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"This Book of the Law shall not depart from your mouth,
but you shall meditate in it day and night,
that you may observe to do according to all that is written in it.
For then you will make your way prosperous,
and then you will have good success."
(Joshua 1:8)


  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 take a moment to send it to us.
    Again, a reminder. If you change servers, PLEASE let us know your new address so that you can continue to receive "Making A Difference" without interruption.
STOP PRESS
IF YOU DON'T READ ANYTHING ELSE, READ THIS!
    As this edition was about to be sent out the message immediately following this was received and it is too pertinent not to be passed on. 
    Beginning in Revelation 13:11 we read, "Then I saw another beast, coming out of the earth. He had two horns like a lamb, but he spoke like a dragon." The account of John's vision of the then future continues through to verse 18 and I urge you to read it in your own preferred version of the Bible now. Over the last 150 years, Bible scholars have postulated that the beast out of the earth could be the United States of America and that postulation has, of course, been met with many differing responses. However, whilst this ministry is Australia based, the following is by a true-blue American. I strongly suggest that, whether you are American or not, you read Pastor Mark's words with concern. How do YOU relate what he says to Revelation 13:11-18 and Daniel 7? Is it the fulfilment of Scriptural prophecy?

 

Now The Pledge of Allegiance
By Pastor mark O'Reilley
   In 1962 God was kicked out of the schoolroom, prayer and Bible reading was no longer allowed. Because it was "detrimental" to the children.

   Now we move forward in time, the children are getting arrested, violent crimes are on the rise, grades decline. Now we move forward in time again! Homosexuality is accepted in society, cross-dressing, bestiality is commonplace. (Remember Sodom and Gomorrah?)

   Now we move forward again! (Revelation 14:11) Veri chip is introduced, and accepted by the U.S.D.A. A small chip that is inserted into your body which monitors your body functions, knows your every move, has your banking information, your social security number, everything about you, is registered by this micro chip!

    Move forward a little more! Now we can't say the pledge of allegiance to the flag because it's unconstitutional? Because it says One Nation Under God. Wake up America!

    Satan has a foothold on you and you’re letting him walk all over you! Don't you see that God is removing his Holy hand off the America? He is telling us to come back to the reason this land was founded! It was for the right to worship as we wanted! To worship our God the way we were created to! But now we are the leading exporter of smut in the world! We are sending drugs in and out of this country like they are candy!

     God is heart broken. Jesus is on his way to get His bride but will she be ready? Will Jesus even find a remnant of believers? Are there any out there who will be taken at His return? I'm really not sure. We as a people have wandered away from true worship as His children. Does anyone out there still fear God? I wonder.

    We will soon see the doing away of money, because it uses the words "In God We Trust"! Do we?  Why should we when the government has a new way to control you? I tell you Saints it's not long now we are seeing the last days right before our eyes. Start reading Revelation and your newspaper. Are you ready? Are you prepared for His return? Are you like the five wise virgins who filled their lamps trimmed with oil? Or will you be one of the five foolish virgins who had to be left out because they weren't ready?

     At the judgment seat will He say, "Well done." or, "Go to the lake of fire for I never knew you."? Will he say, "Well done thou good and faithful servant."? or will you say "Lord, Lord? All because Bible reading and prayer were removed from the schoolroom, because it God, it was "detrimental". Will you be left behind?

    I will be on my knees praying for this country, Who will join me?

   Sunday, July 30, 2002 at 12:00 noon until things begin to happen in this country and people start to realise God is large and in charge, I will be in prayer, flat on my face and pleading Gods mercy on this country. Who will plead with me? Write me and let me know. Saints, we need to P.U.S.H! =  Pray Until Something Happens! Will you respond and let me know you will be with me in prayer for this country?

    Your brother, Pastor and friend

    Pastor Mark O'Reilly

    Pastor Mark's email address is pastormark01@christfirst.net 

    (See also, "Eulogy" at the end of this magazine.)


THE PAINTING
Shared by Ingrid Kavur
 

    A wealthy man and his son loved to collect rare works of art. They had everything in their collection from Picasso to Raphael. They would often sit together and admire the great works of art.
    When the Vietnam War broke out, the son went to war. He was very courageous and died in battle, while rescuing another soldier. The father was notified and grieved deeply for his only son.
    About a month later, just before Christmas, there was a knock on the door. A young man stood there with a large package in his hands. He said, "Sir, you don't know me, but I'm the soldier for whom your son gave his life. He saved many lives that day, and he was carrying me to safety when a bullet struck him in the heart and he died instantly. He had often talked about you and your love for art."
    The young man held out his package. "I know this isn't much. I'm not really a great artist but I think your son would have wanted you to have this."
    The father opened the package. It was a portrait of his son, painted by the young man. He stared in awe at the way the soldier had captured the personality of his son in the painting. The father was drawn to the eyes so that his own welled up with tears. He thanked the young man and offered to pay him for the picture. "Oh, no sir. I could never repay what your son did for me. It's a gift.
    The father hung the portrait over his mantle. Every time visitors came to his home he took them to see the portrait of his son before he showed them any of the other great works he had collected.
    The man died a few months later. There was to be a great auction of his art collection. Many influential people gathered, excited over seeing the great paintings and having the opportunity to purchase one for their collection.
    On the platform sat the painting of the son. The auctioneer pounded his gavel. "We will start the bidding with this picture of the son. Who will bid for this picture?"
    Someone at the back of the room shouted, "We want to see the famous paintings! Skip this one."
    But the auctioneer persisted. "Will someone bid for this painting? Who will start the bidding? Two hundred dollars? One hundred dollars then?"
    Another voice shouted angrily, "We didn't come here to see this painting! We came to see the Van Goghs and the Rembrandts! Get on with the real bids."
    But the auctioneer persisted. "The son! The son! Who'll take the son?"
    Finally, a voice came from the very back of the room. It was the long-time gardener of the man and his son. He yelled out, "I'll give ten dollars for the painting." Being a poor man, it was all he could afford.
    "We have ten dollars. Who will bid twenty?"
    "Give it to him for ten." shouted another voice. "Let's see the masters."
    The auctioneer continued, "Ten dollars is the bid. Won't someone bid twenty?"
    The crowd was becoming angry. They didn't want the picture of the son. They wanted the more worthy investments for their collections. The auctioneer pounded the gavel. "Going once, going twice. Sold for ten dollars."
    A man sitting in the second row called out, "Now let's get on with the real auction!"
    The auctioneer laid down his gavel and said, "I'm sorry, the auction is over."
    There were yells from all over the room, "What about the paintings?"
    "I am sorry. When I was called to conduct this auction I was told of a secret stipulation in the will. I was not allowed to reveal that stipulation until this time. Only the painting of the son was to be auctioned. Whoever bought that painting would inherit the entire estate, including the paintings. The man who took the son gets everything."
    God gave His Son 2000 years ago to die on a cruel cross. Much like the auctioneer, His message today is, "The Son, the Son, who will take the Son?"
    Because, you see, whoever takes the Son gets everything.


 Helping Hands *
A beautiful tribute to a noble profession


EDITORIAL
    This issue I want to share a very poignant story sent to me by Pamela Phillips. Imagine this happening to you.

    One Sabbath morning during service, a 2,000-member congregation was surprised to see two men enter, both covered from head to toe in black and carrying submachine guns. One of the men proclaimed, "Anyone willing to take a bullet for Christ remain where you are." Immediately, the choir fled, the deacons fled, and most of the congregation fled. Out of the 2,000 there only remained around 20.

    The man who had spoken took off his hood, looked at the preacher and said  "Okay Pastor, I got rid of all the hypocrites. Now you may begin your service. Have a nice day!" And the two men turned and walked out.
    Too deep not to pass on isn't it?
    Where would YOU have been when the chips were down? Does the price Jesus paid for YOU warrant something in return? All He asks is your acceptance and obedience. Think about this:
He lived His whole life without ever committing any transgres​sion, but
He was betrayed by His friend for the price of a field.
He was arrested and illegally tried for something He didn’t do.
He was blindfolded, punched in the face and spat upon.
He was beaten across His back with a lead-beaded whip until he bled.
By popular demand of those He was sent to save, a murderer was freed in His place.
A crown made of vicious thorns was rammed into his scalp.
He was mocked, taunted and sworn at.
Already weak and bleeding, He was made to carry a heavy wooden beam,
until helped by a Negro, through the streets of Jerusalem to the top of Skull Hill.
There He was fixed to it with huge nails through His hands, hauled up a stake and hung out in the sun to die.
(But even the sun disappeared in shame!)
As He hung on it the soldiers who nailed Him there drank and cast dice for His robe.
He was given a sponge soaked in sour wine to suck to quench His thirst.
And then, even after all that, He asked His Father to forgive His persecutors!
Then, to add one last insult, His dead body was stabbed with a spear as it hung there.
But, far worse than all those insults, indignities and tortures,
He felt the unimaginable pain of the fear that God, His Father, had forsaken Him;
the total loneliness of separation so that no one who believes in Him should ever feel that again.
One of His last acts before dying was to promise salvation to the robber crucified beside Him
BECAUSE HE BELIEVED IN HIM AND ASKED HIM TO!
HE’LL DO THE SAME FOR YOU!
FOR YOUR SAKE, AND HIS,
PLEASE KEEP YOUR SIDE OF THE DEAL,
ACCEPT IT - AND LET HIM.
 

DRH. (From "God's deal With YOU" page 390)      


A Letter From Satan *
By Allen and Tonya Gosser


 

"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
 

“People everywhere enjoy believing things that they know are not true. 
It spares them the ordeal of thinking for themselves and taking responsibility for what they know.”
Brooks Atkinson


 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
 

Choices
Iceberg *
The Spirit Within *
God Will Never Forsake You *
Inspirational Thoughts To Live By *
 

STORY
The Last Tract
There Once Was A Man *
 

SONGS
 

 Every Hour *
 

POEMS
 

Climb 'Til Your Dream Comes True *
March To Your Own Drummer *
Thank You Dear God, For Today *
 

PRAYERS
Old English Prayer *




 MAILBOX

Dear David, 
Thank you very much for Making A Difference. God Bless You! 
May Jesus, who is the light of the world and our hope, our shield, light your path, fill you with joy, make every burden you might have light...and shine upon you this day... 
May blessings of GOD's divine love be with you and your family. 
Misty 

 



BKM web site researcher, Kimberley Combs-Mason, sent the following powerful message last week and I'm sure that we can all relate to its message. I know that I can!
 

 Help Me To Forgive
Written by Nancy "Jersey Girl"
Shared by Kimberley Combs-Mason
 

    Dear God, once again I need you. You see this thing that man created called the Internet can be a great thing, but it hurts me to tell you that to often it is used as a toy by others. I have met some great people on the net; people that will be a part of my life forever, these people have found a place inside of my heart and are true friends. But God, I have been hurt online also, because I have trusted. Help me God to continue to have the capability to forgive those that have hurt me online.

    God help me to keep my faith in people, and not to give up on all people because of hurt felt by me and many others online. I think it is easy for you to understand how I feel; we are kind of both in the same situation. We can not see you God, but we know that you are there, we can follow you and live the way that you would want to see us live, or we can turn our back on you because we can not see you. But, for me God I do not need to see you, I can feel you, I know that you are there; I have sincere faith in you. Do you get what I am trying to say? So many people on the internet think that they can say or do whatever they wish to others, they say things that they do not really mean, they can lie, make promises, only to break them, they can say that they care, when really they don't and they can say "I love you" just as a game. They think that because we can not see them and they cannot see us, it's not real, they lack faith in themselves as well as in others, help me to forgive these people no matter how much they may have hurt me.

    God help me to better understand those that hurt people online. I know that you have seen my tears often caused because I believed in someone online, please, even if I cry enough to fill up an ocean allow me the capability to forgive. I have given my heart away online only to have it handed back to me in pieces, but its ok just keep letting me be forgiving. If there comes a time God that I stop forgiving those online that have hurt me and have hurt others then I will no longer be the person that I want to be, So God please never let me stop forgiving those who hurt others online.
 

For those of you who would like to visit it, Nancy's web site address is: http://www.angelfire.com/nj3/nancyfich/htmlfiles/aboutme.html
 



 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
 



THE FIVE FINGER PRAYER
Shared by Rev Martin Lane

1.
Your thumb is nearest to you.
So begin your prayers by praying for those closest to you.
They are the easiest to remember.
To pray for our loved ones is, as C.S. Lewis once said, a "sweet duty."

2.
The next finger is the pointing finger.
Pray for those who teach, instruct and heal.
This includes teachers, doctors, and ministers.
They need support and wisdom in pointing others in the right direction.
Keep them in your prayers.

3.
The next finger is the tallest finger.
It reminds us of our leaders.
Pray for the leaders in government, business and industry, and administrators.
These people shape our nation and guide public opinion.
They need God's guidance.

4.
The fourth finger is our ring finger.
Surprising to many is fact that this is our weakest finger; as any piano teacher will testify.
It should remind us to pray for those who are weak, in trouble or in pain.
They need your prayers day and night. You cannot pray too much for them.

5.
And lastly comes our little finger; the smallest finger of all.
Which is where we should place ourselves in relation to God and others.
As the Bible says, "The least shall be the greatest among you."
Your pinkie should remind you to pray for yourself.

By the time you have prayed for the other four groups, your own needs will be
put into proper perspective and you will be able to pray for yourself more effectively. 


    STORIES TO MAKE YOU SMILE
Jock The Painter
Shared by Yvette Burleigh
(may she be forgiven!! hee hee)
 

    There was a tradesman, a painter called Jock, who was very interested in making a penny where he could, so he often would thin down paint to make it go a wee bit further.

    As it happened, he got away with this for some time, but eventually the Baptist Church decided to do a big restoration job on the painting of one of their biggest buildings. Jock put in a bid, and because his price was so low, he got the job.

    And so he set to erecting the trestles and setting up the planks, and buying the paint and, yes, I am sorry to say, thinning it down with turpentine.

    Well, Jock was up on the scaffolding, painting away, the job nearly completed when suddenly there was a horrendous clap of thunder, and the sky opened, the rain poured down, washing the thinned paint from all over the church and knocking Jock clear off the scaffold to land on the lawn among the gravestones, surrounded by telltale puddles of the thinned and useless paint. 
    Jock was no fool. He knew this was a judgment from the Almighty, so he got on his knees and cried: "Oh, God! Forgive me! What should I do?"

    And from the thunder, a mighty voice spoke...  "Repaint! Repaint! And thin no more!" 


Bran Muffins
Shared by Rev Martin (Martyjoe) Lane
An 85-year-old couple, after being married for almost 60 years, died in a car crash.  They had been in good health the last 10 years, mainly due to the woman's interest in health food and exercising.  When the couple reached the Pearly Gates, St. Peter took them to their mansion, which was decked out with a beautiful kitchen, master bath suite & a jacuzzi.
As they looked around, the old man asked St. Peter how much all this was going to cost.
"It's free," St. Peter replied.  "This is heaven."
Next, they went out in the back yard to survey the championship-style golf course near their home.  They would have golfing privileges every day, and each week the course changed to a new 1 representing the great golf courses on earth.
The old man asked, "What are the green fees?"
St. Peter replied, "This is heaven; you play for free."
Next, they went to the clubhouse and saw the lavish buffet lunch with the cuisines of the world laid out.
"How much to eat?"  asked the old man.
"Don't you understand yet?  This is heaven - it is free!"  St. Peter replied with some exasperation.
"Well, where are the lo-fat and lo-cholesterol tables?"  the old man asked timidly.
St. Peter lectured, "That's the best part - you can eat as much as you like of whatever you like and you never get fat & you never get sick.  This is heaven."
With that, the old man went into a fit of anger, throwing down his hat and stomping on it and screaming wildly.  His wife and St. Peter both tried to calm him down, asking him what was wrong.
The old man looked at his wife and said, "This is all your fault!  If it weren't for your blasted bran muffins, I could have been here 10 years ago!"


One Smile
Shared by Dorothy Thornton 

    I am a mother of three (ages 14, 12, 3) and have recently completed my college degree. The last class I had to take was Sociology. The teacher was absolutely inspiring with the qualities that I wish every human being had been graced with. Her last project of the term was called "Smile." The class was asked to go out and smile at three people and document their reactions. I am a very friendly person and always smile at everyone and say hello anyway, so, I thought this would be a piece of cake, literally. 
    Soon after we were assigned the project, my husband, youngest son, and I went out to McDonald's one crisp March morning. It was just our way of sharing special playtime with our son. We were standing in line, waiting to be served, when all of a sudden everyone around us began to back away, and then even my husband did. I did not move an inch...an overwhelming feeling of panic welled up inside of me as I turned to see why they had moved. As I turned around I smelled a horrible "dirty body" smell, and there standing behind me were two poor homeless men. As I looked down at the short gentleman, close to me, he was "smiling". His beautiful sky blue eyes were full of God's Light as he searched for acceptance. He said, "Good day" as he counted the few coins he had been clutching. The second man fumbled with his hands as he stood behind his friend. I realized the second man was mentally deficient and the blue-eyed gentleman was his salvation. I held my tears as I stood there with them. The young lady at the counter asked him what they wanted.

    He said, "Coffee is all Miss" because that was all they could afford. (If they wanted to sit in the restaurant and warm up, they had to buy something. He just wanted to be warm). Then I really felt it - the compulsion was so great I almost reached out and embraced the little man with the blue eyes. That is when I noticed all eyes in the restaurant were set on me, judging my every action. I smiled and asked the young lady behind the counter to give me two more breakfast meals on a separate tray. I then walked around the corner to the table that the men had chosen as a resting spot. I put the tray on the table and laid my hand on the blue-eyed gentleman's cold hand.

    He looked up at me, with tears in his eyes, and said, "Thank you."

    I leaned over, began to pat his hand and said, "I did not do this for you. God is here working through me to give you hope."

    I started to cry as I walked away to join my husband and son. When I sat down my husband smiled at me and said, "That is why God gave you to me, Honey. To give me hope." We held hands for a moment and at that time we knew that only because of the Grace that we had been given were we able to give. We are not church-goers, but we are believers. That day showed me the pure Light of God's sweet love. 
    I returned to college, on the last evening of class, with this story in hand. I turned in "my project" and the instructor read it. Then she looked up at me and said, "Can I share this?"

    I slowly nodded as she got the attention of the class.

    She began to read and that is when I knew that we, as human beings and being part of God, share this need to heal people and be healed. In my own way I had touched the people at McDonald's, my husband, son, instructor, and every soul that shared the classroom on the last night I spent as a college student. I graduated with one of the biggest lessons I would ever learn: UNCONDITIONAL ACCEPTANCE.


The Sneeze
Shared by Paul and Joanne Recht

They walked in tandem, each of the ninety-three students filing into the already crowded auditorium. With rich maroon gowns flowing and the traditional caps, they looked almost as grown up as they felt. Dads swallowed hard behind broad smiles, and Moms freely brushed away tears.

This class would not pray during the commencements -- not by choice but because of a recent court ruling prohibiting it. The principal and several students were careful to stay within the guidelines allowed by the ruling. 
They gave inspirational and challenging speeches, but no one mentioned divine guidance and no one asked for blessings on the graduates or their families. The speeches were nice, but they were routine, until the final speech received a standing ovation. 
A solitary student walked proudly to the microphone. He stood still and silent for just a moment, and then he delivered his speech ... an astounding sneeze. 
The rest of the students rose immediately to their feet, and in unison they said, "GOD BLESS YOU."
The audience exploded into applause. 
The graduating class found a unique way to invoke God's blessing on their future with or without the court's approval. 
WHERE THERE IS A WILL THERE IS A WAY!


  AND,
STORIES TO MAKE YOU CRY 


The Keeper Of The Bridge *


Jelly Heart
Shared by Caroljean "Faithful"
 

    Jelly Hearts By Joyce Mueller I was in my second year of nurse's training at Children's Hospital when I fell in love with Jimmy. His eyes were the purple of a full-moon sky. His golden hair tossed rings of curls onto strawberry blush cheeks. He looked like a cherub in the stained-glass cathedral windows. But he had the wail of a lonely, frightened, orphaned baby, which 
he was.

    Jimmy was in the communicable diseases wing, isolated with measles and pneumonia. He had to be enclosed in his oxygen-tent-covered crib most of the time. When he wasn't sleeping, he was crying to get out. But he always stopped crying when I entered his room because he knew I would cuddle, rock and sing to him. The Children's Orphanage had been his only home most of his fifteen months of life. I knew he was well tended there, but no institution care can replace a mother's love. As I hummed a lullaby, I fantasized. "Jimmy, I promise you that as soon as I finish nursing school, I will find a way to become your full-time mommy. You will be my special little angel."

    My mind eagerly formed wedding plans for right after graduation. The man I married would just have to love this beautiful baby as much as I did.

    The door opened a crack. My supervisor hissed, "Miss White! Have you completed all of your work and finished charting?" 
    "Almost, Miss Stickleby."

    "It's nearly time to go off duty. Put the baby down now. Check on your other patients, and then go help Miss Nelson. I believe she had an extra patient today." The door closed before I could answer. Suzie Nelson did not have an extra patient. I did. Suzie was assigned as Jimmy's nurse, but I asked to have him added to my patient load. I wanted the extra time with him since I'd be on vacation the next three days.

    Deliberately, I dawdled, massaging his thin little legs, playing peek-a-boo with his yellow ducky blanket, urging gurgling giggles between his raspy breaths. He was more responsive and playful than I'd seen him before, and his grasp was stronger. A good sign of improving condition.

    A loud tap rattled the ward window. Stickleby.

    Quickly, I gave Jimmy his favorite squeaky bear and an extra farewell backrub. As his eyelids closed over his pansy eyes, I tucked the oxygen tent around his crib and whispered good-bye.

    Back at the nurse's station, Miss Stickleby glared as I signed off Jimmy's chart. Who was she anyway? I wondered. We students couldn't fault her as a teacher and supervisor. She saw to it that we were all as conscientious in our duties as she was. But although the hospital policy encouraged staff and students to hold, play with, read and talk to all the children in our care, we never saw her cooing over a baby or reading to a toddler. By the end of the shift, our pink student uniforms were always rumpled and damp. Miss Stickleby's looked as starched and clean as at the start of the day. Unlike my netted unruly locks, no wisps of auburn hair escaped from under her square pillbox nurse cap. She was such a proper, capable nurse. Why did she hide her heart?

    I waved good-bye to Jimmy's room as I hurried off duty, excited to have a mountain of fun. But at the same time, I was eager to return to my bright-eyed, nearly recovered Jimmy.

    While on vacation, I bought several silly, washable toys for "my little guy." He had only the disposable ones given by the local children's societies. Before he went back to the orphanage, everything would be burned, of course, to prevent cross-contamination. 
    Holiday over, I rushed back to work and eagerly peeked through Jimmy's window on my way to the ward station. His crib was clean and empty.

    "Where did you move Jimmy?" I asked the night nurse.

    "Oh, he died Saturday night. Didn't you know?" Such a casual answer.

    My body turned to clabbered milk. I fell into the chair, crushing the toy bag.

    "I'm sorry, Joy. He was such a special little kid." She released a long, exhausted sigh. "Saturday night was a bad night."

    Beyond consolation, I stumbled into the nurse's lounge where I could release a great wash of tears.

    "Miss White!" It was Stickleby's clipped, stern voice. "Time for report. Dry your eyes and get on duty. Now, please."

    All of the emotion I felt for Jimmy poured out like boiling oil over this cold, unfeeling woman.

    "How can you be so uncaring?" I yelled. "It's bad enough that Jimmy's beautiful little life is snuffed out, but he didn't even have a mama to comfort him or to care that he died. And you? Do you care about him or any other little life? No! Just, 'Miss White, go to work. Pretend everything is the same.' Well, it isn't the same. I care! I loved that little boy!"

    Tears spattered down the front of my uniform.

    A handkerchief dropped onto my wet lap. I felt a soft touch on my shoulder. Miss Stickleby stood at my side, teardrops softening her stiff uniform.

    "Miss White, Joy," her voice was a husky whisper. "There are far too many Jimmies in our profession. They can wreck our hearts if we let them. You and I are jelly hearts. We will always be searching for ways to cope. One thing I know for sure is that we must give equal attention to each child. To single out one child can destroy us and can limit our ability to be an effective nurse." 
    She blotted her face. "It may give you comfort to know that Jimmy did not die alone. Death took him softly from my arms."

    We sat together for a brief time, the seasoned jelly-hearted teacher and the green jelly-hearted student, crying.

    Then we put on our fresh nurse faces and went out to love and care for all the little children in our charges. 



Young People *
Shared by Will Horn


  CHILDREN'S CORNER


Smiles from the Bible
Shared by Ophelia Smith

Q. WHAT KIND OF MAN WAS BOAZ BEFORE HE MARRIED?
A. RUTHLESS

Q. WHAT DO THEY CALL PASTORS IN GERMANY?
A. GERMAN SHEPHERDS

Q. WHO WAS THE GREATEST FINANCIER IN THE BIBLE?
A. NOAH, HE WAS FLOATING HIS STOCK WHILE EVERYONE ELSE WAS IN LIQUIDATION.

Q. WHAT WAS THE GREATEST FEMALE FINANCIER IN THE BIBLE?
A. PHARAOH'S DAUGHTER. SHE WENT DOWN TO THE NILE AND DREW OUT A LITTLE PROPHET.

Q. WHAT KIND OF MOTOR VEHICLES ARE IN THE BIBLE?
A. JEHOVAH DROVE ADAM AND EVE OUT OF THE GARDEN IN A FURY. 
DAVID'S TRIUMPH WAS HEARD THROUGHOUT THE LAND. 
HONDA, BECAUSE THE APOSTLES WERE ALL IN ONE ACCORD.

Q. WHO WAS THE GREATEST COMEDIAN IN THE BIBLE?
A. SAMSON, HE BROUGHT THE HOUSE DOWN.

Q. WHAT EXCUSE DID ADAM GIVE TO HIS CHILDREN AS TO WHY HE NO LONGER LIVED IN EDEN?
A. YOUR MOTHER ATE US OUT OF HOUSE AND HOME.

Q. WHICH SERVANT OF GOD WAS THE MOST FLAGRANT LAWBREAKER IN THE BIBLE?
A. MOSES. HE BROKE ALL 10 COMMANDMENTS AT ONCE.

Q. WHICH AREA OF PALESTINE WAS ESPECIALLY WEALTHY?
A. THE AREA AROUND JORDAN. THE BANKS WERE ALWAYS OVERFLOWING.

Q. WHO IS THE GREATEST BABY SITTER MENTIONED IN THE BIBLE?
A. DAVID, HE ROCKED GOLIATH TO A VERY DEEP SLEEP.

Q. WHICH BIBLE CHARACTER HAD NO PARENTS?
A. JOSHUA, SON OF NUN.


 Unfolding the Rose
Shared by Joanne Recht
 

    A young, new preacher was walking with an older, more seasoned preacher in the garden one day.  Feeling a bit insecure about what God had for him to do, he was asking the older preacher for some advice. The older preacher walked up to a rosebush and handed the young preacher a rosebud and told him to open it without tearing off any petals. The young preacher looked in disbelief at the older preacher and was trying to figure out what a rosebud could possibly have to do with his wanting to know the will of God for his life and ministry. But because of his great respect for the older preacher, he proceeded to try to unfold the rose, while keeping every petal intact. It wasn't long before he realized how impossible this was to do.
    Noticing the younger preacher's inability to unfold the rosebud without tearing it, the older preacher began to recite the following poem:
 It is only a tiny rosebud, a flower of God's design;
 But I cannot unfold the petals with these clumsy hands of mine.
 The secret of unfolding flowers is not known to such as I.
 GOD opens this flower so sweetly, then in my hands they die.
  If I cannot unfold a rosebud, this flower of God's design,
 Then how can I have the wisdom to unfold this life of mine?
 So I'll trust in Him for leading each moment of my day.
 I will look to Him for His guidance each step of the pilgrim way.
 The pathway that lies before me, only my Heavenly Father knows.
 I'll trust Him to unfold the moments, just as He unfolds the rose.



I'm Proud To Be An American *
Sung by Lee Greenwood
Shared by Pamela Phillips
Whilst this item will make our American readers proud,
I believe it is an example of national pride that all readers will want to emulate. 


     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


EULOGY
Shared by Travis J Houseman
Today we mourn the passing of an old friend, by the name of
Common Sense. 
 

    Common Sense lived a long life but died in the United States of America from heart failure on the brink of the new millennium. No one really knows how old he was, since his birth records were long ago lost in bureaucratic red tape.  He selflessly devoted his life to service in schools, hospitals, homes, and factories helping folks get the jobs done without fanfare and foolishness. For decades, petty rules, silly laws, and frivolous lawsuits held no power over Common Sense. He was credited with cultivating such valued lessons as to know when to come in out of the rain, why the early bird gets the worm, and that life isn't always fair. 
    Common Sense lived by simple, sound financial policies [don't spend more than you earn], reliable parenting strategies [the adults are in charge, not the kids], and it's okay to come in second. A veteran of the Industrial Revolution, the Great Depression, and the Technological Revolution, Common Sense survived cultural and educational trends including body piercing, whole language, and "new math." But his health declined when he became infected with the "if-it-only-helps-one-person-it's-worth-it" virus.  In recent decades his waning strength proved no match for the ravages of well intentioned but overbearing regulations. His health rapidly deteriorated when schools endlessly implemented zero-tolerance policies.  Reports of a six-year-old boy charged with sexual harassment for kissing a classmate, a teen suspended for taking a swig of mouthwash after lunch, and a teacher fired for reprimanding an unruly student only worsened his condition.  It declined even further when schools had to get parental consent to administer aspirin to a student but could not inform the parent when a female student was pregnant or wanted an abortion. 

    Eventually, Common Sense lost his will to live as the Ten Commandments became contraband, churches became businesses, criminals received better treatment than victims, and federal judges stuck their noses in everything from the Boy Scouts to professional sports.  Finally, when a woman, failed to realize that a steaming cup of coffee was hot, and was awarded a huge settlement, Common Sense just threw in the towel. 
    As the end neared, Common Sense drifted in and out of logic but was kept informed of developments regarding questionable regulations such as those for low flow toilets, rocking chairs, and stepladders.  Common Sense was preceded in death by his parents, Truth and Trust; his wife, Discretion; his daughter, Responsibility; and his son, Reason. He is survived by two stepbrothers: My Rights, and Ima Whiner. Not many attended his funeral service because so few realized he was gone. 
 

And here is Cheryl Curtis' comment from her "Daily Word" for June 26th.
 

Certainly God can be eliminated from our courthouse walls, schoolrooms, currency, songs, pledges, and even from our thoughts. But He cannot be eliminated. God exists. That is fact my friend, not fiction. We can attempt to remove Him from our lives but He remains. He created the universe and all that inhabits it. How foolish of mankind to think that God will be eliminated simply because His name does not grace our presence, or because we choose to ignore His existence. The presence of God inhabits this planet whether we acknowledge it or not. His word stands true, no matter who attempts to scrutinize it. Neither can we change History. The forefathers of the United States of America built this great nation trusting and depending on God. The principals that made it great are the principals of God, which they acknowledged and lived by. The same principals that the majority in this country acknowledge and live by today. When we eliminate prayer, and the acknowledgment of God we are abandoning the benefits we reaped by adhering to them.
 

Whether you are American or not, send us your comments on this topic and have your say. Click here and type "EULOGY" in the subject box.


 

Click the link below for this edition's
PRAYER
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