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Jesus replied, 
"And why do you break the command of God
for the sake of your tradition?"
 

Matthew 15:3
  

Greetings and God's blessings to you all and 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.
6000 Reached!
(In just 22 issues!)
What started out from a humble beginning in February 2000 as the Beloved King Ministries Newsletter with just 51 recipients has grown, in less than 2 years, to have an address book of over 6000! The beautiful responses we have received and continue to receive just go to show that Christianity IS alive and well out there in Cyberland in spite of all of Satan's fiery darts that he tries to use to shoot us down (including one sad person who sent a virus that totally destroyed the computer costing $1250! - Thank the Lord that I had the address book all backed up on floppy disc!). Praise God for the wonderful way He has used our little Internet ministry to touch so many hearts in these troubled times. And bless all of you out there who have sent stories and testimonies to help make "Making A Difference" so popular. Also, my special thanks to those who have made financial contributions without which there would quite possibly be no "Making A Difference" today. God bless you for your thoughtfulness.
 

Every single day of the year we spend time in prayer for everyone on our list, making special mention of those who have sent prayer requests for themselves or loved ones. As the list grows longer and longer so also do the incoming emails each day and I ask each of you to be patient if your message requires a personal reply because, by the time I have got home from work and cooked dinner each evening and then opened up the mailbox, it is usually well after midnight before I make it to bed. Where your emails are simply to share a nice message I usually don't reply unless it seems necessary but please know that they are all read and appreciated.


BKM Wins Award
Beloved King Ministries' are delighted to have received an "Outstanding Christian Site" award from Hope and Shirley at This Side Of Heaven Ministry. The beautiful plaque can be seen on our home page and clicking on it will hyperlink to Hope and Shirley's site. I want to say how much this award is appreciated and ask our Lord that He will bless Hope and Shirley's work for Him each and every day. Please visit their web site and sign the guestbook.  


RTF Version of
"God's Deal With YOU"
now online
 

Thanks to Steve Hardy (who knows a whole lot more about computers and the Internet than I do) "God's Deal With YOU" is now on the Beloved King Ministries web site in a complete book Rich Text Format version with numbered pages to match the printed hard copy book. When you click the instruction to download the entire book just follow the instructions to save it to disc and it will put an icon on your desktop from where you can open the book whenever you want to. The separate chapter zip files are still there on the downloads page for those who prefer that format and so now readers can make a choice of how they want to download the book.


 

As expected, last month's Making A Difference brought more mail than usual and, in fairness, I think the writers should be given their opportunity to be heard. Before publishing some of the mail though, I would like to say a couple of things myself. 
 

Firstly, we received a number of emails advising us that the item entitled "The Good Neighbour" by Gordon Sinclair is, in fact VERY old. Apparently it was written in the 1950s and Mr Sinclair, a Korean War veteran, has been deceased for quite some time. I want to thank all those readers who pointed this out and, whilst I would say that Mr Sinclair's sentiments are still quite valid, the editor's notes that I added were, perhaps, less appropriate in the light of the later information.
 

Secondly, whilst we have never actually made a written statement to the effect, I should say that all information and opinions expressed by contributors is theirs and not necessarily that of Beloved King Ministries or the editor. Where possible, statistics are checked before publication of course. On the other hand, it should be stated that in some cases, articles are published in order to stimulate discussion and relevant responses will always be given equal space. In that light, following is one that, perhaps, sums up most of those responses.
 

Miriam Flowers wrote:
 

First I want to thank you for clarifying the help that your country sent to U.S.A. that the news commentary forgot or neglected to mention. Thank you for clearing that up for me. 
Secondly, I would like to say also how much I enjoy your magazine and also all the comments and thoughts of so many others. I am really happy to know that there are those who will speak out for the rights of all people. I especially enjoyed the letter that Mr. Tamim Ansary wrote. He has certainly shed much light on what has already taken place in his former country, and while I can understand exactly what he is saying, I certainly can agree that so much has been done to those people by Bin Laden and The Taliban, that the best thing we can do by being over there now is a chance to help the Afghanistan People by getting Bin Laden and his terrorist out of there. 
Number one, let me just make it clear that I personally hate the wars and I hate the killing of any human beings and God knows that I personally wish that it was not a necessary thing to be doing, I can only pray that God will touch the hearts of all nations, especially President Bush and that he and they will make the right and just decisions for the welfare of all peoples. I have personally seen and, for one, truly believe that God does in fact take all the bad and negative things that happen in our lives and makes something positive out of them for our good in the long run. I guess the positive that I see here for the people of Afghanistan is that somehow maybe by the nations all standing up for what is right and going after Bin Laden and the Taliban. If we will be so fortunate to just cripple their operations and get then out of that country, it may be that these blessed people can get some control back in their lives and possibly have some intelligent person to run the Government there and finally set them free to have a the life that they deserve to have. I for one am grateful that President Bush has sent food and medical supplies over there to help all the people who have been able to flee form their home land, but at the same time, I feel much compassion that they have been abused and uprooted from their homes, that they would have to flee in the first place. I also think that we all need to re-think about what we are saying before it comes out of our mouth so as not to offend anyone else. 
True, we all have our opinions and we do have the freedom to speak them (THANK GOD) for the time being. But we also should stop and think of how our words can hurt someone else, of another nationality that has nothing to do with these problems. I would like to say here and now, if any thing that I say is offensive and or hurts any one, please let me apologize now, for there is never an intention in my vocabulary to hurt nor to offend anyone. I like to exchange ideas with others and enjoy hearing what other people are feeling. I think we need to express and speak out for what we believe in. Yes, I can say that I hear people speak publicly some mighty cruel words to others and or about some nationality or individuals, but while I don't agree with them and I really wish that we would all stop and think before we speak out and act out. I still have to defend their rights to say it, for if we take the freedom of speech from one initial person or group, then we will be taking it from all. So while I don't agree with the person who spoke of, and I quote: "Bombing Afghanistan back to the stone age" I will still have to defend his right to say it, but still it don't make it right, now does it? 
God is not the author of evil and so these terrorists are not acting in the name of God, they are acting in the name of Satan and his followers who might just be the Bin Ladens and the Taliban. I to agree with Mr. Tamim Ansary that what they want to do is to start a Holy War. That is exactly what he expects to happen and who can say, with time, that it will not become exactly that? He also wants to bring this country to its knees: He wants to instil fear in all the people: He wants them to lose faith in God, and in the Government here. If he can instil the fear in all the people, they will remain his victims and so, if the public allows this, he will have won hands down.
Already, It has caused much hardship on the people in this country and all nations. It is always the innocent people that have to suffer for the ignorance, the greed and power hungry people around the world, whether it be Government officials or just ordinary business people. It doesn't really matter from what walk of life they come. It's sad to see that so many human beings would take advantage of the people in any country because of a disaster such as this, especially to hurt any person for any purpose for greed and we can most all say, we have seen that at some point in our life. Anyway I pray that all people, especially in this country U.S.A will not have any fear from the terrorist, that they will continue life as usual, but most of all I pray that all will just put their trust in God, which where it should always be, and leave it all in his hands. Then you will have no need to be fearful.
I did not personally lose any family or friends in the terrible tragedy in N.Y. but let me also say that all mankind are my brothers and sisters in God throughout the world, and while I don't know what those of you who have lost friends and family are suffering, I can say that I do know what it feels like suffering for lost loved ones. It doesn't matter how you lose them, the pain is the same.
My heart and prayers go out to all for their loss and also to those nationalities who are now being persecuted by some of the citizens in U.S.A. and other nations as well for just being who you are and are innocent of any wrong doing. It really scares me to think that we have people in this day and age; not only in this country but all over the world who still have so much prejudice in them and assume you are guilty because of your skin colouring or language is a little different. 
God help us all, every one! Sincerely, Miriam 
 


 WEB SITES WORTH A VISIT
 

http://www.he-is-able.com/page58a.html
http://www.geocities.com/j1conair/stories_oldmule.html 

 


Psalm 52 (2001 version)
Addressed to Madeline Murray O'Hare on behalf of all our American readers.
 

For those of you who don't know who Madeline Murray O'Hare is, she is the servant of Satan who successfully had all Bible reading and prayer eliminated from American schools and who is now working just as hard to have all Christian broadcasts removed from American TV. Whilst I am certainly in no position to pass judgement upon this woman, I believe that she could be held personally responsible for the events of September 11th. For Biblical support of this belief, read Amos chapter 3 and substitute the word "America" (the country whose national motto is "In God we trust") for "Israel. Then pray without ceasing that the American judiciary will see the Light and not only reject Ms O'Hare's latest attacks on Our Creator, but also revoke the horrendous error they have already made. (In the meantime, I pray and urge all our non-American readers to do likewise, that our governments NEVER succumb to such evil as this woman has perpetrated.) Also, if, like me, your heart goes out to our American Christian brothers and sisters and you would like to voice your support in a practical way, just send your name to Lisa Norman who is organising a petition to oppose the new assault on our faith at
 LisaNormanelectric_yellow@hotmail.com
 

1 Why do you boast of evil, you mighty woman? 
Why do you boast all day long, 
you who are a disgrace in the eyes of God?
2 Your tongue plots destruction; 
it is like a sharpened razor, 
you who practice deceit. 
3 You love evil rather than good, 
falsehood rather than speaking the truth. Selah 
4 You love every harmful word, 
O you deceitful tongue! 
 

5 Surely God will bring you down to everlasting ruin: 
He will snatch you up and tear you from your tent; 
he will uproot you from the land of the living. Selah 
6 The righteous will see and fear; 
they will laugh at her, saying, 
7 "Here now is the woman 
who did not make God her stronghold 
but trusted in her great wealth 
and grew strong by destroying others!" 
 

8 But I am like an olive tree 
flourishing in the house of God; 
I trust in God’s unfailing love 
for ever and ever. 
9 I will praise you forever for what you have done; 
in your name I will hope, for your name is good.
I will praise you in the presence of your saints. 
 



WHEN I SAY, "I AM A CHRISTIAN"
By Carol Wimmer

When I say, "I am a Christian,"  I'm not shouting "I am saved."
I'm whispering, "I was lost"; That's why I chose this way.
When I say, "I am a Christian," I don't speak of this with pride.
I'm confessing that I stumble, and need someone to be my guide.
When I say, "I am a Christian," I'm not trying to be strong.
I'm professing that I'm weak, and pray for strength to carry on.
When I say, "I am a Christian," I'm not bragging of success.
I'm admitting I have failed, and cannot ever pay the debt.
When I say, "I am a Christian," I'm not claiming to be perfect.
My flaws are too visible, but God believes I'm worth it.
 

When I say, "I am a Christian," I still feel the sting of pain.
I have my share of heartaches, which is why I speak His name.
When I say, "I am a Christian," I do not wish to judge.
I have no authority; I only know I'm loved.


 

GOD's WORLD
If you're an arachnaphobe maybe you shouldn't read this!
It has been calculated that on every acre of British farmland there live about two million spiders and the insects that they eat in a year would outweigh the human population!
I really wanted to know that. - Didn't you?


The Real Wonders
sent by Jan
 

Here's a good story about the "Seven Wonders Of The World" I just heard that I'd like to share with you today:

It seems a group of geography students were studying the Seven Wonders of the World." At the end of their course, they were asked to list what they each considered to be the Seven Wonders of the Modern World.

These got the most votes:

1. The Grand Canyon

2. The Empire State Building
3. The Great Wall of China
4. The Pyramids of Egypt
5. The Taj Mahal
6. St. Peter's Basilica
7. The Panama Canal

As the teacher was going over the results, he noticed that one girl had not turned in her paper. He asked if she was having trouble with her list, she responded, "Yes. I can't make up my mind because there seem to be so many." 
The teacher said, "Let me help. Read what you've got so far."

The girl hesitantly started to read, "I think the Seven Wonders of the World are:

1. to touch
2. to taste
3. to see
4. to hear
5. to run
6. to laugh
7. to love

Do we take more notice of the "wonders" man has built and tend to forget about the real wonders that God has given us? Yes, sometimes. They may seem just ordinary to us, and we need to be reminded, as the student has done, of how truly wondrous they are.

I pray that we all will remember to take better notice of God's true wonders of the world, and then praise and thank Him for them.


STORIES TO MAKE YOU SMILE


A man dies and, when he gets to the pearly gates, he is met by; you guessed it, St. Peter. 
Peter says, "It takes 1000 points to enter heaven."

The man puffs up and says, "That should be no trouble. I am a Presbyterian elder who has been faithfully married for 60 years." 
St. Peter says, "That will give you a point."

The man is troubled but unruffled and says, "I am a staunch Republican and have never missed voting in a national election. I was a Scoutmaster for 25 years and never missed Sunday school for 50 years." 
St. Peter says, "Good, that will give you another 2 points."

Now the man is beginning to show the first signs of deep agony. "Well, I have tithed my GROSS income, not "net" like many others on the Session. I have never declared bankruptcy and I have always paid my bills on time. I've been a good father and an ardent lover to my wife. So there." 
St. Peter says "Good for you. That will give you another three points for a total of six.

The man is sweating and on the verge of serious arguing. Finally he collapses in the arms of St. Peter with the words, "I guess I'll just have to throw myself on the mercy of God."

St. Peter, calmly replies, "That will give you an additional 1000 points. Welcome to the heavenly kingdom!"



There was this Christian lady that had to do a lot of travelling for her business so she did a lot of flying. But flying made her nervous so she always took her Bible along with her to read and it helped relax her. One time she was sitting next to a man. When he saw her pull out her Bible he gave a little chuckle and went back to what he was doing.

After a while he turned to her and asked "You don't really believe all that stuff in there do you?"

The lady replied, "Of course I do. It's the Bible."

He said, "Well what about that guy that was swallowed by a whale?

She replied "Oh, Jonah. Yes I believe that, it is in the Bible.

He asked, "Well, how do you suppose he survived all that time inside the whale?"

The lady said, "Well I don't really know. I guess when I get to heaven I will ask him."
"What if he isn't in heaven?" the man asked sarcastically.

"Then you can ask him." replied the lady.


 

Lunch with God
sent by Milton Hazlewood
 

    A little boy wanted to meet God. He thought it was a long trip to where God lived, so he packed his suitcase with Twinkies and a six-pack of Root beer and he started his journey.
    When he had gone about three blocks, he met an old woman. She was sitting in the park just staring at some pigeons. The boy sat down next to her and opened his suitcase. He was about to take a drink from his root beer when he noticed that the old lady looked hungry, so he offered her a Twinkie.

    She gratefully accepted it and smiled at him.

    Her smile was so pretty that the boy wanted to see it again, so he offered her a root beer. Again, she smiled at him.

    The boy was delighted! They sat there all afternoon eating and smiling, but they never said a word. As it grew dark, the boy realized how tired he was and he got up to leave, but before he had gone more than a few steps, he turned around, ran back to the old woman, and gave her a hug. She gave him her biggest smile ever.

    When the boy opened the door to his own house a short time later, his mother was surprised by the look of joy on his face. She asked him, "What did you do today that made you so happy?" He replied, "I had lunch with God." But before his mother could respond, he added, "You know what?" She's got the most beautiful smile I've ever seen!"
    Meanwhile, the old woman, also radiant with joy, returned to her home. Her son was stunned by the look of peace on her face and he asked, "Mother, what did you do today that made you so happy?" She replied, "I ate Twinkies in the park with God." However, before her son responded, she added, "You know, he's much younger than I expected."

    Too often we underestimate the power of a touch, a smile, a kind word, a listening ear, an honest compliment, or the smallest act of caring, all of which have the potential to turn a life around.

People come into our lives for a reason, a season, or a lifetime.
Embrace all equally!
Have lunch with God.
Wishing you a wonderful day!


 

Kids! Why we love 'em!
A collection of short stories sent by Jerry and Nancy Wall

Author and lecturer Leo Buscaglia once talked about a contest he was asked to judge. The purpose of the contest was to find the most caring child. The winner was a four-year-old child whose next-door neighbour was an elderly gentleman who had recently lost his wife. Upon seeing the man cry, the little boy went into the old gentleman's yard, climbed onto his lap, and just sat there. When his mother asked him what he had said to the neighbour, the little boy said, "Nothing, I just helped him cry."


Teacher Debbie Moon's first graders were discussing a picture of a family. One little boy in the picture had a different colour hair than the other family members. One child suggested that he was adopted and a little girl said, "I know all about adoptions because I was adopted." 

"What does it mean to be adopted?" asked another child. 

"It means," said the girl, "that you grew in your mommy's heart instead of her tummy."


A four year old was at the paediatrician for a check up. As the doctor looked down her ears with an otoscope, he asked, "Do you think I'll find Big Bird in here?" The little girl stayed silent. Next, the doctor took a tongue depressor and looked down her throat. He asked, "Do you think I'll find the Cookie Monster down there?" Again, the little girl was silent. Then the doctor put a stethoscope to her chest. As he listened to her heartbeat, he asked, "Do you think I'll hear Barney in there?"  

"Oh, no!" the little girl replied. "Jesus is in my heart. Barney's on my underpants."


As I was driving home from work one day, I stopped to watch a local Little League baseball game that was being played in a park near my home.  As I sat down behind the bench on the first-base line, I asked one of the boys what the score was. "We're behind 14 to nothing," he answered with a smile.  
"Really," I said. "I have to say you don't look very discouraged."

"Discouraged?" the boy asked with a puzzled look on his face. "Why should we be discouraged? We haven't been up to bat yet."


Whenever I'm disappointed with my spot in life, I stop and think about little Jamie Scott. Jamie was trying out for a part in a school play. His mother told me that he'd set his heart on being in it, though she feared he would not be chosen. On the day the parts were awarded, I went with her to collect him after school. Jamie rushed up to her, eyes shining with pride and excitement. "Guess what Mom," he shouted, and then said those words that will remain a lesson to me: "I've been chosen to clap and cheer."


An Eye Witness Account from New York City, on a cold day in December: A little boy about 10 years old was standing before a shoe store on the roadway, barefooted, peering through the window, and shivering with cold. A lady approached the boy and said, "My little fellow, why are you looking so earnestly in that window?" 
"I was asking God to give me a pair of shoes," was the boy's reply. 
The lady took him by the hand and went into the store and asked the clerk to get half a dozen pairs of socks for the boy. She then asked if he could give her a basin of water and a towel. He quickly brought them to her. She took the little fellow to the back part of the store and, removing her gloves, knelt down, washed his little feet, and dried them with a towel. By this time the clerk had returned with the socks. Placing a pair upon the boy's feet, she purchased him a pair of shoes. She tied up the remaining pairs of socks and gave them to him. She patted him on the head and said, "No doubt, my little fellow, you feel more comfortable now?" 
As she turned to go, the astonished lad caught her by the hand, and looking up in her face, with tears in his eyes, answered the question with these words: "Are you God's Wife?"


 Time to Remember
adapted from an item sent by Donna Leonard

One day Satan and Jesus were having a conversation. Satan had just come from the Garden of Eden, and he was gloating and boasting.

"Yes, sir, just caught the world full of people down there. Set me a trap, used bait I knew they couldn't resist. Got 'em all!"

"What are you going to do with them?" Jesus asked.

Satan replied, "Oh, I'm gonna have fun! I'm gonna teach them how to marry and divorce each other, how to hate and abuse each other, how to drink and smoke and curse. I'm gonna teach them how to invent guns and bombs and kill each other. I'm really gonna have fun!"

"And what will you do when you get done with them?" Jesus asked.

 "Oh, I'll kill 'em," Satan glared proudly.

"How much do you want for them?" Jesus asked.

"Oh, you don't want those people. They ain't no good. Why, you'll take them and they'll just hate you. They'll spit on you, curse you and kill you! You don't want those people!!"
"How much?" Jesus asked again.

Satan looked at Jesus and sneered, "All your tears, and all your blood." 

Jesus said, "DONE!"  Then He paid the price.

Isn't it sad how simple it is for people to trash God and then wonder why the world's going to hell.

Isn't it sad how people believe what the newspapers say, but question what the Bible says.
Isn't it sad how everyone wants to go to heaven provided they do not have to believe, think, say, or do anything the Bible says. 

Or is it scary? 

Isn't it sad how someone can say, "I believe in God" but still follow Satan (who, by the way also "believes" in God)?

Isn't it sad how you can send a thousand jokes through e-mail and they spread like wildfire, but when you start sending messages regarding the Lord, people think twice about sharing.

Isn't it sad how the lewd, crude, vulgar and obscene pass freely through cyberspace, but the public discussion of Jesus is suppressed in the school and workplace?
Isn't it sad how someone can be so fired up for Christ on Sunday, but be an invisible Christian the rest of the week. 

Are you laughing?

Isn't it sad how when you go to forward this message, you will not send it to many on your address list because you're not sure what they believe, or what they will think of you for sending it to them.

Isn't it sad how I can be more worried about what other people think of me than what God thinks of me.



AND,
STORIES TO MAKE YOU CRY 


 

Please Take Me To God
from Ann and Charlie
 

I was driving to the grocery store just thinking of everything on my list to do today. Taking the kids to soccer practice, cleaning the house, getting groceries, getting the oil changed in the car, the list went on and on. I was feeling overwhelmed and was already tired before I had even gotten started. 
On my way to the store I saw something horrible happen, a train had run into a car that was crossing the tracks. I thought "Oh no! This is horrible, there is no way the driver of that car could have lived!!"

I was the closest car to the tracks so I put my car in park and got out. I ran over to the car and looked in and could not believe what I was seeing. Tears came to my eyes and I just couldn't take it. Inside the car was a woman driving that was obviously dead. In the backseat was a baby in its car seat bleeding everywhere and next to the baby was a little girl who I guessed to be about 4 years old and she was bleeding also.

Just then the little girl spoke. She said, "Is my mommy and baby sister okay?" 
I just looked at her and said, "Honey I don't know. There is a doctor on his way right now." 
Just then the little girl started crying saying, "Don't take my mommy and my baby sister. Take me with you too!! Please!!" She was pleading at who knows what to take her - but take her where???

I asked the little girl who she was talking to and she said, "Don't you see? That Angel is taking my mommy and my baby sister! I want to go with them too! My mommy is waving goodbye to me and she is holding my baby sister and she is smiling!" The little girl started to cry because she did not want to stay; she wanted to go with her mommy and her baby sister. I felt so sorry for her.

I didn't believe in God and I thought to myself, where did an Angel come from? What kind of God would take a mommy and a baby but not the little sister?

At that moment I saw the little girl start to smile so big as she held her arms out to something, someone to pick her up. I thought to myself that she must be delirious and maybe she is hurt worse than I thought. Just then the little girl closed her eyes and slumped over in her seat. She was dead!

I couldn't be sad even though this was a 4-year-old little girl that had just died. You wouldn't be sad either if you could see that beautiful smile on her face! I guess her mommy and baby sister came back to get her. That was also the day that God came to get me - as that was the day that I became a believer and turned my life over to The Living God.

Jesus said, " if you are ashamed of me, I will be ashamed of you before my Father." 


 
THE SHOPPING LIST
sent by Jim Keeling
 

  Louise Redden, a poorly dressed lady with a look of defeat on her face, walked into a grocery store.  She approached the owner of the store in a most humble manner and asked if he would let her charge a few groceries.

  She softly explained that her husband was very ill and unable to work, they had seven children and they needed food.  John Longhouse, the grocer, scoffed at her and requested that she leave his store.

  Visualizing the family needs, she said: 'Please, sir!  I will bring you the money just as soon as I can."  John told her he could not give her credit, as she did not have a charge account at his store.

  Standing beside the counter was a customer who overheard the conversation between the two.  The customer walked forward and told the grocer that he would stand good for whatever she needed for her family.

  The grocer said in a very reluctant voice, "Do you have a grocery list?

  Louise replied, "Yes sir"

  "O.K." he said, "put your grocery list on the scales and whatever your grocery list weighs, I will give you that amount in groceries."

  Louise, hesitated a moment with a bowed head, then she reached into her purse and took out a piece of paper and scribbled something on it.  She then laid the piece of paper on the scale carefully with her head still bowed. The eyes of the grocer and the customer showed amazement when the scales went down and stayed down.

  The grocer, staring at the scales, turned slowly to the customer and said begrudgingly, "I can't believe it." The customer smiled and the grocer started putting the groceries on the other side of the scales.

  The scale did not balance so he continued to put more and more groceries on them until the scales would hold no more.  The grocer stood there in utter disgust.

  Finally, he grabbed the piece of paper from the scales and looked at it with greater amazement.  It was not a grocery list, it was a prayer which said,   "Dear Lord, you know my Needs and I am leaving this in your hands."  The grocer gave her the groceries that he had gathered and stood in stunned silence.

  Louise thanked him and left the store.  The customer handed a fifty-dollar bill to the grocer and said, "It was worth every penny of it."

  Only God Knows how much a prayer weighs.


 

THE PRIORITIES OF A SERVANT
sent by Ashleigh Lowrey
(from his uncle, Vernon B Parmenter)

A young boy by the name of James had a desire to be the most famous manufacturer and salesman of cheese in the world. He planned on becoming rich and famous by making and selling cheese and began with a little buggy pulled by a pony named Paddy. After making his cheese, he would load his wagon and he and Paddy would drive down the streets of Chicago to sell the cheese. As the months passed, the young boy began to despair because he was not making any money, in spite of his long hours and hard work.

One day he pulled his pony to a stop and began to talk to him. He said, "Paddy, there is something wrong. We are not doing it right. I am afraid we have things turned around and our priorities are not where they ought to be. Maybe we ought to serve God and place him first in our lives." The boy drove home and made a covenant that for the rest of his life he would first serve God and then would work as God directed.

Many years after this, the young boy, now a man, stood as Sunday School Superintendent at North Shore Baptist Church in Chicago and said, "I would rather be a layman in the North Shore Baptist Church than to head the greatest corporation in America. My first job is serving Jesus."


So, every time you take a take a bite of Philadelphia Cream cheese, sip a cup of Maxwell House, mix a quart of Kool-Aid, slice up a DiGiorno Pizza, cook a pot of Macaroni & Cheese, spread some Grey Poupon, stir a bowl of Cream of Wheat, slurp down some Jell-O, eat the cream out of the middle of an Oreo cookie, or serve some Stove Top, remember a boy, his pony named Paddy, and the promise little James L. Kraft made to serve God and work as He directed.


 

The Clown
written and sent by Dennis Arrowood
 

Plank House Brewery was a friend of mine.
I drank Ice House Beer all the time.
I used to visit Marlboro Country a whole lot too.
And when I wasn't smoking cigarettes, I was rolling a joint or two.
I would ride around with Johnny Walker, Jack Daniels, and Old Jim Beam.
They were good friends of mine or so it seemed.
I liked the Playboy Playmates and the Penthouse Pets.
But those trashy girls in Hustler were the ones I liked the best.
Parties, smoking, and running around with women
Life was moving fast it kept my head spinning.
Then one day GOD looked down from way above the sky 
And said, "Who's that crazy clown, we've got to save that guy.
Go get him HOLY GHOST and be sure You don't let him go.
We'll cleanse him with the BLOOD OF JESUS. We'll wash him white as snow.
Now the devil wanted to keep me and he put up a pretty good fight.
But the HOLY GHOST was quicker He's faster than the speed of light. 
THE HOLY GHOST came and convicted me of my sins.
He took out the heart of stone and a heart of flesh He did put in.
I went to the altar, confessed and repented of my sins.
Then JESUS said, "Now get up from there. We've got work to do my friend.
Go in all the world and tell others about me.
Tell them about the love of GOD so the HOLY GHOST can set another clown free."


 

I don't know whether this next story sent by Jim Keeling is true or not - although he does say it was sent to him by a flight attendant friend - but it doesn't really matter. Jesus told untrue stories that had beautiful messages in them - He called them parables. So why not us too? I hope it is true though but, in any event, I'm sure you'll appreciate it.
A Flight Attendant's Story
 

    We were about 5 hours out of Frankfurt flying over the North Atlantic and I was in my crew rest seat taking my scheduled rest break.  All of a sudden the curtains parted violently and I was told to go to the cockpit, right now, to see the captain. As soon as I got there I noticed that the crew had one of those "All Business" looks on their faces. The captain handed me a printed message. I quickly read the message and realized the importance of it. The message was from Atlanta, addressed to our flight, and simply said, "All airways over the Continental US are closed. Land ASAP at the nearest airport, advise your destination."
    Now, when a dispatcher tells you to land immediately without suggesting which airport, one can assume that the dispatcher has reluctantly given up control of the flight to the captain. We knew it was a serious situation and we needed to find terra firma quickly.  It was quickly decided that the nearest airport was 400 miles away, behind our right shoulder, in Gander, on the island of Newfoundland. A quick request was made to the Canadian traffic controller and a right turn, directly to Gander, was approved immediately. We found out later why there was no hesitation by the Canadian controller approving our request. We, the in-flight crew, were told to get the airplane ready for an immediate landing. While this was going on another message arrived from Atlanta telling us about some terrorist activity in the New York area.

    We briefed the in-flight crew about going to Gander and we went about our business 'closing down' the airplane for a landing. A few minutes later I went back to the cockpit to find out that some airplanes had been hijacked and were being flown into buildings all over the US. We decided to make an announcement and LIE to the passengers for the time being. We told them that an instrument problem had arisen on the airplane and that we needed to land at Gander, to have it checked. We promised to give more information after landing in Gander. There were many unhappy passengers but that is par for the course.

    We landed in Gander about 40 minutes after the start of this episode. There were already about 20 other airplanes on the ground from all over the world. After we parked on the ramp the captain made the following announcement.

    "Ladies and gentlemen, you must be wondering if all these airplanes around us have the same instrument problem as we have. But the reality is that we are here for a good reason."

    Then he went on to explain the little bit we knew about the situation in the US. There were loud gasps and stares of disbelief.

    Local time at Gander was 12:30 pm. (11:00 AM EST) Gander control told us to stay put. No one was allowed to get off the aircraft. No one on the ground was allowed to come near the aircrafts.  Only a car from the airport police would come around once in a while, look us over and go on to the next airplane. In the next hour or so all the airways over the North Atlantic were vacated and Gander alone ended up with 53 airplanes from all over the world, out of which 27 were flying US flags. We were told that each and every plane was to be offloaded, one at a time, with the foreign carriers given the priority. We were No.14 in the US category. We were further told that we would be given a tentative time to deplane at 6 pm. Meanwhile bits of news started to come in over the aircraft radio and for the first time we learned that airplanes were flown into the World Trade Center in New York and into the Pentagon in DC.  People were trying to use their cell phones but were unable to connect due to a different cell system in Canada.
    Some did get through but were only able to get to the Canadian operator who would tell them that the lines to the US were either blocked or jammed and to try again. Some time late in the evening the news filtered to us that the World Trade Center buildings had collapsed and that a fourth hijacking had resulted in a crash. Now the passengers were totally bewildered and emotionally exhausted but stayed calm as we kept reminding them to look around to see that we were not the only ones in this predicament.  There were 52 other planes with people on them in the same situation. We also told them that the Canadian Government was in charge and we were at their mercy. True to their word, at 6 PM, Gander airport told us that our turn to deplane would come at 11 AM, the next morning. That took the last wind out of the passengers and they simply resigned and accepted this news without much noise and really started to get into a mode of spending the night on the airplane.

    Gander had promised us any and all medical attention if needed; medicine, water, and lavatory servicing. And they were true to their word. Fortunately we had no medical situation during the night. We did have a young lady who was 33 weeks into her pregnancy. We took REALLY good care of her. The night passed without any further complications on our airplane despite the uncomfortable sleeping arrangements. About 10:30 on the morning of the 12th we were told to get ready to leave the aircraft.  A convoy of school buses showed up at the side of the airplane, the stairway was hooked up and the passengers were taken to the terminal for "processing".

    We, the crew, were taken to the same terminal but were told to go to a different section, where we were processed through Immigration and customs and then had to register with the Red Cross.  After that we were isolated from our passengers and were taken in a caravan of vans to a very small hotel in the town of Gander. We had no idea where our passengers were going.

    The town of Gander has a population of 10,400 people. Red Cross told us that they were going to process about 10,500 passengers from all the airplanes that were forced into Gander.  We were told to just relax at the hotel and wait for a call to go back to the airport, but not to expect that call for a while. We found out the total scope of the terror back home only after getting to our hotel and turning on the TV, 24 hours after it all started. Meanwhile we enjoyed ourselves going around town discovering things and enjoying the hospitality. The people were so friendly and they just knew that we were the "Plane people".  We all had a great time until we got that call, 2 days later, on the 14th at 7AM. We made it to the airport by 8:30AM and left for Atlanta at 12:30 PM arriving in Atlanta at about 4:30PM. (Gander is 1 hour and 30 minutes ahead of EST, yes!, 1 hour and 30 minutes.)

    But that's not what I wanted to tell you. What passengers told us was so uplifting and incredible and the timing couldn't have been better.  We found out that Gander and the surrounding small communities, within a 75 Kilometre radius, had closed all the high schools, meeting halls, lodges, and any other large gathering places. They converted all these facilities to a mass lodging area.  Some had cots set up, some had mats with sleeping bags and pillows set up. ALL the high school students HAD to volunteer taking care of the "GUESTS".  Our 218 passengers ended up in a town called Lewisporte, about 45 Kilometres from Gander. There they were put in a high school. If any women wanted to be in a women only facility, that was arranged. Families were kept together.  All the elderly passengers were given no choice and were taken to private homes. Remember that young pregnant lady? She was put up in a private home right across the street from a 24 hour Urgent Care type facility. There were DDS on call and they had both male and female nurses available and stayed with the crowd for the duration. Phone calls and emails to US and Europe were available for every one once a day. During the days the passengers were given a choice of "Excursion" trips. Some people went on boat cruises of the lakes and harbours. Some went to see the local forests. Local bakeries stayed open to make fresh bread for the guests. Food was prepared by all the residents and brought to the school for those who elected to stay put.  Others were driven to the eatery of their choice and fed. They were given tokens to go to the local Laundromat to wash their clothes, since their luggage was still on the aircraft.  In other words every single need was met for those unfortunate travellers. Passengers were crying while telling us these stories.  After all that, they were delivered to the airport right on time and without a single one missing or late. All because the local Red Cross had all the information about the goings on back at Gander and knew which group needed to leave for the airport at what time. Absolutely incredible!

    When passengers came on board, it was like they had been on a cruise. Everybody knew everybody else by their name. They were swapping stories of their stay, impressing each other with who had the better time. It was mind-boggling.  Our flight back to Atlanta looked like a party flight. We simply stayed out of their way. The passengers had totally bonded and they were calling each other by their first names, exchanging phone numbers, addresses, and email addresses. And then a strange thing happened. One of our business class passengers approached me and asked if he could speak over the PA to his fellow passengers. We never, never, allow that. But something told me to get out of his way. I said "of course". The gentleman picked up the PA and reminded everyone about what they had just gone through in the last few days. He reminded them of the hospitality they had received at the hands of total strangers. He further stated that he would like to do something in return for the good folks of the town of Lewisporte. He said he was going to set up a Trust Fund under the name of DELTA 15 (our flight number). The purpose of the trust fund is to provide a scholarship for high school student(s) of Lewisporte to help them go to college. He asked for donations of any amount from his fellow travellers.

    When the paper with donations got back to us with the amounts, names, phone numbers and addresses, it totalled to $14.5K or about $20K Canadian. The gentleman who started all this turned out to be an MD from Virginia. He promised to match the donations and to start the administrative work on the scholarship. He also said that he would forward this proposal to Delta Corporate and ask them to donate as well.

    Why, all of this? Just because some people in far away places were kind to some strangers, who happened to literally drop in among them? WHY NOT?


 

THROUGH THE STORMS
sent by Ashleigh Lowrey

I did not know His love before, the way I know it now.
I could not see my need for Him, my pride would not allow.
I had it all, without a care, the "Self-sufficient" lie.
My path was smooth, my sea was still, not a cloud was in my sky.

I thought I knew His love for me, I thought I'd seen His grace,
I thought I did not need to grow, I thought I'd found my place.
But then the way grew rough and dark, the storm clouds quickly rolled;
The waves began to rock my ship, my anchor would not hold.

The ship that I had built myself was made of foolish pride.
It fell apart and left me bare, with nowhere else to hide.
I had no strength or faith to face the trials that lay ahead,
And so I simply prayed to Him and bowed my weary head.

His loving arms enveloped me, and then He helped me stand.
He said, "You still must face this storm, but I will hold your hand."
So through the dark and lonely night He guided me through pain.
I could not see the light of day or when the storm might wane.

Yet through the aches and endless tears, my faith began to grow.
I could not see it at the time, but my light began to glow.
I saw God's love in brand new light, His grace and mercy, too.
For only when all self was gone could Jesus' love shine through.

It was not easy in the storm, I sometimes wondered, "Why?"
At times I thought, "I can't go on." I'd hurt, and doubt, and cry.
But Jesus never left my side. He guided me each day.
Through pain and strife, through fire and flood, He helped me all the way.

And now I see as never before how great His love can be.
How in my weakness He is strong; how Jesus cares for me!
He worked it all out for my good, although the way was rough.
He only sent what I could bear, and then He cried, "Enough!"

He raised His hand and said, "Be still!" He made the storm clouds cease.
He opened up the gates of joy and flooded me with peace.
I saw His face now clearer still, I felt His presence strong,
I found anew His faithfulness, He never did me wrong.

Now I know more storms will come, but only for my good,
For pain and tears have helped me grow as naught else ever could.
I still have so much more to learn as Jesus works in me;
If in the storm I'll love Him more, that's where I want to be!
 



Once again, I am inspired to copy Cheryl Curtis' "Daily Word for our readers - this time, her e-mailing for Tuesday, October 16th. Thank you again for permission to use your inspirational words Cheryl. Whilst this is just one from the last month, these little emails are alway succinct and to-the-point and, very often, make the difference between a mediocre day and a GREAT day. If you're not already on Cheryl's list and would like to be, just click here and follow the prompts.
 

Study to show thyself approved unto God, a workman that need not to be ashamed, rightly dividing the word of truth.  2 Timothy 2:15


There is a growing tendency to assume that if the majority believes something to be true then it must be true.  Truth is not defined by public opinion.  God reveals His truth to us and His truth separates between what is deceptive and what is actually truth.  He warns us not to underestimate the power of the enemy, who attempts to persuade us with vain philosophies and empty promises that seem appealing and logical enough but in fact are gifts clocked in destruction.  It is the truth of God that exposes to us the difference between the truth and the lies; following God's truth will prevent us from falling prey to deceptions no matter how appealing the packaging. His truth that is hid in our hearts enables us to make sound and truthful decisions regardless of what the majority thinks or believes.  The light of His truth always illuminates the darkness.

Prayer 
You are faithful Lord and I place my faith in your word and truth.  Let God be true, and every man a liar. (Romans 3:4) I trust that your love will never fail, and that your truth will illuminate the darkness revealing all deceptions. I will hide your word in my heart like a treasure that I may not be blinded and deceived.  Make my life a testimony of your truth and love. Praise your glorious name forever and ever. Amen.
