
My New Years Resolutions: 

1.  Pray More! 

2.  I miss God’s word, read more! 

3.  Spend more time alone with my wife! 

4.  Do more activities with my boys! 

5.  Be a godly man for my daughter! 

6.  Loose weight! 

7.  Go to a guitar workshop! 

8. Take a relaxing vacation, lets go to Iowa! 
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“For He is  our God, and we are 

the people of His pasture, and the 

sheep of His hand. Today if you 

hear His voice,” 
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Mondays have nothing that a piece of pie can’t fix!                  

Start your week on the right foot and enjoy a slice of nice on 

us. 



TAKE MY HAND          
By Amy Moser 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I sat in the spine surgeon’s office, 

deflated. I was preoccupied with 

pain and surgery number nineteen 

looming on the horizon. The Physi-

cian’s Assistant, for whom I had a 

particular fondness, came in and 

spoke to me about what was 

ahead. Claire has a smile that 

warms your heart, a twinkle in her 

eyes when she smiles, and is strik-

ingly intelligent. I’d firmly come to 

believe that twinkle in her eyes, to 

be God’s spirit. When we were fin-

ished talking about my broken-

down body, we began to talk about 

God. This was not new. I had come 

to look forward to and enjoy these 

brief talks. She shared a faith in 

God, and I felt an unexplainable 

kinship with her because of it. I 

could have never known she was 

about to tell me a testimony that 

would have a profound impact on 

me. Claire’s expression changed. It 

was soft but searching. I perceived 

she was discerning a divine urge to 

share something. She searched my 

eyes inquisitively and began to 

speak, “When my mother was elev-

en years old she was sick with mea-

sles encephalitis. She actually died 

while being transported to the hos-

pital by ambulance and was blue 

when she arrived at the hospital. 

The ER doctor said he normally 

would never have taken that type 

of case into surgery, but he felt he 

needed to. He was able to resusci-

tate her and put a tracheostomy in 

place and stabilize her vital signs. 

She was in a coma for three days. 

At 3 pm on Good Friday, while still 

unconscious, she saw God’s hand 

and the arm of His robe come 

down and open the palm of His 

hand to her. She felt an over-

whelming warming and cooling 

sensation take place all over her 

body, and then she awoke. She felt 

that God had placed her spirit back 

into her body.” I was astounded at 

this beautiful miracle. Claire and I 

sat together trading testimonies 

for a few more brief wonderful mo-

ments. By the time the visit was 

over, we both had taken turns wip-

ing tears from our eyes, and she 

gave me a big hug before she left. I 

thought about that miraculous tes-

timony all the way home and from 

time to time after that. While I en-

dured surgery on my spine, and 

some miserable complications, I 

consciously tried to picture God’s 

hand outstretched.   I placed my 

worries there, and then my life. I 

did that over and over for months. 

Post-surgery I had an allergic reac-

tion to the glue that held my inci-

sion closed. I developed huge, itchy 

and stinging blisters on my incision. 

When that finally resolved, my inci-

sion would open and drain but nev-

er fully heal. The whole situation 

felt long and tiring. This warranted 

another minor surgery to correct 

the incision that wasn’t healing. 

That fantastic Physicians Assistant 

was with me the whole way, walk-

ing me through all of it, even call-

ing me during the weekend when 

my incision had opened yet again. 

To say that Claire is a fantastic pro-

vider seems so puny compared to 

the impact she has on the lives of 

her patients. She is a blessing.  
When I’d finally healed enough, I 

longed to do something very spe-

cial for her. I wanted to do some-

thing that would be a blessing to 

her, as she had been such a bless-

ing to me. Claire had shared such a 

beautiful testimony that had reas-

sured me through so much. She’d 

also cared for me for nearly four 

years in an “above and beyond” 

manner. I prayed earnestly about 

what to do for her. A thank you 

card or coffee mug seemed so in-

adequate. One night as I lay in bed 

praying, I was picturing that hand 

of God outstretched to me. Sud-

denly, God’s spirit came over me 

prompting a thought, “Amy, why 

don’t you paint the hand?”  



I mulled this over, wanting to be 

sure it was God’s spirit and not just 

me. I figured I should at least give it 

my best shot. About a week later, I 

found myself home for the week-

end with my sick little girl. My fol-

low up appointment with Claire 

was the next Tuesday. I eagerly 

cracked out the painting supplies 

and invaded the kitchen table. I 

started painting Sunday 

morning, and I painted all 

day while praying the 

whole time, that I would 

somehow be able to cap-

ture the way the testimony 

made me feel. I desired to 

paint the mental picture 

that had made a life chang-

ing impact on my soul. This 

mental picture had com-

forted and carried me 

through so much. With 

Tuesday looming ahead in 

just two days, I was on a bit 

of a time crunch. I finished 

Monday night at about ten 

minutes till midnight. I fi-

nally felt content. I would 

look at it again in the morn-

ing. I had done my best. I prayed to 

God that He would reassure me 

that it was His will that I give this 

painting to her. I didn’t want to do 

something that might seem too 

personal. I lay down exhausted, 

and grabbed my cell phone at a 

few minutes after twelve. I knew 

my Bible app would have a new 

scripture for me. I pulled it up and 

as soon as I read it, I knew God had 

given me my answer. It read: 

Psalms 16:11 Thou wilt shew me 

the path of life: in thy presence is 

fulness of joy; at thy right hand 

there are pleasures for evermore. 

My heart nearly burst. I had paint-

ed for Claire, the right hand of God. 

This was no coincidence. God had 

answered my prayer almost in-

stantly. I laughed at God’s great 

sense of humor, and prayed aloud; 

“Thank you God! Thank you!” She 

was definitely getting that painting 

the next morning! I felt the need to 

write the scripture on the back of 

the painting, so I could tell her why 

I knew she needed to have it. Be-

fore my appointment, I took one 

more good look at the painting, 

and fixed a highlight on the hand 

and sleeve that needed a tweak. I 

decided the painting was as good 

as it was gonna get. I threw it into a 

super classy trash bag, and tried to 

be as inconspicuous as one can be, 

while awkwardly carrying a large 

trash bag wrapped square, into 

their crowded doc’s office. Once I’d 

made peace with the puzzled 

stares, I started to feel very nerv-

ous about how it might be re-

ceived. My stomach somer-

saulted and I sat in that 

room nervously waiting.  

Claire walked in as always, 

with her warm beautiful 

smile. She quickly got to 

work removing my stitches 

and chatting with me. I no-

ticed every time she 

glanced down at the huge 

square by my legs, but I 

waited until the last stitch 

was out before telling her 

I’d made her something. I 

put it up onto the exam 

bed and pulled the trash 

bag off. Her hands immedi-

ately covered her mouth as 

she gasped. She turned to 

me while her eyes filled 

with tears. “I can’t believe you did 

this for me! Oh, my goodness! Oh, 

it’s almost like you can just reach 

out! How did you? Oh, I love it! I 

can’t believe you did this for me!” 

By now, tears had given way to qui-

et sobs. She hugged me as she 

cried. I felt immeasurable joy fill 

my heart and boil over. I knew 

right then, that this was what God 

wanted. He had done this.  



I told her about how much her 

mother’s testimony had helped 

encourage me and give me peace. I 

told her how I’d prayed for reassur-

ance as to whether it was the right 

thing to give it to her, and the 

scripture that was given to me just 

minutes later. I turned the picture 

over and showed her how I’d 

written it on the back, and then I 

pulled the scripture up on 

my Bible app to show her 

that it was, in fact, my daily 

reminder scripture. She 

was still wiping away tears 

when I told her, “You 

know, sometimes God has 

certain people cross paths 

for a reason, and I’m so 

glad you crossed my path”.  

I drove home from that ap-

pointment with tears of joy 

streaming down my face. I 

couldn’t thank God enough 

for the precious gift it was 

to be a part of this blessing. 

Nearly a year later, wearing 

yoga pants and no makeup, 

we sat on the couch in her 

house, having a heart to 

heart. We had grown so close. It 

was almost surreal and incredible 

to think our relationship had 

evolved from patient and health 

provider to soul sisters with the 

same Heavenly Father. This woman 

who had stitched me up from sur-

geries was now doing far more pro-

found things for my heart. She had 

quickly become a best friend. This 

was something only God could do. 

As we sipped our coffee and talked, 

Claire jumped up excitedly as she 

hurried into her bedroom, and 

yelled over her shoulder, ”I need to 

read you something!” She emerged 

with a journal and a huge smile. I’d 

grown to adore the expression she 

got, when sharing something awe-

some that God had done. She 

looked lit from within. As she 

settled back onto the couch, she 

began to explain, “This is my prayer 

journal.” Before I’d given her the 

painting, she’d been praying and 

keeping this journal. She’d realized 

that my painting was an answer to 

her prayer. The same week I’d giv-

en her the painting, she noticed 

she was receiving a series of bless-

ings in short succession and my 

painting was one of them. She read 

aloud to me from her journal how 

each prayer was quickly followed 

up with a blessing. The day before I 

gave her the painting, she had 

prayed for God to, “Please, please, 

reach out His hand to her.” The 

next day, I’d come in and present-

ed her with a painting of God’s 

hand outstretched to her, as well 

as the scripture letting both of us 

know that it was indeed 

God who’d orchestrated 

this beautiful miracle.  It 

was indeed God who’d or-

chestrated this beautiful 

miracle.  We may never 

know how far the impact of 

one miracle reaches. I have 

a sneaking suspicion that 

the ripple effect reaches 

right into eternity. My 

prayer is that you will see 

and feel God’s hand 

reached out to you in your 

life. God’s hand is always 

outstretched to us, yearn-

ing for our hand to reach 

out and grip His.  

Psalms 95:7 For he is our 

God; and we are the peo-

ple of his pasture, and the sheep of 

his hand. Today if ye will hear his 

voice... 

 

 

Amy Moser is a popular blogger in      

Phoenix, AZ area and the author of the 

book, The Magnificent Story Of A Lame 

Author.   



A Series Of Dreams     
By Pastor Amos Cotter 

 

During the night of November the 
29th, leading into the early hours 
of the 30th, I slept. Go figure. I re-
member three individually different 
dreams that all ended in the same 
general manner. A volcanic erup-
tion 
 
The first was a strange smattering 
of things that I don’t think are any-
thing about the point I am trying to 
make. The earth trembled ever so 
slightly, and a plume of ash rose 
miles into the sky. Then the pumice 
began to rain down. I was struck by 
a large piece and was knocked out. 
When I woke up (still sleeping) I felt 
the heat of the lava flowing toward 
me. It enveloped my pinky and ring 
finger on my left hand. When I 
awoke, those fingers had gone 
numb during the night. And I felt a 
slight pain on my head in the exact 
spot I was hit. I dismissed it, cor-
rected my sleeping position, and 
went back to sleep. 
 
I was driving, and I really needed to 
use a restroom. I pulled off the 
road, and was at a Jurassic park-
themed amusement park. I found a 
very nice restroom and did what 
needed to be done. (In case you 
were wondering, the bed was clean 
when I did wake up) Upon exiting, 
the same familiar quake was felt. 
Though this time, the plume of ash 
didn’t rise into the sky. A massive 
pyroclastic flow belched out of the 
relatively close volcano. It ad-
vanced at a terrifying pace toward 
me and the other park guests. I 
attempted to run, but a guest 
grabbed my ankle and screamed 

“Get down!” (counterproductive to 
the thought of escape) seeing the 
cloud of super- heated material just 
yards away, I knew that was the 
end. God in His wisdom knows the 
best time to call me Home. Know-
ing my time was here, I surren-
dered. 
 
What better way to go, then in an 
attitude of prayer and worship. I 
said, “Lord. Yours is the Kingdom, 
and the Power, and the Glory for-
ever, Amen.” I felt the cloud wash 
over me, and with it, the incredible 
heat as well. 
 
I awoke. The thermostat had 
turned on, that explained the heat. 
But what brought this altogether 
was that I heard my son’s lullabies 
playing. We choose the praise baby 
collections for him, and he likes it. 
And the specific song that was play-
ing was “The Heart of Worship.” 
 
“When the music fades, All is 
stripped away, And I simply come.  
Longin' just to bring, Something 
that's of worth, That will bless your 
heart.  
I'll bring You more than a song, For 
a song in itself, Is not what You 
have required.  
You search much deeper within, 
Through the ways things appear, 
You're looking into my heart.  
I'm comin' back to the heart of 
worship. And it's all about You, It's 
all about You, Jesus. “ 
 
God spoke to me in that moment. 
“I have been refining you these 
past few months, and you are clos-
er to having that heart of worship.” 
God gave me a terrifyingly realistic 
dream, and I believe, He did it to 
see how I would react.  

This is Pastor Amos, reminding you, 
the highest and truest form of 
trust, is surrender. Keep it in Jesus. 
 

 

 I’m Blessed  
By Dr. Robert Owen  

 
 
When asked by the Barna Group, 
“Do we have a personal responsi-
bility to share our faith with oth-
ers?” a majority of Christians an-
swer in the affirmative. 
  
100% of Evangelicals and 73% of 
born again Christians said yes. 
When this conviction is put into 
practice however, the numbers 
shift downward. Only 69% of Evan-
gelicals and 52% of born again 
Christians say they actually did 
share the Gospel at least once this 
past year to someone with differ-
ent beliefs in the hope that they 
might accept Jesus Christ as their 
Savior. 
 
“Born again Christians” were de-
fined in these surveys as people 
who said they have made “a per-
sonal commitment to Jesus Christ 
that is still important in their life 
today” and who also indicated they 
believe that when they die they will 
go to Heaven because they had 
confessed their sins and had ac-
cepted Jesus Christ as their savior. 
Respondents were not asked to 
describe themselves as “born 
again.” Being classified as “born 
again” is not dependent upon 
church or denominational affilia-
tion or involvement. 
 
 
 
                                                     Continued... 

https://www.barna.com/research/is-evangelism-going-out-of-style/


“Evangelicals” meet the born again 
criteria described above plus seven 
other conditions. Those include: 
saying their faith is very important 
in their life today; believing they 
have a personal responsibility to 
share their religious beliefs about 
Christ with non-Christians; believ-
ing that Satan exists; believing that 
eternal salvation is possible only 
through grace, not works; believing 
that Jesus Christ lived a sinless life 
on earth; asserting that the Bible is 
accurate in all the principles it 
teaches; and describing God as the 
all-knowing, all-powerful, perfect 
deity who created the universe and 
still rules it today. Being classified 
as an evangelical is not dependent 
upon church attendance, the de-
nominational affiliation of the 
church attended, or self-
identification. 
  
Many people have a hard time 
sharing their faith in Christ.  They 
feel as if they don’t want to be per-
ceived as pushy.  Possibly they’re 
afraid to speak to strangers or they 
don’t know how to get a conversa-
tion to a place where speaking 
about faith might be appropriate. 
  
Here’s an easy, comfortable way 
that my wife introduced me to 
many years ago. 
  
In America a common greeting is, 
“Hi how’re you doing?” 
  
Most people aren’t really con-
cerned with how we’re doing it’s 
just a greeting.  However, when 
someone asks us a question we’re 
free to answer it and it’s a natural 
and comfortable thing to do. 
  

Whenever I’m asked America’s 
greeting “Hi how’re you doing?”  
I answer, “I’m blessed.”    
The reactions are very inter-
esting.  Some just give a quizzical 
look.  Some say, “You are?” which 
is another question. 
    
And as in the initial situation an-
swering a question is an easy natu-
ral thing to do.  I’ll answer, “You 
are?” with something like “I am 
and I won’t accept anything less.” 
  
Sometimes people will answer with 
another question something like, 
“Why are you blessed?” and this 
opens the door for easily speaking 
about Jesus gave it to me and the 
world can’t take it away or some 
other friendly answer that leads 
directly to speaking of Jesus.  Not 
often but every once in a while it 
leads to an actual chance to share 
the hope of the Gospel.  If nothing 
else it opens the door to speak the 
name of Jesus in public.  And you 
never know who might be listening 
and what the sound of that Name 
may have in the ripple effect of re-
ality. 
 Sometimes our initial response of 
“I’m blessed” is met with, “I am 
too.”  This opens a door for fellow-
ship with a fellow believer and the 
collateral opportunity for others to 
hear people who aren’t afraid to 
share their faith in public and an-
other opportunity to speak the 
Name of Jesus into the air of a 
world that needs him. 
  
This type of conversational evange-
lism is reflected in one T-shirt I 
have.  It says, “I’m Blessed” and 
then under that large headline it 
offers an answer to anyone who 

might ask why, “You better ask Je-
sus.” 
  
It’s also reflected in the words to 
an old song from the hills of       
Missouri:   
 
Dr. Owens teaches History, Political      
Science, and Religion.  He is the Historian 
of the Future @                                     
http://drrobertowens.com   

© 2018 Contact Dr. Owens                   
drrobertowens@hotmail.com    

Follow Dr. Robert Owens on Facebook or 
Twitter @ Drrobertowens or visit Dr. Ow-
ens Amazon Page / Edited by Dr. Rosalie 
Owens  

Resolution Victory!     
By Chris Rose 

Every year we pledge to “do better” 
whether that’s a pound or two off 
our mid-section, or an unrealistic 
exercise regimen.  Focusing on our 
New Year’s resolution has become 
easier by what God has said.  “But 
seek ye first the Kingdom of God, 
and his righteousness; and all these 
things shall be added unto you.” 

Instead of living life and improving 
ourselves within our own strength, 
as a Body, let’s seek His righteous-
ness of faithfulness first.  Here’s 
what I mean.  A woman in my 
church frequently talks about all of 
the ways she needs to improve.  
Constantly, this blessed child of 
God would make plans to eat better, 
but hours of research and prepara-
tion later she would be back to eat-
ing a stack of pancakes with extra 
syrup and butter. 

If we become faithful through the 
righteousness of Christ the victory 
is ours.  This New Year lets strive 
to seek out the Kingdom of God 
and His righteousness first, and 
begin to live life, His life in ours!  
Remember that “He that dwelleth n 
the secret place of the most High 
shall abide under the shadow of the 
Almighty.” Psalms 91:1  

http://drrobertowens.com
mailto:drrobertowens@hotmail.com
https://twitter.com/Drrobertowens
https://www.amazon.com/Dr.-Robert-Owens/e/B01M24DREO/ref=sr_ntt_srch_lnk_1?qid=1509455220&sr=8-1


Amazing Grace            
By Gloria Dixon 

 

In my book “Profundities of Love” 
Chapter 4, I write about God’s 
Amazing Grace as it related to my 
husband, Charles’ illness. Initially, 
Charles was given two to five years 
to live. 
From the date of Charles’ diagnosis 
of Chronic Myelogenous Leukemia 
in May 1994, Charles lived until 
January 2014.   
As Christians, when we pray, 
though believing, we never know 
how God will answer our prayers. 
He may answer with “yes.” Or He 
may answer with a “no,” or “not 
yet.” Throughout this 20 year jour-
ney with leukemia, on several occa-
sions Charles and I would talk 
about what we thought God would 
do on his behalf. Would God heal 
him or not? Charles always re-
ferred to this scripture from II Co-
rinthians 12: 8 and 9 (KJV) where 
the Apostle Paul wrote “for this 
thing,” referring to having a thorn 
in his flesh.   
” For this thing I besought the Lord 
thrice, that it might depart from 
me And He said unto me, My grace 
is sufficient for thee: for my 
strength is made perfect in weak-
ness.”  
And so it was with Charles. We be-
sought God way more than thrice. 
No matter the treatment, nothing 
cured him of the leukemia. Charles 
stated: 
“Obviously God wants me to know 
that His grace is sufficient.” 
“Absolutely,” I said.  
And it certainly was! Amazing 
grace! 
As I thought about Charles’ resolve, 
the story behind the writing of one 

of the most inspirational spiritual 
hymns, Amazing Grace, came to 
mind. The author, John Newton, a 
sea captain was on a homeward 
journey when he and his sailors 
were caught in a raging storm at 
sea. Newton, tied to the helm, 
tried desperately to hold the ship 
to its course. Exhausted and con-
vinced that all was lost and that the 
ship would surely sink, but by the 
grace of God they weathered the 
storm. He reflected on his deliver-
ance and said he believed that God 
had brought him through and that 
grace had begun to work for him. 
Thus, he wrote: 
“Thro’ many dangers, toils and 
snares, I have already come; ‘Tis 
grace has brought me safe thus far, 
and grace will lead me home.” 
As with Newton, God‘s grace 
helped us weather the storm of 
leukemia for about 20 years.  Abso-
lutely amazing grace!  
Another scripture Charles liked was 
in Daniel 3. He said: 
“I love the story about God’s deliv-
erance of the three Hebrew boys. 
During the time that the Jews were 
in Babylonian captivity, King Nebu-
chadnezzar had this tall gold image 
thing made for the people to fall 
down and worship when they 
heard the applicable sound. Any-
one that did not obey this decree 
was to be thrown in a fiery furnace 
that same hour. As you already 
know, the three Hebrew boys, 
Shadrach, Meshach, and Abednego 
would not.”  

I responded: “Right on. They were 
serious about serving the one and 
only living God, not some idol that 
King Nebby set up.” 

Then Charles added: “They point 
blank told him that God was able 

to deliver them from the fiery fur-
nace. And if not, they were still not 
going to serve his idol. They had 
some faith! What’s more, these 
three fellows were young.”  

“I know,” I said. “They were awe-
some! Of course, some folks were 
watching to see who fell down and 
worshipped and who did not.” 

Charles jumped in with: “Those 
tatter tales couldn’t wait to tell the 
King that these Hebrew fellows 
were not following his decree, and 
the heat was on, seven times 
hotter than normal. They ended up 
thrown in the furnace.” 

“But delivered indeed,” I pro-
claimed. “Not only that, the fire did 
not burn their hair, clothes nor did 
they smell of smoke. Amazing, 
huh?”  

We would get so excited talking 
about God’s deliverance of his 
saints. For the details of this story, 
they are recorded in Daniel 3:17 – 
27 (KJV). 

“If it be so, our God whom we serve 
is able to deliver us from the burn-
ing fiery furnace, and he will deliver 
us out of thine hand, O king. 

 But if not, be it known unto thee, O 
king that we will not serve thy 
gods, nor worship the golden im-
age which thou hast set up. 

Then was Nebuchadnezzar full of 
fury, and the form of his visage was 
changed against Shadrach, Me-
shach, and Abednego: therefore he 
spake, and commanded that they 
should heat the furnace one seven 
times more than it was wont to be 
heated. 



And he commanded the most 
mighty men that were in his army 
to bind Shadrach, Meshach, and 
Abednego, and to cast them into 
the burning fiery furnace. 

Then these men were bound in 
their coats, their hosen, and their 
hats, and their other garments, and 
were cast into the midst of the 
burning fiery furnace. 

Therefore because the king's com-
mandment was urgent, and the 
furnace exceeding hot, the flames 
of the fire slew those men that took 
up Shadrach, Meshach, and Abed-
nego. 

And these three men, Shadrach, 
Meshach, and Abednego, fell down 
bound into the midst of the burning 
fiery furnace. 

Then Nebuchadnezzar the king was 
astonied, and rose up in haste, and 
spake, and said unto his counsel-
lors, Did not we cast three men 
bound into the midst of the fire? 
They answered and said unto the 
king, True, O king. 

He answered and said, Lo, I see 
four men loose, walking in the 
midst of the fire, and they have no 
hurt; and the form of the fourth is 
like the Son of God. 

Then Nebuchadnezzar came near 
to the mouth of the burning fiery 
furnace, and spake, and said, Shad-
rach, Meshach, and Abednego, ye 
servants of the most high God, 
come forth, and come hither. Then 
Shadrach, Meshach, and Abedne-
go, came forth of the midst of the 
fire. 

And the princes, governors, and 
captains, and the king's counsel-
lors, being gathered together, saw 
these men, upon whose bodies the 

fire had no power, nor was a hair 
of their head singed, neither were 
their coats changed, nor the smell 
of fire had passed on them.” 

 

“If God could save these three 
fellows from the fury of a burning 
fiery furnace heated seven times 
more than usual, I definitely have 
no doubt whatsoever that He is 
able to heal me from such a small 
thing like leukemia. But if not, I 
am still going to keep the faith 
and serve him. The ultimate deci-
sion is God’s,” Charles stated.  

“I, too, know that He is able to 
heal you. And if He does not, He 
will most definitely sustain you in 
it,” I said. And He did. For 20 
years God showed us unmerited 
favor! Amazing Grace! I claim this 
as one of the greatest profundi-
ties of all! 

Something to think about: 

If you are diagnosed with “not-so-
good” news, “Be still.” Make no 
hasty decisions in your life. Pray 
about it! Keep the faith! Think 
positive! Talk with others that 
have gone through similar diagno-
ses before making a final decision 
about treatment. Continue to re-
search and to meet with doctors 
regarding new procedures and 
medicines that may be available 
for you to consider. And remem-
ber: “Now unto him that is able to 
do exceeding abundantly above 
all that we ask or think, according 
to the power that worketh in us.” 
Ephesian 3:20 (KJV) 

 

Gloria Dixon is a contributing writer for 
Christian Life Magazine and author of 
the book Profundities Of Love and After 
Death.  Go to gloriadixon.com   



To Rescue, To Restore 
By Garden Gate Ranch  

 

"The light shines in the darkness, 

and the darkness has not overcome 

it." — John 1:5 

 

Light is here, stronger than any 

darkness we or our city might 

face. This time of year we re-

member that Hope entered the 

world for the sole purpose of res-

cue and restoration. God Himself 

came to earth in human flesh to 

rescue His people and His world 

from the evil one and to restore 

all things to Himself. This is a 

grand story, arcing across all of 

time and finding its completion 

when the Great King comes again. 

 

Praise be to God that He is not only 

concerned with a future restora-

tion. Even now, the Lord of 

Heaven's Armies is fighting back 

the darkness; He is shining light on 

the shadowy places of this world 

and declaring "No more!" Each day 

restoration and rescue happen 

wherever God's light is shown. 

 

Here is how the story goes… 

 

We receive the call.  She is scared, 

terrified for her life.  She is hiding 

behind a dumpster, a building, or 

inside a restroom and has nowhere 

to go.  “What do I do?” she 

whispers in a whimper.  “Can you 

help me?” she pleads.  These are 

the shadowy places of this world.  

These are real places.  The 

darkness is felt here-- it is heavy, it 

is petrifying, it is a place where 

most would rather die than live. 

 

We answer the call.  We tell her 

help is on the way.  “Thank you,” 

she sobs -- a ray of hope has been 

planted in her soul.  This is where 

God’s light is shown.  Help arrives 

and takes her away from the 

devastation she has experienced.  

She is taken to a safe place.  She is 

given what she needs.  She is able 

to grow in hope, joy, and 

transformation.  She believes she 

was made on purpose for a 

purpose.  She believes she has a 

future and a hope. 

 

As His people, we are privileged 

with His authority and His power. 

We are agents of light in this dark 

world, charged with exposing what 

is evil for the purpose of restoring 

what is good. God passionately 

fights against injustice, and He in-

vites us to join Him in this world-

changing campaign. At Garden 

Gate Ranch we recognize the war 

that is waged around each precious 

woman we seek to serve, and we 

thank God for His good plan of res-

cue and for the victory that is al-

ready won. 

 

This Christmas we invite you to join 

us in praising God for His wisdom 

and His sacrifice as a little baby in a 

manger came to change the world 

for the love of each one.  We invite 

you also, to join us in providing the 

above hope to each young woman 

who overcomes sex trafficking.  

Garden Gate Ranch is seeking to 

open their immediate rescue home 

- “The Pathway House”. This home 

will offer freedom to 20 women at 

once, serving 120 women per year. 

 

Will you help us help her? 

Together we can make a          

difference. 

Visit our website to give, connect 

and stay informed.  

 

www.gardengateranch.com 

http://www.gardengateranch.com


 



Real World Domestic 

Violence                      
By Jessie Adamson 

Domestic violence in the real world 
is not always as it is portrayed on 
made-for-TV movies. It does not 
always utilize physical violence and 
does not always leave the survivor 
with bruising or other physical 
markings. Domestic violence abus-
ers may utilize emotional abuse. 
There are few laws against emo-
tional abuse, which makes it in-
credibly challenging for victims 
who are trying to get help. Emo-
tional abuse does qualify as do-
mestic violence, even if physical 
abuse is not also present.  

According to the Power and Con-
trol Wheel, examples of emotional 
abuse are: Putting a victim down, 
making a victim feel bad about his/
herself, calling a victim names, 
making a victim think he/she’s cra-
zy, playing mind games, humili-
ating a victim, and making a victim 
feel guilty.  

On the Equality Wheel, the oppo-
site of emotional abuse is estab-
lished as respect. Examples of re-
spect are listed as listening to a 
partner non-judgmentally, being 
emotionally affirming and under-
standing, and valuing a partner’s 
opinions.  

Survivors of domestic violence 
often explain that they feel as 
though their self-confidence has 
been stripped from them by their 
abusers. Sometimes a very chal-
lenging question for a survivor is 
“What do you like to do for fun?” 
The reason this question can be so 
difficult is because while enduring 
an abusive relationship, victims are 
often forbidden to consider what 

would make them happy.  Every-
thing happening in the home 
hinges on what makes the abuser 
happy, calm, or satisfied.  

Many survivors become empow-
ered when they have the oppor-
tunity to learn about themselves 
again. Exercises to help survivors 
with this include thinking about 
who they were before the abuse. 
For some, abuse started in child-
hood. Those who have abuse trac-
ing back to their early childhood 
may be learning about themselves 
for the first time.  

If you or someone you know is 
experiencing domestic violence, 
safely take some time to learn 
about yourselves! Look at color 
swatches and learn what colors 
make you happiest. Build some 
playlists of music that inspires 
you. Utilize Pinterest or cut pic-
tures from magazines that make 
you feel empowered. With these, 
make a vision board. Pay atten-
tion to what surrounds you and 
learn about yourself. This will be 
incredibly pleasing to the heart of 
God. After all, He is the One who 
designed you with all your unique 
attributes! Who you are matters. 
It matters to us (the Church), and 
it matters to the Most High God.  

“The Lord is close to the broken-
hearted and saves those who are 
crushed in spirit” (Psalm 34:18). 
You are never alone. Please con-
sider to reach out to your local 
anti-domestic violence agency for 
further help and safety planning.     

 

Jessie Adamson is a contributing writer 
for Christian Life Magazine and co found-
er of rise-up, a platform for teens minis-
tering to teens.  IG: RiseUp 



 



 



Born For Challenges    
By Pastor Jeremy Empie  

 

I hope you have been enjoying our 
“Back to the Basics” series the past 
four months. If you are new or 
missed a week, I’m going to do a 
quick recap of our series: We start-
ed our journey off by learning 
about the importance of a devo-
tion time. In November we learned 
about faith. Last month we tackled 
servanthood. Our topic this month 
is tithing. I ask that you please 
don’t get nervous, uncomfortable, 
or skip over this article. My job as 
Pastor is to teach the entire Bible, 
not just the parts you or I like the 
most.  

First point, what is the meaning of 
the word “tithe?” Dictionary.com 
says, “The tenth part of agricultural 
produce or personal income set 
apart as an offering to God or for 
works of mercy or the same 
amount regarded as an obligation 
or tax for the support of the 
church, priesthood, or the like.”  

Let’s look at the 1st instance in the 
Word of God where we see a tithe 
was given. Genesis 14:20, "And 
blessed be God Most High, who has 
defeated your enemies for you.” 
Then Abram gave Melchizedek a 
tenth of all the goods he had recov-
ered."  

Point two, and let’s talk about this 
for a moment. If you read chapter 
14 in its entirety, you will learn that 
there was a great battle going on. 
Abram’s nephew, Lot, was cap-
tured in the midst of this battle. 
Now, we’ve all heard the saying 
“blood is thicker than water.” Well, 
this was even true way back in Bi-
ble days. Abram went to rescue his 

nephew as well as wreak havoc 
on those who captured His family. 
As a result of this great victory, 
Abram was so grateful to God for 
blessing his endeavors that he 
gave the king of Salem and a 
priest of God Most High one tenth 
of all His earnings. This was the 
first instance of tithing, in the Bi-
ble.  

Let’s now look at some other 
scriptures concerning tithing. If 
you highlight in Your Bible, I 
would consider highlighting them 
and maybe go a step further by 
memorizing them. Leviticus 27:30
-32: “One-tenth of the produce of 
the land, whether grain from the 
fields or fruit from the trees, be-
longs to the Lord and must be set 
apart to him as holy. If you want 
to buy back the Lord’s tenth of the 
grain or fruit, you must pay its 
value, plus twenty percent. Count 
off every tenth animal from your 
herds and flocks and set them 
apart for the Lord as holy." It is 
important to remember that at 
the time the Old Testament was 
written, they didn’t have currency 
like we have today. Their form of 
currency was livestock, grain, or 
the product that they made for a 
living. Deuteronomy 14:22, this 
goes along the same lines as the 
previous passage we had just 
read, “You must set aside a tithe 
of your crops—one tenth of all the 
crops you harvest each year." 
Your crops represent your 
paycheck each week (or however 
often you receive income). Deu-
teronomy 14:23, “Bring this tithe 
to the designated place of wor-
ship—the place the Lord your God 
chooses for his name to be hon-
ored—and eat it there in his pres-
ence”.                             Continued... 



This applies to your tithes of grain, 
new wine, olive oil, and the 
firstborn males of your flocks and 
herds. Doing this will teach you al-
ways to fear the Lord your God. 
The “designated place of worship” 
is the church that you attend on a 
regular basis. This is one reason 
you always hear my say: “If you are 

visiting, please do not feel pres-
sured to give in the offering.”  

Let’s look at this verse in the Ampli-
fied Bible. “You shall eat the tithe 
(tenth) of your grain, your new 
wine, your oil, and the firstborn of 
your herd and your flock before the 
Lord your God in the place where 
He chooses to establish His Name 
(Presence), so that you may learn 
to fear [and worship] the Lord your 
God [with awe-filled reverence and 
profound respect] always.” Notice 
the ladder part of the verse ex-
plains why we should tithe, “so 
that you may learn to fear [and 
worship] the Lord your God [with 
awe-filled reverence and profound 
respect] always.” In this passage 
fear means respect. We respect 
God when we tithe ten percent of 
our funds. We are saying to God, 
“OK God, I recognize that it is You 
who gave me this income. I trust 
You with everything! To prove it, 

here is a portion of what you have 
given me.”  

Point three Tithing is trusting God 
with everything. If you put your 
trust totally in God, He promises 
that He will take care of you. I can 
tell you first hand that this is true. 
Malachi 3: 8-12: “Should people 

cheat God? Yet you have cheated 
me! “But you ask, ‘What do you 
mean? When did we ever cheat 
you?’ “You have cheated me of the 
tithes and offerings due to me. You 
are under a curse, for your whole 
nation has been cheating me. Bring 
all the tithes into the storehouse so 
there will be enough food in my 
Temple. If you do,” says the Lord of 
Heaven’s Armies, “I will open the 
windows of heaven for you. I will 
pour out a blessing so great you 
won’t have enough room to take it 
in! Try it! Put me to the test! Your 
crops will be abundant, for I will 
guard them from insects and dis-
ease. Your grapes will not fall from 
the vine before they are ripe,” says 
the Lord of Heaven’s Armies. “Then 
all nations will call you blessed, for 
your land will be such a delight,” 
says the Lord of Heaven’s Armies.” 

You see, God gave us a promise 

that if we tithe, He will provide. 
Turn to Hebrews chapter 6 verse 
18.  There we find one thing that 
God cannot do. He cannot lie.  

So, God has given both his promise 
and his oath. These two things are 
unchangeable because it is impos-
sible for God to lie. Therefore, we 

who have fled to him for refuge 
can have great confidence as 
we hold to the hope that lies 
before us. God will take care of 
you, I guarantee it!  

Tithe is not only important for 
your benefit, but it is a direct 
command from God. It does not 
matter how much or how little 
you earn in a given week or 
month, but please tithe off of it. 
If this is not your home church, 
then be faithful to your home 
church. You will not regret it.  

I have a question for you? Do you 
trust God in everything? If not, I 
would love to pray with you.  

What a better time of year to start 
tithing to your local church. I en-
courage you to start this New Year 
by trusting God with everything, 
even the crops He has given you. 

 

Please contact me as I’d love to 

hear from you!  

 
Pastor Jeremy Empie                                
Jeremy@TheBethesdaHouse.org          
(641) 569-7024 Ext. 101                           
Bethesda House 201 High Avenue East 
Oskaloosa, Iowa 52577-2838                
Office Number: (641) 569-7024          
Church Service Time: Saturdays, 6:00 P.M. 
(Meet & Greet) 6:30 P.M. (Worship)     
Web Site: www.TheBethesdaHouse.org 
Blog: www.BornForChallenges.org Like Us 
& Watch Our Weekly Services Live: 
www.FaceBook.com/OskaloosaChurch 
 

http://www.FaceBook.com/OskaloosaChurch


The Days,                 
The Moments               
By Jennifer Christie 

 

There are some stories that are 
easier to get through if they are 
strongly edited. Take away some of 
the ugliness.  Maybe sand out the 
rough patches and present the 
whole thing with a tidy bow.  I'm 
not going to do that, this is not one 
of those stories. I want you to wit-
ness firsthand what a tremendous 
God we serve. How great is His 
love. 

2014 

The air was thick. Syrupy. My body 
felt heavy but my spirit...empty. 
Nothing left. He had taken it.  

5 weeks ago when the 
world changed.  

I'd been out of town on business, 
staying in a hotel for the week. 
Rushing to escape the snow one 
day, I wasn't paying attention to 
anything around me. I didn't realize 
I had been followed from the park-
ing lot. I got into my room and 
turned to close the door, to see a 
man in the doorway. They say that 
in moments of danger, your in-
stinct is fight or flight. But it isn't so 
simple. You could freeze. You could 
freeze because there is no way this 
is real. No way is this happening to 
you. Even if it's only for a breath, a 
heartbeat. Freezing will cost you. 
Dearly.  He punched me in the 
head. Though dazed, I fought. I 
fought as ribs broke and fingers 
snapped until I understood that I 
was making it worse. I tried to dis-
appear somewhere inside myself 
then Matthew 10:28 came to mind: 
"Do not fear those who kill the 

body but cannot kill the soul". At 
some point, I lost consciousness.  

My next memory is the sound of a 
woman screaming for help and 
covering my body with her coat 
though I was already blanketed 
with snow. She wore the uniform 
of a hotel housekeeper. It ap-
peared as though I was tossed 
down the stairs behind the hotel 
that led to the dumpsters. I don't 
remember much. In the hospital I 
would be treated for the broken 
bones, internal damage, and a 
brain bleed. Nothing made sense.  

5 weeks later. 

I still couldn't wrap my head 
around it. The world was a differ-
ent place and I was a different 
woman. Away for work again, the 
air was still syrupy.  I had com-
mitted to this trip months before, it 
seemed smart to go, at the time.  
At home, I was jumping at shad-
ows. I couldn't eat or sleep. We 
thought a change of scenery might 
help, but as I slid onto the metal 
examining table and stared at the 
ultrasound screen, I would have 
given anything for a familiar hand 
to hold. Grainy black and white 
snow. Meaningless shapes. Then I 
saw it. Tiny. But unmistakable. This 
little pea. I knew what that was. I'd 
seen them before.  I could practi-
cally hear the world telling me: 
You're pregnant from a brutal rape. 
You should be angry. Horrified! Re-
sentful. But... in that moment? The 
darkest of my life? That pea was 
light. Hope. MY baby. And I 
smiled… 

I wouldn't be home for several 
days and I needed to tell my hus-
band. After 2 decades and 4 chil-
dren, we'd been through a lot. 

Nothing like this though. 

He picked up on the first ring.  

"Are you sitting down?" - I didn't 
want to drag this out. 

"I'm pregnant." 

There was only a moment of si-
lence. Then in a calm, reassuring 
voice,  

"Ok". 

"Ok?? What's okay? What do we 
tell our families? Everyone knows 
you had a vasectomy years ago!" 

"Honey. This child is a gift. This is 
something beautiful that's come 
from someone so painful. We love 
babies.  We can do this."  

The question of forgiveness comes 
up frequently. Often enough that 
on one particularly trying day, I 
wrote the following in response. I 
pray it will speak to someone to-
day. 

"It’s not the day. It's the days. It’s 
the moments. 

I am uncomfortable. A vast under-
statement.  I sip milkshakes 
through a straw and take little bites 
of pudding that I can't taste be-
cause it's all I can manage.  I had 
two back molars pulled yesterday. 
Teeth that shattered some months 
ago during a spate of uncontrolla-
ble seizures. Seizures that resulted 
from the head injury I sustained 
during the attack.  I ignored the 
pain in my mouth until infection 
set in and now here I sit. All chip-
munk cheeks and popping ibu-
profen that isn't touching my pain. 
But my toddler here is a tempest, 
(as toddlers tend to be), and needs 
a caregiver who isn't on a con-
trolled substance. 

Continued... 



Being sober minded however has 
its disadvantages. I can't help but 
think about the origin of my pain... 

And I find myself in the position of 
needing to forgive.  When I men-
tion forgiveness, People assume 
that I mean the rape. That one     
day.  That nightmarish morning in-
to afternoon.  They wouldn't be 
entirely wrong, but it's more than 
that. 

Not the day. The days The mo-
ments. 

It's the call that will have to be 
made to our landlord...Again... 
Apologizing for not being able to 
make rent this month because eve-
rything we had went to fix my 
mouth.  It's the blood that won't 
come out of the bedsheets because 
even after four surgeries there is 
internal damage that remains.  It's 
the loss of independence when my 
epilepsy requires a driver, A cook, 
A babysitter. 

I feel angry. I ask "Why me?" I 
briefly think back to my life before 
it all. 

Not the day.  The days.  The mo-
ments. 

C.S.Lewis said that “Everyone 
thinks forgiveness is a lovely idea 
until they have something to for-
give”. 

For me, for many, it isn't an idea. 
It's a daily reality. If you are a fol-
lower of Christ, forgiveness is more 
than a suggestion. It's a command.  
And not just for ourselves.  I for-
give, for my joyful baby. All light 
and love.  I forgive, for my older 
sons are growing into the good 
men of tomorrow.  For my daugh-
ter who watches me, seeing how a 
woman of faith responds when in 

the valley.  For my devoted hus-
band who needs and deserves a 
helpmate who is present and 
whole.  And I forgive for myself.  
For my Savior.  So I may become 
that empty vessel, that tool in His 
Hands as He molds me into the 
woman I was born to be.   

I'm not looking for pity.  I don't 
want praise.  I write to anyone else 
out there who lives in this challeng-
ing place of seemingly endless for-
giveness.  

Recognize the blessing in disguise.  
Spiritual battles, of every sort, keep 
us on our knees.  The only way 
battles can be won. 

So today.  Swollen and weary, I for-
give  Seventy times seven and    
beyond.  

I forgive.  The day.  The days.  The 
moments.  I forgive. 

 

“He heals the broken hearted and 
binds up their wounds.”           
Psalms 147:3 

 

 

 

 

Anti And 
Pro-abortionists 
Unite!                            
By Chris Rose 

 

If you caught the not long ago digi-
tally published editorial, by the Des 
Moines Register, Drew Zahn, Com-
munications Director of The Family 
Leader stands up against the Regis-
ter's Rehka Basu who asserts that 
science has not established the beat-
ing heart of a fetus equal to that of a 
newborn’s heart beating.  Zahn, like 

a machine gun rat a tat tat's evi-
dence to the contrary.  
 
Between you, me, and anyone with 
a smidgen of common sense, life 
begins at conception. Certainly a 
zygote found on the planet Mars 
would have the National Aero-
nautics and Space Administration 
shouting "mission accomplished!"  
But seemingly in the minds of liber-
al zealots a zygote is as unimportant 
as the dried out turkey left over 
from thanksgiving dinner.  
 
Forever captured in publication is 
Rehka Basu's support of the un-
born?  She may be unaware that 
making the following statement, 
concerning the states’ representing 
attorney, could give Judge Michael 
Huppert something more to consid-
er as he sorts out recent arguments 
of whether the heart beat bill is 
grossly unconstitutional.  Huppert 
admits that his decision may very 
well take the allowable 60 days.  
Here’s Basu’s statement "...his cen-
tral argument hinged on a premise 
that has never been recognized as 
fact: That a fetus becomes a baby 
once it has a heartbeat". Basu con-
tinues to swaddle the unborn, seem-
ingly understanding conservative 
wisdom.  "Had that been estab-
lished, the U.S. Supreme Court 
wouldn't have recognized women's 
constitutional right to abortions in 
its 1973 landmark ruling on Roe v. 
Wade." Basu essentially puts the 
baby down for its nap after solidify-
ing abortion as a belief system say-
ing, "They wouldn't sanction legal 
murder". Meaning that if the U.S. 
Supreme Court ruled against wom-
en's constitutional right to an abor-
tion the states would not sanction or 
authorize what would therefore be 
considered murder.  
 
So, let me ask again. Has Rehka 
Basu, who some say is too far left 
to comprehend, begun to set the 
record straight? Has science already 
proven a fetus to be, in fact, a baby?    



He Is Always With Me! 
By Patricia Butin 

 

I was on my way to work one morning, 

from my home in Sully, to one of my 

seven weekly cleaning jobs in nearby 

Newton.  But the early morning fog 

was so thick I could barely see the 

sides of the road well enough to keep 

me on the Killduff road.  I hoped the 

fog wouldn’t be this bad up on the 

interstate.   

“Lord, please let me see well enough 

to get me safely through this mess,” I 

prayed, as I slowly continued on.  

Then, as I cautiously came up over a 

hill several miles still south of I-80, I 

could just make out a really scary sce-

ne up ahead.  Two big yellow school 

buses were sitting front end down in 

the ditch on my side of the road!  I 

slowed down even more and came to 

the top of the hill where a sheriff’s 

officer was standing in the middle of 

the road, his arm out, signaling me to 

stop.  Even through the fog I could see 

several car lined up n the opposite 

lane beyond him.  I also could jut bare-

ly see other men down in the ditch, 

looking in the windows of the busses. 

Evidently the drivers had just started 

out on their morning routes, so there 

were no students on board either bus.  

Apparently neither driver seemed to 

have been hurt when they went into 

the ditch, thank God!  I could clearly 

see His hand in this situation.  Every-

one was safe in what could have been 

a very bad accident.   

“Thank You, Lord, for keeping us all 

safe on this dark day”, I whispered.  

But then, I looked up into                   

my rearview mirror.  

“No!”  There, just barely visible 

through the fog, behind me, I could 

see the lights of another car speeding 

down the last hill.  He was going so 

fast I was sure he was not going to see 

us stopped here when he crested the 

hill or be able to slow down quickly 

enough to avoid crashing into y car.  I 

looked quickly to my right to see if the 

men there in the ditch saw him com-

ing.  They didn’t seem to see him at 

all.  Our two cars would surely crash 

down onto them when he hit me. 

I covered up my head, laid against the 

steering wheel and yelled “Oh God!”, 

and waited for the inevitable crash… 

Bu nothing happened.  I raised my 

head and looked behind me.  The car 

was not there.  I looked at the other 

ditch across the road.  Nothing.  I 

looked into this ditch.  The men down 

there were still just going about their 

investigation.  I looked forward but 

saw no sign of that other car’s tail 

lights going on up the road?  The 

officer who had stopped us was back 

in the middle of the road and mo-

tioned us all to move on as if nothing 

unusual had occurred.  I crept through 

the intersection, looking to the left 

and the right, hoping to see someone 

else who might have seen what I saw, 

or perhaps maybe the other car was in 

a ditch further up the road.  But no 

sign of anything out of the ordinary 

presented itself.  Had any of it even 

happened?  Or had I simply imagined 

it all.   

The fog had begun to dissipate by the 

time I made it to the Interstate, and 

even though I was pretty shook up and 

considered turning around and going 

back home, I really needed the day’s 

works so I went on, still shaking my 

head over the whole episode.   

But, life does go on and I eventually 

put it behind me.  But on foggy days, it 

all comes back to me and I always 

thank God again for looking after me.   

“Yea though I walk through the Valley 

of the shadow of Death, I will fear No 

evil for Thou art will me…” 

Psalm 23rd Psalm of David 

Several years later, on a foggy day 

much like that one, a customer from 

Sully came into the retail store where I 

was working at the time.  I knew her 

from back in the day and we talked 

about the fog.  I recounted my experi-

ence of that long past dark day and 

said that I still wasn’t sure it had really 

happened the way I remembered it.  

She gave me a strange look and then 

grinned.   

“Yes, it really did happen” she said.  “I 

was in the first car stopped in the oth-

er lane on that hill.  That guy came 

speeding up behind you, swerved 

around your car, then mine, and sped 

on down the road  He never even 

slowed down  The officer who had us 

all stopped had stepped away toward 

the ditch and didn’t seem to even see 

him go by.”  Wow! 

One thing we both agreed on.  The 

Lord was watching over that fog-

covered hill top that day, keeping all 

of us safe.   

“Had I simply imagined     

it all?”   



His Grace      
By La Vonne Maxwell 
 

 

Stuart Hamblen was 
born October 20, 
1908, in Kellyville, 
Texas, the son of a 
traveling Methodist 
preacher and died 
March 8, 1989, in 
Santa Monica.  He 
studied to be a teach-
er, but having a 
strong desire to write 
songs lead him to 
move to California. 

He frequently ap-
peared in B-movies 
and also hosted his 
own radio show.  
Many times he was 
jailed for excessive 
drinking and brawl-
ing, and the roles he played in the 
movies often depicted the reality 
of his life.  Stuart pursued his song 
writing and achieved a   Top 10 
country hit, “Remember Me, I'm 
the One Who Loves You”. 

In 1949 the Los Angeles Crusade 
with Billy Graham was not getting 
any publicity with the press, so 
Henrietta Mears, a bible teacher, 
decided to invite Billy to her home 
to meet several Hollywood person-
alities.  Stuart Hamblen, who host-
ed a popular radio show and still 
heavily involved in drinking and 
carousing, was there.   

Graham took an immediate inter-
est in Stuart, but as the crusade 
drew to an end, there was no sign 
of any change in Stuart's life.  For-
tunately, it was decided to hold the 
crusade for another few weeks.      

It was while attending one of these 

meetings at the suggestion of his 
wife that Hamblen requested a 
meeting with Graham.  During their 
meeting the next morning Ham-
blen surrendered his life to Christ.   

Late one night as he thought about 
writing a song, the clock began 
to strike the hour of midnight.  
He immediately began writing, 
“The chimes of time ring out the 
news...”   He finished the song in 
a matter of minutes which was a 
record-setting time for him. 

This song should be a reminder 
that God can do anything and 
“what He's done for others, He'll 
do for you.”  I began playing this 
song on the piano as a young 
girl, and it still encourages me 
today.   
 
I hope it will do the same for 

you.  Interestingly, it was Stuart's 
neighbor, John Wayne, who sug-
gested he write this song. 

IT IS NO SECRET (WHAT GOD CAN DO) 

 

The chimes of time ring out the news, another day is through 

Someone slipped and fell, Was that someone you? 

You may have longed for added strength, your courage to renew 

Do not be disheartened, for I bring hope to you. 

 

It is no secret what God can do 

What he's done for others, He'll do for you 

With arms wide open, He'll pardon you 

It is no secret what God can do. 

 

There is no night for in His light you'll never walk alone 

Always feel at home, Wherever you may roam 

There is no power can conquer you when God is on your side, 

Just take Him at His promise, don't run away and hide. 

 



  
Precious Heart what do you hear? 

Do you know the treasure set before you dear? 
This soul before you Takes a Life Time to mature and ocean of depth 

to explore. 
The Unseen in this being is so much more. 

And a relationship to open New Horizons and freedom of deeds to 
make and form this being into something more than gold and dia-

monds and material things. 

The granted we take we should be ashamed of, for the outside is the 
vessel and the inside is the treasure and that will be made known. 

Precious Heart what do you see. 
Do you see a heart of a king. 

Do you understand what's inside this being? 

Don't quickly judge l from the outside the inside for the measure you 
judge you will be judged by. 

Don't dismiss somebody whose there and when you choose to speak 
let your words Be with care. 

You represent the Lord and not your daily fare. 
Don't let your opinion be what that Precious Heart will hear. 

Let words of life light their way. 
And let it be the words of Jesus that you say. 

 

Sandra Garr  

Hey there, I‘m lame, but my story isn’t.  While 

faced with a crippling health crisis from a Fluo-

roquinolone antibiotic, God never ceased to 

work miraculously in my trial.  Life threw me 

some dung, but God is teaching me how to use 

it as fertilizer to grow my mustard of faith.  

Amy Moser 



Immigration                                 

By Norm Rozendaal 

Is it needed for us to sustain      
ourselves? 

 

Last year, and all the years since 
1990, the US took in 1 million legal 
immigrants.  This body of people 
comes here for a better way of life 
from countries that don’t have the 
opportunities we offer here.  The 
world is a poor place with count-
less millions living in sheer poverty 
and squalor.  This incredibly small 
number of one million immigrants 
doesn’t even make a dent in the 80 
million that are added to the world 
poor every year.   Those who speak 
out for more immigration into our 
great country are fooling them-
selves, believing it is making a 
difference. 

Those who immigrate legally are 
some of the best that this immi-
grant population has to offer.  They 
are diligent enough to have fol-
lowed the rules set down for their 
arrival and wait the proper time to 
do so.  They are, for the most part, 
hard-working and have the drive to 
learn and achieve in their new cul-
ture.  They rear their children with 
the desire that they get an ad-
vanced education. They learn our 
language, follow our laws, and hon-
or our flag and our national holi-

days.  These people seem to excel, 
sometimes greater than our natu-
ral born population.  Many become 
educated and skilled in various 
trades needed here as they be-
come a vital part of our culture.  
This is what made America from 
the start. 

Now let’s evaluate the illegal aliens 
who sneak in here, crossing our 
borders by breaking our laws.  They 
are uneducated, poor, unskilled, 
and many times have been in-
volved in criminal activity.  These 
poachers come here waving the 
flag of their native country and 
work off the grid for cash on a daily 
basis.  They live undocumented yet 
seem to have mastered the skill of 
using our welfare system.  Where 
large portions of this alien popula-
tion are congregated, they choose 
not to speak our language.  They 
demand that government papers 
be in their native tongue.  They 
comprise 63% of the welfare dol-
lars we extend to recipients.  Many 
become leaches on the state con-
sequently bankrupting our local 
governments, hospitals, and wel-
fare systems.  Some of these abus-
es are self-inflicted because the 
elite, bleeding heart liberals run-
ning the show have created sanctu-
ary cities and safe harbor for the 
law breakers.  This, being done for 
the self-gratification of being hu-
manitarian, gives them the warm 

fuzzy feeling of really helping the 
poor and down-trodden.  This, I 
contend, is done by spending 
someone else’s money and gets 
them votes so they can stay in 
office.  

Now let’s evaluate why we might 
need to have an influx of immi-
grant peoples into the US.  Our 
birth rate is down to an unstaining 
rate, and we are not replenishing 
ourselves with the next generation 
to fill the void when we leave this 
planet.  

What could be the reason for this? 

I will give you my evaluation as to 
why we are not producing offspring 
in great enough numbers to sustain 
our present population.  The gov-
ernment and our economic system 
are the culprit.  Our government 
has become so large and bloated 
with all the “necessities” that our 
bureaucrats have put in place to 
satisfy their voter base that our tax 
structure takes the best of all the 
pay checks right off the top.   

Our keeping up with the “Joneses” 
who have the things that entice 
have placed a needless burden on 
the newly established marriage.  
Young folks are waiting longer to 
marry, and once they have done so 
they pursue their careers until the 
biological clock is about to run out.                     

Continued... 



Some choose to cohabitate and 
never marry.  They have deter-
mined the costs incurred and the 
time required to rear children are 
greater than the desire to have a 
large family.  Many of the young 
folks who seek to achieve the eco-
nomic rung on the ladder of suc-
cess will sacrifice the family struc-
ture that comes with rearing the 
children while getting “things” that 
seem so vital at the time.  

One more very real cause of declin-
ing population is what has occurred 
since Roe V Wade.  sixty million 
babies have been murdered in the 
womb leaving a deficit of people to 
fill the ranks of citizens.  Our own 
careless disregard for God’s great-
est gift has left us broken in the 
standpoint of not having enough 
young people to replenish an aging 
population. 

What is success?  

That is something different to eve-
ry one of us, but the affluent socie-
ty has carved out a path that seems 
to say: we have to have the nice 
things, be monetarily self-
sustaining, and build a nest egg for 
future retirement.  This is para-
mount in one’s life.  It is sad that 
the real values in life are over-
looked while reaching for the brass 
ring of success.  I haven’t seen a 
dying man yet ask for his check 
book.  He wishes to be with his 
family when the final curtain is 
called.  I would hope that the 
young generation awakens to the 
realization of what they are doing 
and change their habits to encour-
age larger families, thus turning the 
tide that is moving in the wrong 
direction.  

 

Does Government 
“Help” Prevent 
Growth?                     
By John Hendrickson 
 
 

The Iowa legislature is already 
making progress in creating a 
more friendly economic environ-
ment for job creators by passing 
needed tax reform legislation. The 
tax reform bill signed into law by 
Governor Kim Reynolds begins the 
process of reducing Iowa’s high in-
dividual and corporate tax rates. In 
addition, this legislation also calls 
for a strenuous review of Iowa’s 
many business tax credits, which 
will total over $400 million in 2018.  
 
It is argued that tax credits are nec-
essary in the economic develop-
ment wars because Iowa is com-
peting with other states to lure 
businesses. This economic develop-
ment competition has even been 
compared to an arms race be-
tween states as they try to outma-
neuver one another to attract em-
ployers. The question must be 
asked if taxpayers in Iowa are 
getting the value from all the cost 
of the tax credits? 
 
A recent study published by the 
Mercatus Center at George Mason 
University by economists Peter T. 
Calcagno and Frank L. Hefner con-
tends that states with high tax 
rates and heavy regulatory burdens 
often utilize tax credits and other 
incentives to attempt to make up 
for broader fiscal policies that dis-
courage economic growth.          

Calcagno and Hefner argue that 
“targeted development incentives 
may compensate in part for loca-
tional characteristics that make a 
state’s economic policies and cli-
mate unattractive.”  
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Tax credits and incentives are often 
utilized to disguise both high tax 
rates and regulations. Iowa’s high 
individual and corporate income 
tax rates are examples of economic 
policies that deter economic 
growth. Calcagno and Hefner note 
that “state individual income tax 
burdens lead to a higher probabil-
ity of offering firms a megadeal.” 
 
As expected, businesses will also 
use tax credits and incentives to 
their advantage in attempting to 
play competing governments off 
one another to get a better deal. 
Calcagno and Hefner claim this al-
lows businesses to engage in rent-
seeking, which “takes the form of 
firms employing resources to lobby 
for tax breaks and other subsidies 
that add to owners’ profits…”  
 
In addition to rent-seeking, tax 
credits and incentives also lack 
transparency, that is, the taxpayer 
does not always have a clear un-
derstanding if they are having the 
intended impact. These credits and 
incentives may even trick taxpayers 
because they may see the result of 
new jobs in a community, which is 
a positive, but they do not see the 
impact on other sectors or other 
communities. “The jobs ‘created’ at 
a new plant are easily visible to the 
state or local community; voters 

will not see the jobs that are lost 
elsewhere in the economy due to 
higher tax burdens imposed on 
other businesses and consumers,” 
argue Calcagno and Hefner. 

 
Iowa’s policymakers have a chance 
to further evaluate our numerous 
tax credits and complex tax code. 
Many special interest voices will be 
heard proclaiming that their re-
spective tax credit is essential and 
must be protected, but it is time 
for our economy to stop being de-
pendent on government incentives 
for economic growth. Iowa would 
be better served to build upon the 
recent tax reform efforts by contin-
uing to lower both the individual 
and corporate tax rates.  
 
Creating a pro-growth economic 
policy that lowers tax rates, reduc-
es regulations, and limits govern-
ment spending is not easy to 
achieve. Although these policies 
lead to the best formula for eco-
nomic growth and opportunities, 
many policymakers find it easier to 
continue the status quo. Iowa is 
fighting to create economic 
growth, retain population, and 
attract new residents. United 
States Representative David Brat (R
-VA) recently wrote that “people 
fed up with high tax, slow growth 

areas of the country migrate in 
large quantities to low tax, high 
growth areas of the country.”  
 
The states that are realizing the 
greatest growth in terms of popu-
lation are not the high tax and reg-
ulatory states, but rather states 
that are doing the opposite. States 
such as Florida, Texas, and even 
rural agricultural states such as 
North Dakota are gaining popula-
tion because of pro-growth poli-
cies.  
 
If Iowa wants to increase economic 
growth, create more jobs and op-
portunities, and make our state 
more welcoming to businesses and 
entrepreneurs, policymakers need 
to implement pro-growth fiscal pol-
icies. The legislature may find that 
some tax credits are serving the 
interests of the taxpayer, but when 
it comes to business tax credits we 
should learn from the late econo-
mist Henry Hazlett who wrote that 
“government ‘encouragement’ to 
business is sometimes as much to 
be feared as government hostility.” 

 

 

John Hendrickson is a Policy Analyst with 

Iowans for Tax Relief, West Des Moines, 
Iowa 
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Agree to Disagree        
By Dr. William Tarbell 

 

Not long ago a retired Presbyterian 
minister traveled to Kanab, Utah to 
attend a wedding reception in hon-
or of a friend’s daughter. When he 
arrived, he found a small 
campground where he pitched his 
tent and went off to the celebra-
tion. Upon his return he discovered 
a couple from an Eastern state had 
camped next to him. A conversa-
tion ensued. 

At first, friendly greetings were ex-
changed. Then the couple raised 
some political points. Differences 
of opinion between them and the 
minister emerged, but the conver-
sation remained positive.  

Since the minister mentioned his 
knowledge of religious issues, the 
woman was prompted to raise the 
issue of abuse, as reported in the 
media, in the Catholic Church. She 
declared that Catholics have a ma-
jor problem. The minister respond-
ed that in his more than forty years 
of ministry experience he had dealt 
with seven cases of abuse com-
mitted by Protestant clergy. He al-
so knew of a number of offenses 
which occurred in religious circles 
other than Catholic. The woman 
seemed displeased. 

She next asked if issues around hu-
man sexuality had something to do 
with controversy in the Presbyteri-
an community and other mainline 
Protestant churches. The retired 
clergyman briefly outlined how ma-
jor disagreements in those bodies 
developed and were handled. He 
pointed out that patient, thorough 
due process was discarded in favor 
of political pressure and manipula-

tion of church courts and assem-
blies. This resulted in congrega-
tions and individuals feeling disen-
franchised and leaving to join or 
form different denominations. Ma-
jor changes in church practice, such 
as blessing same-sex relationships 
and marriage, became a divisive 
wedge pushing people apart. The 
lady became even more dis-
pleased. 

Well, at least, she said, same-sex 
persons are much less likely to 
commit sexual abuse than other 
people. Somewhat taken aback by 
her assertion, the preacher ex-
plained that all his experience, re-
search and doctoral studies made 
it clear that all types of individuals, 
no matter how they are identified, 
can be involved in sexual abuse. He 
listed several examples. Eighty per-
cent of offenses in Catholic circles 
were reported to be of a homosex-
ual nature against young men. 
There are high rates of abuse 
against students in public schools. 
In one small town where he 
served, the chief of police informed 
him of fourteen cases of older 
teens, girls and boys, offending 
against younger children.  

Before he could explain further 
how pervasive sexual abuse is in 
our society, the lady stated flatly, “I 
guess we’ll have to agree to disa-
gree!” Then she rose from her 
chair, turned her back, and 
stomped off to her tent. Instantly, 
the Presbyterian retiree was filled 
with anger. Not sure why, he got in 
his car and drove into the dark de-
sert night, praying for understand-
ing as the nearby mountains pre-
sented their vague silhouettes 
against the starry sky.  

The answer to his prayer came in 

the form of an “aha” moment. He 
realized that over the years, on the 
countless occasions when someone 
said to him, usually with a conde-
scending smile, “We’ll have to 
agree to disagree” the statement 
meant anything but agreement. 
Everyone who made that procla-
mation meant that they were going 
to ignore any facts presented and 
go on doing whatever they wished, 
regardless of the destructive im-
pact their ideas or actions may 
have on the community. 

What is absolutely essential is to 
agree to follow the facts down to 
the roots of our brokenness and 
agree to travel the enormously 
difficult road together to the God-
given principles of life, asking for 
divine assistance every step of the 
way. 

He pulled over and looked up into 
the star bright heavens. “Dear God, 
please give me the patience, perse-
verance, and wisdom I need to 
break through the shield of igno-
rance and denial we have erected 
around our foolishness.”  

 

When you lose a loved one do you know 

what to do? 

www.gloriadixon.com 



 “No matter what you have done, no 

matter how far you may have trav-

eled away from God, His hand is 

still reaching out to you today.  You 

can be the Sheep of His Hand.  God 

is ready to bring you “New Life” 

through His Son Jesus.  If you are 

ready for a new start, then make a 

new start with Jesus today...  

It’s simple.  Every person born is 

dead in trespasses and sin, and eve-

ry person born needs “New Life”.  

When you ask Jesus to come into 

your life you are asking for Him to 

make you whole, a new creation.  

Your sins are then put onto Jesus 

and His righteousness is put into 

you.  This is God’s plan for His cre-

ation.  It is finished, sin will no 

longer have dominion over you. 

You’ve probably heard that Jesus 

died on the cross for your sins.  

This means that the death of 

Jesus has paid the price for 

every man’s sin.  You see sin 

needs a death payment.  It 

will either be you or Jesus.  

Since Jesus already paid that 

price and has risen from the 

dead, declaring that sin is de-

feated, the “ball” is now in 

your court.   

Salvation is literally on the 

tip of your tongue.  “...because, if 

you confess with your mouth that 

Jesus is Lord and believe in your 

heart that God raised Him from the 

dead, you will be saved.”  

Romans 10:9 ESV 
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