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Yes, you read it right.  Does it bother you to see it written like that?  It does me.  So many people don’t see the harm in the “shorthand” version of CHRISTMAS.  If you look closely at it when we write it that way, we’ve taken Christ out of Christmas.

How often do we do that in real life without even thinking about it?  Christmas becomes all about presents and Santa Claus and trees and cookies and reindeer and decorations and shopping and on and on and on.  

Where is the real reason for the season?  It is Jesus’ birthday!  Let’s celebrate it.  Do something special to emphasize the true meaning.  Some people go to midnight mass or the hanging of the greens.  Some people read the story of Jesus’ birth from the bible.  We have been buying a birthday cake for the last few years so that our kids understand it is someone’s birthday.  We even blow out candles and then Jesus lets us open up gifts.

Whatever you and your family may choose to do to remember the birth of our savior, I hope it becomes or remains a tradition.

I wish you all a wonderful holiday season. Remember to keep Christ in CHRISTMAS! 


Notes from Friends

I really appreciate all of the things I’ve been receiving, and I’m including them each month…  

Christa,

Just had a chance to read November’s newsletter.  THE BEST YET.  Very touching testimonies and I loved "the letter in the night".  It really touched home.  With Gods help I will work harder on my shortcomings.

Thank you and God Bless.

Kathy

Christa- 
I enjoyed your questionnaire and most of all your newsletters!!  I read them here at work and find that there's always something in there that touches my heart and gives me strength.  Thank you!! 

 Dianna Bailey
*Please see NOTE at end of this month’s CBRN*

Did I read that sign right? 
In an office: 
TOILET OUT OF ORDER...... PLEASE USE FLOOR BELOW 

In a Laundromat: 
AUTOMATIC WASHING MACHINES: PLEASE REMOVE ALL YOUR CLOTHES WHEN THE LIGHT GOES OUT 

In a London department store: 
BARGAIN BASEMENT UPSTAIRS 

In an office: 
WOULD THE PERSON WHO TOOK THE STEP LADDER YESTERDAY PLEASE BRING IT BACK OR FURTHER STEPS WILL BE TAKEN 

In an office: 
AFTER TEA BREAK STAFF SHOULD EMPTY THE TEAPOT AND STAND UPSIDE DOWN ON THE DRAINING BOARD 

Outside a secondhand shop: 
WE EXCHANGE ANYTHING - BICYCLES, WASHING MACHINES, ETC. WHY NOT BRING YOUR WIFE ALONG AND GET A WONDERFUL BARGAIN? ``

Notice in health food shop window: 
CLOSED DUE TO ILLNESS 
Spotted in a safari park: 
ELEPHANTS PLEASE STAY IN YOUR CAR 

Seen during a conference: 
FOR ANYONE WHO HAS CHILDREN AND DOESN'T KNOW IT, THERE IS A DAY CARE ON THE 1ST FLOOR 

Notice in a farmer's field: 
THE FARMER ALLOWS WALKERS TO CROSS THE FIELD FOR FREE, BUT THE BULL CHARGES. 

On a repair shop door: 
WE CAN REPAIR ANYTHING. (PLEASE KNOCK HARD ON THE DOOR - THE BELL DOESN'T WORK) 

Prayer Requests

This newsletter is becoming a great way to get the word out to our horse-show family when someone is in need of prayer.  If everyone would just take a few minutes when you receive your letter and pray over it and the names on this list…we may see miracles happen. 

*Beaty Family* in Tulsa, OK needs our prayers.  Their foster daughter, Joie  is a teenager and needs our prayers for her to get through some issues.   She is being admitted to a long-term facility.  The family gave only a few details but they wanted me to tell all you parents to take notice of your kids.  They thought everything was fine; Joie was getting good grades and active in church and school.  They said it can happen to anyone.
*Frank Crowson and his family.  He had a massive heart attack and is still in the hospital unconscious. We aren't sure if he will make it and if 
he does, what kind of brain damage has been done. He is in his late 40's with a wife and 2 daughters.  He is a very good Father and friend.

*Junior, Michelle and Lindsey Kay Reichert* Junior and family are in the process of relocating to Ohio.  As of now, Michelle is staying in Oklahoma until their house sells.  They want to be reunited under one roof ASAP.  Keep them in your prayers.

*Update on Fred Bennett thanks to Valerie Snyder:

 I thought I would give you an update on Fred Bennett.  He is completely eaten up with the cancer and the doctors still say he is a walking miracle.  His oncologist said that only the good Lord knows when you are supposed to go, he is however; still having his chemo treatments, has started eating a little better but usually has to use a walker since he falls a lot.  Keep up the prayer efforts they are really helping out, especially when you consider that he was not supposed to make it past last March and here it is 8 months later. Keep Fred and family in your prayers!

*Joe Harrold*Joe's brain tumor is back and now it has spread down into his spinal cord. The doctors are not very optimistic.  The family will travel this next week to see more doctors. They have touched base with Sloan Kettering hospital in New York, the Cleveland Clinic and St Jude's. Hopefully someone out there can help him. Please keep him in your prayers. Thanks.
Rex, Kathy, Nick and Joe Harrold 

*Deserie and Joe 

Ingalls need our prayers.
Deserie lost her brother just a few days before leaving for NBHA world. He was 25 years old.  Her family has been through a lot of hard times in the past year.  Lets keep them in our prayers and let them know they have our support.

*Lacey Wright (Tim & Cindy Wright's daughter) is going to have to have tumors removed for the 3rd time in her thoracic and chest area.  Keep her and her family in your prayers.
Therefore I tell you, whatever you ask for in prayer, believe that you have received it, and it will be yours.

Mark 11:24

The Pink Dress
Author Unknown

There was this little girl sitting by herself in the
park.  Everyone passed by her and never stopped to see why she looked so sad.   Dressed in a worn pink dress, barefoot and dirty, the girl just sat and
watched the people go by.
She never tried to speak.  She never said a word.
Many people passed by her, but no one would stop.  The next day I decided to go back to the park in curiosity to see if the little girl would still be there.  Yes, she was there, right in the very spot where she was yesterday, and still with the same sad look in her eyes.
Today I was to make my own move and walk over to the little girl.  For as we all know, a park full of strange people is not a place for young children to play alone.  As I got closer I could see the back of the little girl's dress.  It was grotesquely shaped.  I figured that was the reason people just passed by and made no effort to speak to her.  Deformities are a low blow to our society and, heaven forbid if you make a step toward assisting someone who is different.
As I got closer, the little girl lowered her eyes slightly to avoid my intent stare.  As I approached her, I could see the shape of her back more clearly.
She was grotesquely shaped in a humped over form.   I smiled to let her know it was OK; I was there to help, to talk.  I sat down beside her and opened with a simple, "Hello."  The little girl acted shocked, and stammered a "hi", after a long stare into my eyes.
I smiled and she shyly smiled back. We talked until darkness fell and the park was completely empty.
I asked the girl why she was so sad.
The little girl looked at me with a sad face said,
"Because, I'm different."
 I immediately said, "That you are!” and smiled.
The little girl acted even sadder and said, "I
know."
 "Little girl," I said, "you remind me of an angel,
sweet and innocent."
She looked at me and smiled, then slowly she got to her feet and said,
"Really?"
 "Yes, you're like a little Guardian Angel sent to watch over all people walking by."                She nodded her head yes, and smiled.  With that she opened the back of her pink dress and allowed her wings to spread, then she said "I am."
"I'm your Guardian Angel," with a twinkle in her eye.
I was speechless -- sure I was seeing things.
She said, "For once you thought of someone other than yourself.
My job here is done".
I got to my feet and said, "Wait, why did no one
stop to help an angel?”
She looked at me, smiled, and said, "You're the only one that could see me," and then she was gone.
And with that, my life was changed dramatically.
So, when you think you're all you have, remember, your angel is always watching over you. 

For He will command His angels concerning you to guard you in all your ways…Psalm 91:11

Kicks and Giggles

THE SILENT TREATMENT

By: A witty woman!

 A man and his wife were having some problems at home and were giving each other the silent treatment. Suddenly the man realized that the next day he would need his wife to wake him at 5:00 AM for an early morning business flight. Not wanting to be the first to break the silence (and LOSE), he wrote on a piece of paper, "Please wake me at
5:00 AM."
 

He left it where he knew she would find it. The next morning the man woke up, only to discover it was 9:00 AM and he had missed his flight.
Furious, he was about to go and see why his wife hadn't wakened him when he noticed a piece of paper by the bed. The paper said, "It is 5:00 AM. Wake up."
 

Men are not equipped for these kinds of contests.

*Please see NOTE at end of this month’s CBRN*

THE CAB RIDE

Author Unknown

Twenty years ago, I   drove a cab for a living.  When I arrived at 2:30 a.m., the building was dark except for a single light in a ground floor window. Under these circumstances, many drivers would just honk once or twice, wait a minute, and then drive away.  But, I had seen too many impoverished people who depended on taxis as their only means of transportation.  Unless a situation smelled of danger, I always went to the door. This passenger might be someone who needs my assistance, I reasoned to myself.  So I walked to the door and knocked. "Just a minute", answered a frail, elderly voice.  I could hear something being dragged across the floor.  After a long pause, the door opened. A small woman in her 80's stood before me. She was wearing a print dress and a pillbox hat with a veil pinned on it, like somebody out of a 1940s movie.  By her side was a small nylon suitcase. The apartment looked as if no one had lived in it for years. All the furniture was covered with sheets.  There were no clocks on the walls, no knickknacks or utensils on the counters.  In the corner was a cardboard box filled with photos and glassware.

"Would you carry my bag out to the car?" she said. I took the suitcase to the cab, and then returned to assist the woman.  She took my arm and we walked slowly toward the curb.  She kept thanking me for my kindness.

"It's nothing", I told her. "I just try to treat my passengers the way I would want my mother treated".

"Oh, you're such a good boy", she said.

When we got in the cab, she gave me an address, and then asked, "Could you drive through downtown?"

"It's not the shortest way," I answered quickly.

"Oh, I don't mind," she said. "I'm in no hurry. I'm on my way to a hospice".

I looked in the rear-view mirror. Her eyes were glistening.

"I don't have any family left," she continued.  "The doctor says I don't have very long."

I quietly reached over and shut off the meter. "What route would you like me to take?" I asked.

For the next two hours, we drove through the city. She showed me the building where she had once worked as an elevator operator.

We drove through the neighborhood where she and her husband had lived when they were newlyweds. She had me pull up in front of a furniture warehouse that had once been a ballroom where she had gone dancing as a girl.

Sometimes she'd ask me to slow in front of a particular building or corner and would sit staring into the darkness, saying nothing.

As the first hint of sun was creasing the horizon, she suddenly said, "I'm tired. Let's go now."

We drove in silence to the address she had given me.  It was a low building, like a small convalescent home, with a driveway that passed under a portico.

Two orderlies came out to the cab as soon as we pulled up.  They were solicitous and intent, watching her every move. They must have been expecting her.

I opened the trunk and took the small suitcase to the door.  The woman was already seated in a wheelchair.

"How much do I owe you?" she asked, reaching into her purse.

"Nothing," I said.

"You have to make a living," she answered.

"There are other passengers," I responded.

Almost without thinking, I bent and gave her a hug. She held onto me tightly.

"You gave an old woman a little moment of joy," she said.  "Thank you."

I squeezed her hand, and then walked into the dim morning light.

Behind me, a door shut. It was the sound of the closing of a life.

I didn't pick up any more passengers that shift. I drove aimlessly lost in thought. For the rest of that day, I could hardly talk.

What if that woman had gotten an angry driver, or one who was impatient to end his shift?

What if I had refused to take the run, or had honked once, then driven away?

On a quick review, I don't think that I have done anything more important in my life.

We're conditioned to think that our lives revolve around great moments. But great moments often catch us unaware-beautifully wrapped in what others may consider a small one.

PEOPLE MAY NOT REMEMBER EXACTLY WHAT 'YOU DID, OR WHAT YOU SAID, ~BUT ~ THEY WILL ALWAYS REMEMBER HOW YOU MADE THEM FEEL.


My Baby Boy

By: Christa Conway

Little fingers wrap around

Mommy’s thumb

Sleepy eyes drifting off

And finally succumb.

His dreams must be

Precious and innocent…

Filled with giggles, smiles

Then warmth and contentment.

Now he’s a “big boy”

Doesn’t need to hold my hand

“I can do it by myself.”

On his own two feet he learns to stand.

From our baby to a little man

We watch our young son grow.

We pray for God to guide him

In the way that he should go.

NOTE:

This month’s issue is kind of slim on the original material.  Next month I plan on adding a few new “columns” and more of my own material.  I hope you all will check it out, and pass it on.  Until then here is one
Last & most important thought…

Jesus died as the final sacrifice.  All we have to do is believe that He beat death.  If we believe that and accept Him as our savior…we are promised eternal life with Him in Heaven.  You can’t earn your way into Heaven; you have to believe your way there.  So many people think they “aren’t good enough” to get to Heaven.  But salvation is a GIFT from God.  The bible tells me so…

All we have to do is accept that wonderful gift.  I know I have…won’t you?  

That if you confess with your mouth, “Jesus is Lord,” and believe in your heart that God raised him from the dead you will be saved.  For it is with your heart that you believe and are justified, and it is with your mouth that you confess and are saved.

Romans 10: 9-10

For God so loved the world that He gave His one and only Son that whosoever believes in Him shall not perish but have eternal life.
John 3:16

Contact Me

Christa Conway     12601 S. 200 W. Muncie, IN  47302

 vcgconway@msn.com
(765) 755-3427

(765) 744-7363

www.conwaycustoms.homestead.com 
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