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O my God, I am too ashamed and disgraced to lift up my face to You, my God
because our lawlessness is higher than our heads and our guilt has reached to the heavens.
From the days of our forefathers until now, our guilt has been great.
Because of our lawlessness,
we and our kings and priests have been subjected to the sword and captivity,
to pillage and humiliation at the hand of foreign kings,
as it is today.
(Ezra 9:6, 7)


  Greetings and God's blessings to you all and a special welcome to those who are reading their very first "Making A Difference." We hope that you are uplifted by the inspirational contributions sent from all around the world for us to share with you and we also encourage you to send your own stories or testimonies.
    This month the whole world will remember those who perished at the hands of fanatical terrorists in New York, Washington and Pennsylvania and it is our prayer that those responsible will soon be brought to account for those atrocities.
    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.
    Often, contributions express individuals' personal thoughts and readers are reminded that opinions and ideas expressed by contributors are not necessarily those of Beloved King Ministries or the editor.
    If you change servers, PLEASE let us know your new address so that you can continue to receive "Making A Difference" without interruption.
    All magazines are sent in full by Bcc email. Thus, if anyone has a "Spam detector" that automatically rejects bulk mail, it will not download. If anyone who doesn't regularly clear their mail has a full box, then they simply won't get "Making A Difference" for that issue. In such cases, it will NOT be re-sent unless specifically requested by email. (After all, people DO go on holidays and business trips and their box can get full whilst they're away. We don't intend or want those people to miss out.) So, if you miss a copy, just let us know and it will be gladly sent to you.
    When the magazine is returned "undeliverable" due to expired accounts or closed email boxes, the address will be flagged as invalid. However, this will be allowed to happen THREE TIMES in any 12-month period before the address is deleted from BKM records. Once removed, an address will not be recoverable and so the only way a reader can be reinstated will be if that reader personally writes requesting so.

    If any reader would prefer to receive a notice that the magazine is on the website rather than the full magazine, they will need to write requesting it that way. BKM will respect all such requests and those addresses will be filed separately so that there are no mix-ups.


Bali
    Yet again, one year, one month and one day after 911, a few extremists have captured the attention of the world with a stupid, selfish attack on innocent civilians. These people are not brave enough to face trained soldiers in conventional warfare for their beliefs so they have resorted to cowardly killing and maiming of holidaymakers. How low can mankind get? 
    The prayers, sympathies and condolences of this ministry go out for and to all those who have lost their lives, limbs and loved ones in Bali this past weekend. There is One who sees all who is on His throne weeping right now.     The Bible tells us that, some 4350 years ago, "The Lord saw how great man's wickedness on the earth had become, and that every inclination of his heart was only evil all the time. The Lord was grieved that He had made man on the earth, and His heart was filled with pain." (Genesis 6:5, 6). On that occasion the Lord destroyed all but eight of mankind in the flood and, after it was over, He made a rainbow to remind people that He will never again destroy the earth by flood.
    But today's world is just as it was then. Except that there is a difference. Today we have the promise of Jesus' return to save those who accept Him as the Son of God (ref: 1 John 5:5) before the earth is, this time, destroyed by fire. How close is that day? The wisest of us knows not. But the Saviour warned His followers to be ever watchful and ready. Are YOU ready? The signs of the times are clearly indicating that things cannot continue as they are for very much longer. 
    If you haven't got your life right with God, if you are wilfully breaking any of the Commandments, as Hebrews 10:26 tells you, there is no more sacrifice for your sin but only the prospect of raging fire that will, this time, destroy you. It's your call!


 

The Chair
Shared by Kimberley Combs-Mason
    The chair, it was her constant companion. A constant reminder that she would never walk again. How she dreaded having to sit within the steely arms of this prison-on-wheels forever. It would be a lifetime of being different, feeling different, an outsider never being able to participate, a lifetime alone.
    The doctors had offered hope, and even cautious optimism in the beginning. They said, "Let's try this, or lets try that". They poked her, prodded her, medicated her and then some. Tests were run, x-rays, scans and measurements were taken, specialists brought in and surgeons consulted. In the beginning of this nightmare, all of them gave her hope that she may even walk again. They said that if she had the desire, they had the technology to help.
    At first she believed in them. This could not be happening to someone like her. She was the kind of person who had never intentionally harmed anything or anyone in her life. She didn't deserve a life sentence of solitary confinement. She didn't deserve the stares from children, the averted eyes of adults, the knowing nods, the look in people's eyes as they noticed she was different. But slowly she lost hope, and so did her doctors. They ran out of tests, out of miracle medicines. The surgeries had failed, leaving nothing but scars, until finally, all hope was gone. She would never walk again.
    Tears flowed like rivers, floods of salty water droplets pouring down in a never-ending deluge that threatened to raise the level of the world's oceans. First one tear, then another, then tears by the bucketful. But no matter how many tears she had cried, the pain of knowing that her life was forever changed would haunt her. She would never be able to dance, ride a bicycle, or walk through a field of daisies. Instead, she and her new friend, the chair, could only sit by and watch others. Friends and family tried to console her. There were hugs and kisses, letters and phone calls, but their words could not change how it felt to
be different. While they tried to understand and to help, they could not see that they were treating her differently themselves. They, too, had forgotten that she was just a person. Now, instead of seeing just her, they saw the chair too. Despite being surrounded by those who cared about her, she was still alone, alone in a world where no one saw the woman she was inside.
    After some time, friends became more distant, family's visits began to lessen, and lovers were out of the question. She was a woman alone, in a prison made of four walls with her only companion being the chair. Life was not good. At one point, someone had brought her one of those new electromechanical devices known throughout the world as a computer. According to everyone, it offered answers to all questions and solutions to all problems. Even then, she saw it as just one more mechanical beast, another machine to share her prison cell with. For over a year, she never turned it on and it just sat there, the screen staring out at her like a window into midnight.
    What finally got to her was the loneliness and lack of purpose in her life. When she was healthy she took things for granted. Some of those things were the ability to walk, to be able to go anywhere she wanted, to work, to play, and to have a family if she chose. Now, she had little contact with family, few friends, and no hope of improving. The worst part was the boredom. How could someone just sit? Oh, sure, she had tried TV, books and the radio, but all of them seemed so pointless after a while. What did they have to offer, other than a temporary distraction from the fact that she was alone and had no purpose in her life? She had even tried going back out and joining the very same society that alienated her with their knowing looks, but found that she could not handle the looks, or the averted eyes. She became a loner, a hermit of sorts in a prison she called home. It was the loneliness and lack of purpose that finally made her decide to acquaint herself with the mechanical beast, her computer.
    She sat down with the techno-graphic instruction booklets that maybe a seven-year-old could understand, but which to an adult was a prelude to half a bottle of aspirin and a cold compress. Despite the techno-wizardry, despite her fear that she might never learn, she slowly gained enough confidence to hit the big red button, the one that said "ON." It was slow-going as she had to learn to walk before she could run, at least that's how she thought of it metaphorically in her mind.
    It's truly amazing when you lose something, how much you realize you took it for granted and find yourself thinking about it after the fact. She taught herself how to use the computer even when she wasn't sure why she wanted to learn. It couldn't do anything for her as far as she could tell. What did she need? Three meals a day and some oil to lubricate the bearings of her companion, the chair, as far as she was concerned. When it came right down to it, she knew the only reason she was teaching herself the computer was out of boredom. There simply was nothing else for her to do.
    After a few weeks, she had learned to surf the net, to make all kinds of funny sounds and images, to visit places outside of her home. She was a voyeur of the twenty-first century visiting places and people around the world. She had found something on the computer after all, something she was certain she would never find again. There were people, not just people, but friends. Friends, who did not treat her as though she was different, like some kind of leper. The people she met on the computer were good and caring and friendly. Few of them knew she was in the chair, and few cared. They treated her just like they would treat everyone else. After all, every computer user in the world has to sit in a chair to use the computer, so everyone was on the same emotional level.
    Despite having found friends, despite having learned some interesting technical skills, something was still missing from her life. She wasn't sure what it was, but the closest word she could think of was "purpose". Her life had no purpose, no meaning, and no reason for being. She needed something, but that "something" was what she needed to figure out. It had to be something to really care about and live for and, until she found it, her life would be empty. She would spend each day asking herself if she should just end it. Should she make today her last day on earth? Was this the right time to end her suffering, to stop being a burden on others? Should she simply lie down and die? Then one day, she found what she needed, she found someone to help, someone who needed her. Suddenly, she had found something that gave her life purpose and meaning. Of course, it didn't happen right away. Well, maybe it did, but it took a while to sink in, for her to understand that in less than a second her whole life had changed, and that she now had a purpose in life, because someone needed her. What had happened to change her life in an instant? What had filled her heart with love? What had made her decide to live, and filled her life with purpose?
    It was a picture of a little girl staring at her from the computer screen, with shining eyes and a great big smile. Captioned next to the little girl's mouth were three words. I Love You. Under her picture it said simply, "Will You Help Me?" Over the picture it said "Missing". She looked into the little shining eyes and saw the look of pure and innocent love. She looked at the little girl's smile and found herself smiling too. The "Missing" caption made her heart sink, but the minute she read the words, "Will you help me?" It helped her make up her mind that she was going to help this little girl. She was going to find her and bring her home.
    She read everything that she could find on this little princess, on the Internet, then she turned to the newspapers. She called the numbers for the police and asked how she could help. They were kind, but seemed a little skeptical about how one person could make a difference. Her next step was calling the missing children's agencies and asking for flyers of the little girl, together with more information, before she placed a call to the little girl's father. She wanted to be informed in order to offer her help. It was late at night, and she knew she should wait until tomorrow, but she simply could not contain herself, she wanted to offer help, and she wanted to do it NOW! The phone rang and rang again. Part of her was afraid of calling this man whom she had never met, but she could not bring herself to hang up, she could not wait until tomorrow. There was a lot of work to be done if she was going to save this child, and she needed to talk to her father to find out what she could do. While the phone seemed to ring forever, she just could not give up trying. Instead, she let the phone continue to ring. Sometime after a dozen rings, she heard someone pick up the phone and drop it. After a few seconds a groggy voice spoke and asked who it was. She apologized for waking him, but said she was calling to help. He asked her how one person could possibly make a difference. She said, "For the rest of my life I will be confined to a wheelchair, but that doesn't mean I can't help. Instead, it simply means I will have to help in ways in which I am able to. There are twenty-four hours in a day, and since I only sleep eight of them, that means that I have sixteen hours a day in which I can do something to help. I have nothing else in my life, and so every waking hour I have is going to be devoted to helping bring your daughter home to you. And I promise you, I will never stop looking until she is home."
    Something about this woman convinced the man that she meant what she said. They talked all night about his little girl and how the little girl would never know her mother, who had died giving birth to her. He told her how his little girl with the beautiful smile and the shiny eyes had been snatched from their backyard by a stranger, and that he knew that his little girl might be dead or alive. As the man and woman talked, he became convinced that if anyone could help find his daughter, it would be this woman on the phone, who lived in a chair on wheels, this angel who had awakened his dwindling faith in humanity. While everyone else had given up looking, she began using the computer to post the little girl's picture all over the World Wide Web. When the media stopped running their stories, she wrote her own and sent them to the world via email. When people's memories of this little girl's disappearance began to fade, she printed flyers on her home computer and mailed them to anyone who would help. Each week she called the police and made sure they were on the job. Once a week she contacted the missing children's agencies to see if they had any good news. She talked to detectives, experts and witnesses, and every day, she made herself a promise that she would never give up hope. Soon, this woman who was trapped in the chair became involved in helping other missing children and their parents. Word of this kind lady who would do anything to help a child began to spread. Parents of missing children from all over the country began to contact her for help, advice and a caring word. She lived through good times when a child had been found and sad times when another was lost. She became a friend to all the parents, listened when they talked, and shared a tear when they cried. She was there for all of those that needed her, and there were many that needed her indeed. Over a period of time she had almost forgotten about the chair. It was just a tool. Later, she even began to think of her chair as a blessing. She realized that even before she was confined to the chair, she could walk, but her life had no purpose. She had been able to walk, but had nowhere to go. Even before she needed the chair, she had good strong legs but no reason for living. The chair that brought so much pain had also given her something new in her life, a purpose, a sense of being needed and a new reason to live. Maybe the chair had been a blessing in disguise all along.
    As the years went by, she never gave up hope of finding that first little girl. She talked with the father by phone once a week and by letters or e-mail daily. He told her that as long as she kept looking, he would have hope that someday his little girl would be found. Then three weeks ago, the e-mails and letters had stopped. No one answered his phone. She was worried. Had he given up hope? Had the worst happened? Was this man who had become part of her life gone forever? What had happened? Finally, she began to give up hope. That night she cried. She cried for the children. She cried for that one little girl, and for the man who had become her friend. As her tears fell, so did the rain. It turned out to be a sad lonely night, with water pouring, both inside and out. She felt she had lost her reason for living, the cure for her pain, as well as the little girl and her father. For this one brief moment, she cursed the chair and wished the pain would just end. Just as her tears reached their peak, as she felt all her hope and reason for living going down the drain, there was a knock at the door. She turned her chair and looked out to see through her custom-made peephole to see who was outside. There stood a man who was soaking wet outside her door. She opened the door cautiously, and to her surprise, she recognized the man standing outside. She had seen his picture many times, the searching sad eyes, the lost puppy dog look, that sense of loss and despair on a face that would normally be filled with smiles and laughter. He was the father of the missing girl she had cried so many tears for. He was the one whom she had been helping and in doing so, she found true meaning in her own life.
    What was he doing here? Why was he standing outside in the rain? What had made him travel thousands of miles to see a woman he had never met? He gave her a big wide smile, and said that he had good news to give her. He said that his daughter had been found, and as he said this, a young girl stepped forward. Tears began to flow around the room as all three of them joined in this moment of incredible joy. The woman in the wheelchair cried happy tears as she asked them both to come inside. She was practically bursting with joy as she asked how his daughter had been found, while silently wondering if it had anything to do with her search. He said that his daughter had escaped the kidnapper and found her way home on her own.
    At this point, the father was thanking the woman in the chair over and over again, but she did not understand. She said, "But if your daughter escaped on her own, and came home on her own, why are you thanking me?" 
    The father said, "The night you called, I wasn't asleep. I had given up hope and decided to end my life. That night you cared and gave me hope and the will to live. If not for you, my daughter would have come home to an empty house."
    The woman in the chair cried many tears, teardrops that fell like an endless summer rain. Then the father said again, "My daughter and I have talked about a lot, especially about you. I told her all about what you did, how you cared, cried, and kept me from giving up. You fought to find her and bring her home, and so she asked me to bring her here. She has something she would like to ask you." 
    His daughter stepped forward, shyly at first, but her smile began to grow as she said, "Without you I would have no father to come home to. What you have done is the greatest act of love I have ever received in my life. To my father and others, you are a hero, but to me, you are something more." She hugged the lady in the chair and said, "You are a special lady and I would like you to be my mother." 
    For once, the lady in the chair was at a loss for words. She wasn't sure if she understood right, and she tried to speak. But the little girl put her fingers to the woman's lips as she held out a ring to her father. The father took the ring and put it on the woman's finger and said, "My daughter and I have talked and we need one special thing to make us a family," and then he said, "Will you marry me?" Before she knew it, she was being hugged and was hugging back. She was the happiest woman on the face of the earth. She had never been this happy in her whole life, and it was more than a few minutes before any of them realized that she had stood up to receive that first hug.
-
THE MORAL OF THE STORY
Love heals all wounds and sometimes a few kind words and an offer to help can change someone's world.
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Intercessory Prayer Warriors \’l_'i




 

    If you would like to be a member of our associate Prayer Warrior team and spend a few minutes each day in prayer for complete strangers who, although they may never know you or even your name, value your intercessory prayer for themselves or their loved ones in times of trouble, why not let Prayer Ministry Coordinator, Gail Wilkins know? Her email is gmw2466@usa.net and I know that she will be delighted to hear from you. And, of course, if you have urgent need of prayerful support tell her about that too.
    As usual, when something good happens for God's work here on earth, Satan immediately does everything he can to disrupt or destroy it. Within days of Gail and me establishing the links and structure for Cambridge Dove to be an effective intercessory prayer ministry, Satan struck! Gail had to rush away to be with her sister, affectionately known as "Snooky," who is, unless God has other ideas, in the last days of her earthly life. Following several massive heart attacks she is lapsing in and out of comas and the doctors have told her that it is only a matter of time until she will not wake up one day. Snooky is only 45 and has a 9-year-old son who will soon be without his Mum. 
    Gail herself needs all our prayers too. She is a an invalid who battles with not one but four life-threatening diseases that have been congenital in her family and is only able to spend a limited time at her keyboard before needing to rest. When he hits out, Satan sure does hit out! For a number of reasons, Gail's daughter, Dawn is also suffering from severe depression and, to enable her to get the complete rest and recuperation that she needs, Gail is looking after her two grandchildren aged 6 and 4 and so, within days of getting Cambridge Dove up and running, it has had to take a bit of a back seat whilst Gail cares for her own family. So, if you have been emailing her with prayer requests and getting no response, you now know why! If you have formed the opinion that this new prayer ministry is another big "non-event" that is exactly what Satan wanted you to think! Believe me, that is NOT so! Gail is a loving, caring and compassionate lady who's only desire is to serve her Lord, Creator and Saviour. 
    I therefore request that you all try not to overload Gail with trivial prayer requests. She is still visiting her computer as everything else permits and, perhaps the greatest thing that you can all do right now is just send her a short message of support, love and reassurance that God is still in control. Please join with me in prayer that God will give Gail the strength and wisdom to make Cambridge Dove a truly powerful force against Satan's fiery darts.
    Together we CAN make a difference!
David Holt 



Show Them My City *
A beautiful flash presentation by Lastdays.org
Turn up your sound for this one.


 

 EDITORIAL
    I have a couple of questions for you. The first is:
    Do you hope that Jesus will return to in human form to redeem His faithful?
    Now I realise that our readers cover a very wide spectrum of people from 100% committed Christians to people who may not even be Christians in the true sense of the word yet and so the answers to my question will be varied and different. The 100% committed Christians should have had absolutely no difficulty in answering but, for the newer Christians and "seekers," there are (as you would expect!) some Scriptures that may help.
    When Jesus ascended back to His Father's right side the Bible tells us, "He said to them: 'It is not for you to know the times and dates the Father has set by His own authority. But you will receive power when the Holy Spirit comes on you; and you will be my witnesses in Jerusalem, and in all Judea and Samaria, and to the ends of the earth.' After He said this, He was taken up before their very eyes, and a cloud hid Him from their sight. They were looking intently up into the sky as He was going, when suddenly two men dressed in white stood beside them. 'Men of Galilee,' they said, 'why do you stand here looking into the sky? This same Jesus, who has been taken from you into heaven, will come back in the same way you have seen Him go into heaven.'" (Acts 1:7-11). So we have the Word of God to assure us that "the same Jesus" - a human man - will come back in the same way as He left - that is, by appearing in the clouds.
    There's nothing "secret" suggested here is there? In fact, before His crucifixion, Jesus told his disciples, "For as lightning that comes from the east is visible even in the west, so will be the coming of the Son of Man." (Matthew 24:27). Did you ever see "secret" lightning?
    On another occasion, Jesus said, "In my Father's house are many rooms; if it were not so, I would have told you. I am going there to prepare a place for you. And if I go and prepare a place for you, I will come back and take you to be with me so that you may also be where I am." (John 14:2, 3). Whilst there are lots of other Scriptures I could quote adding further confirmation that Jesus IS coming again, I think that these three leave no doubt about it so I'll leave you to do any further study on the subject yourself. 
    Now the 100% committed Christians among you are possibly saying, "What Christian ever doubted that?" with some tone of incredulity in their voices. That's great! If you are one of those then I have no doubt that you are eagerly awaiting the day that it happens. OK, let's move on to my second question.
    Do you BELIEVE with all your heart that Jesus will return in human form to redeem His faithful?
    Did you notice the difference between the two questions? If you only HOPE that Jesus is coming back for you then you don't really believe it do you? The Oxford Dictionary defines "hope" as, "a cherished expectation of a possibility." Is Jesus' return as described by Himself in the verses I've just quoted just a "possibility" or is it a certainty for you? Well, beloved, it had better be the latter if you want to call yourself a Christian because, if it isn't, you are still harbouring some doubt (albeit ever so tiny) about it and this is what Jesus' brother James says, "If any of you lacks wisdom, he should ask God, who gives generously without finding fault, and it will be given to him. But when he asks, he must believe and not doubt, because he who doubts is like a wave of the sea, blown and tossed by the wind. That man should not think he will receive anything from the Lord; he is a double-minded man, unstable in all that he does." (James 1:5-7)
    So, with those Scriptures in mind, how do you now answer my first question? Is your answer the same as it was when I first asked it?
DRH


LIFE AFTER 'BIRTH'
Shared by "Note" - the dear sister who sends "A Note From Heaven"
 

    "Once upon a time," twins were conceived in the same womb. Weeks passed, and the twins developed. As their awareness grew, they laughed for joy: "Isn't it great that we were conceived? Isn't it great to be alive?!" Together the twins explored their world. When they found their mother's cord that gave them life, they sang for joy: "How great is our mother's love that she shared her own life with us!"
    As the weeks stretched into months, the twins noticed how much each was changing. "What does it mean?" asked the one. 
    "It means that our stay in this world is drawing to an end," said the other. 
    "But I don't want to go," said the other one. " I want to stay here always."
    "We have no choice, but maybe there is life after birth!" said the other. 
    "But how can there be?" responded the one. "We will shed our life cord, and how is life possible without it? Besides, we have seen evidence that others were here before us, and none of them have returned to tell us that there is a life after birth. No, this is definitely the end."
    And so the one fell into a deep despair, saying: "If conception ends in birth, what is the purpose of life in the womb? It is meaningless! Maybe there is no mother after all!"
    "But there has to be," protested the other. "How else did we get here? How do we remain alive?"
    "Have you ever seen our mother?" asked the one. "Maybe she lives only in our minds. Maybe we made her up because the idea made us feel good!"
    Finally, the moment of birth arrived. When the twins had passed from their world, they opened their eyes and cried. For what they saw exceeded their fondest dreams.
    Because of our Father's love for us, and His Son's redeeming act for us, we have the means of being sure of our salvation, and our eternal life in heaven. Then, when we find ourselves in heaven, we will be able to say, "What we see exceeds our fondest dreams."





I AM NOT MAD AT YOU!
    In our "Devotionals" section is included, "A Note From Heaven" where a dear sister (who prefers to remain anonymous so as not to draw any of God's glory to herself) takes a message from the Bible and words it as a direct "email" to us from God. Today, I would like to share with you an excellent example of one of her longer mailings. If you would like to be added to receive God's note every day, why not scroll down and click the link and ask to be added to her mailing list?
 

My Child,
     I have six simple words for you today.  Six words that run contrary to religion, rumour, and popular belief.  Six words of good news.  I AM NOT MAD AT YOU!
     Is this the first time you found that out?  Are you shocked?  I know that you have heard all of your life about the terrible things I would do to you.  I will make you sick and keep you poor.  I will bring you crises to make you strong.  Not only will I do these bad things to you, but also it is alright for Me to do them because I am God.
     I know you can't remember anyone saying those exact words to you, but as a child, isn't that what you heard?
     Read your Bible.  Read Isaiah 54, it will literally change your thinking.  I am not mad at you!  Now that's earth quaking good news, yet religion hasn't given it much publicity.  
     That's such good news that some people have a hard time believing it.  They start thinking of all the sin they've allowed into their lives, all the wrongs they've done.  "There is no way God is going to overlook all that!"  They say.  "Surely He is going to do something about it."
     I already did.  I sent My Son Jesus to the cross.
     Read Isaiah 52.  You have seen painting of the Crucifixion.  You know none of the paintings have come close to the horror of what happened to Jesus that day.  When He took the sins and sickness of mankind into Himself, His body became so marred, He didn't even look like a human being.
     Yet it was this very event that brought you the covenant of peace and freed you forever from My wrath (The wrath of God).   Isaiah 53:10-11 tells you that I am satisfied!    The sacrifice of Jesus' death on the cross was enough to pay for your sins.  Sin has no authority over you.  As far as I am concerned, it's all over.  All that is left to do on this earth is the preaching and praising and the accepting of what My Son has done.  
     So study it out.  Read Isaiah 52, 53 and 54 and let that good news sink into you.  Let it renew your mind.  I am not mad at you!  I love you!  Just the way you are right where you are!
                                Speak the Word 
Isaiah 54:8.  "With a little wrath I hid My face from you for a moment; but with everlasting kindness I will have mercy on you,'' says the Lord, your Redeemer. 
 9.  "For this is like the waters of Noah to Me; for as I have sworn that the waters of Noah would no longer cover the earth, so have I sworn that I would not be angry with you, nor rebuke you. 
 10.  For the mountains shall depart and the hills be removed, but My kindness shall not depart from you, nor shall My covenant of peace be removed,'' says the Lord, who has mercy on you.


 MAILBOX


IMPORTANT AND URGENT
The following email arrived in our mailbox this morning just as this issue of "Making A Difference" was being "put to bed." Ophelia Smith is a regular contributor to our magazine - there's even a "smile" story from her in this one - and now she desperately needs your prayers and, where possible, practical help. 
 

Dear friends and fellow believers in Jesus Christ,

Over the weekend, Ophelia and I managed to talk and internet chat with relatives in Pakistan to clarify the situation in Pakistan regarding her father's kidnapping.  They've confirmed that it is a genuine kidnapping and that Daddy has been threatened with harm if the money demanded in not found.  He is being kept in a home in Peshawar, North Western Pakistan and they can talk to him on the phone.  He has been held there for about two weeks.  He is being fed and allowed to bathe, and is in good health physically, despite experiencing considerable emotional trauma, which is evident from the tone of his voice.  Daddy's captors are known to him through past business deals in which they were involved.

The amount of money being demanded is about U$7000, although it could go higher - perhaps double.  It's not a HUGE amount, but it is well beyond the means of anybody in the immediate family, including ourselves. There are relatives (Daddy's cousins, a brother-in-law or two) who have the means to cover part if not all of the ransom money, but history has shown that they are not inclined to help folks outside their own immediate families.  PRAY that the spirit of Jesus will move upon their hearts and fill them with compassion to look beyond the family clique and give relief to a brother in dire need. PRAY Ophelia and I can sustain the financial burden of having to meet the ransom demand, either in sharing it with these wealthy relatives in Pakistan, or even on our own if we have to.  Pray we don't have to at all, since the financial load is really beyond us at this time, and time is of the essence.

A sum of money has been telegraphically transferred to Pakistan and should be enough to get a court case registered for Daddy's abduction. The police WILL act promptly once the case is lodged in Peshawar, and that should happen Monday or Tuesday.  Pray it will be soon enough and will be able to release Daddy and arrest ALL the perpetrators.  Pray Ophelia's brother can negotiate an extension with the captors, give him time to a) get the money and b) enlist the help of the police.  Since they know exactly where he is being held, PRAY the kidnappers don't suddenly move him away to some other venue in the tribal areas where the Taliban types hang out.

Feel free to email this message to whomever you know personally who might pray and intercede on behalf of those involved in the crisis.  AND ALSO include it in your church bulletins for this weekend if that is possible.

If you have some advice or help to offer, just contact us at our home number, +61 7 3200 5325 or email us at Opha_smith@hotmail.com.

Sincerely, and God Bless,

Philip Smith



 
David,
Once again and as always this edition touched me.  I am sure you have no shortage of submissions.  I have a submission that I wrote as well.  I guess it would be classified a poem, although it is maybe more prose.  You can decide where to put it if you use it.  It is attached and is entitled "The Sentencing."
Keep up the wonderful work of the Lord.
Your friend in Christ,
John Duval
 

Editor's note: John's beautiful words are in the "Things to Bring a Tear" section below because, if you can read it without a tear on your cheek, you're tougher than me!
 



Thorns!
Shared by Lisa Rae Balsano
    Sandra felt as low as the heels of her shoes as she pushed against a November gust and the florist shop door. Her life had been easy, like a spring breeze. Then in the fourth month of her second pregnancy, a minor automobile accident stole that from her. During this Thanksgiving week she would have delivered a son. She grieved over her loss. As if that weren't enough, her husband's company threatened a transfer. Then her sister, whose holiday visit she coveted, called saying she could not come for the holiday. Then Sandra's friend infuriated her by suggesting her grief was a God-given path to maturity that would allow her to empathize with others who suffer. She has no idea what I'm feeling, thought Sandra with a shudder. Thanksgiving? Thankful for what? She wondered. For a careless driver whose truck was hardly scratched when he rear-ended her? For an airbag that saved her life but took that of her child? 
    "Good afternoon, can I help you?" The shop clerk's approach startled her. 
    "I.... I need an arrangement," stammered Sandra. 
    "For Thanksgiving? Do you want beautiful but ordinary, or would you like to challenge the day with a customer favourite I call the Thanksgiving "Special?" asked the shop clerk. "I'm convinced that flowers tell stories," she continued. "Are you looking for something that conveys 'gratitude' this Thanksgiving?" 
    "Not exactly!" Sandra blurted out. "In the last five months, everything that could go wrong has gone wrong." Sandra regretted her outburst, and was surprised when the shop clerk said; "I have the perfect arrangement for you." Just then the shop door's small bell rang, and the shop clerk said, "Hi, Barbara...let me get your order." She politely excused herself and walked toward a small workroom, then quickly reappeared, carrying an arrangement of greenery, bows, and long-stemmed thorny roses. Except the ends of the rose stems were neatly snipped: there were no flowers. 
    "Want this in a box?" asked the clerk. Sandra watched for the customer's response. Was this a joke? Who would want rose stems with no flowers! She waited for laughter, but neither woman laughed. 
    "Yes, please," Barbara, replied with an appreciative smile. "You'd think after three years of getting the 'special', I wouldn't be so moved by its significance, but I can feel it right here, all over again," she said as she gently tapped her chest. And she left with her order. 
    "Uh," stammered Sandra, "that lady just left with, uh.... she just left with no flowers!" 
    "Right, said the clerk, "I cut off the flowers. That's the 'Special'. I call it the Thanksgiving Thorns Bouquet." 
    "Oh, come on, you can't tell me someone is willing to pay for that!" exclaimed Sandra. 
    "Barbara came into the shop three years ago feeling much like you feel today," explained the clerk. "She thought she had very little to be thankful for. She had lost her father to cancer, the family business was failing, her son was into drugs, and she was facing major surgery." 
    "That same year I had lost my husband," continued the clerk, "and for the first time in my life, had just spent the holidays alone. I had no children, no husband, no family nearby, and too great a debt to allow any travel." 
    "So what did you do?" asked Sandra. 
    "I learned to be thankful for thorns," answered the clerk quietly. "I've always thanked God for the good things in my life and never questioned the good things that happened to me, but when bad stuff hit, did I ever ask questions! It took time for me to learn that dark times are important. I have always enjoyed the 'flowers' of life, but it took thorns to show me the beauty of God's comfort. You know, the Bible says that God comforts us when we're afflicted, and from His consolation we learn to comfort others." 
    Sandra sucked in her breath as she thought about the very thing her friend had tried to tell her. "I guess the truth is I don't want comfort. I've lost a baby and I'm angry with God." Just then someone else walked in the shop. 
    "Hey, Phil!" shouted the clerk to the balding, rotund man. 
    "My wife sent me in to get our usual Thanksgiving Special.... 12 thorny, long-stemmed stems!" laughed Phil as the clerk handed him a tissue-wrapped arrangement from the refrigerator. 
    "Those are for your wife?" asked Sandra incredulously. "Do you mind me asking why she wants something that looks like that?" 
    "No.I'm glad you asked," Phil replied. "Four years ago my wife and I nearly divorced. After forty years, we were in a real mess, but with the Lord's grace and guidance, we slogged through problem after problem. He rescued our marriage. Jenny here (the clerk) told me she kept a vase of rose stems to remind her of what she learned from "thorny" times, and that was good enough for me. I took home some of those stems. My wife and I decided to label each one for a specific "problem" and give thanks for what that problem taught us." As Phil paid the clerk, he said to Sandra, "I highly recommend the Special!" 
    "I don't know if I can be thankful for the thorns in my life." Sandra said. "It's all too...fresh." 
    "Well," the clerk replied carefully, "my experience has shown me that thorns make roses more precious. We treasure God's providential care more during trouble than at any other time. Remember, it was a crown of thorns that Jesus wore so we might know His love. Don't resent the thorns." 
    Tears rolled down Sandra's cheeks. For the first time since the accident, she loosened her grip on resentment. "I'll take those twelve long-stemmed thorns, please," she managed to choke out. 
    "I hoped you would," said the clerk gently. "I'll have them ready in a minute." 
    "Thank you. What do I owe you?" 
    "Nothing. Nothing but a promise to allow God to heal your heart. The first year's arrangement is always on me." The clerk smiled and handed a card to Sandra. "I'll attach this card to your arrangement, but maybe you would like to read it first." 
    It read: "My God, I have never thanked You for my thorns. I have thanked You a thousand times for my roses, but never once for my thorns. Teach me the glory of the difficulties I bear; teach me the value of my thorns. Show me that I have drawn closer to You along the path of pain. Show me that, through my tears, the colours of Your rainbow look much more brilliant." Praise Him for your roses; thank him for your thorns!


 "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
 



 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
Come *
A truly awesome movie presentation of a fabulous song.
Wind up your sound and lose your earthly self in the touch of the Holy Spirit.
 

WEB SITE
Allen and Tonya Gosser
 

MESSAGES
People In Our Lives *
Right Now
 

POEMS
 

The Face Of God *
Conversation With God *
 

SONG
He Was On My Mind *
 






Ragman
By Walter Wangerin, Jr.
from "Ragman and Other Cries of Faith"
Shared by Paul and Joanne Recht
    I saw a strange sight. I stumbled upon a story most strange, like nothing my life, my street sense, my sly tongue had ever prepared me for.
    Hush, child. Hush, now, and I will tell it to you. Even before the dawn one Friday morning I noticed a young man, handsome and strong, walking the alleys of our City.  He was pulling an old cart filled with clothes both bright and new, and he was calling in a clear, tenor voice:
    "Rags!"  (Ah, the air was foul and the first light filthy to be crossed by such sweet music.)  "Rags! New rags for old! I take your tired rags! Rags!"
    "Now, this is a wonder," I thought to myself, for the man stood six-feet-four, and his arms were like tree limbs, hard and muscular, and his eyes flashed intelligence. Could he find no better job than this, to be a ragman in the inner city? I followed him. My curiosity drove me. And I wasn't disappointed.
    Soon the Ragman saw a woman sitting on her back porch.  She was sobbing into a handkerchief, sighing, and shedding a thousand tears. Her knees and elbows made a sad X. Her shoulders shook. Her heart was breaking. The Ragman stopped his cart.
    Quietly, he walked to the woman, stepping round tin cans, dead toys, and Pampers. "Give me your rag," he said so gently, "and I'll give you another."  He slipped the handkerchief from her eyes. She looked up, and he laid across her palm a linen cloth so clean and new that it shined.  She blinked from the gift to the giver.
    Then, as he began to pull his cart again, the Ragman did a strange thing: he put her stained handkerchief to his own face; and then HE began to weep, to sob as grievously as she had done, his shoulders shaking. Yet she was left without a tear.
    "This IS a wonder," I breathed to myself, and I followed the sobbing Ragman like a child who cannot turn away from mystery.
    "Rags! Rags! New rags for old!"
    In a little while, when the sky showed grey behind the rooftops and I could see the shredded curtains hanging out black windows, the Ragman came upon a girl whose head was wrapped in a bandage, whose eyes were empty. Blood soaked her bandage. A single line of blood ran down her cheek. Now the tall Ragman looked upon this child with pity, and he drew a lovely yellow bonnet from his cart. "Give me your rag," he said, tracing his own line on her cheek, "and I'll give you mine."
    The child could only gaze at him while he loosened the bandage, removed it, and tied it to his own head. The bonnet he set on hers. And I gasped at what I saw: for with the bandage went the wound! Against his brow it ran a darker, more substantial blood - his own!
    "Rags! Rags! I take old rags!" cried the sobbing, bleeding, strong, intelligent Ragman.
    The sun hurt both the sky, now, and my eyes; the Ragman seemed more and more to hurry.  "Are you going to work?" he asked a man who leaned against a telephone pole. The man shook his head. The Ragman pressed him: "Do you have a job?"
    "Are you crazy?" sneered the other.  He pulled away from the pole, revealing the right sleeve of his jacket - flat, the cuff stuffed into the pocket. He had no arm.
    "So," said the Ragman. "Give me your jacket, and I'll give you mine." Such quiet authority in his voice! The one-armed man took off his jacket. So did the Ragman - and I trembled at what I saw: for the Ragman's arm stayed in its sleeve, and when the other put it on he had two good arms, thick as tree limbs; but the Ragman had only one. "Go to work," he said.
    After that he found a drunk, lying unconscious beneath an army blanket, and old man, hunched, wizened, and sick. He took that blanket and wrapped it round himself, but for the drunk he left new clothes.
    And now I had to run to keep up with the Ragman. Though he was weeping uncontrollably, and bleeding freely at the forehead, pulling his cart with one arm, stumbling for drunkenness, falling again and again, exhausted, old, old, and sick, yet he went with terrible speed.  On spider's legs he skittered through the alleys of the City, this mile and the next, until he came to its limits, and then he rushed beyond.
    I wept to see the change in this man. I hurt to see his sorrow. And yet I needed to see where he was going in such haste, perhaps to know what drove him so.
    The little old Ragman - he came to a landfill. He came to the garbage pits. And then I wanted to help him in what he did, but I hung back, hiding.  He climbed a hill. With tormented labour he cleared a little space on that hill. Then he sighed. He lay down. He pillowed his head on a handkerchief and a jacket. He covered his bones with an army blanket.  And he died.
    Oh, how I cried to witness that death!  I slumped in a junked car and wailed and mourned as one who has no hope - because I had come to love the Ragman. Every other face had faded in the wonder of this man, and I cherished him; but he died. I sobbed myself to sleep.
    I did not know - how could I know? - that I slept through Friday night and Saturday and its night, too.  
    But then, on Sunday morning, I was wakened by a violence. Light - pure, hard, demanding light - slammed against my sour face, and I blinked, and I looked, and I saw the last and the first wonder of all.  There was the Ragman, folding the blanket most carefully, a scar on his forehead, but alive! And, besides that, healthy! There was no sign of sorrow nor of age, and all the rags that he had gathered shined for cleanliness.
    Well, then I lowered my head and trembling for all that I had seen, I myself walked up to the Ragman.  I told him my name with shame, for I was a sorry figure next to him. Then I took off all my clothes in that place, and I said to him with dear yearning in my voice: "Dress me."
    He dressed me. My Lord, he put new rags on me, and I am a wonder beside him. 
    The Ragman, the Ragman, THE CHRIST


 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
Amazing Facts
Reaching the world with God's end-time message
By Doug Batchelor
 

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




Old Barn
Shared by Ronnie Leviner 


    A stranger came by the other day with an offer that set me to thinking. He wanted to buy the old barn that sits out by the highway. I told him right off he was crazy. He was a city type, you could tell by his clothes, his car, his hands, and the way he talked. He said he was driving by and saw that beautiful barn sitting out in the tall grass and wanted to know if it was for sale. I told him he had a funny idea of beauty. Sure, it was a handsome building in its day. But then, there's been a lot of winters pass with their snow and ice and howling wind.
    The summer sun's beat down on that old barn till all the paint's gone, and the wood has turned silver grey. Now the old building leans a good deal, looking kind of tired. Yet, that fellow called it beautiful. That set me to thinking.
    I walked out to the field and just stood there, gazing at that old barn. The stranger said he planned to use the lumber to line the walls of his den in a new country home he's building down the road. He said you couldn't get paint that beautiful.
    Only years of standing in the weather, bearing the storms and scorching sun, only that can produce beautiful barn wood. It came to me then. We're a lot like that, you and I. Only it's on the inside that the beauty grows with us. Sure we turn silver grey too... and lean a bit more than we did when we were young and full of sap. But the good Lord knows what he's doing. As the years pass He's busy using the hard wealth of our lives, the dry spells and the stormy seasons, to do a job of beautifying our souls that nothing else can produce. They took the old barn down today and hauled it away to beautify a rich man's house.
    I reckon someday you and I'll be hauled off to heaven to take on whatever chores the good Lord has for us on the great sky ranch. I suspect we'll be more beautiful then for the seasons we've been through here... and just maybe even add a bit of beauty to our Father's house.



TO BRING A SMILE


A Sherlock Holmes Story
Shared by Ophelia Smith
    Sherlock Holmes and Dr. Watson went on a camping trip and pitched their tent. They settled down for the night but a few hours later, Holmes woke Watson up and said, "Watson, look up at the sky and tell me what you see."
    Watson said, "I see millions and millions of stars."
    Holmes replied, "And what does that tell you?"
    Watson said, "Astronomically, it tells me that there are millions of galaxies and potentially billions of planets. Theologically, it tells me that God is great and that we are small. Meteorologically, it tells me that we will have a beautiful day tomorrow. What does it tell you?"
    Holmes replied, "Watson, you idiot. Somebody stole our tent."


   AND,
TO BRING A TEAR 


The Sentencing
© 2002 by John Duval
 
I found myself standing in the sentencing chamber.
It was time for MY great white throne of judgment.
It was set up much like a court here on earth.
It had a tribunal of judges.
God the Father came out and sat as judge.
Jesus sat at his right hand, the Holy Spirit at his left.
And there I stood before them,
Ready to answer to the charges brought against me.
Satan, The Accuser of the Brethren, stood at my left firing the charges.
“We will hear all the charges one by one.”  God said.
“After each charge, you will be given a chance to enter your plea”
“After each plea, I will hand out the sentence to which it deserves”
“At the end, when all charges have been presented,
I will execute my final sentence on you.”
 
Satan began.
“Lying” 
‘This can not be too bad’ I thought, ‘everyone has done that at least once’
But then he listed each and every example from my life.
Some I remembered well.  
Many I had almost forgotten about.
But when accused, I remembered every charge.
Some I thought no one knew about.
Some I thought would never be recorded.
But I could not deny any of them.
After each charge I could only enter one plea, and that was,
“Guilty” 
And to each charge there was only one sentence, and that was
“Death”
‘But that was only a small white lie,’ I thought.
‘Surely this does not deserve death.’
But it did not matter.
‘And on that one I only omitted certain truths’
But to each charge the sentence was the same.
There was only one sentence
And that sentence was “Death”
 
Satan continued,
“Fornication” “Guilty”  “Death”
“Murder”  “Guilty”  “Death”
“Idolatry”  “Guilty”  “Death”
“Lust”  “Guilty”  “Death”
“Pornography”  “Guilty”  “Death”
“Adultery”  “Guilty”  “Death”
“Cheating”  “Guilty”  “Death”
“Stealing”  “Guilty”  “Death”
“Cursing”  “Guilty”  “Death”
“Drunkenness”  “Guilty”  “Death”
“Taking of the Lords name in vain”  “Guilty”  “Death”
“Not observing the Sabbath”  “Guilty”  “Death”
“Not obeying the Lord thy God”  “Guilty”  “Death”
“Not obeying my parents”  “Guilty”  “Death”
“Covetousness”  “Guilty”  “Death”
 
The list went on and on.
With each charge, Satan listed every single example from my life.
I was tired and exhausted after only a few minutes.
But Satan seemed to draw power from the accusations.
With each charge he seemed to draw more energy.
After each charge I had only one response
And that response was “Guilty”
And to each charge the sentence was the same.
And that sentence was “Death”
 
Finally after what seemed an eternity,
Satan concluded with an arrogant smile on his face.
I hung my head in shame because I knew what was to come.
“Are you ready for your final sentencing.”  God asked.
“I am Father.” I replied, knowing what I was to face.
To this response, Jesus arose and exclaimed,
“This sentence is mine Father, it was bought with my blood”
 
“NOOOOOO!” I screamed. “Not you!”
“I did all these things!  I deserve the sentence!  I deserve to die!”
“NOT YOU!”
It was too late.
 
Jesus turned and looked at me with such a love in His eyes.
It was a love that I cannot explain and had never experienced in my life.
He looked me right in my eyes and said something I will never forget.
He looked right at me, and He put his finger to his mouth to hush me, and He said,
 “It is finished.”
 
Then he removed His outer garment and stepped down from the bench.
He approached Satan and let Satan do his will.
All the while still looking at me with that love in His eyes.
Satan tore off his under garment so Jesus was standing there, naked, exposed to the world. 
It was because of me.
Satan mocked Jesus and made fun of Him, ridiculing him in front of everyone.  
I was to blame.
Satan spat in Jesus’ face and laughed.  No one was there to wipe the spit away.
It was my fault.
Satan struck Jesus in the face repeatedly, until it swelled almost beyond recognition.
I caused it to happen.
Yet all the while Jesus still looked at me with the love still in His eyes.
Satan made a crown of thorns and drove the thorns deep into Jesus’ head, causing the blood to gush forth.
Yet Jesus still looked at me.  The love was still there.
Satan took a whip and thrashed Jesus back, full of stripes.  Thirty-nine times he flogged Jesus.
Even as Jesus winced with every blow, He still looked at me.  The love was still there.
Satan threw Jesus down to a crude, wooden cross that was lying there.
He drove spikes deep into Jesus’ hands and feet.
Even as Jesus cringed with pain, his eyes did not leave me; the love did not depart from his eyes.
Satan raised the cross into place with Jesus hanging naked, exposed to all.
Even as the cross fell into place, tearing Jesus’ flesh against the nails, Jesus looked at me.  
The love still had not departed from his eyes.
As He was dying, He turned to the father and said, “Into Your hands I commit my Spirit.”
Then his head dropped and his eyes closed.
Only in his death was he forced to look away from me,
Yet I knew the love that He still held in His heart.
 
 I knew where Jesus was going for I had read about it in my life.
I knew the scorching fires of Hell were going to torture His already broken body.
I knew He would be in endless torment, and I knew it was because of me.
I could not bear to look upon Jesus’ lifeless body hanging on the cross.
Nor was I allowed to, for I had to go into the place of my sentencing.
 
I was led away to a gate.
And behind the gate, was an immaculate city.
The most beautiful city I had ever seen.
It was far beyond comprehension,
Infinitely beyond anything I could have imagined,
It was paved with streets of gold,
Its foundations were of precious stones, such as topaz, sapphire, carnelian and the like.
Its walls were of jasper and were as clear as crystal.
The River of Life flowed from the throne of God right down the center of the city.
There was no need for the sun, for the brilliance of the Lord God Almighty himself shone as the light.
There was no suffering, there was no pain, and there was no death.
I walked hand in Hand, with my Creator, the Father of Heaven.
I walked and talked with the Holy Spirit who had so guided me in my life.
I walked with my arm around Jesus who had taken my sentence.
He was only gone for three short days, and days did not matter.
There was no time here, for here I was sentenced to spend eternity.


A True Story
Shared by Miriam Flowers
    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 play time 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 challenged 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," 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 churchgoers, 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 to 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. 
    Much love and compassion is sent to each and every person who may read this and learn how to LOVE PEOPLE AND USE THINGS - NOT LOVE THINGS AND USE PEOPLE. 
    If you think this story has touched you in any way, please send this to everyone you know. There is an Angel sent to watch over you. Many people will walk in and out of your life, but only true friends will leave footprints in your heart. 
 

To handle yourself, use your head. 
To handle others, use your heart. 
God gives every bird it's food, but He does not throw it into its nest.


BEYOND PRISON
By Yvette Burleigh
       If you would like to be part of Yvette's prison ministry why not contact her on crazyclicker@hotmail.com. 
But don't do it too soon as she is still trying to catch up on everything after being right in the middle of Hurricane Lisa! Many of us prayed earnestly that Yvette and her family would come through that unharmed and our prayers were heard and answered. Amid terrible devastation in southern Louisiana, the Burleigh household came through completely unscathed. Praise God! 


    CHILDREN'S CORNER 



THE GOSSIPER
Author Unknown
Shared by Ronnie Leviner

A woman repeated a bit of gossip about a neighbour.
Within a few days the whole community knew the story.
The person it concerned was deeply hurt and offended.
Later, the woman responsible for spreading the rumour learned that it was completely untrue.
She was very sorry and went to a wise old sage to find out what she could do to repair the damage.

"Go to the marketplace," he said, "and purchase a chicken, and have it killed.
Then on your way home, pluck its feathers and drop them one by one along the road."
Although surprised by this advice, the woman did what she was told.

The next day the wise man said,
"Now, go and collect all those feathers you dropped yesterday and bring them back to me."

The woman followed the same road, but to her dismay the wind had blown all the feathers away.
After searching for hours, she returned with only three feathers in her hand.

"You see," said the old sage, "It's easy to drop them, but it is impossible to get them back.
So it is with gossip. 
It doesn't take much to spread a rumour, but once you do you can never completely undo the wrong."


Do you like to have fun and know your Bible at the same time?
BIBLE TRIVIA QUIZZES
Lots of cool quizzes to test your Scriptural knowledge.
 



      THE BKM 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
since the stupid Australian banks won't accept anything else!)
 

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 
By Cheryl Curtis
Lord, when the difficult times come in our lives, we look to you for wisdom and truth.
We depend upon your strength and ability to see us through.
What appears to be a failure, or setback,
is but another opportunity for us to be corrected, taught, and to grow more like you.
Take the situation we face today and turn it around and bring good from it.
Help us to recognize the opportunity that lies in the midst of our adversity.
In Jesus name we ask and believe.
Amen.


 OPENING LINKS
    Some readers have emailed us to say that clicking the hyperlinks in "Making A Difference" doesn't work. I don't know why that is but one easy way to get the addresses and access the websites is as follows:
1.    Highlight the title using your mouse (it doesn't matter if you highlight the music asterisk too - it will still work).
2.    With the title highlighted, click "Insert" on the menu bar at the top of your screen. This will give you a drop menu.
3.    On the drop menu, click "Hyperlink." This will open a window titled "Edit Hyperlink."
4.    Highlight the html address in the window labelled, "Type the file or web page name."
5.    Copy the address by pressing Control and C together.
6.    Close the "Edit Hyperlink" window by clicking the cancel button.
7.    Then open your web browser (Internet Explorer or Netscape Navigator).
8.    Place the cursor in the "Address" window at the top (or, if you already have an address in there, just highlight it).
9.    Press Control and V together. That will copy the URL into the window.
10.  Press Enter and the page will open.

I have done the above and it took just 23 seconds from step 1 to seeing the web page so, as you can see, it isn't really as hard as the ten steps make it seem!
