room. "You see, George.... It's my birthday. Merry Christmas." 

George fell to his knees and replied, "Happy Birthday, Lord."


 GREAT LINKS
Please make the time to visit the web sites below.
Their owners have put many hours work into producing beautiful testimonies,
most of which take only a few moments to read and enjoy.
A big "Thank you" to all the dear friends who have taken the time to send these to us.
If you would like your web site to be included in this column, please email us.
We would love to hear from you.
 

* Indicates the site includes music
 

POWERPOINT SHOW

 Stop For A Moment *
 

MESSAGES
My Light, My Salvation *
Jesus Is Better  * 
 

POEMS
Jesus Is Waiting *
A Bend In The Road *
 Jesus Is Knocking At Your Door *

And The Angels Sing *  
 

SONGS
Mary Did You Know? *

Kenny Rogers and Wynonna Judd

O Holy Night *

Away In A Manger *

The Old Rugged Cross *

PRAYER

Lord, Make Me Worthy *

 


A DIFFERENT KIND OF ATHLETE
By Jaye Lewis

We found out that Jenny was hearing impaired, when she was four and a half years old. Several surgeries and speech classes later, when she was seven, we found out that Jenny had Juvenile Rheumatoid Arthritis.

She could not put pressure on the heels of her feet, so she walked on tiptoe, and when the pain became unbearable, I carried her. Jenny was fortunate, though, because she did not suffer the deformities, often associated with JRV.

All through grade school, and on into high school, Jenny suffered, yet never complained. She took her medicine, and I would often wrap her feet in steaming towels, and hold her until the pain eased. But, as soon as she could withstand the pain, Jenny, immediately, carried on, as though she were pain free.

She wore a smile on her face, a song on her lips, and a love and acceptance of others, that was, simply, amazing. I don't remember her ever voicing self-pity. She ran, when she could run. She played when she could play, and she danced when she could dance. And, when she could do none of these things, she took her medicine, and she waited
until she could.

Jenny, a beautiful blonde, with warm brown eyes, was never a cheerleader. She never competed in a sport. She could not even take part in a Gym Class, though she took the same health class four years in a row, just so she could pass with a substitute credit each year.

She joined the band. She won a place in the Governor's School for the Arts; yet, no one in the Charleston, South Carolina School System knew what to do with Jenny. The perimeters were, simply, not in place to deal with a student, who was both active and handicapped.

Jenny continued to have one surgery after another on her ears, all through school. Her hearing improved to 60%, and she taught herself to read lips. She carried a pillow to school, all through high school, and once, when she suddenly experienced crippling pain, her friends scooped her up, and carried her from class to class.

She was totally mainstreamed, popular, and funny, attending every football game, cheering the team on, carrying her pillow everywhere she went, so that she could cushion the pain, when she sat down. Then came her senior year. She would be considered for scholarships; however school activities, especially sports, could often mean the difference between receiving an award or losing out.

So Jenny came to a decision; and in her quirky, unorthodox manner, she began to bombard the high school football coach. She begged. She pleaded. She promised. She got her best friend to sign up with her. Finally the coach gave in, with the admonition, "If you miss ONE game, you're out!" So, Jenny became Manager of the Garrett High School Football Team.

She carried big buckets of water to her teammates. She bandaged knees and ankles before every game. She massaged necks and backs. She gave pep talks. She was continually at their beck and call, and it turned out to be one of the best years for Garrett High School Football Team, in its twenty-five year history. Often Jenny could be seen carrying a bucket of water in each hand, nearly dragging them, along with her pillow tucked under her arm.

When asked why he thought that the team was winning all their games, even in the face of injury, one linebacker explained, in his soft, Charleston drawl, "Well, when you've been knocked down, and you can't seem to move, you look up and see Jenny Lewis, limping across the field, dragging her buckets and carrying her pillow. It makes anything the rest of us may suffer seem pretty insignificant."

At the Senior Awards ceremony, Jenny received a number of scholarships to College of Charleston. Her favourite scholarship, however, was a small one from the Charleston Women's Club. The President of the Women's Club listed Jenny's accomplishments, starting with her grades, and ending with an excited, "...and the first girl to letter in football, in Garrett High School history!!"

Jaye Lewis
Footnote to story: Jenny Lewis-Hamblin is happily married to Tommy Hamblin, who is very precious to our family. Jenny is still the same sweet spirit that she was throughout her life...still in pain, still uncomplaining, still courageous, and one of the finest Christian women I have ever known. Tommy, also, has been battling a health problem that is life threatening; yet he does it with humour, courage and faith. If you would like to contact Jenny and Tommy, to lift them up, you can reach them at: jennyrlh@hotmail.com Please reference the story in the subject line; and please remember them in your prayers.
Jaye is a freelance, writer, wife of a retired Navy Chief Electrician, and mother of three grown daughters, who still amaze her. She's also thrilled to be living in the beautiful Blue Ridge Mountains, of southwest Virginia. Write Jaye at jlewis@smyth.net and let her know what you thought of her story!

Christmas Mistake
Shared by Ronnie Leviner
    Each December, I vowed to make Christmas a calm and peaceful experience. I had cut back on nonessential obligations - extensive card writing, endless baking, decorating, and even overspending. Yet still, I found myself exhausted, unable to appreciate the precious family moments, and of course, the true meaning of Christmas. 
    My son, Nicholas, was in kindergarten that year. It was an exciting season for a six year old. For weeks, he'd been memorizing songs for his school's "Winter Pageant." I didn't have the heart to tell him I'd be working the night of the production. Unwilling to miss his shining moment, I spoke with his teacher. She assured me there'd be a dress rehearsal the morning of the presentation. All parents unable to attend that evening were welcome to come then. Fortunately, Nicholas seemed happy with the compromise.
    So, the morning of the dress rehearsal, I filed in ten minutes early, found a spot on the cafeteria floor and sat down. Around the room, I saw several other parents quietly scampering to their seats. As I waited, the students were led into the room. Each class, accompanied by their teacher, sat cross-legged on the floor. Then, each group, one by one, rose to perform their song. 
    Because the public school system had long stopped referring to the holiday as "Christmas," I didn't expect anything other than fun, commercial entertainment - songs of reindeer, Santa Claus, snowflakes and good cheer. So, when my son's class rose to sing, "Christmas Love," I was slightly taken aback by its bold title. 
    Nicholas was aglow, as were all of his classmates, adorned in fuzzy mittens, red sweaters, and bright snowcaps upon their heads. Those in the front row- centre stage - held up large letters, one by one, to spell out the title of the song. As the class would sing "C is for Christmas," a child would hold up the letter C. Then, "H is for Happy," and on and on, until each child holding up his portion had presented the complete message, "Christmas Love." 
    The performance was going smoothly, until suddenly, we noticed her; a small, quiet, girl in the front row holding the letter "M" upside down - totally unaware her letter "M" appeared as a "W".  The audience of 1st through 6th graders snickered at this little one's mistake. But she had no idea they were laughing at her, so she stood tall, proudly holding her "W". 
    Although many teachers tried to shush the children, the laughter continued until the last letter was raised, and we all saw it together. A hush came over the audience and eyes began to widen. In that instant, we understood - the reason we were there, why we celebrated the holiday in the first place, why even in the chaos, there was a purpose for our festivities.
    For when the last letter was held high, the message read loud and clear: "CHRISTWAS  LOVE"  
    And, I believe, He still is.


Why Christmas?

Shared by Laura Green
There was once a man who didn't believe in God, and he didn't hesitate to let others know how he felt about religion and religious holidays, like Christmas. His wife, however, did believe, and she raised their children to also have faith in God and Jesus, despite his disparaging comments.
One snowy Christmas Eve, his wife was taking their children to a Christmas Eve service in the farm community in which they lived. She asked him to come, but he refused.
"That story is nonsense!" he said. "Why would God lower Himself to come to Earth as a man? That's ridiculous!" So she and the children left, and he stayed home.
A while later, the winds grew stronger and the snow turned into a blizzard. As the man looked out the window, all he saw was a blinding snowstorm. He sat down to relax before the fire for the evening. Then, he heard a loud thump. Something had hit the window. Then another thump. He looked out, but couldn't see more than a few feet. When the snow let up a little, he ventured outside to see what could have been beating on his window. In the field near his house he saw a flock of wild geese.
Apparently they had been flying south for the winter when they got caught in the snowstorm and couldn't go on. They were lost and stranded on his farm, with no food or shelter. They just flapped their wings and flew around the field in low circles, blindly and aimlessly. A couple of them had flown into his window, it seemed.
The man felt sorry for the geese and wanted to help them. The barn would be a great place for them to stay, he thought. It's warm and safe; surely they could spend the night and wait out the storm. So he walked over to the barn and opened the doors wide, then watched and waited, hoping they would notice the open barn and go inside.
But the geese just fluttered around aimlessly and didn't seem to notice the barn or realize what it could mean for them. The man tried to get their attention, but that just seemed to scare them and they moved further away. He went into the house and came with some bread, broke it up, and made a bread crumb trail leading to the barn. They still didn't catch on.
Now he was getting frustrated. He got behind them and tried to shoo them toward the barn, but they only got more scared and scattered in every direction except toward the barn. Nothing he did could get them to go into the barn where they would be warm and safe. "Why don't they follow me?!" he exclaimed. "Can't they see this is the only place where they can survive the storm?" He thought for a moment and realized that they just wouldn't follow a human. "If only I were a goose, then I could save them," he said out loud.
Then he had an idea. He went into barn, got one of his own geese, and carried it in his arms as he circled around behind the flock of wild geese. He then released it. His goose flew through the flock and straight into the barn--and one by one the other geese followed it to safety.
He stood silently for a moment as the words he had spoken a few minutes earlier replayed in his mind: "If only I were a goose, then I could save them!" Then he thought about what he had said to his wife earlier. Why would God want to be like us? That's ridiculous!" Suddenly it all made sense. That is what God had done. We were like the geese--blind, lost, perishing. God had His Son become like us so He could show us the way and save us. That was the meaning of Christmas, he realized. As the winds and blinding snow died down, his soul became quiet and pondered this wonderful thought. Suddenly he understood what Christmas was all about, why Christ had come. Years of doubt and disbelief vanished like the passing storm. He fell to his knees in the snow, and prayed his first prayer: "Thank You, God, for coming in human form to get me out of the storm!"


  DEVOTIONALS 

If you enjoy stimulating, succinct and Scripturally sound daily devotionals,
I highly recommend that you have a look at the following web sites
where you can read some past messages and enrol for the daily mailings.
God Today - Daily Word
(Click ARCHIVE at the top left)
A Note From Heaven *
Take this link to The Father's Place where you can subscribe to daily encouragement.
Morning Spirit Lift
To be honest, I don't know how Deb does what she does every day!
Walking In Truth
A hard-hitting daily message by Connie M Giordano.
Life Changing Love
A verse of Scripture for your soul and a smile for your spirit.
Eddy Ministries
Written in contemporary English they are insightful, entertaining and educational.  



RECOMMENDED WEBSITES
Amazing Facts
Reaching the world with God's end-time message
By Doug Batchelor
 The Advent Message
The TRUTH, the whole TRUTH and nothing but the TRUTH
By Brent Whinfield




TO BRING A SMILE


Santa Deals with Political Correctness

Shared by Phillip and Ophelia Smith

'Twas the night before Christmas and Santa's a wreck.
How to live in a world that's politically correct?
His workers no longer would answer to "Elves,"
"Vertically Challenged" they were calling themselves.

And labour conditions at the North Pole 
Were alleged by the union to stifle the soul.
Four reindeer had vanished, without much propriety, 
Released to the wilds by the Humane Society.

And equal employment had made it quite clear 
That Santa had better not use just reindeer.
So Dancer and Donner, Comet and Cupid, 
Were replaced with 4 pigs, and you know that looked stupid!

The runners had been removed from his sleigh; 
The ruts were termed dangerous by the E.P.A.
And people had started to call for the cops 
When they heard sled noises on their rooftops.

Secondhand smoke from his pipe had his workers quite frightened.
His fur-trimmed red suit was called "unenlightened."
And to show you the strangeness of life's ebbs and flows, 
Rudolf was suing over unauthorized use of his nose

And had gone on Geraldo, in front of the nation, 
Demanding millions in overdue compensation.
So, half of the reindeer were gone; and his wife, 
Who suddenly said she'd enough of this life, 

Joined a self-help group, packed, and left in a whiz, 
Demanding from now on her title was Ms.
And as for the gifts, why, he'd ne'er had a notion 
That making a choice could cause so much commotion.

Nothing of leather, nothing of fur, 
Which meant nothing for him. And nothing for her.
Nothing that might be construed to pollute.
Nothing to aim. Nothing to shoot.

Nothing that clamoured or made lots of noise.
Nothing for just girls. Or just for the boys.
Nothing that claimed to be gender specific.
Nothing that's warlike or non-pacific.

No candy or sweets ... they were bad for the tooth.
Nothing that seemed to embellish a truth.
And fairy tales, while not yet forbidden, 
Were like Ken and Barbie, better off hidden.

For they raised the hackles of those psychological 
Who claimed the only good gift was one ecological.
No baseball, no football...someone could get hurt; 
Besides, playing sports exposed kids to dirt.

Dolls were said to be sexist, and should be passé; 
And Nintendo would rot your entire brain away.
So Santa just stood there, dishevelled, perplexed; 
He just could not figure out what to do next.

He tried to be merry, tried to be gay, 
But you've got to be careful with that word today.
His sack was quite empty, limp to the ground; 
Nothing fully acceptable was to be found.

Something special was needed, a gift that he might 
Give to all without angering the left or the right.
A gift that would satisfy, with no indecision, 
Each group of people, every religion; 


Every ethnicity, every hue,

Everyone, everywhere ... even you.

So here is that gift, it's price beyond worth...

"May you and your loved ones enjoy peace on earth."



   AND,
TO BRING A TEAR 


Two Babies in a Manger
Shared by Ronnie Leviner
In 1994, two Americans answered an invitation from the Russian Department of Education to teach morals and ethics (based on biblical principles) in the public schools.  They were invited to teach at prisons, businesses, the fire and police departments and a large orphanage. About 100 boys and girls, who had been abandoned, abused, and left in the care of a government-run program were in the orphanage. They relate the following story in their own words:

It was nearing the holiday season, 1994, time for our orphans to hear, for the first time, the traditional story of Christmas. We told them about Mary and Joseph arriving in Bethlehem. Finding no room in the inn, the couple went to a stable, where the baby Jesus was born and placed in a manger.  Throughout the story, the children and orphanage staff sat in amazement as they listened. Some sat on the edges of their stools, trying to grasp every word. Completing the story, we gave the children three small pieces of cardboard to make a crude manger. Each child was given a small paper square, cut from yellow napkins I had brought with me. No coloured paper was available in the city. Following instructions, the children tore the paper and carefully laid strips in the manger for straw. Small squares of flannel  [cut from a worn-out nightgown an American
lady was throwing away as she left Russia], were used for the baby's blanket. A doll-like baby was cut from tan felt we had
brought from the United States.

The orphans were busy assembling their manger as I walked among them to see if they needed any help. All went well until I got to one table where little Misha sat. He looked to be about 6-years-old and had finished his project. As I looked at the little boy's manger, was startled to see not one, but two babies in the manger. Quickly, I called for the translator to ask the lad why there were two babies in the manger. Crossing his arms in front of him and looking at this completed manger scene, the child began to repeat the story very seriously. For such a young boy, who had only heard the Christmas story once, he related the happenings accurately -- until he came to the part where Mary put the baby Jesus in the manger. Then Misha started to ad-lib. He made up his own ending to the story as he said, "And when Mary laid the baby in the manger, Jesus looked at me and asked me if I had a place to stay. I told him I have no mamma and I have no papa, so I don't have any place to stay. Then Jesus told me I could stay with Him. But I told him couldn't, because I didn't have a gift to give Him like
everybody else did. But I wanted to stay with Jesus so much, so I thought about what I had that maybe I could use for a gift. I thought maybe if I kept Him warm, that would be a good gift. "So I asked Jesus, 'If I keep you warm, will that be a good enough gift?' And Jesus told me, 'If you keep Me warm, that will be the best gift anybody ever gave Me.' So I got into the manger, and then Jesus looked at me and He told me I could stay with Him -- for always."

As little Misha finished his story, his eyes brimmed full of tears that splashed down his little cheeks. Putting his hand over his face, his head dropped to the table and his shoulders shook as he sobbed and sobbed. The little orphan had found someone who would never abandon nor abuse him, someone who would stay with him -- for always!

And the Americans? They had learned the lesson they had come there to teach  -- that it is not what you have in your life, but Who you have in your life that really counts. We all should give thanks for the people that  "keep us warm" in life; and for all of God's many blessings to us: freedom from want, life, love, togetherness, and for the enduring love of Jesus Christ, the one person who keeps us warm and safe for always.


[image: image3.png]



A Dozen Christmas Roses
Shared by Jerry and Nancy Wall
    Bobby was getting cold sitting out in his back yard in the snow. Bobby didn't wear boots; he didn't like them and anyway he didn't own any. The thin sneakers he wore had a few holes in them and they did a poor job of keeping out the cold. Bobby had been in his backyard for about an hour already. And, try as he might, he could not come up with an idea for his mother's Christmas gift.  
    He shook his head as he thought, "This is useless, even if I do come up with an idea, I don't have any money to spend,"
    Ever since his father had passed away three years ago, the family of five had struggled. It wasn't because his mother didn't care, or try, there just never seemed to be enough. She worked nights at the hospital, but the small wage that she was earning could only be stretched so far. What the family lacked in money and material things, they more than made up for in love and family unity. Bobby had two older and one younger sister, who ran the house hold in their mother's absence. All three of his sisters had already made beautiful gifts for their mother.
    Somehow it just wasn't fair. Here it was Christmas Eve already, and he had nothing. Wiping a tear from his eye, Bobby kicked the snow and started to walk down to the street where the shops and stores were. It wasn't easy being six without a father, especially when he needed a man to talk to.
    Bobby walked from shop to shop, looking into each decorated window. Everything seemed so beautiful and so out of reach. It was starting to get dark and Bobby reluctantly turned to walk home when suddenly his eyes caught the glimmer of the setting sun's rays reflecting off of something along the curb. He reached down and discovered a shiny dime. Never before has anyone felt so wealthy as Bobby felt at that moment.
    As he held his new found treasure, a warmth spread throughout his entire body and he walked into the first store he saw. His excitement quickly turned cold when the salesperson told him that he couldn't buy anything with only a dime. 
He saw a flower shop and went inside to wait in line. When the shop owner asked if he could help him, Bobby presented the dime and asked if he could buy one flower for his mother's Christmas gift. 
    The shop owner looked at Bobby and his ten cent offering. Then he put his hand on Bobby's shoulder and said to him, "You just wait here and I'll see what I can do for you." 
    As Bobby waited he looked at the beautiful flowers and even though he was a boy, he could see why mothers and girls liked flowers.
    The sound of the door closing as the last customer left jolted Bobby back to reality. All alone in the shop, Bobby began to feel alone and afraid. Suddenly the shop owner came out and moved to the counter. There, before Bobby's eyes, lay twelve long stem, red roses, with leaves of green and tiny white flowers all tied together with a big silver bow. Bobby's heart sank as the owner picked them up and placed them gently into a long white box.
    "That will be ten cents young man," the shop owner said reaching out his hand for the dime. 
    Slowly, Bobby moved his hand to give the man his dime. Could this be true? No one else would give him a thing for his dime!
    Sensing the boy's reluctance, the shop owner added, "I just happened to have some roses on sale for ten cents a dozen. Would you like them?"
    This time Bobby did not hesitate, and when the man placed the long box into his hands, he knew it was true. Walking out the door that the owner was holding for Bobby, he heard the shop keeper say, "Merry Christmas, son,"
As he returned inside, the shop keeper's wife walked out. "Who were you talking to back there and where are the roses you were fixing?" 
    Staring out the window, and blinking the tears from his own eyes, he replied, "A strange thing happened to me this morning. While I was setting up things to open the shop, I thought I heard a voice telling me to set aside a dozen of my best roses for a special gift. I wasn't sure at the time whether I had lost my mind or what, but I set them aside anyway. Then just a few minutes ago, a little boy came into the shop and wanted to buy a flower for his mother with one small dime.
    "When I looked at him, I saw myself, many years ago. I too, was a poor boy with nothing to buy my mother a Christmas gift. A bearded man, whom I never knew, stopped me on the street and told me that he wanted to give me ten dollars. 
    "When I saw that little boy tonight, I knew who that voice was, and I put together a dozen of my very best roses." The shop owner and his wife hugged each other tightly, and as they stepped out into the bitter cold air, they somehow didn't feel cold at all.



Santa Claus is coming and the kids are getting greedy.

 It's Christmas Time.
By Bert Ham


Christmas means so many different things to people everywhere 
To some it means a blessed time, while others do not care. 
To children it's a happy time, a time of receiving presents 
While some enjoy the giving, and what giving represents. 

So this is Christmas, and what have you done, 
another year over, are the words that are sung. 
The world is still ravaged by war and distress, 
each year we are making more of a mess. 

For some, Christmas is a time, shared with family and friends 
Others take this time to heal a rift, forgive and even make amends. 
Some people take time to help the poor and needy 
While commercial enterprise is ever getting greedy. 

The words "feed the world" echo through the air, 
yet the poor are still needy and in despair. 
There is enough for all God's children it is said, 
so why are so many sick and near dead? 

Children wait for Santa and decorate a tree 
What is in the parcels, they'll have to wait and see. 
While to some the Christmas spirit is the contents of a bottle 
And after Christmas parties driving at full throttle. 

Our tables are full and the beers running free, 
the cash registers are overflowing, its easy to see. 
Outside of our door, and in the dark of the night, 
there are those without Christmas, with no delight. 

I'll take the time to tell you, what Christmas means to me 
Its not the Christmas presents, or the Christmas Tree. 
It's a time to thank my God for his precious gift 
Given many years ago so that I may live. 

Away in the manger, so long ago, 
in a land far away who is to know. 
Gods started Christmas for one and for all, 
when he gave us his son, a gift oh so small.
So tell the tale and light the light, 
spread the good news of the true Christmas night. 
Give something you have to those who have less, 
then you'll have a real Christmas. Enjoy and God Bless!


  



The Seven Wonders Of  The World

Shared by Joe Beauchez
    A group of students were asked to list what they thought were the present Seven Wonders of the World. Though there was some disagreement, the following got the most votes: 

    1..... Egypt's Great Pyramids 

    2 .....Taj Mahal 

    3..... Grand Canyon 

    4..... Panama Canal 

    5..... Empire State Building 

    6..... St. Peter's Basilica 

    7......China's Great Wall 

    While gathering the votes, the teacher noted that one quiet student hadn't turned in her paper yet. So she asked the girl if she was having trouble with her list. 

    The girl replied, "Yes, a little. I couldn't quite make up my mind, because there were so many." 

    The teacher said, "Well, tell us what you have, and maybe we can help." 

    The girl hesitated, then read, "I think the Seven Wonders of the World are: 

    1.....to see 

    2.....to taste 

    3.....to touch 

    4.....to hear 

    She hesitated a little, and then added, 

    5.....to feel 

    6.....to laugh, or Smile 

    7.....and most of all ..... to love 

    The room was so full of silence you could have heard a pin drop. Those things we overlook as simple and "ordinary" are truly wondrous. A gentle reminder for this coming year that the most precious things in life cannot be bought, or built.


BEYOND PRISON
Testimony from Prison

     Greetings and Happy Holidays! This month I thought I would share a testimony from one of the inmates I write to in California.  I have been writing to Norman for 3 years now and it has been a blessing corresponding with him. May you be blessed by his testimony!

 

     Here's a story of my life and how I met Christ. It all started inside of the Alameda County jail where I am currently serving time. It was back in 1996 when I was 19 years old, and at the time, fighting for my life in the justice system. (court rooms) I had been charged for a "murder robbery" on one count and a totally separate charge for an "armed robbery". Prior to this arrest, I had never been arrested as an adult. Now remember I said, "never as an adult", but I have been arrested back when I was a kid. It was light, petty stuff, and nothing as near serious as the charge I am currently fighting now. 

     This was my first time at the Men's County jail and I didn't know how serious my charges were until I starting conversing with the other inmates in here and explaining my situation, seeking help and information about my case. That is when I learned that if I am convicted of the charges, I could be sentenced to death or life in jail without any possibility of parole. 

     After learning that, I also learned that not only was I in big trouble, but I also needed big help! I cried and cried and pleaded with my mother to come get me out of jail, but this wasn't Juvenile Hall when the police call your mom and have her come pick you up. This was bigger than that. This was another level of trouble I had gotten into. This was the Major league, not the minor's! I wasn't eligible for bail or anything. So I was stuck until the matter was solved or until the judge said differently.

     As the days turned into weeks and the weeks turned into months, I started doing some research of my own about my case and I also picked up a Bible and started reading it. I started attending church services in the jail with the other Christian brothers. During the study of my legal matters, I discovered that one way I can get home temporarily was by bail. But in order to get bail, I'd have to have the D.A. drop my "Special Circumstances clause", which is when the D.A. pushes for death for my punishment. So instead of crying to my mom about coming to get me, I started crying to the Father God to come get me instead.

     I started reading Psalms and Proverbs for a while. An elder told me to get to know Jesus, and suggested that I read the gospels, which is Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John. So I started in Matthew. As I got to Matthew 6:6, it stood out to me and then as I got to Matthew 7-13, that stood out as well. So I applied those Scriptures to my life and when I came across Matthew 6:25-34, I started meditating on verse 33. After doing that for a couple of weeks, along with the other Scriptures I was applying to my life, I started feeling better. As the days went on, I started meditating on Matthew 7:7-11, but mainly verses 8 and 11. Then a couple of days after that, I accepted Jesus into my life and believed that He is the Christ.

     As the days went on, I read all of the gospels and watched blessings come down on me and other Christian brothers around me. After 6 months had passed, I asked the Heavenly Father God to drop the death penalty clause so I could be eligible for bail. A couple of months later, I went for a court appearance and was informed that I was no longer going to have the death penalty as a punishment. The D.A. had dropped the death penalty! The Father God has heard and answered! Praise the Lord! Now I was really encouraged and motivated and was assured that the Father God was with me! So then I asked the Father God to grant me bail, and a couple of months later, I went for a bail hearing and was granted bail for $500,000. Now that was a blessing in disguise! The reason it was disguised, is because I was so worried and shocked of how much it was, to the point where it was just like I didn't have a bail! I was too busy worrying about where my family was going to come up with that kind of money. A half million dollars just to go home temporarily to be with my family! But, the good thing is, God heard and answered.

     I cried to the Father for Him to come and get me out of jail and I kept reading Matthew 6:25-34 and 7:7-11. Then six months later, God caused a miracle to happen. He arranged for my mom to come up with the money, which was 10% of the $500,00, plus her house as collateral. Praise the Lord! The Father God had heard and answered again! After being incarcerated for a total of 14 months, I was finally free at last! The Father God had come down and gotten me out of jail! The Father God had heard and answered! Praise the Lord! 

     Now at the time of my release, it was 1997 and I was 20 years old and had been in a relationship with God and Christ for about 12 or 13 months. I was continually getting blessed by our Father God. He blessed me with a job, car, helpmate, clothes, food, and a home. This went on for about 6 or 7 more months; me seeking His Kingdom first. Then I started backsliding and getting deeply involved in worldly affairs. By the eighth or ninth month on the free side of the world, I had forgotten everything I had read in the Bible while I was in jail! 

 

What happens to Norman next? Will he survive the strongholds of the devil as the forces of evil continue to pull on him? Will God hear and answer his prayers again? Is there hope for Norman? Tune in to the next issue of "Making a Difference" to find out what happens to Norman! 

May the Lord bless you!
Yvette Burleigh

Prison Fellowship Ministries
P.O. Box 17500
Washington, DC 20041-0500
(703) 478-0100
www.prisonfellowship.org 

    CHILDREN'S CORNER
A Christmas Story 

Shared by Nancy and Jerry Wall
I remember my first Christmas adventure with Grandma. I was just a kid. I remember tearing across town on my bike to visit her on the day my big sister dropped the bomb: "There is no Santa Claus," she jeered. "Even dummies know that!"

My Grandma was not the gushy kind, never had been. I fled to her that day because I knew she would be straight with me. I knew Grandma always told the truth, and I knew that the truth always went down a whole lot easier when swallowed with one of her "world-famous" cinnamon buns. I knew they were world-famous, because Grandma said so. It had to be true.

Grandma was home, and the buns were still warm. Between bites, I told her everything. She was ready for me. "No Santa Claus?" she snorted...."Ridiculous! Don't believe it. That rumour has been going around for years, and it makes me mad, plain mad!! Now, put on your coat, and let's go." 

"Go? Go where, Grandma?" I asked. I hadn't even finished my second world-famous cinnamon bun. 

"Where" turned out to be Kerby's General Store, the one store in town that had a little bit of just about everything. As we walked through it's doors, Grandma handed me ten dollars. That was a bundle in those days. "Take this money," she said, "and buy something for someone who needs it. I 'll wait for you in the car." Then she turned and walked out of Kerby's.

I was only eight years old. I'd often gone shopping with my mother, but never had I shopped for anything all by myself. The store seemed big and crowded, full of people scrambling to finish their Christmas shopping. For a few moments I just stood there, confused, clutching that ten-dollar bill, wondering what to buy, and who on earth to buy it for. I thought of everybody I knew: my family, my friends, my neighbours, the kids at school, the people who went to my church. I was just about thought out, when I suddenly thought of Bobby Decker. He was a kid with bad breath and messy hair, and he sat right behind me in Mrs. Pollock's grade-two class. Bobby Decker didn't have a coat. I knew that because he never went out to recess during the winter. His mother always wrote a note, telling the teacher that he had a cough, but all we kids knew that Bobby Decker didn't have a cough; he had no good coat. I fingered the ten-dollar bill with growing excitement. I would buy Bobby Decker a coat! 

I settled on a red corduroy one that had a hood to it. It looked real warm, and he would like that. 

"Is this a Christmas present for someone?" the lady behind the counter asked kindly, as I laid my ten dollars down. 

"Yes, ma'am," I replied shyly. "It's for Bobby." The nice lady smiled at me, as I told her about how Bobby really needed a good winter coat. I didn't get any change, but she put the coat in a bag, smiled again, and wished me a Merry Christmas. 

That evening, Grandma helped me wrap the coat in Christmas paper and ribbons (a little tag fell out of the coat, and Grandma tucked it in her Bible) and wrote, "To Bobby, From Santa Claus" on it. Grandma said that Santa always insisted on secrecy. Then she drove me over to Bobby Decker's house, explaining as we went that I was now and forever officially, one of Santa's helpers. 

Grandma parked down the street from Bobby's house, and she and I crept noiselessly and hid in the bushes by his front walk. Then Grandma gave me a nudge. "All right, Santa Claus," she whispered, "get going." I took a deep breath, dashed for his front door, threw the present down on his step, pounded his doorbell and flew back to the safety of the bushes and Grandma. 

Together we waited breathlessly in the darkness for the front door to open. 

Finally it did, and there stood Bobby. Fifty years haven't dimmed the thrill of those moments spent shivering, beside my Grandma, in Bobby Decker's bushes. That night, I realized that those awful rumours about Santa Claus were just what Grandma said they were: ridiculous. Santa was alive and well, and we were on his team. 

I still have the Bible, with the coat tag tucked inside: $19.95. 


  Do you like to have fun and know your Bible at the same time?
BIBLE TRIVIA QUIZZES
Lots of cool quizzes to test your Scriptural knowledge.
 



       THE BKM PLEDGE
 

As our long-time readers know,
I have always thought of "Making A Difference"
and Beloved King Ministries as OURS and not as "mine."
 

Without the loyal and loving support of our readers who readily share
the stories, jokes and testimonies that they write or find, 
there would not be any magazine.
 

"Making A Difference" will always be free to anyone who enjoys it.
But that doesn't mean it costs nothing to produce and distribute.
 

I AND THE BKM TEAM PLEDGE TO PRAY
FOR EVERYONE ON THE BKM MAILING LIST
EVERY SINGLE DAY
 

I PLEDGE TO DO ALL WITHIN MY GOD-GIVEN POWER
TO BRING DOWN AND DESTROY SATAN'S COUNTERFEIT DECEPTIONS
THAT ARE BEGUILING GOD'S SINCERE AND BEAUTIFUL CHILDREN.  
 

Without YOU, this ministry is nothing.
 

THERE ARE SEVERAL WAYS YOU CAN BECOME MORE INVOLVED
 

WE NEED
PRAYER PARTNERS
If you would like to partner someone in regular prayer sessions
through a mutually convenient Internet medium
PLEASE WRITE TO OUR PRAYER MINISTRY COORDINATOR
telling us a little bit about yourself, your own spiritual needs
as well as how knowing Jesus has changed your life
and the sort of person you would like to partner.
 

WE NEED
REGULAR FINANCIAL PLEDGES
FOR AS LITTLE AS TWENTY DOLLARS A YEAR
(that's less than forty cents a week!)
YOU CAN BECOME A PARTNER IN THIS MINISTRY
AND MAKE A MEANINGFUL DIFFERENCE
 

TEN PERCENT OF ALL PARTNERSHIP DONATIONS
IS GIVEN TO HELP STRUGGLING MINISTRIES
AND OUTREACH PROGRAMMES
IN THIRD-WORLD COUNTRIES
 Email your pledge NOW
and send all donations to:
Beloved King Ministries, 1 Pinehaven, 176 Ewing Road, Woodridge, Queensland 4114, Australia.
(Please make all checks payable to D.R. Holt
since the stupid Australian banks won't accept anything else!)
 

Jesus said,
"Give and it will be given to you. A good measure, pressed down, shaken together and running over, will be poured into your lap. For with the measure you use, it will be measured unto you."
(Luke 6:38)
    
AND, MOST OF ALL
WE NEED
YOUR PRAYERS
SATAN DOESN'T LIKE WHAT THIS MINISTRY IS DOING
WE ARE A THREAT TO HIM!
SO PLEASE ASK GOD, IN JESUS' NAME,
TO SURROUND US WITH GUARDIAN ANGELS.
 

God bless you all.                                                                        
                                                                David R. Holt
 



  PRAYER  *
 



 OPENING LINKS
    Some readers have emailed us to say that clicking the hyperlinks in "Making A Difference" doesn't work. I don't know why that is but one easy way to get the addresses and access the websites is as follows:
1.    Highlight the title using your mouse (it doesn't matter if you highlight the music asterisk too - it will still work).
2.    With the title highlighted, click "Insert" on the menu bar at the top of your screen. This will give you a drop menu.
3.    On the drop menu, click "Hyperlink." This will open a window titled "Edit Hyperlink."
4.    Highlight the html address in the window labelled, "Type the file or web page name."
5.    Copy the address by pressing Control and C together.
6.    Close the "Edit Hyperlink" window by clicking the cancel button.
7.    Then open your web browser (Internet Explorer or Netscape Navigator).
8.    Place the cursor in the "Address" window at the top (or, if you already have an address in there, just highlight it).
9.    Press Control and V together. That will copy the URL into the window.
10.  Press Enter and the page will open.

I have done the above and it took just 23 seconds from step 1 to seeing the web page so, as you can see, it isn't really as hard as the ten steps make it seem!


If this magazine has been forwarded to you by a friend and you would like to be added to our regular mailing list please click here and, if you are too busy to write anything else, just type PLEASE ADD TO MAILING LIST in the subject box and your name(s) in the body of the email. Also, if the email address that you want the magazine sent to is different from the one you send the request from, please type that in the body of the email too.
Also, if your name is incomplete in the recipients list (ie: first or surname only or email address only), because our address book is now so big, please help us by letting us know your full name so that the lists can be updated and duplication is minimised. For this please type UPDATE in the subject box. Thank you so much for your help in this.
On the other hand, if "Making A Difference" has been sent to you in error and you have not enjoyed reading it and would like to be removed from the mailing list, please accept our apologies and click here and type UNSUBSCRIBE in the subject box and the email address to be unsubscribed in the body of the email.
 

 

 

