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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. 

My personal thanks 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.

A SPECIAL REQUEST TO ALL READERS
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 permanently 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.
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Click the link

You’re Such A Blessing *
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The Wonder Of It All
(Click the link)
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The Passion Of The Christ

Mel Gibson’s epic movie was released on February 25th and, as the last few days of each month are spent finishing Making A Difference, I haven’t yet seen it.  I’m sure that, like me, readers will have already read a number of reports by professional journalists and film critics and so, for this month’s editorial, I am pleased to share an ordinary Mum’s report.  BKM’s own regular contributor, Yvette Burleigh and her family were fortunate enough to get seats on the world premier opening day and this is what she has to say about this much talked-about film.
The movie opens up with a black screen with Isaiah 53:5 written on it. I was soon to understand more of what this verse of Scripture truly meant. As the movie begins, Jesus is in the Garden of Gethsemane. He is agonizing. He is weak. Immediately my mind goes back to the many times I read the gospels. The many times I read the gospels and never truly understood His pain and agony in the garden. Yes, I read many times about Jesus' agony and how His sweat was like drops of blood. (Luke 22:44) 

For the first time I was able to get a picture of what could have taken place. The movie portrayed Jesus' agony and seemed so realistic. You could get a picture of how heavily burdened He was. But, reality hit me when I realized that this burden He had was one He felt for what He was about to do on the cross for me. 

As I watched Judas betray Jesus, I was immediately brought to tears. I thought of the time in my own life where, just like Judas, I walked with Jesus. I accepted him into my heart as my Lord and Saviour. I promised to serve Him with all of my heart. I promised to walk in obedience according to His Word. But, just like Judas, there came a time in my life where I turned my back on this man who died for me. Instead of thirty pieces of silver, I chose my own sinful life of passion and pleasure. I chose my own will and walked away from my Lord. I would soon realize that I had nailed Jesus to the cross over and over again with my own sin.

But, I guess what impacted me the most was the torture and scourging Jesus went through. The beatings began with rods or whips and each time it hit the flesh of Jesus, it pierced right through my heart. Some may have seen this as a lot of blood and gore, but for me, I did not see that at all. I kept thinking to myself that He chose to endure this for me. For me... so undeserving of this man's love and sacrifice. As the beatings continued, I began to ache inside more and more. I thought for a moment that I would stop breathing. 

Just as I reached that point was when the "cat of nine tails" was brought forth. I had heard throughout history that this was used to scourge Jesus and had no concept of what it was. As the man to do this was carrying this toward Jesus, I could hardly look. I thought to myself... how could anyone have a heart to do this to anyone? It seemed so inhuman and cruel. It seemed so animalistic. Yet... this was going to be used on my Lord... my Saviour... the Messiah. 

The first scourge ripped right through my entire body. To watch the tips of this weapon rip and tear the flesh of my Saviour was just too much. Tears were falling hard at this point. It was through this that I realized the magnitude of Christ's love for me. The more he became unrecognizable the more I realized how many times I had taken advantage of that wonderful love He has for me. I realized that I have no reason to EVER complain about any suffering I think I may have. I realized that we humans do not know what suffering really is. I thought of all the times I complained... all the times I murmured about this and that... all the times I whined like a child... all the times I was bitter at my circumstances... all the times I was angry at God for allowing this or that in my life... I saw the wretched person I am who nailed Christ to that cross. 

I hurt so much inside. I still do. 

As the movie continues, I saw Jesus through His mother's eyes. There were different scenes that showed what she must have felt like. As a mother myself, this also crushed my heart. What must it have been like to watch her son go through this? She hurt deeply to see her precious son go through this. Yet... she knew why He had to do this. And she accepted it. She not only saw Jesus as the boy she had raised and spent precious time with, but she knew Jesus was also her Saviour. She knew her need of a Saviour. I thought about my own sons. I thought of how selfish I was when it comes to my children. I thought of the many times I want to hold on to my children as if they belong to me. I realized that my children are truly God's gift to me and I know more than ever how important it is to raise children in the nurture and admonition of the Lord. They are not here to please us: Although God gives us that pleasure. They are here for God. They are His children and I realize that I must do as Jesus' mother and allow my children to do whatever it takes to fulfil God's plan for their lives. I cannot hold on to them forever because they are only loaned to me.

Each time Jesus was tormented by Satan, He never gave in to Him. Because Christ lives in me, I have the power inside of me to say no at all times. The way this movie portrayed Satan and his temptations really gave me a better picture of how real Satan is. 

When the time came for Jesus to be laid on the cross it was very hard to watch. I did not realize what a crucifixion entailed until this movie. The technique used to secure him to the cross was one I had never thought of. Yet it made perfect sense as to why it was done. It was such torture and cruelty. By this point in the movie, I am aching inside so badly that I have become numb. I can no longer feel anything because reality has hit me so hard. I cannot stop crying. I want to run and hide to a secluded place to be with my Lord. I want to fall down on my face in prayer and just weep at the feet of my Lord. I don't want to be with people. I want time alone with God. I want the chance to say I'm sorry once again. I grieve inside. My life will never be the same.

The movie ends with Jesus on His way out of the tomb. The last thing I see is the scars in His hand where He was nailed. A picture I will never forget.

Some people slowly get up to leave and go home. Most sit in silence while the credits move up. An understandable stillness takes place as everyone else sits there heartbroken and numb. Sniffles are heard.

It is time now to gather with my church friends. Most want to go eat somewhere. I am still in tears. Lord, help me. How can one think of food? I do not know what to say. My heart is still hurting and I long to be alone with God.

I go eat with our church family. It is hard to fellowship. I am quiet. I cannot stop thinking of what I just saw. I keep getting flashbacks of my Jesus all mutilated. Then I see the nail-scarred hands once again. I take comfort now that because of this tremendous sacrifice... because of what my Lord endured... by His choice to do it... I am made whole and complete in Christ. 

By His stripes I am healed... It took those stripes by the "cat of nine tails" ripping the flesh of Jesus for me to be healed. There is no greater love than this. He laid down His life for me. I will never look at the cross the same again. In the movie, there is one part where Jesus embraces the cross. This hit me hard. The very thing that is being used to kill my Lord is the very thing He chose to embrace and cling to in order to pay for my sin. I think of the words to the song, "The Old Rugged Cross"... I will cling to the old rugged cross... 

Forever... my Lord and me...

Yvette Burleigh
February 25, 2004

Editor’s note: I haven’t made any changes to Yvette’s commentary and am hoping that next month’s mailbox column will be filled with YOUR comments about “The Passion.”  By then, I imagine that most readers will have seen the movie and so detailed reports won’t be necessary. However, I do believe that readers will be eager to learn how different people reacted to it so please share your impressions and reactions through the pages of this magazine.

PS: Meritorious as Gibson’s personal commitment of $25 million was, I heard that, after the first day, he had already made $60 million!  Was that on his agenda or not?  We may never know and, besides, does it matter? Many producers have staked personal funds on movie dreams in the past. Some have succeeded and some have not.  Is Gibson’s almost instant success a clear indication of the honour of his dream?  Well, God knows for sure!  If this film brings only one soul to love Jesus as their Saviour, Mel deserves everything God gives him.



Happy Marriage

Shared by Nancy Wall

A couple was celebrating their golden wedding anniversary. Their domestic tranquility had long been the talk of the town, "What a peaceful and loving couple."

A local newspaper reporter was inquiring as to the secret of their long and happy marriage.

"Well, it dates back to our honeymoon,” explained the man. "We visited the Grand Canyon and took a trip down to the bottom of the canyon by pack mule. We hadn't gone too far when my wife's mule stumbled.  My wife quietly said, ‘That’s once.'

"We proceeded a little further and the mule stumbled again. Once more my wife quietly said, 'That's twice.'

"We hadn't gone a half-mile when the mule stumbled the third time. My wife quietly removed a revolver from her purse and shot the mule dead.

I started an angry protest over her treatment of the mule, when she looked at me and quietly said, 'That’s once.'

And we lived happily ever after."

Re: Making A Difference

A man was walking down a deserted Mexican beach at sunset. As he walked along he began to see another man in the distance.

As he grew nearer he noticed that the local native kept leaning down, picking something up, and throwing it out into the water. Time and again he kept hurling things out into the ocean.

As our friend approached even closer he noticed that the man was picking up starfish that had washed up onto the beach, and one at a time, he was throwing them back into the ocean.

The first man was puzzled. He approached the man and said, "Good Evening Friend, I was wondering what are you doing?" And he replied, "I'm throwing these starfish back into the ocean. You see, it's low tide right now and all these starfish have been washed up onto the shore. If I don't throw them back into the sea, they will die from the lack of oxygen."

"I understand" my friend replied "but there must be thousands of starfish on this beach and you couldn't possibly get to all of them. They're are simply to many and don't you realize that this is happening on hundreds of beaches up and down this coast... can't you see that that you can't possibly make a difference... The local native smiled... bent down... picked up yet another starfish... and as he threw it back out into the sea, he replied, "It made a difference to that one!"

You may feel like you cannot make a difference in the world today, but you CAN make a difference in one life at a time.

Ronnie Leviner


Re: Beloved King Ministries.

Dear Sir,

I have noticed on the Beloved King Ministries’ web site that it is named after the founder and editor of Making A Difference and wonder what right a mere mortal has to present himself in such a way. Anything that detracts from our Creator and Savior, Jesus Christ has to be very suspect.

By what authority do you make the statements that you do?

Robert McNamara.

Editor’s response:

Dear Robert,

The name of this ministry refers to the Beloved King of the universe, Jesus Christ. The fact of life that my dear mother and father happened to name me David Rex (meaning, as stated on the BKM web site, Beloved King) is nothing more than a fortuitous chance. Please do not read anything into the name that isn’t there. All around the world there are numerous ministries that are named after their founders. Do you take exception to those too?

Beloved King Ministries’ prime purpose is the promotion of Scriptural TRUTH in a world where apostasy and lies that could cost dear souls their salvation are rife. All authority for statements made comes from God’s Inspired Word. However, as stated in my book, “God’s Deal With YOU,” like most other human beings, I do make some conjectures and a statement that they are MY beliefs – albeit usually supported by scriptural evidence - always accompanies these. If you disagree with any of them, that is your prerogative but I also invite readers to offer BIBLICALLY SUPPORTED alternatives – NOT some apostate church’s traditions. It was Jesus Himself who said, “Why do you break the commandments of God for the sake of your traditions,” not me!





 




A Baptist Story

Shared by Yvette Burleigh
Setting: A small rural community, so small, in fact, the only church in town is a small Baptist church whose pastor must also double up as the local barber to make ends meet. There happened to be a man in this small community who had invested wisely and was enjoying his newfound comfort. This man got out of bed one day to go through his daily routine. He looked into the mirror as he was about to shave and decided, "I make enough money now, I don't have to shave myself. I'll go down to the barber and let him shave me from now on." So he did. 
He walked into the barber-shop and found the preacher/barber was out calling on the shut-ins. His wife Grace said, "I usually do the shaves anyway - sit down and I'll shave you." So he did. 
She shaved him and he asked, "How much do I owe you?" "$25", Grace replied. The man thought that was somewhat expensive and that he may have to get a shave every other day. Nonetheless, he paid Grace and went on his way. The next day, he woke up and found his face to be just as smooth as the day before. No need for a shave today, he thought.
Well, it was a $25 shave. The next day he awoke to find his face as smooth as a baby's bottom. “Wow!” he thought. That's amazing, as he normally would need to shave daily to keep his clean-shaven business look. Day 3, he woke up and his face was still as smooth as the minute after Grace had finished.
Now, somewhat perplexed, the man went down to the barber-shop to ask some questions. This particular day the pastor was in and the man asked him why his face was as smooth as it was the first day it was shaven. The kind old pastor gently replied, "Friend, you were shaved by Grace...and once shaved, always shaved."


Oh Dear!!

Shared by Miriam Flowers
A cowboy walks into a bar in Texas, orders three mugs of brew and sits in the back room, drinking a sip out of each one in turn. When he finishes them, he comes back to the bar and orders three more.

The bartender approaches and tells him, "You know, a mug goes flat after I draw it so it would taste better if you bought just one at a time."

The cowboys replies, "Well, you see, I have two brothers. One is in Australia, the other is in Dublin and I'm in Texas. When we all left home, we promised that we'd drink this way to remember the days we were together. So I drink one for each of my brothers and one for myself."

The bartender admits that this is a nice custom and leaves it there.

The cowboy becomes a regular in the bar, and always drinks the same way. He orders three mugs and drinks them in turn.

One day, he comes in and orders only two mugs!

All the regulars take notice and fall silent. When he comes back to the bar for the second round, the bartender says, "I don't want to intrude on your grief, but I wanted to offer my condolences on you loss."

The cowboy looks quite puzzled for a moment, then a light dawns and he laughs. "Oh, no, everybody's just fine," he explains. "It's just that my wife and I joined the Baptist Church and I quit drinking. Hasn't affected my brothers though."


I’m not sure whether this item should be in the “Stories to bring a Tear” or “Stories to Bring A Smile” section so I’ve placed it right in between them!

DIARY OF A BIBLE

Author Gene Baker

Shared by Ronnie Leviner


JANUARY: A busy time for me. Most of the family decided to read me through this year. They kept me busy for the first two weeks, but they have forgotten me now.
FEBRUARY: Clean-up time. I was dusted yesterday and put in my place. My owner did use me for a few minutes last week. He had been in an argument and was looking up some references to prove he was right.
MARCH: Had a busy day first of the month. My owner was elected president of the PTA & used me to prepare a speech.
APRIL: Grandpa visited us this month. He kept me on his lap for an hour reading I Corinthians 13. He seems to think more of me than do some people in my own household.
MAY: I have a few green stains on my pages. Some spring flowers were pressed in my pages.
JUNE: I look like a scrapbook. They have stuffed me full of newspaper clippings - one of the girls was married.
JULY: They put me in a suitcase today. I guess we are off on vacation. I wish I could stay home; I know I'll be closed up in this thing for at least two weeks.
AUGUST: Still in the suitcase.
SEPTEMBER: Back home at last and in my old familiar place. I have a lot of company. Two women's magazines and four comic books are stacked on top of me. I wish I could be read as much as they are.
OCTOBER: They read me a little bit today. One of them is very sick. Right now I am sitting in the centre of the coffee table. I think the Pastor is coming by for a visit.
NOVEMBER: Back in my old place. Somebody asked today if I were a scrapbook.
DECEMBER: The family is busy getting ready for the holidays. I guess I'll be covered up under wrapping paper & packages again... just as I am every Christmas.


AND,


LISTEN TO YOUR HEART

Author Unknown
As a teacher of origami (the ancient Japanese art of paper folding) at the LaFarge Lifelong Learning Institute in Milwaukee, Wisconsin, Art Beaudry was asked to represent the school at an exhibit at a large mall in Milwaukee. He decided to take along a couple hundred folded paper cranes to pass out to people who stopped at his booth. Before that day, however, something strange happened - a voice told him to find a piece of gold foil paper and make a gold origami crane. The strange voice was so insistent that Art actually found himself rummaging through his collection of origami papers at home until he found one flat, shiny piece of gold foil.

"Why am I doing this?" he asked himself. Art had never worked with the shiny gold paper. It didn't fold as easily or neatly as the crisp multicoloured papers. But that little voice kept nudging. Art harrumphed and tired to ignore the voice. "Why gold foil anyway? Paper is much easier to work with."

He grumbled. The voice continued, "Do it! And you must give it away tomorrow to a special person." By now Art was getting a little cranky... "What special person?" he asked the voice.

"You'll know which one," the voice said. That evening Art very carefully folded and shaped the unforgiving gold foil until it became as graceful and delicate as a real crane about to take flight. He packed the exquisite bird in the box along with about 200 colourful paper cranes he'd made over the previous few weeks.

The next day at the mall, dozens upon dozens of people stopped by Art's booth to ask questions about origami. He demonstrated the art. He folded, unfolded and refolded. He explained the intricate details, the need for sharp creases.

Then there was a woman standing in front of Art. The special person. Art had never seen her before, and she hadn't said a word as she watched him carefully fold a bright pink piece of paper into a crane with pointed, graceful wings.

Art glanced up at her face, and before he knew what he was doing, his hands were down in the big box that contained the supply of paper cranes. There it was - the delicate gold-foil bird he'd laboured over the night before. He retrieved it and carefully placed it in the woman's hand. "I don't know why, but there's a very loud voice inside me telling me I'm supposed to give you this golden crane. The crane is the ancient symbol of peace." Art said simply. The woman didn't say a word as she slowly cupped her small hand around the fragile bird as if it were alive. When Art looked up at her face, he saw tears filling her eyes, ready to spill out.

Finally the woman took a deep breath and said, "My husband died three weeks ago. This is the first time I've been out, today..." She wiped her eyes with her free hand, still gently cradling the golden crane with the other. She spoke very quietly, "Today is our golden wedding anniversary." Then this stranger said in a clear voice. "Thank you for this beautiful gift. Now I know that my husband is at peace. Don't you see? That voice you heard. It's the voice of God and this beautiful crane is a gift from Him. It's the most wonderful 50th wedding anniversary present I could have received. Thank you for listening to your heart."


The Wedding Gift
Author unknown

Shared by Harvey and June Schneider
I had picked out the flowers in my wedding bouquet carefully, with thought for the meaning of each one. There was blue iris, my fiancé’s favourite flower; white roses, symbolizing purity; and strands of green ivy, to represent faithfulness.  Midway through our wedding reception, I found myself breathless and happy, chatting with friends and juggling my flowers.

Suddenly, I felt a hand on my shoulder.  I turned to see a women I had met only briefly, a friend of my new mother-in-law.  In her hand, she held a tendril of ivy. "This fell out of your bouquet when you were on the dance floor," she said.

I thanked her and began to reach for it, when she added, "Do you mind if I keep it?"

I was startled. I hadn't even tossed my bouquet yet, and I barely knew this woman.  What did she want with my ivy? But then practicality kicked in. I was leaving on my honeymoon in the morning and certainly wouldn't take the bouquet along.  I had no plans for preserving it, and I'd been given so much today.

"Go ahead. Keep it," I said with a smile, and congratulated myself for being gracious in the face of a rather odd request. Then the music started up, and I danced off in the crowd.

A few months later, the bell rang at our new home. I opened the door to find that same stranger on my porch. This time, I couldn't hide my surprise. I hadn't seen her since the wedding. What was this all about?

"I have a wedding gift for you," she said, and held out a small planter crowded with foliage.  Suddenly, I knew. "It's the ivy you dropped at your wedding," she explained. "I took it home and made a cutting and planted it for you."

Years ago, at her own wedding, someone had done the same for her. "It's still growing, and I remember my wedding day every time I see it," she said.  "Now, I try to plant some for other brides when I can."

I was speechless. All the quirky thoughts I'd had, and what a beautiful gift I'd received!  My wedding ivy has thrived for many years, outliving any other effort I made at indoor gardening. As the giver predicted, a glance at the glossy green leaves brings back memories of white lace and wedding vows. I treasure the ivy's story and have shared it many times.

Now, nearly twenty years later, I'm the mother of three growing sons.  Someday they'll be married, and although I don't want to be an interfering in-law, surely the mother of the groom can suggest that the bride's bouquet contain a bit of ivy?

I know just the plant to cut it from.



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 YOU, this ministry is nothing.
It is the loyal and loving support of our readers who readily share the stories, jokes and testimonies that they write or find that ensures that there will be a magazine each month.

"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.  
 

 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.
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PRAYER
Courtesy of Prayer Of The Day

My sweet LORD, wherever I go I am reminded of your magnificence. In the comforting warmth of a summer breeze, in a quiet walk along a sandy beach, in the gentle rhythm of the ocean’s waves, in the pleasantly sweet fragrances along a wooded trail, in the awesome expanse of the night time sky. Yes, Father, wherever I go You are there. The sun, the moon, the stars, the sea, the mountains and valleys, and all of the beautiful life forms that You have formed speak volumes of Your creative genius. The physical world is Your handiwork and the heavens are Your throne.

Therefore, let my awe and admiration be my special prayer of gratitude to You, for no pretend gods of wood or metal or stone could ever do the things that You have done.

But within the majesty of all of this splendour, I thank You most of all my Creator for giving me the most precious gift of life, for it is only through this gift that I am truly able to enjoy the beauty of Your creation and say thank You.

And so, may I always do what is good and honourable in Your sight and may You find me worthy to someday dwell with You in Your everlasting Kingdom.

I send this prayer to You now through the intercessory power of the body and blood of my Lord and Savior Yahshua 
Your Messiah (Jesus Christ).

Halleluiah


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


Maybe of joy – maybe of sadness





 CHILDREN'S CORNER  





RECOMMENDED WEBSITES





� HYPERLINK "http://www.amazingfacts.org/" �Amazing Facts�


Reaching the world with God's end-time message


By Doug Batchelor


 


� HYPERLINK "http://www.adventmessage.com" �The Advent Message�


The TRUTH, the whole TRUTH and nothing but the TRUTH


By Brent Whinfield





� HYPERLINK "http://www.ccchristiancorner.com/" ��CC’s Christian Corner�


Christian love from the heart of a wife and mother


By Yvette Burleigh





DEVOTIONALS





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.





� HYPERLINK "http://www.godtoday.com/index.htm" �God Today - Daily Word�


(Click ARCHIVE at the top left)





� HYPERLINK "http://www.lifechanginglove.com/" �Life Changing Love�


A verse of Scripture for your soul and a smile for your spirit.





� HYPERLINK "http://www.shareaprayer.net/" ��Share A Prayer�


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





GREAT LINKS


Please make the time to click the titles and 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.frommyheart1.com/ThePassion.html" ��The Passion� *


� HYPERLINK "http://www.onwingsoffaith.com/the_potters_tears.htm" ��The Potter’s Tears� *


 


MESSAGES


� HYPERLINK "http://members.tripod.com/~angel_pie/sometimes.html" ��Sometimes� *


� HYPERLINK "http://wandascountryhomeinspirational.com/mywindow/index.html" ��To A Keeper� *


� HYPERLINK "http://members.tripod.com/~whitestar555/moodywater/lordsprayer_index-2.html" ��The Lord’s Prayer� *





SONGS


� HYPERLINK "http://www.ziplo.com/standingroom1.htm" ��Standing Room Only� *








   MAILBOX   





 EDITORIAL 


 











DON’T UNDERESTIMATE YOURSELF!


The next time you feel like GOD can't use you, just remember...


Noah was a drunk


Abraham was too old


Isaac was a daydreamer


Jacob was a liar


Leah was ugly


Joseph was abused


Moses had a stuttering problem


Gideon was afraid


Sampson had long hair and was a womanizer


Rahab was a prostitute


Jeremiah and Timothy were too young


David had an affair and was a murderer


Elijah was suicidal


Isaiah preached naked


Jonah ran from God


Naomi was a widow


Job went bankrupt


John the Baptist ate bugs


Peter denied Christ


The Disciples fell asleep while praying


Martha worried about everything


Mary Magdalene was, well you know


The Samaritan woman was divorced more than once


Zaccheus was too small


Paul was too religious


Timothy had an ulcer...AND


Lazarus was dead!


No more excuses now!


God can use YOU to your full potential.  


Besides you aren't the message, you are just the messenger.





You are all sons of God through faith in Christ Jesus, for all of you who were baptised into Christ have clothed yourself with Christ.


There is neither Jew nor Greek, slave nor free, male or female, for you are all one in Christ Jesus.


If you belong to Christ, then you are Abraham’s seed, and heirs according to the promise.


Galatians 3:29











Food For Thought


 


And they call some of these people "retarded"!!!





A few years ago, at the Seattle Special Olympics, nine contestants, all physically or mentally disabled, assembled at the starting line for the 100-yard dash. At the gun, they all started out, not exactly in a dash, but with a relish to run the race to the finish and win.


All, that is, except one little boy who stumbled on the asphalt, tumbled over a couple of times, and began to cry. The other eight heard the boy cry.


They slowed down and looked back. Then they all turned around and went back ... every one of them.


One girl with Down's Syndrome bent down and kissed him and said, "This will make it better." Then all nine linked arms and walked together to the finish line. Everyone in the stadium stood, the cheering went on for several minutes. People who were there are still telling the story. Why? Because deep down we know this one thing: What matters in this life is more than winning for ourselves. What matters in this life is helping others win, even if it means slowing down and changing our course.


If you pass this on, we may be able to change our hearts as well as someone else's. "A candle loses nothing by lighting another candle."








 











“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,� In school they told us what You do.�Who does it when You are on vacation?�--Jane





I’M THANKFUL


FOR THE MESS�TO CLEAN AFTER A PARTY�BECAUSE IT MEANS THAT I HAVE�BEEN SURROUNDED BY FRIENDS.





Family


By Dr. David Weatherford


Shared by “Mindot”� �Family is sharing the good times so the pleasure is doubled and sharing the bad times so the hurt is halved.


Family is giving praise for a job well done, or, an �encouraging pat on the back when it didn't go well.


Family is loving each other, maybe not saying it often enough, but always, always knowing it.


Family is belonging, feeling secure, and being stronger as an individual because one draws on the collective strength of the whole.


Family is the home, the refuge, the haven to which one can return to replenish one's soul with warmth, caring and tender assurances.


Family is unconditional love, being loved for nothing more than just being you-and being made to feel special for that.


Family is a set of emotional bonds - not shackling the individuals, but anchoring them to a foundation that gives them livelong support.


Family is for life; it is growing and separating, but always coming back together.


Family is sharing, giving, laughing, belonging, supporting, encouraging, holding, crying, inspiring, and loving - forever.





Pastor Has Guts!!


Shared by Dorothy Thornton


 �Thought you might enjoy this interesting prayer given in Kansas at the opening session of their Senate. It seems prayer still upsets some people.


When Minister Joe Wright was asked to open the new session of the Kansas Senate, everyone was expecting the usual generalities, but this is what they heard:


"Heavenly Father, we come before you today to ask your forgiveness and to seek your direction and guidance. We know Your Word says,  'Woe to those who call evil good,' but that is exactly what we have done. We have lost our spiritual equilibrium and reversed our values.


We confess that we have ridiculed the absolute truth of Your Word and call it Pluralism.


We have exploited the poor and called it the lottery.


We have rewarded laziness and called it welfare.


We have killed our unborn and called it choice.


We have shot abortionists and called it justifiable.


We have neglected to discipline our children and called it building self-esteem.


We have abused power and called it politics.


We have coveted our neighbour's possessions and called it ambition.


We have polluted the air with profanity and pornography and called it freedom of expression.


We have ridiculed the time-honoured values of our forefathers and called it enlightenment.


Search us, Oh, God, and know our hearts today; cleanse us from every sin and set us free.


Guide and bless these men and women who have been sent to direct us to the centre of Your will and to openly ask these things in the name of Your Son, the living Saviour, Jesus Christ.


Amen!"


The response was immediate. A number of legislators walked out during the prayer in protest.


In 6 short weeks, Central Christian Church, where Rev. Wright is pastor, logged more than 5,000 phone calls with only 47 of those calls responding negatively.


The church is now receiving international requests for copies of this prayer from as far away as India, Africa and Korea.


Commentator Paul Harvey aired this prayer on his radio program,  "The Rest of the Story," and received a larger response to this program than any other he has ever aired.


With the Lord's help, may this prayer sweep over our nation and wholeheartedly become our desire so that we again can be called "one nation under God."


If possible, please pass this prayer on to your friends.


"If you don't stand for something, you will fall for anything."











































































































Shared by Delores Powers














 "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


� HYPERLINK "http://www.belovedking.org/order.htm" �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 





Making Pancakes


Shared by Nancy Wall


Six-year-old Brandon decided one Saturday morning to fix pancakes for his parents. He found a big bowl and spoon, pulled a chair to the counter, opened the cupboard and pulled out the heavy flour canister, �spilling it on the floor.


He scooped some of the flour into the bowl with his hands, mixed in most of a cup of milk and added some sugar, leaving a floury trail on the floor which, by now, had a few tracks left by his kitten.


Brandon was covered with flour and getting frustrated. He wanted this to be something very good for Mom and Dad, but it was getting very bad.


He didn't know what to do next, whether to put it all into the oven or on the stove and he didn't know how the stove worked!  Suddenly he saw his kitten licking from the bowl of mix and reached to push her away,�knocking the egg carton to the floor.


Frantically he tried to clean up this monumental mess but slipped on the eggs, getting his pyjamas white  and sticky.


Just then, he saw Dad standing at the door. Big crocodile tears welled up in Brandon's eyes. All he’d wanted to do was something good, but he'd made a terrible mess. He was sure a scolding was coming, maybe even a spanking.  But his father just watched him.


Then, walking through the mess, he picked up his crying son, hugged him and loved him, getting his own pyjamas white and sticky in the process.


That's how God deals with us. We try to do something good in life, but it turns into a mess. Our marriage gets all sticky or we insult a friend, or we can't stand our job, or our health goes sour.


Sometimes we just stand there in tears because we can't think of anything else to do. That's when God picks us up and loves us and forgives us, even though some of our mess gets all over Him. But just because we might mess up, we can't stop trying to "make pancakes" for God or for others. Sooner or later we'll get it right, and then they'll be glad we tried...


Please pass some of this love on to others... suppose one morning you were called to God; do all your friends know you love them?


I was thinking... and I wondered if I had any wounds needing to be healed, friendships that need rekindling or three words needing to be said, sometimes, "I love you" can heal and bless! Remind every one of your friends that you love them. Even if you think they don't love back, you would be amazed at what those three little words, a smile, and a reminder like this can do.


Just in case I haven't told you lately... I LOVE YA!!!


Send this to everyone you love, and send it back to the person who sent it to you. And never stop "making pancakes"!!!











FOOTPRINTS


A New Version


Shared by Brenda DeMarco


Imagine you and the Lord Jesus are walking down the road together.  For much of the way, the Lord's footprints go along steadily, consistently, rarely varying the pace.


But your footprints are a disorganized stream of zigzags, starts, stops, turnarounds, circles, departures, and returns.


For much of the way, it seems to go like this, but gradually your footprints come more in line with the Lord's, soon paralleling His consistently.


You and Jesus are walking as true friends!


This seems perfect, but then an interesting thing happens: Your footprints that once etched the sand next to Jesus' are now walking precisely in His steps.


Inside His larger footprints are your smaller ones, you and Jesus are becoming one.


This goes on for many miles, but gradually you notice another change.  The footprints inside the large footprints seem to grow larger.


Eventually they disappear altogether. There is only one set of footprints they have become one.


This goes on for a long time, but suddenly the second set of footprints is back. This time it seems even worse! Zigzags all over the place.  Stops.  Starts. Gashes in the sand.  A variable mess of prints.


You are amazed and shocked.


Your dream ends. Now you pray:


"Lord, I understand the first scene, with zigzags and fits.  I was a new Christian; I was just learning.  But You walked on through the storm and helped me learn to walk with You."


"That is correct."


"And when the smaller footprints were inside of Yours, I was actually learning to walk in Your steps, following You very closely."


"Very good. You have understood everything so far."


When the smaller footprints grew and filled in Yours, I suppose that I was becoming like You in every way."


"Precisely."


"So, Lord, was there a regression or something? The footprints separated, and this time it was worse than at first."


There is a pause as the Lord answers, with a smile in His voice.


"You didn't know?  It was then that we danced!"


To everything there is a season, a time for every purpose under heaven: A time to weep, a time to laugh, A time to mourn, and a time to dance. Ecclesiastes 3:1,4.
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