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Jesus said,
" I tell you the truth,
until heaven and earth disappear,
not the smallest letter, nor the least stroke of a pen,
will by any means disappear from the law
until everything is accomplished."
Matthew 5:18. 
Since no man knoweth day or the hour of Jesus' return to accomplish everything,
Are YOU making every effort to keep the law so that you will be ready for Him?


   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.
    With this issue an attempt has been made to keep the size down by including as many of the stories submitted to us in the form of hyperlinks. This also has the advantage of letting readers see the beautiful and sometimes stunning presentations made by dedicated Christians to exhibit their work.  So, throughout the magazine where there is only an underlined title (like the one below), just click on it. 
    The last month has been one where Satan has thrown everything he could at me. What has been the worst is that he has used beautiful people to do it for him. Of course, in the end, Satan FAILED! Hallelujah! The spiritual warfare has been so exhausting that I have, several times felt just like the person in the following web site that was sent to me by a much loved and special friend just before this magazine was due to be sent out. I will let it speak for itself and ask for your prayers. The title of the music, by the way, is one of my favourite hymns, "I surrender all." -  All to thee, my precious Saviour, I surrender all.



Request for Transfer 




   WEB SITE UPDATES
    MUCH NEEDED PRAYER LINK ESTABLISHED
    
    An important and much-needed link has at last been established at the Beloved King Ministries web site to Jesus Believers Prayer Ministry. For some time we have been receiving an increasing amount of prayer requests that we have not had the infrastructure in place to give adequate attention to. Now, with the new association, readers and visitors with special prayer requests have a direct link from the BKM web site at the click of their mouse. Please be sure to visit and click the new Prayer Requests link at the bottom of the left-hand panel and then follow the directions. Led by Chuck and Rachel Balfe your petition will be supported by fellow believers all around the world. 
    Paul wrote to his helper, Timothy, "I urge, then, first of all, that requests, prayers, intercession and thanksgiving be made for everyone..." (I Tim 2:1) and Job said, "My intercessor is my friend as my eyes pour out tears to God." (Job 16:20). When things are tough it is great to know that there are people who, even though they don't know you personally, care enough about you to spend time in prayer for you and your loved ones.


STOP PRESS: Word has just come in that Rachel Balfe's brother Ray Clarke was involved in a serious motor accident on January 29th. Chuck and Rachel spend many hours posting prayers for total strangers every day and now the time has come for those strangers to pray for their family. If you care, please send a short message and prayer to Jesusbeliever01@hotmail.com
And, on the same day, our new columnist, Yvette Burleigh's Mother was diagnosed as having cancer. Please pray for her and her family too. If you'd like to send a message there's a link on Yvette's Prison Ministry article later in this magazine.


   BKM WEB SITE RECEIVES FOUR MORE AWARDS
 

    During January our web site received no less than four more awards from Words of Life and Hope, Fellowship in Love, From The Heart  and Web Praise For Jesus. I am deeply grateful for these awards, especially to God, without who's loving guidance, Beloved King Ministries would be nothing. Since we have now been blessed with five awards our wonderfully helpful webmaster, Damian Meade suggested that we should have a special page for them with a link on the home page. I agreed and so you can now view our beautiful certificates by clicking on the link "Awards" at the foot of the BKM home page. 
    Other new features added during January include a beautiful and poignant poem by Yvette Burleigh entitled "The Spoken Unborn." This can be found with the other self-scrolling verses on the home page.
    And, in a little self-indulgence for this old railway enthusiast, with the kind permission of David at RDMNX.COM, there is a link to his fabulous page featuring Patsy Cline and Willie Nelson singing "Life's Railway To Heaven" on the "About BKM" page right under Christine Johnson's picture of the engine I have a share in, NZGR J1234. Turn up your speakers and let the music enfold you.


 My Prayer For All Our Readers


 
EDITORIAL:
This month, our editorial has been written by Juanita Pike of Anchor For Life Ministry.
 

The Spiritual Wounded
 

    Philemon 8-19 - Paul asking the church to take care of Onesimus his spiritual son. There are many broken and forgotten soldiers of the cross. Many of these wounded soldiers at one time had glorious experiences with God. But along the way they got spiritually wounded and pulled out of the battle. Some were wounded by life, some by unloving people. Whatever the reason they are still souls that Jesus loves, Matt. 18:12-13; Luke 15:4-7.
    1 Cor. 8:9-13. When there is a dispute over convictions, souls get wounded. We may not all hold the same convictions but if we have the Divine Love of God we will not wound those who differ from us. Many faced temptations and gave into them. Sin has power and Satan cares not who he tempts. Many a Spiritual Leader, as well as Layman has fell into a "trap of sin." There have been those in the Family of God who "washed their hands" of them, calling them weak, forgetting we are all made of the same "mud and bones" and any of us can fall into temptation, Heb. 2:1; Ps. 38:5 because of our own foolishness. These are the kind of wounds that heal fast. When people see their wounds come from their own foolishness, then repent, God's healing is on the way.
    Prov. 18:8. Words are like a sword to the soul and spirit. Many a soul has been wounded spiritually by words spoken. In some cases words have killed the spirit. Words can also heal and give life to the soul and spirit. [a child did something wrong and the mother said "why didn't you tell me?" The child said "I told Jesus, He forgives and you fuss at me."] 
    Jer. 15:18; Jer. 10:19; Jer. 8:18. Jeremiah had been called by God to declare His message. He had no support except God. Many a man or woman has stood alone when God said "preach this." When people do not want to hear from God they will turn on the messenger. The only way to keep our spirit free from wounds is to have the "fire of Gods Word" burning in our spirit, Jer. 20:9; 
    Prov. 14:4. Many wounded have walked away from Gods way to do things their own way. Many of these have not allowed the Holy Spirit to lay a firm foundation of Gods Word in their spirit. Trouble will cause a soul to look for help outside of God if they do not have a Foundation of Truth. Weakness in faith should never be an excuse for the stronger in faith to cast souls aside, 1 Cor. 9:22; 1 Thess. 5:14; 
    Rom. 4:1; Rom. 15:1; Hosea 14:4-7. God said "I will heal them." The world does not care for the wounded souls only those who have the Nature of the Living God. They are the ones who minister to wounds as the Holy Spirit leads, Gal. 6:1. God said "I will love them freely." There is no limit to Gods Love, limits come from mankind. The prodigal son knew the love of a father, even after he had hit "bottom." God said "I will be dew to them." 
    The wounded that turns to Jesus will find a sweet gentle spirit for their wounds. Dew is not like rain, dew falls in the night at certain temperature when all is still, conditions have to be just right. Dew gives nourishment, Gods spiritual dew will feed the wounded. Many times that spiritual dew comes in the "night times" of our life. In the army of the wounded , there is much knowledge and talent that is restored when Gods Heavenly Dew [the Holy Ghost] falls on the wounds. God said "he shall grow up like a lily." Growth is a must for the wounded. It is a must to rise in Gods Word. Then the wounded can Spiritually Float on top of anything that caused the wound. God said "he will be rooted, branches will speak, will have beauty and fragrance." Praise will ring from a healed soul and spirit. 
    Matt. 18:11-14 God is seeking for the wounded as well as those who have never known Him. We can have a church full of New Born but if One Sheep has strayed wounded we can never fully rejoice until that one is brought back. The Body of Christ must have a burden for those who once worshipped among us and left for whatever the reason. I have known those who were wounded and there were God's People who stayed with them until they were restored. Sometimes healing comes when they find their way to a new "flock." But once the Holy Spirit healed them they became more fruitful in their work for God than ever before.
    In my years serving God I have seen more wounded than I like to remember. So many times I have not seen compassion, mercy, love or forgiveness shown them. It takes patience to restore a wounded soul just as it takes patience to win a soul that never knew Jesus. I believe the Body of Christ needs a Spiritual Red Cross of God's People. Those strong in faith have a firm foundation in Gods Word and filled with Divine Love. Divine Love is the only POWER that will lift and restore a wounded soul. If you are one of our wounded brother or sister, may I encourage you to seek the healer Jesus. Let Him heal whatever the wound is. Your Heavenly Father, His Son Jesus and the Holy Spirit says, "Come and you will find rest and healing for your wounds." Rev. 3:11. Behold I come quickly, hold fast to that which you have that NO MAN TAKE YOUR CROWN!!!!! 


    Let us all pray for the new leader of Afghanistan, Mr. Hamid Karzai, and the members of the team who form the interim government.  For the first time in decades, more than 26 million people will have an opportunity to experience religious freedom and representational government.  Pray that God's peace will come to that nation, and that God will rule Mr. Karzai's decisions and alliances.
 



THE TABLECLOTH
Sent by Pr. Barry Crabtree
 

    An elderly Pastor had a small church membership but no church building.  He acquired an old run down church building in the Bronx, New York.  He laboriously and lovingly renovated it and when it was done he advertised a Christmas candlelight service.  That day there was a terrific storm.  The roof leaked and the plaster in the wall behind the rostrum got wet and oozed down onto the floor, leaving a gaping hole.
    At first, the pastor was discouraged thinking the service would have to be cancelled. But then he noticed a yard sale across the road. So he went over to investigate and found a lovely hand-embroidered tablecloth.  He thought it could not only be used to cover the hole behind the pulpit, but it would form a beautiful backdrop to the sanctuary. So he bought it and hung it up. It was perfect!
    Sometime later he noticed an elderly woman hurrying to catch a bus but she missed it.  So she sat on the bench at the bus stand.  It was wintertime and cold and, as the next bus was not for 45 minutes, the Pastor invited her into the church where it was warmer. As she entered, she noticed the tablecloth and asked if it had certain initials worked into one of the corners.  The pastor didn't know so they both inspected it and discovered that it did.
    To his amazement, the lady then told the pastor that the table cloth was the very same one she had worked back in Europe before the war.  She went on to say how she and her husband had been taken to concentration camps and had never seen each other since.  She was told that her husband had died.  The Pastor wanted to give her back the cloth but she insisted he keep it.  So he offered to drive her to where she lived on Manhattan Island, which he did and helped her carry her parcels up the narrow stairway to her apartment.
    That  night as the church members arrived for the evening Christmas programme, one elderly deacon noticed the table cloth and went up to inspect it.  He looked for some initials in the corner, and cried out, "My wife made this cloth!"  The minister came over and asked where his wife was.  The old man told of how they had both been interned in the war and lost track of each other.  He had been told that she was dead.
    In great excitement, the pastor exclaimed,  "She is not dead and I know where she is!"
    After the meeting, the pastor drove the man to where his wife lived and there was a wonderful reunion between two people who thought they had lost each other for ever.
    God is so good.  Only He could arrange all the mishaps that brought about that meeting.  The pastor had prayed that morning that God would make him a blessing to someone before the day was done. 



 GREAT LINKS
This used to be our "Web Sites To Visit" column
I have decided to make it easier for you to see whether you've been there before and thus save you time.
If you haven't, then please make the time to enrich your world
by enjoying what God's people have spent many hours making to His glory.


 Interview With God
This would have to be one of the most beautiful presentations on the net today.
Depending on your connection, it may take several minutes to download,
But believe me, it is WELL worth the wait. Enjoy!
Thank you Yvette for sharing it.


If you don't visit or read any of the others, 
READ THIS ONE!
TIMELY ADVICE


 Choices
Hope In Him
Unity In Christ

 HYPERLINK "http://www.101smiles.com/choices.html " 
I Stand In Awe
Reason To Live
Blood on the Cross
Through The Storms
Words of Life and Hope
Fearing the battle Was Over
May You Always Be Loved
The Pounding of My Heart
On Wings Of Faith

 HYPERLINK "http://www.angelfire.com/ca7/chips/" 
The Treasures In You
The Hand That Rocks The Cradle
Judy's Realm of Sunshine and Smiles
 

and a neat presentation of an oldie but a goodie
Deck Of cards
by Red Sovine
 



Help Needed
Please click the link above to see how YOU could help Make  A Difference.


 

MAILBOX
 

A brave little boy.
Please visit my special webpage about Daniel, a precious 5-year-old boy in need of a kidney transplant. Please stop by and leave a word of encouragement for him and his family in the guestbook.
Sue
http://www.suegram.net/Daniel/Daniel.html
This email was actually forwarded to us by reader Darlene Osborne. I have visited the web site and I urge you all to do the same. Ed.


Re:  "Cleaning up" forwarded emails.
 

I noticed the request in the January magazine re: cleaning up text before sending and thought you might like to look at the following link for a great little program that can help save a lot of time with removing formatting from email and newsgroup messages.
 

I do trust that you will find it helpful – I certainly have.
 
http://www.roundhillsoftware.com/MessageCleaner/
 
Regards
 
Jeff
Vision Ministries
 

Editor's note: Thank you Jeff, for sending this. You are so right! It saves hours!


BE MY VALENTINE


 

 DOES JESUS REALLY LOVE ME?
By Jimmy D. Brown
Sent by Kim Combs-Mason
 

I know He loves the grandma who lives just down the street.
And the preacher in his suit, dressed so nice and neat.
I know He loves the children, this much I know is true.
But I wonder, yes I wonder, does Jesus love me too?
 

No one seems to notice at all or take the time to see,
Society's outcasts and rejects - the ones just like me?
No one comes to tell me, which makes me wonder anew,
Is the "Good News" for everyone, does Jesus love me too?
 

For some I am too dirty, and perhaps a bit too poor.
For others I am too odd to come knocking on my door.
Or maybe they heard about all the sinful things I do,
So they leave me ever questioning, does Jesus love me too?
 

If Christians are His people, who go out in His name,
Then why don't they tell me about the reason that He came?
Why doesn't anyone come just to say, "I care about you.”?
Since His people do not come, does Jesus love me too?
 

I know they are real busy, and I know I have no appeal,
But shouldn't someone try to show me the love of God is real?
I know they have a long list of many things to do,
But shouldn't they bring the answer, does Jesus love me too?
 

I wrote this poem to remind you, of those just like me.
Those struggling with drugs, teenage sex and homosexuality.
The homeless, the undesirable, the outcasts all around you.
All begging for someone to share, does Jesus love me too?
 

There isn't a second to lose, the rejected are going to hell.
Because no one bothers at all to take the time to tell.
So, today, could you make an effort? Just a moment will do.
To come and answer my question, does Jesus love me too?
 



The Y2K Survey  

Please allow time for this to download.
 As before, it is WELL worth the time.
Thank you Kim for sharing it.


  STORIES TO MAKE YOU SMILE


Church Bulletin Blunders!
(With much fortitude, I have refrained from adding comments - but it WAS tempting. ED)
 

Bertha Belch, a missionary from Africa will be speaking tonight
at Calvary Memorial Church in Racine.
Come tonight and hear Bertha Belch all the way from Africa. 
 

Announcement in the church bulletin for a National PRAYER & FASTING Conference:
"The cost for attending the Fasting and Prayer conference includes meals."
 

Our youth basketball team is back in action Wednesday at 8 pm in the recreation hall.
Come out and watch us kill Christ the King. 
 

Miss Charlene Mason sang "I will not pass this way again"
giving obvious pleasure to the congregation. 
 

"Ladies, don't forget the rummage sale.
It's a chance to get rid of those things not worth keeping around the house.
Don't forget your husbands." 
 

The peacemaking meeting scheduled for today has been cancelled due to a conflict. 
The sermon this morning: "Jesus Walks on the Water" 
The sermon tonight: "Searching for Jesus" 
 

Next Thursday there will be tryouts for the choir.
They need all the help they can get. 
 

Barbara remains in the hospital and needs blood donors for more transfusions.
She is also having trouble sleeping and requests tapes of Pastor Jack's sermons. 
 

During the absence of our Pastor,
we enjoyed the rare privilege of hearing a good sermon
when J.F. Stubbs supplied our pulpit. 
 

The Rector will preach his farewell message after which the choir will sing
"Break Forth into Joy." 
 

Remember in prayer the many who are sick of our community.
 

Smile at someone who is hard to love.
Say "hell" to someone who doesn't care much about you. 
 

Don't let worry kill you off -- let the Church help. 
 

Irving Benson and Jessie Carter were married on October 24 in the church.
So ends a friendship that began in their school days.
 

A bean supper will be held on Tuesday evening in the church hall.
Music will follow.
 

At the evening service tonight, the sermon topic will be "What is Hell?"
Come early and listen to our choir practice. 
 

Eight new choir robes are currently needed,
due to the addition of several new members
and to the deterioration of some older ones. 
 

The senior choir invites any member of the congregation who enjoys sinning to join the choir.
 

Please join us as we show our support for Amy and Alan
in preparing for the girth of their first child.
 

Scouts are saving aluminium cans, bottles, and other items to be recycled.
Proceeds will be used to cripple children.
 

The Lutheran men's group will meet at 6 pm.
Steak, mashed potatoes, green beans, bread and dessert will be served for a nominal feel.
 

For those of you who have children and don't know it, we have a nursery downstairs.
 

Please place your donation in the envelope
along with the deceased person(s) you want remembered.
 

Attend and you will hear an excellent speaker and heave a healthy lunch.
 

The church will host an evening of fine dining, superb entertainment, and gracious hostility.
 

Potluck supper Sunday at 5:00 pm.--prayer and medication to follow. 


The Old Man
Sent by Anette Dallas

The preacher, in his sermon, used "Forgive Your Enemies" as his subject. After a long sermon, he asked how many were willing to forgive their enemies. All responded except one old gentleman in the rear.

"Mr. Jones, are you not willing to forgive your enemies?"

"I don't have any," he replied.

"Mr. Jones, that is very unusual. How old are you?"

"Ninety-two!" 
"Mr. Jones, please come down in front and tell the congregation how a man can live to ninety-two and not have an enemy in the world."

The old man teetered down the aisle and slowly turned around. "It's easy. I just outlived the lousy critters!" 


Sound Familiar?
Sent by Nancy Wall
A minister waited in line to have his car filled with gas just before a long holiday weekend. The attendant worked quickly, but there were many cars ahead of him in front of the service station. Finally, the attendant motioned him toward a vacant pump. 
"Reverend," said the young man, "Sorry about the delay. It seems as if everyone waits until the last minute to get ready for a long trip."
The minister chuckled, "I know what you mean. It's the same in my business."


AND,
STORIES TO MAKE YOU CRY 


Words Of A Child


 
The Teacher
Sent by Kim

    Her name was Mrs. Thompson.  As she stood in front of her 5th grade class on the very first day of school, she told the children a lie. Like most teachers, she looked at her students and said that she loved them all the same. But that was impossible, because there in the front row, slumped in his seat, was a little boy named Teddy Stoddard.

    Mrs. Thompson had watched Teddy the year before and noticed that he didn't play well with the other children, that his clothes were messy and that he constantly needed a bath. And Teddy could be unpleasant.

    It got to the point where Mrs. Thompson would actually take delight in marking his papers with a broad red pen, making bold X's and then putting big "F" at the top of his papers. At the school where Mrs. Thompson taught, she was required to review each child's past records and she put Teddy's off until last.

    However, when she reviewed his file, she was in for a surprise. Teddy's first grade teacher wrote, "Teddy is a bright child with a ready laugh. He does his work neatly and has good manners...he is a joy to be around."

    His second grade teacher wrote, "Teddy is an excellent student, well liked by his classmates, but he is troubled because his mother has a terminal illness and life at home must be a struggle."

    His third grade teacher wrote, "His mother's death had been hard on him. He tries to do his best, but his father doesn't show much  interest and his home life will soon affect him if some steps aren't taken."

    Teddy's fourth grade teacher wrote, "Teddy is withdrawn and doesn't show much interest in school. He doesn't have many friends and he sometimes sleeps in class."

    By now, Mrs. Thompson realized the problem and she was ashamed of herself. She felt even worse when her students brought her Christmas presents, wrapped in beautiful ribbons and bright paper, except  for Teddy's. His present was clumsily wrapped in the heavy, brown paper that he got from a grocery bag. Mrs. Thompson took pains to open it in the middle of the other presents. Some of the children started to laugh when she found a rhinestone bracelet with some of the stones missing, and a bottle that was one quarter-full of perfume.   But she stifled the children's laughter when she exclaimed how pretty the bracelet was, putting it on, and dabbing some of the perfume on her wrist.

    Teddy Stoddard stayed after school that day just long enough to say, "Mrs. Thompson, today you smelled just like my Mother used to."

    After the children left she cried for at least an hour.  On that very day, she quit teaching reading, and writing, and arithmetic. Instead, she began to teach children.  Mrs. Thompson paid particular attention to Teddy.  As she worked with him, his mind seemed to come alive. The more she encouraged him, the faster he responded. By the end of the year, Teddy had become one of the smartest children in the class and, despite her lie that she would love all the children the same, Teddy became one of the  "teacher's pets."

    A year later, she found a note under her door, from Teddy, telling her that she was still the best teacher he ever had in his whole life.

    Six years went by before she got another note from Teddy.  He then wrote that he had finished high school, third in his class, and she was still the best teacher he ever had in his whole life.

    Four years after that, she got another letter, saying that while things had been tough at times, he'd stayed in school, had stuck with it, and would soon graduate from college with the highest of honours. He assured Mrs. Thompson that she was still the best and favourite teacher he ever had in his whole life.

    Then four more years passed and yet another letter came.  This time he explained that after he got his bachelor's degree, he decided to go a little  further.  The letter explained that she was still the best and favourite teacher he ever had.  But now his name was a little longer - the letter was signed, Theodore F. Stoddard, MD.

    The story doesn't end there.  You see, there was yet another letter that spring.  Teddy said he'd met this girl and was going to  be married. He explained that his father had died a couple of years ago and he was wondering if Mrs. Thompson might agree to sit in the place at the wedding that was usually reserved for the mother of the groom. Of course, Mrs. Thompson did. And guess what?  She wore that bracelet, the one with several  rhinestones missing.  And she made sure she was wearing the perfume that Teddy remembered his mother wearing on their last Christmas together. They hugged each other, and Dr. Stoddard whispered in Mrs. Thompson's ear, "Thank you  Mrs. Thompson for believing in me. Thank you so much for making me feel important and showing me that I could make a difference."

    Mrs. Thompson, with tears in her eyes, whispered back. She said, "Teddy, you have it all wrong.  You were the one who taught me that I could make a difference.  I didn't know how to teach until I met you."


Please remember that wherever you go, and whatever you do, you will always have the opportunity to touch and/or change a person's outlook. Please try to do it in a positive way.


A Cabbie's Story
Source Unknown
Sent by Yvette Burleigh
 

    Twenty years ago, I drove a cab for a living. It was a cowboy's life, a life for someone who wanted no boss. What I didn't realize was that it was also a ministry. Because I drove the night shift, my cab became a moving confessional.  Passengers climbed in, sat behind me in total anonymity, and told me about their lives. I encountered people whose lives amazed me, ennobled me, made me laugh and weep. But none touched me more than a woman I picked up late one August night.

    I was responding to a call from a small brick fourplex in a quiet part of town. I assumed I was being sent to pick up some partiers, or someone who had just had a fight with a lover, or a worker heading to an early shift at some factory for the industrial part of town.

    When I arrived at 2:30 a.m., the building was dark except for a single light in a ground floor window. Under these circumstances, many drivers would just honk once or twice, wait a minute, then drive away. But I had seen too many impoverished people who depended on taxis as their only means of transportation. Unless a situation smelled of danger, I always went to the door.  This passenger might be someone who needs my assistance, I reasoned to myself. So I walked to the door and knocked.  "Just a minute," answered a frail, elderly voice. I could hear something being dragged across the floor.

    After a long pause, the door opened. A small woman in her 80s stood before me. She was wearing a print dress and a pillbox hat with a veil pinned on it, like somebody out of a 1940s movie.

    By her side was a small nylon suitcase. The apartment looked as if no one had lived in it for years. All the furniture was covered with sheets. There were no clocks on the walls, no knickknacks or utensils on the counters. In the corner was a cardboard box filled with photos and glassware.  "Would you carry my bag out to the car?" she said. I took the suitcase to the cab, then returned to assist the woman. She took my arm and we walked slowly toward the curb. She kept thanking me for my kindness.
    "It's nothing," I told her. "I just try to treat my passengers the way I would want my mother treated."

    "Oh, you're such a good boy," she said.  When we got in the cab, she gave me and address, then asked, "Could you drive through downtown?"

    "It's not the shortest way," I answered quickly.

    "Oh, I don't mind," she said. "I'm in no hurry. I'm on my way to a hospice."

    I looked in the rearview mirror. Her eyes were glistening.  "I don't have any family left," she continued. "The doctor says I don't have very long."

    I quietly reached over and shut off the meter. "What route would you like me to take?" I asked.  For the next two hours, we drove through the city. She showed me the building where she had once worked as an elevator operator. We drove through the neighbourhood where she and her husband had lived when they were newlyweds. She had me pull up in front of a furniture warehouse that had once been a ballroom where she had gone dancing as a girl. Sometimes she'd ask me to slow in front of a particular building or corner and would sit staring into the darkness, saying nothing.

    As the first hint of sun was creasing the horizon, she suddenly said, "I'm tired. Let's go now."

    We drove in silence to the address she had given me. It was a low building, like a small convalescent home, with a driveway that passed under a portico. Two orderlies came out to the cab as soon as we pulled up. They were solicitous and intent, watching her every move. They must have been expecting her.  I opened the trunk and took the small suitcase to the door.

    The woman was already seated in a wheelchair. "How much do I owe you?" she asked, reaching into her purse.

    "Nothing," I said.

    "You have to make a living," she answered.

    "There are other passengers," I responded.

    Almost without thinking, I bent and gave her a hug. She held onto me tightly. "You gave an old woman a little moment of joy," she said. "Thank you."

    I squeezed her hand, then walked into the dim morning light. Behind me, a door shut. It was the sound of the closing of a life.  I didn't pick up any more passengers that shift. I drove aimlessly, lost in thought. For the rest of that day, I could hardly talk. What if that woman had gotten an angry driver, or one who was impatient to end his shift? What if I had refused to take the run, or had honked once, then driven away?

    On a quick review, I don't think that I have done anything more important in my life. We're conditioned to think that our lives revolve around great moments. But great moments often catch us unaware - beautifully wrapped in what others may consider a small one.

    People may not remember exactly what you did, or what you said, but they will always remember how you made them feel.
 



 A Precious Wee One


 The Christmas Rifle
Sent by Jerry and Nancy Wall   
 

    Pa never had much compassion for the lazy or for those who squandered their means and then never had enough for the necessities. But for those who were genuinely in need, his heart was as big as all outdoors. It was from him that I learned the greatest joy in life comes from giving, not from receiving. 
    It was Christmas Eve 1881. I was fifteen years old and feeling like the world had caved in on me because there just hadn't been enough money to buy me the rifle I'd wanted so badly that year for Christmas. We did the chores early that night for some reason. I just figured Pa wanted a little extra time so we could read in the Bible. So after supper was over, I took my boots off and stretched out in front of the fireplace, waiting for Pa to get down the old Bible. I was still feeling sorry for myself and, to be honest, I wasn't in much of a mood to read Scriptures. But Pa didn't get the Bible; instead, he bundled up again and went outside. I couldn't figure it out, because we had already done all the chores. I didn't worry about it long though; I was too busy wallowing in self-pity. 
    Soon Pa came back in. It was a cold clear night out and there was ice in his beard. "Come on, Matt," he said. "Bundle up good, it's cold out tonight." I was really upset then. Not only wasn't I getting the rifle for Christmas, but now Pa was dragging me out in the cold, and for no earthly reason that I could see. We'd already done all the chores, and I couldn't think of anything else that needed doing, especially not on a night like this. But I knew Pa was not very patient at one dragging one's feet when he'd told them to do something, so I got up, put my boots back on, and got my cap, coat, and mittens. Ma gave me a mysterious smile as I opened the door to leave the house. Something was up, but I didn't know what. Outside, I became even more dismayed. There in front of the house was the work team, already hitched to the big sled. Whatever it was we were going to do wasn't going to be a short or quick or little job, I could tell. We never hitched up this sled unless we were going to haul a big load. 
    Pa was already up on the seat, reins in hand. I reluctantly climbed up beside him. The cold was already biting at me, and I wasn't happy. When I was on, Pa pulled the sled around the house and stopped in front of the woodshed. He got off and I followed. "I think we'll put on the high sideboards," he said. "Here, help me." The high sideboards! It had been a bigger job than I wanted to do with just the low sideboards on, but whatever it was we were going to do would be a lot bigger with the high sideboards on. 
    After we had exchanged the sideboards, Pa went into the woodshed and came out with an armload of wood -- the wood I'd spent all summer hauling down from the mountain and all fall sawing into blocks and splitting. What was he doing? Finally I said something. "Pa," I asked, "what are you doing?" 
    "You been by the Widow Jensen's lately?" he asked.

    The Widow Jensen lived about two miles down the road. Her husband had died a year or so before and left her with three children, the oldest being eight. Sure, I'd been by, but so what? "Yeah," I said, "why?" 
    "I rode by just today," Pa said. "Little Jakey was out digging around in the woodpile trying to find a few chips. They're out of wood, Matt." That was all he said. He then turned and went back into the woodshed for another armload of wood. I followed him. We loaded the sled so high that began to wonder if the horses would be able to pull it. 
    Finally, Pa called a halt to our loading and went to the smokehouse where he took down a big ham and a side of bacon. He handed them to me and told me to put them in the sled and wait. When he returned he was carrying a sack of flour over his right shoulder and a smaller sack of something in his left hand. "What's in the little sack?" I asked. 
    "Shoes. They're out of shoes. Little Jakey just had gunnysacks wrapped around his feet when he was out in the woodpile this morning. I got the children a little candy too. It just wouldn't be Christmas without a little candy." 
    We rode the two miles to Widow Jensen's pretty much in silence. I tried to think through what Pa was doing. We didn't have much by worldly standards. Of course, we did have a big woodpile, though most of what was left now was still in the form of logs that I would have to saw into blocks and split before we could use it. We also had meat and flour, so we could spare that, but I knew we didn't have any money, so why was Pa buying them shoes and candy? Really, why was he doing any of this? Widow Jensen had closer neighbours than us; it shouldn't have been our concern. 
    We came in from the blind side of the Jensen house, unloaded the wood as quietly as possible, and took the meat and flour and shoes around to the front door. We knocked. The door opened a crack and a timid voice said, "Who is it?" 
    "Lucas Miles, Ma'am, and my son, Matt. Could we come in for a bit?"
    Widow Jensen opened the door and let us in. She had a blanket wrapped around her shoulders. The children were wrapped in another and were sitting in front of the fireplace by a very small fire that hardly gave off any heat at all. Widow Jensen fumbled with a match and finally lit the lamp. 
    "We brought you a few things, Ma'am," Pa said, and set down the sack of flour. I put the meat on the table. Then Pa handed her the sack that had the shoes in it. 
    She opened it hesitantly and took the shoes out one pair at a time. There was a pair for her and on for each of the children -- sturdy shoes, the best, shoes that would last. I watched her carefully. She bit her lower lip to keep it from trembling and then tears filled her eyes and started running down her cheeks. She looked up at Pa like she wanted to say something, but it wouldn't come out. 
    "We brought a load of wood too, Ma'am," Pa said. He turned to me and said, "Matt, go bring in enough to last awhile. Let's get that fire up to size and heat this place up." 
    I wasn't the same person when I went back out to bring in the wood. I had a big lump in my throat and, as much as I hate to admit it, there were tears in my eyes, too. In my mind, I kept seeing those three kids huddled around the fireplace and their mother standing there with tears running down her cheeks with so much gratitude in her heart that she couldn't speak. My heart swelled within me and a joy I'd never known before filled my soul. I had given at Christmas many times before, but never when it had made so much difference. I could see we were literally saving the lives of these people. I soon had the fire blazing and everyone's spirits soared. The kids started giggling when Pa handed them each a piece of candy, and Widow Jensen looked on with a smile that probably hadn't crossed her face for a long time. She finally turned to us.

    "God bless you," she said. "I know the Lord has sent you. The children and I have been praying that he would send one of his angels to spare us." 
    In spite of myself, the lump returned to my throat and the tears welled up in my eyes again. I'd never thought of Pa in those exact terms before, but after Widow Jensen mentioned it, I could see it was probably true. I was sure that a better man than Pa had never walked the earth. I started remembering all the times he had gone out of his way for Ma and me, and many others. The list seemed endless as I thought on it. Pa insisted that everyone try on the shoes before we left. I was amazed when they all fit and I wondered how he had known what sizes to get. Then I guessed that if he was on an errand for the Lord, the Lord would make sure he got the right sizes. Tears were running down Widow Jensen's face again when we stood up to leave. Pa took each of the kids in his big arms and gave them a hug. They clung to him and didn't want us to go. I could see that they missed their pa, and was glad that I still had mine. 
    At the door, Pa turned to Widow Jensen and said, "The Mrs. wanted me to invite you and the children over for Christmas dinner tomorrow. The turkey will be more than the three of us can eat, and a man can get cantankerous if he has to eat turkey for too many meals. We'll be by to get you about eleven. It'll be nice to have some little ones around again. Matt, here, hasn't been little for quite a spell." I was the youngest. My two brothers and two sisters had all married and had moved away. 
    Widow Jensen nodded and said, "Thank you, Brother Miles. I don't have to say, "'May the Lord bless you.' I know for certain He will." 
    Out on the sled, I felt a warmth that came from deep within and I didn't even notice the cold. When we had gone a ways, Pa turned to me and said, "Matt, I want you to know something. Your ma and me have been tucking a little money away here and there all year so we could buy that rifle for you, but we didn't have quite enough. Then yesterday, a man who owed me a little money from years back came by to make things square. Your ma and me were real excited, thinking that now we could get you that rifle, and I started into town this morning to do just that. But on the way I saw little Jakey out scratching in the woodpile with his feet wrapped in those gunnysacks and I knew what I had to do. Son, I spent the money for shoes and a little candy for those children. I hope you understand." 
    I understood, and my eyes became wet with tears again. I understood very well, and I was so glad Pa had done it. Now the rifle seemed very low on my list of priorities. Pa had given me a lot more. He had given me the look on Widow Jensen's face and the radiant smiles of her three children. For the rest of my life, whenever I saw any of the Jensens, or split a block of wood, I remembered, and remembering brought back that same joy I felt riding home beside Pa that night. Pa had given me much more than a rifle that night; he had given me the best Christmas of my life. 



The graphics and the music are beautiful
but the message is excellent.
The River


 

Nothing Can Separate Us from God's Love
 

   [image: image3.wmf]

Once in a small farming town in Oklahoma, there lived a poor fourth grade boy named Andy who would follow this route to school everyday: He had to cross the rugged plains and a dangerous highway where vehicles recklessly drove to and fro. Once past this highway, the boy would take a short cut by passing by the Church every morning just to say hi to Jesus, and faithfully say his morning prayers. He was being watched by the pastor who always found the boy's sincerity and innocence so uplifting in the morning. 
    "Hello Andy, How are you today", he would say greeting the child. 
    "I'm fine Pastor Thompson, How are you" ...he would say flashing his innocent grin. 
    Seeing the way that Andy went to school the pastor was so concerned one day he talked to him. "From school," he advised, "do not cross the highway alone, you can pass through the Church and then I will accompany you to the other side of the road that way I can see that you get home safe...." 
    "Thank you Pastor..." 
    "Why don't you go straight home ... why do you stay in this church right after school?" 
    Andy replied, "I just want to say "Hi" to my friend, Jesus," so the pastor would leave the boy to spend time praying by himself beside the altar, but one day out of curiosity he hid behind the altar to listen to what this boy had to say. 
    "You know my math exam was pretty bad today, but I did not cheat-although my seat mate was bullying me for notes ... you know, Dad's had a bad farming season so far this year so we don't have much food but I ate some bread and drank my water. Thank you for this! I saw a poor kitten who was hungry and I know how he feels so I gave some of my bread to him... funny but I am not that hungry... Look, this is my last pair of shoes... I may have to walk barefoot next week... you see this is about to be broken... but it is okay... at least I am still able to go to school... some say we will have a hard season this month, and some of my classmates have had to stop going to school to help with the farms ... please help them get to school again, please Jesus?... Oh, you know, Dad hit me again, it is painful, but I know this pain will pass away, at least I still have a Dad ... you want to see my bruises? I know you can heal them ... here... here and....oh ...blood. I guess you knew about this one, huh? Please don't be mad at Dad, he is just tired and worries about putting food on our table and my schooling that is why he hits me... Oh, I think I am in love... there's this pretty girl in my class, her name is Anita... do you think she will like me? Anyway, at least I know you will always like me, I don't have to be anybody just to please you, you are my very best friend! "Hey your birthday is just one week from now!!! Aren't you excited? I am! Wait till you see, I have a gift for you.... but it is a surprise! I hope you will like it! Oooops, I have to go..." 
    Then he stood up and calls out, "Pastor, I am finished talking to my friend... can you accompany me to the other side of the road now"? 
    This routine happened everyday. Andy never failed to visit the church. Pastor Thompson shared this every Sunday to the people in his church because he had never before seen such pure faith and trust in God, and such a very positive outlook in such negative circumstances. 
    The day before Christmas, Pastor Thompson became very ill and was sent to the hospital. The Church was left to a substitute Pastor who had little patience for children or for any interruptions in his work. He would not smile and could always find fault in what other people were doing. On Christmas Day he was in the Pastor's Study when Andy,coming from his Christmas party, playfully dashed into the church calling, "Hi Jesus!!!!!" 
    "Who are you child and what are you doing in here", the pastor yelled out angrily. 
    Poor Andy was so terrified. "Where's Pastor Thompson? He always helps me cross the street.... and not only that, I have to greet Jesus--it's His birthday, I have a gift right here...." 
    Just as he was about to get the gift out of his shirt, the pastor grabbed Andy by the shoulder and pushed him out the door of the church. "I cannot be bothered right now I am preparing my sermon for the Christmas service tonight. Also, next time be more reverent when you come into the church", the man yelled as he closed the door behind Andy. 
    So the boy had no choice but to cross the dangerous side of the road in front of the church by himself. As he crossed a fast moving bus came in. There was a blind curve. The boy was protecting his gift inside his shirt, so he was not looking. There was so little time. 
    Andy died on the spot. 
    As people crowded around the body of the poor, lifeless, young boy... Suddenly, out of nowhere a tall man appeared in a pure white shirt and pants, a face so mild and gentle, but with eyes full of tears... He came and carried the boy in His arms, He was crying. Curious bystanders nudged the man in white, and asked, "Excuse me sir, are you related to the child? Do you know him?" 
    The man in white, His face mourning and in agony, answered, "He was my best friend .. " was all he said. He took the badly wrapped gift from the shirt of the lifeless boy, and placed it near his heart. He stood up and carried the boy away and they both disappeared from sight. The crowd was curious... 
    On New Years Eve, when Pastor Thompson returned home from the hospital he learned of the shocking news. He went to visit Andy's parents, and to ask them about the man in white he had been told about. He consulted the 
parents of Andy. "How did you first learn of your sons death?" 
    "A man in white brought him here." Sobbed the mother. 
    "What did he say?" 
    The father answered, "He did not say anything. He was mourning. We do not know him and yet he was very lonely at our son's death, as if he knew our son very well. But there was something peaceful and unexplainable about him. He gave me my son, and then he smiled peacefully. He rubbed my son's hair away from his face and kissed him on his forehead, then he whispered something..." 
    "What did he say?" 
    "He said to my boy..." the father began, "Thank you for the gift... I will see you soon.. you will be with me..." and the father of the boy continued, "and you know for a while, it felt so wonderful... I cried, but I do not know why.... all I know is I cried tears of joy... I could not explain it, but when that man left, something peaceful came over me, I felt a deep sense of love inside... I could not explain the joy in my heart, I know my boy will be in heaven one day when Jesus returns.. but... tell me, who was this man that my son talked to everyday in your church, you should know because you are always there... except at the time of his death..."
    Pastor Thompson suddenly felt the tears welling in his eyes, with trembling knees, he murmured, "He was talking to Jesus...." 


BEYOND PRISON
 

Remember those in prison as if you were their fellow prisoners,
and those who are mistreated as if you yourselves were suffering. 
(Hebrews 13:3)
 

    Young homemaker, mother and BKM member,  Yvette Burleigh of Louisiana has a very special Internet Ministry through which she opens the way to Jesus to those who have made mistakes in their lives that have resulted in their incarceration and even death sentences. Through this new column Yvette will be sharing some of her experiences with readers. 
    We pray that you will be uplifted by what she has to share and, if this is an area of evangelising that interests you and you would like to learn how Yvette was drawn to this rewarding work, click HERE to visit her own web site to read her story and learn how to become involved.
 
    When I began writing to prison inmates it was quite a challenge at first. I was given a little bit of information on the prisoner assigned to me. It was a big step of faith 'cause I had no idea what I was going to tell someone that was incarcerated. I knew that God wanted me to do this and He would give me the words to say. You see God knows what is in the heart of those in prison and if we trust Him he will place upon our hearts what we are to write about to these inmates. All God wants is a heart that will obey Him and do the work He calls us to do. 
    After writing to my first inmate, I got a response within 3 weeks. I was quite surprised at the content of the letter written. My inmate told me about himself and was overwhelmed by the fact that someone took the time to write. I could sense the gratitude in the letter and a heart that was so desperate to be loved. It didn't matter to me what He had done. I didn't even have to know. I saw a heart hurting and the Lord put a measure of grace and compassion on me that I had never had before. I wanted to reach out to this person and tell him how much Jesus loved him. 
    It turns out that he had gotten saved while incarcerated. He was hungry for the Word of God and for someone to share the gospel and help him grow in Christ. The first thing he asked me was "How does one keep from backsliding in the outside world?" He was worried about that upon his release. He did not want to leave prison if it meant losing his salvation! He was willing to stay in that horrible place if it meant he would not lose his soul. 
    I was so overwhelmed and the Lord showed me so much through this. Here was I, a free woman, living life abundantly knowing how much I take for granted the freedoms I have. I saw how much I worry about "material" things more than my own soul. The Lord used this young new Christian to show me where I was missing it. When I wrote my first letter, I thought I was going to be the one doing the ministering. Oh, what a prideful heart I had! I did minister to him the best way I could with the words the Holy Spirit put upon my heart. But, in return, I was the one blessed. 
    And it all began with that question: "How does one keep from backsliding in the outside world?" This one question spoke mountains to me and changed my heart forever.
    Prison work is a ministry that most Christians shy away from or are afraid to indulge in. But God has called us to reach the poor, the unlovable, the incarcerated, the lame, and the lost. He will always make a way for us to do that if we would only surrender our hearts to do His Will. You do not have to "go into" prison physically to spread the gospel. God has made a way for anybody to reach them through correspondence. One card sent to a lost soul in prison can make a difference of life or death for them. 
    They hunger for love and for answers for their lives. Some are bitter and hardened in their hearts. These are the ones the Lord wants to reach more than ever. Yet, Christians run away from those kinds of people out of fear. Some may even reject you at first. But through their rejection God can use you to plant the little tiny seed needed to bring them to Christ. What they reject is not you, but the Christ in you. That is when you keep persevering and determine in your heart to never give up on that soul that is confused and longing for love.
    I get letters faithfully now from the inmates the Lord led me to. They ask me to send them Bible studies. One of the inmates I write to has asked me to share every sermon I hear when I go to church. They are so incredibly hungry for the Word! Because I have been faithful to do that, he has started a Bible study in prison and uses the material I send to him to lead it. It keeps me humbled at the feet of Jesus cause I know that what I send is going to be spread to many others in prison. Just writing to this one inmate has helped the Word to be spread to others in prison.
    Maybe you are wondering in what area the Lord can use you. My friend, prison ministry is always open to anybody; even a housewife and mother like me. Why not let God use you to reach a lost and dying soul? It will change your life forever!
Yvette Burleigh
If you would like to correspond directly with Yvette about this rewarding work, she would be pleased to hear from you. Click HERE to email her. 



 Song Goes On
By Kim Combs-Mason


 BRAVE NEW SCHOOLS
 

    The following article was sent by several readers. We are indebted to Daniel Wooding and Rev. Austin Miles for permission to reproduce it.
    As an Australian, I cannot but feel both horror, dismay and sympathy for our Christian brothers and sisters in The United States of America. Is this one of the early signs of the time of the end prophesied in Revelation 13:8?
    Christian students being taught in schools to disobey the very first commandment of God The Creator and pray "in the name of Allah" in a country who's national motto is "In God We Trust" and yet it is now against the law for those same students to pray in the name of Jesus!!!!!  I'm amazed!!!
    When are American Judges going to stand up and be counted and throw the ACLU heathen out of their courts? When is the professed Christian American President going to use his power to get his country back on the rails? 
My heart goes out to you America.

    Islam studies required in California district Course has 7th-graders memorizing Koran verses, praying to Allah.

    In the wake of Sept. 11, an increasing number of California public school students must attend an intensive three-week course on Islam, reports ASSIST News Service. The course mandates that seventh-graders learn the tenets of Islam, study the important figures of the faith, wear a robe, adopt a Muslim name and stage their own jihad. Adding to this apparent hypocrisy, reports ANS, students must memorize many verses in the Koran, are taught to pray "in the name of Allah, the Compassionate, the Merciful" and are instructed to chant, "Praise to Allah, Lord of Creation."

    "We could never teach Christianity like this," one outraged parent told ANS. 
    Elizabeth Christina Lemings, a teacher in the Byron, Calif., Union School District, was unaware of the course until her seventh-grade son brought home the handouts. Obtained by ANS, the handouts include a history of Islam and the life of Mohammad, its founder. There are 25 Islamic terms that must be memorized, six Islamic (Arabic) phrases, 20 Islamic proverbs to learn along with the Five Pillars of Faith and 10 key Islamic prophets and disciples to be studied. "We can't even mention the name of Jesus in the public schools," Lemings laments, "but ... they teach Islam as the true religion, and students are taught about Islam and how to pray to Allah. Can you imagine the barrage of lawsuits and problems we would have from the ACLU if Christianity were taught in the public schools, and if we tried to teach about the contributions of Matthew, Mark, Luke, John and the Apostle Paul? But when it comes to furthering the Islamic religion in the public schools, there is not one word from the ACLU, People for the American Way or anybody else. This is hypocrisy." 
    ANS reports that students are to pretend that they are Muslims, wear Muslim clothing to school, stage their own jihad via a dice game and pick out a Muslim name (to replace their own) from a list of 30.

    When asked what they thought about the course, students described it as "fun," while others described Islam as "a pretty culture." Joseph Lemings, 12, told ANS, "the jihad was like playing a video game." The "fun" description disturbs Elizabeth Lemings, who sees the course as a tool, not only to engender sympathy and support for the Muslim cause, but for recruitment. "This is not just a class of history of examining culture," she said. "This course is entirely too specific. It is more about indoctrination."

    Nancy Castro, principal of Intermediate-Excelsior School of Byron, told ANS that the Islam course (included within "History of Culture") reflects California educational standards. Castro maintains the course "is not religion, but ancient culture and history. We do not endorse any religion; we just make students aware." Castro further emphasized the course textbook is in use throughout California. The textbook used for the Islamic course, "Across The Centuries," is published by Houghton-Mifflin and has been adopted by the California school system.
    In it, according to ANS, Islam is presented broadly in a completely positive manner, whereas the limited references to Christianity are "shown in a negative light, with events such as the Inquisition, and the Salem witch hunts highlighted in bold, black type." ANS notes the portrayal of Islam leaves out word of "the wars, massacres, cruelties against Christians and other non-Muslims that Islam has consistently perpetrated over the centuries."

    Asked if there was any response from parents about the Islam course, Castro told ANS, "Oh, a couple of parents called to express concerns, three to be exact."
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Then this arrived in our inbox.
 

    Never have we had a story with the strong impact as the one written by Rev. Austin Miles titled, Public Schools Embrace Islam-A Shocker.

    It reverberated all around the world, became (and still is) the subject of major radio talk shows, has been picked up by virtually every news service, and has resulted in the greatest number of hits on our web site in the history of ANS.

    A true heroine was the subject of that story. Elizabeth Christina Lemings, a 7th grade teacher in the Byron (CA) Intermediary Excelsior School.

    A devout Christian, she objected to a required class on Islam that she learned was being taught in her school. When she found the extent and thoroughness with which Islam was being taught and encouraged, and with no (ACLU) restrictions, Ms. Lemings courageously took a stand that thrust her into the international spotlight.

    Following the story, The Byron School found itself under an outpouring of outrage from all over the world, especially in the light of September 11th. Instead of correcting the problem, they hired a public relations person. There also have been personal media attacks on the writer of the story, Rev. Miles.

    There is a lot more to come of this still unfolding story. But for now, Ms. Lemings, has released an official statement.

    God bless you!

    Dan Wooding 
    
    BYRON SCHOOL TEACHER MAKES STATEMENT 
    
    I am Elizabeth Christina Lemings. I am writing first of to thank you for your ministry and the tremendous communication tool you have provided as a voice for Christians.

    There has been an overwhelming response to the article by Rev. Austin Miles and I believe that the Christian Community needs to exert a voice against the intimidation of the ACLU against us.

    Our schools have wonderful people teaching our children who are walking a fine line trying to comply with their state's regulations, a vague understanding of the separation of church and state and the possibility of a law suit on any given day.

    Our voice needs to be in protest against the duplicity of standards where tolerance is "politically correct" for the religious voice of any other religion but not Christianity. Which brings me to my next point and the true reason that I am writing you this note.

    I was given the opportunity to hear recorded messages and read e-mail notes sent to my principal from people from all over this country. I was shocked and personally ashamed at the attack waged against her as a person. She received hundreds of calls and e-mails calling her names and berating her.

    I would like to go on record as saying this is wrong. The curriculum is selected at a state level and I anticipate that many other states besides California are teaching from this same history book. Our real anger should be channelled into a purposed voice protesting the manner in which religions are taught to our children.

    The presentation should be unbiased and accurate. Instead we see an erosion of the truth about the critical role of Christianity in the history not only in this country but in the world. The Christian community is a sleeping giant who needs to rise to the occasion. This is the opportunity to make a change.

    The ACLU has established the ground rules for change. If the Ten Commandments are to be removed from public buildings where they have been displayed for hundreds of years then the Five Pillars of Faith of the Islam religion need to be removed from the public school history books.

    This is not an opportunity to attack schools, school administrations and our public school staffs. We must remember that our war is not against flesh and blood but against powers and principalities and rulers in high places. We are to demonstrate love and dignity. God wooed us by his graciousness and tender mercy that we might turn to Him and know Him.

    I would like to see that our voice demonstrated that same kindness. If it is possible, I would like to ask those who respond in outrage which is completely understandable to take appropriate action and apologize to my principal and I anticipate also to my superintendent. Instead contact the California Board of Education and our Senators and Legislators with your outrage. Thank you.

    Elizabeth Christina Lemings 
 

    It is clear that this is going to be an ongoing story and as space in "Making A Difference" is very limited, those readers who want to keep themselves informed are invited to email Dan Wooding requesting addition to his mailing list at assistcomm@cs.com .


WHY GO TO CHURCH?
Sent by Jerry and Nancy Wall

    A Church-goer wrote a letter to the editor of the newspaper and complained that it made no sense to go to church every Sabbath. "I've gone for 30 years now," he wrote, "and in that time I have heard something like 3,000 sermons. But for the life of me, I can't remember a single one of them.  So I think I'm wasting my time and the pastors are wasting theirs by giving sermons at all."

    This started a real controversy in the "Letters to the Editor" column, much to the delight of the editor.  It went on for weeks until someone wrote this clincher:  
    I've been married for 30 years now.  In that time my wife has cooked some 32,000 meals.  But for the life of me, I cannot recall the entire menu for a single one of those meals.  But I do know this: They all nourished me and gave me the strength I needed to do my work.  If my wife had not given me these meals, I would be physically dead today. Likewise, if I had not gone to church for nourishment, I would be spiritually dead today!"

    When you are DOWN to nothing....  God is UP to something! 
    Faith sees the invisible, believes the incredible and receives the impossible!

    Thank God for our physical AND our spiritual nourishment!
  


FOOD FOR THOUGHT
Sent by Kim Combs-Mason
 

    Moses and the people were in the desert, but what was he going to do with them?  They had to be fed, and feeding 2 or 3 million people requires a lot of food.  According to the Quartermaster General in the Army, it is reported that Moses would have to have had 1500 tons of food each day.  Do you know that to bring that much food each day, two freight trains, each at least a mile long, would be required? Besides you must remember, they were out in the desert, so they would have to have firewood to use in cooking the food. This would take 4000 tons of wood and a few more freight trains, each a mile long, just for one day. And just think, they were forty years in transit!

    And Oh yes!  They would have to have water.  If they only had enough to drink and wash a few dishes, it would take 11,000,000 gallons each day, and a freight train with tank cars, 1800 miles long, just to bring water! 
    And then another thing!  They had to get across the Red Sea at night. Now, if they went on a narrow path, double file, the line would be 800 miles long and would require 35 days and nights to get through.  So there had to be a space in the Red Sea, 3 miles wide so that they could walk 5000 abreast to get over in one night. 
    But then, there is another problem... each time they camped at the end of the day, a campground two-thirds the size of the State of Rhode Island was required, or a total of 750 square miles... think of it!  This much space for camping. Do you think Moses figured all this out before he left Egypt? I think not! You see, Moses believed in God.  God took care of these things for him.
    Now do you think God has any problem taking care of your problems?

    I asked the Lord to bless you As I prayed for you today,

To guide you and protect you As you go along your way,

His love is always with you, His promises are true,

And when we give Him all our cares, you know He'll see us through.

So when the road you're travelling on seems difficult at best,

just remember I am praying and God will do the rest. 


Darts
Sent by several readers
 

    A young lady named Sally, relates an experience she had in a Seminary Class, given by her teacher, Dr. Smith. She says Dr. Smith was known for his elaborate object lessons. One particular day, Sally walked into the seminary and knew they were in for a fun day.
    On the wall was a big target and on a nearby table were many darts. Dr. Smith told the students to draw a picture of someone that they disliked or someone who had made them angry, and he would allow them to throw darts at the person's picture.

    Sally's girlfriend drew a picture of a girl who had stolen her boyfriend. Another friend drew a picture of his little brother. Sally drew a picture of a former friend, putting a great deal of detail into her drawing, even drawing pimples on the face. Sally was pleased at the overall effect she had achieved. The class lined up and began throwing darts. Some of the students threw their darts with such force that their targets were ripping apart.

    Sally looked forward to her turn, and was filled with disappointment when Dr. Smith, because of time limits, asked the students to return to their seats. As Sally sat thinking about how angry she was because she didn't have a chance to throw any darts at her target, Dr. Smith began removing the target from the wall. Underneath the target was a picture of Jesus.....A complete hush fell over the room as each student viewed the mangled picture of Jesus; holes and jagged marks covered His face and His eyes were pierced.

    Dr. Smith said only these words, "In as much as ye have done it unto the least of these my brethren, ye have done it unto Me." Matthew 25:40

    No other words were necessary; the tear-filled eyes of each student focused only on the picture of Christ.

    This is an easy test; you score 100 or zero. It's your choice. If you aren't ashamed to do this, please just forward this magazine to everyone on your mailing list with, "Yes, I DO love Jesus." in the subject box. Jesus said, "If you are ashamed of me, I will be ashamed of you before my Father."     


    
GOOD NEWS and BAD NEWS
 

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

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

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

In the last few weeks,
web hosting, domain fees, telephone and internet charges have gone up.
 

Preparing "Making A Difference" coupled with
the dramatically increased number of
online Bible studies and fellowshiping
has meant that BKM has become a 10 hours a day job.
 

I have spent much time in prayer about the future direction of this ministry
because my personal funds are rapidly diminishing.
And now I have good  news and bad news.
 

The good news is,
we have enough money to pay all the bills.
The bad news is,
it's still out there in your pockets.
 

Therefore,
    if you share our beliefs, why not become a partner with us?
Without you, this ministry is nothing.
 

Jesus said: "the worker deserves his wages." (Luke 10:7). 
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, "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.
 

and, if you can't, please pray for us.
 

    Everyone will receive a receipt. 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, everyone on the mailing list 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
 

Heavenly Father
Look down with mercy
on Your wayward sheep
for we have, all of us,
strayed away from Your precepts.
 

We have "other gods"
husbands, wives, lovers,
houses, cars and boats.
Anything and everything before You.
 

We make "graven images" of dead people,
even the instrument of death
on which our Saviour was nailed,
and we bow and pray to them.
 

How many times every day
do you hear your name
and your Son's name 
used as expletives?
 

How many people who say they love you
have forgotten, not remembered
Your holy seventh day Sabbath
and substituted it with their own choice?
 

The respect due to parents
is all but gone in many homes.
Some don't even have homes
but wander the streets
rather than live amongst violence and abuse.
 

People kill other people
for the loose change in their pockets.
Schoolchildren run amok
and slay their classmates and teachers
and terrorists think they are heroes
to blow up themselves
and thousands of innocent people.
 

Husbands and wives 
hold "swinging" parties
and wives entertain lovers
whilst their husbands entertain their secretaries.
 

If people want something they don't have
they just take it
whether it's someone else's car
or a postage stamp from their employer.
 

And when they are caught out
doing all these things
they lie through their teeth
rather than admit their guilt.
 

Everyone seems to want 
the things that other people have.
They lust over their neighbours' homes,
their cars, even their wives and husbands.
 

Lord God,
We do not deserve
Your loving mercy.
 

Yet You sent Your own Son
to pay the price that WE should pay
for all this sin 
- for breaking your Divine law.
 

Father
Please forgive us
and help us to obey you.
 

Jesus said,
"If you love me,
keep my commandments."
 

We DO love Him father
and yet we still fail Him.
Help us to do better tomorrow Lord.
We ask it in His name.
Amen.
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