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				Are not two sparrows sold for a farthing? And one of them shall not fall on the ground without your Father (Matthew 10:29).

				Sparrows don’t sing pretty and are very messy, which reminds me of the people we minister to. But thinking further, I realized that but for the grace and merciful forgiveness of God, I am just like the sparrows.

				The Sparrow Ministry ministers to homeless and hurting people at rescue missions in America. We help people obtain Bibles, speak at services, offer Christian counseling, provide free songbooks and other great reading material that God provides.

				I will help you...


				
						realize the Leadership of God

						appreciate the provisions of God

						listen to God speak to your heart

						realize value in immediate obedience to God

						trade random choice for intelligent design 

						know how to have peace with God

						accept Jesus’ love for you

				

				Flight of the Sparrow is a collection of 40 short stories of adventure and learning, from childhood to present, that helped mold the sparrow, Earl Nance, into being a child of God, serving as a missionary Evangelist to homeless people and others.


			

			
				



			

	


Detours, Discipleship and Dangling Participles


				A Truck Driver’s Stories, 
Poems and Songs

				Richard P. Ware
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				Click to watch author video


			

			
				



			

	


Thank You’s

				[image: Vignette 10.1.png]


				First and foremost I want to give a big shout out to God and to my Lord and Savior Jesus Christ who gave me the time and ability to write this book. To them belongs all the glory.

				Secondly, I believe God brings people across life’s path to assist and encourage us on our journey. There just aren’t enough pages in this book to thank all those who God has set in my path while writing this collection of short stories, poems, and songs, but I would like to move a few individuals to the front of the line. First is a young lady by the name of Loren George. “Thank you,” Loren for taking the time out of your busy senior schedule there at Park View High School to look over my short stories. Also moved to the front of the “thank you” line are Marilyn Damman and Joan Hellerich. Both of these ladies made red marks on my manuscript for which I am grateful! “Thank You both!”

				Finally, at the very front of the line is my Aunt Valeta Ware. She was there in the infancy of my writing career with her red ink pen. Teachers do that you know, so a very special, “Thank You,” for the encouragement to press forward with my writing career. And thanks for all the red ink on my drafts along the way. And a super very special ‘Thank You’ for pointing out my dangling participles!

				



			

	






			

			
				This book is dedicated to my Aunt Valeta Ware.


			

			
				



			

	


Dangling Participles

				[image: Vignette 10.1.png]


				He was preaching like a classic ‘57 Chevy Nomad.

				“I was called to preach the good news,” he said from the pulpit, “and even before I knew I was called to preach, God was molding me into a preacher.” Those were the first words to a sermon he was preaching on Sunday morning to a full house. Then, he went on to say, “As a boy in high school I was deathly afraid to read in front of my class. English class was a prison for me, and I think the warden knew it. When called on I would stand and my mouth started to tremble and my chin quivered. It was a horrible thing to see! I’d get tongue-tied and when I’d get my tongue untwisted the words just wouldn’t form.

				“Now at the time, and that was in 1972 when I was a senior in high school, I was totally convinced the English teacher knew it was cruel and unusual punishment to haphazardly pick on someone to read OUT LOUD in front of the class. I also believed my English teacher believed she was the warden of that classroom prison, and I was one of her captives. And being an inmate I had no say so whatsoever in the practices and procedures of her penitentiary. The long and the short of it was that it was her classroom – her jail – and her rules … period!

				“Now it needs to be noted that the warden didn’t go up the alphabet calling names in alphabetical order like you would expect, (so a person could at least know when his ‘time’ was near) and, she didn’t go row by row in the classroom so a person could at least brace for the hit. No, what the warden did was to unsystematically call someone’s name. That someone had to stand up and read a specified passage of the warden’s choosing in front of the entire class. Now, no one will ever persuade me that she didn’t know it wasn’t right to randomly call on a student to read out loud? And no one will ever convince me she didn’t know I was scared to death to speak in public. From my point of view, it was pretty obvious! I mean, when you take a beautiful steel body 1957 Thunderbird and he sounds like an old jalopy spitting and sputtering down the road when he speaks in public something’s gotta be wrong … right?

			

			
				“Well to make a long story short, I survived English class, just barely, and after my liberation from prison, I mean high school, life was good again.

				“The summer after graduation was busy for me. I found a job right after graduation, but even with the busyness of work, life for a recently released country boy without parole was boring, so in the fall of that year I joined the US Army and set my sights on new worlds. I got married in February 1973 and my bride accompanied me overseas; and two years later my wife and a new baby boy returned to the United States. I finished my service in the military in October 1975 and headed back home to Missouri. In the spring of 1976 I got the hair brain idea to attend college, and that fall I found myself at a small junior college in Trenton, Missouri.

				“Now you may not believe this, but right out of the gate, the first class the college counselor recommended was public speaking! Well needless to say, I thought my days of speaking in front of a bunch of people was over, but not so! Since that public speaking class was a general education requirement, I was determined to make the best of it. I made a conscious decision to take that college public speaking class my very first semester. And, like all beautifully well-built 1957 steel body Thunderbirds, I was determined to look, be, and do my very best!

				“The first day of class was a little scary but as it turned out it wasn’t too bad. The class was small, thank God, and everyone meandered in and found a seat. At the time, I wondered about those people who came in and seated themselves right up there on the front row. Teacher’s pet was my first thought! Now, me and some of the other cool guys moseyed in and found a comfortable seat way at the back of the class. But that didn’t last long! When the class started the speech teacher asked for all of us to move closer to the front. Then the instructor introduced herself and talked a little about speaking in public and said she looked forward to meeting each and every one of us. Then she wanted every one of us to stand up, introduce ourselves, and tell everyone in the class a little bit about ourselves.

			

			
				“She started with the front row and went row by row, which like I said earlier; I feel is the proper and ethical way of doing things so a person can brace for the hit. All was well and fine until it got to the beautiful well-built, sleek steel body ‘57 Thunderbird. I say ‘all was well until …’ because that’s when the trembling mouth, quivering chin, fumbling words, spitting and sputtering jalopy showed up again.

				“After class the professor came over to me and said she could tell I was really nervous but assured me that by the end of the semester I wouldn’t be so uneasy when I got up in front of a group of people to speak. I have to admit those words of encouragement went a long way for someone who felt like he was heading to the gallows for the second time.

				“The first week went by quickly. The professor went over the general rules and some proper procedures for speaking in public. Then came the dreaded day when we were assigned our first speech.

				“‘Pick a topic, any topic, and write a four to five minute speech,’ the professor instructed. We were given three days, which included the weekend, to write the speech and prepare to present it verbally before the class on Monday.

				“Feeling both excited and anxious, I quickly took to the task of writing my first speech and by Friday evening the first draft was finished. I will never forget the topic I chose. It was about the endangered animals on our planet. First I wrote about those animals that have already gone extinct … animals like the passenger pigeon and the dodo bird. Then I wrote about animals like the American bald eagle that was put on the endangered species list because of their dwindling numbers. To end the speech I wrote about the critically endangered species in the world like the snow leopard and blue whale. The numbers for both of these creatures were already so small that they were expected to go extinct by the end of the 20th century.

			

			
				“Saturday morning rolled around and I went back to campus to work on revisions and double check all my facts. I had just finished my fourth revision when I thought to myself, ‘I have an ace in the hole…I have Aunt Valeta!’ My aunt Valeta was, and is, a veteran school teacher and so I gave her a call and told her I was writing my first speech paper. ‘Will you look it over for me?’

				“‘Bring it on up. I’d be glad to look at it for you,’ she said. So Saturday evening I headed to New Boston, Missouri, where my uncle Clyde and aunt Valeta lived.

				“I took the papers into the house and thanked my aunt once again for taking the time to look at my speech. Then uncle Clyde and I headed outside to listen to the corn grow and talk about important issues like: How’s the fishing been? What are we going to do for deer season this year? Who’s favored to win the Super Bowl? You know important guy stuff! But this time I had a hidden purpose, I have to admit it was mostly to give my aunt time to admire my wonderfully well written, “A+” speech. At least that is what I expected to hear!

				“About an hour went by before I headed back into the house to receive my well-deserved accolades. Strutting up to my aunt like a proud old leghorn rooster I asked, “Well, what do you think?”

			

			
				“She said, ‘You’re dangling your participles.’

				“Startled I just said, “Huh?”

				“‘You’re dangling your participles,’ she said again as she handed me my papers.

				“And there it was in black and white (and red because you know how teachers like to write things in red on your papers). Yes, those stinking dangling particles were on several pages, and every dangling participle was circled in red ink and alongside of it, also in red ink, was the notation, ‘dangling participle.’ Now there can be no doubt there were dangling participles all over the place. And to beat all, I had no clue what a dangling participle was!

				“Well, I looked at the papers, then I looked at my aunt, then I looked back at the papers, then I looked at my aunt again, and then I said something that I will never forget. With a light hearted chuckle in my voice I said, “Well if my participles are dangling, they’ve been dangling for years because I just wrote this paper the way I talk!”

				“My aunt just snickered at what I believed to be a witty and hilarious comment, and then she told me that I’d done a pretty good job on the speech, other than the dangling participles, and if I cleaned those rascals up that I would have a really good speech. Then like the great teacher she is, she gave me some pointers on how to verbally present it to the class.

				“As I drove back to Trenton that night I thought about all those dangling participles. I even tried my best to digest the definition of a dangling participle. But I have to admit that even to this day the definition of a dangling participle is just gobbledygook to me.

				“The Webster’s Dictionary defines a dangling participle as follows:

			

			
				dangling participle – a participle (usually at the beginning of a sentence) apparently modifying a word other than the word intended: e.g., `flying across the country’ in `flying across the country the Rockies came into view’ … Now I ask you, does that gibberish make sense to anyone who isn’t a teacher?

				“But, and this is the kicker, I guess what really disturbed me that night as I drove back to Trenton was that now I had one more thing to contend with. Now when I gave my speech, before the class, on Monday not only would this beautifully well-built ‘57 Thunderbird fumble and stumble over his words … now this ole jalopy was going to spit and sputter down the road with dangling participles!

				“Monday rolled around and I gave the speech, and the professor said nothing about any dangling participles. In fact the rest of the semester rolled by and like my victory over senior English class in high school, this experience also turned out well. My semester grade turned out to be – now brace for it – it was an A-. Now I have to admit the true victory for me came not by way of overcoming my public speaking deficiencies, and it didn’t come by way of me overcoming those dangling participles. The victory came as I lost my fear of speaking in public.

				“You see, I still fumble and stumble over words when I read out loud in public. That’s a burden I will always bear! I guess I will always spit and sputter down the road like an old jalopy when I’m speaking before a crowd. And I’m pretty sure those stinkin’ dangling participles will always be somewhere close by. But it just doesn’t bother me like it did in my younger years. I think that’s because I am now confident that God made me the way I am. In His eyes I am ok. I’ve come to realize, and you may not know it, but some of you are dangling your participles as well. That is, everyone except Aunt Valeta!

				“I also want you to know I’ve come to recognize over the years that this beautiful well-built, classic 1957 steel body Thunderbird has morphed into a classic 1957 Chevy Nomad with a little rust forming in spots. Maybe I’m a little more robust, but I’m still a Classic! As I look back over the years I see how God has molded a young man who was scared to death to speak in public into an ole preacher who loves to assemble words on a blank canvas. I may still sound like an old jalopy that spits, sputters and backfires down the road as I speak those words aloud in public, but it won’t stop me from preaching. I may dangle my participles as I spit and sputter along the way, but I will make it as best I can to the end of this dusty ole road called life. Having said that, I’ve now made it to the end of another short trip in that journey…. May God bless!”

			

			
			

			
				



			

	


God Paints with Light

				Vast empty blackness

				An endless, lifeless void

				It was a vacant canvas

				Waiting for the Master

				Then God spoke

				And in the twinkling of an eye

				A trillion billion stars

				Were strewn across the canvas

				And the sound of God’s voice

				Was louder and more powerful

				Than the prodigious explosions

				Which echoed across the galaxies

				And yet it was softer and quieter

				Than sunlight caressing your face

				Like when He speaks to your heart

				Oh, how His Word

				Rips through the darkness

				Fills the empty canvas with light

				Light painted by the spoken Word

				For His Word fills us with light

				– His Light –

				And it’s brighter than all the stars

				He painted across the universe

				And when God sees

				His light shining in us,

				He says, “It is good”

				Like when He painted the universe.

				Richard P Ware © January 2004

			

			
				



			

	


Dying To Live

				Dying to live…are you dying to live?

				Well addictions there were many … even more than you know

				And at the end of the road there’s no place to go

				And it’s there at the end, my life really got rough

				And that’s when I cried, “Lord, I’ve had enough!”

				And that’s when I heard Jesus say

				(chorus)

				“I can move any mountain, I can calm any sea

				“And I’ll take your life if you give it to me.

				“Then I’ll part the water

				“Lead you through on dry land

				“Oh, I’ll take you My son

				“Reach out and grab hold of My hand.”

				I’ve been beaten and battered, I’m tired and I’m sore

				I’ve been used and abused, I can’t take any more.

				There’s no more love to give, there’s no more tears to cry

				And that’s when I said, “God take me I just want to die!”

				And that’s when I heard Jesus say

				(chorus)

				“I can move any mountain, I can calm any sea

				“And I’ll take your life, if you give it to me.

				“Then I’ll part the water

				“Lead you through on dry land

				“Oh, I’ll take you My daughter

				“Reach out and grab hold of My hand.”

				(bridge)

				Now I’ll lay down the old as I pick up the new

				And what He’s done for me, He’ll do for you.

			

			
				I’ve found my true love and He came to give

				Now I’m walking with Him … I’m dying to live.

				Oh, we’re gonna hang on for dear life

				We’re dying to live.

				Oh can you hear Him say….can you hear Jesus say?

				(Ending chorus)

				“I can move any mountain, I can calm any sea

				“And I’ll take your life, if you give it to me.

				“Then I’ll part the water

				“Lead you through on dry land

				“I’ll take you My son!

				“I’ll take you My daughter!

				“Reach out ….reach out

				“Reach out and grab hold of My hand.”

				Is He talkin’ to you?

				Oh reach out and grab hold of His hand!

				Is He talkin’ to you?

				Is Jesus talkin’ to you?

				Are you dying to live!

				Lyrics and melody by Richard Ware © 2012 All Rights Reserved

			

			
				



			

	


Houses and Barns

				[image: Vignette 10.1.png]


				I’m one of those people who couldn’t remember your name even if you handed it to me in gold on a silver platter. But when you have a name like Pitchfork, well that’s a different story.

				I met Pitchfork about 20 years ago way up north in the sleepy little town Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin. He was drinking coffee with a bunch of fellas there at the café where I stopped for breakfast. Being a truck driver, I’ve been to and seen a lot of places but this was my first trip to Chippewa Falls.

				I sat in a booth just a couple of feet away from a bunch of guys enjoying morning coffee. I hadn’t been sitting there long when one of the fellas got up and went behind the counter and got the pot of coffee. I thought he was one of the regulars and was going to serve another round for all those men at the table, but instead he came over to where I was sitting and asked, “Do you want some coffee?”

				“Yes I do.”

				As he poured my coffee he introduced himself. “My name is Pitchfork,” he said with a smile.

				“How’d you get a nickname like Pitchfork?” I asked.

				“Oh, it’s not my nickname. It’s my real name. Pitchfork House is my full name.”

				All the guys drinking coffee there at the table just laughed.

				“You’re kidding,” I said.

				“No, that’s his real name,” one of the guys at the table said. Again everyone just laughed.

				“He gets that from a lot from strangers,” another said still laughing. “But, yeah, that’s his real name as far as everyone around here knows.”

			

			
				They all invited me to pull up a chair at their table that morning. Pitchfork slowly moved around the table filling everyone’s coffee cup as told me his story.

				“I was born in an old barn just down the road from here. It was 82 years ago and I was really young at the time, so I don’t remember it.”

				Everyone just laughed, and, I could tell right away that Pitchfork was one of those guys who could tell a really good story.

				“But,” Pitchfork went on, “folks say that they thought my mom was a migrant worker passing through the area.” He refilled the last cup and sat down to join us. “That morning the man who owned the farm, Raymond House was his name… well Raymond came into the barn and saw my mother with her newborn son there on a pile of hay. People say she must have had a terrible time giving birth to me because Raymond said that when he saw her, she was a mess and was barely alive.”

				“No one to this day knows who she was or where she came from. She died right after speaking to Mr. House. And to make a long story short, Raymond and his wife adopted me because no one could find out anything about my mom … where she was from, what her name was…nothing, not a thing.”

				“And, back then people didn’t have all those gadgets to check your DNA and stuff, and they didn’t much care about drifters or migrant workers. You see, back then, and that was in 1911, they struggled just to take care of themselves. But, Raymond and his wife Molly, that’s my dad and mom, they had a big heart. Like everyone else in those days, they didn’t have much, but they buried my real mom up there in the Chippewa Falls cemetery, and they raised me.”

				We sat and talked for a couple of hours that morning and I found out a lot about this guy who called himself Pitchfork House. Over the next several years, I got the chance to visit with him and the gang of coffee drinkers on several more occasions. It seemed we all just hit it off.

			

			
				Over the years, every time I visited my friends in Chippewa Falls, I learned a little more about this man everyone knew as Pitchfork. I came to learn that he met his wife there in Chippewa Falls when they were toddlers, and that they went to school together. Her name was Mary A. Barn and everyone knew from the get-go that Pitchfork and Mary was a pair made in heaven. Sure enough, right out of high-school they got married. They never had any children and no one ever questioned why, they just figured they couldn’t have children and left it at that … which is kind of unusual for a small community, but I think it speaks volumes for the folk there in Chippewa Falls.

				After Pitchfork’s parents died, he and Mary inherited the family farm, and they moved there in 1932. The hard times of the dust bowl were just beginning, and that decade was hard on a lot of folk. People couldn’t find a job, families were hungry and lots of folk were homeless with nowhere to go.

				That’s when Pitchfork and Mary shined their brightest! They renovated that old barn where Pitchfork was born, and it provided shelter for a lot of hurting people. No one was ever turned away.

				For the next couple of years Pitchfork plowed a bigger and bigger garden! With the help of those ‘barn people,’ Mary and Pitchfork worked overtime to take care of it, and then just gave the fruits of their labor away. The whole family farm was converted to meet the needs of a hungry community and to provide a place for children to grow.

				One day a homeless fella, who Pitchfork helped out, told him that he was a really good man. Pitchfork replied, “Well, behind every good man there is a good woman.” I always wondered where that phrase started!

			

			
				I have to say it was a blessing for me to know such a man as Pitchfork….even at 84, which was his age when he died. He was still known in Chippewa Falls for giving a helping hand where it was needed. I think we could use a few more Pitchforks in America these days!

				I finally had the opportunity to meet Mary House the weekend they buried Pitchfork. Not to my surprise I discovered what a remarkable lady she was. She’s the one who told me, “Behind every good House there’s a renovated Barn.” Then she grinned one of those grins! You know the kind….it says, ‘I just said a funny! Did it put a smile on my heart?’ I smiled through the tears.

				Both Pitchfork and Mary are gone now, she passed away last year. But their memory lives on. It lives on in me, and it shines in those folk they touched over the years.

				Being a truck driver I see a lot of signs that say, “Just ahead is a historical site.” Maybe in your travels you’ve seen them too. When I get a chance I’ll pull over for a moment and read that bronze plaque that marks the spot where something important in American history took place. I’ll read how some famous person stopped there and all about the significance of that place on the map. I think those sites play a role in our history. But the thing that made this county super great came from our Houses and Barns!

				The House family farm still stands there just outside of Chippewa Falls. In her will, Mary Barn House left the old farm to the good people of Chippewa Falls. There are no big signs that say, “Historical site ahead.’ And there is no bronze plaque to mark the spot. But there’s a golden memory of some great Americans there…. and if you’re looking, you can see it on the faces of those coffee drinkers down at the café. And if you’ll listen closely, you can hear it in the kind words of everyday people who knew Pitchfork and Mary as friend and neighbor.

			

			
				The community took over the farm as Mary requested, and the good folk up there in Chippewa Falls work it so that it pays for itself without any government assistance. The only plaque you’ll find hangs there on those old faded barn doors. It’s made out of old barn boards …. and no one knows who made it.

				The inscription reads:

				Behind every good House

				There’s a good Barn

				Love,

				Pitchfork and Mary

				[image: Barn Doors by Eve.jpg]


			

			
				



			

	


Poem for a butterfly

				Fly away

				Pretty butterfly

				Fly away.

				Be gone

				By summer’s end

				When sunflowers bloom

				And frost sparkles on pumpkins.

				Be free,

				Like the wind

				Let it take you away.

				And may your journey end

				In a field of clover.

				Richard Ware, 1989


			

			
				



			

	


Smiling Through My Tears

				She said, “Soon I’ll be leaving, I see angels all around

				When Jesus calls my name I’ll be heaven bound!

				So don’t say goodbye I will see you again.”

				Then she closed her eyes to go and be with a Friend.

				She’s with Jesus, Jesus…. I’m smiling through my tears.

				She’s with Jesus, Jesus…. I’m smiling through my tears.

				Paradise is but moment.... Just a heartbeat away.

				Now she’s dancing in heaven, she’s with Jesus today.

				Music Break


				There’s a mansion on a hillside her name’s on the door.

				No more pain, no more sorrow, peace and joy forevermore.

				Jesus said, “Where I am going someday you will be.

				It’s a place filled with love with the Father and Me.

				She’s with Jesus, Jesus … that Name above all names.

				She’s with Jesus, Jesus…. Forever praise His name.

				Paradise is but a moment.... Just a heartbeat away.

				Now I’m smiling through my tears.… She’s with Jesus today.

				She’s with Jesus today.

				Lyrics and melody by Richard Ware & Chuck Dorman 

				© 2013 All Rights Reserved


			

			
				



			

	


Hummingbirds and Butterflies

				[image: Vignette 10.1.png]


				Jimmy spoke of his younger sister. “Mary loved hummingbirds, butterflies, and fields full of flowers. She would sit and watch them for days if she could.”

				“She always said, ‘God made them all for everyone; don’t you know! Oh, I know He made them for the world, but today He made these just for me.’ Then Mary would look at me with those bright eyes and say, ‘Why don’t you take a moment and sit here with me. I’ll share them with you. We can watch them together. I think Jesus would like that!’

				“Sometimes I would take the time out of my busy day to just sit on the porch with Mary and watch the world with her. We were just kids then, but I was always amazed at how she described what she saw.”

				Jimmy went on to tell a little more about his baby sister. “Even now,” Jimmy took a thoughtful breath, “even as an adult with a husband and a family there are times when Mary points to a male hummingbird dancing in the air by the feeder. She’ll say to her husband, Mark, ‘look at him darting forward and backwards, up and down, and side to side. It’s like he’s dancing in the air.’ Then she’ll turn to Mark with her eyes fixed and one finger pointing to that hummingbird and say, ‘Bet you can’t do that!’ with a chuckle in her voice.

				“And when she spots a butterfly floating in the air she’ll say, ‘Oh, he’s just bobbing around without a worry or care.’ Then she asks Mark, ‘Have you ever had a day in your life when you just bobbed around all day without a worry or care?’ And I’ll never forget the time she said to him, ‘You know that beautiful butterfly didn’t start out beautiful! That guy started out as a porky ole caterpillar….but look at him now. Now he just floats around all day on the summer breeze. And you ought to see him when he lands in the middle of a flower and walks around like he owns the place! Wow! Butterflies are so beautiful.’”

			

			
				“Last summer her and Mark took a stroll in a field of wildflowers. Mark kept complaining about all the chiggers, fleas, and ticks just waiting to take a bite out of him, but not Mary. She danced around barefoot in the middle of that field of wildflowers like there was no tomorrow. And, that day they found a shade tree and spread out a blanket and had a picnic just like they did back in the good old days. Just Mark and Mary and a few ants … but what a memory they made!”

				The following week Mary described the day she and Mark had enjoyed and asked Jimmy, “When’s the last time you had a picnic and just kicked back and watched the butterflies and flowers?” There was sparkle in her voice!”

				But, this past winter was hard. It was long, cold, and Mary had a really rough time because the cancer had returned with a vengeance. The doctor’s reports weren’t good. Then spring rolled in and each day we all watched Mary grow weaker and weaker. She knew, we all knew, the day was rapidly approaching when she would go and be with Jesus. Well in May of 2013 that day came.

				The sun shone bright through her bedroom window that morning. It was like the world woke up in a good mood. Mary opened her eyes as Jimmy walked into the room to check and see how his baby sister was doing. “Can you roll me over to the window so I can see the hummingbirds and flowers?” she asked in a whisper.

				“Got your seat belt buckled?” Jimmy asked as he unlocked the wheels to her hospital bed. He eased the bed over to the picture window in her bedroom, but Mary was too weak to sit up. Jimmy climbed into bed beside her and sat so he could learn her frail body against him. With her head resting on his chest, he wrapped his arms around her to support her and they sat speechless for what seemed to be an eternity.

			

			
				Jimmy could see her reflection in the glass and no words can describe how her face lit up when she spotted the May flowers in bloom. She smiled so big she got grin slobbers on both of her ears when she spotted a male hummingbird dart by to land on the feeder just outside her window. Then without a sound she closed her eyes and was gone.

				“How’s my bride this morning?” Mark asked as he walked into the room. He stopped dead in his tracks when he saw Mary and Jimmy on the bed. He knew the answer!

				That morning Jimmy and Mark held the woman they had loved all their lives. They smiled through the tears falling from their eyes, because they knew she was walking with Jesus that day.

				Jimmy was honored to speak at her funeral. As for me, I prayed under my breath the whole time as Jimmy spoke. I prayed that Jesus would strengthen him and give him the words of comfort to say to all of us … the words that God wanted us to hear that would speak to our very souls. My prayer was answered!

				Jimmy spoke of Mary’s life and those last moments with his sister. He described how she got a chance to see the spring flowers and beautiful hummingbird. Then holding back the tears he said, “And though I’m sad and will miss her, I know in my heart that Jesus stopped by her room that morning. I think that’s what she smiled so big about!”

				“I think Mary looked past that male hummingbird and I think she saw Jesus walking through that field of May flowers in bloom. I think Mary saw Jesus coming to take her home!”

				“I will always believe Jesus stopped by to ask her to take a walk with Him that morning. And I know in my heart that she strolled hand in hand with her Savior through fields and fields of wildflowers. All around them were thousands and thousands of hummingbirds and butterflies. I believe they probably had a wonderful conversation about all the beautiful things He has created.”

			

			
				“And I believe that at some point Jesus placed His loving nail scarred hand on her shoulder and said, ‘It’s such a beautiful day Mary … why don’t we just keep walking.’”

			

			
				



			

	


Silent Goodbye

				Memories of today are cast in red

				Then painted across a purple sky.

				Angry words, spoke in anger

				Lead a weary heart into the milky darkness

				It’s the place where grown men cry.

				But as the darkness thickens

				And the night grows cold

				There’s an anticipation of a dawn

				Exploding into tomorrow

				A tomorrow filled with love,

				Tender moments

				And quiet evenings

				As sunsets

				Silently say goodbye to the day.

				Richard P Ware, 1989

			

			
				



			

	


God Has Got Me In His Plans

				Well, I know it, I know it; I know that it’s true

				I know it, I know it; I know that it’s true

				I know it, I know it; I know that it’s true

				God has got me in His plans!

				God is in control, and there can be no doubt

				The world is winding down and time’s about out

				But I’m not gonna panic, and I’m not gonna pout!

				Because He’s got me in His plans

				Yeah there’s tribulation comin’, but it don’t worry me

				I’m an overcomer, and I’m gonna be free

				When I see Him on the clouds that’s where I’m gonna be

				Cause He’s got me in His plans

				Well, I know it, I know it; I know that it’s true

				I know it, I know it; I know that it’s true

				I know it, I know it; I know that it’s true

				God has got me in His plans!

				Yeah, He’s got me in His plans

				Yeah, the Lord is coming back to gather His own

				And I can hardly wait until He calls me home

				And I’m there with all the Saints around His throne

				Cause He’s got me in His plans

				Oh, I’m a lookin’ forward to eternity

				I have that blessed hope and certainty

				Because He raised His Son, I know He’s gonna raise me

				Yeah, He’s got me in His plans

				Well, I know it, I know it; I know that it’s true

				I know it, I know it; I know that it’s true

				I know it, I know it; I know that it’s true

				God has got me in His plans!

			

			
				Well, I know it, I know it; I know that it’s true

				I know it, I know it; I know that it’s true

				I know it, I know it; I know that it’s true

				God has got me in His plans!

				Well, I know it, I know it; I know that it’s true

				I know it, I know it; I know that it’s true

				I know it I know it I know that it’s true

				God has got me in His plans!

				Well, I know it, I know it; I know that it’s true

				I know it, I know it; I know that it’s true

				I know it, I know it; I know that it’s true

				God has got me in His plans!

				I know it, I know it; I know that it’s true

				I know it, I know it; I know that it’s true

				I know it, I know it; I know that it’s true

				God has got me in His plans!

				Yeah, I know it, I know it; I know that it’s true

				I know it, I know it; I know that it’s true

				I know it, I know it; I know that it’s true

				God has got me in His plans!

				God has got me in His plans!

				God has got me in His plans!

				Lyrics and melody by Richard Ware © 2010 All Rights Reserved

			

			
				



			

	


K.I.T.E.S. (Kitties In Their Energized State)

				[image: Vignette 10.1.png]


				The Energizer Bunny can’t hold a candle to K.I.T.E.S.…you know, Kitties In Their Energized State. It really isn’t a secret that the battery in that Energizer Bunny will run down. And well, if you’ve ever seen it happen it’s not a pretty … s – i – g – h –t … *#^&%#*! But on the other hand, K.I.T.E.S. seem to never run out of energy. In fact, I’d say they will wear you down before they’re out of energy. After they’ve drained you of juice, they’ll kick back and give you that is-that-all-you-got? look.

				Let me give you an example: Just last Tuesday I was kicked back observing a bunch of K.I.T.E.S. Puss-in-Boots, that’s the mommy kitty, lay on her side taking a cat nap and right beside her a pile of her little ones napped. Now we all know cat naps are a favorite pastime for kitties of all ages.

				Richard the Lion Hearted, and he likes to be called just Richard for short, was the first to wake up. He stood up, did the arched-back-yawn-grab-the-carpet-stretch thing kitties are famous for and then meandered off a short distance and laid there on his side. Now it needs to be said that Richard is the oldest and, of course, the coolest kitty of the bunch!

				Nap time must have been about over because one at a time the rest of the bunch began to open their eyes as well. The next kitty to open his eyes was Ritchie. Ritchie is the second born of the herd, and some say he is the most energetic. If you ask him, he’ll tell you flat out that he is the smartest. The next oldest is Debbie, and she is the only female of the bunch. Everyone agrees she is by far the cutest kitty. Bringing up the rear, the youngest, is Socks. Now ain’t that an original name!

			

			
				Well everyone was still in that half-awake/half asleep mode when Richard looked around and spotted everyone stirring. That’s when he noticed me watching. And, that’s also when he gave me that look as if to say, “watch this!” He flicked his tail. It wasn’t a full tail flick; it was just a nonchalant end-of-the-tail flick! Debbie just lay on her back looking out the window counting the clouds go by – kitties do that a lot, counting the clouds floating by. It’s a lot of fun on those summer days when there are lots of clouds in the sky, but on those rainy spring days not so much! It’s like… One …. !

				But, it was Debbie who thought she saw something move from the corner of her eye. She immediately went on alert. We all know that ‘ready and alert’ is a natural reaction for kitties, especially K.I.T.E.S.! I don’t know who started the rumor that curiosity killed the kitty; to the best of my knowledge, curiosity never killed any kitty. But, I admit I have seen times when curiosity did get a kitty in a tight fix! I’ll never forget one time when a kitchen cabinet door didn’t get closed and a kitty slipped inside to check things out. It wasn’t the kitty’s fault that the cabinet door was shut while he was still inside – checking for mice of course which by the way is a kitty’s job! And it wasn’t his fault that the TV was so loud that no one could hear him crying for FOUR HOURS. I do have to say that I… I mean…that ‘he’ … was really happy when that cabinet door was opened to let him out, and to his credit, he has never held a grudge against that mean cabinet door shutter-inner.

				So, where was I? Oh yeah, the tail flick. Well after Richard saw that Debbie thought she saw something move, he did it again and that’s when the fun began. Debbie leaped at that flickering tail and right behind her was Ritchie and Socks. Before you knew it, fake mice were being mauled, that jingle bell ball was being batted all around the room, the catnip bag was being tossed into the air … and even Puss-in-Boots joined in the fun! It was a good day to be K.I.T.E.S.

			

			
				Brandie, the little girl who lives there in the house, picked up a blue ribbon from the floor and began to play with her kitties. I think it’s amazing how much fun a bunch of K.I.T.E.S. can have with something as simple as a little piece of ribbon. You would think that K.I.T.E.S. having that much fun would be the climax for the day. Not so! Mr. Ware walked into the room with a laser pen in his hand. I don’t know who invented the laser pen, but I have to say it is a K.I.T.E.S.’s best friend. It was really cool to watch the whole bunch, Puss-in-Boots included, chase that red dot across the floor and around, and around, and around, and around the room. It seemed like hours, and it probably was ‘cause K.I.T.E.S. don’t run down like that Energizer Bunny does!

				I almost laughed my tail off! Richard and Ritchie ran up and over the top of the couch … twice! Debbie? Smacked head first into the coffee table. I think that’s going to leave a mark! And poor Socks …. what a deal! He got so sick chasing that red dot in a circle that he threw up right in the middle of the living room. That’s when I knew it was time for me to take my leave. Actually, it was time for me to go on my walk-about anyway. That curiosity thing you know!

				I was off to check out the neighborhood. I wasn’t sure what all I’d see and do, but I knew I would end up down at the city park and my favorite spot under that big blue spruce with the low hanging limbs. I like that spot, it’s cool and nobody can see me there. Some days I just lie on my back for hours counting the clouds floating by. Other days, I’ll take a long cat nap, which I feel is well deserved after walk-about duty!

				So off I am now, and I wish all of you a most wonderful K.I.T.E.S. kind of day.

				Love to all, Thomas O’Malley ….the alley cat

			

			
				



			

	


If I Were a Bee, a Honey Bee

				If I were a bee, a honey bee

				I’d spread my wings

				and fly to the clouds

				just so I could freefall

				back to the earth

				doing loop de loops

				and curlicues

				all the way down.

				Then I’d fluff up a clover

				to make me a bed

				and I’d lie on my back

				so the sun could warm

				my fat little belly

				and I’d rest.

				Then I’d fly like the wind

				in search of a rose

				and when I found her

				– the rose perfect for me –

				I’d hum her a honey bee song

				just to watch her dance in the breeze.

				And we’d make love in the sun

				her body trembling with excitement

				as pollen sprinkled the ground.

				Then off I would fly

				back to the clouds

				because a bee lives

				such a short time.

				And when I died

				I’d want

			

			
				the wind to carry

				me back to the earth

				doing loop de loops

				and curlicues

				all the way down.

				But I’d be content

				because I had been a bee

				a honey bee.

				Richard P Ware © 1989

			

			
				



			

	


God Loves You
… and I’m working on it

				Verse 1


				Oh I have a neighbor who lives down the way

				And he doesn’t like me, try as I may.

				But I gotta love my neighbor; it’s commanded of me

				So I’ll tell him God loves him, he’ll hear these words from me.

				(Chorus)

				Don’t you know that God loves you?

				You’re a treasure to Him

				He doesn’t care what you’ve done

				He doesn’t care where you’ve been.

				His love is unfailing

				And He likes to flaunt it. (Oh, God likes to flaunt it!)

				Don’t you know that God loves you?

				And I’m workin’ on it!” (Yeah, he’s workin’ on it.)

				Verse 2

				Well love one another that’s what we gotta do.

				Sometimes it ain’t easy; you know that it’s true

				Oh when you had a bad day, cause the boss is ridin’ you

				You just look him in the eye; tell him these words are true!

				(Chorus)

				Don’t you know that God loves you?

				You’re a treasure to Him

				He doesn’t care what you’ve done,

				He doesn’t care where you’ve been.

				His love is unfailing

				And He likes to flaunt it. (Yeah, God likes to flaunt it!)

				Don’t you know that God loves you?

				And I’m workin’ on it!” (Yeah, he’s a workin’ on it.)

			

			
				Musical Interlude

				Bridge

				Well husbands love your wife and wives be a friend

				God loves you both with a love without end.

				So sing to one another these words in a sonnet (Sing words in a sonnet)


				I’m going to love you like Jesus,

				I’m working on it! (Oh, you gotta work on it)

				(Ending chorus)

				Don’t you know that God loves you?

				You are a treasure to Him

				You’re the apple of His eye

				He doesn’t care where you’ve been.

				His love will not fail

				You can depend upon it. (Oh, you can count on it)

				Don’t you know that God loves you?

				And I’m workin’ on it.” (Yeah, he’s workin’ on it)

				You should know that God loves you

				And I’m workin’ on it. (Oh, he’s still working on it)

				Lyrics and melody by Richard Ware © 2009 All Rights Reserved

			

			
				



			

	


Holding Hands and Tiny Kisses

				[image: Vignette 10.1.png]


				I will always cherish the first time I held my daughter Brandie’s hand. It was a time she will never recall but a moment I’ll never forget. She was less than an hour old, and she still had that new car smell!

				As was the standard practice at the time, when Brandie was born the doctor announced that we had a little girl. After the initial bath, she was given to her mother and just moments later she found her way into my arms. It seems we always forget how tiny a baby is until that moment when we first hold them. Then it dawns on us how small we all began.

				I held Brandie close. Like all good parents I looked to see if she had ten fingers and ten toes. As I checked those tiny fingers her little hand took ahold of mine. Brandie … holding hands with her daddy for the first time … her tiny hand wrapped around my index finger. WOW! What a precious moment!

				As a dad I knew there would be poopy diapers ahead. I knew there would be poopy boyfriends ahead and poopy days when the world around her would smell as bad as those poopy diapers. But I knew that all those poopy boyfriends and poopy times couldn’t erase that moment when we held hands for the first time. A daddy cemented his love for his little girl that day with tiny kisses on the cheeks of his newborn girl.

				I believe holding hands never gets old, and as a daddy I’ll never forget the walk down the aisle arm in arm, hand in hand, with my grown daughter dressed in her white wedding dress. When the preacher asked, “Who gives this girl in marriage?” I responded, “Her mother and I.” Then that proud daddy, who held a little girl’s hand so long ago, took a young lady’s hand and placed it in the hand of a man who said he would love her for the rest of his life. There they stood, friends becoming man and wife, holding hands for a moment as the preacher continued.

			

			
				Holding hands…. A precious gift we can share with someone we care about. At times it speaks louder than any words we utter.

				Holding hands and tiny kisses.… I shared them with my newborn boys as well on the day of their birth. Then we carried on with that holding hands tradition through their toddler years as we headed off down the road to the fishing hole, or to the playground to play baseball. And those times when they, boys or girl, wanted to be ‘Daddy’s helper’, holding hands was a must!

				“I’m getting old,” I remind my daughter and my sons from time to time. Then I repeat myself just to make sure they are listening, “I’m getting old…. Someday I may need someone to hold my hand and change my Depends!” They all laugh.

				“Poopy diapers and poopy days ahead for your ole dad.” They just laugh and I laugh with them.

				Holding Hands and Tiny Kisses Ahead!

			

			
				



			

	


Catching Rainbows

				She sits on the deck

				Watching seagulls

				Chasing waves

				Into the ocean.

				But she is a Missouri girl

				Who has never

				Crossed the state line!

				The ocean,

				Her ocean,

				Is a pond in her backyard

				Where mallards nest.

				And on sunny spring days

				She’ll sit on her deck

				And gaze across

				Her beautiful ocean.

				She has caught her rainbow!

				Richard P Ware © 1988

			

			
				



			

	


Cross My Heart

				Cross my heart and hope to live

				And give me words to give

				To those who stumble lost through the night

				And give me Lord a mustard seed

				of faith for those in need.

				Oh, Lord cross my heart

				Cross my heart and hope to live.

				I met a man just the other day

				Lost his job and lost his way

				He was sleeping on the streets

				A place I once called home.

				I said sir, “I understand

				would you like a helping hand?”

				And then I washed his clothes and Jesus washed the man.

				Oh, Cross my heart and hope to live

				And give me words to give

				To those who stumble lost through the night

				And give me Lord a mustard seed

				of faith for those in need.

				Oh, Lord cross my heart

				Cross my heart and hope to live.

				Musical Bridge


				There’s a lady down the road

				Lost everything I’m told

				Now she works at night, selling something that shouldn’t be sold.

				I said, “He’ll forgive your sins

				if you know what I mean!”

				So she took Him at His Word, and Jesus washed her clean.

			

			
				Oh, Cross my heart and hope to live

				And give me words to give

				To those who stumble, lost through the night

				And give me Lord a mustard seed

				of faith for those in need.

				Oh, Lord cross my heart

				Cross my heart and hope to live.

				Oh, Jesus is the Way

				Cross my heart and hope to live.

				Lyrics and melody by Richard Ware © 2011 All Rights Reserved


			

			
				



			

	


Ingenuity Depends

				[image: Vignette 10.1.png]


				Plato wrote, ‘necessity is the mother of invention’ and for an over-the-road truck driver whose living quarters are the confined space of the cab of an 18 wheeler, nothing could be truer.

				Another smart fellow is a friend of mine named Chuck Dorman. Maybe not as wise as Solomon, but I would rank him right up there with Plato! Just the other day Chuck told me, “You know, the very moment you wake up in the morning is not your most glorious time of the day. Anything that will sag will sag, and for some of us our wake-up hair is enough to frighten even the scariest boogie man.” Chuck refers to this moment in time in each of our days as our “Morning Glory” moment.

				It needs to be said that the wisdom of both of these men plays an important part in telling my story; a story of a truck driver’s bout with diarrhea. The story begins the night before a very important “no excuses” meeting that I had to attend.

				I rolled into Kingdom City Missouri that night around 10:00 p.m. and parked my big rig in the company lot. After a shower and a quick meal nuked in my handy-dandy microwave, I crawled into my bunk and fell fast asleep. I slept soundly until the ‘incident’.

				I woke up around 2:00 a.m. “What in the world!” I muttered. I was … a mess. The bedding was a mess. I stripped down to my birthday suit and grabbed a hand full of my Wal-Mart brand … Equate ‘Fresh Scent’ non-sticky, thick and durable, antibacterial hand and face wipes and began the cleanup. After getting myself back to a state of clean, I threw on fresh clothes and took to the task of stripping my bedding. My clothing, the sheets and the mattress protector found its way into a large plastic bag. And since I was in the company parking lot, I carried them to my parked pickup on the west side of the lot and threw the bag of clothes and linens in the bed of my truck. “Thank God that I’m right here in the parking lot,” I muttered under my breath as I tossed the plastic bag into the back.

			

			
				I returned to my big rig and made the bed with the blanket spared when the accident occurred. Then I grabbed the spare blanket I always carry to cover me and fell off to sleep again.

				About 4:00 a.m. it happened again! This time as I awoke to another mess, my words were a little more overt! Once again, I grabbed my Equate ‘Fresh Scent’ non-sticky, thick and durable, antibacterial hand and face wipes and began the cleanup. And again, I changed my clothing and packed the fouled clothing, along with the soiled blanket in another plastic bag and made the journey to my parked pickup for the second time that night. Again, giving thanks to God for being in the company parking lot and close to my pickup, I tossed the bag of clothes and bedding into the back where it landed right next to the first bag.

				Now things are getting serious! No more bedding to replace the old and I’ve used the last clean pair of underwear packed in my duffle bag, I thought to myself. But this time after the Equate ‘Fresh Scent’ cleanup I headed to the shower for a thorough washing and then off to the local Wal-Mart to purchase some more underwear, sheets, and another spare blanket.

				Arriving at Wal-Mart, I had a passing thought…. What if this happens while I’m in that important meeting? That won’t be good! I quickly decided to purchase my first package of Depends underwear and headed off to the Depends department.

				It really needs to be noted that there are at least two things in this world guys don’t like to purchase. One is feminine hygiene products for his wife, and the other is Depends underpants for himself. “A man’s gotta do what a man’s gotta do,” (which is something I used to tell my mother) and with head held high, I headed directly to the Depends section. So there I was, standing in front of that vast selection of Depends and generic brand equivalents. As I stood there looking at the mind-boggling selection I wondered, Do they make these ‘one size fits all’ or do I need to buy some that will fit a 34 inch waist? That’s when a sweet young female Wal-Mart associate kindly asked, “Can I help you sir?”

			

			
				The only thing I could come up with was, “Yeah, my dad is getting at the age where he needs some of these.” (Sorry dad!)

				“Well what size jeans does your dad wear?” she asked.

				“Oh, he’s about my size,” I replied.

				“And what size jeans do you wear?” the young lady asked.

				“34… with a 29 inch inseam!” I said. As soon as I said it I thought to myself, You dummy. She doesn’t need to know the inseam measurement when someone is buying underpants.

				“Okay. Let’s see if we can find something that will fit your dad,” the young lady said. “They make them in grey or white. Which color do you think he would like?”

				I think I heard a chuckle under her breath, but she was as kind as could be.

				With her help, we found a size that would fit my dad in his time of need. And so, with the mission complete in the Depends department, I headed off to the bedding section to buy some new bedding. After finding a set of cheap sheets and two cheap blankets, I checked out and went out to my pickup. There I opened my dad’s package of Depends and stuffed one pair of plastic underwear under my shirt. With those Depends safely hidden I went back into Wal-Mart to the rest room where I changed into my first pair of grey Depends underpants. WOW what a wonderful experience!

				Next, I headed off to that ‘no excuses you gotta be there’ meeting that morning with my stomach still in a quandary. And actually, I remember thinking that the plastic underwear didn’t feel all that uncomfortable.

			

			
				Once the ‘had to be there’ meeting was over, I headed back to my 18 wheeler. As I parked my pickup I decided, I don’t need to take the rest of these Depends with me to Cincinnati, so I left the opened package in my pickup hidden – uh, I mean, safely stored away out of sight under the front seat. I climbed up into the cab still wearing my Depends and carrying my newly bought bedding. I quickly took to the task of making my bed and then headed off down the road.

				Well I made all the way past Indianapolis, but as I was rolling down Interstate 74 it happened again – another incident. I couldn’t believe it. “What in the world,” I said out loud to myself. But to my advantage, (thank you Lord) there was a truck stop just ahead a couple of miles. It seems that God will put those things we need there for us if we will look for them.

				In no time, I was pulled off the interstate and parked. Without delay, I climbed down out of my big rig and found my way to the shower. I recalled then how it would have been nice to have brought a couple of pairs of those hidden – I mean, stored under the seat of my pickup for safe keeping Depends. But there I was with no more clean underwear and no Depends to depend upon. So as any truck driver would do in my situation, I went underwareless. I couldn’t help but think to myself; “going native is really dangerous” since I had already had three uncontrolled accidents. But once again fresh and clean and smelling like a daisy, I headed back to the big rig to finish my journey to Cincinnati.

				I arrived still fresh as a flower and discovered another truck was already backed into the dock, so I parked off to the side. After a small bowl of soup warmed in the handy-dandy microwave, I prepared for bed.

				Still concerned about the possibility of another incident, and with no Depends or clean underwear, I decided to pick through my dirty clothes and find my cleanest pair of dirty underwear and put them on. (You know … a man’s gotta do what a man’s gotta do!) With the incident that happened just up the road on Interstate 74 still fresh in my mind and reflecting on the two accidents from the night before, I couldn’t help but think of the possibility of another mess. So I came up with an alternate protection plan.

			

			
				Like a lot of truck drivers, I am always well stocked with those white Wal-Mart bags because a lot of us use the empty bags as trash bags. So I went through my supply of used Wal-Mart bags and found one that was in good shape and cut two holes in the bottom corners of it. Now with holes in the bags for my legs, I slipped them on and pulled them up and over that clean pair of dirty underwear I was wearing. Necessity is the mother of invention I thought to myself, and I have to admit that I was really proud of myself for finding a solution to my problem. “Ingenuity Depends!” I chucked to myself as I pulled them up around my waist. A little snug but I’ll make them work. I even tucked the handles of those Walmart plastic sacks inside the waist band of my underwear so I wouldn’t get tickled by them in the middle of the night.

				I was protected from any mishap as I crawled under that clean new sheet and those clean cheap blankets and was off to sleep.

				At 5:32 am I heard a loud knock on the driver’s door of my big rig. Startled, I jumped to my feet and after a quick glance at the clock, I looked out the driver’s side window. There was a big guy standing there beside the cab of my rig, and he was saying something. I couldn’t hear what he was saying, so, without thinking opened the door. Of course, as soon as I opened the door the cab lights in the truck came on!

				There I was – A Morning Glory well-lit for the whole world to see. Butt naked, except for my Wal-Mart Ingenuity Depends underpants, handles neatly tucked inside the waistband of my underwear. And thank God I hadn’t put that used Wal-Mart bag on backwards! So right in the crotch were those words in blue: Walmart, Save money, Live better, walmart.com! Then of course, the small print: Please return to a participating store for recycling.

			

			
				“I’m unloaded, and they told me to ask you to go ahead and back into the dock I just pulled out of,” that big truck driver said from outside my cab.

				“Thanks!” I replied as I stood there in all my glory.

				Now, I have to give that old truck driver credit. He didn’t ask, so I didn’t tell. But I think the expression on his face said it all. And it looked like there was quickness in his step, almost a run, sort of like he was in a hurry to get back to his 18 wheeler.

				I often wonder what kind of stories are floating around the truck stops there in Cincinnati, Ohio. I can only imagine! But I suspect that it has nothing to do with a truck driver having a bout with diarrhea!

			

			
				



			

	


Three Nails

				Three nails and a man

				A carpenter by trade

				Building a church

				The foundation was laid

				God’s only Begotten

				Loving Savior and Son

				He prayed, “Not my will

				But Thy will be done.”

				With nails through the hands

				That knew only grace

				And one through the feet

				That walked only in faith,

				God’s will was completed

				Every tittle, every jot

				His Word became flesh

				By His blood I am bought

				And the curse of the law

				Was left on that tree

				For the Man without sin

				Was made sin for me

				All prophecy fulfilled

				By the prophets twas spoken

				That His only Begotten

				Be given as token

				Three nails and a man

				Endless love, endless grace

				Tasting death on a cross

				Willingly taking my place

				Then raised from the grave

				His mission completed

			

			
				The victory proclaimed

				The enemy’s defeated

				Three nails and a man

				The price has been paid

				Paid there on the cross

				A carpenter by trade

				Richard P Ware, 1994 

			

			
				



			

	


The Way In A Manger

				The Way in a manger

				God’s Lamb on the hay

				God’s Word was made mortal

				To show us the way

				The world was in danger

				But all was not lost

				The Way in a manger

				Would die on a cross.

				For God so loved this world

				He came as a man.

				The Babe in the manger,

				Is Salvation’s plan

				The angels were singing

				“Peace and goodwill”

				The Way in a manger

				Our God loves us still!

				Music Break

				The Way in a manger

				God’s Love came that day

				The world is rejoicing

				The truth, life, the way

				So let’s join the angels

				lift our voice and sing

				to the Way in a manger

				Christ Jesus our King.

				The Way in a manger … The Way!

				The Way in a manger … The Way!

				Christ Jesus ... a manger … The Way

				The Way in a manger ... The Way!

			

			
				The Way …

				The Way in a manger … The Way!

				The Way ...

				The Way in a manger ... The Way!

				Christ Jesus ... a manger ... The Way

				The Way in a manger … The Way!

				Christ Jesus ... a manger ... The Way

				Lyrics by Marty Stangl & Richard Ware 

				©2011 All Rights Reserved


			

			
				



			

	


Dunamis

				[image: Vignette 10.1.png]


				Chuck was known by everyone around as the best fisherman in the area. Some folk would even say he was the best fisherman in the county because he always brought back the most and biggest fish. Even on those days when no one else caught anything, he always brought back a stringer full of fish.

				This went on for years and years, and most of the time people just admired him as being the best fisherman in the area. They always asked, “What did you use for bait?”

				Chuck always replied, “It’s a secret … can’t tell you. If I told you, I’d have to kill you.”

				As time passed, some fishermen and fisherwomen in town started getting jealous and began to complain. One day as Chuck climbed into his boat to head off to his favorite fishing hole the Conservation Agent stepped into his boat just as he started ‘er up.

				“Let’s go,” he said.

				Chuck didn’t miss a beat. He put that boat into gear and off they went.

				“Everyone has been wondering why you’re the only one catching anything. And everyone, including myself, is curious why you always come back with a stringer full of fish. So I thought I’d join you today!”

				Chuck wasn’t much for conversation so he just kind of grunted in reply to that Conservation Agent as he kept on motoring across the lake, until he was out of sight of the shoreline. Once he was out far enough that no one on the banks of the lake could see him, he reached over and turned on the fish finder on the dash by the steering wheel. From that point on his eyes were fixed on the display screen.

			

			
				“First you have to find a really big school of fish,” he told the Conservation Agent.

				“Okay!”

				“Looks like a big school of ‘em below us right now,” Chuck said as he shut off the motor. Then while drifting along, Chuck reached down into his oversize fishing tackle and grabbed a stick of dynamite that had a rock tied to it. He lit the fuse and tossed that oversized firecracker overboard. It quickly sank, and just a couple of seconds later a shockwave filled the air with a low thud as it exploded underneath the boat. Stunned fish popped to the surface of the lake.

				Chuck grabbed an oversize fishing net which leaned against the side of the boat next to him and grabbed the oar. Without missing a lick, he paddled to the fish. When he got to one he wanted, he just reached over the side of the boat and scooped it up.

				At first that Conservation Agent was at a loss for words, but then he started telling Chuck in no uncertain terms that it was against the law to use dynamite to fish. And he kept it up … on and on and on. That lawman preached about the wrongs of fishing with a DuPont lure.

				Well, like I said earlier, Chuck wasn’t much for talking when things needed to get done and there were still a lot of fish that needed to be scooped up before they came back to life and swam off. So he ignored that Conservation Agent until he finished selecting and scooping up the fish he wanted.

				Once finished with the task at hand, Chuck reached down into his tackle box again and grabbed another stick of dynamite with a rock tied on and lit the fuse. Then he tossed that lit stick of dynamite into the Conservation Agent’s lap and asked, “You gonna fish or are you gonna just sit there and talk all day!”

			

			
				I believe preachers can relate to this story because, as believers (fishers-of-men) we have been given the task of spreading the Good News to a non-believing world – The Great Commission – and the Word of God is powerful.

				The last words Jesus spoke to his disciples, and of course all of us, before he ascended to heaven to be with the Father are recorded in the gospel of Luke, chapter 24, verse 49. It says: Behold, I send the Promise of My Father upon you; but tarry in the city of Jerusalem until you are endued with power from on high.

				The word ‘power’ used here in this verse of Scripture comes from the Greek word, dunamis, and it means, powerful, mighty works, wonderful deeds. The English word, dynamite, is derived from dunamis. And so as believers we are indwelt with the powerful dynamite of God; we have that dunamis inside us.

				And so it just leaves the question: Are you going fishing today, or are you just gonna sit there and talk.

			

			
				



			

	


How Long Is Forever?

				Oh, how long is forever?

				How long will eternity be?

				When You say You’ll love me forever!

				How long will forever be?

				My mind can only imagine a place where my Savior waits for me

				A place where there’s no tomorrow

				Paradise in eternity.

				And if I could see over the horizon

				I could see the dawn of that day

				A day when God’s only Son’s gonna’ shine and take all of my cares away.

				Oh, how long is forever?

				How long will eternity be?

				When You say You’ll love me forever!

				How long will forever be?

				Yeah, I can only imagine

				All the things that I’m gonna see

				When I’m raised from the grave and with You I’ll be

				In that place where I’m finally free.

				Oooooh!

				How long is forever?

				How long will eternity be?

				When You say You’ll love me forever!

				How long will forever be?

				Oh, how long is forever?

				How long will eternity be?

				When He said He’ll love you forever!

				How long will forever be?

				Oh I think it’s gonna be a very long time.

				How long will forever be?

			

			
				How long will forever be?

				Jesus said He’ll love us forever!

				Till the end of eternity!

				Forever….Infinitely!

				Lyrics and melody by Richard Ware © 2008 All Rights Reserved

			

			
				



			

	


Christ Jesus You’re Everything

				Verse 1


				In this place, we honor our King

				In this place, we lift our voice and sing

				We sing, “Lord, we adore You

				As we bow before You

				Christ Jesus, You are Lord in this place.

				In this place, we worship God’s Lamb

				In this place, we praise the I Am.

				We praise God’s Holy Son

				For all He has done

				Christ Jesus, You are Lord in this place.

				(Chorus)

				Oh, Lord, You’re everything

				In this place, Your praises will ring.

				And we’ll bask in Your grace

				As we come into this place

				Christ Jesus, You’re everything

				Long Musical Interlude

				Verse 2


				In this place, I will honor my King

				In this place, I’ll lift my voice and sing.

				I’ll sing, “Lord, I adore You

				As I bow before You

				Christ Jesus, You are Lord in this place.”

				In this place, I will worship God’s Lamb

				In this place, I’ll praise the I Am.

				I’ll praise God’s Holy Son

				For all He has done

				Christ Jesus, You are Lord in this place

			

			
				(Chorus)

				Oh, Lord, You’re everything

				In this place, Your praises will ring.

				And we’ll bask in Your grace

				As we come into this place

				Christ Jesus, You’re everything!

				(Ending chorus)

				In this place, You are God

				In this place, You are King

				In this place, Lord, You’re everything

				Christ Jesus, You are God

				Christ Jesus, You are King

				Christ Jesus, You’re everything

				Christ Jesus, You are God

				Christ Jesus, You are King

				Christ Jesus, You’re everything

				Christ Jesus, You’re everything.

				Lyrics and melody by Richard Ware © 2011 All Rights Reserved

			

			
				



			

	


The ‘Thank You’ Fairy

				[image: Vignette 10.1.png]


				The sun was up and shining, the grass was green and the trees were wakening from their winter slumber. It was a beautiful morning in New Orleans the day I met Jeff and Caroline. Up north in Missouri, which is where I hang my hat, a late winter snowstorm had dumped about six inches of snow. But that day my 18 wheeler and I were backed up at Jeff and Caroline’s business, and I was up in the trailer with Jeff moving the pallets of water softener pellets to the back of the trailer so Caroline could grab them with the forklift.

				But, this story doesn’t start there! It actually began in Lyons, Kansas, where I picked up the load of softener pellets. It was a Tuesday evening, and that snowstorm I just mentioned had just begun its torture across the Midwest. The wind blew and it snowed like there was no tomorrow, and from experience, I knew the combination of wind and snow like what I was witnessing always made for miserable driving conditions. When I got loaded I decided to head south out of Lyons towards Wichita because every way out of Lyons, Kansas, is a two lane highway, and I wasn’t sure how well Kansas maintained their secondary roadways.

				The road that night was as bad as any I drove on all winter. Snowplows weren’t out yet on the two lane roads, and I drove through countless snow drifts across the roadway on my way down Kansas highway 96 to Wichita. Just south of Wichita I hit Interstate 35, and the snowplows were running there. They couldn’t keep the interstate clean, but the highway was in far better condition than the two lane road I just came off of. I made it across the Oklahoma state line that night and decided to spend the night at the Oklahoma Welcome Center/Rest Area.

			

			
				Wednesday morning I woke to a winter wonderland of white, which isn’t the way most truck drivers describe that four letter word, s-n-o-w! It was obvious that the snow plows had worked all night. As I drove southward towards New Orleans the roads kept getting better. Just south of Oklahoma City the skies cleared and they changed to a pretty blue. The best part was that the interstate was clear and dry. It turned out to be a perfect day to drive a big rig, and I kept the wheels turning and made great time.

				The load of softener pellets was scheduled for delivery on Friday morning at 8:00, but since I was making such great time, I called my company and asked if I could reschedule the delivery for Thursday late morning or early afternoon. They told me to keep rolling and they would reschedule the appointment.

				I ended up spending the second night of my journey just south of Alexandria, Louisiana on Interstate 26. That left about 200 miles of the 973 mile journey from Lyons, Kansas, to New Orleans. I woke up early and pushed on southeastward. At around 8:00 I called Jeff.

				“Hello,” Jeff answered.

				“Is this Jeff?”

				“Yeah.”

				I told him my name and explained I was about 2 hours out and should arrive there somewhere between 10:00 and 10:30.

				“You’re late,” he said.

				“Well really I’m early because this load wasn’t due to deliver till 8:00 in the morning.”

				“No, you’re late. I re-scheduled the delivery time with your company for 8:00 this morning!” Jeff responded with a little scolding in his voice.

				“No one told me!” I said.

			

			
				“Well ok, come on in and give me a call when you get here.”

				I kept the wheels turning that morning and, as it always seems to be when a truck driver is running late, I took a wrong turn and found myself touring the narrow streets of downtown New Orleans. After stopping and asking directions from a man on the sidewalk, I got my big rig turned around, which is a challenge in an 18 wheeler, and found my way to the correct address and called Jeff again.

				He and Caroline arrived shortly after the call, and we had a discussion on the reschedule mix up. I assured him that I didn’t get the memo on the 8:00 rescheduled time. Then I told him that if I had known that a fixed time of 8:00 had been arranged I would have been there at 7:00 because I am the type of person who if I’m not a little early for an appointment then I’m a whole lot late. I told him that this was the first time in my life when I was late for being early! He got a chuckle out of that and helped me up into the trailer to help unload.

				“Do you listen to Christian music?” I asked as he arranged the pallet jack under the first pallet.

				“Yes, as a matter of fact, my wife writes Christian songs and sings.”

				“Hang on just a second, I want to give you one of my CDs.” I jumped back down and headed to the cab. Caroline walked with me, and I asked if she would like to hear one of my songs.

				She said, “That would be great,” and so I cranked up the CD I had been listening to in the CD player and we listened to my newest song, I Don’t Know Yet as I found a CD to give to her and Jeff.

				“That’s pretty good!” she said when the song had finished playing.

				“Thanks. Here’s one of my CD’s.” I handed it to her.

				We talked a bit about some songs she had written and she offered to give me one of her CD’s as we headed back to unload the trailer.

			

			
				It was a pleasant time pulling those pallets of softener pellets to the back of that 53 foot trailer. Jeff, one of his employees, and I talked about Jesus and what He had done in our lives. Jeff told me about YokeUp Ministries, the ministry he and Caroline had started. It was like having a mini church service in the back of an 18 wheeler that warm New Orleans morning.

				With the trailer empty and the load put away, we exchanged phone numbers and email addresses and Caroline gave me one of her CDs, Music For Someone. It was then that I gave Jeff the hat I was wearing which had my logo, Jesus Cross My Heart – the Truth, the Life and the Way – cross my heart. As I told him about my ministry he noticed a piece of Scotch Tape on the adjustment strap on the back and began to remove it. In the process of removing the Scotch Tape the staple holding the adjustment strap in place pulled out leaving the adjustment strap just hanging there. I could see the surprise on his face.

				The hat was one of my old hats which I had grabbed as I headed out the door of my house earlier in the week. In my rush to get to my 18 wheeler and get rolling, I hadn’t noticed that the old hat was broken (it probably broke when it was washed) … so when I got to my truck I adjusted the hat to fit my head and stapled the strap in place. Then to keep the staple from pulling my hair I found some Scotch Tape and wrapped it around the staple. Neat fix and it worked well for me. It kept the sun out of my eyes which, besides advertising, is the purpose of any hat. Man was I embarrassed when I saw Jeff tugging away the Scotch Tape.

				“Man am I sorry! I forgot that was one of my old hats that I just grabbed as I left my house last week. Give that old hat back to me, I want to send you a new one,” I said to Jeff.

			

			
				He looked at the hat; then looked at me. “No, that’s okay, I like this one.”

				That night I made it to just south of Memphis, Tennessee, and when I got settled in at the truck stop I sent this email to Jeff and Caroline:

				I saw Jesus today….

				I met some people in New Orleans that are pretty special; their names are Jeff and Caroline. We had a super time talking about Jesus and just before I left their business I gave away the hat I was wearing to Jeff. It was one of my ministry hats that had my “Jesus Cross My Heart” logo on it. The only thing was that it was one of my old hats I had at the house, and I forgot that the clip in the back was broke. I had Scotch Taped and stapled the size adjustment strap in the back to where it fit my head. Also after a week of wearing it, it was getting pretty dirty and needed a good washing.

				After I gave it to Jeff, he noticed the tape on the adjustment strap and tried to pull it off. In doing so the staple gave out and there it was in his hand…. .A worthless hat, dirty and broken. Embarrassed, I told him that I would send him a new one.

				Politely he said, “No, that’s fine. I like this one!”

				I thought about that as I left…. “No, I like this one!”

				It touched my heart, and what a powerful message. I wonder how many times my Lord Jesus Christ has said that about me. Dirty and broken in need of a good washing … yet instead of casting me away for a new one … He said to the Father, “No, I like this one.”

				Isaiah 64:8

				I saw Jesus today…. 

				– Thanks Jeff and Caroline

			

			
				The next morning before leaving from the truck stop I checked my emails and Jeff sent me this reply:

				Richard, I have posted this on Facebook and emailed it all around. There’s actually more to the story…. When you called in the morning, my typical response would have been negative…. WE HAD A SPECIFIC APPT. Time…. my frustration would have been obvious and directed at you … but God! God had a different plan, and when I told you not to worry about it, it wasn’t your fault and get there when you could … well that was Jesus speaking and not Jeff.

				We had our meeting and when I left, I told Caroline that the hat is going on my trophy case. That is where it will remain. In doing competition BBQ, God is blessing me with victories and trophies. They all represent achievement and reward for a job well done at a Professional BBQ competition…. they mean nothing in comparison to your hat and the message it brought to you from God. That is Victory, that is Championship, That is IT! God’s going to bless me with many more BBQ victories and even at the highest levels in our sport, I am sure of that, but nothing will match the significance of the “hat.”

				God bless you brother, Travel safe and I look forward to seeing you again.

				– Jeff

				I think you would be hard pressed to find a man and woman of greater faith than Jeff and Caroline. The most amazing thing that blessed me, and I think it will bless all who read this, was the ‘Thank You’ fairy story Jeff told me as we finished unloading the trailer.

			

			
				“I want to thank you for helping unload,” he said. “Most drivers who deliver here just sit in their truck as we unload. It really means a lot when a driver jumps up here to help out, and all too often I forget to say ‘thank you.’

				That’s when he told me the story of his daughter, Brooke, who died in 2007. He said she was a freshman attending college at UC Berkeley and one day she just collapsed and was gone. Sometime after her funeral Jeff learned that about two weeks prior to his daughter’s death a friend asked her this question: If you could have any job in the world what would your dream job be?

				Brooke responded, “I’d like to be the ‘Thank You’ fairy. I think the world needs a ‘Thank You’ fairy because far too many people do nice things and never receive a thank you.”

				Tears brimmed in his eyes as he told me the story. And then he handed me a business card.

				On the front of it is a picture of Brooke, a pretty nineteen year old lady with a smile that could melt any heart. She looks exactly like what you would envision the Thank You Fairy to look like and it has these words:

				“You were just Thanked by the Thank You Fairy.”

				On the back are these words:

				“Brooke was 19, in perfect health, a freshman at UC Berkley and died suddenly of a blood clot. Two weeks prior to going to Heaven she shared with her friends that her ‘dream Job’ was to be the THANK YOU FAIRY. Well she is now, and we are her workers. That feeling you had when I told you this story was God and Brooke hugging you and telling you thanks!’ Be blessed always, Jesus loves you!

				www.ThankYouFairy.blogspot.com

				www.YokeUp.net

			

			
				I’m always amazed at how God sends people across our lives path that impacts us in ways we may not fully understand. I’m thankful for my new friends, Jeff and Caroline … already lifelong old friends! And I want to say ‘thank you’ for the friendship and support as we travel down this road of life. And, ‘thank you’ for allowing me to tell the story of our first meeting.

				And we know where that ‘thank you’ came from!

				God Bless

				[image: Brooke B&W.jpg]


			

			
				Brooke Elizabeth Petkevicius

				aka:  The ‘Thank You’ Fairy

			

			
				



			

	


Promise

				Although I am dead

				I’m not really gone

				My spirit’s alive

				In a wild bird’s song.

				And I am the rain

				That falls from the sky

				I’m also the twinkle

				In a young child’s eye.

				So just look around

				I think you will see

				That my spirit’s in you

				And your love is with me.

				Lift your eyes to the heavens

				Then bow your head in prayer

				And whisper my name

				I’ll always be there.

				This isn’t goodbye

				We will meet again

				And I’ll come to greet you

				Like a long lost friend

				And I promise you this

				You will not be alone.

				We will be together

				When God calls you home.

				Richard P Ware, 1990


			

			
				



			

	


Take a Little Time For Jesus

				(Chorus)

				Take a little time for Jesus; He took a little time for you

				He took a little time at Calvary, that’s what God asked Him to do.

				The cross wasn’t built for Jesus; it was built for me and you

				So, take a little time for Jesus; He took a little time for you.

				Verse 1

				He could have called a thousand angels; they would have come at His command


				But He choose to hang there on the cross … fulfill salvation’s plan.

				Then they took our Savior from the cross and laid Him in a grave.

				And He spent a little time inside the earth for the world He came to save.

				Oh, grave where is your victory … death where is your sting

				For the tomb couldn’t hold the Son of God … He’s Risen, Christ our King

				Can you see the nail scared hands and feet and the wound there in His side?

				Those scars weren’t meant for Jesus, but they’re the reason that He died.

				(Chorus)

				Verse 2

				Oh, take a little time on Monday; tell someone that God cares.

				And take a little time on Tuesday; He’ll listen to your prayers.

				Then take a little time on Wednesday, and Thursday, Friday too,

				Preach the gospel to the world; we’ve got to spread the news.

				When Saturday mornin’ rolls around, come-on get out of bed

				The multitudes are hungry … there’s Manna to be fed.

				When Sunday mornin’s here again, I hope to see your face

				‘Cause we come into His house for strength to go out and be His grace.

				(Chorus)

				Ending

				Oh, take a little time for Jesus; He took a little time for you.

				He took a little time there on the cross

				He took a little time to pay the cost

				He took a little time ‘cause we were lost.

				So, take a little time for Jesus; He took a little time for you.

				Yeah, take a little time for Jesus; He took a little time for you!

				Lyrics and melody by Richard Ware © 2008 All Rights Reserved


			

			
				



			

	


Church of the Donut Shop

				[image: Vignette 10.1.png]


				Evangelist Mike Adkins is a very busy man! He said, “I pastor four churches in my town … The Church of McDonald’s, the Church of Hardee’s, the Church of Subway, and the Church of the Donut Shop.” Along with his pastoral duties, he is an accomplished singer/songwriter, a well-known author, and last but not least, he’s a pretty good storyteller.

				The story I’m going to share with you all is about Mike Adkins, but he didn’t tell this story to me. I heard this story from a feisty little old lady in the town of West Frankfort, Illinois, which, by the way, is the town where Mike hangs his hat. Her name is Elizabeth Howell, and I met her in the local donut shop.

				Starting from the beginning, the story goes….

				I was passing through West Frankfort one sleepy July morning and stopped by the Dixie Cream Donut Shop, also known as the Church of the Donut Shop. I guess Mike was pastoring at one of the other churches that morning, because I didn’t see him anywhere. I selected a freshly baked donut and ordered a fresh cup of coffee, the full leaded kind without cream or sugar to mess things up. I sat down ready to enjoy my breakfast when Elizabeth walked by the booth where I was sitting. I had just taken a bite of my freshly baked pastry gem when I heard Elizabeth say, “Did you ask a blessing over that food young man?”

				A little surprised I answered as my mouth savored the first bite of donut, which is a polite way of saying I answered with my mouth full. “Why yes ma’am I did!”

				“Well, that’s good!” she said. “We should give thanks before every meal!” She went on to say, “My name is Elizabeth Howell, and I’ll be 98 years old in a week or so. I live up the street there about 3 blocks and I walk here every morning for a donut and a cup of coffee. Well, maybe not every morning, but most mornings anyway … at least I always try to get out on the good days when God has the sun shining. I stay home on the rainy and icy mornings. Walkin’ is good exercise you know.”

			

			
				“Yes it is,” I said. “Would you care to join me for breakfast? Elizabeth was it?”

				“Yes, Elizabeth … Elizabeth Howell.” She set her donut and coffee on the table and seated herself in the booth across from me. “You from around here? I’ve never seen you in the Dixie before!”

				“No, I’m just passing through. Thought I might catch a friend of mine here in the donut shop this morning. You probably know him, his name is Mike Adkins.”

				“Oh yeah, about everyone around here knows Mike. He’s the pastor of four churches ya know!”

				“Yeah, I’ve heard the story.”

				“Bet you haven’t heard the story about the day he came to my house!”

				“No, can’t say as I have. Would you like to share it with me?”

				“I’d be glad to, but first I want to give thanks for my donut and coffee.” And so we paused from our conversation as she asked the blessing over her meal. She gave thanks for the new friend she had just met and for the beautiful day God had made, and for another day in this world … which is important when you’re almost 98 years old.” She chuckled and closed with a hearty, “Amen.”

				“Well the story goes like this,” she said.

				“About five years ago I was sitting in that booth across the way there,” she pointed with her finger to a booth on the other side of the donut shop, “that’s when Mike came in for his morning donut and coffee. There were a bunch of guys sitting at a table over there in the corner, and he went over and sat with them. Now I don’t know what they were talking about but you could see they were enjoying themselves.”

			

			
				“Well Mike never said anything to me that morning but that afternoon there was a knock on my door. When I answered it there was Mike. He introduced himself and asked if he could have a talk with me about Jesus. Well I said ‘yes’ and I invited him in.”

				“We took a seat on the couch in my living room and Mike opened his Bible. He went right to John 3:16 and began to read. ‘For God so loved the world that He gave His only begotten Son that whosoever believes in Him shall not perish but have everlasting life.’”

				“I love that Scripture don’t you?”

				I nodded. “Yeah, I do! Kinda says it all doesn’t it!”

				“Oh yes sir it does! By the way I never did get your name.”

				“It’s Richard, Richard Ware and I live in Missouri.”

				“Glad to meet you Mr. Richard Ware,” she said as she got back to the story.

				“Well like I was saying, we were sitting on the couch in my living room and Mike was talking about Jesus and reading Scripture from the Holy Word when Mike noticed a bowl of peanuts on the coffee table. Mike must like peanuts because every once in a while he would reach over and grab a peanut and eat it as we were talking about Jesus.

				Time passed and Mike talked about the wonderful things God has prepared for us in heaven, and he even read the Scripture that says: ‘Eye has not seen, nor ear heard, nor has entered into the hearts of man, the things that God has prepared for those who love Him.’ And Mike said that the only way to heaven was by knowing Jesus Christ as Savior and Lord. (That Scripture is in the gospel of John ya know … chapter 14 verse 6, she said with a grin. And then Mike said that if we don’t accept the gift of salvation that God freely gives to all in the world then we would spend eternity in the lake of fire. Mike really emphasized that eternity was forever.”

			

			
				Her face filled with intensity as she told that part of the story. It was as though she was preaching to me there in the Church of the Donut Shop that morning, and I could feel the honesty and hear the truth in her words.

				“Then he came right to the point of his visit,” she said. “He asked that all important question ‘Do you know Jesus Christ as your Lord and Savior? It’s never too late to give your heart to Jesus,’ he assured me.

				“And that’s when I told him that I was saved about 80 years ago and was baptized in the pond out yonder behind my house. I don’t go to church much these days, but I do have a relationship with my Lord Jesus and I read the Holy Word every morning when I get up.’ And having said that I reached over and opened the drawer in the end table beside my couch and showed Mike my Bible. ‘My daddy gave this to me when I was 10 years old, and he told me that I should read something in it every day and for 80 plus years now I’ve done that.

				“Well Mike told me how wonderful it was to know that I was saved and a Sister in Christ. And that’s when he noticed the bowl of peanuts on the coffee table was empty.

				“He said, ‘Wow I didn’t realize it, but I’ve eaten all your peanuts.’

				“‘Don’t worry about it,’ I said, ‘I keep a big bag of them in the refrigerator.’

				“Mike must have felt really bad about eating those peanuts, because he just kept apologizing for eating them. And as he was leaving he even offered to pay me for them. But I assured him again that it wasn’t a big deal.

				“As he walked out the front door I said, ‘I was just going to throw them out tomorrow cause I was finished with them. I was up most of the night sucking the chocolate off of ‘em.”


			

			
				



			

	


You Gotta Let It Show

				They say I got a little crazy … started dancing in aisle

				But I was gettin’ happy; you could see it in my smile.

				When you’re filled up with His Spirit, full to overflow

				You gotta let it out; you just gotta let her go.

				Gotta let it show.

				Well that preacher started preachin’, he was preachin’ from a Psalm.


				He said, “Make a joyful sound…” you don’t have to sing a song.

				Then I saw him in the pulpit; he was spinnin’ round-about

				And three rows up ahead, I heard a sister shout.

				She said, “Thank you God Almighty for all the things You’ve done.


				But I thank you most of all, for Jesus Christ Your Son.”

				Then she got a little crazy … started dancing in the aisle

				But she was gettin’ happy; you could see it in her smile.

				When you’re filled up with His Spirit, full to overflow

				You gotta let it out; you just gotta let her go.

				Gotta let it show! Gotta let it show!

				Well that preacher kept on preachin’ as I heard the people sing

				And I started gettin’ happy’. They were singing ‘bout my King!

				And my feet started tapping as the Spirit stirred within

				And those people kept on singing, “Holy Spirit come on in.”

				I’ve heard a lot of preachin’, and I’ve sat in lots of pews

				Now I’m filled with the Spirit, and I gotta spread the news.

				Yeah, I got a little crazy; started dancing in the aisle

				But I was gettin’ happy; you could see it in my smile.

				When you’re filled up with His Spirit, full to overflow

				You gotta let it out; you just gotta let her go. Gotta let it show

				Well that Sunday morning service was quite a sight to see

				When I walked up to the preacher it was him and God and me

				And the church started rockin’ as the Spirit settled down

				You could see it on the faces of the people all around

			

			
				Then, I got a little crazy … started dancing in the aisle

				But I was gettin happy; you could see it in my smile.

				When you’re filled up with His Spirit, full to overflow

				You gotta let it out; you just gotta let it show.

				Yeah I got a little crazy … started dancing in the aisle

				But I was gettin’ happy; you could see it in my smile

				When you’re filled up with His Spirit, full to overflow

				You gotta let it out; you just gotta let her go. Gotta let it show.

				Gotta let it show

				You gotta let her go

				You gotta let it show

				You gotta let her go! Yeah!

				Lyrics by Richard Ware © 2009 All Rights Reserved (Music arranged by Kevin Sackett)

			

			
				



			

	


A Mansion Built For Me

				(Chorus)

				Oh, I don’t care if a cardboard box is the place that I call home

				My Father’s built some mansions and I claim one for my own.

				Just off the street that paved with gold, a block from the pearly gates

				In heaven I have a mansion and it’s where my Jesus waits.

				Verse 1

				Jesus said that He would go prepare a place for me

				And with my Lord and Savior is where I want to be.

				There are many mansions and my name is on one door

				In a place that He called Paradise, like nothing seen before.

				And I won’t need to pay the rent, for the rent’s been paid for me


				Jesus paid the price at a place called Calvary.

				Oh this old world has got me now, but it’s not where I belong

				Some day my Lord will call me to my mansion by His throne.

				(Chorus)

				Verse 2

				Oh is His Name there in your heart, for the rent’s been paid for you?


				Paid for all eternity by the One who’s tried and true!

				I hope someday I’ll see you there, together we will sing

				From our mansions there in heaven, we’ll sing praises to the King.

				(Chorus)

				Ending

				In heaven I have a mansion

				In heaven I have a mansion

				In heaven I have a mansion

				And it’s where my Jesus waits.

				Lyrics and melody by Richard Ware © 2007 All Rights Reserved
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				Brandie’s Hand

			

			
				



			

	


Brandie the Untold Story

				[image: Vignette 10.1.png]


				His name was Svanbergur; he was a fisherman who loved the sea. He and his brother Nikodemus own the fishing boat, The Ocean Song, and they had just returned from a three-week fishing trip off the coast of Twillingate Island, Newfoundland. It was a brisk April morning and the air still had a bite to it. A thin layer of ice could be seen on puddles on the beach. But when the sun was up you could feel the spring warmth caress your face. And, if a person kept busy and didn’t stand around doing nothing, which was never the case for either Svanbergur or his younger brother, it was plenty warm enough!

				It seemed like it only took a couple of hours to complete the chores of unloading and securing the boat, but in reality, it took the better part of the morning before the men were done. Then with a quick, “See ya!” they headed off in different directions … Nikodemus to a waiting wife and children, and Svanbergur to the local fisherman’s pub.

				Svanbergur was a familiar face to the bartender down at the Ye Ole Pub, a favorite watering hole for all the fisherman. After a pleasant Newfoundland greeting, Svanbergur ordered a tall glass of his favorite draft beer. Like all the times before, it was served in an ice cold mug, and it came with a warm smile. Svanbergur, reached into his pocket for some money to pay for the drink and that’s when he pulled out the bracelet. As he laid it on the counter he told this story:

				“Two weeks ago I was cleaning a fish and as I was gutting it I felt an object in its stomach. Curiosity got the better of me so I cut open the stomach and,” pointing to the bracelet on the counter he said, “I found that bracelet.” Then as the bartender picked it up to take a look at it, Svanbergur made a note of the inscription. “It says ‘Brandie’ on it,” he said, “and I have no clue where it came from, who it belongs to or what.” Then thinking out loud he said, “It could have been some o’ drunken sailor! He probably lost it overboard late one night when he was thinking about his girl.”

			

			
				“I bet it came from one of those poor souls who died on the Titanic,” the bartender said.

				A slight scowl wrinkled Svanbergur’s brow. “What are you talking about?”

				“Oh, that’s right! You haven’t heard about the Titanic have you?” the bartender replied. “I guess it sank the day after you and Nikodemus left on your fishing trip.” And for the next couple of hours that bartender told of the newspaper accounts of how the Titanic had struck an iceberg and sunk. And he told of how 1,502 souls were lost that night.

				Svanbergur left the pub that evening with a heavy heart. All that night he tossed and turned thinking about all those people who had died. Was the bracelet a fragment of the tragedy? Was it a sailor’s mishap? Who did it belong to? So many questions without answers haunted him, and all through the night he reminisced about the lost loves of his life – all the women who had loved him but were left alone on the shore of his life because his first love was, and always would be, the sea.

				It seemed like an eternity, but dawn finally broke and Svanbergur knew in his heart what he had to do. As the sun and ocean met at the easterly horizon that morning he boarded The Ocean Song and set off. He didn’t go far, just far enough that the outline of the coastland disappeared behind him and then he shut The Ocean Song down. For an hour or so he just drifted and let the sea take him where she may. Then he walked to the back of the boat and took a final look at the bracelet and the name Brandie. In a loud voice he yelled, “It belongs to you,” and he reached back and with all of the strength he could muster he threw that bracelet as far as he could. He watched it fly through the air and skip once as it hit the surface of the water … then it sank out of sight forever in the arms of his beloved. The very moment the bracelet sunk out of sight he watched a humpback whale leapt out of the water as if to say thank you. It was at that very moment his ears really noticed the sound of the seagulls as they circled around and around The Ocean Song. Folk may not believe it, but he swears that those seagulls were singing a love song; one he had never heard them sing before.

			

			
				For the next several hours he and The Ocean Song just drifted. He was alone in his thoughts but he wasn’t alone; his love, the sea, was there with him. Like a loving woman, she was always there! In the good times they celebrated together and in the bad times they cried together. Finally he headed to the wheel-house and there he found a pen and paper. For the very first time in his life he felt compelled to write something. What he wrote that day was one of the most beautiful poems a sailor ever wrote. The title of his poem was simply, Brandie.

				Svanbergur is gone now. He passed away on a beautiful spring day in 1970 and per his wishes he was buried at sea. He had always said that he didn’t need a headstone, the sea breeze could sing his eulogy and the waves could write his epitaph on the sands where the seagulls and starfish could read it for all eternity. And if you were a true sailor, you’d be able to read it too!

				Often the things we see as treasure and value in our lives, isn’t so valuable to those around us, and so it was with Svanbergur’s next of kin. It was only about a month after he died that his nieces and nephews gathered up some of his belongings and offered them for sale in the spring all-town family yard sale.

				Visiting Twillingate that year was a man from New Brunswick, New Jersey whose name was Elliot Lurie. He was visiting the Iceberg Capital of the World to take a break from big city life and to see the magnificent icebergs floating along Twillingate Bay. It had always been his wish to take an ocean tour to see the whales in that clear cold water of the northern Atlantic. Strolling down the street one morning, Mr. Lurie stopped by the yard sale and bought a small shoebox full of odds and ends. Items in plain sight on top included some beautiful sea shells, a couple of whale teeth, some old rusty antique fishing lures, and a collection of old post cards of Twillingate from bygone years. When he got back to his hotel later that day he dumped the contents out on his bed to take a better look at his treasure. As he fumbled through his new-found gems he found an old envelope and inside it was a faded yellow paper. On it was that hand written poem titled, Brandie. It was signed, Much love, Svanbergur, May 5th, 1912. As he read through the words he realized the true value of that nugget of gold he held in his hands. That poem was about two people in love … one in love with a man, the other in love with the sea. Both so much in love that they wouldn’t give up the love of their life for anyone else this world might offer. Mr. Lurie took that poem back to New Jersey and there he arranged the music to the words. He and his band, Looking Glass, released the song, Brandy (You’re a Fine Girl) 1, in 1972 and it raced to number one on the Billboard Hot 100 music chart.

			

			
				I don’t know how many girls were born in the years following that song, and I don’t know how many baby girls were named Brandie since that song was released, but I can tell you of one – my daughter, Brandie!

				My daughter, Brandie, and I danced to that song the night of March the 24th, 2001. I remember it well … I was wearing a suit and Brandie was wearing a white wedding dress. I will cherish that memory forever!

			

			
				



			

	


The Load

				I know a man from Nazareth; He’s been known to raise the dead

				And when He talked to demons, well, those demons, they all fled.

				He’ll forgive your past … so you can look ahead.

				I said mister do you want His help, and “Yes!” is what he said.

				Put your load on Jesus, He can set you free!

				Put your load on Jesus, He said, “You can put your load right on me.”

				S –a –i –d

				“Put your load right on me.”

				I picked up my Bible and started walkin’ by and by.

				That’s went I saw her and the devil walkin’ side by side.

				I said, “Hey, sister, would you like to be set free?”

				She said, “I’d love to live, but this weight is killin’ me.”

				Well ….

				(Chorus)

				Well I kept on walkin’; I had a lot more left to say.

				We gotta keep on talkin’ to those just waitin’ on Judgment Day

				We gotta’ keep on preachin’ … only God can set ya free

				So do me a favor, keep on … oh, keep on preachin’ ‘bout Calvary.

				Yeah….

				(Chorus Free!)

				Well those strangers thanked me, and they walked with me awhile

				And you could see the change in them as you looked upon their smile.

				I said, “You’re His ‘friends’ now … ‘cause you know the Prince of Peace.


				He’s the One who forgives our sins, and His love will never cease.”

				Yeah….

				(Chorus)

				Yeah, He said, “My burden is light; cast your cares upon me.”

				Well, I caught a Greyhound, and it took me on down the line.

			

			
				And I’m goin’ to keep preachin’, ‘cause I do believe it’s time.

				We got keep on preachin’ … tell the world about God’s Son.

				Cause I know He sent us … to peach to everyone.

				Oh….

				(Chorus)

				FREE … FREE!

				Lyrics by Richard Ware © 2011 All Rights Reserved


			

			
				



			

	


My Silent Prayer

				“Amen”

			

			
				



			

	


Isaiah 9:6

				[image: Vignette 10.1.png]


				About 800 years before Jesus was born, the Old Testament prophet, Isaiah, wrote these words about his birth. Isaiah, chapter 9, verse 6:

				For unto us a Child is born, Unto us a Son is given; And the government will be upon His shoulder. And His name will be called Wonderful, Counselor, Mighty God, Everlasting Father, Prince of Peace.

				And later in that same Old Testament book, Isaiah told us why God was sending His Son to Earth. Isaiah 53 verses 3 – 5 says:

				He is despised and rejected by men, A Man of sorrows and acquainted with grief. And we hid, as it were, our faces from Him; He was despised, and we did not esteem Him. Surely He has borne our griefs And carried our sorrows; Yet we esteemed Him stricken, Smitten by God, and afflicted. But He was wounded for our transgressions, He was bruised for our iniquities; The chastisement for our peace was upon Him, And by His stripes we are healed.

				That first Christmas day God gave us His only begotten Son, and He came as a little baby boy wrapped in swaddling clothes and laid in a manger in the City of David. Our God came to dwell with us to experience firsthand all the stuff we go through as human beings. And when Jesus had grown up and was ready to begin His ministry the beloved apostle John wrote these words that John the Baptist spoke. The next day John saw Jesus coming toward him, and said, ‘Behold! The Lamb of God who takes away the sin of the world!’ (John 1:29).

			

			
				Not only did Jesus come to experience our sufferings first hand, He came to die on a cross for our sins; to reconcile the World to Himself (2 Corn. 5:19). For He {for God} made Him {made Jesus} who knew no sin to be sin for us, that we might become the righteousness of God in Him” (2 Corn. 5:21).

				What a blessed assurance every Christian man and woman, and every Christian boy and girl has knowing that God loves us enough to send His Son to earth to die for our sins, and because we have accepted that free Gift of salvation which God offers us through His Son, we are promised a place in Heaven for all of eternity with a loving God and a loving Savior. A Savior the Old Testament prophet Isaiah called “Wonderful, Counselor, Mighty God, Everlasting Father, Prince of Peace.”

				The baby Jesus in a manger; that’s what Christmas is all about! There are no two ways about it.

				Christmas is a time we all love to come together with family and friends. It’s a time when the world gets excited about opening presents under a tree. We do it to express our love to others, but I think we also do it to let Jesus shine through us … like Jesus let God shine through Him! And like Jesus all of us have been called to share that light of hope with the world. The Bible says: Let your light so shine before men, that they may see your good works and glorify your Father in heaven (Matthew 5:16). I think we all need to take that light of hope and love down every highway, and we need to take our light down every street and country road. We need to shout the good news from our homes, from our schools, and from our businesses. We need to proclaim it in every valley and from every mountain top. My prayer is that you will join with me as I celebrate the birth of Jesus Christ!

				Merry Christmas

			

			
				



			

	


I Wanta Celebrate His Birth

				Let’s rock and roll this Christmas Eve; 

				I wanta’ rock till the night is done

				I wanta’ celebrate the birth of Christ; 

				tell everyone about God’s Son!

				Yeah, I wanta’ rock and roll all night; 

				I wanta’ celebrate His birth.

				And I’ll wish you a Merry Christmas

				 as we celebrate the day when Emmanuel came to earth!

				Well the shepherds heard those angels sing 

				that first Christmas morn,

				They gave praise to God our Father 

				the night His Son was born.

				I would have liked to have heard those angels sing 

				and see that amazing sight

				When God gave us His Son 

				…. that first Christmas night!

				Well, let’s rock and roll this Christmas Eve; 

				I wanta’ rock till the night is done

				I wanta’ celebrate the birth of Christ 

				… tell everyone about God’s Son!

				Yeah, I wanta’ rock and roll all night; 

				I wanta’ celebrate His birth

				And I’ll wish you a Merry Christmas 

				as we celebrate the day when Emmanuel came to earth!

				Musical Bridge

				Well, ya know it’s been two thousand years 

				and still those angels sing.

				And eternally may their voice be heard 

				as they sing about our King.

			

			
				And can you see those angels rock and roll? 

				I pray the music never stops.

				Praise God Almighty. He’s our King of Kings. 

				Yeah, He’s our Abba Pops.

				Let’s rock and roll this Christmas Eve; 

				I wanta’ rock till the night is done.

				I wanta’ celebrate the birth of Christ 

				… tell everyone about God’s Son!

				Yeah, I wanta’ rock and roll all night 

				… I wanta’ celebrate His birth.

				And I’ll wish you a Merry Christmas 

				as we celebrate the day when Emmanuel came to earth!

				Yeah, lets rock and roll this Christmas Eve; 

				I wanta’ rock till the night is done.

				I wanta’ celebrate the birth of Christ 

				… tell everyone about God’s Son!

				Yeah, I wanta’ rock and roll all night; 

				I wanta’ celebrate His birth

				And I’ll wish you a Merry Christmas 

				as we celebrate the day when Emmanuel came to earth!

				Yeah I wanta’ rock and roll all night; 

				I wanta’ celebrate His birth

				And I’ll wish you a Merry Christmas 

				as we celebrate the day when Emmanuel came to earth!

				Lyrics and melody by Richard Ware © 2011 All Rights Reserved

			

			
				



			

	


The Christmas Story

				It’s not about Santa

				And eight tiny reindeer.

				It’s about God’s love

				Every day of the year.

				And, it’s about a small babe

				That was laid on the hay

				Who was given to us

				On that first Christmas day.

				It’s not about presents,

				Or ripping paper apart

				It’s about a man on the cross

				And, “It is finished” a start.

				And it’s about God’s love

				Endless mercy and grace.

				Who gave us a Lamb

				And the Lamb took our place.

				No, it’s not about Santa

				With a sleigh full of toys.

				Delivering presents

				To good girls and boys.

				Oh, but it is about giving

				But it’s the gift that God gave.

				His only Begotten

				Whom He raised from the grave.

				So, on this Christmas morn

				Give a loud, “Thank You” shout

				To our Heavenly Father

				That’s what Christ’s birth is about.

				And Merry Christmas to you

				May the Lord light your way

				And may you find peace and joy

				This Christmas day.

				Richard P Ware, 1994


			

			
				



			

	


She Called Her Son Emmanuel

				Noel, Noel, Noel, Noel

				Born is the King of Israel!

				Oh, God so loved the world that He gave us His Son

				He came from above with God’s love for everyone.

				Don’t wait, make hast, like the shepherds – go tell

				The virgin gave birth and called her Son, Emmanuel.

				Noel, Noel, shepherds heard angels sing

				Proclaiming the birth of Jesus our King

				Rejoice, O rejoice the Messiah has come

				For there in the manger lay the Christ; Christ Jesus God’s Son.

				Noel, Noel, Noel, Noel

				Born is the King of Israel!

				Noel, Noel, Noel, Noel

				Born is the King of Israel!

				The first Noel, the Angels did say

				Was to certain poor shepherds in fields where they lay

				In fields where they lay keeping their sheep

				On a cold winter’s night that was so deep.

				Noel, Noel, Noel, Noel

				Born is the King of Israel!

				Noel, Noel, Noel, Noel

				Born is the King of Israel!

				Oh, the Word became flesh and He walked here with man

				For the babe in the manger was Salvation’s plan.

				Don’t wait, make hast like the shepherds – go tell

				The virgin gave birth and called her Son, Emmanuel

				Noel, Noel, shepherds heard angels sing

				Proclaiming the birth of Jesus our King

				Rejoice, O rejoice the Messiah has come

			

			
				For there in the manger, lay the Christ…. Christ Jesus God’s Son

				Noel, Noel, Noel, Noel

				Born is the King of Israel!

				Make hast, make hast be a shepherd; go tell

				The virgin gave birth. She called her Son, Emmanuel.

				Noel, Noel, Noel, Noel

				Born is the King of Israel!

				Noel, Noel, lift your voices and sing

				Join the heavenly host proclaiming our King.

				Make hast, make hast be a shepherd; go tell.

				The virgin gave birth. She called her Son, Emmanuel.

				Make hast, make hast be a shepherd; go tell

				The virgin gave birth. She called her Son – Emmanuel.

				Lyrics and melody by Richard Ware © 2010 All Rights Reserved

			

			
				



			

	


Amazing Grace Came Christmas Day

				Amazing grace, how sweet the sound

				Was blind but now I see

				Amazing grace came Christmas day

				To save a wretch like me

				Born God Son that Christmas day

				He died to set me free.

				(Chorus)

				Amazing grace, how sweet the sound

				Was blind, but now I see

				I was lost and I was bound

				But amazing grace came that day to save someone like me

				Through many dangers, toils and snares

				I have already come

				His Grace has brought me safe this far

				And Grace will lead me home.

				(Chorus)

				Music Interlude

				So down this road I will walk with Grace

				Till my life shall cease

				Then I’ll see Jesus face to face.

				God’s Grace is my Prince of Peace.

				(Chorus)

				When we’ve been there ten thousand years

				Bright shining as the sun.

				We’ve no less days to sing God’s praise

				Than when we first begun

				(Chorus)

				Amazing Grace came Christmas Day to save someone like me

				Was blind but now I see.

				Lyrics and melody by Richard Ware ©2011 All Rights Reserved

				Music arranged by Bill Schell


			

			
				



			

	


The Star

				[image: Vignette 10.1.png]


				It was the Sunday following Thanksgiving Day, and it was the only Sunday in the entire year that Grandma missed attending the Sunday morning church service. That’s because this Sunday was Grandma’s special day. This was the traditional Sunday when she prepared her award-winning Thanksgiving dinner for the whole family. She was just digging out the pickle and celery stick platter from the refrigerator when Austin came running into the kitchen.

				“Grandma, Grandma!” Austin said with excitement in his voice.

				“Stop running and start walking,” Grandma said. Then without missing a beat she sat the platter of pickles and celery sticks on the counter and reached down and opened the oven door to check on the pumpkin pies. “This oven is really hot and I don’t want you to end up in the oven with the pies.” She turned to see what Austin wanted. “What’s up Charlie Brown?”

				“I got a part in the Christmas play at church this year. I’m gonna’ be ‘The Star.’”

				“That’s wonderful,” Grandma said as Austin’s dad Shane walked into the kitchen. And, not far behind him was Grandpa and Austin’s mom.

				Grandpa already knew what his assigned duties were, and so he headed straight for the turkey cooling on the counter by the stove. Now it needs to be said that it was well known for years that Grandpa was the turkey carver/taster-tester, and he always took to his task with enthusiasm.

				“Now you know that everyone’s part in the Christmas play is important and really everyone is a shining star. That’s the way God sees all of us,” Grandma said. Then she began talking about the virtues of humility and how it is important for everyone to be humble. She was just about to wrap up her sermon on humility when she spotted Shane reaching for a sample of that warm carved turkey. “You just wait till it’s served from the dinner table mister,” she said as she swatted the back of his outstretched hand.

			

			
				“But, but, but!” Shane pointed his finger in the direction of Grandpa who was chomping away.

				“Don’t you ‘but’ your mother, mister.” Grandma said it like she really meant it. “Now you get your butt into the bathroom and wash up. Dinner will be ready in just a few minutes.”

				“That’s right mister! You can just wait till dinner,” Grandpa replied with turkey-breath and a smile.

				“And God tells us all to be humble because that’s when He can use us,” Grandma said turning her attention back to Austin. “That’s why we shouldn’t see our part as being better than anyone else’s.”

				“I know Grandma,” Austin replied. “I didn’t mean I have the lead role. I meant that I’m the star.” And with that statement Austin took the 4-point outstretched arms and legs – ready to do a cartwheel position. And with his head stretched out as far as he could to make the 5th point of the star, he said, “You know – the star that appeared over Bethlehem.”

				“Oh!” was all Grandma could say.

				And that’s when Grandpa and Austin’s mom grinned that great big ‘got ya’ smile as they carried the turkey tray and the pickle and celery platter into the dining room.

				With the table set and everyone seated, Grandpa asked the blessing. “Heavenly Father … and Lord thank You for all the shining stars in our lives. Amen.”

				And with the blessing said, another one of Grandma’s award winning Thanksgiving dinners was served. But, most important, another memory was made.


			

			
				



			

	


Joy Joy Joy To The World

				Joy to the world, the Lord is come

				Let earth receive her King

				Let every heart prepare Him room

				And heaven and nature sing

				And heaven and nature sing

				Joy, joy, joy to the world

				Joy, joy, joy to every boy and girl

				Joy to the world the Lord is come

				Joy, joy, joy to the world

				Joy … to the world

				Joy, joy, joy to the world

				Oh, joy to the world, the Savior reigns

				Let men their songs employ

				While fields and floods, rocks, hills and plains

				Repeat the sounding joy

				Repeat the sounding joy

				Joy, joy, joy to the world

				Joy, joy, joy to every boy and girl

				Joy to the world, the Lord is come

				Can you hear the angels sing?

				Joy, joy, joy to the world

				Joy, joy, joy to the world

				Music interlude (rocking the joyful sound)

				Can you hear the angels sing, oh give me joy

				Oh yeah, yeah

				Joy, joy, joy, give me joy

				Joy, joy, joy, give me joy

				He rules the world with truth and grace

				And makes the nations prove

				The glories of His righteousness

			

			
				And the wonders of His love

				And the wonders of His love

				Joy, joy, joy to the world

				Joy, joy, joy to every boy and girl

				Joy to the world the Lord is come

				Joy, joy, joy to the world

				Joy … to the world

				Joy, joy, joy to the world

				Oh, Joy to the world the Lord is come

				Let earth receive her King

				Let every heart prepare Him room

				And heaven and nature sing

				And heaven and nature sing

				Joy, joy, joy to the world

				Joy, joy, joy to every boy and girl

				Joy to the world the Lord is come

				Can you hear the angels sing?

				Joy, joy, joy to the world

				Joy, joy, joy to the world

				Joy to the world the Lord is come

				Joy … to the world.

				Joy, joy, joy to the world

				Joy, joy, joy to the world

				Joy … to the world.

				Lyrics and melody by Richard Ware © 2013 All Rights Reserved

			

			
				



			

	


All God Wants for Christmas Is You

				(Chorus)

				Oh, what do you give someone who has everything?

				Who owns the universe and has given you a King

				If you think about it, there’s only one thing that will do

				All God wants for Christmas is you.

				God gave you His Son on that first Christmas Day

				Lord of Lords, King of Kings lay there on the hay

				And the Gift that God gave, His life on the cross

				The blood that was shed was for a world that was lost.

				For the Son of God came from heaven above

				From the Father of light; He is God. He is Love.

				(Chorus)

				So, what do you give someone who has everything?

				Who owns the universe and has given you a King

				If you think about it, there’s only one thing that will do

				All God wants for Christmas is you.

				Musical Bridge

				All God wants for Christmas is you.

				If you’re one of His children, you’re an heir to the throne

				All of heaven is yours, all God has now you own.

				And He gave you His peace, through Jesus His Son

				The victory’s proclaimed; the battle’s already won.

				And He gave you tomorrow filled with joy and with laughter

				An eternal day … life’s happily ever after

				(Ending Chorus)

				So what do you give someone who gave everything?

				Who gave you His Son to die as your King.

				If you think about it, there’s only one thing that will do

				All God wants for Christmas is you … all of you!

				All God wants for Christmas … is you!

				Lyrics and melody by Richard Ware ©2008 All Rights Reserved


			

			
				



			

	


What Do You See?

				When you look in the manger, what do you see?

				When you look upon the Child, can you see eternity?

				Can you see a Man there Who died at Calvary?

				Tell me what … what do you see?

				Can you see the small Child … wrapped up and warm?

				But do you see the back that was tattered and torn?

				And can you see all the sin placed on Him for me?

				Tell me what … what do you see?

				Can you see the Christ child, God’s Lamb on the hay?

				Can you see Him coming back as a Lion someday?

				Can you see Him hanging there, nailed to the tree?

				Tell me what … what do you see?

				Musical bridge

				Oh, look once again ‘cause I want you to see,

				God gave us His Son to save you and me!

				And He came anyway, though the world knew Him not

				And died on the cross, by His blood we are bought.

				Can you see the crown of thorns there on His head?

				Can you see Jesus Christ raised from the dead?

				Can you see all men bow, praising the King?

				Can you see Him at the throne?

				Do you see angels sing?

				Can you see peace on earth, goodwill to all men?

				Can you see the Lord God and salvation’s plan?

				Can you see all of that? Do you see victory?

				Tell me what … what do you see?

				Can you see the crown of thorns there on His head?

				Can you see Jesus Christ raised from the dead?

				Can you see all men bow praising our King?

			

			
				Can you see Him at the throne? Do you see angels sing?

				Can you see the Christ child, God’s Lamb on the hay?

				Can you see Him coming back as a Lion someday?

				Can you see Him hanging there, nailed to the tree?

				Tell me now that’s what you see!

				Oh, it’s all in the manger, it’s all there to see!

				Tell me now that’s what you see!

				I pray now, that’s what you see!

				What do you see?

				Fade out: What do you see? What do you see? What do you see?

				Lyrics and melody by Marty Stangl and Richard Ware 

				© 2008 All Rights Reserved
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				Richard Ware was raised on a small family farm in North-central Missouri. As a youth he attended a small Baptist church on a semi-regular basis. Upon graduation from Bucklin R-II High School, Bucklin, Missouri in 1972 he enlisted in the US Army and headed for Basic Training in October of that same year. He served a 3-year tour of duty: Two years in Germany and he finished his enlistment at Fort Belvoir, Virginia. Since those youthful years, he has also served in the Air National Guard, Great Falls, Montana, and the Army National Guard in Macon, Missouri.

				In February of 1973, he married a young lady from Marceline, Missouri, and from that marriage four children were born: Shane, Brandie, Robert, and Kevin. All are grown now with their own families, and actually in spite of their dad, all have grown into really cool people.

				After leaving home in 1972, he turned away from God and walked the more travelled roads for about 27 years. Actually, he ran down the hammer lanes of life as fast as he could run. He thought, as many men do, that he was the “big dog in the puppy pen” and preceded full steam ahead just having a lot of fun. In reality, he had so much fun; it led to bankruptcy in the mid 1980’s and divorce at the end of that same decade. As a note, that’s where the fast lane of life takes most men!

				In 1999, he re-dedicated his life to Jesus and shifted lanes. Now he walks in the “right” or “slow” lane – the path less travelled which leads to the narrow gate where his Lord and Savior will be waiting at his journey’s end. Richard admits, “Though I am flawed, I am forgiven. And though I still mess up and fall down from time to time … my heavenly Father picks me up, dusts me off, and with a gentle swat on the backside He tells me to get back out there and do a little better.”

			

			
				Currently Richard occupies his workweek as an over-the-road truck driver. That is his occupation; his calling is that of an evangelist, sharing the gospel with people in the trucking industry. He has been blessed with the ability to write songs … which is amazing because he neither plays a musical instrument nor reads music. “The truth be known, I am just the “pen” that God uses to write down the lyrics, and as I drive down these highways and byways crisscrossing America, God gives me a melody to the words. I then record my vocal to the words and send my rough vocal recording off to Nashville where a professional musician puts everything into the final song.”

				Richard’s ministry takes him to various churches where he shares the good news through his songs and preaching. In 2007, he began “Jesus Cross My Heart Ministries” which is based on that old phrase many of us said as a child when we swore to keep a promise; “Cross my heart and hope to die, stick a thousand needles in my eye!” With that phrase in mind, he thought about how we as believers have been given the greatest promise of all. That promise from God is eternal, cross my heart – and it is a promise we are all called, not to keep to ourselves, but to share with the world. To preach the good news of Jesus Christ – The Great Commission!

				So out of that thought God gave him these words: “Cross my heart and hope to live, and give me words to give to those who stumble lost through the night. And give me, Lord, a mustard seed of faith for those in need…. Oh, Lord cross my heart, cross my heart and hope to live!”

				From these words a poem was birthed, and then went on to be the chorus of the song God wrote through him: Of course the title of that song is: Cross My Heart.

			

			
				Cross My Heart is Richard Ware’s signature song for Jesus Cross My Heart Ministries.

				Connect with Richard

				www.jesuscrossmyheart.com


			

			
				



			

	


[image: You Can Go To Heaven 001.jpg]


			

			
				



			

	


[image: 9-2013 last page ad.jpg]


			

			
				



		

	


www.lifesentencepublishing.com


				Like us on Facebook


				Visit Richard’s website: www.jesuscrossmyheart.com

				Detours, Discipleship and Dangling Participles – Richard P. Ware

				Copyright © 2013

				All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means – electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without written permission from the publisher.

				Scripture taken from the New King James Version®. Copyright © 1982 by Thomas Nelson, Inc. Used by permission. 

				All rights reserved.

				Printed in the United States of America

				First edition published 2013

				LIFE SENTENCE Publishing books are available at discounted prices for ministries and other outreach. Find out more by contacting: info@lifesentencepublishing.com


				LIFE SENTENCE Publishing and its logo are trademarks of

				LIFE SENTENCE Publishing, LLC
P.O. Box 652
Abbotsford, WI 54405

				Paperback ISBN: 978-1-62245-141-8

				Ebook ISBN: 978-1-62245-142-5

				10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

				This book is available from www.amazon.com, Barnes & Noble, 
and your local Christian bookstore.

				Cover Design: Amber Burger

				Editor: Donna Sundblad

				Share this book on Facebook

			

		

	cover.jpeg
Richard P. Ware

A 7uck Driver's SRS,
/ems and Songs

5N \' \\






images/00020.jpeg





images/00022.jpeg





images/00021.jpeg





images/00024.jpeg
Christian Author and
Missionary Publishing

rsion it






images/00023.jpeg
YOU CAN GO TO HEAVEN

i s e f e . o 9. A s e
v st e L s il o b Gl
ot o fom e 8 e ol o 09
ol ey ok L ol S . o
o
s s, e Lo g el e
e Yo oo ot ok i S, Ak
o ———"
ot s o e 1 e e of o
o A

Tesus Loves Jou”

i e e e





images/00017.jpeg





images/00016.jpeg





images/00019.jpeg





images/00018.jpeg





images/00011.jpeg





images/00010.jpeg





images/00013.jpeg





images/00012.jpeg





images/00015.jpeg





images/00014.jpeg





images/00002.jpeg





images/00001.jpeg





images/00004.jpeg





images/00003.jpeg





images/00006.jpeg





images/00005.jpeg





images/00008.jpeg





images/00007.jpeg





images/00009.jpeg





