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Animation by Milton Hazlewood
 

Wise men still seek Jesus!
 

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. We pray that 2002 will be a wonderful year of revival and restoration, of health and prosperity for each and every one of those who keep God's Commandments and have the faith of Jesus Christ (Rev 12:17)
 

Because there is an unusually large number of beautiful stories already graphically presented on various web sites this month, this edition of "Making A Difference" has been kept as short as possible so that you can take the time to visit them all. Please do so at your leisure and enjoy them.
 

As usual, we seem to be having major problems with Hotmail addresses. Every month several hundred magazines get returned to us as undelivered to Hotmail users. Since nearly all ISPs offer an email address to their subscribers it would seem to me that most of you should have one of those and so, if you do (or have ANYTHING other than Hotmail!) that we can use please email us and tell it to us and we will update our address book (don't forget to tell us your full names and old Hotmail address too though).
 

A great big "Thank You" to Paul 'n' Joanne Recht at "Life Changing Love" who made BKM their Site of the Month for December and to Yvette Burleigh who has put a beautiful link to our web site on her home page, "CCs Christian Country Corner." Their two URLs are:

http://www.lifechanginglove.com/personal.htm  and
http://www.geocities.com/crazyclicker2000/index.html
so please pay them a visit and sign their guestbooks.
 

EDITORIAL:
Speaking to the prophet Isaiah, God said,
 

"I make known the end from the beginning, from ancient times, what is still to come."
(Isaiah 46:10)
 

For this month's editorial I would like you to spend a little time contemplating those words. When reading them it would be very easy to become fatalistic. Jesus' disciple John wrote, "God is greater than our hearts, and He knows everything." (1 John 3:20) and David wrote, "When I was woven together in the depths of the earth, Your eyes saw my unformed body. All the days ordained for me were written in your book before one of them came to be." (Psalm 139:15, 16) After all, it would be easy to believe, if God already knows everything that is going to happen, what is the point of us doing anything to change whatever bad habits we may have because our fate is already determined? In fact, there are many people who profess to be Christians who believe exactly that! However, it is necessary to look further. Going back to Isaiah 46, God also said, "What I have planned, that will I do." (v. 11)
 

Now this leaves us with a slightly different picture. What God has planned WILL happen. That's quite clear. So it must follow that whatever plans He has made for the end of the world WILL be fulfilled. He also said, "I know the plans I have for you, plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you a hope and a future." (Jeremiah 29:11) So, that being the case, it really does seem as though our fates are already determined doesn't it?
 

Well, yes they are! That is, God has a wonderful plan for every single person who has ever lived or will live on this planet. However, Satan doesn't want God's plans for us - to prosper us and give us hope and a future - to succeed and so he runs around like a roaring lion looking for someone to devour (1 Peter 5:8). He tells his great lie, "You will not surely die." to anyone who is stupid enough to listen to him. Jesus said, "Wide is the gate and broad the road that leads to destruction. And many there will be who find it." (Matthew 7:13)  From this it becomes apparent that, even though God knows what He wants for us, there will be many people who, in effect, reject His gift of grace. That is the freedom of choice gift that I discussed in last month's editorial. He mourns over this bitterly. 
 

You know, I sincerely believe that God is full of hope. Even though He knows the end from the beginning - in other words, He knows what you and I will decide - He still ardently HOPES that we will surprise Him and turn around and follow His Son's example and keep the Commandments. If the Scriptural prophecies are carefully studied (and I don't propose to do that here - you can study them all in your Bible and in my book "God's Deal With YOU") - it is very obvious that the time for Jesus' return is now overdue. So, since God knows the end from the beginning, what is He waiting for? "He is patient with you, not wanting anyone to perish, but everyone to come to repentance." (2 Peter 3:9b)
 

Last month I wrote about how Jesus' prophesied that the end will come when the gospel is preached throughout the world and how that has not yet happened. This month I want to add another thought to that. Could it be that God is purposely allowing Islamic countries to prohibit the preaching of the gospel so that He doesn't have to fulfil Jesus' prophesy - YET? Could it be that, being patient with us, He is purposely delaying Judgement Day because there are people who He KNOWS will accept and love Jesus as their Saviour and, in demonstration of that acceptance, change their lives to obedience to ALL the Commandments ("If you love me, keep the commandments." [John 14:15]) and thus be saved? In other words, is it US who are causing the delay - NOT HIM?
 

If that is the case, who are those people who will refuse to worship the beast, those whose names are written in the Lamb's Book of Life? (ref. Revelation 13:8) More to the point though, who are those people who are presently (albeit inadvertently through ignorance) worshiping the beast (Satan's counterfeit christ - ref. Matthew 24:24) by NOT keeping ALL TEN of the Commandments? Beloved friends, I believe that the time is close when the die will be forever cast and the prophecy of Revelation 22:19 will be finally realised. "Let him who does wrong continue to do wrong; let him who is vile continue to be vile; let him who does right continue to do right; and let him who is holy continue to be holy." 
 

Since God knows the end from the beginning it must follow that He knows who will realise their mistake (of following the false christ) and turn around and He knows who won't! So the question remains, where are YOU right now? If you have read your Bible and if you have read "God's Deal With YOU" then you cannot say that you don't know the truth. Is God delaying the end just for YOU? Is the whole world from the beginning of time waiting for YOU? When you think about it, SOMEONE has to be the very last person to turn. THEN God will say, "That's it! No one else is going to turn from their sinful (lawbreaking - ref: 1 John 3:4) ways. It is finished! Go now My Son." and the vision that John was given in Revelation 14:14-16 will be fulfilled. 
 

Have you already turned or could that last person be YOU?


 TESTIMONY
"ELEVEN MIRACLES"
Rather than attempt to replicate David Burleigh's testimony, I invite you to visit his own web site and read it as he has very imaginatively presented it.
http://www.geocities.com/davidtheeditor/miracle.htm


 

 WEB SITES WORTH A VISIT
There are a lot this month but I promise you, they are all worth the time
and most of them don't take very long!


 

http://www.deesplace4you.com/OhHolyNight.html
http://www.link4u.com/littledidsheknow.htm
http://www.link4u.com/godslove.htm
http://www.eakles.com/christmas_not_xmas.htm 

http://www.interviewwithgod.com/lordsprayer.htm
http://brookehaven.homestead.com/url_bestdayofmylife.html 
http://www.geocities.com/thefathersplace  
http://www.warmfuzzies4u.com/flash/loveis.shtml 

http://csoakley.com/9159.html
http://www.deesplace.com/marydidyouknow.html 

http://www.sandysworldonline.com/go_to_sleep_angel_child.html 

http://www.sandysworldonline.com/email.html 

 http://heavenlylightspoetry.homestead.com/Christmas.html 

http://www.geocities.com/lbuddy2001/mygarden.html
http://www.geocities.com/sanfrancisco_mermaid/christmas/CHRISTMAS_MISTAKE
http://www.dailymotivator.com/memberflash/rightnow.html 

The following site has a number of very useful (and very small - 5 second download) programmes that many of you will find really useful. Well worth a look. Thank you to David Burleigh for sharing it.
http://www.programming.de/
and, if you want the fuller version, try
http://www.timeanddate.com/worldclock/full.html


Highway Hero 
By Carol A. Price-Lopata
 

    During my third year as a speaker, giving seminars all over the country, I was driving into Wheeling, West Virginia, to teach a class on self-esteem to 150 women. My background includes being raised by a mother and grandmother who took great pains to teach me that families take care of one another no matter what.  I knew I could always count on them when I was in trouble, and they knew they could do the same.

    I was driving faster than I should have been because I desperately wanted to make it to Wheeling before the severe rains that had been predicted began to fall. As I saw the sign telling me Wheeling was eight miles away, I speeded up even a bit more, even though a few raindrops had just begun to fall.

    With no warning, I heard a boom – not too loud, but loud enough to know it wasn't a good sound.  When I turned off the radio to further evaluate the sound, it became clear I had a tire problem: probably a flat.  I slowed down, knowing from high school driver's education not to brake hard, but knowing still that I needed to get off the road for my safety. On the side of the road, I looked around, saw nothing but rugged hills, a six-lane highway and very fast traffic.  I locked the door, to be safe, and tried to figure out what to do.  I did not have a cellular phone, as they were not that common many years ago.

    Every story I had ever heard about women having bad experiences on the side of the road in strange cities ran through my mind like a movie reel, and I tried to decide if I would be safer staying with the car or walking to the next exit.  It was beginning to get dark, and I truly was becoming afraid. My grandmother taught me as a very little girl that things work out if you keep your head about you, and I was trying very hard to do just that.

    At that very moment, a large semi passed very fast on my left, causing my car to shudder, and I saw that the directional light was on, indicating he was pulling over in front of me.  I could hear his brakes squeal, as he was braking fast and hard. I again thought, Am I safer or in more danger?  I could see the truck as it slowly backed up on the shoulder of the road and decided that to be very safe, I would take a precaution I had seen in a movie.  I took out a pad in my briefcase and wrote down the name of the trucking company and the Ohio license number, as they both were visible from my car.  I put the pad with this information under the driver's seat just in case!

    Even though it was now raining quite hard, the driver came running back from the truck to my car and said through my window that I had opened only three inches, that he had seen the tire blow and would be glad to change it.  He asked for the car keys to get into the trunk; and although I knew I was about to lose all my safety precautions, it seemed to be my best choice.  I gave him the keys.  He changed the tire and gave me back the keys.  I asked him through the three-inch opening in the window if I could pay him for his kindness.  He said, "We drivers in Ohio believe in taking care of women in trouble on the highway." 

    I then asked him for the name of his boss so I could send him or her a letter relaying how wonderful he had been.  He laughed a very odd laugh and gave me the name of his boss, a woman, and his card, which had the name of the trucking company, the address and the phone number.  I thanked him again, and the now soaking-wet man ran back to the truck.  Gratefully, I went on to Wheeling to present my seminar.

    Upon returning to Florida, I had a T-shirt made for this man that showed an angel in a truck with the words printed across the picture, "Highway Hero," and sent it to the address on the card.

    It came back, addressee unknown.

    I called the number on the card and got a recording saying no such number existed.  I called the city newspaper for that town, asked for the editor, explained the dilemma and asked that a letter to the editor be placed in the paper thanking the driver.  The editor, who had lived there all his life, said there was no such company in that city.  He further investigated and called me back and said there was no such business registered in Ohio.  The editor went one step further.  He called the state motor vehicle bureau to ask about the license and was told no such plate had ever been issued.

    The upshot is that this man, his truck and the company never existed, the "rescue" never happened and I must have been dreaming.

    But I know I wasn't. 
 

Nothing Can Separate Us from God's Love.  Our LORD, you keep your word and do everything you say.  When someone stumbles or falls, you give a helping hand. - Psalm 145.13b,14


 

MAILBOX
 

As the BKM mailing list continues to grow so does the amount of email that arrives in the inbox every day. Typically, I get home at around 6 - 7 PM and cook myself some dinner, eat it and then clear up. So it is usually about 8:00 by the time I get to turn on the computer. Most days of the last month there have been a minimum of 40 emails waiting for me when I arrive home from work. With the exception of unsolicited commercial stuff, I always read EVERYTHING you send and, where necessary, send a reply. 
 

I am mentioning all this because it has concerned me that some of those replies may have seemed a bit brief or even terse and so I want to assure you that is not my intention. Please forgive me if that's the way it has seemed. I often restrict myself to answering questions as briefly as possible (just so that I can make it to bed before 1:00 AM!). Also, where the mailings are regular daily devotionals and the like, I always read them but only reply where it seems desirable to do so. This doesn't mean I have ignored them where I make no comment. So again, please don't feel that you have wasted your time and effort in sending your messages. If they are faithful to Scripture, they are all precious and I thank you for them.
 

There is one request that I will make though and that is where you send items for inclusion in "Making A Difference." It would be a tremendous help to me and, in some cases, save literally hours if you could 'clean them up' before forwarding them - that is, remove all the spelling mistakes, forward arrows and line breaks so that all I have to do is paste the item straight into the magazine. Thank you to those of you that have consistently done this. You have no idea how much your efforts have been appreciated!
 

We have received a number of emails on the subjects of Osama bin Laden, the Taliban and terrorism and also on the banning of any Christian references in American schools (both of which have been extensively addressed in past issues of "Making A Difference" and elsewhere since September 11th). Thank you to all those readers who have written on these subjects. Space precludes the inclusion of all your letters and I hope you will agree that your sentiments have, by now, been more than adequately expressed by others.


Re: -  ABC News and the Bible (December) 
 

I am writing in regard to the article about ABC and their disregard for the Bible. I am the person who wrote that letter to ABC and I just wanted to correct a couple of items. 

My name is Jim Neugent.  I am not a coach and I don't live in Childress, Texas.  I live in Mena, Arkansas. USA.  Also, the sentence in ABC's reply to me that says, "You are in the minority in this country and your boycott will not affect our freedom of expression" was NOT part of ABC's original response.  Unfortunately, some folks feel the need to make a bad situation worse and they have added a lie to the letter. 

My original letter to ABC was written in April 1999.  I have since received more than 3000 emails in response to it.  I continue to receive queries regarding this in the form of email, phone calls and snail mail.  More than 90% of the people who have written have been favorable.  But those who make up the less than 10% can sure be nasty.  I have been told by some who claim to be Christian that I need to keep my mouth shut.   One pastor told me that I'm "the kind of ultra right-wing redneck who gives Christianity a bad name." 

You do need to know that the person who wrote the letter was fired  (That was not my intention).  ABC was besieged with criticism of their answer to me and they sent out a 'generic' apology to all who wrote to complain.  An official (who never told me his title) wrote and apologized to me but he defends their programming practices telling me that ABC is trying to entertain a "diverse audience." 

But, there has been much good come from this.  I have had the chance to discuss the scriptures with those who are in disagreement.  The Lord does not teach "tolerance" as some would suggest.  Revelation 2:20.  And for those who have accused me of judging I have asked, "If I quote scripture am I judging or is God." 
I Corinthians 6:9-10 says that, among other sins, homosexuality will keep a person from "inheriting the Kingdom of Heaven."  If I knew of a cure for cancer and kept my mouth shut would I be doing the cancer patient a disservice? 

Thank you for your time. 

Your Brother in Christ, 
Jim Neugent 

 

Editor's note: Thank you Jim, for giving the correct information. It seems appropriate to add to your very pertinent comments that there is a vast difference between making judgements (which every human being does hundreds of times every day) and passing judgement (which is God's personal privilege)!


Re: -  December Editorial
 

I pray everyone realizes this:

All Scripture is given by inspiration of God, and is profitable for doctrine, for reproof, for correction, for instruction in righteousness, that the man of God may be complete, thoroughly equipped for every good work. (2 Timothy 3:16-17)
 
All Scripture is profitable! Knowing this, we cheat ourselves when we do not access every book, every truth, every verse, and every page of our Bibles for the promises and commands God has for us. Because every verse of Scripture is inspired by God and gainful to us, we should not pick and choose which verses we will read and study. We should not claim verses we like and ignore those that convict us! 

If we are to become mature disciples of Jesus, we must allow every Scripture to speak to us and teach us what God desires us to learn. Scripture enables us to evaluate the soundness of doctrines that are being taught. Scripture ought to be the basis for any reproof or correction we bring to another. If you are not firmly grounded in God's Word, you will be bombarded with an assortment of doctrines, lifestyles, and behaviors, and you will have no means to evaluate whether or not they are of God. You cannot develop a righteous life apart from God's Word. Righteousness must be cultivated.
As you fill your mind with the words of God, and as you obey His instructions, He will guide you in the ways of righteousness. Scripture will equip you for any good work God calls you to do. If you feel inadequate for a task God has given you, search the Scriptures, for within them you will find the wisdom you need to carry out His assignment. Allow the Word of God to permeate, guide, and enrich your life.

Karen Lyons.

 

Amen Karen! Very well put!


 

I READ THIS VERY SLOWLY.
I SUGGEST THAT YOU DO TOO,

IT'S PRETTY PROFOUND.
AND QUITE BEAUTIFUL!
Sent by Toni Greenslade
 

    I have a friend who lives by a three-word philosophy: "Seize the moment." Just possibly, she may be the wisest woman on this planet.

    Too many people put off something that brings them joy just because they haven't thought about it, don't have it on their schedule, didn't know it was coming or are too rigid to depart from their routine.

    I got to thinking one day about all those women on the Titanic who passed up dessert at dinner that fateful night in an effort to cut back. From then on, I've tried to be a little more flexible.

    How many women out there will eat at home because their husband didn't suggest going out to dinner until after something had been thawed? Does the word "refrigeration" mean nothing to you?

    How often have your kids dropped in to talk and sat in silence while you watched Jeopardy on television?

    I cannot count the times I called my sister and said, "How about going to lunch in a half hour?" She would gasp and stammer, "I can't. I have clothes on the line. My hair is dirty. I wish I had known yesterday, I had a late breakfast, it looks like rain. And my personal favourite:  "It's Monday". 
She died a few years ago. We never did have lunch together.
    Because people today cram so much into their lives, we tend to schedule our headaches. We live on a sparse diet of promises we make to ourselves when all the conditions are perfect:

    We'll go back and visit the grandparents when we get Stevie toilet-trained.

    We'll entertain-when we replace the living-room carpet. 
    We'll go on a second honeymoon when we get two more kids out of college.

    Life has a way of accelerating as we get older. The days get shorter, and the list of promises to ourselves gets longer. One morning, we awaken, and all we have to show for our lives is a litany of "I'm going to," "I plan on" and "Someday, when things are settled down a bit."

    When anyone calls my 'seize the moment' friend, she is open to adventure and available for trips. She keeps an open mind on new ideas. Her enthusiasm or life is contagious. You talk with her for five minutes, and you're ready to trade your bad feet for a pair of Roller blades and skip an elevator for a bungee cord.

    My lips have not touched ice cream in 10 years. I love ice cream. It's just that I might as well apply it directly to my hips with a spatula and eliminate the digestive process. The other day, I stopped the car and bought a triple-decker. If my car had hit an iceberg on the way home, I would have died happy.

    Now...go on and have a nice day. Do something you WANT to...not something on your SHOULD DO list.

    If you were going to die soon and had only one phone call you could make, who would you call and what would you say? And why are you waiting?

    Make sure you read this to the end; you will understand why I sent this to you.
 

Have you ever watched kids playing on a merry go round 
Or listened to the rain lapping on the ground?
Ever followed a butterfly's erratic flight 
Or gazed at the sun into the fading night?
 

You better slow down 
Don't dance so fast 
Time is short 
The music won't last.
 

Do you run through each day on the fly? 
When you ask "How are you?" Do you hear the reply? 
When the day is done, Do you lie in your bed 
With the next hundred chores running through your head? 

 

You'd better slow down 
Don't dance so fast 
Time is short 
The music won't last.
 

Ever told your child, We'll do it tomorrow 
And in your haste, not see his sorrow?
 

Ever lost touch, Let a good friendship die 
To call and say "Hi"?
 

You'd better slow down 
Don't dance so fast 
Time is short
The music won't last. 
 

When you run so fast to get somewhere
You miss half the fun of getting there. 
When you worry and hurry through your day, 
It's like an unopened gift....Thrown away...
Life is not a race. Do take it slower 
Hear the music Before the song is over.


When You Worry
Author unknown
sent by Yvette Burleigh
    When you worry about money, you're telling Him that He is unable to provide for His children. That although He has riches beyond belief in Heaven, He is too stingy to share them with you.

    When you worry that no one understands you, you're telling Him that although He has been with you since before you were formed in the womb and has carved you into the palm of His hand, He doesn't know you.

    When you worry that you will not have enough food, you're telling Him that although He rained down bread from Heaven in the desert to feed His children, you are the one He's forgotten.

    When you worry that your enemies will have victory over you, you're telling God that although He has given you spiritual battle gear to defend yourself, that despite His track record of being a giant slayer, Red Sea divider, lion mouth closer and a furnace cooler, He can't handle your co-worker, your neighbor, or a former friend.

    When you worry that you won't be able to do enough to earn forgiveness, you're telling Him that's okay Lord, no need for Your Son to die, I can earn my own forgiveness. Let's just act like Jesus never died, tell Him never mind He doesn't need to go to the cross.

    When you worry that no one will love you, that you'll be lonely for the rest of your life, you're telling Him that His love is insufficient. That He couldn't possibly love you enough to ward away loneliness. You're saying that although He has promised life more abundantly, He was lying. That despite the fact that He started off saying that it is not good that we be alone, He's changed His mind.

    When you worry and refuse to give the problem over to Him, you're telling Him that although He could create the world, He can't handle what's going on in your world, so you will. You are saying that He won't work things out, that obstacles cannot be overcome, that mountains can't be climbed, that healing cannot occur, that what is lost will not be found, that joy does not come in the morning, that He is not the God of a second chance, that the Promised Land has been swallowed up by the desert, that you have discovered the height, depth and width of His love and found it to fall short of your needs.
    Think about all that you're saying to the one who loves you the most and who has all power, really think about it. Then open your hands and release what you've been holding onto. Bow down on your knees and ask Him to forgive you for doubting Him. Walk away with a peaceful heart and note the footsteps that go before you to make the crooked places straight, a way in the wilderness and water spring forth in the desert.
    "Do not fear, for I am with you; do not anxiously look about you, for I am your God. I will strengthen you, surely I will help you, surely I will uphold you with My righteous right hand." Isaiah 41:10


STORIES TO MAKE YOU SMILE


OK folks, so this IS a bit late but I still hope you get a smile at the clever way the message is given!
 

WEDDING INVITATION
 

We, Besly, Hepzy and Lesly
(children of Bro. Paul Ciniraj Mohamed)
invite you personally to a great wedding supper.
 

DATE:
Every day. TRADITIONALLY, DECEMBER 25.
He’s always around, so the date is flexible.
 

Guest of Honour:
JESUS CHRIST
 

TIME:
Whenever you’re ready. 
Please don’t be too 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 as He’ll be washing our clothes anyway. He said something about 
new white robes and crowns for everyone who stays till the last.
 

TICKETS:
Admission is free. He’s already paid for everyone.
He says you wouldn’t have been able to afford it; it’s cost Him everything He had!
 

REFRESHMENTS:
New wine, bread and a far-out drink He calls “living water.”  
This will be followed by a supper, that promises to be out of this world!!
 

GIFT SUGGESTIONS:
Your heart. 
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....... And much more!
(All rated “G” so bring your family and friends)
 

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 GIVEN BY:
His Kids. That’s us! Hope To See You There! 
"Let us rejoice and be glad and give Him glory!
For the wedding of the Lamb has come, and his bride has made herself ready.
Fine linen, bright and clean, was given her to wear. 
(Fine linen stands for the righteous acts of the saints)
Blessed are those who are invited to the wedding supper of the Lamb!" (Rev 19:7-9).
 

HEY! stay for the drawing! 
WOW! has he got a prize for you!
ALL OF YOU WHO WILL BE THERE;
 

"WISH YOU A PROSPEROUS NEW YEAR!"


FOR THE GARDEN OF YOUR DAILY LIVING
Sent by Paul and Joanne Recht
 

 PLANT THREE ROWS OF PEAS:
1. Peace of mind
2. Peace of heart
3. Peace of soul
 

PLANT FOUR ROWS OF SQUASH:
1. Squash gossip
2. Squash indifference
3. Squash grumbling
4. Squash selfishness
 

PLANT FIVE ROWS OF LETTUCE:
1. Lettuce pray
2. Lettuce be faithful
3. Lettuce be kind
4. Lettuce be patient
5. Lettuce really love one another
 

NO GARDEN IS WITHOUT TURNIPS:
1. Turnip for meetings
2. Turnip for service
3. Turnip to help one another
 

TO CONCLUDE OUR GARDEN WE MUST HAVE THYME:
1. Thyme for each other
2. Thyme for family
3. Thyme for friends
 

WATER FREELY WITH PATIENCE AND CULTIVATE WITH LOVE.
THERE IS MUCH FRUIT IN YOUR GARDEN BECAUSE YOU REAP WHAT YOU  SOW.


The Little Red Wagon
 by Phyllis J. Alleyne
Sent by Nancy and Jerry Wall
 

    It was the day after Christmas at a church in San Francisco. The pastor of the church was looking over the cradle when he noticed that the baby Jesus was missing from among the figures.  Immediately he turned and went outside and saw a little boy with a red wagon, and in the wagon was the figure of the little infant, Jesus.

    So he walked up to the boy and said, "Well, where did you get Him, my fine friend?"

    The little boy replied, "I got him from the church."

    "And why did you take him?"

    The boy said, "Well, about a week before Christmas I prayed to the little Lord Jesus and I told him if he would bring me a red wagon for Christmas I would give him a ride around the block in it." 
 



Jake The Rancher
Sent by Joanne and Paul Recht
 

Jake, the rancher, went one day to fix a distant fence.
The wind was cold and gusty and the clouds rolled grey and dense,
As he pounded the last nail in and gathered tools to go.
The temperature had fallen and the snow began to blow.
 

When he finally reached his pickup, he felt a heavy heart,
From the sound of that ignition, he knew it wouldn't start.
So Jake did what most of us do if we'd have been there.
He humbly bowed his balding head and sent aloft a prayer.
 

As he turned the key for the last time, he softly cursed his luck.
They found him three days later, frozen stiff in that old truck.
Now Jake had been around in life and done his share of roamin'.
But when he saw Heaven, he was shocked -- it look just like Wyomin'.
 

Of all the saints in Heaven, his favorite was St. Peter.
(Now, this line, it ain't needed but it helps with rhyme and meter.)
So they set and talked a minute or two, or maybe it was three,
Nobody was keepin' score -- in Heaven time is free.
 

"I've always heard," Jake said to Pete, "that God will answer prayers,
But one time I asked for help, well He, just plain wasn't there.
Does God answer prayers of some, and ignores the prayers of others?
That don't seem exactly square -- I know all men are brothers.
 

Or does he randomly reply, without good rhyme or reason?
Maybe, it's the time of day, the weather or the season.
Now I ain't trying to act smart, it's just the way I feel,
And I was wonderin', could you tell -- what the heck's the deal?
 

Peter listened very patiently and when Jake was done,
There were smiles of recognition, and he said, "So, you're the one!
That day your truck, it wouldn't start, and you sent your prayer a flying,
You gave us all a real bad time, with hundreds of us a trying.
 

A thousand angels rushed to check the status of your file,
But you know, Jake, we hadn't heard from you in quite a while
And though all prayers are answered, and God ain't got no quota,
He didn't recognize your voice, and started a truck in North Dakota.
 

Moral of the story:  Pray Early...Pray Often


"INFORMATION PLEASE"
Sent by Kim
 

  When I was quite young, my father had one of the first telephones in our neighborhood. I remember well, the polished old case fastened to the wall and the shiny receiver on the side of the box. I was too little to reach the telephone, but used to listen with fascination when my mother would talk to it. Then I discovered that somewhere inside the wonderful device lived an amazing person and her name was "Information Please" and there was nothing she did not know. "Information Please" could supply anybody's number and the correct time. 
    My first personal experience with this genie-in-a-bottle came one day while my mother was visiting a neighbor. Amusing myself at the tool bench in the basement. I whacked my finger with hammer. The pain was terrible but, there didn't seem to be any reason in crying because there was no one home to give me sympathy. I walked around the house sucking my throbbing finger, finally arriving at the stairway, The telephone! Quickly, I ran for the footstool in the parlor and held it to my ear. "Information Please" I said into the mouthpiece just above my head. A click or two and a small clear voice spoke into my ear. 
    "Information." 
    "I hurt my finger!" I wailed into the phone. The tears came readily enough now that I had an audience. 
    "Isn't your mother home?" came the question. 
    "Nobody's home but me," I blubbered. 
    "Are you bleeding?" the voice asked. 
    "No," I replied. "I hit my finger with a hammer and it hurts." 
    "Can you open your icebox?" she asked. I said I could. "Then chip off a piece of ice and hold it to your finger," said the voice. 
    After that, I called "Information Please" for everything. I asked her for help with my geography and she told me where Philadelphia was. She helped me with my math. She told me that my pet chipmunk, which I had caught in the park just the day before, would eat fruit and nuts. Then there was the time Petey, our pet canary died. I called "Information Please" and told her the sad story. She listened, then said the usual thing grown ups say to soothe a child. But, I was inconsolable. I asked her, "Why is it that birds should sing so beautifully and bring joy to all families, only to end up as a heap of feathers on the bottom of a cage?" 
    She must have sensed my deep concern, for she said quietly, "Paul, you must remember that there are other worlds to sing in." Somehow, I felt better. 
    Another day I was on the telephone. "Information Please". 
    "Information," said the now familiar voice. "How do you spell fix?'" I asked. 
    All this took place in a small town in the Pacific Northwest. When I was nine years old, we moved across the country to Boston. I missed my friend very much. "Information Please" belonged in that old wooden box back home and somehow I never thought of trying the tall, new shiny phone that sat on the table in the hall. As I grew into my teens, the memories of those childhood conversations never really left me. Often, in moments of doubt and perplexity I would recall the serene sense of security I had then. I appreciated now how patient, understanding and kind she was to have spent her time on a little boy. 
    A few years later, on my way west to college, my plane put down in Seattle. I had about half-an-hour or so between planes. I spent 15 minutes or so on the phone with my sister, who lived there now. Then, without thinking about what I was doing, I dialled my hometown operator and said, Information Please." Miraculously, I heard the small clear voice I knew so well. 
    "Information." 
    I hadn't planned this, but I heard myself saying, "Could you please tell me how to spell fix?" 
    There was a long pause. Then came the soft spoken answer, "I guess your finger must be healed by now." 
    I laughed, "So it's really still you," I said. "I wonder if you have any idea how much you meant to me during that time?" 
    "I wonder," she said, "if you know how much your calls meant to me. I never had any children and I used to look forward to your calls." I told her how often I had thought of her over the years and asked if I could call her again when I came back to visit my sister. 
    "Please do," she said. "Just ask for Sally." 
    Three months later I was back in Seattle. A different voice answered, "Information." I asked for Sally. "Are you a friend?" she said. 
    "Yes, a very old friend," I answered. 
    "I'm sorry to have to tell you this," she said. "Sally had been working part time in the last few years because she was sick. She died five weeks ago." Before I could hang up she said, "Wait a minute. Are you Paul?" 
    "Yes". 
    "Well, Sally left a message for you. She wrote it down in case you called. Let me read it to you." The note said, "Tell him I still say there are other worlds to sing in. He'll know what I mean." 
    I thanked her and hung up. I knew what Sally meant. 
    Never underestimate the impression you make on others. Whose life have you touched today? 



AND,
STORIES TO MAKE YOU CRY 


"The Glory on Highway 69"
by Ruby Swindle
Sent by Milton Hazlewood
 

    On the night of December 1 we'll turn on the Christmas lights, the ones that take us three months to put up each year. I hope our married daughter will be able to make it over from Talladega, Alabama, for the lighting. After all, she's the reason for the lights.
    Her name is Ruby, same as mine, but when she came along, a girl after three boys, everybody called her "Sis," and the name stuck. Sis was five when she started saying how she wished other people could enjoy our lights. We had just one string then, on the tree in the living room.
    "They're so beautiful, Mother! I want everyone to see them!"
    That was Sis, always wanting good things for others. Well, the next year we bought a second string and hung them on the bush by the front door, where they glowed warm and cheerful for folks driving by on Highway 69. Sis was beside herself with excitement. "I wish we could put dozens of lights out there!"
    Lights cost money, of course, and we've never had a lot of that. Harold's a cook at a roadside restaurant and I'm a seamstress at Oneita Mills. Still, Sis enjoyed the lights so much that each year we managed to buy a few more. We strung them along the porch and wound them around the fence posts. One year Harold figured out a way to get lights high up in the old oak tree: He tied a length of string to a metal nut and fired it into the tree from a slingshot. When the nut dropped down over a branch, he attached a string of lights to it and hauled it up. Another year he made a frame to hold a star for the roof; we saved up and bought a lighted Nativity scene for the year so people wouldn't miss the reason for the celebration.
    After a while folks started driving by just to see our light display. "Mother!" Sis would call as a car's tires crunched on the driveway. "Here comes another one!"
    As years went by, it took more and more time to get those thousands of lights up. Electric bills were bigger, too, to keep the lights burning every night for a month. But we managed fine. So many people started coming that Harold cleared a place for parking behind the house and looped the driveway back out to the road so traffic could move in a circle. Still, some nights the line of cars stretches clear down 69 and folks wait half an hour to get close. 
    Sis got married after high school and moved to Talladega, ninety miles away. That was twenty years ago, but these are still "Sis's lights," and while we're putting them out in the fall she comes over whenever she can to help us connect the strings and check for burned-out bulbs.
    It takes every night after work and all day weekends to get hundreds of strings up on the roof and around the chicken house and up in the trees by the first day of December, when Harold throws the switch. Then a month later we start taking them down, wrapping each string separately in a plastic storage bag, storing them in the attic with the Baby Jesus and the sheep and the angels. It's almost the end of February - that's near six months-before we're done.
    Five years ago I had a heart attack, and now I don't do much climbing and hammering. Nothing slows down Harold, though, and there's lots I can do sitting down: check the wiring, replace bulbs. You can't find the old-timey ones anymore, Sis's favorites, shaped like flowers or Christmas figures. "But I love them all, Mother!" she'll say, fingering the strands of bulbs - the sharp-pointed miniatures, the big flame-shaped ones that can burn your fingers.
    You see, Sis's fingers tell her when a bulb's burned out: It's cold. Sis can't actually see the lights, never could. She was born blind. That's why every light we hang is for her. For the little girl who squealed with happiness as I guided her hands along that first string, telling her, "This bulb is red...this one is yellow " For the girl who said, "Oh, Mother, they're so beautiful! I want everyone to see them, too!"
 

Editor's note: Milton (who sent this) doesn't know Ruby or Sis personally as this story was forwarded to him and I figured that there just might be a reader in Alabama who knows exactly which house this is about. If you are that reader, please either pop in next time you're passing and give Ruby our email address or, if you know her, please forward this magazine on to her with our blessings and love.  DRH


 A Brother Like That
 

    Paul received an automobile from his brother as a Christmas present. On Christmas Eve when Paul came out of his office, a street urchin was walking around the shiny new car, admiring it.

    "Is this your car, Mister?" he asked.

    Paul nodded. "My brother gave it to me for Christmas." The boy was astounded.

    "You mean your brother gave it to you and it didn't cost you nothing? Boy, I wish..."

He hesitated. Of course Paul knew what he was going to wish for. He was going to wish he had a brother like that. But what the lad said jarred Paul all the way down to his heels. 
    "I wish," the boy went on, "that I could be a brother like that."

    Paul looked at the boy in astonishment, then impulsively he added, "Would you like to take a ride in my automobile?"

    "Oh yes, I'd love that."

    After a short ride, the boy turned and with his eyes aglow, said, "Mister, would you mind driving in front of my house?" Paul smiled a little. He thought he knew what the lad wanted. He wanted to show his neighbors that he could ride home in a big automobile. But Paul was wrong again.

    "Will you stop where those two steps are?" the boy asked. He ran up the steps. Then in a little while Paul heard him coming back, but he was not coming fast. He was carrying his little crippled brother. He sat him down on the bottom step, then sort of squeezed up against him and pointed to the car. "There she is, Buddy, just like I told you upstairs. His brother gave it to him for Christmas and it didn't cost him a cent. And some day I'm gonna give you one just like it...then you can see for yourself all the pretty things in the Christmas windows that I've been trying to tell you about."

    Paul got out and lifted the lad to the front seat of his car. The shining-eyed older brother climbed in beside him and the three of them began a memorable holiday ride.

    That Christmas Eve, Paul learned what Jesus meant when he had said: "It is more blessed to give..." 

 



THE BEAUTIFUL HEART
 

    One day a young man was standing in the middle of the town proclaiming that he had the most beautiful heart in the whole valley. A large crowd gathered and they all admired his heart for it was perfect. There was not a mark or a flaw in it. Yes, they all agreed it truly was the most beautiful heart they had ever seen. The young man was very proud and boasted more loudly about his beautiful heart. 
    Suddenly, an old man appeared at the front of the crowd and said, "Why your heart is not nearly as beautiful as mine." The crowd and the young man looked at the old man's heart. It was beating strongly, but full of scars, it had places where pieces had been removed and other pieces put in, but they didn't fit quite right and there were several jagged edges. In fact, in some places there were deep gouges where whole pieces were missing. 
     The people stared -- "How can he say his heart is more beautiful?" they thought. 
    The young man looked at the old man's heart and saw its state and laughed. "You must be joking," he said. "Compare your heart with mine, mine is perfect and yours is a mess of scars and tears." 
    "Yes," said the old man, "yours is perfect looking but I would never trade with you. You see, every scar represents a person to whom I have given my love - I tear out a piece of my heart and give it to them, and often they give me a piece of their heart which fits into the empty place in my heart, but because the pieces aren't exact, I have some rough edges, which I cherish, because they remind me of the love we shared. Sometimes I have given pieces of my heart away, and the other person hasn't returned a piece of his heart to me. These are the empty gouges -- giving love is taking a chance. Although these gouges are painful, they stay open, reminding me of the love I have for these people too, and I hope someday they may return and fill the space I have waiting. So now do you see what true beauty is?" 
    The young man stood silently with tears running down his cheeks. He walked up to the old man, reached into his perfect young and beautiful heart, and ripped a piece out. He offered it to the old man with trembling hands. The old man took his offering, placed it in his heart and then took a piece from his old scarred heart and placed it in the wound in the young man's heart. It fit, but not perfectly, as there were some jagged edges. The young man looked at his heart, not perfect anymore but more beautiful than ever, since love from the old man's heart flowed into his. They embraced and walked away side by side. 


Laura Lancaster sent this little poem with the message:- Here is a poem that has helped me so much in times I feel I have to be alone with Jesus: 
 

THE PROMISE
A poem based on Isaiah 40:29-31
By Elsie M. Hooper
 

"When you no longer see the way,
Come hide your face in My embrace.
For My strong arms will carry you
Until we reach a safer place.
Although your steps may falter now,
And soul and spirit weary be,
With My own strength I you endow.
And keep you ever close to me.
Rest in My love and take your ease,
Your burdens I will take on Me.
And bear you up on eagles wing's,
From earth into eternity.


 

A Story For All To Consider.  
sent by Kim
 

   The cheerful girl with bouncy golden curls was almost five. Waiting with her mother at the checkout stand, she saw them: a circle of glistening white pearls in a pink foil box. "Oh please, Mommy. Can I have them? Please, Mommy, please?"  
    Quickly the mother checked the back of the little foil box and then looked back into the pleading blue eyes of her little girl's upturned face. "A dollar ninety-five. That's almost $2.00. If you really want them, I'll think of some extra chores for you and in no time you can save enough money to buy them for yourself. Your birthday's only a week away and you might get another crisp dollar bill from Grandma."  
    As soon as Jenny got home, she emptied her penny bank and counted out 17 pennies. After dinner, she did more than her share of chores and she went to the neighbor and asked Mrs. McJames if she could pick dandelions for ten cents. On her birthday, Grandma did give her another new dollar bill and at last she had enough money to buy the necklace.  
    Jenny loved her pearls. They made her feel dressed up and grown up. She wore them everywhere - Sunday school, kindergarten, even to bed. The only time she took them off was when she went swimming or had a bubble bath. Mother said if they got wet, they might turn her neck green.  
Jenny had a very loving daddy and every night when she was ready for bed, he would stop whatever he was doing and come upstairs to read her a story.  
    One night when he finished the story, he asked Jenny, "Do you love me?" 
    "Oh yes, Daddy. You know that I love you."  
    "Then give me your pearls."  
    "Oh, Daddy, not my pearls. But you can have Princess - the white horse from my collection-the one with the pink tail. Remember, Daddy? The one you gave me. She's my favorite."  
    "That's okay, Honey. Daddy loves you. Good night."  And he brushed her cheek with a kiss.  
    About a week later, after the story time, Jenny's daddy asked again, "Do you love me?"  
    "Daddy, you know I love you."  
    "Then give me your pearls."  
    "Oh Daddy, not my pearls. But you can have my baby doll. The brand new one I got for my birthday. She is so beautiful and you can have the yellow blanket that matches her sleeper."  
    "That's okay. Sleep well. God bless you, little one. Daddy loves you" And as always, he brushed her cheek with a gentle kiss.  
    A few nights later when her daddy came in, Jenny was sitting on her bed with her legs crossed Indian-style. As he came close, he noticed her chin was trembling and one silent tear rolled down her cheek.  
    "What is it, Jenny? What's the matter?"  
    Jenny didn't say anything but lifted her little hand up to her daddy. And when she opened it, there was her little pearl necklace. With a little quiver, she finally said, "Here, Daddy. It's for you."  
    With tears gathering in his own eyes, Jenny's kind daddy reached out with one hand to take the dime-store necklace, and with the other hand he reached into his pocket and pulled out a blue velvet case with a strand of genuine pearls and gave them to Jenny. He had them all the time. He was just waiting for her to give up the dime-store stuff so he could give her the genuine treasure.  
    So it is with our Heavenly Father. He is waiting for us to give up the cheap things in our lives so that He can give us beautiful treasure. Isn't God good? Are you holding onto things that God wants you to let go of? Are you holding on to harmful or unnecessary partners, relationships, habits,  and activities that you have come so attached to that it seems impossible to let go?  
    Sometimes it is so hard to see what is in the other hand but do believe this one thing..................  
    God will never take away something without giving you something better in its place.  


A NOTE FROM HEAVEN
 

Following is an example of a daily devotional with a difference. I do not know the writer's name which, in itself, proves that he/she is not seeking any personal "glory" for what he/she does. Yet some may still say it is audacious to present the words as though they come directly from God and that is their respected opinion. However, if you feel that God is speaking to you through the writer and would like to be added to his/her mailing list, why not drop him/her a note requesting addition. They are never much longer than this one so you won't be swamped by heaps of long emails. The address is a_note_from_heaven@usa.net  Because it looks very attractive, I have reproduced the message as it is sent in Black Chancery font but, if you don't have that, it may come out a bit less striking.
 

My child,
 

     I know you feel as if you are not appreciated, but consider My Son, Jesus.  He was despised and rejected by His own people.  Strive not to please the hearts of men, but you must live in the Truth; that is, the knowledge of My Son that set you free.  Truth that has set you free from every form of bondage-including the need for acceptance of others.
 

     Do not compromise your walk by attempting to please man.  My Child, I see your service; you are not unnoticed by Me.  You have humbled yourself in service before Me, and your work is not in vain.  In due season I will raise you up.  I will mount you up on eagle’s wings.  You will feel the freedom of My love brush against you.  I will strengthen you in times of need.  For in your weakness I shall make you strong.
 

     You are one of My prized possessions - did you know that?  Well you certainly are!  I am so proud of you.  Even if you think no one takes notice of you, I do.  And I Love You!
 

                                                                                        Your Father
http://www.geocities.com/thefathersplace  ( This note may not be for you, but it is for someone.  Maybe you know who it is for.  Please forward it to your family, friends, and all of your enemies.  ( 
 

As you know the Lord uses each and everyone of us to spread the Gospel. I am not God! I don't claim to be God. He is using me to give you His messages. 


Hey Jesus, Just Checking In
Author Unknown
Sent by Kim
 

A minister passing through his church in the middle of the day,
Decided to pause by the altar and see who had come to pray.
Just then the back door opened, a man came down the aisle,
The minister frowned as he saw the man  hadn't shaved in a while.
 

His shirt was kinda shabby, and his coat was worn and frayed,
The man knelt, he bowed his head, then rose and walked away.
In the days that followed, each noon time came this chap,
Each time he knelt just for a moment, a lunch pail in his lap.
 

Well, the minister's suspicions grew, with robbery a main fear,
He decided to stop the man and ask him, "What are you doing here?"
The old man said he worked down the road. Lunch was half an hour.
Lunchtime was his prayer time, for finding strength and power.
 

"I stay only moments, see, because the factory's far away;
As I kneel here talking to the Lord, this is kinda what I say:
 

"I JUST CAME AGAIN TO TELL YOU, LORD, HOW HAPPY I HAVE BEEN,
SINCE WE FOUND EACH OTHER’S FRIENDSHIP AND YOU TOOK AWAY MY SIN.
DON’T KNOW MUCH OF HOW TO PRAY, BUT I THINK ABOUT YOU EVERYDAY.
SO, JESUS, THIS IS JIM CHECKING IN TODAY."
 

The minister feeling foolish, told Jim, that was fine.
He told the man he was welcome to come and pray just anytime.
Time to go, Jim smiled, said "Thanks." He hurried to the door.
The minister knelt at the altar. He'd never done it before.
His cold heart melted, warmed with love, and met with Jesus there.
As the tears flowed, in his heart, he repeated old Jim's prayer:
 

"I JUST CAME AGAIN TO TELL YOU LORD, HOW HAPPY I HAVE BEEN,
SINCE WE FOUND EACH OTHER'S FRIENDSHIP AND YOU TOOK AWAY MY SIN.
I DON'T KNOW MUCH OF HOW TO PRAY, BUT I THINK ABOUT YOU EVERYDAY.
SO, JESUS, THIS IS ME CHECKING IN TODAY."
 

Past noon one day, the minister noticed that old Jim hadn't come.
As more days passed without Jim, he began to worry some.
At the factory, he asked about him, learning he was ill.
The hospital staff was worried, but he'd given them a thrill.
 

The week that Jim was with them, brought changes in the ward.
His smiles, a joy contagious. Changed people, were his reward.
The head nurse couldn't understand why Jim was so glad,
When no flowers, calls or cards came, not a visitor he had.
 

The minister stayed by his bed, he voiced the nurse's concern:
No friends came to show they cared. He had nowhere else to turn.
Looking surprised, old Jim spoke up and with a winsome smile;
"the nurse is wrong, she couldn't know, that in here all the while
Everyday at noon He's here, a dear friend of mine, you see,
He sits right down, takes my hand, leans over and says to me:
 

"I JUST CAME AGAIN TO TELL YOU, JIM, HOW HAPPY I HAVE BEEN,
SINCE WE FOUND THIS FRIENDSHIP, AND I TOOK AWAY YOUR SIN.
ALWAYS LOVE TO HEAR YOU PRAY, I THINK ABOUT YOU EVERY DAY,
AND SO JIM, THIS IS JESUS CHECKING IN TODAY."
 

May God hold you in the palm of His hand
And Angels watch over you.


MAYBE
Sent by Toni Greenslade
    Maybe God wanted us to meet the wrong people before meeting the right one so that when we finally meet the right person, we will know how to be grateful for that gift. 
    Maybe when the door of happiness closes, another opens, but often times we look so long at the closed door that we don't see the one which has been opened for us.

    Maybe it is true that we don't know what we have until we lose it, but it is also true that we don't know what we have been missing until it arrives.

    Giving someone all your love is never an assurance that they will love you back. Don't expect love in return; just wait for it to grow in their heart; but if it does not, be content it grew in yours. Don't go for looks; they can deceive. Don't go for wealth; even that fades away. Go for someone who makes you smile because it takes only a smile to make a dark day seem bright. Find the one that makes your heart smile.

    Dream what you want to dream; go where you want to go; be what you want to be, because you have only one life and one chance to do all the things you want to do.

    The happiest of people don't necessarily have the best of everything; they just make the most of everything that comes along their way. Happiness lives for those who cry, those who hurt, those who have searched, and those who have tried, for only they can appreciate the importance of people who have touched their lives. Love begins with a 
smile, blossoms with a kiss and may end with a tear.

    The brightest future will always be based on a forgotten past; you can't go on well in life until you let go of your past failures and heartaches. When you were born, you were crying and everyone around you was smiling. Live your life so that when you die, you are the one who is smiling and everyone around you is crying.
 



 

 PARTNERS INVITED
The Lord Works in Wonderful Ways His Will to Perform
 

    Since writing my comments in the "MAILBOX" section of this issue things have happened that seem to be God's answer to my prayers since starting Beloved King Ministries in late 1999. As mentioned, I have done all the editing, writing and answering emails in the evenings and at weekends whilst working as a fundraiser for the Multiple Handicapped Association (Multicap) during the days. As the mailing list has grown to almost 7000 at the end of 2001 and the number of emails has increased I have really begun to realise that something must change if God is to be served to the very best of my ability. God obviously knew this too because, the week before Christmas, I was given the news that, due to financial cut-backs, Multicap could no longer justify retaining me any longer and my contract was not renewed.
    Whilst this has now released me to seek part-time work thus allowing more time to devote to BKM, it has also placed me in a very different position financially. When it became apparent that "Making A Difference" was here to stay (Praise the Lord!) I made a firm decision that it would ALWAYS be free to whoever wanted it and that decision will NOT change - EVER. As most of our long-time readers will know, my favourite Scripture has always been Proverbs 3:5-6, "Trust in the Lord with all your heart and lean not on your own understanding. Acknowledge the Lord in all your ways and He WILL direct your paths." (emphasis added) so I asked Him in prayer what I should do. 
    As usual when I speak with my Lord, I didn't hear voices or see visions - but, less than 24 hours after praying for His guidance, an email arrived in the BKM inbox from a reader (who shall forever remain nameless - but who knows how blessed she is) asking if readers could become "partners" or, putting it another way, "members" of Beloved King Ministries by way of making a small donation as and when they are able according to their means and asking me where she could send a "love offering".  My first thought was one of horror as I have never seen BKM as a "job" but more as my way of saying "Thank You " to God for His bountiful and merciful love. But I decided to sleep on it and, going to bed, I asked God to show me something to give me more confidence that this was the right thing to do. I then opened my Bible at random and a verse jumped out of the page at me. 
    Jesus speaking: "When you enter a house, first say, 'Peace to this house.' If a man of peace is there, your peace will rest on him; if not, it will return to you. Stay in that house, eating and drinking whatever they give you, for the worker deserves his wages." (Luke 10:5-7). That was all I needed to set my mind at ease and sleep the best night's sleep!
    So, if you have received any blessings from God as a result of this ministry and would like to make a practical demonstration of your thanks to Him, remember that "The Lord loves a cheerful giver." (2 Corinthians 9:7). ONLY if you can do so without hardship to yourself or your family please send a cheque or money order to:
Beloved King Ministries,
1 Pinehaven,
176 Ewing Road,
Woodridge,
Queensland 4114,
Australia. 
    All money received will be placed in a separate bank account that I will open in the name of Beloved King Ministries and everyone will receive a receipt and a "Membership Certificate" by email.  It doesn't matter how small it is, your gift will be greatly appreciated and faithfully applied and, if you cannot make one, that doesn't matter either - you will continue to receive "Making A Difference" for as long as I am able to send it and, as has always been the case, you will be in my prayers every single day and night. 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)
    God bless you all.


PRAYER
Sent by Nancy Wall
 

    Dear Lord, I thank You for this day. I thank You for my being able to see and to hear this morning. I'm blessed because You are a forgiving God and an understanding God. You have done so much for me and You keep on blessing me. 
    Forgive me this day for everything I have done, said or thought that was not pleasing to you. I ask now for Your forgiveness.

    Please keep me safe from all danger and harm. Help me to start this day with a new attitude and plenty of gratitude. Let me make the best of each and every day to clear my mind so that I can hear from You.

    Please broaden my mind that I can accept all things. Let me not whine and whimper over things I have no control over. Let me continue to see sin through Your eyes and acknowledge it as evil.

    And when I sin, let me repent, and confess with my mouth my wrongdoing, and receive Your forgiveness.

    And when this world closes in on me, let me remember Jesus' example -- to slip away and find a quiet place to pray. It's the best response when I'm pushed beyond my limits. I know that when I can't pray, You listen to my heart.

    Continue to use me to do Your will.

    Continue to bless me that I may be a blessing to others.

    Keep me strong that I may help the weak. 
    Keep me uplifted that I may have words of encouragement for others.

    I pray for those that are lost and can't find their way.

    I pray for those that are misjudged and misunderstood.

    I pray for those who don't know You intimately.

    I pray for those that will delete this without sharing it with others.

    I pray for those that don't believe. But I thank you that I believe.

    I believe that God changes people and God changes things.

    I pray for all my sisters and brothers. For each and every family member in their households.

    I pray for peace, love and joy in their homes that they are out of debt and all their needs are met.

    I pray that every eye that reads this knows there is no problem, circumstance, or situation greater than You.     
    Every battle is in Your hands for You to fight.

    I pray that these words be received into the hearts of every eye that sees them and every mouth that confesses them willingly.

    This is my prayer.

    In Jesus' Name, Amen.

