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I thought you might like a bit of a smile this month.
This was me as Joseph
at the Carols by Candlelight service last December.
There's another picture with Mary and the donkey later!
email 
 



THIS EDITION OF MAKING A DIFFERENCE
BROUGHT TO YOU BY
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COMES WITH UNLIMITED GRACE
FREE!
APPLY FOR YOURS NOW!
 



For this month's Scripture verse please click the link below. 

Lighting The Path


  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.
    This edition sees the beginning of our third year of publication and the direct mailout has increased from 51 in March 2000 to almost 7000 with this issue. Goodness knows how many get forwarded and so I have no way of knowing the total readership. I want to say a huge "Thank You" to everyone who has contributed to "Making A Difference" over the two years. Without you we wouldn't have half the magazine we've got. God bless you all. 
    With the news that Hotmail plan to reduce the capacity of their inboxes by 50% it looks as though even more magazines sent to Hotmail addresses will be coming back and, sadly, these addresses will just have to be deleted from the mailing lists. But there is good news. One reader told me that it only took 3 minutes to set up a Yahoo mailbox and we get very few returns from Yahoo. If you change, PLEASE let us know your new address so that you can continue to receive "Making A Difference" without interruption.
    As you will see below, in response to readers' requests, a list of items in this magazine appears below. It is hoped that this will help those of you are busy to find new stories easily.
    Many people want to serve God, but only in an advisory position! However, we don't change God's message - His message changes us. Suffering from truth decay? Brush up on your Bible.
    If you keep in step with God, you'll be out of step with the world. Which matters most to you?


IMPORTANT NOTICE


On March 4th 2002 I changed ISPs 
and no longer have the email address
beekay@iprimus.com.au 
If you still have this on your address book
PLEASE REPLACE IT NOW
with
drh@belovedking.org
and ensure that this is the ONLY address you have
~ o ~ o ~ o ~ o ~
This also means that "Making A Difference" can be sent fortnightly
and thus each issue made smaller.
Please email your comments about this. 



   IN THIS ISSUE
WE WILL NEVER FORGET           A 9/11 Memorial that will touch your heart whatever your nationality.
DID JESUS TELL LIES?                 A children's story for adults.

THE PROMISE                                 How what may seem a tiny effort can have great results.

THE MASTER CAN                         A beautifully presented poem.

EDITORIAL                                      Making judgements.

A COLLECTION                               Hyperlink to a beautiful collection of memorials to the September 11th 2001 tragedy.

GOD'S BANK                                    A reminder that every second counts.

GREAT LINKS                                  Another selection of beautiful and poignant web sites that caring people have made to 

                                                             the glory of God. 

MAILBOX                                    

I LOOK FOR ONE                            A poem telling just who Jesus is looking for.

FASCINATING DISCOVERIES      Hyperlink to an absolutely intriguing web site detailing Christian archeologist,             

                                                             Ron Wyatt's discoveries about early Biblical history in the Middle East

DAILY DEVOTIONALS                   Three highly recommended daily devotional links.

A WOMAN OF STRENGTH            The title says it all. - Hyperlink 

TO MAKE YOU SMILE                    Short stories and some anecdotes of a lighter nature to brighten your day.

                                                             Includes "And Your Occupation Is..?"  in recognition of mothers.

                                                             "The Lord's Baseball Game" and "The Smuggler"
TO MAKE YOU CRY                        Includes "The Littlest Firefighter" - an absolutely wonderful true story.    

                                                             and "Listen to the Whisper - Or Wait for the Brick." 

                                                             plus a hyperlink to "The day I was Too Busy." and a sad poem titled, "Jenny."
                                                             as well as some more hilarious children's humour.

BEYOND PRISON                            Yvette Burleigh's prison ministry column.  Who teaches who?

BROTHERS AND SISTER              A true story from a prison to make you think.

GOD'S SPIRITUAL ENVIRONMENTAL CONTROL - A note to God.

I MAY NEVER                                  A poem

THE PINK DRESS                            You never know where an angel may be! 

LEARN TO WRITE IN THE SAND - Another thought-provoking lesson.

THE QUILT                                        A story about life.

THE STOCK BOY AND THE CHECKER - A heart-warming short story of true unselfishness.

PRAYER                                       

 



 

If you are one of our thousands of American readers (and even if you're not), please don't let this go by.
WE WILL NEVER FORGET
 



    DID JESUS TELL LIES?
A Children's story for Adults
By David R Holt
Scroll down when the page opens
A big "Thank you" to James E Cleveland
of
Grace and Truth Online Magazine
for including this on your web site.


 
THE PROMISE
Author Unknown 

Sent by Yvette Burleigh
 

    It is important that we live our life to the fullest for the Lord and do not allow our past to hinder our present and future successes for Christ. I hope this story will encourage you to be a better witness for Jesus, and hope it also ministers to your heart to not see yourself as a failure, but rather a mighty warrior for the cause of the Lord Jesus Christ. 
 

    There was once a man who lived a pretty normal life. He never thought he was a bad person, but he wouldn't let anyone run over him either. Then one day God touched his heart and the man accepted Jesus Christ as his personal Savoir. He was so overjoyed with his new feeling that he promised the Lord that he would tell everyone he met about Jesus and lead at least 100 people to this great thing he had found. But the man soon found that leading people to Christ was not an easy thing to do. Most of his friends thought he was crazy and soon distanced themselves from him. The man almost gave up several times, but he would still tell anyone he could about the Good News and how it had changed his life and filled him with such peace and happiness. Then the man died. 
    He found himself in a room. All the things that he had done and said in his lifetime; all the bad things he had done; all the bad thoughts he had had all came back to him and were flashed before him in a moment of time. Then he saw a vision of himself, the time he got saved, he saw himself there on his knees promising God that he would spread the Gospel to at least 100 people. 
    The man fell to his knees and wept. 
    Then Jesus stood before the man and told him, "Arise my child, and tell me why you weep?" 
    The man answered, "Lord, I have committed all these terrible things in my life, and I have even lied to you."
    The Lord looked puzzled and asked the man, "How have you lied to Me?" 
    "I promised you that I would lead 100 people to you Lord, and even though I tried with all my might, I did not lead one single person to you. I broke my promise to you and lied to you." 
    Then Jesus smiled at the man and wiped the tears from his eyes, "My child, you did not break your promise to Me." 
    The man said, "But Lord, I did not lead one single person to you!"
    Jesus answered, "My child, do you remember the time in the restaurant when you sat down to eat, and you prayed, thanking The Father for your food? Well, there was a lady sitting in that same restaurant. The lady was sick with sin, and even though I had tried to reach her several times, she ignored Me. She was thinking of going home and taking her life, and she was planning to take her children's lives too. But this lady saw you pray, and it broke her heart. A door opened in her heart, and she allowed Me to come in. 
    That lady went home, and instead of ending her life, she accepted Me and asked Me to take control of her life. She found her faith, and she showed it to every one she knew, including her children, and when they became ready, they asked Me to take control of their lives. One of the children grew up to become a powerful evangelist and led many to Me. So, my child, be of good cheer. You kept your promise. Your small but consistent acts of faith led not 100, but 100,000 to Me." 
The man was overjoyed, but still he felt guilt. "My Lord," he said, "What about all those other bad things I have done?" Jesus then smiled and said, "Don't worry about those, I paid the price for you. You see, we both kept the promises we made." 

 

    I pray that you found encouragement in this story that shows how the small acts of faith that we portray before others do not go unnoticed. There are many people who are not believers in the Lord Jesus, but still they look very carefully at believers to see how they live. Never hold back when it concerns sharing your faith. You may be the only person who can reach that one searching for peace in their lives. (Isaiah 55:11) 
    I am sure you have heard of the domino effect. That's where one small act can influence another act which influences another act and so on and so on until a great event has taken place, all because of that one small act. Please remember that your small acts do influence others even though you may not realize it at the time. A smile, a friendly word, a prayer in public, are just a few ways you can brighten someone's day and possibly change their lives. (Galatians 5:22-26) (2 Peter 3:9) 



The Master Can
A beautifully written and presented poem
By Ruth Ann Mahaffey


 

        EDITORIAL:                    
 

"Do not judge, or you too will be judged. In the same way you judge others, you will be judged,
and with the measure you use, it will be measured to you."
 (Matthew 7:1, 2)
 

    How often, when someone expresses an unpopular opinion, do we hear people who claim to be Christians glibly quote the first verse of Matthew chapter 7? Interestingly, because I suspect the medieval English of the King James Bible SOUNDS more "authoritative", they seem to prefer, "Judge not lest ye be judged!" spoken in a very accusing tone to the more modern English version above. Of course, they don't quote verse 2 because that doesn't suit their own judgemental attitude! 
    The word that Matthew wrote quoting Jesus when He spoke the words translated above as "judge" was krino - a Koine Greek word variously meaning 'judge', 'determine', 'condemn', or, in rare cases, 'go to law', 'call into question' and even 'to esteem'. Similarly, the English verb "judge" has various meanings which can be broadly divided into two categories. The first is the same as the word censure meaning to PASS judgement and it is this definition that the finger-pointing quoters of Matthew 7:1 assume anyone expressing an opinion is doing. However, the other definition - to MAKE judgement - is the one that everyone does dozens of times every day of their lives.
    Every time we cross a busy road we MAKE a judgement. We look both ways and judge when it is safe to cross. If we don't make such a judgement, we risk being killed. That is krino in the second definition of determine. Thus it can easily be seen that failure to MAKE judgements is nothing less than irresponsible.
    So how does this go when it comes to people?
    Well, would you marry someone without first MAKING a judgement? "Mad if you do!" you're probably saying. But imagine that you learn that your fourteen-year-old daughter is planning to go to an all-night party with a young man who is a convicted drug user and suspected rapist. Hmmmm! Now, if you have EVER said, "Judge not lest ye be judged," what are you going to do here? Well, I would suggest that, if you are a responsible parent, you will MAKE an on-the-spot VALUE JUDGEMENT of her planned date and forbid your daughter to go. That is nothing more nor less than responsible stewardship of your God-given child which, if you don't practice it, you have no right to have a child.
    Oh dear! I just MADE a judgement! Sure, it was a conditional judgement because I used the word "if." So, unless you disagree with my judgement, I wasn't judging YOU was I?  Nevertheless, was my judgement rational? If it was, then I have no need to be concerned about verse 2 do I? But then, before you can answer those questions, YOU will have to MAKE judgements! Just think about it, you have to make a judgement before every action you make. You start your day by judging when to get out of bed. You judge that there is insufficient light and either turn over and go back to sleep or you throw a switch. You judge that you need to have a shower and, when you get there, you judge how hot to have the water. If you don't, you risk scalding yourself. Then you judge which clothes to wear. You judge that you're hungry so you eat breakfast. So far you haven't even left home and how many judgements have you made?
    I imagine that readers are getting the point by now that MAKING judgements is dramatically different to PASSING judgement. 
    But wait! When you get to work where you are the store manager (having made about another 100 judgements whilst driving there), one of your department managers tells you that one of the staff has been caught red-handed stealing from the company. Now you not only have to MAKE a judgement but, as part of your duty to the owners and shareholders of the company - your employers - you have to PASS judgement on the offender. Now you may be saying that you will allow the courts to do that and that you will simply MAKE the judgement that the offence was severe enough to call the police. Again, not to do so would be irresponsible. 
    The point that we need to remember here is that, in none of the examples I have cited, are any of us making or even passing judgements that are going to effect another person's salvation. Right now, ONLY God can do that through His Son, Jesus Christ. But the time is coming when true believers will do it too! What will the finger-pointers say then? (Ref: 1 Corinthians 6:2, Revelation 2:26, 27).
    The Bible very specifically points out our spiritual duties and responsibilities in Ezekiel 3:18-21 and, based on those verses, I have a question. If we are to follow the instruction given to Ezekiel - which, as Christians, we should - HOW are we to do so without first making a judgement? To fulfil the direction, we must first judge whether a person is a sinner mustn't we? Of course, we have the "Handbook" to guide us though, don't we? The Bible gives only one definition of "sin" in 1 John 3:4 where it says, "Everyone who sins breaks the law; in fact, sin is lawlessness." and Exodus 20 clearly spells out the law so we don't really have a problem making a rational judgement to enable us to carry out the instruction do we?
    In Matthew 7:2 Jesus is telling us to make fair and rational judgements because that is how we will be judged by the Master. It does not tell us to evade our responsibilities - and, when you stop and think about it, it could be your responsibility to save another person from losing the salvation that Jesus bought for them with His life. After all, didn't you once make the judgement that the One to follow is Jesus Christ? So stop dodging your responsibilities and start making some more wise judgements!
    By the way, if you answered all the questions I asked in this editorial, you just made 12 Judgements! 
DRH.
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Another pic of sister Pam Wood and me at Carols by Candlelight


In Memory of September 11th 2001
A comprehensive collection put together by the Presidential Prayer Team of the USA,
this web site is ideally suited to a time when you can spend time in meditation 
and remembrance of those who perished in New York and Washington.


God's Bank
Sent by Faye (from Indy) Gatewood
 

    There is a bank that credits your account each morning with $86,400. It carries over no balance from day to day. Every evening deletes whatever part of the balance you failed to use during the day. What would you do? Draw out ALL OF IT, of course!!!! 
    Each of us has such a bank. Its name is TIME and the President is God. Every morning, it credits you with 86,400 seconds. Every night it writes off, as lost, whatever of this you have failed to invest to good purpose. It carries over no balance. It allows no overdraft. 

    Each day it opens a new account for you. Each night it burns the remains of the day. If you fail to use the day's deposits, the loss is yours. 
    There is no going back. There is no drawing against the "tomorrow." You must live in the present on today's deposits. Invest it so as to get from it the utmost in health, happiness, and success! The clock is running. Make the most of today. 
 

To realize the value of ONE YEAR, 
ask a student who failed a grade. 
 

To realize the value of ONE MONTH, 
ask a mother who gave birth to a premature baby. 
 

To realize the value of ONE WEEK, 
ask the editor of a weekly newspaper. 
 

To realize the value of ONE HOUR, 
ask the lovers who are waiting to meet. 
 

To realize the value of ONE MINUTE, 
ask a person who missed the train. 
 

To realize the value of ONE-SECOND, 
ask a person who just avoided an accident. 
 

To realize the value of ONE MILLISECOND, 
ask the person who won a silver medal in the Olympics. 
 

Treasure every moment that you have!
And treasure it more because you shared it with someone special, special enough to spend your time. 
 

And remember that time waits for no one. Yesterday is history. Tomorrow is a mystery. Today is a gift. 
That's why it's called the present!!! 
 

Friends are a very rare jewel indeed. They make you smile and encourage you to succeed.
They lend an ear, they share a word of praise, and they always want to open their heart to us. 



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

Authors' and artists' names are on each site.
* Indicates the site includes music
 

This month we begin with a wonderful Flash presentation of 
The Greatest Story Ever Told
JESUS OF NAZARETH *
 

STORIES  

 

A Love Story That Will Touch Your Heart
Still He Walked *
'Til We Meet Again *
 

PRAYERS
Dear God *
A superb rendition of "The Prayer" by Andrea Bocelli and Celine Dion
 

I Said A Prayer For You Today *
River Of Living Waters *
Closer Walk *
 

SONGS
It's No Secret *
A lovely presentation of Jim Reeves' song


The Family Bible *
A Healing Touch *
I Am Your Angel *
The Wondering Trail *
 

POEMS
A Gift Of Love To A Friend *
The Great Physician
You've Never Let Me Down Lord *
Let The Children Come
Why Is God's House Not Filled? *
A Whisper From Within *
God's Stairway *
My Son *
Mountain Nights *
Heavenly Things *
Weavings *
 





Waiting On The Lord
Read the words carefully.


 

MAILBOX
 

Dear Brother David,
Greetings in the lovely name of JESUS!
I have spent a lengthy time in your website, reading about your experiences, the testimonies, well ~ just everything here!
It was a great blessing to me and please add my email address for your monthly magazine. I surely will look forward to
receiving it and pray our precious Lord continues to bless you and your ministry!
In His sweet love,
MCM  

 

Thank you MCM for your kind words. It is this sort of message that reminds me that even tiny efforts in God's mission fields are worth it!


This email arrived and reminded me of the message in this month's lead story, "The Promise." I will let it speak for itself and just say "Thank You Lord for placing Sharon and I exactly where you wanted us when you wanted us!"
 

Dear David,

I'm in awe tonight. I know I shouldn't say this, but I am actually in awe. 
Let me share something with you here. I was telling a friend in an email earlier today that I didn't feel I should continue with my online ministry to the hurting because I felt "spent" inside as a result of what had been transpiring over the last couple months and felt I had nothing to give. Then this woman messaged me online and said she needed me to pray. I was just about to turn her off, but felt, "No, I'll take just this one and that's it for a while." 

She was suicidal and was really pretty much gone, but God performed a miracle. In the midst of all the turmoil that was going on in her mind and what she had been sharing with me and some things I could identify, I was able to help her tonite. After being online with her for over an hour, all of a sudden the Holy Spirit came on the scene and said to tell her, "Be Still and let God Love You."  She needed to hear that at that moment that God does indeed love her and that she needed to be still in His presence and just allow Him to love her. And now I see how because I was faithful to minister out of my own need to this woman, God turned it for good. He knew where I was at spiritually but, regardless of how drained I felt, I was able to help this woman out. 

Then, just as we were about to sign off for the night, I get an email from you. It's amazing how fast God comes on the scene sometimes.  And I want to thank you soooo much for helping me even if it's a small amount, God will multiply it. How? I don't know.  But I know He will.  And I pray that He will bless you abundantly above all you could ever ask or think, that there will be plenty in your storehouse and that you be found never wanting for anything because of His abundance. 
Again, thank you so much.

God bless you richly & abundantly, 
Sharon S 



I Look For One
By Sandra Kambulow
I look for one who will stand in the hedge.
Who will walk where men dare not tread.
Those who are unafraid of what men think.
Those who will do what I ask or think.
Those who are willing to be whatever I bid them.
Those who are willing to act at My Will when men say not to.
Those who are open to Me.
Those who are open to all I offer.
Those who surrender all to Me.
Those who are mine ever after.
Those who accept the promises I’ve made.
Those who stand on the Word.
Those who walk in the Spirit each day.
Those who prayer according to My Word.
Those who say, “Only You Lord do I serve!”
Those who never let their feelings take control.
Those who put My Kingdom first.
Those who walk in their integrity all the way.
Those who place themselves last, so I could make them first.
Those who don’t care for position or wealth.
Those who desire the freedom of the Spirit.
Those who rise early to praise My Name.
Those who look and seek my face.
Those who know My Perfect Will.
Those who desire My Peace.
Those who will throw their crowns at My feet.
 
The King! 



Fascinating Discoveries
Spend some time at this web site
reading about some fascinating discoveries in the Middle East.
Sent by Jonny Jõnsson from Sweden 



DEVOTIONALS
If you enjoy stimulating, succinct and Scripturally sound daily devotionals,
I highly recommend that you have a look at the following web sites
where you can read some past messages and enrol for the daily mailings.
God Today - Daily Word
(Click ARCHIVE at the top left)
Eddy Ministries
Written in contemporary English they are insightful, entertaining and educational.
Morning Spirit Lift
To be honest, I don't know how Deb does what she does every day!


A Woman Of Strength *


  STORIES TO MAKE YOU SMILE


  And Your Occupation is?
Shared by Kim Combs-Mason
    A few months ago, when I was picking up the children at school, another mother I knew well rushed up to me. Emily was fuming with indignation. "Do you know what you and I are?" she demanded.

    Before I could answer, and I didn't really have one handy, she blurted out the reason for her question. It seemed she had just returned from renewing her driver's license at the County Clerk's office. Asked by the woman recorder to state her occupation. Emily had hesitated, uncertain how to classify herself. "What I mean is," explained the recorder, "Do you have a job, or are you just a.....?"

    "Of course I have a job," snapped Emily. "I'm a mother."

    "We don't list 'mother' as an occupation...'housewife' covers it," said the recorder emphatically.

    I forgot all about her story until one day I found myself in the same situation, this time at our own Town Hall. The Clerk was obviously a career woman, poised, efficient, and possessed of a high-sounding title like official Interrogator or Town Registrar. "And what is your occupation?" she probed. 
    What made me say it, I do not know. The words simply popped out. "I'm a Research Associate in the field of Child Development and Human Relations."

    The clerk paused, ball-point pen frozen in midair, and looked up as though she had not heard right. I repeated the title slowly, emphasizing the most significant words. Then I stared with wonder as my pompous pronouncement was written in bold, black ink on the official questionnaire.

    "Might I ask," said the clerk with new interest, "just what you do in your field?"

    Coolly, without any trace of fluster in my voice, I heard myself reply, "I have a continuing program of research (what mother doesn't) in the laboratory and in the field (normally I would have said indoors and out). I'm working for my Masters (the whole darned family) and already have four credits (all daughters)." "Of course, the job is one of the most demanding in the humanities (any mother care to disagree?) and I often work 14 hours a day (24 is more like it). But the job is more challenging than most run-of-the-mill careers and the rewards are in satisfaction rather than just money."

    There was an increasing note of respect in the clerk's voice as she completed the form, stood up, and personally ushered me to the door.

    As I drove into our driveway, buoyed up by my glamorous new career, I was greeted by my lab assistants -ages 13, 7, and 3. Upstairs I could hear our new experimental model (6 months) in the child-development program, testing out a new vocal pattern. I felt triumphant! I had scored a beat on bureaucracy! And I had gone on the official records as someone more distinguished and indispensable to mankind than "just another mother."

     Motherhood...what a glorious career. Especially when there's a title on the door. 



A Sabbath School teacher began her lesson with a question "Boys and girls, what do we know about God?" 
A hand shot up in the air. "He is an artist!" said the kindergarten boy. 
"Really? How do you know?" the teacher asked.

"You know, Our Father, who does art in Heaven... "


A minister parked his car in a no -- parking zone in a large city because he was short of time and couldn't find a space with a meter. So he put a note under the windshield wiper that read:
I have circled the block 10 times. If I don’t park here, I'll miss my appointment. FORGIVE US OUR TRESPASSES.
When he returned, he found a citation from a police officer along with this note. I've circled this block for 10 years. If I don't give you a ticket, I'll lose my job. LEAD US NOT INTO TEMPTATION.


A preacher was completing a temperance sermon. With great expression he said, "If I had all the beer in the world, I'd take it and throw it into the river."
With even greater emphasis he said, "And if I had all the wine in the world, I'd take it and throw it into the river."
And then finally, he said, "And if I had all the whiskey in the world, I'd take it and throw it into the river." He sat down.
The song leader then stood very cautiously and announced with a smile, "For our closing song, let us sing Hymn # 365: 'Shall We Gather at the River'.


Rumour has it that a rabbi and a priest met at the town picnic and began their usual "kibitzing."

"This baked ham is just delicious," the priest teased the rabbi. "You really should try some. I know it's against your religion, but I can't understand why such a wonderful thing should be forbidden. You just don't know what you're missing. You haven't lived until you're tried Mrs. Kennedy's baked ham. Tell me, when are you going to break down and try a little ham?" 
The rabbi looked at the priest, smiled and said, "At your wedding."  



  A group of professional people posed this question to a group of 4- to 8-year-olds, "What does love mean?" The answers they got were broader and deeper than anyone could have imagined:
 

"When my grandmother got arthritis, she couldn't bend over and paint her toenails anymore, so my grandfather does it for her all the time, even when his hands got arthritis too. That's love."    Rebecca - age 8
 

"When someone loves you, the way they say your name is different. You know that your name is safe in their mouth."    Billy - age 4
 

"Love is when you go out to eat and give somebody most of your French fries without making them give you any of theirs."    Chrissy, age 6
 

"Love is what makes you smile when you're tired."    Terri, age 4
 

"Love is when my mommy makes coffee for my daddy and she takes a sip before giving it to him, to make sure the taste is OK."    Danny, age 7
 

"Love is what's in the room with you at Christmas if you stop opening presents and listen."     Bobby, age 5
 

"If you want to learn to love better, you should start with a friend who you hate."     Nikka, age 6
 

"There are two kinds of love. Our love. God's love. But God makes both kinds of them."     Jenny, age 4
 

"Love is when you tell a guy you like his shirt, then he wears it every day."    Noelle, age 7
 

"Love is like a little old woman and a little old man who are still friends even after they know each other so well."

    Tommy, age 6
 

"Love is when your puppy licks your face even after you left him alone all day."    Mary Ann, age 4
 

"When you love somebody, your eyelashes go up and down and little stars come out of you."    Karen, age 7
 

"You really shouldn't say 'I love you' unless you mean it. But if you mean it, you should say it a lot. People forget."    

Jessica, age 8



People want the front of the bus, back of the church and centre of attention.


 "The Lord's Baseball Game"
Author Unknown
Sent by Karen Lyons

     Bob and the Lord stood by to observe a baseball game. The Lord's team was playing Satan's team. The Lord's team was at bat, the score was tied zero to zero. It was the bottom of the 9th inning with two outs. They continued to watch as a batter stepped up to the plate whose name was Love. Love swung at the first pitch and hit a single, because Love never fails. The next batter was named Faith, who also got a single, because Faith works with Love.

     The next batter up was named Godly Wisdom. Satan wound up and threw the first pitch. Godly Wisdom looked it over and let it pass; Ball one. Three more pitches and Godly Wisdom walked, because Godly Wisdom never swings at what Satan throws. The bases were now loaded.

     The Lord turned to Bob and told him He was now going to bring in His star player. Up to the plate stepped Grace. Bob said, "He sure doesn't look like much!" Satan's whole team relaxed when they saw Grace. Thinking he had won the game, Satan wound up and fired his first pitch. To the shock of everyone, Grace hit the ball harder than anyone had ever seen. But Satan wasn't worried; his centre fielder let very few fly by. He went up for the ball, but it went right through his glove, hit him on the head and sent him crashing on the ground; then it continued over the fence for a home run!

     The Lord's team won. The Lord then asked Bob if he knew why Love, Faith, and Godly Wisdom could get on base but could not win the game. Bob answered that he didn't know why. The Lord explained, "If your love, faith, and wisdom had won the game you would think you had done it by yourself. Love, faith, and wisdom will get you on base, but only My Grace can get you home."



A Limerick
By David Holt
 

Interdenominationalism,
Can cause for many, a schism,
So that when they grow old,
They feel out in the cold,
‘Twixt the long and the short catechism.
 



  Somebody once figured out that we have 35 million laws trying to enforce 10 commandments.


  The Smuggler
Sent by Paul & Joanne Recht
 

Juan comes up to the Mexican border on his bicycle. He's got two large bags over his shoulders.

The guard stops him and says, "What's in the bags?"

"Sand," answered Juan.

The guard says, "We'll just see about that - get off the bike!"

The guard takes the bags and rips them apart; he empties them out and finds nothing in them but sand. He detains Juan overnight and has the sand analysed, only to discover that there is nothing but pure sand in the bags. The guard releases Juan, puts the sand into new bags, hefts them onto the man's shoulders, and lets him cross the border.

A week later, the same thing happens. The guard asks, "What have you got?"

"Sand," says Juan.

The guard does his thorough examination and discovers that the bags contain nothing but sand. He gives the sand back to Juan, and Juan crosses the border on his bicycle.

This sequence of events is repeated every day for three years. Finally, Juan doesn't show up one day and the guard meets him in a Cantina in Mexico.

"Hey, Buddy," says the guard, "I know you are smuggling something. It's driving me crazy. It's all I think about... I can't sleep.

Just between you and me, what are you smuggling?"

Juan sips his cerveza and says, "Bicycles."


AND,
STORIES TO MAKE YOU CRY 


Day I Was Too Busy


  
The Littlest Firefighter
Sent by Ashleigh Lowrey
    In Phoenix, Arizona, a 26-year-old mother stared down at her son who was dying of terminal leukaemia. Although her heart was filled with sadness, she also had a strong feeling of determination. Like any parent she wanted her son to grow up and fulfil all his dreams. Now that was no longer possible. The leukaemia would see to that. But she still wanted her son's dreams to come true. She took her son's hand and asked, "Billy, did you ever think bout what you wanted to be once you grew up? Did you ever dream and wish, what you would do with your life?"

    "Mommy, I always wanted to be a fireman when I grew up." 
    Mom smiled back and said, "Let's see if we can make your wish come true."

    Later that day she went to her local fire department in Phoenix, Arizona, where she met Fireman Bob, who had a heart as big as Phoenix. She explained her son's final wish and asked if it might be possible to give her six-year-old son a ride around the block on a fire engine.

    Fireman Bob said, "Look, we can do better than that. If you'll have your son ready at seven o'clock Wednesday morning, we'll make him an honorary fireman for the whole day. He can come down to the fire station, eat with us, go out on all the fire call, the whole nine yards! And if you'll give us his sizes, we'll get a real fire uniform for him, with a real fire hat-not a toy one-with the emblem of the Phoenix Fire Department on it, a yellow slicker like we wear and rubber boots. They're all manufactured right here in Phoenix, so we can get them fast."

    Three days later Fireman Bob picked up Billy, dressed him in his fire uniform and escorted him from his hospital bed to the waiting hook and ladder truck. Billy got to sit on the back of the truck and help steer it back to the fire station. He was in heaven. There were three fire calls in Phoenix that day and Billy got to go out on all three calls. He rode in the different fire engines, the paramedic's van, and even the fire chief's car. He was also videotaped for the local news program.

    Having his dream come true, with all the love and attention that was lavished upon him, so deeply touched Billy that he lived three months longer than any doctor thought possible.

    One night all of his vital signs began to drop dramatically and the head nurse, who believed in the hospice concept that no one should die alone, began to call the family members to the hospital. Then she remembered the day Billy had spent as a fireman, so she called the Fire Chief and asked if it would be possible to send a fireman in uniform to the hospital to be with Billy as he made his transition.

    The chief replied, "We can do better than that. We'll be there in five minutes. Will you please do me a favour? When you hear the sirens screaming and see the lights flashing, will you announce over the PA system that there is not a fire? It's just the fire department coming to see one of its finest members one more time. And will you open the window to his room?"

    About five minutes later a hook and ladder truck arrived at the hospital and extended its ladder up to Billy's third floor open window. 16 fire-fighters climbed up the ladder into Billy's room. With his mother's permission, they hugged him and held him and told him how much they loved him.

    With his dying breath, Billy looked up at the fire chief and said, "Chief, am I really a fireman now?"

    Billy, you are, and the Head Chief, Jesus, is holding your hand," the chief said. 
    With those words, Billy smiled and said, "I know, He's been holding my hand all day, and the angels have been singing." He closed his eyes one last time.


 Listen to the whisper... or wait for the brick!
Sent by Kevin Gollschewski
 

    A young and successful executive was traveling down a neighbourhood street, going a bit too fast in his new Jaguar. He was watching for kids darting out from between parked cars and slowed down when he thought he saw something.
    As his car passed, no children appeared. Instead, a brick smashed into the Jag's side door! He slammed on the brakes and drove the Jag back to the spot where the brick had been thrown. The angry driver then jumped out of the car, grabbed the nearest kid and pushed him up against a parked car shouting, "What was that all about and who are you? Just what the heck are you doing? That's a new car and that brick you threw is going to cost a lot of money. Why did you do it?"
    The young boy was apologetic. "Please mister... please, I'm sorry... I didn't know what else to do," he pleaded. "I threw the brick because no one else would stop..." With tears dripping down his face and off his chin, the lad pointed to a spot just around a parked car. "It's my brother," he said. "He rolled off the curb and fell out of his wheelchair and I can't lift him up." Now sobbing, the boy asked the stunned executive, "Would you please help me get him back into his wheelchair? He's hurt and he's too heavy for me." 
    Moved beyond words, the driver tried to swallow the rapidly swelling lump in his throat. He hurriedly lifted the handicapped boy back into the wheelchair, then took out his fancy handkerchief and dabbed at the fresh scrapes and cuts. A quick look told him everything was going to be okay. "Thank you and may God bless you," the grateful child told the stranger.
    Too shook up to speak, the man simply watched the little boy push his wheelchair-bound brother down the sidewalk toward their home. It was a long, slow walk back to the Jaguar. The damage was very noticeable, but the driver never bothered to repair the dented side door. He kept the dent there to remind him of this message:
    Don't go through life so fast that someone has to throw a brick at you to get your attention! God whispers in our souls and speaks to our hearts.

    Sometimes when we don't have time to listen, He has to throw a brick at us. It's our choice: Listen to the whisper... or wait for the brick! 




Jenny
Sent by Toni Greenslade
 

Jenny was so happy about the house they had found.
For once in her life 'twas on the right side of town.
She unpacked her things with such great ease.
As she watched her new curtains blow in the breeze.
How wonderful it was to have her own room.
School would be starting; she'd have friends over soon.
There'd be sleep-overs, and parties; she was so happy
It's just the way she wanted her life to be.
On the first day of school, everything went great.
She made new friends and even got a date!
She thought, "I want to be popular like I should always have been,
Because I just got a date with the star of the team!"
To be known in this school you had to have clout,
And dating this guy would sure help her out.
There was only one problem stopping her fate.
Her parents had said she was too young to date.
"Well, I just won't tell them the entire truth.
They won't know the difference; what's there to lose?"
Jenny asked to stay with her friends that night.
Her parents frowned but said, "All right."
Excited, she got ready for the big event
But as she rushed around like she had no sense,
She began to feel guilty about all the lies,
But what's a pizza, a party, and a moonlight ride?
Well the pizza was good, and the party was great, But the
moonlight ride would have to wait.
For Jeff was half drunk by this time.
But he kissed her and said that he was just fine.
Then the room filled with smoked and Jeff took a puff.
Jenny couldn't believe he was smoking that stuff.
Now Jeff was ready to ride to the point
But only after he'd smoked another joint.
They jumped in the car for the moonlight ride,
Not thinking that he was too drunk to drive.
They finally made it to the point at last,
And Jeff started trying to make a pass.
A pass is not what Jenny wanted at all
(And by a pass, I don't mean playing football.)
"Perhaps my parents were right.... maybe I am too young.
Boy, how could I ever, ever be so dumb."
With all of her might, she pushed Jeff say away:
"Please take me home, I don't want to stay."
Jeff cranked up the engine and floored the gas.
In a matter of seconds they were going too fast.
As Jeff drove on in a fit of wild anger,
Jenny knew that her life was in danger.
She begged and pleaded for him to slow down,
But he just got faster as they neared the town.
"Just let me get home! I'll confess that I lied.
I really went out for a moonlight ride."
Then all of a sudden, she saw a big flash.
"Oh God, Please help us! We're going to crash!"
She doesn't remember the force of impact.
Just that everything all of a sudden went black.
She felt someone remove her from the twisted rubble,
And heard, "call an ambulance! These kids are in trouble!
Voices she heard...a few words at best.
But she knew there were two cars involved in the wreck.
Then wondered to herself if Jeff was all right,
And if the people in the other car were alive.
She awoke in the hospital to faces so sad.
"You've been in a wreck and it looks pretty bad."
These voices echoed inside her head,
As they gently told her that Jeff was dead.
They said, "Jenny, we've done all we can do.
But it looks as if we'll lose you too."
"But the people in the other car!? "Jenny cried.
"We're sorry, Jenny, they also died."
Jenny prayed, "God, forgive me for what I've done
I only wanted to have just one night of fun."
"Tell those people's family, I've made their lives dim,
And wish I could return their families to them."
"Tell Mom and Dad I'm sorry I lied,
And that it's my fault so many have died.
Oh, nurse, won't you please tell them that for me?"
The nurse just stood there-she never agreed.
But took Jenny's hand with tears in her eyes.
And a few moments later Jenny died.
A man asked the nurse, "Why didn't you do your best
To grant that girl her one last request?"
She looked at the man with eyes so sad.
"Because the people in the other car were her mom and dad."
This story is sad and unpleasant but true,
So young people take heed, it could have been you.


BEYOND PRISON
 

    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 column Yvette shares 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.
 

The Spirit of the Lord is upon me,
because he hath anointed me to preach the gospel to the poor;
he hath sent me to heal the brokenhearted,
to preach deliverance to the captives,
and recovering of sight to the blind,
to set at liberty them that are bruised.
Luke 4:18 

    
    When we meditate on the scripture above most of us have our idea of what this verse means and how it speaks to us. We envision ourselves going out into the world and ministering to those who are in need. But the thought never crosses our minds that rather than us going to minister to those in prison, that those in prison can minister to us. 
You may ask, how does one in prison minister to those in the outside world? The Lord placed this upon my heart to approach one young man that I have had the opportunity to correspond with in prison. I have been corresponding with him for 3 years now and in those 3 years this young man has really grown in the Lord. We have shared Bible studies and the ups and downs of each other's lives.

Some time ago he shared with me his burden he had for the youth who are out in the world and turning to drugs, alcohol, and gangs for their escape from the troubles of life. As a young man in prison he understands this kind of life because this is what got him in his prison cell to begin with. While he was in prison he gave his life to the Lord and is totally set free from his past. He kept telling me how upon his release he felt the Lord was calling him to minister to those who are in the same type of satanic bondage he was in that landed him in prison.

After seeking the Lord through prayer, He placed upon my heart to approach my friend and offer him a way to serve Christ while living behind prison walls. I offered him to start a column on my website sharing his testimony and writing articles that would reach a lost and dying world. As responses would come in I would send them all to him, which would in return bless him, also. This way he would have the opportunity to minister behind prison walls.

It really amazes me how this young man is locked away from the world and yet has a burden to share his Lord. Yet we who are out in the world and living free do not take the time to minister to others. We should be the ones going to the prisoners and yet the prisoners are the ones that want to reach the lost. Not everyone in prison is set free and walking with the Lord. That is why it is our job as Christians to reach them.

Let us think again about the above scripture. Are you willing to reach those in prison? Better yet, how do you feel about those in prison ministering to you? 
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.


 BROTHERS AND SISTER
Sent by Ashleigh Lowrey
    There is a professor at Loyola University in Chicago. His name is John Powell. In addition to being a best-selling writer, he is also a highly popular lecturer, teacher, and counsellor. In his book entitled "Through The Eyes of Faith," he tells about his prison ministry. About once a month, he visits a prisoner in the state penitentiary. He describes how difficult that is for him personally... the atmosphere is dismal, dark, depressing... and charged with suspicion.

    However, on one occasion, John Powell said he had an enlightening and inspiring experience in that stern and sombre prison environment. An elderly woman was standing beside him as they moved through the visitor line. Together, they went through numerous security checkpoints. They were required to produce identification; they were required to pass through metal detectors; they were led by heavily armed guards through countless doors made of strong steel bars. And through it all, John Powell said he could not help but notice how this sweet, dear woman was smiling warmly toward everyone, waving tenderly to the guards and calling many of them by name, and greeting everyone in a kind and loving way.

    John Powell was fascinated with her. She was absolutely radiant. She was a ray of sunshine and a breath of fresh air in that sullen place. Suddenly, he said to her, "Gee, I'll bet you bring a lot of love into this world with your smiling face and words."

    She replied, "I decided long ago that there are no strangers in my world. Only brothers and sisters. Some of them I haven't met yet."

    Reflecting on that experience, John Powell wrote these remarkable paragraphs. He said: "That lady drew out of me a deep and warm reaction of love. And gradually I came to realize that people are not one thing, good or bad, but many things. In every human being there is warmth, love, affection, but there is also hurt, anger, weakness. We stimulate or draw out of them one or the other. It all depends upon our approach, and our approach depends upon our attitude.

    This was the genius of Jesus. He took people where they were and loved them into life. This is precisely what Jesus did for those whose lives He touched. He was a living portrait of love in action. And the caption under the portrait reads: Please love one another as I have loved you. Yes... this was the genius of Jesus. He took people where they were and loved them into life."



God’s Spiritual Environmental Control
By Milton L. Hazlewood
Dear Father,
I see and hear the lies, propaganda, and false hopes being spread, by the powers and principalities from high places, through the Atmosphere of peoples minds and thoughts; polluting the rivers and streams of their hearts; contaminating the fertile soil of their very soul. 
It makes me even more grateful for the cleansing, detoxifying, and purifying power of your Holy Word which not only reveals its source but also gives the ingredients. It gives the direction for it’s proper use. And finally, it gives the sure and absolute recovery and deliverance formula for total and complete healing, comfort, and victory. It is our Lord and Savoir Jesus Christ.
Thank you Father 

The Pink Dress
Sent by Donna Leonard
    There was this little girl sitting by herself in the park. Everyone passed by her and never stopped to see why she looked so sad. Dressed in a worn pink dress, barefoot and dirty, the girl just sat and watched the people go by. She never tried to speak. She never said a word. Many people passed by her, but no one would stop.

    The next day I decided to go back to the park in curiosity to see if the little girl would still be there. Yes, she was there, right in the very spot where she was yesterday, and still with the same sad look in her eyes.

    Today I was to make my own move and walk over to the little girl. For as we all know, a park full of strange people is not a place for young children to play alone. As I got closer I could see the back of the little girl's dress was grotesquely shaped. I figured that was the reason people just passed by and made no effort to speak to her. Deformities are a low blow to our society and, heaven forbid if you make a step toward assisting someone who is different.

    As I got closer, the little girl lowered her eyes slightly to avoid my intent stare. As I approached her, I could see the shape of her back more clearly. She was grotesquely shaped in a humped over form. I smiled to let her know it was OK; I was there to help, to talk. I sat down beside her and opened with a simple, "Hello."

    The little girl acted shocked, and stammered a "Hi"; after a long stare into my eyes. I smiled and she shyly smiled back. We talked until darkness fell and the park was completely empty. I asked the girl why she was so sad.

    The little girl looked at me with a sad face said, "Because, I'm different"; 
    I immediately said, "That you are!” and smiled. 
    The little girl acted even sadder and said, "I know."

    "Little girl," I said, "you remind me of an angel, sweet and innocent" 
    She looked at me and smiled, then slowly she got to her feet and said, Really?"

    "Yes, you're like a little Guardian Angel sent to watch over all those people walking by" 
    She nodded her head yes, and smiled. With that she opened the back of her pink dress and allowed her wings to spread, then she said "I am. I'm your Guardian Angel" with a twinkle in her eye. I was speechless -- sure I was seeing things. She said, "For once you thought of someone other than yourself. My job here is done"

    I got to my feet and said, "Wait, why did no one stop to help an angel?"

    She looked at me, smiled, and said, "You're the only one that could see me"; and then she was gone.

   And with that, my life was changed dramatically. So, when you think you're all you have, remember, your angel is always watching over you. 



Learn To Write In The Sand
author unknown

A story tells that two friends were walking through the desert.
In a specific point of the journey, they had an argument, and one friend slapped the other one in the face.
The one who got slapped was hurt, but without anything to say, he wrote in the sand:
"TODAY, MY BEST FRIEND SLAPPED ME IN THE FACE."
They kept on walking, until they found an oasis, where they decided to take a bath.
The one who got slapped and hurt started drowning, and the other friend saved him.
When he recovered from the fright, he wrote on a stone:
"TODAY MY BEST FRIEND SAVED MY LIFE."
The friend who saved and slapped his best friend, asked him,
"Why, after I hurt you, you wrote in the sand, and now you write on a stone?"
The other friend, smiling, replied:
"When a friend hurts us, we should write it down in the sand,
where the winds of forgiveness get in charge of erasing it away,
and when something great happens,
we should engrave it in the stone of the memory of the heart,
where no wind can erase it." 
LEARN TO WRITE IN THE SAND.


THE QUILT
Sent by Donna Leonard
 

    As I faced my Maker at the last judgment, I knelt before the Lord along with all the other souls. Before each of us laid our lives like the squares of a quilt in many piles. An Angel sat before each of us sewing our quilt squares together into a tapestry that is our life. But as my angel took each piece of cloth off the pile, I noticed how ragged and empty each of my squares was. They were filled with giant holes. Each square was labelled with a part of my life that had been difficult, the challenges and temptations I was faced with in everyday life.

    I saw hardships that I endured, which were the largest holes of all. I glanced around me. Nobody else had such squares. Other than a tiny hole here and there, the other tapestries were filled with rich colour and the bright hues of worldly fortune. I gazed upon my own life and was disheartened. My angel was sewing the ragged pieces of cloth together, threadbare and empty, like binding air.
    Finally the time came when each life was to be displayed, held up to the light, the scrutiny of truth. The others rose, each in turn, holding up their tapestries. So filled their lives had been. My angel looked upon me, and nodded for me to rise.

    My gaze dropped to the ground in shame. I hadn't had all the earthly fortunes... I had love in my life, and laughter. But there had also been trials of illness, and death, and false accusations that took from me my world, as I knew it. I had to start over many times. I often struggled with the temptation to quit, only to somehow muster the strength to pick up and begin again. I spent many nights on my knees in prayer, asking for help and guidance in my life. I had often been held up to ridicule, which I endured painfully, each time offering it up to the Father in hopes that I would not melt within my skin beneath the judgmental gaze of those who unfairly judged me. 
    Now, I had to face the truth. My life was what it was, and I had to accept it for what it was. I rose and slowly lifted the combined squares of my life to the light. A gasp filled the air. I gazed around at the others who stared at me with wide eyes. Then, I looked upon the tapestry before me. Light flooded the many holes, creating an image, the face of Christ.

    Then our Lord stood before me, with warmth and love in His eyes. He said, "Every time you gave over your life to me, it became my life, my hardships, and my struggles. Each point of light in your life is when you stepped aside and let me shine through, until there was more of me than there was of you."

    May all our quilts be threadbare and worn, allowing Christ to shine through. 


I MAY NEVER
Sent by Ashleigh Lowrey

I may never see tomorrow; there's no written guarantee,
And things that happened yesterday belong to history,
I cannot predict the future, I cannot change the past,
I have just the present moment, I must treat it as my last,
 
I must use this moment wisely for it soon will pass away,
And be lost to me forever as part of yesterday,
I must exercise compassion, help the fallen to their feet,
Be a friend unto the friendless, make an empty life complete,

The unkind things I do today may never be undone,
And friendships that I fail to win may nevermore be won,
I may not have another chance on bended knee to pray,
And thank God with humble heart for giving me this day. 



The Stock Boy and The Checker
Sent by Kim Combs-Mason
 

    In a supermarket, Kurtis the stock boy was busily working when a new voice came over the asking for a carry out at check register 4. Kurtis was almost finished, and wanting to get some fresh air, he decided to answer the call. As he approached the check-out stand a smile caught his eye; the new check out girl was beautiful. She was an older woman (maybe 26 he was only 22) just like that he fell in love.

    Later that day, after his shift was over, he waited by the punch clock to find out her name. She came into the break room; smiled softly at him .She took her card and punched out, then left. He looked at her card, BRENDA. He walked out only to see her start walking up the road.

    Next day, he waited outside as she left the supermarket, and offered her a ride home. He looked harmless enough, and she accepted. When he dropped her off, he asked if maybe he could see her again, outside of work. She simply said it wasn't possible. He pressed and she explained she had two children and she couldn't afford a baby-sitter, so he offered to pay for the baby-sitter. Reluctantly she accepted his offer for a date for the following Saturday.

    That Saturday night he arrived at her door only to have her tell him that she was unable to go with him. The baby-sitter had called and cancelled. To which Kurtis simply said, "Well, lets take the kids with us."

    She tried to explain that taking the children was not an option, but again not taking "No" for an answer, he pressed. Finally Brenda brought him inside to meet her children. She had an older daughter who was just cute as a bug, Kurtis thought. Then Brenda brought out her son, in a wheelchair. He was born a paraplegic with Down syndrome.

    Kurtis asked Brenda, "I still don't understand why the kids can't come with us?" Brenda was amazed. Most men would run away from a woman with two kids, especially if one had disabilities. (Just like her first husband and father of her children had done) 
    That evening Kurtis and Brenda loaded up the kids, went to dinner and the movies. When her son needed anything Kurtis would take care of him. When he needed to use the rest room, he picked him up out of his chair, took him, brought him back. The kids loved Kurtis. At the end of the evening, Brenda knew this was the man she was going to marry and spend the rest of her life with.

    A year later, they were married and Kurtis adopted both of her children and since they have added two more kids. 
So what happened to the stock boy and check out girl? Well, Mr. & Mrs. Kurt Warner, now live in St. Louis, where he is employed by the St. Louis Rams and plays quarterback. 


     

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 all around the world 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 that there is 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.
                              [image: image6.jpg]





PRAYER
 

Please take a moment to relax your mind and humble your heart to focus on Christ. 
Allow God, to be the only person on your mind while you read this prayer. 
If we can take the time to read long jokes, stories, etc., we should give the same respect to this prayer. 
Friends that pray together, stay together.
 

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 truths as what they are.
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.
And I thank You that I believe.
I believe that You change people and You change 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.

