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"If you hold to my teaching, you really are my disciples.
Then you will know the truth,
and the truth will set you free."
John 8:31-32


  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.
    Thank you once again to all the Spirit-filled folk who have taken the time and effort to share testimonies and stories with us and especially to those dear folk who have given of their personal harvest to help this ministry financially. If YOU have something that you believe is worth sharing, please find a moment to send it to us.
    Again, a reminder. Following the last issue of "Making A Difference" an unusually large number of mailings were returned "User not known." Since these were people who have written requesting their names to be added to our mailing list I am concerned that, unless you advise us of changes of servers or addresses, there is absolutely nothing we can do to ensure a continuation of delivery. Therefore, if you change servers, PLEASE let us know your new address so that you can continue to receive "Making A Difference" without interruption.


Last Sunday was Mother's Day. What did YOU do for your Mother?
Everything You Never Did *


EDITORIAL
    In this issue, I want to share with you a story that you may want to relate to your own situation today. It is about a fictional man named Bill.
 

    Bill "knows" deep in his subconscious that there has to be a superior "creator being" higher than himself so he sets out to discover more about that being (As you will appreciate, Bill is a person who has either had little or no religious upbringing or rebelled against it when he was younger.). Bill has heard about the God of the Bible (he passes seven churches every day on his way to work and he isn't blind!) so Bill goes out and buys a Bible. It turns out to be a "Living Bible" (because, to Bill, a Bible is a Bible is a Bible!) and he starts to read it at page 1. (after all, where does on usually start to read a book?)
    Then, one day, a door-to-door evangelist comes to Bill's house and Bill lets him in. He even believes that this evangelist has been sent to him by this God that he seeks because he has got far enough down the track that he has actually "prayed" to the being that he calls God asking Him to help him in his search.
    Now, let's say that the evangelist is from the "Calathumpian" church and tells Bill all sorts of "wonderful" things of the kind that he was longing to hear and so Bill (quite naturally) feels that his prayers have been answered. A Miracle has happened right there in his living room! The Calathumpian evangelist tells Bill to get his Bible out and draws his attention to various Scriptures that support the Calathumpian doctrines and Bill soaks all this up like the thirsty sponge that he is. (Again, perfectly natural.)
    Now we need to digress from Bill here for a moment because there are TWO "people" who have been watching our Bill right from the moment that he had his first thought about a superior being. One is God and the other is Satan and BOTH of them are working on Bill. It was God who inspired Bill to buy a Bible and Satan saw that so Satan immediately put his "plan B" into action. Plan B says that, if a "candidate" is leaning towards the Bible (as opposed to, say, Playboy and Penthouse and any other satanic literature), Satan will USE the Bible to subvert the candidate and so Satan sends the Calathumpian along to Bill's house. Now the Calathumpian may well sincerely believe that his church's doctrines are the truth (because, once, he was where Bill is now) and so what he says to Bill he believes with all his heart to be God's truth - but it isn't!
    As a result of all the wonderful "enlightenment" that the evangelist has brought to him, Bill eagerly accepts the invitation to go along to the Calathumpian church next SUNDAY! Oops!
    Satan rubs his hands with glee and says to his fallen angel friends, "Yippee, we got another sucker! He THINKS he's going to worship God and hasn't got a clue that he will really be worshiping ME on MY day!"
    Time passes. Bill begins to get more and more immersed in his new-found "faith." The Calathumpian people are beautiful and he has never felt more wanted and needed in his life. But, of course, God is watching all this and inspires Bill's mind to study his now quite well worn (in certain places) Bible a bit more fully.
    Satan notices this and so he arranges for Bill's car to break down so that Bill has to work a bit of overtime to pay for the repairs. One point to Satan - Bill has less time to study his Bible. Nevertheless, God is not about to let Satan push him around and so He inspires Bill to read particular (previously totally ignored) passages of his Bible that make Bill begin to wonder about the Calathumpians. His "research" is revealing some serious discrepancies in what he has been taught. This, of course, disturbs Bill somewhat. So he decides to go and visit another church one Sunday (because he has not yet got to discovering that Sunday is also one of Satan's counterfeit substitutes for God's truths). Whilst that new church is very devout and sincere too, Bill finds it a bit "dreary" compared to the joyful worship at the Calathumpians and, what's more, he arrives, sits through the worship service and, when it is over, the best he gets is a handshake from the preacher and a "God bless you." as he leaves. Not very inspiring! So Bill goes back to the Calathumpians for another few months although his heart is now heavy with concerns about the errors that his studies have revealed.
    Then Satan plays his master stroke! ANOTHER evangelist knocks on Bill's door. Being the nice guy that he is, Bill invites this one in too and they chat about the evangelist's Church of the Saints of God (CSG) beliefs. Bill is quite impressed by the CSG's "exciting" concepts and eagerly accepts the evangelist's invitation to go along to their service. The evangelist even says that he will personally come and pick Bill up (since his car's off the road) and so, the next Sunday, off they go to a wonderful joy-filled service. This service has some very new and almost scary components that Bill has NEVER experienced before but his new friend assures him that they are "evidence of the presence of the Holy Spirit" and he should be rejoicing too. So poor Bill throws himself enthusiastically into the goings-on. He even admits that, whilst it is very "different" the worship is fun.
    More time passes. Bill studies his Bible some more. (Interestingly, God inspired some of the people at the CSG to even help Bill fix his car and thus have a bit more time to study his Bible. Boy! Did that make Satan mad!) After an while, Bill becomes more and more convinced that the CSG is actually as bent as a hairpin! Their weird interpretations of the Scriptures made very little sense to our Bill and so he politely thanks the evangelist for his friendship, leaves and hopes he'll never see him again. Satan rubs his hands some more! He is very craftily getting Bill right where he wants him.
    Meanwhile Bill goes back to the good old Calathumpians where all his friends are and decides that is REALLY where God wants him to be. By now, from his studies of his even more worn Bible, he knows that he shouldn't be worshiping on the first day instead of the seventh but figures that worshiping is better than NOT worshiping but he is "comfortable" and Satan sits back and enjoys the view!
    Then Satan thinks to himself, "Hmmmm. What if Bill should learn too much of God's truth? We could just lose him!" so he puts Plan C into action. Plan C is where Satan's publishing department puts out an enormous proliferation of brochures and booklets and web sites that would, to put it bluntly, almost confuse God Himself if that were possible!
    God counters by having His publishing department put out material too. But Satan, being the crafty character that he is, laughs because he knows that his false doctrines and accusations (some of which are actually true) will do a wonderful job of confusing Bill and those sincere people like him so much that they don't know their right hands from their left hands in the end. Their brains become so addled that they just cannot keep up with it all. Satan sits back and enjoys the view!
    Bill reads a brochure that tells him all about another church that he has hitherto never heard of. It is called "Christ's Warriors" and he is REALLY impressed by what he reads. (It never even occurs to him that they aren't going to tell him anything that they do that DOESN'T agree with Scripture!). Bill is most interested in this Christ's Warriors outfit and so he decides to try to find out a bit more about them (after all, the brochure was only a single A4 sheet and didn't go into any detail). He decides to check the Internet. Well, what a good job that our Bill was so cautious because what he finds on the internet scares the pants off him, CW are torn to shreds by not one but lots of web sites that say they are an awful cult and warn anyone ever coming into contact with them to steer as far away from them as possible! Whew! That was a close shave! Bill throws the CW brochure away and determines never to have anything to do with them. Satan rubs his hands with glee and sits back and enjoys the view!
    Whilst Bill was looking up stuff about CW he also came across some other web sites that talked about the Bible and what it really says. This bothered him a bit (that, you remember, is why Satan implemented Plan C) so he looks a bit further and, lo and behold, he finds some more web sites that say THOSE web sites are "false doctrine" and put out by yet more "cults." Bill gets MORE confused and Satan rubs his hands and sits back and enjoys the view!
    Bill can do a number of things here. Let's look at his alternative options.
a) He gives up completely, thinking that all this "religion" is too confusing and decides that the Calathumpians and all those other churches are just fulfilling their own needs and there isn't really a God after all. Satan chalks up another point and sits back and enjoys the view!
b) Bill decides that it is all to confusing and that he isn't going to check out ANY more churches and, at the next Calathumpian altar call, goes up and renews his commitment to (their) "saviour." And Satan chalks him up and sits back and enjoys the success of Plan C,
c) Bill decides that he doesn't care what the brochures and web sites say. He has personally examined the doctrines of some of the other churches that he has discovered and found that there are one or two that SEEM to be very Scripturally sound. There a few things he doesn't quite understand but can't see any reason to be put off by that and so he goes along to those churches and looks and listens to what is taught and said. The things he didn't quite understand, he asks about. The church members are eager to explain them to him and, in some cases, he realises that they have got it all wrong and so he doesn't go there again. But in other cases, their detailed explanations, supported by Scripture, make a lot of sense to Bill. He realises that, in some instances, they have come up with some rather unusual theories but, when he really sits down and studies the scriptural reasoning behind those theories, he decides that maybe these people have got a very good point to make. Satan gets very worried and does everything he can to divert Bill's attention away from this new interest because he knows that, if Bill pursues it, he could lose him to God.
    Finally, if Bill takes option c), he ends up as part of the remnant of believers who keep the commandments of God and have the testimony of Jesus (Rev. 12:17) OR he decides to stick with the Calathumpians anyway. Whilst I don't KNOW what God's judgement will be if Bill does the latter because there is no doubt (in my scenario) that he made his decision in sincerity. Although, even as I typed that last sentence, it was as if the Holy Spirit had spoken to my mind and quoted Jesus' Own words, "Many will say to me on that day, 'Lord, Lord, did we not prophesy and cast out demons in your name?' and I will say to them, 'Away from me, you who worked iniquity, I never knew you!'"
    I guess the ultimate answer lies in Bill's KNOWLEDGE. If he knew that the Calathumpians were breaking any of the Commandments and CHOSE to overlook it, then he has no excuse. But if he SINCERELY didn't know (or understand), then God, in His infinite mercy, would not turn him away. That is why I believe that God has repeatedly deferred Jesus' return so that both His own prophecy in Matthew 24:34 and numerous other's prophecies concerning Jesus' return in the lifetimes of those listening to them have been unfulfilled. As I wrote in my editorial a couple of months ago, God knows the end from the beginning and eventually there will be only ONE person left to turn around and accept the truth and when that person does it, THEN Jesus will come.
    I repeat, are YOU that person?
DRH.


Take it to The Son
By Kimberley Dawn Combs-Mason
 

So many times I have looked across the sky.
So many times I have asked myself why,
All this beauty we have had made for us,
Are we truly very deserving of?
 

He gave us all that we could ever want or need.
What is that we do but continue to plead?
How many times in the past did they want for drink?
How many times in the past were they allowed to sink?
 

How many times in the past did they want for food?
How many times in the past was He to them so good?
What is it that He has to do for us to see?
What is it that He continues to do for you and me?
 

Can you not feel His almighty love?
Can you not see that He comes to us from up above?
Get down on bended knee and call on the mighty One.
Take your prayer to the Father through His Son.
 

You shall never go without anything,
'Cause thy almighty Lord to you shall bring.
Trust and believe in Him with all your heart,
And with you He shall truly never part.
 

Take it to the Son.......


 

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

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



Glorify Him *
Shared by Darlene Osborne


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

* Indicates the site includes music
 

MESSAGES
 

Momma Teaching Me *
 

SONGS
 

Amazing Grace *
Beautiful new words to an old favourite hymn
 

POEMS
 

Thy Will Be Done *
The Gift Of Jesus *
The Land Beyond The Sun *
The Saviour Is Waiting *

 

PRAYERS
Heartprints *






 

MAILBOX
Hi David,
 

I just received your monthly magazine..... "Making A Difference" and enjoyed it very much.  What a way to bring to glory to God Our Father! 
God bless you.

Marilyn Ferguson.



Dear David,
 

God has laid  it on my heart to do this and so I am sending you this copy of a letter I just wrote to my friend in response to one that I received recently!  I realized after writing this letter that it is really a testimonial and someone reading our magazine might benefit from it. If it helps even one person, then it will be worth the sharing of it. I am praying for the eyes of the spiritual blind to be opened by this testimony!
 

Dearest Friend,
Your letter was so cute it brought laughter to my heart and tears to my eyes! I tell you in earnest, I have been in that same boat with you.
I have to tell you this story!  It was several years ago and, I was attending a nearby church close to my home (I loved this little church and all the people). Anyway as the story goes, I was a bit early arriving which is unusual for me, I am more likely to be late than early! However, this day I was there standing outside the church door waiting to be let in but, no one was around except me. It was quite chilly day for early spring and as I'm standing there, my mind starts to wonder "where is everyone! " None of the people are ever late and I really just don't understand what's going on here!
So I am looking at my watch, it's getting later and later! Over half hour now has passed and I feel the panic start to set in.  It was so quiet all around me; not a sound and not one person in sight anywhere to be seen, not even on the streets beside the church! Imagine what is going through my mind now! I am in sheer panic by this time. I thought "Oh My God! You have come, the rapture has come and I have been left behind, Oh My sweet Jesus, how can this be?" 
Much to my wonderful surprise, the problem was that we had a daylight-saving time change and I had forgotten about it and so I was at church one hour early, and you know, for just an instant, I felt fearful that I had not been the faithful one I believed myself to be. It frightened me so much to think for even one minute that Jesus had come for his church and that I might not be a part of it!
Well my Friend, the moral of this story is, think about how you would really feel if you were to be left behind when Jesus comes for his church, I know you want to be in it and I know that I want to be in the gathering with all of my family and friends! 
 

So I would like just to say to anyone who might be reading this story that I just wrote to my Friend after receiving a similar story, based on a different situation but, none the less, it is the same feeling. Take some time and just let these thoughts run through your mind and heart and see how you would feel when Jesus comes and if you were to be left behind! Doesn't it just scare you so bad that you want to just give it all up to God! 
My friends, I sure hope that it does, I hope that it scares you as badly as it did me so you will seek our Father, if you haven't already and, if you have found him, then you will grow so close to Our Lord that you will look like you are Siamese twins joined at the heart!    
 

Scriptures:  Please take time to Read Matthew chapter 24,  (pay close attention to verse's 30 , 31, 36, 39 thru 44, ) Matt 25: 13 and Luke Chapter 17, verse's 20 -37.                                          
                                                                       Sincerely, Miriam        Jude 1:2

 



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


RECOMMENDED WEBSITES
The Advent Message
The TRUTH, the whole TRUTH and nothing but the TRUTH
By Brent Whinfield
 



   STORIES TO MAKE YOU SMILE
OOPS!
 

    It seems there was this couple from Minneapolis, Minnesota who decided to go to Florida for a few days to thaw out during one particularly cold winter. Because both of them worked, they had some difficulty coordinating travel schedules. They finally decided that the husband would leave for Florida on a certain day and the wife would follow him the day after. The man made it down to Florida as planned and went directly to the hotel. Once in the room, he decided to open his laptop and send his wife, who was still back in Minnesota, an e-mail. 
    However, he accidentally left off one letter in typing his wife's e-mail address and sent the e-mail off without realizing his error. In another part of the country a widow had just returned from the funeral of her husband, a Lutheran Pastor of many years, who had been "called home to glory" just a few days earlier. She decided to check her e-mail because she was expecting to hear from her husband's relatives and friends. Upon reading the first message she let out a loud scream, fainted and fell to the floor. The woman's son rushed into the room and found his mother lying on the floor. He glanced up at the computer screen and saw the following: 
    To: My Loving Wife 
    Subject: I've arrived! 
    I've just checked in. Everything has been prepared for your arrival here tomorrow. Looking forward to seeing you then! 
    Your Devoted Husband. 
    P.S. Sure is hot down here    


The following story is a sample of the humorous aspect of the Life Changing Love messages mentioned earlier.
 

    Timmy was a little five year old boy that his Mom loved very much and, being a worrier, she was concerned about him walking to school when he started Kindergarten. She walked him to school the couple of days but when he came home one day, he told his mother that he did not want her walking him to school everyday. He wanted to be like the "big boys." He protested loudly.
    So she had an idea of how to handle it. She asked a neighbor, Mrs. Goodnest, if she would surreptitiously follow her son to school, at a distance behind him that he would not likely notice, but close enough to keep a watch on him. Mrs. Goodnest said that since she was up early with her toddler anyway, it would be a good way for them to get some exercise as well so she agreed.
    The next school day, Mrs. Goodnest and her little girl, Marcy, set out following behind Timmy as he walked to school with another neighbor boy he knew. She did this for the whole week. As the boys walked and chatted, kicking stones and twigs, the little friend of Timmy noticed that this same lady was following them as she seemed to do every day all week. Finally, he said to Timmy, "Have you noticed that lady following us all week? Do you know her?"
    Timmy nonchalantly replied, "Yea, I know who she is."
    The little friend said, "Well who is she?"
    "That's just Shirley Goodnest" Timmy said.
    "Shirley Goodnest? Who the heck is she and why is she following us?"
    "Well," Timmy explained, "every night my Mom makes me say the 23rd Psalm with my prayers cuz she worries about me so much. And in it, the prayer psalm says, "Shirley Goodnest and Marcy shall follow me all the days of my life."  so I guess I'll just have to get used to it.


AND,
STORIES TO MAKE YOU CRY 


57 Cents
Shared by Reneé
 

    A sobbing little girl stood near a small church from which she had been turned away because it "was too crowded." "I can't go to Sunday School," she sobbed to the pastor as he walked by.

    Seeing her shabby, unkempt appearance, the pastor guessed the reason and, taking her by the hand, took her inside and found a place for her in the Sunday school class. The child was so touched that she went to bed that night thinking of the children who have no place to worship Jesus.

    Some two years later, this child lay dead in one of the poor tenement buildings and the parents called for the kind-hearted pastor, who had befriended their daughter, to handle the final arrangements. As her poor little body was being moved, a worn and crumpled purse was found which seemed to have been rummaged from some trash dump. Inside was found  57 cents and a note scribbled in childish handwriting, which read, "This is to help build the little church bigger so more children can go to Sunday School."

    For two years she had saved for this offering of love. When the pastor tearfully read that note, he knew instantly what he would do. Carrying this note and the cracked, red pocketbook to the pulpit, he told the story of her unselfish love and devotion. He challenged his deacons to get busy and raise enough money for the larger building. But the story does not end there!
    A newspaper learned of the story and published it. It was read by a Realtor who offered them a parcel of land worth many thousands. When told that the church could not pay so much, he offered it for 57 cents.

    Church members made large donations. Checks came from far and wide. Within five years the little girl's gift had increased to $250,000.00--a huge sum for that time (near the turn of the century). Her unselfish love had paid large dividends.

    When you are in the city of Philadelphia, look up Temple Baptist Church, with a seating capacity of 3,300 and Temple University, where hundreds of students are trained. Have a look, too, at the Good Samaritan Hospital and at a Sunday school building which houses hundreds of Sunday Scholars, so that no child in the area will ever need to be left outside during Sunday school time.

    In one of the rooms of this building may be seen the picture of the sweet face of the little girl whose 57 cents, so sacrificially saved, made such remarkable history. Alongside of it is a portrait of her kind pastor, Dr. Russell H. Conwell, author of the book, "Acres of Diamonds".

    A true story, which goes to show WHAT GOD CAN DO WITH 57 cents.



How Could You? *
Make sure you've got your hankie for this story.


Angel of Music 
By Myrarose Harmon
 

   Maria was the Director of Nursing at Calvary Hospital in New York City - a hospital dedicated to patients who had been stricken by cancer.  Maria was my Aunt.  It was here that the vision began - a vision that would become the guiding force of my dreams.  I wanted to make a positive difference in the world through music.

    Maria had asked me to sing to the patients on a Friday night.  My sister, Adriana, and both of my cousins, Alina and Ruben, were my "back-up" singers.  We had worked hard putting together a repertoire of happy songs.

    As we entered the hospital, I became agitated and uncomfortable because of the sadness that surrounded us. Most of the visiting family members wore frowns on their faces, others had tears in their eyes.

    We were escorted to a room where many of the patients had already gathered to hear us perform.  As a youngster, I remembered saying to myself, Cancer is a very mean disease.  Oxygen tanks and other machines were attached to patients.

     To my immature mind, it seemed like something from a science fiction movie.  My sister and cousins were having a tough time too.  We all felt out of place.

    All of a sudden, a nurse walked in, pushing what appeared to be an older man - his face covered with bandages.  She placed his wheelchair directly in front of us, and all I could see were two large, very sad looking hazel eyes.

    At this point, I decided it would be inappropriate for us to sing happy songs about life and love.  I felt this would show a lack of respect and sensitivity to the patients that were obviously suffering.

    The four of us agreed, so I went looking for Maria to tell her we wouldn't be performing.  I said, "Maria, we can't sing.  The people here are so unhappy, they might feel like we are insensitive if we performed our songs."

    Maria looked at me, smiled, and said, "This is precisely why I asked you to come and perform.  The residents have been looking forward to this night for weeks.  Please don't disappoint them.  Just sing with your heart, as you always do, and they will receive your songs with love."

    Deep down, I knew she was right. So I took a deep breath, went back to my family of singers and said, "Let's do it guys." 
As we began singing, the gentleman with the hazel eyes looked straight at us.  As I sang our first number, entitled "Love," I recognized the man.  I smiled at him and he smiled back.  When the song was over, I stepped off the stage and gave him a hug.

    His name was Angel.  He had moved to the United States from Spain as a young man.  Ironically, he too was a musician.  After I discovered he had no family of his own, I appointed myself a member.

    Sitting by his hospital bed, one year later, Angel asked me to sing.  As I began singing the theme song from "The Sound of Music," my voice quivered.  New York's relentless thunder and rain storms, that had lasted for days, suddenly stopped.  Then I noticed that Angel looked very pale.  His hands grew cold and dusky, and he could no longer hold onto my hand.  I knew that Angel wasn't listening any longer.

    Maria had been standing quietly in the back of the room, unnoticed until that moment.  She walked over to Angel's bed and closed his eyes with two gentle strokes of her fingers.  Then Maria held me as I cried.

    Days before he died, Angel left a note with Maria, instructing her to see that I received it. 
 

     Myrarose,                                                         
        When I close my eyes, please be happy for me,  
     for I am free once again to be who I really am. 
        My death means that I am free of this disease.  
     You have been my angel through it all.  My closest  
     family, my closest friend, my "Angel of Music." 
        I will always be right next to you. Sing always,  
     for I will make sure your voice is heard by many  
     whose hearts need your spirit of love and caring.  
        I love you little girl.                                            
     Your friend and audience forever, 
                                                    Angel Raphael 
    Angel is gone, but he will always be with me in my heart and in my songs. Although he often referred to me as his "Angel of Music," the truth is, he will always be mine. 



 Daddies' Day
Shared by Heather Elley
 

Her hair was up in a ponytail, her favourite dress tied with a bow.
Today was Daddy's Day at school, and she couldn't wait to go.
But her Mommy tried to tell her that she probably should stay home.
Why the kids might not understand if she went to school alone.
But she was not afraid; She knew just what to say.
What to tell her classmates of why he wasn't there today.
But still her mother worried, for her to face this day alone.
And that was why once again she tried to keep her daughter home.

But the little girl went to school eager to tell them all.
About a dad she never sees - A dad who never calls.
There were daddies along the wall in back for everyone to meet.
Children squirming impatiently, anxious in their seats.
One by one the teacher called a student from the class.
To introduce their daddy as the seconds slowly passed.
At last the teacher called her name - every child turned to stare.
Each of them was searching for a man who wasn't there.

"Where's her daddy at?" she heard a boy call out.
"She probably doesn't have one," another student dared to shout.
And from somewhere near the back she heard a daddy say,
"Looks like another deadbeat dad too busy to waste his day."
The words did not offend her as she smiled up at her Mom.
And looked back at her teacher who told her to go on.
And with hands behind her back, slowly she began to speak.
And out from the mouth of a child came words incredibly unique.

"My Daddy couldn't be here because he lives so far away.
But I know he wishes he could be since this is such a special day.
And though you cannot meet him, I wanted you to know.
All about my daddy and how much he loves me so.
He loved to tell me stories, he taught me to ride my bike.
He surprised me with pink roses and taught me to fly a kite.
We used to share fudge sundaes and ice cream in a cone.
And though you cannot see him, I'm not standing here alone.

"Cause my daddy's always with me, even though we are apart,
I know because he told me he'll be forever in my heart"
With that, her little hand reached up and lay across her chest
Feeling her own heartbeat beneath her favourite dress.
And from somewhere in the crowd of dads her mother stood in tears.
Proudly watching her daughter who was wise beyond her years.
For she stood up for the love of a man not in her life.
Doing what was best for her, doing what was right.

And when she dropped her hand back down, staring straight into the crowd.
She finished with a voice so soft, but its message clear and loud.
"I love my daddy very much, he's my shining star.
And if he could, he'd be here, but heaven's just too far.
You see he was a fireman and died just this past year
When airplanes hit the towers and taught Americans to fear.
But sometimes when I close my eyes it's like he never went away."
And then she closed her eyes and saw him there that day.

And to her mother's amazement, she witnessed with surprise.
A room full of daddies and children, all starting to close their eyes.
Who knows what they saw before them, who knows what they felt inside.
Perhaps for merely a second, they saw him at her side.
"I know you're with me Daddy,"  to the silence she called out.
And what happened next made believers of those once filled with doubt.
Not one in that room could explain it, for each of their eyes had been closed.
But there on the desk beside her, was a fragrant long-stemmed pink rose.

And a child was blessed, if only for a moment, by the love of her shining bright star.
And given the gift of believing that heaven is never too far.

They say it takes a minute to find a special person, an hour to appreciate them, a day to love them,
but then an entire life to forget them. Take the time...to  live  and love. Until eternity. God bless.


  CHILDREN'S CORNER


Do You Need Washing?
Shared by Joanne & Paul Recht
    She had been shopping with her Mom in Wal-Mart.  She must have been 6 years old, this beautiful red haired, freckle faced image of innocence. It was pouring outside. The kind of rain that gushes over the top of rain gutters, so much in a hurry to hit the earth it has no time to flow down the spout. We all stood there under the awning and just inside the door of the Wal-Mart. We waited, some patiently, others irritated because nature messed up their hurried day.

    I am always mesmerized by rainfall. I get lost in the sound and sight of the heavens washing away the dirt and dust of the world. Memories of running, splashing so carefree as a child come pouring in as a welcome reprieve from the worries of my day.
    Her voice was so sweet as it broke the hypnotic trance we were all caught in. "Mom, let's run through the rain," she said.

    "What?" Mom asked.

    "Let's run through the rain!" She repeated.

    "No, honey. We'll wait until it slows down a bit," Mom replied.

    This young child waited about another minute and repeated: "Mom, let's run through the rain."

    "We'll get soaked if we do," Mom said.

    "No, we won't, Mom. That's not what you said this morning," the young girl said as she tugged at her Mom's arm.

    "This morning? When did I say we could run through the rain and not get wet?"

    "Don't you remember? When you were talking to Daddy about his cancer, you said, 'If God can get us through this, he can get us through anything!'"

    The entire crowd stopped dead silent. I swear you couldn't hear anything but the rain. We all stood silently. No one came or left in the next few minutes. Mom paused and thought for a moment about what she would say. Now some would laugh it off and scold her for being silly. Some might even ignore what was said. But this was a moment of affirmation in a young child's life. A time when innocent trust can be nurtured so that it will bloom into faith.

    "Honey, you are absolutely right. Let's run through the rain. If God let's us get wet, well maybe we just needed washing," Mom said. Then off they ran. We all stood watching, smiling and laughing as they darted past the cars and yes, through the puddles. They held their shopping bags over their heads just in case.

    They got soaked. But they were followed by a few who screamed and laughed like children all the way to their cars. And yes, I did. I ran. I got wet. I needed washing.

    Circumstances or people can take away your material possessions, they can take away your money, and they can take away your health. But no one can ever take away your precious memories.  So, don't forget to make time and take the opportunities to make memories every day! To everything there is a season and a time to every purpose under heaven.

    A friend sent this to me to remind me of life. I hope you enjoy it. I HOPE YOU STILL TAKE THE TIME TO RUN THROUGH THE RAIN


 BIBLE ACROSTIC
How did you go? Did you find the hidden message in the unused letters?
It was, "Solomon, wisest of all."
If you would like a copy of the completed puzzle please email us and
put "Acrostic Please" in the subject line and we will send it to 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 broken-hearted,
to preach deliverance to the captives,
and recovering of sight to the blind,
to set at liberty them that are bruised.
Luke 4:18 

    


    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 and please mention that you got her name from "Making A Difference". 



Beneath the Layers of Filth 
By Douglas Burgess
 

    Being easily identifiable as a Jew in one of Michigan's prisons isn't always the smartest thing to do since it makes the person a perfect target for every bigot with an attitude.  I know.  I am an incarcerated Jew who wears a kippah (skullcap), beard and tallit katan (a small under-shirt with ritual fringes attached) despite the inevitable heckling such attire draws.

    Several years ago, at a weekly Torah study group, the prison's chaplain allowed me to lead.  A new participant arrived late - one who I immediately knew wasn't Jewish.  In our little group he stood out like a piglet among puppies.  It wasn't that our group was exclusively Jewish either.  We had men from several other faiths.  It was his closely cropped hair and numerous tattoos displaying swastikas and other Nazi-like memorabilia that quieted our group and set him apart from us.

    After a moment or two of staring at one another, he dropped his gaze to the carpet and asked in a barely audible voice whether or not he could join us for the evening.  To say that I was shocked is an understatement, but I recovered quickly enough so I didn't gawk at him too long before rising and inviting him to take a seat across from me.  What followed is something I would never have expected from within a prison's hard, cold walls.

    Although it shames me today, I didn't treat Ron very well that first night.  I could only see the symbols that had doomed six million of my people to their horrible deaths.  Whether following my lead or through revulsion of their own, none of the other members tried to engage Ron in conversation, leaving him very alone in an otherwise crowded room.  The next week was a repetition of the first.

    Prior to the third session, Ron asked for a minute of the group's time.

    "By now you're probably wondering why I'm here," Ron said in his quiet voice, fixing his gaze firmly on the tabletop.  "I'm here to change.  I'm here to learn how to stop hating others...to stop hating myself."

    Ron then spent the next half hour pouring out his heart to us about how he'd grown up in a dysfunctional, racist family in California, gotten busted for hate-related burglaries and ended up in some of California's toughest prisons, where he became a fervent member of the Aryan Brotherhood.  After earning a delayed parole, Ron came to Michigan to escape his past, only to wind up falling back into his old patterns of behavior - a decision that led to his present incarceration.  When Ron finished, he looked up.  There were tears flowing down his cheeks.  It was at that point that our group was forever changed.

    We spent the first portion of each session over the next few months working with Ron, challenging his beliefs and exploring his reasons for wanting to change.  It was a difficult task and one that I frequently thought he'd abandon.  Ron continued to take great emotional and physical risks to come to terms with the things he'd done.

    I knew Ron wasn't the same man I'd first met when he started walking the yard with me - an act that publicly shouted Ron's renunciation of hate to those who once counted him among their bigoted elite.  To his credit, Ron silently withstood his ex-friends' taunts and continued seeking new ways to improve himself.

    Eventually, when our entire group was satisfied that Ron wasn't pulling some type of elaborate con game, we pooled our money and paid to have Ron's tattoos covered up by one of the prison's best illegal artists.  We also put him in touch with several outreach organizations and convinced him to help others who were blindly stumbling down his old path.

    Ron had come to our group seeking positive change.  He found it.  He also became a person I am proud to call a friend.  Ron, however, also changed me.  He renewed my waning belief in mankind's ability to overcome its senseless hatred - to find its goodness buried beneath layers of encrusted filth.  From this one individual, and from within an openly hostile environment, dozens have learned acceptance of that which is different.  I will go to my grave knowing few greater accomplishments.



ANGEL AT THE BUS STOP 
Shared by Ida

    There was still a steady rain when Amee trudged into the shelter at the bus stop that evening. Sitting heavily on the bench, she stared at a muddy gutter, and wondered when things would ever change. So much had been wrong; she felt she was slowly being crushed inside. The physical therapy after the auto accident was only supposed to be for a couple weeks. The weeks had stretched to months, and although she could walk now, she still fought for balance on her steps, and the numbing ache still robbed her of sleep most nights. Her broken collarbone still ached too, when it rained, like today. Her stomach growled, and she grimaced at the thought of food. All the medications were ruining her appetite. She was so tired of being sick. So tired of being tired. Amee sat lost in thought, as the rain dripped steadily off the awning.

    Suddenly, Amee was aware of white service shoes in front of her line of vision. Startled, she followed the sturdy uniform-clad legs up to see pudgy tan hands clasped around an ample waist within a bright blue scrub shirt. She looked up into a pair of crinkled-rimmed kind brown eyes, and realized a woman was speaking to her.

    "Ya all right, honey?" she was saying. Without warning, Amee burst into tears. In seconds, the woman had stepped close, and pulled Amee's head to her ample bosom, and held her quietly close. The moment passed, and Amee straightened up, apologizing profusely through her tears.

    "Stop Amee," said the soft voice. "God knows when we're drowning, and need His touch. The sun will come out again for you." Gently she kissed Amee's forehead, and turned to walk away.

    "Wait!" cried Amee, "How did you know my name?!"

    "God knows all His children by name, child."

    As Amee blinked in astonishment, the bus arrived, blocking her view. As she stood up, shaking her head, the voice came again. At the same moment as the breaking sunbeams. In the mist steaming off the pavement, Amee distinctly heard,

    "He knows you needed to be held in His arms, for just a moment. To hear His heartbeat. He sent me to wrap you in it today."


God's Under The Bed
Shared by Jerry and Nancy Wall

    My brother Kevin thinks God lives under his bed. At least that's what I heard him say one night. He was praying out loud in his dark bedroom, and I stopped outside his closed door to listen. Are you there, God?" he said. "Where are you? Oh, I see. Under the bed."

    I giggled softly and tiptoed off to my own room.

    Kevin's unique perspectives are often a source of amusement. But that night something else lingered long after the humor.

    I realized for the first time the very different world Kevin lives in. He was born 30 years ago, mentally disabled as a result of difficulties during labor. Apart from his size (he's 6-foot-2), there are few ways in which he is an adult. He reasons and communicates with the capabilities of a 7-year-old, and he always will.

    He will probably always believe that God lives under his bed, that Santa Claus is the one who fills the space under our tree every Christmas, and that airplanes stay up in the sky because angels carry them I remember wondering if Kevin realizes he is different. Is he ever dissatisfied with his monotonous life? Up before dawn each day, off to work at a workshop for the disabled, home to walk our cocker spaniel, return to eat his favorite macaroni-and-cheese for dinner, and later to bed. The only variation in the entire scheme are laundry, when he hovers excitedly over the washing machine like a mother with her newborn child.

    He does not seem dissatisfied. He lopes out to the bus every morning at 7:05, eager for a day of simple work. He wrings his hands excitedly while the water boils on the stove before dinner, and he stays up late twice a week to gather our dirty laundry for his next day's laundry chores.

    And Saturdays-oh, the bliss of Saturdays! That's the day my Dad takes Kevin to the airport to have a soft drink, watch the planes land, and speculate loudly on the destination of each passenger inside. "That one's goin' to Chi-car-go!" Kevin shouts as he claps his hands. His anticipation is so great he can hardly sleep on Friday nights.

    And so goes his world of daily rituals and weekend field trips. He doesn't know what it means to be discontent.
    His life is simple. He will never know the entanglements of wealth of power, and he does not care what brand of clothing he wears or what kind of food he eats.

    His needs have always been met, and he never worries that one day they may not be. His hands are diligent. Kevin is never so happy as when he is working. When he unloads the dishwasher or vacuums the carpet, his heart is completely in it. He does not shrink from a job when it is begun, and he does not leave a job until it is finished.

    But when his tasks are done, Kevin knows how to relax.

    He is not obsessed with his work or the work of others. His heart is pure. He still believes everyone tells the truth, promises must be kept, and when you are wrong, you apologize instead of argue. Free from pride and unconcerned with appearances, Kevin is not afraid to cry when he is hurt, angry or sorry. He is always transparent, always sincere.

    And he trusts God. Not confined by intellectual reasoning, when he comes to Christ, he comes as a child. Kevin seems to know God-to really be friends with Him in a way that is difficult for an "educated" person to grasp.

    God seems like his closest companion. In my moments of doubt and frustrations with my Christianity, I envy the security Kevin has in his simple faith. It is then that I am most willing to admit that he has some divine knowledge that rises above my mortal questions.

    It is then I realize that perhaps he is not the one with the handicap----I am. My obligations, my fear, my pride, my circumstances-----they all become disabilities when I do not trust them to God's care.

    Who knows if Kevin comprehends things I can never learn?

    After all, he has spent his whole life in that kind of innocence, praying after dark and soaking up the goodness and love of God. And one day, when the mysteries of heaven are opened, and we are all amazed at how close God really is to our hearts, I'll realize that God heard the simple prayers of a boy who believed that God lived under his bed. Kevin won't be surprised at
all!


A KNOCK AT THE DOOR
From Mrs. Terry Young

As you sit in your house you hear a sound.
You search for the source, at the front door it's found.
You open the door and there stands a man,
That you've never met, with a checkbook in hand.

He says, "Go gather your bills and add them today.
I have this checkbook, and I'd like to pay."
You pause for a moment, this cannot be real.
But you would be foolish to not take this deal.

Now here's the surprise this story is true!
The door's not in your house, it's inside of you.
The 'debt' is your sin that you carry around.
But Jesus will pay it, now how does that sound?

Yes, a check He will write with salvation's pen.
There's a knock at your door, won't you let Him in?


     MY PLEDGE
 

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

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

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

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

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

Without YOU, this ministry is nothing.
 

THERE ARE SEVERAL WAYS YOU CAN BECOME MORE INVOLVED
 

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

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

TEN PERCENT OF ALL PARTNERSHIP DONATIONS
IS GIVEN TO HELP STRUGGLING MINISTRIES
AND OUTREACH PROGRAMMES
IN THIRD-WORLD COUNTRIES 
 

Email your pledge NOW
and send all donations to:
Beloved King Ministries, 1 Pinehaven, 176 Ewing Road, Woodridge, Queensland 4114, Australia.
(Please make all checks payable to D.R. Holt)
 

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

God bless you all.                                                                        
                                                                David R. Holt


PRAYER
Dear Lord God,
We come before you this day
Humbly asking your forgiveness for our many mistakes.
Like your great Apostle, Paul,
We have done things that our better nature told us not to do
And we have left undone things that we should have done
for You and for your beloved children.
Help us, through the ministrations of Your Holy Spirit, dear Lord
To be more pleasing to You.
Grant us your loving mercy, Father.
We claim your promises today.
By the wounds suffered by Your Own Son
You have promised healing to the sick and infirm,
Prosperity to the needy and 
Eternal Life with You to the faithful
Who are obedient to your Laws
As a sign of their appreciation
Of the salvation that is theirs
By Your Grace 
Through the precious life and blood of your very Own Son
JESUS
In who's name we ask.
Amen.
   

