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CHRISTMAS BLESSINGS 
TO ALL OUR READERS

Whether you are reading your very first "Making a Difference" or you have been a member of the Beloved King Ministries’ flock for some time, I extend a special welcome to you and hope that you are uplifted by the inspirational contributions sent from all around the world for us to share. Be you are a regular correspondent or a passive reader who has enjoyed receiving our magazine each month I want you to know that you are prayed for every single day.  I love every single one of you and praise God for you.  
I want to take this opportunity to express my personal thanks to all the Spirit-filled folk who have taken the time and effort to share items with us and especially to those dear people 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.
I pray that God will abundantly bless you, that your prayers and petitions to Him will be heard and that you and those most dear to you will experience the touch of the Holy Spirit as never before.  Where understanding has been difficult, I pray that the clouds of darkness will be lifted and that the full light of Jesus will shine through so that His truth shall prevail in wonderful new ways.

I pray especially for those of you who are sick or infirm or distressed.  May the Lord’s compassion uplift you to new heights because, by His stripes, you HAVE BEEN healed.  In the name of Jesus, I banish Satan and his lying servants, masquerading as angels of righteousness, from the lives of everyone who reads this magazine.
David R Holt
IMPORTANT REQUEST TO ALL READERS

If you change Internet servers, PLEASE let us know your new address so that you can continue to receive "Making A Difference" without interruption.  If possible please send the change of address from your OLD address because, if I happen to miss it, Mailbox Filter will reject it if you send it from your new one.  
Unless otherwise requested, all subscribers will receive a notice by Bcc email each month advising the URL of Making A Difference.  There are two options available to you.  One is in MS Office Word and 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 and the magazine will open).  The other is as a PDF file which requires Adobe Reader.  If you don’t have Adobe Reader, a link to download it FREE is provided in the notice.  Once installed on your computer, it will allow trouble-free access to not only ‘Making a Difference’ but also to many other web sites so I strongly recommend installing it on your computer.  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.

Of course, all past editions of Making A Difference are on the Beloved King Ministries’ web site too. Just click HERE and then, when the home page opens, click the “Making A Difference” button fifth from the top on the left of your screen. Then click the editions you want to see.
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DISCLAIMER 
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.
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SECULAR NEWS * SECULAR NEWS * SECULAR NEWS * SECULAR NEWS

A couple of very interesting websites came to my notice this month and, whilst they are nothing to do with Christian topics, I thought they were both well worth sharing.

http://news.nationalgeographic.com/news/2005/08/0826_050826_grandcanyon.html  
(Thanks Ed Damas for this one)
http://www.enviromission.com.au/index1.htm   

(Click the link View an Artist Rendition of the Solar Tower  I was amazed to learn that this is happening right here in Australia!)
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What Will YOU Do?
In the children’s section of this edition of ‘Making a Difference’ we feature an imaginary letter from Jesus that could just as easily been included in the ‘To Bring a Tear’ section.  As you read it, how do YOU feel?
Yes, as a Christian, you know that it is highly unlikely that Jesus was born at or near the time of the winter equinox in Bethlehem and that the festival we now call Christmas is rife with pagan origins and traditions but, by the same token, Jesus WAS born as a human baby.  He DID take on human flesh as the culmination of His Father God’s master plan to redeem humanity.  That is good reason to celebrate wouldn’t you agree?
But HOW will you celebrate your Saviour’s first advent this year?  Will your celebration be like that described in the letter or will it reflect the true spirit of Jesus’ birth?

Recently, I received an email asking me to sign a petition deploring the decisions of several major American retail chains to eliminate the word “Christmas” from their December marketing and advertising programmes.  Since it required an American address, I didn’t sign it and wondered why I was even sent it.  But, more importantly, I was left wondering whether I would have signed it if I could.  The resounding answer was “No, I wouldn’t!”  Why?  Because the first advent of the appearance in human flesh of the God of the Old Testament was not an excuse for commercial exploitation of God’s people and never will be.  Businesses have prostituted a sacred event for no other reason than profit with practically NO reference to the original event.  When little children go shopping with their parents at this time of year, the main focus in stores is definitely NOT on Jesus but on some portly guy dressed up in a red suit with white fur trimmings whose ‘lead line’ is “Ho, ho, ho” and whose only questions are “Have you been a good boy/girl this year?” and, “What would you like for Christmas?”  Of course, that jolly gentleman is surrounded by strategically placed items of desire for young children to maximise the store’s sales potential.
There is a Scripture that actually covers this scenario.  It is Proverbs 22:6 which says, “Train a child in the way he should go and when he is old, he will not turn from it.”  What “way” are the stores training children in?  The popular acronym today is WIIFM (pronounced “wiffem”) and it stands for, ‘What’s in it for ME.’  Have you ever been around Santa Claus and heard him ask, “What do you plan to do for other’s this Christmas?”  In America, it seems that he is very unlikely to use the word “Christmas” at all any more – for many years they have replaced that beautiful word with “Holidays”!  Even dear Christian American friends have, in the past, sent messages saying, “Happy Holidays” that make me squirm!
So, with all this in mind, I want to suggest that the active and deliberate elimination of all references to Jesus Christ (including the word, “Christmas”) from retail promotional programmes is a very good idea!  What they are doing has NOTHING to do with the birth of the Saviour of the world.  They used to USE that event as an excuse for the biggest sales campaign of the whole year but, these days, they no longer need an excuse.  They have followed the advice of Proverbs 22:6 and well and truly trained the public in the way THEY WANT THEM TO GO and that public returns to it every year without fail.  
When it comes to public indoctrination into the cult of WIIFM, Jesus Christ has outlived His usefulness!  So, rather than deplore the removal of all reference to Him, APPLAUD IT!  At long last, the annual spending spree has been recognised by those who most benefit from it as just what it is and NOT a celebration of the humble birth in a stable of the Son of God.  

Whether it is down Broadway or your local village main street, the annual “Christmas Parade” will, more than likely, include absolutely NOTHING to impress the little children (who know no better – unless their parents tell them) that the reason for the season is the birth of Jesus.  The principal attraction that will bring forth the loudest cheers will be that fat, red-clothed, white-whiskered old man and even the Christian sentiments his prototype practiced will have been long forgotten in the glitz and hype of the occasion.
Maybe, somewhere in a small recess, some ever-loving person will have set up a little nativity scene diorama and someone with a huge guilt complex will demand its removal!

Ask any child today what Christmas means and I’m prepared to wager that, if He is mentioned at all, Jesus will take a dismal back-seat to, Santa Claus, (received) presents, decorated trees, parties with extravagant feasts of biblically unclean foods and time off school!

Maybe, rather than deploring retail chains’ removal of all references to Christ from their annual sales orgy, we Christians should applaud it.  The desecration of our beloved Saviour’s birth has, at last, been eliminated from their annual commercial exploitation of the Christian public.  Now that has been achieved we can view the annual sales fiesta in its proper context and not the false one that has hitherto been used to justify it and decide what we will do when it comes around next time.

What will YOU do? 
DRH 
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Re: October Editorial
Dear David. 

Awesome Article Brother!

It's true. We have to surrender to the Lord first, and let him take over. That's how we obey him. A surrendered life is a wilfully obedient life!

Still reading God’s Deal With YOU; I'm on chapter 3.  Awesome book, it's opening my eyes to a lot.

Love in Christ,

Ed

Many thanks for your feedback Ed.  Without mail like yours it is very hard to know whether one has achieved anything for the Lord or not.  I pray that you will be richly blessed by what you learn.  DRH.
What Can I Do?

Dear David Holt,

For almost fifty years I was a not-very-active Roman Catholic.  I was born into a Catholic family and sent to a Catholic school.  I had no say in either event.

Then, through work, I recently met a lovely lady who, over time, became what I guess you would call my best friend at work.  I’ll call her Barbara since I haven’t asked her permission to tell you this story. Barbara was noticeable because she never showed up for things like Saturday stock inventories and the like.  When I asked her why that was, she told me that her Christian convictions meant that she couldn’t do work of any sort on the biblical Sabbath.  That immediately puzzled me because I have always understood the Sabbath to be the Lord’s Day which is Sunday.  Because we are such good friends, I asked her to explain herself and she told me that she belonged to the Seventh Day Adventist church which, she said, believed in total obedience to all of God’s Ten Commandments. 
As that conversation took place at work, Barbara asked me if I would like to visit her home one Sunday afternoon and we could discuss it at greater length.  At first that idea scared me because I thought I could be exposing myself to some sort of satanic corruption but, because Barbara was such a nice person, I decided to accept her invitation.

During that time we spent together, Barbara showed me your Beloved King Ministry web site and suggested I might like to read your book which, she said, would answer a lot of my questions.  One thing she did tell me though was that I would, ultimately find myself at a point where I would need to make some very dramatic decisions that could change my life for ever.  I never imagined how true that was until I realised what a huge gap there is between biblical truth and what my church had taught me all those years.

To be honest, I felt a real fool for never having actually studied God’s Word for myself.  I had always trusted the priests at church to teach me the truth and so, when I actually read the Scriptures quoted in your book, the realisation that they had not done that was like a huge bombshell going off right under me.  I can never go back to those lies with a peaceful heart.  How could I?  At the bottom of page 242 you ask the question (in reference to the Pope’s misguidance of his worldwide congregation), “How dare he?” and you put it in large bold letters.  Well, as one who has always believed the Pope to be a true and trustworthy Christian, let me tell you that you should have made those words big enough to fill a whole page!
I just want to thank Barbara (for bringing me to your book) and you (for writing it) for opening my eyes to what could have been a fatal deception before it was too late.  I am now unequivocally convinced that, had Jesus returned or I died without learning what you have taught me, I would have been condemned to the lake of fire.  Thank you from the bottom of my heart for following God’s lead and writing “God’s Deal With YOU.” 

But now I have a new problem.  Some (but, thank God, not all) of my family are accusing me of heresy and blasphemy and even excommunication for what I have tried to share with them.  I have only done so out of love.  I CANNOT remain silent and do nothing.  I want so desperately for my loved ones to “come out of Babylon” but they won’t even allow me to explain myself.  What can I do?
May God bless you always.

Glenda K.

Dear Glenda, your thanks are due not to me but to the One who inspired me to write.  You say that not all your family have vilified you for what you now believe.  Work first on and with those folk so that you are not physically alone.  As I have written in the past, you will never please everyone and the WILL be those who will go so far as to terminate all association with you.  Jesus told His followers to take up their crosses and follow Him.  Now you are discovering just what that means.  In answer to your final question, I believe you already know what to do Glenda.  I pray with all my heart that God will sustain you as you do it. DRH.
Silver Bells

At first, he did not see her. Her shiny soft curls barely topped the counter. "And how can I help you, little lady?" Pappy's voice was jovial.
"Hello, sir." The little girl spoke almost in a whisper. She was dainty; bashful; innocent. She looked at Pappy with her big brown eyes, then slowly scanned the room in search of something special.
Shyly, she told him, "I'd like to buy a Christmas present, sir."
"Well, let's see," Pappy said. "Who is this present for?" 
"My grandpa: It's for my grandpa. But I don't know what to get." Pappy began to make suggestions.
"How about a pocket watch? It's in good condition: I fixed it myself," he said proudly.
The little girl didn't answer. She had walked to the doorway and put her small hand on the door. She wiggled the door gently to ring the silver bell.  Pappy's face seemed to glow as he saw her smiling with excitement.
"This is just right," the little girl bubbled. "Momma says grandpa loves music."  Just then Pappy's expression changed. Fearful of breaking the little girls heart, he told her, "I'm sorry, missy. That little silver bell is not for sale. Maybe your grandpa would like this little radio."
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The girl looked at the radio, lowered her head, and sadly sighed, "No, I don't think so." 
In an effort to help her understand, Pappy told her the story of how his own little girl had given him the little silver bell many years ago, and that was why he didn't want to sell it.
The little girl looked up at him, and with a giant tear in her eye, sweetly said, "I guess I understand. Thank you anyway, sir." 
Suddenly, Pappy thought of how the whole family was gone now, except for his estranged daughter whom he had not seen in nearly a decade.
Why not, he thought. Why not pass it on to someone who will share it with a loved one? 
God only knew where it would end up anyway. "Wait little lady." 
Pappy spoke just as the little girl was going out the door -- just as he was hearing his bell ring for the last time. "I've decided to sell the bell. Here's a hanky. Blow your nose."
The little girl began to clap her hands. "Oh, thank you, sir. Grandpa will be so happy." 
"Okay, little lady, okay." Pappy felt good about helping the child. He knew, however, that he would miss the bell deeply.
"You must promise to take good care of the bell for your own grandpa -- and for me, too, okay?" He carefully placed the bell in a brown paper bag. "Oh, I promise," said the little girl.
Then, suddenly, she became very still and quiet. There was something she had forgotten to ask.
She looked up at Pappy with great concern, and again, almost in a whisper, asked, "How much will it cost?"
"Well, let's see. How much have you got to spend?" Pappy asked with a grin.
The child pulled a small coin purse from her pocket, then reached up and emptied two dollars and forty-seven cents onto the counter.
After briefly questioning his own sanity, Pappy said, "Little lady, this is your lucky day. That bell costs exactly two dollars and forty-seven cents." 
Later that evening as Pappy prepared to close up shop, he found himself thinking about his bell. Already he had decided not to put up another one.
He thought about the child and wondered if her grandpa liked his Christmas gift. Surely, he would cherish anything from such a precious grandchild.
At that moment, just as he was going to turn off the light in "memory hall," Pappy thought he heard his bell.
Again, he questioned his sanity; he turned toward the door, and there stood the little girl. She was ringing the bell and smiling sweetly.
Pappy was puzzled as he strolled toward the small child. "What's this, little lady? Have you changed your mind?" 
"No," she grinned.
Momma says it's for you." Before Pappy had time to say another word, the child's mother stepped into the doorway and said, "Hello, Dad."

[image: image10.bmp]
I Knew You Would Come
 by Elizabeth King English
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.
ey

.
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We’ve had this before but, at this time, it is well worth repeating.

DIRECTIONS TO OUR FATHER'S HOUSE

Shared by Pr. André Van Rensberg

Make a Right onto Believeth Blvd.
Keep straight and go through the Green Light, which is Jesus Christ.
There, you must turn onto the Bridge of Faith, which is over troubled waters.
When you get off the bridge, make a Right turn and Keep Straight.
You are on the King's Highway - Heaven-bound.
Keep going for three miles: One for the Father, One for the Son, and One for the Holy Ghost.
Then exit off onto Grace Blvd.
From there, make a Right turn on Gospel Lane.
Keep Straight and then make another Right on Prayer Road.
As you go on your way Yield Not to the traffic on Temptation Ave.
Also avoid SIN STREET because it is a DEAD END.
Pass up Envy Drive, and Hate Avenue.
Also, pass Hypocrisy Street, Gossiping Lane, and Backbiting Blvd.
However, you have to go down Long-suffering Lane, 
Persecution Blvd. and Trials and Tribulations Ave.
But that's all right, because VICTORY Street is straight ahead!

Quote of the Month
The easiest way to find something lost around the house is to buy a replacement.
(Ain’t that the truth!)






SOMEBODY'S RAISING THEIR KID RIGHT!

Shared by Nancy Wall

One Nation, "Under GOD"

One day, a 6 year old girl was sitting in a classroom.

The Teacher was explaining evolution to the children.
The Teacher asked a little boy: Tommy do you see the tree outside?
TOMMY: Yes.
TEACHER: Tommy, do you see the grass outside?
TOMMY: Yes.
TEACHER: Go outside and look up and see if you can see the sky.
TOMMY: Okay. (He returned a few minutes later) Yes, I saw the sky.
TEACHER: Did you see GOD?
TOMMY: No.
TEACHER: That's my point. We can't see GOD because HE isn't there. HE just doesn't exist.
A little girl spoke up wanting to ask the boy some questions.
The Teacher agreed -- the little girl asked the boy: 
Tommy, do you see the tree outside?
TOMMY: Yes.
LITTLE GIRL: Tommy do you see the grass outside?
TOMMY: Yessssss!
LITTLE GIRL: Did you see the sky?
TOMMY: Yessssss!
LITTLE GIRL: Tommy, do you see the Teacher?
TOMMY: Yes.

LITTLE GIRL: Do you see her brain?
TOMMY: No.

LITTLE GIRL: Then according to what we were taught today, she doesn't have one!
II CORINTHIANS 5:7
"FOR WE WALK BY FAITH, NOT BY SIGHT"
Get Yer Hair Cut Son!

Shared by Arnold Reye

A young boy had just gotten his driving permit. He asked his father, who was a Minister, if they could discuss his use of the family car.  His father took him into his study and said, "I'll make a deal with you.  You bring your grades up, study the Bible a little, get your hair cut and then we'll talk about it."

After about a month, the boy came back and again asked his father if they could discuss his use of the car.

They again went into the father's study where the father said, "Son, I've been very proud of you. You have brought your grades up, you've studied the Bible diligently, but you didn't get your hair cut."

The young man waited a moment and then replied, "You know, Dad, I've been thinking about that. You know Samson had long hair, Moses had long hair, Noah had long hair, and even Jesus had long hair."

The Minister said, "Yes, and everywhere they went, they walked."

Notable Headlines from the Past

Astronaut Takes Blame for Gas in Spacecraft

Announcement in a church bulletin

Ladies, the annual rummage sale is next Wednesday.  It's a chance to get rid of those things not worth keeping around the house.  Don't forget your husbands.
The True Origin of the Internet
Shared by Malta O’Gorman
In ancient Israel, it came to pass that a trader by the name of Abraham Com did take unto himself a young wife by the name of Dot.

And Dot Com was a comely woman, broad of shoulder and long of leg. Indeed, she had been called 'Amazon Dot Com.'

And she said unto Abraham, her husband, "Why dost thou travel far from town to town with thy goods when thou can trade without ever leaving thy tent?"

And Abraham did look at her as though she were several saddle bags short of a camel load, but simply said, "How, dear?" And Dot replied, "I will place drums in all the towns and drums in between to send messages saying what you have for sale and they will reply telling you which hath the best price. And the sale can be made on the drums and delivery made by Uriah's Pony Stable (UPS)."

Abraham thought long and decided he would let Dot have her way with the drums. And the drums rang out and were an immediate success. Abraham sold all the goods he had at the top price, without ever moving from his tent.

But this success did arouse envy. A man named Maccabia did secrete himself inside Abraham's drum and was accused of insider trading. And the young man did take to Dot Com's trading as doth the greedy horsefly take to camel dung. They were called Nomadic Ecclesiastical Rich Dominican Siderites, or NERDS for short.

And lo, the land was so feverish with joy at the new riches and the deafening sound of drums that no one noticed that the real riches were going to the drum maker, one Brother William of Gates, who bought up every drum company in the land. And indeed did insist on making drums that would work only with Brother Gates' drumheads and drumsticks.

And Dot did say, "Oh, Abraham, what we have started is being taken over by others."

And as Abraham looked out over the Bay of Ezekiel, or as it came to be known "eBay" he said, "We need a name that reflects what we are."

And Dot replied, "Young Ambitious Hebrew Owner Operators."

"YAHOO," said Abraham.


CHURCH GOSSIP

Shared by Nancy Wall

Mildred, the church gossip, and self-appointed monitor of the church's morals, kept sticking her nose into other people's business. Several members did not approve of her extra curricular activities, but feared her enough to maintain their silence.

She made a mistake, however, when she accused George, a new member, of being an alcoholic after she saw his old pickup parked in front of the town's only bar one afternoon. She emphatically told George and several others that everyone seeing it there would know what he was doing.

George, a man of few words, stared at her for a moment and just turned and walked away. He didn't explain, defend, or deny. He said nothing.

Later that evening, George quietly parked his pickup in front of Mildred's house, walked home.... and left it there all night.

You gotta love George!!!





The Road to Success

Shared by Kimberley Combs


The road to success is not straight.

There is a curve called Failure,

A loop called Confusion,
Speed bumps called Friends,

Red lights called Enemies,

Caution lights called Family.

You will have flats called Jobs. 

But, if you have a spare called Determination, 

An engine called Perseverance, 

Insurance called Faith, 

A driver called Jesus, 

You will make it to a place called Success.

AND,


PANCAKES AND PARADES!
Shared by Malta O’Gorman
She waited for the screen door to slam but heard two voices instead; one was Jacob but who could the other little boy be? And then came the slam and in dashed Jacob and the other little boy kinda just shuffled along behind.
"Grandma! I brought my friend, Matt. He stayed at our place last night!"
Matt was standing, twisting his hair, tapping one foot and looking very ill at ease. Grandma knelt down and extended her hand. "I'm very pleased to meet you, Matt. I'm so glad you're Jacob's friend!"
Releasing his hand from the hair twist and raising his chin ever so slightly, Matt mumbled, "Hi, thanks."
Leaning on Grandma's shoulder, Jacob softly said, "Matt's daddy was killed in the war. His mommy had to work extra hours so that's why he's with me and Mom. She doesn't have money for day-care or babysitters."
Reaching and grasping Matt's other hand and taking both in her own, Grandma said, "Oh my! You and your mommy must be very sad." 
Matt nodded yes ever so slightly. "Daddy was a Marine. They kilt him with a car bomb. I'll never see him again."
Grandma didn't attempt to hold back her tears. 
Jacob put his arm around Matt. "He's very, very sad, Grandma.  Can you help him like you help me?" 
"Well, let's see what we can do, guys! For starters is anyone ready for a peanut butter dip?" She slowly got up and stretched and made her way to the counter where a huge jar of the yummy stuff rested.
"Oh, Matt ... this is fun ... we dip all kinds of stuff. I'll get the paper plates Grandma!" 
One huge dollop went onto the plates. Grandma was rummaging through the fridge and brought out apple slices and said, "OK, ready, set dip!" Both boys grabbed a slice and soon there were peanut butter moustaches on both and then Grandma got out the celery and carrot sticks. "Let's dip again, guys!" A few minutes later, "Hmmm, we still have some left .... time for fingers!"
Needless to say it was time for hand washing. "Jacob, take Matt into the bathroom wash up and then show him the bunk beds, OK?" 
"OK! C'mon, Matt!" 
Grandma cleaned up at the kitchen sink and pondered. She talked out loud to herself, "Well, he can stay here as long as need be since I kept the bunk beds. Now what about his mommy? Gotta find out where she works and what she does!" 
The boys returned all spiffy clean. 
"Maybe you and Jacob could tell me about your mommy, Matt. She must have to work hard and I'll bet she worries about you. What's her name, honey?" 
"She works in a diner, Grandma, where they have pancakes all day and all night long and ya can have all the syrup ya want and stuff!" 
"Wow! That's sounds good to me. What time does your mommy work there, Matt?" 
"Different times: Mostly during the day so she can be home with me but she got called in. Daddy called her his darlin' Joyce. I just call her mommy." 
"My, that's a lovely name, Matt. It has Joy built right in it!" 
"I thought Joy was for dishes!" said Jacob. 
A slow giggle came out of Matt and Grandma clapped her hands and laughed her very big laugh and soon all three were giggling like little boys and Grandmas should. 
When she got her breath Grandma put an arm around each of the boys. "I've got an idea! We'll surprise your mommy, Matt. We're gonna go to the diner just before her shift is ended ... what? ... At five? OK. We'll go at 4:30 and we'll have a parade!" 
"Wow, awesome!" Matt echoed, "Wow!" 
"OK you two go shoot some hoops while I get things ready but if that ball goes into the street, you call for me, hear?" Slam went that screen door. 
Grandma found a past New Year's horn and some party hats. She got out a big plastic bowl and a wooden spoon. The small American Flag came out of the front porch planter. She called her daughter and got directions to the diner. She told her daughter the plans she was hatching and that was met with, "Oh, Mom, only you could pull that off. Give it all you've got and A-OK on my old bedroom!" 
The boys were coming back in. "Are we really gonna have a parade?" 
"Oh, we sure are Jacob! Now who wants to blow the horn and who wants to beat the drum? Wait, we'll coin toss! All right. Matt you blow the horn and Jacob you beat the bowl ... er, drum!" 
"What are you gonna do .... gee, I don't know what to call you?" queried Matt. 
"Just call me Grandma, honey. And I've got the Flag and I'm gonna sing!" 
At 4:30 on the dot, the parade formed and marched into the diner. Grandma announced, "We're having a parade for Matt's dad, a brave Marine who gave all. OK, guys, march!" 
The horn tooted, the drum banged and Grandma waving her flag and singing "God Bless America" brought on the rear.  So she wasn't Kate Smith. But all in the diner got off the counter stools and left the booths and stood up and applauded. Matt and Jacob beamed! Matt's mommy, Joyce, was using a napkin to dab the tears. "Say thanks to everyone, guys." 
They did with enthusiasm. "You know, I could eat some of those pancakes!" Before you could say syrup, the paraders were on the stools and the counter was soon covered with sticky. Grandma motioned for Joyce to come closer. 
"My daughter told me your only family lives very far away. Matt calls me Grandma. I have bunk beds for the boys and my daughter says you are very welcome to her old bedroom in my house. How about you coming home with me and we'll be family. Hang up the apron, Joyce. You can do better and I'll help." 
Joyce's lower lip began trembling and she managed to say, "But you've only just met us!" 
Grandma replied, "You know that Golden Rule?" 
Joyce nodded affirmatively. "Well, you'd do the same for me! Besides I'm talking way too much to myself these days! We both need someone to talk to and be with, honey. Deal?" 
Two hands across the counter which stuck the deal with syrup.
Later that night, when the new combined family had all been tucked in, Grandma snuggled under her cover and turning her head to the open window, saw a very bright star shining. 
"Semper fi, God."

May I Walk With You My Child

Shared by Dorothy Thornton



A boy sits in his room alone
Enraged at what his parents said.
Announcing that he'd run away,
They'd said to him, "Well, go ahead."

He'd packed his bags expecting them
To try to stop his leaving home,
But no one else had said a word;
They seemed content to let him roam.

He put his cap and jacket on
Then slowly walked toward the door,
But no one called for him to wait;
No footsteps hurried 'cross the floor.

He shut the door and started out
And heard no shout - no last reprieve.
"At least they could have said, 'Good-by'
"They're lack of love I don't believe."

He walked along familiar streets.
They seemed much stranger now to him.
He looked back once but not again;
The sun had set, the light was dim.

He came into a part of town
That looked so new - so strange and wild.
He heard a sound and then a voice,
"I'd like to walk with you my child."

His father's voice - his father's face -
A welcome sight he thought he'd lost.
But now he knew that he would be

A son no matter what the cost.







PRAYER
By Sherry Walter
Father, I just pray that You would open our minds and hearts today so that we may receive this revelation of how You want each one of us in the Body of Christ to display Your unconditional love to others. Let us rise up with a new heart, a new mind, seeing eyes and hearing ears. Let us not forsake Your ways O Lord, but LEARN from you Father, so that we may be more compassionate, and more loving to the people that need You the most.
Let us not look at others in the flesh but let us only walk in the spirit. Let us see the hearts that long for You, Lord; that need Your LOVE in their lives the only love that really matters. Let us all, above all, put on charity, Oh Lord, so that others may see Your good works flowing through our lives.
Crucify our flesh, Father, so that we may have the spiritual experience of being crucified with Christ and thus walk in the spirit only. Let us stop looking at the "mote" in our brother's eyes when we haven't even pulled the "beam" out of our own eyes. Forgive us, Father, our sins. Father, let your Love penetrate our very earthly vessels and touch our hearts.
Let us love our brethren as we love ourselves. Let us love others with only your love, Father. Let us MOVE in the one Body of Christ in unity with your Amazing unconditional love. In the name of Jesus Christ 

Amen and 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.

War does not determine who is right, war determines who is left. 
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


� HYPERLINK "http://www.philosopherspearl.com/" ��The Philosopher’s Pearl�


Some thought provoking ideas for sceptics





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 page to be included in this column, please �HYPERLINK "mailto:drh@belovedking.org?subject=FOR%20GREAT%20LINKS%20PAGE"��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.reflectionsofsouthbreeze.com/Pages/InHisTime.htm" ��In His Time� *


� HYPERLINK "http://www.ishaah.com/index.cfm?action=view&id=5082&scid=9871" ��When Jesus Looks� *


� HYPERLINK "http://www.tarasfunpages.com/keepgoingmginny.html" ��Keep Going� *


 


WEBSITES


� HYPERLINK "http://mywebpages.comcast.net/singingman7/Twinkies.htm" ��Twinkies and Root Beer� *


� HYPERLINK "http://www.joygreetings.com/godknows.shtml" ��God Knows� *





   MAILBOX   





 EDITORIAL 











TO MEET SUCH A MAN


Shared by Rowena Ker


I sat, with two friends, in the picture window of a quaint restaurant just off the corner of the town-square. The food and the company were both especially good that day.


As we talked, my attention was drawn outside, across the street.  There, walking into town was a man who appeared to be carrying all his worldly goods on his back. He was carrying, a well-worn sign that read, "I will work for food." My heart sank.


I brought him to the attention of my friends and noticed that others around us had stopped eating to focus on him. Heads moved in a mixture of sadness and disbelief.   We continued with our meal, but his image lingered in my mind.  We finished our meal and went our separate ways. 


I had errands to do and quickly set out to accomplish them.  I glanced toward the town square, looking somewhat half-heartedly for the strange visitor. I was fearful, knowing that seeing him again would call some response.  I drove through town and saw nothing of him.  I made some purchases at a store and got back in my car.


Deep within me, the Spirit of God kept speaking to me: "Don't go back to the office until you've at least driven once more around the square."   Then with some hesitancy, I headed back into town.  As I turned the square's third corner, I saw him. He was standing on the steps of the store-front church, going through his sack.


I stopped and looked; feeling both compelled to speak to him, yet wanting to drive on. The empty parking space on the corner seemed to be a sign from God: an invitation to park.  I pulled in, got out and approached the town's newest visitor.


"Looking for the pastor?" I asked.


"Not really," he replied, "just resting."


"Have you eaten today?"


"Oh, I ate something early this morning"


"Would you like to have lunch with me?"


"Do you have some work I could do for you?"


"No work," I replied. "I commute here to work from the city, but I would like to take you to lunch."


"Sure," he replied with a smile.


As he began to gather his things, I asked some surface questions.  "Where you headed?"


"St. Louis."


"Where you from?"


"Oh, all over; mostly Florida."


"How long you been walking?"


"Fourteen years," came the reply.


I knew I had met someone unusual.  We sat across from each other in the same restaurant I had left earlier.  His face was weathered slightly beyond his 38 years.  His eyes were dark yet clear, and he spoke with an eloquence and articulation that was startling.  He removed his jacket to reveal a bright red T-shirt that said, "Jesus is The Never Ending Story."


Then Daniel's story began to unfold.  He had seen rough times early in life. He'd made some wrong choices and reaped the consequences.   Fourteen years earlier, while backpacking across the country, he had stopped on the beach in Daytona.  He tried to hire on with some men who were putting up a large tent and some equipment.  A concert, he thought.


He was hired, but the tent would not house a concert but revival services, and in those services he saw life more clearly. He gave his life over to God.


"Nothing's been the same since," he said, "I felt the Lord telling me to keep walking, and so I did, some 14 years now."


"Ever think of stopping?" I asked.


"Oh, once in a while, when it seems to get the best of me.  But God has given me this calling.  I give out Bibles. That's what's in my sack.   I work to buy food and Bibles, and I give them out when His Spirit leads."


I sat amazed.  My homeless friend was not homeless.  He was on a mission and lived this way by choice. The question burned inside for a moment and then I asked: "What's it like?"


"What?"


"To walk into a town carrying all your things on your back and to show your sign?"


"Oh, it was humiliating at first.  People would stare and make comments.  Once someone tossed a piece of half-eaten bread and made a gesture that certainly didn't make me feel welcome.  But then it became humbling to realize that God was using me to touch lives and change people's concepts of other folks like me."


My concept was changing, too.  We finished our dessert and gathered his things.  Just outside the door, he paused.  He turned to me and said, "Come Ye blessed of my Father and inherit the kingdom I've prepared for you.  For when I was hungry you gave me food, when I was thirsty you gave me drink, a stranger and you took me in."


I felt as if we were on holy ground.  "Could you use another Bible?" I asked.


He said he preferred a certain translation.  It traveled well and was not too heavy.  It was also his personal favourite. "I've read through it 14 times," he said.


"I'm not sure we've got one of those, but let's stop by our church and see" I was able to find my new friend a Bible that would do well, and he seemed very grateful.


"Where are you headed from here?" I asked.


"Well, I found this little map on the back of this amusement park coupon."


"Are you hoping to hire on there for awhile?"


"No, I just figure I should go there.  I figure someone under that star right there needs a Bible, so that's where I'm going next."


He smiled, and the warmth of his spirit radiated the sincerity of his mission.  I drove him back to the town-square where we'd met two hours earlier, and as we drove, it started raining.  We parked and unloaded his things.


"Would you sign my autograph book?" he asked. "I like to keep messages from folks I meet."


I wrote in his little book that his commitment to his calling had touched my life.  I encouraged him to stay strong.  And I left him with a verse of scripture from Jeremiah,   "I know the plans I have for you,  declared the Lord, "plans to prosper you and not to harm you; Plans to  give you a future and a hope."


"Thanks, man," he said. "I know we just met and we're really just strangers, but I love you." 


"I know," I said, "I love you, too." "The Lord is good!"


"Yes, He is. How long has it been since someone hugged you?"  I asked.


"A long time," he replied.


And so on the busy street corner in the drizzling rain, my new friend and I embraced, and I felt deep inside that I had been changed.  He put his things on his back, smiled his winning smile and said, "See you in the New Jerusalem."


"I'll be there!" was my reply.


He began his journey again. He headed away with his sign dangling from his bedroll and pack of Bibles. He stopped, turned and said, "When you see something that makes you think of me, will you pray for me?"


"You bet," I shouted back, "God bless."


"God bless." And that was the last I saw of him.


Late that evening as I left my office, the wind blew strong. The cold front had settled hard upon the town.  I bundled up and hurried to my car.   As I sat back and reached for the emergency brake, I saw them...a pair of well-worn brown work gloves neatly laid over the length of the handle.   I picked them up and thought of my friend and wondered if his hands would stay warm that night without them.


Then I remembered his words: "If you see something that makes you think of me, will you pray for me?"


Today his gloves lie on my desk in my office. They help me to see the world and its people in a new way, and they help me remember those two hours with my unique friend and to pray for his ministry.  "See you in the New Jerusalem," he said.  Yes, Daniel, I know I will...


"I shall pass this way but once. Therefore, any good that I can do or any kindness that I can show let me do it now, for I shall not pass this way again."


Prayer is one of the best gifts we receive.  Let's continue to pray for one another. God bless and have a nice day!


"Father, I ask you to bless my friends, relatives and e-mail buddies reading this right now. Show them a new revelation of your love and power.  Holy Spirit, I ask you to minister to their spirit at this very moment.  Where there is pain, give them your peace and mercy.  Where there is self-doubt, release a renewed confidence through your grace,    In Jesus' precious Name Amen."


GOD BLESS YOU MY FRIENDS AND FAMILY!!!











Therefore the Lord Himself will give you a sign:


The virgin will be with child and will give birth to a son, and will call Him Immanuel.


Isaiah 7:14 (written about 700 years before the birth of Jesus)











Food For Thought


  


Who Started This Christmas Stuff?


Shared by Ronnie Leviner





A woman was out Christmas shopping with her two children. After many hours of looking at row after row of toys and everything else imaginable; and after hours of hearing both her children asking for everything they saw on those many shelves, she finally made it to the elevator with her two kids. 





She was feeling what so many of us feel during the holiday season time of the year. Overwhelming pressure to go to every party, every housewarming, taste all the holiday food and treats, getting that perfect gift for every single person on our shopping list, making sure we don't forget anyone on our card list, and the pressure of making sure we respond to everyone who sent us a card.





Finally the elevator doors opened and there was already a crowd in the car. She pushed her way into the car and dragged her two kids in with her and all the bags of stuff. When the doors closed she couldn't take it anymore and stated, "Whoever started this whole Christmas thing should be found, strung up and shot."





From the back of the car everyone heard a quiet calm voice respond, "Don't worry we already crucified Him."





For the rest of the trip down the elevator it was so quiet you could have heard a pin drop! 





Don't forget this year to keep the One who started this whole Christmas thing in your every thought, deed, purchase, and word.  If we all did it, just think of how different this whole world would be!!!!














HAVE YOUR SAY!


Do you have any questions?


Do you have any suggestions?


 Do you have any ideas?


Do you have any revelations?


YOU DO!


Then why not visit a great Christian forum site where YOU can post your very own thoughts, opinions and ideas as well as post questions where everyone visiting the forum can offer their answers?


Click below to visit this great new web site where YOUR comments are important.


� HYPERLINK "http://wolvesforchrist.com/forum/" ��WFC Christian Forums


�By the way, just because this site is owned and operated by a great Christian teenager, it’s NOT just for young people.


EVERYONE IS WELCOME


So, whether you are 9 or 90, why not take a while to visit right now and register as a contributor?�









Don’t You Just Love ‘em?


Some excerpts from children’s letters to God


Shared by Nancy Wall


Dear GOD, �Is it true my father won't get in Heaven if he uses his bowling words in the house?�Anita�





By the time a man is wise enough to watch his step,


he's too old to go anywhere.


Unknown





�  























































































































My Dear Children,


As you well know, we are getting closer to my birthday. Every year there is a celebration in my honour and I think that this year the celebration will be repeated. During this time there are many people shopping for gifts, there are many radio announcements, TV commercials, and in every part of the world everyone is saying that my birthday is getting closer and closer. 


It is really very nice to know, that at least once a year, some people think of me. As you know, the celebration of my birthday began many years ago. At first people seemed to understand and be thankful of all that I did for them, but in these times, no one seems to know the reason for the celebration anymore. Family and friends get together and have a lot of fun, but they don't know the meaning of the celebration. 


I remember that last year there was a great feast in my honour. The dinner table was full of delicious foods, pastries, fruits, assorted nuts and chocolates.  The decorations were exquisite and there were many, many beautifully wrapped gifts. But, do you want to know something? I wasn't invited. I was the guest of honour and they didn't remember to send me an invitation. 


The party was for me, but when that great day came, I was left outside, they closed the door in my face and I wanted to be with them and share their table. 


In truth, that didn't surprise me because in the last few years all close their doors to me. Since I was not invited, I decided to enter the party without making any noise. I went in and stood in a corner. They were all drinking; there were some who were drunk and telling jokes and laughing at everything. They were having a great time. To top it all, this big fat man all dressed in red wearing a long white beard entered the room yelling Ho-Ho-Ho!  He seemed drunk. He sat on the sofa and all the children ran to him, saying, "Santa Claus, Santa Claus"   as if the party were in his honour! 


At 12 midnight all the people began to hug each other; I extended my arms waiting for someone to hug me and - do you know - no one hugged me. 


Suddenly they all began to share gifts. They opened them one by one with great expectation. When all had been opened, I looked to see if, maybe, there was one for me. 


What would you feel if on your birthday everybody shared gifts and you did not get one? I then understood that I was unwanted at that party and quietly left. 


Every year it gets worse. People only remember to eat and drink, the gifts, the parties and nobody remembers me. I would like this Christmas that you allow me to enter into your life. 


I would like that you recognize the fact that almost two thousand years ago I came to this world to give my life for you, on the cross, to save you. Today, I only want that you believe this with all your heart. 


I want to share something with you. As many didn't invite me to their party, I will have my own celebration, a grandiose party that no one has ever imagined, a spectacular party. 


I'm still making the final arrangements. Today I am sending out many invitations and, yes, there IS an invitation for YOU. I want to know if you wish to attend and I will make a reservation for you and write your name with golden letters in my great guest book. Only those on the guest list will be invited to the party. Those who don't answer the invitation will be left outside. 


Do you know how you can answer this invitation? It is by extending it to others whom you care for.  I'll be waiting for all of you to attend my party this year. 


See you soon.    I love you! 


Jesus





 "God's Deal With YOU"


By David Rex Holt BA


Third printing now available


ORDER YOUR COPY NOW


195,000 WORDS - 420 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 





The Sherry Walter Message





� HYPERLINK "http://www.injesus.com/Groups/BuyPostage.cfm?GroupID=3A006QBI&CFID=47501862&CFTOKEN=51652307&UCD=j1h" ��Seeing only through His eyes 


Many in the Body of Christ judge others without even realizing it. They judge others on their looks, actions and deeds. God does not look at the outside of a person because He judges the heart. God's people could never know the heart of any man. Nor do they have any right to judge others on their outward appearances.


God's people should only walk in the unconditional love of the Father, loving their brethren as they love themselves. One should not assume that he or she knows about another. One should not cast stones by speaking accusations against his/her brethren. Those without sin go ahead and cast the first stone! We should see those who are in error, or those who sin only through the eyes of Jesus Christ, being filled with His compassion.


Do not judge lest ye be judged with the same judgment ye judged another. For what we did to the least of these we did it unto Him. Jesus did not come to condemn the world but to save them. Only Christ Jesus is the Judge who sits on the white throne of Judgment.


God's people must LOVE every man, woman and child in the Kingdom of Heaven. We, the members of the Body of Christ, must meet all the poor, rich, sinners and saints with only a warm embrace. Our humbleness, humility and unconditional love may help many to pick up their crosses to follow the One who dwells in us.


Jesus was never the accuser of the brethren. He was a servant unto all men. For those who were in sin, He gently said, "I forgive you now go and sin no more". In flesh, God's people tend to judge others. God's people must repent of this iniquity of unrighteous judgment.


We, the members of His Body, must preach the unadulterated word of God which is not just a "love" Gospel. We must also tell the world to repent of their sins and to accept Jesus Christ as their Saviour for the Kingdom of Heaven is at hand. Our messages under the ministry of the Holy Spirit should reprove the world of sin, and of righteousness, and of judgment (John 16:8).


Love must be behind our motive, thought, words and actions, even when correcting or rebuking our brethren and sisters. However, when we come across those who will not hear our message, we can dust off our feet and move on to another town or city. But, we must continue to pray for those who rejected the message concerning the Crucified Jesus. Pray that the Holy Spirit would open their spiritual eyes and ears. Pray that the Lord would soften their hardened hearts so they would receive the truth of the Gospel.


We must put on the mind of Christ daily. We must think of His thoughts, talk His talk, and walk His walk. Having the pure mind of Christ we become just like Him. God is love and without love we have absolutely nothing. Love covers a multitude of sins.


God's people cannot be hypocrites. All hypocrites are cast into outer darkness where there is weeping and gnashing of teeth. Prayerfully, God's people can begin to see how important it is to be quick to hear, slow to speak, and slow to anger. God's people must not be concerned with what others are saying or doing. They should mind their own business living a peaceable life. For His peace He brings us and His peace he leaves us. In every situation in our lives we too must bring His peace to others and leave His peace behind us.


Our only concern should be to preach the Gospel to anyone who would listen and who knows not the Saviour of the world. We must love all people equally for God shows no favouritism and neither should we. Think about how many times in your life that You just wanted to be loved and accepted unconditionally. Embrace others with open arms the same way God has embraced you and I.


Carnal love has conditions.... "I will love you "If" you love me". God's love is unconditional. Always keep in mind we are all sinners, being redeemed by the precious blood of Jesus Christ daily. We must shed the self-righteous mindsets and attitudes. Jesus has forgiven you and I and the same Jesus will forgive anyone who calls on His name. 


Sherry’s prayer that accompanies this article is on page 24

















MOMENTS TO CONSIDER


Shared by Harvey and June Schneider, 


Servant Soldier Ministries


The Bible and the Coal Basket


Author Unknown (Adapted)


An old man lived on a farm in the mountains of eastern Kentucky with his young grandson.  Each morning Grandpa was up early sitting at the kitchen table reading his Bible.


His grandson wanted to be just like him and tried to imitate him in every way he could.  One day the grandson asked, "Papa, I try to read the Bible just like you but I don't understand it, and what I do understand I forget as soon as I close the book. What good does reading the Bible do?"


The Grandfather quietly turned from putting coal in the stove and replied, "Take this coal basket down to the river and bring me back a basket of water."  The boy did as he was told, but all the water leaked out before he got back to the house.


The grandfather laughed and said, "You'll have to move a little faster next time," and sent him back to the river with the basket to try again.


This time the boy ran faster, but again the basket was empty before he returned home.  Out of breath, he told his grandfather that it was impossible to carry water in a basket, and he went to get a bucket instead.


The old man said, "I don't want a bucket of water; I want a basket of water.  You're just not trying hard enough," and he went out the door to watch the boy try again.


At this point, the boy knew it was impossible, but he wanted to show his grandfather that even if he ran as fast as he could, the water would leak out before he got back to the house.  The boy again dipped the basket into river and ran hard, but when he reached his grandfather the basket was again empty.


Out of breath, he said, "See Papa, it's useless!"


"So you think it is useless?" The old man said, "Look at the basket."


The boy looked at the basket and for the first time realized that the basket was different.  It had been transformed from a dirty old coal basket and was now clean, inside and out.


 "Son, that's what happens when you read the Bible. You might not understand or remember everything, but when you read it, you will be changed, inside and out.  That is the work of the Holy Spirit in our lives."


+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++


Take time to read a portion of God's word each day.  It will change you from the inside out, transforming you into the image of His Son. You were created to be in the Image of God.








From Rags to Royalty


Author unknown – Adapted


One day a beggar saw a proclamation posted on the palace gate.  The king was giving a great dinner to honour his son. Anyone dressed in royal garments was invited.  The beggar looked at the rags he was wearing and sighed.  Surely only kings and their families had royal garments.


An idea crept into his mind.  The audacity of it made him tremble.  The beggar approached the guard at the gate saying, "Please, sire, may I speak to the king."


"Wait here," the guard replied.


In a few minutes, he returned.  "His majesty will see you," he said, and led the beggar in.


"You wish to see me?" asked the king.


"Yes, your majesty.  I would like to attend the banquet honouring your son but I have no royal robes. Please, sir, if I may be so bold, may I have one of your old garments so that I may attend the banquet?"


"You have been wise in asking me," the king replied.  He called to his son requesting, "Take this man to your room and dress him in some of your clothes."


The prince did and soon the beggar was clothed in royal garments that he had never dared dream or hope for.


"You are eligible to attend my father's banquet tomorrow," said the prince.  "But even more important, you will never need any other garments.  These will last forever."


"Oh, thank you," cried the beggar dropping to his knees.  As he started to leave, he looked back at his former clothes, a pile of dirty rags on the floor.  He quickly gathered them up.


The banquet was greater than he had imagined, but he did not enjoy himself as he should.  He had made a small bundle of his rags and it kept falling off his lap.  As the food was passed around the beggar missed some of the feast's delicacies.


Time however proved the prince right.  The clothes given him by the prince lasted forever.


As time passed people took note of the little bundle of filthy rags that he clung to rather then the royal robes he was wearing.  They spoke of him as the old rag man.


One day as he lay dying, the king came to visit him.  The beggar saw the sad look on the king's face when he looked at the small bundle of rags by the bed.  He remembered the prince's words and he wept bitterly at his folly and confessed that not leaving behind his bundle of rags had cost him a lifetime of true royalty.


In compassion the king wept with him.


Each of us has been invited into God's royal family.  To feast at God's table and all we have to do is shed our old rags and put on the "garments" of faith provided by God's Son, Jesus.


We must not hold onto our old rags.  When we put our faith in Christ, we must leave behind the sin in our life and our old ways of living.  Sin, the rags of unrighteousness, must be discarded if we are to experience the royal and abundant life in Christ.  Jesus is the believer's robe of righteousness.


Are you holding onto sin that others may see as dirty old rags? If so, it's time to put them it into life's dumpster and walk in the royal garments given you by the King's Son.








Mistaken Identity


Author Unknown


A man exiting a grocery store was very surprised when a rather good-looking and perky young lady greeted him cheerfully by saying, "Good evening!"


He couldn't remember having ever seen her before. Her face was beaming until he gave her that "Who are you?" look.


Then she obviously realized that a mistake had been made and apologized.


She explained, "Oh, I'm so sorry. When I first saw you I thought you were the father of one of my children."


She walked into the store.


The man was left staring dumbfounded after her. More than a bit puzzled, he thought to himself, "What is the world coming to, an attractive woman who doesn't even keep track of what the father of her children look like." He hoped that nobody overheard her saying that she mistook him for being the father of one of her children. A bit stunned, he walked to his car still not realizing, of course, that....she was a second grade�teacher.


<><   <><   <><   <><   <><   <><   <><   <><   <><


How often have we made snap judgments about someone based on a statement they made that we misinterpreted or based on a single action they performed that we misjudged? We must be discerning, yet we must not be too quick to judge.





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 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 �HYPERLINK "mailto:drh@belovedking.org?subject=PRAYER PARTNER NEEDED"��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


 


� HYPERLINK "mailto:drh@belovedking.org" �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 Australian banks won't accept anything else!)


 Jesus said,


"Give and it will be given to you. A good measure, pressed down, shaken together and running over, will be poured into your lap. For with the measure you use, it will be measured unto you." (Luke 6:38)


 AND


WE NEED - YOUR PRAYERS


SATAN DOESN'T LIKE WHAT THIS MINISTRY IS DOING!  WE ARE A THREAT TO HIM!


SO PLEASE ASK GOD, IN JESUS' NAME, TO SURROUND US WITH GUARDIAN ANGELS.


 God bless you all.


David R Holt

















Christmas and the Gas Station


Author Unknown


The old man sat in his gas station on a cold Christmas Eve. He hadn't been anywhere in years since his wife had passed away. He had no decorations, no tree, no lights. It was just another day to him. He didn't hate Christmas, just couldn't find a reason to celebrate.


There were no children in his life. His wife had gone. He was sitting there looking at the snow that had been falling for the last hour and wondering what it was all about when the door opened and a homeless man stepped through.


Instead of throwing the man out, George, Old George as he was known by his customers, told the man to come and sit by the space heater and warm up.


"Thank you, but I don't mean to intrude," said the stranger. "I see you're busy. I'll just go"


"Not without something hot in your belly," George turned and opened a wide mouth Thermos and handed it to the stranger.


"It ain't much, but it's hot and tasty. Stew. Made it myself. When you're done there's coffee and it's fresh."


Just at that moment he heard the "ding" of the driveway bell.


"Excuse me, be right back," George said. There in the driveway was an old 53 Chevy. Steam was rolling out of the front. The driver was panicked.


"Mister can you help me!" said the driver with a deep Spanish accent. "My wife is with child and my car is broken."


George opened the hood. It was bad. The block looked cracked from the cold; the car was dead.


"You ain't going in this thing," George said as he turned away.


"But mister. Please help...."


The door of the office closed behind George as he went in. George went to the office wall and got the keys to his old truck, and went back outside. He walked around the building and opened the garage, started the truck and drove it around to where the couple was waiting.


"Here, take my truck," he said. "She ain't the best thing you ever looked at, but she runs real good." George helped put the woman in the truck and watched as it sped off into the night. George turned and walked back inside the office.


"Glad I gave em the truck. Their tires were shot too. That 'ol truck has brand new........" George thought he was talking to the stranger, but the man had gone. The thermos was on the desk, empty with a used coffee cup beside it.


"Well, at least he got something in his belly," George thought.


George went back outside to see if the old Chevy would start. It cranked slowly, but it started. He pulled it into the garage where the truck had been. He thought he would tinker with it for something to do. Christmas Eve meant no customers. He discovered the block hadn't cracked; it was just the bottom hose on the radiator.


"Well, shoot, I can fix this," he said to himself. So he put a new one on.


"Those tires ain't gonna get 'em through the winter either."


He took the snow treads off of his wife's old Lincoln. They were like new and he wasn't going to drive the car.


As he was working, he heard shots being fired. He ran outside and beside a police car an officer lay on the cold ground. Bleeding from the left shoulder, the officer moaned, "Help me."


George helped the officer inside as he remembered the training he had received in the Army as a medic. He knew the wound needed attention.


"Pressure to stop the bleeding," he thought.


The uniform company had been there that morning and had left clean shop towels. He used those and duct tape to bind the wound.


"Hey, they say duct tape can fix anything,' he said, trying to make the policeman feel at ease.


"Something for pain," George thought. All he had was the pills he used for his back. "These ought to work."                 


"You hang in there. I'm going to get you an ambulance."


The phone was dead.


"Maybe I can get one of your buddies on that there talk box out in your car."


He went out only to find that a bullet had gone into the dashboard destroying the two way radio. He went back in to find the policeman sitting up.


"Thanks," said the officer. "You could have left me there. The guy that shot me is still in the area."


George sat down beside him.


"I would never leave an injured man in the Army and I ain't gonna leave you."


George pulled back the bandage to check for bleeding.


"Looks worse than what it is. Bullet passed right through 'ya. Good thing it missed the important stuff though. I think with time your gonna be right as rain."


George got up and poured a cup of coffee.


"How do you take it?" he asked.


"None for me," said the officer.


"Oh, yer gonna drink this. Best in the city. Too bad I ain't got no donuts."


The officer laughed and winced at the same time. The front door of the office flew open. In burst a young man with a gun.


"Give me all your cash! Do it now!" the young man yelled. His hand was shaking and George could tell that he had never done anything like this before.


"That's the guy that shot me!" exclaimed the officer.


"Son, why are you doing this?" asked George. "You need to put the cannon away. Somebody else might get hurt."


The young man was confused.


"Shut up old man, or I'll shoot you, too. Now give me the cash!"


The cop was reaching for his gun.


"Put that thing away," George said to the cop. "We got one too many in here now."


He turned his attention to the young man. "Son, it's Christmas Eve. If you need the money, well then, here. It ain't much but it's all I got. Now put that pea shooter away."


George pulled $150 out of his pocket and handed it to the young man, reaching for the barrel of the gun at the same time.


The young man released his grip on the gun, fell to his knees and began to cry.


"I'm not very good at this, am I? All I wanted was to buy something for my wife and son," he went on. "I've lost my job. My rent is due. My car got repossessed last week..."


George handed the gun to the cop.


"Son, we all get in a bit of squeeze now and then. The road gets hard sometimes, but we make it through the best we can."


He got the young man to his feet, and sat him down on a chair across from the cop.


"Sometimes we do stupid things."


George handed the young man a cup of coffee.


"Being stupid is one of the things that makes us human. Comin' in here with a gun ain't the answer. Now sit there and get warm and we'll sort this thing out."


The young man had stopped crying. He looked over to the cop.


"Sorry I shot you. It just went off. I'm sorry officer."


"Shut up and drink your coffee." the cop said.


George could hear the sounds of sirens outside. A police car and an ambulance skidded to a halt. Two cops came through the door, guns drawn.


"Chuck! You ok?" one of the cops asked the wounded officer.


"Not bad for a guy who took a bullet. How did you find me?"


"GPS locator in the car. Best thing since sliced bread. Who did this?" the other cop asked as he approached the young man.


Chuck answered him, "I don't know. The guy ran off into the dark. Just dropped his gun and ran."


George and the young man both looked puzzled at each other.


"That guy work here?" the wounded cop continued.


"Yep," George said. "Just hired him this morning. Boy lost his job."


The paramedics came in and loaded Chuck onto the stretcher. The young man leaned over the wounded cop and whispered, "Why?"


Chuck just said, "Merry Christmas boy. And you too, George, and thanks for everything."


"Well, looks like you got one doozy of a break there. That ought to solve some of your problems." George went into the back room and came out with a box. He pulled out a ring box.


"Here you go. Something for the little woman. I don't think Martha would mind. She said it would come in handy someday."


The young man looked inside to see the biggest diamond ring he ever saw.” I can't take this," said the young man. "It means something to you."


"And now it means something to you," replied George.


"I got my memories. That's all I need."


George reached into the box again. An airplane, a car and a truck appeared next. They were toys that the oil company had left for him to sell.


"Here's something for that little man of yours."


The young man began to cry again as he handed back the $150 that the old man had handed him earlier.


"And what are you supposed to buy Christmas dinner with? You keep that too," George said. "Now git home to your family."


The young man turned with tears streaming down his face. "I'll be here in the morning for work, if that job offer is still good."


"Nope. I'm closed Christmas Day," George said. "See ya the day after."


George turned around to find that the stranger had returned.


"Where'd you come from? I thought you left?"


"I have been here. I have always been here," said the stranger.


"You say you don't celebrate Christmas. Why?"


"Well, after my wife passed away I just couldn't see what all the bother was. Puttin' up a tree and all seemed a waste of a good pine tree. Bakin' cookies like I used to with Martha just wasn't the same by myself and besides I was getting a little chubby."


The stranger put his hand on George's shoulder.


"But you do celebrate the holiday, George. You gave me food and drink and warmed me when I was cold and hungry. The woman with child will bear a son and he will become a great doctor. The policeman you helped will go on to save 19 people from being killed by terrorists. The young man who tried to rob you will make you a rich man and not take any for himself. That is the spirit of the season and you keep it as good as any man."


George was taken aback by all this stranger had said.


"And how do you know all this?" asked the old man.


"Trust me, George. I have the inside track on this sort of thing. And when your days are done you will be with Martha again."


The stranger moved toward the door.


"If you will excuse me, George, I have to go now. I have to go home where there is a big celebration planned."


George watched as the old leather jacket and the torn pants that the stranger was wearing turned into a white robe. A golden light began to fill the room.


"You see, George... it's my birthday. Merry Christmas." George fell to his knees and replied, "Happy Birthday, Lord."


"What you do today, right now, will have an accumulated effect on all your tomorrows."


 











The only difference between a rut and a grave is the depth.





This presentation lasts seventeen minutes so please choose a time when you can watch it in peace and quiet.  


Believe me; it could be the best time investment you ever made!


� HYPERLINK "http://www.cryofthespirit.com/interview.html" ��INTERVIEW WITH THE DEVIL�


Shared by Karen Lyons 


Click the link and turn up your speakers!











Think About It!


A Steven Wright Gem shared by Nancy Wall


A clear conscience is usually the sign of a bad memory.
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