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I am very proud to announce

 

My book has been published

--

 

anyone who wish to buy a book 

 

of my poems may send

 

$10.00 if living in the US

 

$15.00 if living outside of US

 

That shall include the shipping and handling

--

 

You may send it to 

 

Kim Combs

-

Baldwin

 

1531 Catlin Hollow Road

 

Wellsboro, PA

 

 16901

 

After receiving

 your money I shall send it right out 

to you

 

Thank you and God Bless You

 

May you be blessed by the words I have written

 

All who believe in the Son of God know

 

that this is true.

 

 Those who don't believe

 

this are actually calling God a liar because

 

they don

't believe that God has testified

 

about His Son.

---

1 John 5:10

------

 

May the Lord guide you and protect you

---

Mizpah

-

 

God Bless You!!!!!!!

 


Thank You To all The Wonderful Friends I Have Made During This Past Year *

The above link was sent to me by Kim Combs-Baldwin and so I cannot claim credit for it but that doesn’t alter the message it contains that is from me to you.

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 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.
Unless otherwise requested, all subscribers will receive a notice by Bcc email each month advising to URL of Making A Difference. All you need to do is click the address and it should open (some people may get a window asking for a password and all that is necessary is to click Cancel when the magazine will open). Where SPECIFICALLY REQUESTED magazines can be sent either in full or as an MS Word attachment 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.





APOLOGY

It appears that a number of readers didn’t get the links that formed last month’s editorial.

I have no idea why this was but here are the URLs of the two web sites again.

http://www.lifetalk.net/admin/studyguides/Gods_Sabbath.htm
http://www.lifetalk.net/admin/studyguides/Sabbath_Changing_of.htm 
PEOPLE DON’T CARE HOW MUCH YOU KNOW

UNTIL THEY KNOW HOW MUCH YOU CARE.



Recently, I received a forwarded email in which the following question was asked and an answer provided. Because I think the answer given was inaccurate, I will attempt to answer the question as I see it. However, I ask readers to remember the title of this column and will welcome comments.

“Doesn't the Bible say that salvation is unconditional? If we have to repent or ask for salvation, that would be a condition for salvation. If salvation is truly unconditional, then can't we do whatever we want, good or bad, because we are forgiven? Please explain!”

My immediate response to this question is, “Where does the Bible say that salvation is unconditional?” So I went looking and it doesn’t!

In Luke 3:6 John the Baptist says that all mankind will see God’s salvation. It would seem that some Christians have taken this to mean that all mankind will EXPERIENCE salvation but that isn’t what it says! In our modern idiom, we would be better to read John’s words as, “all mankind will WITNESS God’s salvation.” Jesus said that His second coming will be as lightning that flashes in the east is visible in the west (Matt 24:27) and His messenger bore this out when he said, “Every eye will see Him, even those who pierced Him.” (Rev 1:7).  Yes everyone WILL see God’s salvation but, as long as many of them have the attitudes they do, that’s all they will get – a brief view!

Revelation 7:10 says that salvation belongs to God – not to us. However, He gives it as a gift of grace to those who, at least, make an effort to obey Him.

Romans 10:9 tells us that, if we confess with our mouths, ‘Jesus is Lord’ and believe in our hearts that God raised Him from the dead, we will be saved.  The little word “if” always precedes a condition!

Writing to the Corinthian Church (2 Cor. 7:10), Paul advised them that Godly sorrow leads to repentance that leads to salvation and leaves no regret but worldly sorrow brings death. Does that sound like a condition to you?

In 2 Timothy 10:12, Paul writes that only the “elect” will obtain salvation and goes on to say that, if we endure, we will reign with Jesus but, if we disown Him, He will disown us and, of course, Jesus had already said that in Matthew 7:18-21. 

Hebrews 5:9 tells us that Jesus became the source of eternal salvation for all who obey Him (isn’t that a condition?) and 9:28 says that, when Jesus appears a second time, He will bring salvation to those who are waiting for Him.

And, of course, through His angelic messenger to John the Revelator, Jesus said that He will give to everyone according to what he has done! (Rev 22:12)

Peter summed up the basic condition for salvation when he told the Jewish religious leaders who were trying to shut him and John up, “Salvation is found in no one else, for there is no other name under heaven given to men by which we must be saved.” (Acts 4:12)

I totally fail to see how anyone cannot see that faith in Jesus as the incarnate Son of God is a basic condition for salvation and, if you agree with this, then you have just agreed that salvation IS conditional! 

What many Christians completely fail to understand is that, whilst there is NO WAY anyone can ever earn the salvation that Jesus freely offers to everyone, there ARE lots of ways that they can disqualify themselves and by far the most prominent of these is wilful disobedience. As Jesus said, “If you want to enter life, OBEY THE COMMANDMENTS.” (Matt 19:17) THAT is a very clear condition and it is NOT optional!
DRH 




Re: The Steady Erosion of Christian Values in America

The following letter arrived in our inbox during the past month and I am reproducing it as a tribute to a plucky little girl who has a lot more guts than those politicians and judges who are so ready to pander to minority pressure in America.
 
To all you atheists out there, I am a 13 year old who is not afraid to take you on. Quit whining about how we have “UNDER GOD” on our money! If you don’t want to watch preachers on the TV, than don’t! Are you so lazy that you can’t even pick up the remote and change the channel? If you don’t wanna listen to the Word of God on the radio, flip the channel! Turn the radio off! It’s not that hard – believe me!
 
For all the believers out there, a few bitchy people want to change what has been since this country was started! After we took the Word of God out of our schools that’s when all heck broke loose. We started having school shootings, teacher to student misconduct, rapes, murders, thefts, kidnaps, pornography and all fear of even walking down the street at night or even day!

Why did we even take the Lord out of our schools? Why?: Because some little person decided, Let’s cause some trouble. Let’s cause trouble for everyone who believes in God – everyone who wants their children to know the wonders of the Lord just because someone says, “It’s unconstitutional!”
 
Well, you know, I don’t give a damn – I’m gonna press for the Lord back in our schools! You know, the world has gone to heck in a handbasket when believers can’t even have their kids taught the same beliefs they want them to have! Now there are kids out there that are gonna think that the Lord is bad!
 
So, you who are atheist, what’s next? Are you going to try to ban all Bible reading or church services, or Christian schools? Or are you just going to try to have all Bibles burned so that no one can know the Lord just ‘cause you’re a lost soul who doesn’t?
 
You know what you should call yourselves instead of atheists? – A major screw-up of the Lord’s time and effort! That’s what! Sorry if that offends you but I don’t give a darn! Ya know why? Because you don’t give a darn about what you’re doing to the world’s people! The majority needs to stand up for themselves and their kids and learn the way they were taught. Bring back school prayer. I want to know, were our parents afraid to walk down school halls?
 
Pass this on to all you know – especially parents.
 

Kara Clark
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Hello dear friend! 

Well, as you know, it will soon be time when people celebrate my birthday again. It isn’t actually on the right date but, since I have never made a big thing of the actual date, folks a long time ago set December 25th as my birthday. I don’t mind that. Actually, it was really nice that they wanted to have a party for me.  

Last year they had a real big party for me and it seems like they will again this year. After all, they've been shopping and preparing for it for months now, and there have been announcements and advertisements almost everyday about how soon it's coming! They really do go overboard about it, but it's nice to know that at least on one day of the year some people are thinking about me a little. You know, it's been many years now since they first started celebrating my birthday. Back then they seemed to realize and appreciate how much fun it is for the little children. Just the same, it seems that most folks are missing the point of it all. Like last year for example, when my birthday came around they threw a big party but can you believe it? I wasn't invited! Imagine! The guest of honour, and they forgot all about me! Here they had begun preparing for the festivities two months in advance but when the big day came I was left out in the cold! 

Well, it happened so many times in recent years I wasn't even surprised. Even though I wasn't invited I thought I'd just quietly slip in anyway. So I came in and stood off to the side. Everyone was drinking, laughing and having a grand time, when all of the sudden, in came this fat fellow in a bright red suit wearing a phoney white beard and shouting "Ho Ho Ho!" He looked like he had more than enough to drink but he somehow managed to weave his way across the floor while everyone cheered. When he collapsed into a big armchair all the children went running over to him excitedly yelling "Santa!! Santa!!" I mean, you'd have thought he was the guest of honour and the whole holiday was in his honour! Then he began telling them the most ridiculous stories you've ever heard ... that he lived at the North Pole with a crew of dwarfs and that every year on my birthday he rides in his sleigh pulled by a bunch of flying reindeers, delivering presents to children all over the world!! I mean there wasn't a word of truth in anything he said! Imagine telling such poor, little, impressionable kids such far-fetched fables! Finally I just had to leave, I walked out of the door, and it was hardly surprising that no one even noticed that I had gone. 

As I walked on the street afterward I felt about as lonely and forlorn as stray dogs! I could hardly remember the last time I'd felt that low. Maybe you do not think I cry........... 

That little manger scene you had put in the corner of your living room was really touching!! It's sweet of people to commemorate my birthday like that. But did you know that nowadays, in some countries, the authorities won't even allow manger scenes to be displayed in the parks, streets, or public places anymore? Not to mention their schools! And I'm not talking about Communist countries! I'm talking about the U.S.A. Imagine!! What could be more innocent than a manger scene to remind people of my birthday? And yet they ban it! They've actually passed laws against it and made it illegal! What's this world coming to? Another thing that amazes me is how, on my birthday, instead of giving me presents, most people give presents to each other! And to top it all off, it's usually all kinds of stuff they don't even need! Let me ask you, wouldn't you find it odd if when your birthday came along, all your friends decided to celebrate it by giving each other presents and never gave you a thing? Someone once told me, well, it's because you're not around like other people are, so how can we give you a present? You know my answer to that one...then give gifts of food and clothing to the poor, help those who need it. Go visit the lonely! I said, "Listen, any gift you give to your needy fellowmen, I'll count as if you gave it to me personally!" (See Matthew 25:34-40) 

Well sad to say, things are getting worse each year. You can just imagine my shock a few years ago when I began seeing them taking my name out of my birthday greeting and replacing it with an X. What an insult!! Think of it - X-mas!! What if I wrote you a birthday card and said Happy Birthday X! You'd probably never talk to me again! And that's just about how I feel. I mean what more could they do to push me right out of the picture on my own birthday? It reminds me of what happened recently to a friend of mine, a sweet elderly fellow. He's from the poorer side of town and he's been trying unsuccessfully for years to join the church. But it was a very exclusive church for the proper kind of folks, and they just did not think he was good enough to be a member. I found him one day sitting by the church steps with his head on his hands bowed and I asked him what was wrong. He told me about it, I put my arm around his shoulder and told him I knew how he felt. I've been wanting to enter that same church for twenty years and they've never let me in either! Well, there's an end even to my patience. So I'm going to let you in on a secret.

Now this is something I've been planning on doing for quite sometime, but the way things are going, I think I'm planning of holding my own party! How about that? It's going to be the biggest, most fantastic feast you could possibly imagine! It might not happen this year but I'm sending out invitations now anyway because I know you'll want to come. There's going to be room for billions, for everyone who wants to come! Some really famous old timers and celebrities are going to be there and I'll reserve you a seat of honour right with them! (Matthew 8:11) So hold on to your hat because when everything is ready I'm going to spring it as a big surprise and a lot of people are going to be left out in the cold because they didn't answer my invitation!! Let me know right away if you'd like to come and I'll reserve you a place and write your name in large golden letters in my BIG GUEST BOOK!! 

Much Love,
JESUS





Mindot’s Gift List

Shared by Dorothy Thornton
So many of you asked us (since Yuletide's drawing near),

"What do you want for Christmas? What can we give you this year?
If we say, "We want nothing!" you buy something anyway.
So here's a list of what we'd like; believe now what we say:
Pyjamas for a little child, food to feed the poor.
Blankets for a shelter, and we ask a little bit more--
Perform good deeds and let us know, or volunteer your time.
These last are worth a fortune, and they needn't cost a dime.
We have too many things now, vases, candles, tapes and clocks.
We have our fill of garments, ties, underwear and socks.
Candy is too fattening, crossword books we've more than 20.
We don't need trays or plates or cups, and knickknacks we have plenty.
We've no walls to hang more pictures; we have books we've not yet read;
so please take what you'd spend on us and help the poor instead!
Just send a Christmas card to us and tell us what you've done;
we'll open them on Christmas Eve, and read them one by one.

It won't cost as much for postage as a package sent would do,

You'll need no wrapping paper, ribbons, ink or glue.
And we'll thank God you listened to what we had to say,

So we could be the instruments to help someone this way.
"God is able to do far more than we would dare to ask or even dream of – 

infinitely beyond our highest prayers, desires, thoughts, or hopes."
Ephesians 3:20 TLB





AM I REPRESENTING JESUS?

Shared By Joanne Recht
 

When Jesus looks upon my life,

What picture does He see?
  Does He see His own reflection,

Or does He just see me?
  Does He see His likeness,
The product of His hand.
  Or just another Christian,

Who never took a stand?
  Does He see a child of God,
A child that He made free
 Living life to honour Him,
or does He just see me?
 
  What about the other folks,
I meet along the way?
  Do I show them Jesus,
to brighten up their day?
  When someone looks into my eyes,
Can they truly see
that calm and gentle peace of God,
That dwells inside of me?
  When I reach out and shake a hand,
Is He right there in my grip?
  Can they feel that strength from God,
That steadies when I slip?
  When folks are in my presence,
do they know His Spirit's there?
  Can they see that He's the one,
who guides me everywhere?
 
  When other people think of me?
What is on their mind?
  Do they think of Jesus Christ,
So gentle and so kind?
  I try to be like Jesus,
Every single day.
  Spreading love and kindness,
All along my way.
  I'm afraid that I have failed;
I could not pass the test.
  Deep inside my heart I know,
I haven't done my best.
 
  I have had to fight my flesh,
since the day that I was born.
  It's always causing trouble,
and being such a thorn.
  That's why His Spirit dwells in me;
He's helping me to learn
 in every situation,
where I need to turn.
  He knew I'd never pass the test,
that's why He took my place.
  He gave His life to save my soul,
He suffered my disgrace.
 
  Now I try to be like Him,
I must represent Him well.
  So other folks will want His gift,
and turn their backs on hell.
  Other folks should see the joy
That Christ has given me.
  They should want to have it too,
especially since it's free.
  They should begin to ask me,
what is it they must do?
  Just how it is they go about,
Getting Jesus too?
  Then I get to tell them,
this wondrous gift is free.
  It only takes a humble heart;
A prayer on bended knee.
 
  Someday when I'm face to face,
With the Lord who made me free.
  Will He see His own reflection,
or will He just see me? 





 "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 



 





If you enjoy stimulating, succinct and scripturally sound 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 regular mailings.
God Today - Daily Word
(Click ARCHIVE at the top left)

 This month we highlight Cheryl Curtis’ devotional for August 12th
Click HERE to read it.
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 Hollywood 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.

Share A Prayer
A short daily prayer, succinct, sincere and tastefully presented.


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





The Cookie Thief

Shared by Harvey and June Schneider

One night there was a woman at an airport who had to wait for several hours before catching her flight.  She bought a book and a pack of cookies to spend the time while she waited.  She found a place to sit and read.  Deep into her book, she suddenly realized that there was a young man sitting next to her who as stretching his hand, with no concern whatsoever, and taking a cookie from the pack lying between them.

He started to eat them one by one.  Not wanting to make a fuss about it she decided to ignore him. The woman, slightly bothered, also ate the cookies.  She started to get angry at this point but reasoned, "If I wasn't such a good and educated person, I would give this daring man a black eye."

Every time she ate a cookie, he ate and enjoyed one too.  A dialogue between their eyes began and when only one cookie was left, she wondered what he would do.

With a nervous smile, the young man grabbed the last cookie and broke it in two.  He offered one half to the woman and he ate half.  Briskly she took the cookie and thought, "What an insolent man!  How uneducated!  He didn't even thank me!"

She had never met anybody so fresh and was relieved to hear her flight announced.  She grabbed her bags and went towards the boarding gate refusing to look back to where the insolent thief was seated.

After boarding the plane and taking her seat, she looked for her book that she had nearly finished during her wait. Looking into her bag she was totally surprised to find her pack of cookies nearly intact. “If my cookies are here,” she thought feeling terrible, “those others were his and he shared them with me.”

She realized that it was she who had been insolent, uneducated, and a thief, and not him and it was too late to apologize to him.

How many times in our lives, have we known with certainty that something happened in a certain way, only to discover later that it really hadn’t?

How many times have we judged another unfairly with our conceited ideas, often far away from reality?

Let's always give others the benefit of the doubt before we think badly of them. We must think twice before we judge others always remembering that the Lord God is the ultimate Judge since only He can discern the heart of a person.


Seven Reasons Not To Mess With Children

Shared by Nancy Wall

1.

A little girl was talking to her teacher about whales.  The teacher said it was physically impossible for a whale to swallow a human because even though it was a very large mammal its throat was very small. The little girl stated that Jonah was swallowed by a whale.  Irritated, the teacher reiterated that a whale could not swallow a human; it was physically impossible. The little girl said, "When I get
to heaven I will ask Jonah". The teacher asked, "What if Jonah went to hell?" The little girl replied, "Then you ask him."
2.

A Kindergarten teacher was observing her classroom of children while they were drawing. She would occasionally walk around to see each child's work.  As she got to one little girl who was working diligently, she asked what the drawing was. The girl replied, "I'm drawing God." The teacher paused and said, "But no one knows what God looks like." Without missing a beat, or looking up from her drawing, the girl replied, "They will in a minute."
3.

A Sunday school teacher was discussing the Ten Commandments with her five and six year olds. After explaining the commandment to "honour" thy Father and thy Mother, she asked, "Is there a commandment that teaches us how to treat our brothers and sisters?"  Without missing a beat one little boy (the oldest of a family) answered, "Thou shall not kill."
4.

One day a little girl was sitting and watching her mother do the dishes at the kitchen sink. She suddenly noticed that her mother has several strands of white hair sticking out in contrast on her brunette head. She looked at her mother and inquisitively asked, "Why are some of your hairs white, Mom?" Her mother replied, "Well, every time that you do something wrong and make me cry or unhappy, one of my hairs turns white." The little girl thought about this revelation for a while and then said, "Momma, how come ALL of grandma's hairs are white?"
5.

The children had all been photographed, and the teacher was trying to persuade them each to buy a copy of the group picture. "Just think how nice it will be to look at it when you are all grown up and say, 'There's Jennifer, she's a lawyer,' or 'that's Michael, He's a doctor.' A small voice at the back of the room rang out, "And there's the teacher, She's dead."
6.

A teacher was giving a lesson on the circulation of the blood. Trying to make the matter clearer, she said, "Now, class, if I stood on my head, the blood, as you know, would run into it, and I would turn red in the face." "Yes," the class said. "Then why is it that while I am standing upright in the ordinary position the blood doesn't run into my feet?" A little fellow shouted, "Cause your feet ain't empty."
7.

The children were lined up in the cafeteria of a Catholic elementary school for lunch. At the head of the table was a large pile of apples. The nun made a note, and posted on the apple tray: "Take only ONE. God is watching." Moving further along the lunch line, at the other end of the table was a large pile of chocolate chip cookies. A child had written a note, "Take all you want. God is watching the apples.


A southern Baptist minister was completing a temperance sermon. With great emphasis he said, "If I had all the beer in the world, I'd take it and pour it into the river."

With even greater emphasis he said, "And if I had all the wine in the world, I'd take it and pour it into the river."


And then finally, shaking his fist in the air, he said, "And if I had all the whiskey in the world, I'd take it and pour it into the river." Sermon complete, he then sat down.

The song leader stood very cautiously and announced with a smile,  "For our closing song, let us sing Hymn #365, Shall We Gather at the River."



The New Pastor

Shared by Dorothy

The new pastor was visiting in the homes of his parishioners. At one house it seemed obvious that someone was at home, but no answer came to his repeated knocks at the door. He took out a card, wrote "Revelation 3:20" on the back and stuck it in the door. 

When the offering was processed the following Sunday, he found that his card had been returned. Added to it was this cryptic message, “Genesis 3:10."  

Reaching for his Bible to check out the citation, he broke up in gales of laughter. 

Revelation 3:20 begins "Behold, I stand at the door and knock.  Genesis 3:10 reads, "I heard your voice in the garden and I was afraid, for I was naked."  

Remember when the funniest jokes were the clean ones? They still are! 
 

AND,


Bobby's Dime

By Thomas Pucci

Shared by Ronnie Leviner
Bobby was getting cold sitting out in his back yard in the snow. Bobby didn't wear boots; he didn't like them and anyway he didn't own any. The thin sneakers he wore had a few holes in them and they did a poor job of keeping out the cold. Bobby had been in his backyard for about an hour already. And, try as he might, he could not come up with an idea for his mother's Christmas gift.  He shook his head as he thought, "This is useless, even if I do come up with an idea, I don't have any money to spend,"

Ever since his father had passed away three years ago, the family of five had struggled. It wasn't because his mother didn't care or try, there just never seemed to be enough. She worked nights at the hospital, but the small wage that she was earning could only be stretched so far. What the family lacked in money and material things, they more than made up for in love and family unity. Bobby had two older and one younger sister, who ran the household in their mother's absence. All three of his sisters had already made beautiful gifts for their mother.

Somehow it just wasn't fair. Here it was Christmas Eve already, and he had nothing. Wiping a tear from his eye, Bobby kicked the snow and started to walk down to the street where the shops and stores were. It wasn't easy being six without a father, especially when he needed a man to talk to.

Bobby walked from shop to shop, looking into each decorated window. Everything seemed so beautiful and so out of reach. It was starting to get dark and Bobby reluctantly turned to walk home when suddenly his eyes caught the glimmer of the setting sun's rays reflecting off of something along the curb. He reached down and discovered a shiny dime. Never before has anyone felt so wealthy as Bobby felt at that moment.

As he held his newfound treasure, warmth spread throughout his entire body and he walked into the first store he saw. His excitement quickly turned cold when the salesperson told him that he couldn't buy anything with only a dime. He saw a flower shop and went inside to wait in line. When the shop owner asked if he could help him, Bobby presented the dime and asked if he could buy one flower for his mother's Christmas gift.

The shop owner looked at Bobby and his ten-cent offering. Then he put his hand on Bobby's shoulder and said to him, "You just wait here and I'll see what I can do for you." As Bobby waited he looked at the beautiful flowers and even though he was a boy, he could see why mothers and girls liked flowers. The sound of the door closing as the last customer left jolted Bobby back to reality. All alone in the shop, Bobby began to feel alone and afraid. Suddenly the shop owner came out and moved to the counter. There, before Bobby's eyes, lay twelve long stem red roses, with leaves of green and tiny white flowers all tied together with a big silver bow. Bobby's heart sank as the owner picked them up and placed them gently into a long white box.

"That will be ten cents young man," the shop owner said reaching out his hand for the dime. Slowly, Bobby moved his hand to give the man his dime. Could this be true? No one else would give him a thing for his dime! Sensing the boy's reluctance, the shop owner added, "I just happened to have some roses on sale for ten cents a dozen. Would you like them?"

This time Bobby did not hesitate, and when the man placed the long box into his hands, he knew it was true. Walking out the door that the owner was holding for Bobby, he heard the shop keeper say, "Merry Christmas, son."

As he returned inside, the shopkeeper's wife walked out. "Who were you talking to back there and where are the roses you were fixing?"

Staring out the window, and blinking the tears from his own eyes, he replied, "A strange thing happened to me this morning. While I was setting up things to open the shop, I thought I heard a voice telling me to set aside a dozen of my best roses for a special gift. I wasn't sure at the time whether I had lost my mind or what, but I set them aside anyway. Then just a few minutes ago, a little boy came into the shop and wanted to buy a flower for his mother with one small dime.  "When I looked at him, I saw myself, many years ago. I too, was a poor boy with nothing to buy my mother a Christmas gift. A bearded man, whom I never knew, stopped me on the street and told me that he wanted to give me ten dollars.

"When I saw that little boy tonight, I knew who that voice was, and I put together a dozen of my very best roses." The shop owner and his wife hugged each other tightly, and as they stepped out into the bitter cold air, they somehow didn't feel cold at all.


I Knew You Would Come

Elizabeth King English

Shared by Ronnie Leviner
Herman and I locked our general store and dragged ourselves home. It was 11:00 p.m., Christmas Eve of 1949. We were dog-tired. We had sold almost all of our toys; and all of the layaways, except one package, had been picked up.

Usually we kept the store open until everything had been claimed. We wouldn't have wakened up happy on Christmas knowing that some child's gift was still on the layaway shelf. But the person who had put a dollar down on that package never returned.

Early Christmas morning our twelve-year-old son, Tom, and we opened gifts. But I'll tell you; there was something humdrum about this Christmas. Tom was growing up; I missed his childish exuberance of past years.

As soon as breakfast was over Tom left to visit his friend next door. Herman mumbled, "I'm going back to sleep. There's nothing left to stay up for." So there I was alone, feeling let down.

And then it began: A strange, persistent urge. It seemed to be telling me to go to the store. I looked at the sleet and icy sidewalk outside. That's crazy, I said to myself. I tried dismissing the urge, but it wouldn't leave me alone. In fact, it was getting stronger. Finally, I couldn't stand it any longer, and I got dressed.

Outside, the wind cut right through me and the sleet stung my cheeks. I groped my way to the store, slipping and sliding. In front stood two boys, one about nine, and the other six. What in the world?

"See, I told you she would come!" the older boy said jubilantly. The younger one's face was wet with tears, but when he saw me, his sobbing stopped.

"What are you two doing out here?" I scolded, hurrying them into the store. "You should be at home on a day like this!" They were poorly dressed. They had no hats or gloves, and their shoes barely held together. I rubbed their icy hands, and got them up close to the heater.

"We've been waiting for you," replied the older boy. "My little brother Jimmy didn't get any Christmas." He touched Jimmy's shoulder. "We want to buy some skates. That's what he wants. We have these three dollars," he said, pulling the bills from his pocket.

I looked at the money. I looked at their expectant faces. And then I looked around the store. "I'm sorry," I said, "but we have no-" then my eye caught sight of the layaway shelf with its lone package. "Wait a minute," I told the boys. I walked over, picked up the package, unwrapped it and, miracle of miracles, and there was a pair of skates!

Jimmy reached for them. Lord; let them be his size. And miracle added upon miracle, they were his size.

The older boy presented the dollars to me. "No," I told him, "I want you to have these skates, and I want you to use your money to get some gloves." The boys just blinked at first. Then their eyes became like saucers, and their grins stretched wide when they understood I was giving them the skates. What I saw in Jimmy's eyes was a blessing. It was pure joy, and it was beautiful. My spirits rose.

We walked out together, and as I locked the door, I turned to the older brother and said, "How did you know I would come?" I wasn't prepared for his reply. 

His gaze was steady, and he answered me softly. "I asked Jesus to send you."

The tingles in my spine weren't from the cold. God had planned this. As we waved good-bye, I turned home to a brighter Christmas.



As mentioned earlier, Prison Ministry Coordinator, Yvette Burleigh has been unable to devote the time she would like to this ministry and so, if any readers would like to offer their help by volunteering to correspond with a prison inmate who is hungry for Jesus, why not send Yvette a short email offering your help? Her address is:

Livn4God@ccchristiancorner.com
I know she would welcome you.
Prison Fellowship Ministries
P.O. Box 17500
Washington, DC 20041-0500
(703) 478-0100
www.prisonfellowship.org 


Click here for a cool game that Adam Burleigh has included on his web site.

(And, whilst you’re there, why not have a look around at all of Adam’s other neat stuff and listen to him playing his own musical compositions?)

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
Tell 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.

[image: image5.jpg]





PRAYER

Shared by Nancy Wall

Dear Lord, I thank you for this day. I thank you for my being able to see and to hear this morning. I'm blessed because you are a forgiving God and an understanding God. You have done so much for me and you keep on blessing me. Forgive me this day for everything I have done, said or thought that was not pleasing to you. I ask now for your forgiveness.


Please keep me safe from all danger and harm. Help me to start each day with a new attitude and plenty of gratitude. Let me make the best of each and every day to clear my mind so that I can hear from you. Please broaden my mind that I can accept all your truths.


Let me not whine and whimper over things I have no control over. Let me continue to see sin through your eyes and acknowledge it as evil. And when I sin, let me repent, and confess with my mouth my wrongdoing, and receive your forgiveness.


And when this world closes in on me, let me remember Jesus' example - to slip away and find a quiet place to pray. It's the best response when I'm pushed beyond my limits. I know that when I can't pray, you listen to my heart. Continue to use me to do your will. Continue to bless me that I may be a blessing to others. Keep me strong that I may help the weak. Keep me uplifted that I may have words of encouragement for others and pray for those that are lost and can't find their way. I pray for those that are misjudged and misunderstood. I pray for those who don't know you intimately. I pray for those that will delete this without sharing it with others. I thank you that I believe and pray for those that don't believe.


I believe that you change people and you change things. I pray for all my sisters and brothers: For each and every family member in their households. I pray for peace, love and joy in their homes that they are out of debt and all their needs are met.


I pray that every eye that reads this knows there is no problem, circumstance, or situation greater than you. Every battle is in your hands for you to fight. I pray that these words be received into the hearts of every eye that sees them and every mouth that confesses them willingly.


This is my prayer in Jesus' Name, Amen.


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!  



If this magazine has been forwarded to you by a friend and you would like to be added to our regular mailing list please click here and, if you are too busy to write anything else, just type PLEASE ADD TO MAILING LIST in the subject box and your name(s) in the body of the email. Also, if the email address that you want the magazine sent to is different from the one you send the request from, please type that in the body of the email too.

Also, if your name is incomplete in the recipients list (i.e.: first or surname only or email address only), because our address book is now so big, please help us by letting us know your full name so that the lists can be updated and duplication is minimised. For this please type UPDATE in the subject box. Thank you so much for your help in this.

On the other hand, if "Making A Difference" has been sent to you in error and you have not enjoyed reading it and would like to be removed from the mailing list, please accept our apologies and click here and type UNSUBSCRIBE in the subject box and the email address to be unsubscribed in the body of the email.
 

 

TO BRING A SMILE


A cheerful heart is good medicine 


(Proverbs 17:22a)





TO BRING A TEAR





  CHILDREN'S CORNER  





RECOMMENDED WEBSITES





DEVOTIONALS





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 � HYPERLINK "mailto:drh@belovedking.org" �email� us.


We would love to hear from you.


 


If you enjoy what these talented folk have created,


their names and contact information are on the pages.


So why not sign their guestbooks and add an encouraging comment.


 


If you have any difficulty opening links please see the instructions on the last page of this magazine.


 


* Indicates the site includes music


 


POEMS 


� HYPERLINK "http://www.angel9oh7.com/countingmyblessings.html" ��Counting My Blessings� *


� HYPERLINK "http://www.tammyboatmanyoung.com/I_DON'T_CARE_ABOUT_THAT_MOUNTAIN.html" ��I Don’t Care About That Mountain� *


� HYPERLINK "http://www.angel9oh7.com/roseslife.html" ��Roses Of Life� *


� HYPERLINK "http://sweet-johnnie.tripod.com/goldenphone.html" ��Golden Phone� *


 


STORY


� HYPERLINK "http://www.wtv-zone.com/Mary/MARYSEART.HTML" ��Mary’s Heart� *


 


MESSAGES


� HYPERLINK "http://www.sandysworldonline.com/moving_thoughts.html" ��Moving Thoughts� *


� HYPERLINK "http://www.angelfire.com/ab4/1944/Anew.html" ��Like A Butterfly� *


SONGS


� HYPERLINK "http://www.geocities.com/childrenssunshineministry/DearMrJesus.html" ��Dear Mr Jesus� *


� HYPERLINK "http://www.alighthouse.com/healer.htm" ��Lord, You Are The Healer� *








   MAILBOX   





 EDITORIAL 


 





BEYOND PRISON





‘Twas The Night Before Jesus Came


Shared by Matthew and Karen Lyons


'Twas the night before Jesus came and all through the house, �Not a creature was praying, not one in the house�Bibles were lain on the shelf without care, �In hopes that Jesus would not come there. �The children were dressing to crawl into bed, �Not once ever kneeling or bowing a head. �And Mom in her rocker with baby on her lap, �Was watching the Late show while I took my nap. �When out of the East there arose such a clatter, �I sprang to my feet to see what was the matter. �Away to the window I flew like a flash, �Tore open the shutters and threw up the sash. �When what to my wondering eyes should appear, �But angels proclaiming that Jesus was here. �With a light like the sun sending forth a bright ray �I knew in a moment this must be THE DAY! �The light of His face made me cover my head, �It was Jesus! Returning just like He had said. �And though I possessed worldly wisdom and wealth, �I cried when I saw Him in spite of myself. �In the Book of Life which He held in His hand, �Was written the name of every saved man. �He spoke not a word as He searched for my name, �When He said, "It's not here" my head hung in shame. �The people whose names had been written with love, �He gathered to take to His Father above. �With those who were ready He rose without a sound, �While all the rest were left standing around. �I fell to my knees, but it was too late, �I had waited too long and thus sealed my fate. �I stood and I cried as they rose out of sight, �Oh, if only I'd been ready tonight. �In the words of the poem the meaning is clear, �The coming of Jesus is drawing near. �There's only one life and when comes the last call, �We'll find that the Bible was true after all.








Give thanks to the Lord, call on His Name;


Make known to the nations what He has done.


Psalm 105:1











Food For Thought


Shared by Kim Combs-Baldwin


 


It's a Wednesday night and you are at a church prayer meeting when somebody runs in from the parking lot yelling, "Turn on a radio, turn on a radio!" 


And while the church listens to a little transistor radio with a microphone stuck up to it, the announcement is made: "Two women are lying in a Long Island hospital dying from a 'mystery' flu." Within hours, it seems this thing just sweeps across the world. 


People are working around the clock trying to find an antidote. Nothing is working! From Canada to Australia, Argentina to Sweden, the USA to Russia, Albania to Zimbabwe people are dying.  It's as though it's just sweeping in from the borders. 


And then, all of a sudden, the news comes out. The code has been broken. A cure can be found. A vaccine can be made. It's going to take the blood of somebody who hasn't been infected, and so, sure enough, all around the world, through all those channels of emergency broadcasting, everyone is asked to do one simple thing: Go to your local hospital and have your blood type taken. That's all we ask of you. When you hear the sirens go off in your neighbourhood, please make your way quickly, quietly, and safely to the hospitals. 


Sure enough, when you and your family get down there late on that Friday night, there is a long line, and they've got nurses and doctors coming out and pricking fingers and taking blood and putting labels on it. 


Your wife and your kids are out there, and they take your blood type and they say, "Wait here in the parking lot and if we call your name, you can be dismissed and go home."


You stand around, scared, with your neighbours, wondering what in the world is going on and if this is the end of the world.


Suddenly a young man comes running out of the hospital screaming. He's yelling a name and waving a clipboard. What? He yells it again and your son tugs on your jacket and says, "Daddy, that's me." 


Before you know it, they have grabbed your boy. Wait a minute! Hold on! And they say, "It's okay, his blood is clean. His blood is pure. We want to make sure he doesn't have the disease. We think he has got the right type." 


Five tense minutes later, out come the doctors and nurses, crying and hugging one another - some are even laughing. It's the first time you have seen anybody laugh in a week, and an old doctor walks up to you and says, "Thank you, sir. Your son's blood type is perfect. It's clean, it is pure, and we can make the vaccine." As the word begins to spread all across that parking lot full of folks, people are screaming and praying and laughing and crying. 


Then the grey-haired doctor pulls you and your wife aside and says, "May we see you for moment? We didn't realize that the donor would be a minor and we need ... we need you to sign a consent form." You begin to sign and then you see that the number of pints of blood to be taken has been left blank. 


"H-how many pints?" you ask. 


And that is when the old doctor's smile fades and he says, "We had no idea it would be little child. We weren't prepared. I'm sorry sir, we need it all!" 


"But… but... You don't understand." 


"We are talking about the world here. Please sign. We need it all!" 


"But can't you give him a transfusion?" 


"If we had clean blood we would. Can you sign? Would you sign?" 


In numb silence, you do. 


Then they say, "Would you like to have a moment with him before we begin?" 


Can you walk back? Can you walk back to that room where he sits on a table saying, "Daddy? Mommy? What's going on?" Can you take his hands and say, "Son, your mommy and I love you, and we would never ever let anything happen to you that didn't just have to be. Do you understand that?" 


And when that old doctor comes back in and says, "I'm sorry, we've GOT to get started! People all over the world are dying.  Can you leave?" can you walk out while your son is saying, "Daddy? Mommy? Daddy? "Why, why have you forsaken me?" 


And then next week, when they have the ceremony to honour your son some folks sleep through it ... some folks don't even come because they go to the lake or the seashore ... some folks come with a pretentious smile and just "pretend" to care. Would you want to jump up and say, "MY SON DIED FOR YOU! DON'T YOU CARE?" 


Is that what GOD wants to say? "MY SON DIED FOR YOU. DON'T YOU KNOW HOW MUCH I CARE?" 


"FATHER, Seeing it from YOUR eyes breaks our hearts. Maybe now we can begin to comprehend the great Love YOU have for us." 





“Bert’s Quote”


A snippet from Bert Ham’s daily journal


"God made you unique.   �There is no one else in the world exactly like you.   �Do not try to be like someone else. 


You cannot be the same, as they too are unique."





Don’t You Just Love ‘em?


Some excerpts from children’s letters to God


Shared by Nancy Wall


Dear GOD,�Instead of letting people die and having to make new ones,�why don't you just keep the ones you have?�Amy





I’M THANKFUL


FOR THE WIFE WHO SAYS IT'S HOT DOGS TONIGHT,�BECAUSE SHE IS HOME WITH ME, AND NOT OUT WITH SOMEONE ELSE.�FOR THE HUSBAND WHO IS ON THE SOFA BEING A COUCH POTATO,�BECAUSE HE IS HOME WITH ME AND NOT OUT AT THE BARS.





SPECIAL PRAYER REQUEST


It is not usual for prayer requests to be included in Making A Difference because our associate prayer ministry, Cambridge Dove does a very fine job of circulating them to a large worldwide circle of prayer warriors but, this month, I am making an exception because not all our readers are on the prayer list and I want to ask you all to include two of our regular contributors to Making A Difference in your prayers. 


Our own prison ministry coordinator, Yvette Burleigh and frequent contributor Nancy Wall are both scheduled for the same (or similar) surgery in December. Readers may have noticed that there haven’t been any stories or reports from Yvette in our Beyond Prison column lately. This is because, in addition to being a wife, mother and home educator, Yvette has for some months been caring for her own mother who is undergoing chemotherapy for cancer. Now Yvette has learned that she, herself has a tumorous growth in her own abdomen and, on December 2nd, will be undergoing surgery for it’s removal and I ask you all to uplift her in your prayers on that day and in the times leading up to it and afterwards.


Then, on December 17th, Nancy Wall is booked for surgery to remove a cyst from her ovary. This will be followed by a biopsy to determine whether or not the cyst is cancerous and I know you will all join me in praying that the biopsy proves negative. 


Let us all pray that the Holy Spirit will guide the surgeons’ hands and that their work will be a total success and that our dear sisters will both have speedy and full recoveries.


If you would like to post a message in Yvette’s guestbook just click � HYPERLINK "http://guestbook.homewithgod.com/cgi-bin/guestbook/guest.pl?66691035078189:24:0" ��here�. Nancy’s email address is � HYPERLINK "mailto:jerwall01@cox.net" ��jerwall01@cox.net�.  I know that they will both be encouraged and will appreciate your love and support.


I also know that Yvette is disappointed because, just days before she learned that she has to be operated on, she offered her creative web design skills to produce Making A Difference much more professionally than I have the time, ability or knowledge to do and was getting excited about making this, the Christmas edition, something really special. Of course, that idea doesn’t appeal much to Satan and so he is doing his worst to prevent it but we all know who is the ultimate winner don’t we? 


Let’s all hope and pray that both these dear Christian ladies will be well and home with their families in time for Christmas and back at their keyboards before they know it.


David Holt.





A VERY HAPPY AND BLESSED CHRISTMAS TO ALL OUR READERS


May the true meaning of Christmas fill your hearts and minds as we again remember the first advent of our Beloved Creator and Saviour


And look forward to His soon return





�





�





KIM’S NEW BOOK RELEASED





A Child's Prayer�Shared by Ronnie Leviner


Author Unknown to Me


Dear God, are you still awake? Have you got a minute or two?


You're pretty good at understanding and I really need to talk to you.


You see Mommy came to tuck me in, like she does every night.


I was trying to play a trick on her, since she can't see without the light.


I was going to close my eyes and pretend to be asleep.


But when I heard her crying, I didn't dare let out a peep.


She started talking to you, God. Did you hear the things she said?


Could you hear what she was saying as she stood beside my bed?


Why would Mommy be so sad? I wondered just what I had done,


And then I began to remember it all as she named them one by one...


This morning we worked in the garden, but, honest, I really didn't know


That if I picked all those little yellow blooms the tomatoes wouldn't grow!


Charlie and I were trying to be helpers, Cause I know that's what Mommy needs, 


But I don't think she was too happy with us when we pulled up carrots instead of weeds.


Mommy said we should stop for the day, She decided we had helped quite enough. 


I sure had worked up an appetite didn't know gardening was so tough!


We had peanut butter and jelly for lunch and I shared too much, I guess...�But I didn't realize until I was done that Charlie had made such a mess.


Mommy said she needed a nap. She had one of her headaches today.


She told me to keep an eye on my sister and find something quiet to play.


Well, God, do you remember all those curls you gave my little sister Jenny?�We played barbershop...very quietly... And now, well, she doesn't have any.


Boy, was Mommy mad at me...I had to go sit on my bed.


She said never to cut "peoples hair" again. I guess I'll practice on Charlie instead.


We sat and watched poor old Albert; I just knew he must be so bored


Going round and round in the same place all day, Wouldn't You think so, Lord?


I didn't think it would hurt to let him out for a while. I mean, mice need exercise, too. 


By the way, have you seen Albert lately? He's been sort of missing since two.


Mommy sent us outside for the rest of the day. She said we needed fresh air.�But when Daddy came home she told him She was trying to get something out of her hair.


We thought Mommy needed cheering up, so we decided to brighten her day.


But, God, did you see the look on her face when we gave her that pretty bouquet?


We had gotten a little bit dirty, So Mommy said to get in the tub


"Use soap this time," she reminded, "And please don't forget to scrub."


Charlie didn't like the water too much, but I lathered up real good.


I knew Mommy would be so proud of me for cleaning up like I should.


I went downstairs to the table, but during dinner it started to rain... I'd�forgotten to turn off the water, it seems, and I hadn't unplugged the drain!


I decided right then it was just about time To start getting ready for bed,�When Mommy said, "It's sure been a long day," And her face began turning all red.


I lay there listening to Mommy as she told you about our day.


I thought about all of the things I had done and I wondered what I should say.


I was just about to tell her That I'd been awake all along, And ask her to�please forgive me For all of those things I'd done wrong.


When suddenly, I heard her whisper, "God, forgive me for today...


For not being more understanding when those problems came my way...


For not handling situations in the way you wanted me to...


For getting angry And losing my temper, Things I know you don't want me to do.


And, God, please give me more patience, Help me make it through another day,�I'll do better tomorrow I promise... In Jesus' name I pray."


Wiping her eyes, she kissed me and knelt here beside my bed.


She stroked my hair for a little while..."I love you, precious," Mommy said.


She left the room without ever knowing that I'd been awake all the time.


And God, could we make it our little secret? You know, just yours and mine?


I'm sorry I was so much trouble today; I really didn't mean to be...


Daddy says, "It's tough being a kid sometimes, But I think it's harder on Mommy than me.


Well, goodnight, God. Thanks for listening. It's sure nice to know you're there.


I feel so much better when I talk to you 'Cause you always hear my prayer.


And I'll do better tomorrow, I promise... Just you wait and see! 


I'll try not to be much trouble again, But, God, Please give more patience to Mommy.�Just in case! Amen.








