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A Blue Rose Author unknown
Having four visiting family members, my wife was very busy, so I offered to go to the store for
her to get some needed items, which included light bulbs, paper towels, trash bags, detergent and
Clorox. So off I went.
I scurried around the store, gathered up my goodies and headed for the checkout counter, only to
be blocked in the narrow aisle by a young man who appeared to be about sixteen-years-old. I
wasn't in a hurry, so I patiently waited for the boy to realize that I was there. This was when he
waved his hands excitedly in the air and declared in a loud voice, "Mommy, I'm over here."
It was obvious now, he was mentally challenged and also startled as he turned and saw me
standing so close to him, waiting to squeeze by. His eyes widened and surprise exploded on his
face as I said, "Hey Buddy, what's your name?"
"My name is Denny and I'm shopping with my mother," he responded proudly.
"Wow," I said, "that's a cool name; I wish my name was Denny, but my name is Steve."
"Steve, like Stevarino?" he asked. "Yes," I answered. "How old are you Denny?"
"How old am I now, Mommy?" he asked his mother as she slowly came over from the next aisle.
"You're fifteen-years-old Denny; now be a good boy and let the man pass by."
I acknowledged her and continued to talk to Denny for several more minutes about summer,
bicycles and school. I watched his brown eyes dance with excitement, because he was the centre
of someone's attention. He then abruptly turned and headed toward the toy section.
Denny's mom had a puzzled look on her face and thanked me for taking the time to talk with her
son. She told me that most people wouldn't even look at him, much less talk to him.
I told her that it was my pleasure and then I said something I have no idea where it came from,
other than by the prompting of the Holy Spirit. I told her that there are plenty of red, yellow, and
pink roses in God's Garden; however, "Blue Roses" are very rare and should be appreciated for
their beauty and distinctiveness. You see, Denny is a Blue Rose and if someone doesn't stop and
smell that rose with their heart and touch that rose with their kindness, then they've missed a
blessing from God.
She was silent for a second, then with a tear in her eye she asked, "Who are you?"
Without thinking I said, "Oh, I'm probably just a dandelion, but I sure love living in God's
garden."

She reached out, squeezed my hand and said, "God bless you!" and then I had tears in my eyes.
May I suggest, the next time you see a BLUE ROSE, don't turn your head and walk off. Take the
time to smile and say Hello. Why? Because, by the grace of GOD, this mother or father could be
you. This could be your child, grandchild, niece or nephew. What a difference a moment can
mean to that person or their family.
From an old dandelion! Live simply. Love generously. Care deeply. Speak kindly. Leave the rest
to God.
"People will forget what you said, People will forget what you did, but people will never forget
how you made them
feel!"
Matthew 7:2* For with what judgment ye judge, ye shall be judged: and with what measure ye
mete, it shall be measured to you again.
===========================================
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Today's Story
One Page at a Time
I have the bad habit of skipping to the last pages of a book to see how it ends while I am still in the middle of it.
This habit annoyed first my Mom, then my friends, and finally even my own daughter. Often my impatience
wouldn't be confined just to the books I read but also to what they were reading as well. Finally one day my
daughter told me in exasperation, "Dad please just read a book one page at a time like everyone else!"

At times I haven't limited this bad habit to just books either. I have also tried to skip ahead in my own life and
figure out what to do months and even years from now instead of embracing each day as God intended. I knew
that the book of my life wasn't done yet and that I had many pages left to go. Still, that didn't stop me from trying
to write the ending half-way through. Time and again, I would foolishly jump ahead and try to solve every
conceivable problem before it happened so I could reach that storybook happily ever after ending. Life, however
doesn't work like that. God loves to surprise us, and you never know what new problem, change, or opportunity
each new day will bring.

God in His loving wisdom has often had to remind me to relax, slow down and find His love and joy in each day
Recently when I found myself returning to that bad habit of rushing ahead and living in the future again, I found
His truth coming from the lips of a special soul who gently told me I needed to "live one day at a time." When I
heard those words I smiled, turned the book of my life back to the right page, and thanked God for today.

There is no skipping ahead in the book of life. Each of us has to live it one page and one day at a time. Each of us
has to have faith in God to help us to write it line by line and moment by moment. Each of us has to trust that our
Heavenly Father will bring our story to its perfect end. Joseph J. Mazzella

James 4:14* Whereas ye know not what shall be on the morrow. For what is your l
ife? It is even a vapour, that appeareth for a little time, and then vanisheth away.

=============================================
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When Jesus Came to Dinner
Ruth looked at the envelope again. There was no stamp, no postmark, only her name and
address. She read the letter one more time...
Dear Ruth,
I'm going to be in your neighborhood Saturday afternoon and I'd like to stop by for a visit.
Love Always,
Jesus
Her hands were shaking as she placed the letter on the table. "Why would the Lord want to visit
me? I'm nobody special. I don't have anything to offer."
With that thought, Ruth remembered her empty kitchen cabinets. "Oh my goodness, I really don't
have anything to offer. I'll have to run down to the store and buy something for dinner."
She reached for her purse and counted out its contents. Seven dollars and forty cents. "Well, I
can get some bread and cold cuts, at least." She threw on her coat and hurried out the door.
A loaf of french bread, a half-pound of sliced turkey, and a carton of milk...leaving Ruth with a
grand total of twelve cents to last her until Monday. Nonetheless, she felt satisfied as she headed
home, her meager offerings tucked under her arm.
"Hey lady, can you help us, lady?" Ruth had been so absorbed in her dinner plans, she hadn't
even noticed two figures huddled in the alleyway. A man and a woman, both of them dressed in
little more than rags.
"Look lady, I ain't got a job, ya know, and my wife and I have been living out here on the street,
and, well, now it's getting cold and we're getting kinda hungry and, well, if you could help us,
lady, we'd really appreciate it."
Ruth looked at them both. They were dirty, they smelled bad and, frankly, she was certain that
they could get some kind of work if they really wanted to. "Sir, I'd like to help you, but I'm a
poor woman myself. All I have is a few cold cuts and some bread, and I'm having an important
guest for dinner tonight and I was planning on serving that to Him."
"Yeah, well, OK lady, I understand. Thanks anyway." The man put his arm around the woman's
shoulders, turned and headed back into the alley.
As she watched them leave, Ruth felt a familiar twinge in her heart. "Sir, wait!" The couple
stopped and turned as she ran down the alley after them. "Look, why don't you take this food. I'll
figure out something else to serve my guest." She handed the man her grocery bag.
"Thank you lady. Thank you very much!" "Yes, thank you!" It was the man's wife, and Ruth
could see now that she was shivering.
"You know, I've got another coat at home. Here, why don't you take this one." Ruth unbuttoned
her jacket and slipped it over the woman's shoulders. Then smiling, she turned and walked back
to the street . . .without her coat and with nothing to serve her guest. "Thank you lady! Thank
you very much!"
Ruth was chilled by the time she reached her front door, and worried too. The Lord was coming

to visit and she didn't have anything to offer Him. She fumbled through her purse for the door
key. But as she did, she noticed another envelope in her mailbox. "That's odd. The mailman
doesn't usually come twice in one day." She took the envelope out of the box and opened it.
Dear Ruth,
It was so good to see you again. Thank you for the lovely meal. And thank you too, for the
beautiful coat.
Love Always,
Jesus. (a Beautiful Story)
The air was still cold, but even without her coat, Ruth no longer noticed.
Matthew 25:37-40. Then shall the righteous answer him, saying, Lord, when saw we thee an
hungred, and fed thee? or thirsty, and gave thee drink?
38 When saw we thee a stranger, and took thee in? or naked, and clothed thee?
39 Or when saw we thee sick, or in prison, and came unto thee?
40 And the King shall answer and say unto them, Verily I say unto you, Inasmuch as ye have
done it unto one of the least of these my brethren, ye have done it unto me.
==========================================
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I am sending this to everyone on my list because it warmed my heart once again and I hope it
will do the same for you.
At a fundraising dinner for a school that serves children with learning disabilities, the
father of one of the students delivered a speech that would never be forgotten by all who
attended. After extolling the school and its Dedicated staff, he offered a question:
'When not interfered with by outside influences, everything nature does, is done with
perfection. Yet my son, Shay, cannot learn things as other children do. He cannot
understand things as other children do. Where is the natural order of things in my son?'
The audience was stilled by the query.
The father continued. 'I believe that when a child like Shay, who was mentally and
physically disabled comes into the world, an opportunity to realize true human nature
presents itself, and it comes in the way other people treat that child.'
Then he told the following story:
Shay and I had walked past a park where some boys Shay knew were playing baseball.
Shay asked, 'Do you think they'll let me play?' I knew that most of the boys would not
want someone like Shay on their team, but as a fatherIalso understood that if my son were
allowed to play, it would give him a much-needed sense of belonging and some confidence
to be accepted by others in spite of his handicaps.

I approached one of the boys on the field and asked (not expecting much) if Shay could
play. The boy looked around for guidance and said, 'We're losing by six runs and the game
is in the eighth inning. I guess he can be on our team and we'll try to put him in to bat in
the ninth inning..'
Shay struggled over to the team's bench and, with a broad smile, put on a team shirt.. I
watched with a small tear in my eye and warmth in my heart. The boys saw my joy at my
son being accepted.
In the bottom of the eighth inning, Shay's team scored a few runs but was still behind by
three.
In the top of the ninth inning, Shay put on a glove and played in the right field. Even
though no hits came his way, he was obviously ecstatic just to be in the game and on the
field, grinning from ear to ear as I waved to him from the stands.
In the bottom of the ninth inning, Shay's team scored again.
Now, with two outs and the bases loaded, the potential winning run was on base and Shay
was scheduled to be next at bat. At this juncture, do they let Shay bat and give away their
chance to win the game?
Surprisingly, Shay was given the bat. Everyone knew that a hit was all but impossible
because Shay didn't even know how to hold the bat properly, much less connect with the
ball.
However, as Shay stepped up to the Plate, the pitcher, recognizing that the other team was
putting winning aside for this moment in Shay's life, moved in a few steps to lob the ball in
softly so Shay could at least make contact.
The first pitch came and Shay swung clumsily and missed.
The pitcher again took a few steps forward to toss the ball softly towards Shay. As the
pitch came in, Shay swung at the ball and hit a slow ground ball right back to the pitcher.
The game would now be over.
The pitcher picked up the soft grounder and could have easily thrown the ball to the first
baseman. Shay would have been out and that would have been the end of the game.
Instead, the pitcher threw the ball right over the first baseman's head, out of reach of all
team mates.
Everyone from the stands and both teams started yelling, 'Shay, run to first!
Run to first!'

Never in his life had Shay ever run that far, but he made it to first base. He scampered
down the baseline, wide-eyed and startled.
Everyone yelled, 'Run to second, run to second!'
Catching his breath, Shay awkwardly ran towards second, gleaming and struggling to
make it to the base.
By the time Shay rounded towards second base, the right fielder had the ball . The smallest
guy on their team who now had his first chance to be the hero for his team.
He could have thrown the ball to the second-baseman for the tag, but he understood the
pitcher's intentions so he, too, intentionally threw the ball high and far over the thirdbaseman's head.
Shay ran toward third base deliriously as the runners ahead of him circled the bases
toward home. All were screaming, 'Shay, Shay, Shay, all the Way Shay'
Shay reached third base because the opposing shortstop ran to help him by turning him in
the direction of third base, and shouted, 'Run to third!
Shay, run to third!'
As Shay rounded third, the boys from both teams, and the spectators, were on their feet
screaming, 'Shay, run home! Run home!'
Shay ran to home, stepped on the plate, and was cheered as the hero who hit the grand
slam and won the game for his team
'That day', said the father softly with tears now rolling down his face, 'the boys from both
teams helped bring a piece of true love and humanity into this world'.
Shay didn't make it to another summer. He died that winter, having never forgotten being
the hero and making me so happy, and coming home and seeing his Mother tearfully
embrace her little hero of the day!
1Corinthians 13:13* And now abideth faith, hope, charity, these three; but the greatest of these
is charity.
You now have two choices: 1. Delete or 2. Forward

Feb 4/18
FOR ALL THOSE THAT TEACH, you cannot know or say, I’m saved or I’m going to Heaven.
WORTH THE READ

Billy Graham is now 96 years-old with Parkinson's disease. In January 2000
leaders in Charlotte, North Carolina invited their favorite son, Billy
Graham, to a luncheon in his honor.
Billy initially hesitated to accept the invitation because he struggles
with Parkinson's disease, but the Charlotte leaders said, 'We don't expect
a major address. Just come and let us honor you.' So he agreed. After
wonderful things were said about him, Dr. Graham stepped to the rostrum,
looked at the crowd, and said, "I'm reminded today of Albert Einstein, the
great physicist who this month has been honored by Time magazine as the
Man of the Century.
Einstein was once traveling from Princeton on a train when the conductor
came down the aisle, punching the tickets of every passenger. When he came
to Einstein, Einstein reached in his vest pocket. He couldn't find his
ticket, so he reached in his trouser pockets. It wasn't there. He
looked in his briefcase but couldn't find it. Then he looked in the seat
beside him. He still couldn't find it. "The conductor said, 'Dr. Einstein,
I know who you are. We all know who you are I'm sure you bought a ticket.
Don't worry about it.'
"Einstein nodded appreciatively. The conductor continued down the aisle
punching tickets. As he was ready to move to the next car, he turned
around and saw the great physicist down on his hands and knees looking under his
seat for his ticket. "The conductor rushed back and said, 'Dr.Einstein,
Dr. Einstein, don't worry, I know who you are; no problem. You
don't need a ticket. I'm sure you bought one.' Einstein looked at him
and said, "Young man, I too, know who I am. What I don't know is where I'm
going." Having said that Billy Graham continued, "See the suit I'm
wearing? It's a brand new suit. My children, and my grandchildren are
telling me I've gotten a little slovenly in my old age. I used to be a bit
more fastidious. So I went out and bought a new suit for this luncheon and
one more occasion. You know what that occasion is? This is the suit in
which I'll be buried. But when you hear I'm dead, I don't want you to
immediately remember the suit I'm wearing. I want you to remember this:
I not only know who I am. I also know where I'm going." May your trouble
be less, your blessings more, and may nothing but happiness, come through
your door. Life without God is like an unsharpened pencil - it has no
point." Amen and peace, my friends.
And may each of us have lived our lives so that when our ticket is
punched we don't have to worry about where we are going.
Even at his age and with Parkinson's Disease, he could
still deliver a powerful sermon.
Romans 8:16* The Spirit itself beareth witness with our spirit, that we are the children of God:
===================================
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One Sunday morning during service, a 2,000 member
congregation was surprised to see two men enter, both
covered from head to toe in black and carrying

sub-machine guns. One of the men proclaimed, "Anyone
willing to take a bullet for Christ remain where you
are." Immediately, the choir fled, the deacons fled,
and most of the congregation fled. Out of the 2,000
there only remained around 20.
The man who had spoken took off his hood, looked at
the preacher and said, "Okay Pastor, I got rid of all the hypocrites.
Now you may begin your service. Have a nice day!"And the two men
turned and walked out.
Matthew 7:22 - 23: Many will say to me in that day, Lord, Lord, have we not
prophesied in thy name? and in thy name have cast out devils? and in thy
name done many wonderful works? And then will I profess unto them,
I never knew you: depart from me, ye that work iniquity.
==========================================
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Louise Redden, a poorly dressed lady with a look of defeat on her face,
walked into a grocery store. She approached the owner of the store in
a most humble manner and asked if he would let her charge a few groceries. She softly explained
that her husband was very ill and unable to work, they had seven children and they needed food.
John Longhouse, the grocer, scoffed at her and requested that she leave his store.
Visualizing the family needs, she said, "Please, sir! I will bring you the money just as soon as I
can." John told her he could not give her credit, as she did not have a charge account at his store.
Standing beside the counter was a customer who overheard the conversation between the two.
The customer walked forward and told the grocer that he would stand good for whatever she
needed for her family. The grocer said in a very reluctant voice, "Do you have a grocery list?
Louise replied,
"Yes sir"
"O.K." he said, "put your grocery list on the scales and whatever your
grocery list weighs, I will give you that amount in groceries." Louise, hesitated a moment with a
bowed head, then she reached into her purse and took out a piece of paper and scribbled
something on it. She then laid the piece of paper on the
scale carefully with her head still bowed. The eyes of the grocer and the customer showed
amazement when the scales went down and stayed down. The grocer, staring at the scales, turned
slowly to the customer and said begrudgingly, "I can't believe it."
The customer smiled and the grocer started putting the groceries on the other side of the scales.
The scale did not balance so he continued to put more and more
groceries on them until the scales would hold no more. The grocer stood there in utter disgust.
Finally, he grabbed the piece of paper from the scales and looked at it with greater amazement. It
was not a grocery list, it was a prayer which said: "Dear Lord, you know my Needs and I am
leaving this in your hands". The grocer gave her the groceries that he had gathered and stood in
stunned silence.
Louise thanked him and left the store. The customer handed a fifty-dollar bill to the
grocer and said, "It was worth every penny of it."
Only God Knows how much a prayer weighs. Unknown
Matthew 6:25* Therefore I say unto you, Take no thought for your life, what ye shall eat,
or what ye shall drink; nor yet for your body, what ye shall put on. Is not the life more than

meat, and the body than raiment?
=====================================================================
==============
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AND WE WONDER WHY THE WORLD IS ON ITS WAY TO HELL IN A HAND BASKET
This is for anyone who will someday have teenagers (or younger). Keep it in
a file for the future.
For all the rest of us it's just so fun to read.
For a minute I thought it was the words of a rapper. (Unknown)
---------------------My son came home from school one day,
A smirk was on his face.
He'd decided he was smart enough,
To put me in my place.
HE SAID:
Guess what I learned in Civics Two,
That's taught by Mr. Wright?
It's all about the laws today:
THE CHILDREN'S BILL OF RIGHTS.
IT SAYS:
I don't have to clean my room,
Don't have to cut my hair.
No one can tell me what to think,
How to speak, or what to wear.
I have freedom FROM religion,
And regardless of what you say,
I don't have to bow my head,
And I sure DON'T HAVE TO PRAY.
I can wear earrings if I want,
And pierce my tongue & nose.
I can read & watch just what I like,
Be tattooed from head to toes.
AND if you ever spank me,
I'll charge you with a crime,
I'll back up all my charges,,
With the marks on my behind.
Don't you ever touch me,
This body's for MY use,
Not for your hugs and kisses,
That's just more child abuse.
Don't preach about your morals,
Like your mama did to you.
That's nothing but your mind control,
And it's illegal too!
Mom, I have these children's rights,
So you can't influence me,

Or I'll call Children's Services,
Better known as C.S.D.
NOW IT WAS MY TURN!
Well, of course, my natural instinct
Was to toss him out the door.
But the chance to teach a lesson,
Made me think a little more.
I mulled it over carefully,
I couldn't let this go.
A little smile crept to my face...
He was messing with a pro!
Next day I took him shopping,
At the local Goodwill store,
I told him, pick out all you want!
There are shirts & pants galore.
I've called and checked with C.S.D.,
They said they didn't care,
If I bought you K-Mart shoes,
Instead of Nike Airs.
OH! And...
I've canceled that appointment
To take your driver's test.
The C.S.D. is unconcerned,
So I'll decide what's best.
No time to stop and eat,
Or pick up stuff to munch,
And tomorrow you can start to learn
To make your own sack lunch.
Just save that raging appetite,
And wait 'til dinner time.
We're having liver and onions.
It's a favorite dish of mine.
HE THEN ASKED:
Can we stop to rent a movie,
So I can watch the VCR?
Sorry, I said, I sold your TV,
For new tires on my car.
I also rented out your room,
You can take the couch instead.
The C.S.D. requires,
Just a roof above your head.
Your clothing won't be trendy now,
I'll choose the food we eat,
That allowance that you used to get,
Will buy me something neat.
I'm selling off your jet ski,

Dirt-bike & roller blades.
Check out the PARENTS' BILL OF RIGHTS,
It's in effect today!
Hey, Hot Shot, are you crying?
Why are you on your knees?
Are you asking God to help you?
....GO CALL THE C.S.D
2Ti 4:3* For the time will come when they will not endure
sound doctrine; (teaching) but after their own lusts shall
they heap to themselves teachers, having itching ears;
Law of the Garbage Truck
One day I hopped in a taxi and we took off for the airport.
We were driving in the right lane when suddenly a black car jumped out of a parking space right
in front of us.
My taxi driver slammed on his brakes, skidded, and missed the other car by just inches! The
driver of the other car whipped his head around and started yelling at us.
My taxi driver just smiled and waved at the guy. And I mean, he was really friendly.
So I asked, 'Why did you just do that? This guy almost ruined your car and sent us to the
hospital!'
This is when my taxi driver taught me what I now call, 'The Law of the Garbage Truck.'
He explained that many people are like garbage trucks. They run around full of garbage, full of
frustration, full of anger, and full of disappointment.
As their garbage piles up, they need a place to dump it and sometimes they'll dump it on you.
Don't take it personally.
Just smile, wave, wish them well, and move on. Don't take their garbage and spread it to other
people at work, at home, or on the streets.
The bottom line is that successful people do not let garbage trucks take over their day.
Life's too short to wake up in the morning with regrets,
so ... Love the people who treat you right.
Pray for the ones who don't.
Life is ten percent what you make it and ninety percent how you take it.
Galatians 5:22-23 But the fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace, longsuffering, gentleness,
goodness, faith, Meekness, temperance: against such there is no law.
=====================================================
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I don't know who wrote this, but there are lots of truths here. The Peaceful Majority I used to
know a man whose family was German aristocracy prior to World War Two. They owned a
number of large industries and estates. I asked him how many German people were true Nazis,
and the answer he gave has stuck with me and guided my attitude toward fanaticism ever since.
"Very few people were true Nazis", he said," but many enjoyed the return of German pride, and
many more were too busy to care. I was one of those who just thought the Nazis were a bunch of
fools. So, the majority just sat back and let it all happen. Then, before we knew it, they owned
us, and we had lost control, and the end of the world had come. My family lost everything ended
up in a concentration camp and the Allies destroyed my factories." We are told again and again
by "experts" and "talking heads" that Islam is the religion of peace, and that the vast majority of
Muslims just want to live in peace. Although this unqualified assertion may be true, it is entirely

irrelevant. It is meaningless fluff, meant to make us feel better, and meant to somehow diminish
the specter of fanatics rampaging across the globe in the name of Islam. The fact is that the
fanatics rule Islam at this moment in history. It is the fanatics who march. It is the fanatics who
wage any one of 50 shooting wars worldwide. It is the fanatics who systematically slaughter
Christian or tribal groups throughout Africa and are gradually taking over the entire continent in
an Islamic wave. It is the fanatics who bomb, behead, murder, or honor kill. It is the fanatics who
take over mosque after mosque. It is the fanatics who zealously spread the stoning and hanging
of rape victims and homosexuals. The hard qualifiable fact is that the "peaceful majority" is the
"silent majority" and it is cowed and extraneous. Communist Russia comprised Russians who
just wanted to live in peace, yet the Russian Communists were responsible for the murder of
about 20 million people. The peaceful majority were irrelevant. China's huge population was
peaceful as well, but Chinese Communists managed to kill a staggering 70 million people. The
average Japanese individual prior to World War 2 was not a war
mongering sadist. Yet, Japan murdered and slaughtered its way across South East Asia in an
orgy of killing that included the systematic murder of 12 million Chinese civilians; most killed
by sword, shovel, and bayonet. And, who can forget Rwanda, which collapsed into butchery.
Could it not be said that the majority of Rwandans were "peace loving"? History lessons are
often incredibly simple and blunt, yet for all our powers of reason we often miss the most basic
and uncomplicated of points: Peace-loving Muslims have been made irrelevant by their
silence.Peace-loving Muslims will become our enemy if they don't speak up, because like my
friend from Germany, they will awake one day and find that the fanatics own them, and the end
of their world will have begun. Peace-loving Germans, Japanese, Chinese, Russians, Rwandans,
Serbs, Afghans, Iraqis, Palestinians, Somalis, Nigerians, Algerians, and many others have died
because the peaceful majority did not speak up until it was too late. As for us who watch it all
unfold; we must pay attention to the only group that counts; the fanatics who threaten our way of
life. Lastly, I wish to add: At the risk of offending someone, I sincerely think that anyone who
rejects this as just another political rant, or doubts the seriousness of this issue or just deletes it
without sending it on, is part of the problem. Lets quit laughing at and ridiculing our leaders in
this war against terror. They are trying to protect the interests and well being of US. Best we
support them.
2Thessalonians 2:8-12 And then shall that Wicked be revealed,
whom the Lord shall consume with the spirit of his mouth, and shall destroy with the brightness
of his coming: Even him, whose coming is after the working of Satan with all power and signs
and lying wonders, And with all deceivableness of unrighteousness in them that perish; because
they received not the love of the truth, that they might be saved. And for this cause God shall
send them strong delusion, that they should believe a lie: That they all might be damned who
believed not the truth, but had pleasure in unrighteousness.
===================================================
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What a nice story...
An American man walked into a restaurant in London. As soon as he entered, he noticed an
Indian sitting in the corner.
So he walked over to the counter, removed his wallet and shouted, "Waiter! I am buying food for
everyone in this restaurant, except that Indian guy over there!"
So the waiter collected the money from the man and began serving free food to everyone in the
restaurant, except the Indian.

However, instead of becoming upset, the Indian simply looked up at the American and shouted,
"Thank you!”
That infuriated the man. So once again, the American took out his wallet and shouted, "Waiter!
This time I am buying bottles of wine and additional food for everyone in this bar, except for that
Indian sitting in the corner over there!”
So the waiter collected the money from the man and began serving free food and wine to
everyone in the bar except Indian.
When the waiter finished serving the food and drinks, once again, instead of becoming angry, the
Indian simply smiled at the American man and shouted, "Thank you!"
That made the American man furious. So he leaned over on the counter and said to the waiter,
"What is wrong with that Indian man? I have bought food and drinks for everyone in this bar
except him, but instead of becoming angry, he just sits there and smiles at me and shouts 'Thank
you.' Is he mad???"
The waiter smiled at the American and said, "No, he is not mad. He is the owner of this
restaurant.
May your enemies work unknowingly in your favour.
Stay away from Anger..It hurts ..Only You!
If you are right then there is no need to get angry,
And if you are wrong then you don't have any right to get angry.
Patience with family is love,
Patience with others is respect.
Patience with self is confidence and Patience with GOD is faith.
Never Think Hard about thePAST, It brings Tears...
Don't think more about the FUTURE, It brings Fear...
Live this Moment with a Smile,It brings Cheer.
Every test in our life makes us bitter or better,
Every problem comes to make us or break us,
The choice is ours whether we become victims or victorious.
Beautiful things are not always good but good things are always beautiful
Do you know why God created gaps between fingers?
So that someone who is special to you comes and fills those gaps by holding your hand
forever.
Happiness keeps You Sweet..But being sweet brings happiness.
Do Share it with all the Good People In your Life.
3John 2* Beloved, I wish above all things that thou mayest prosper
and be in health, even as thy soul prospereth.
=========================================================
Jan 28
GREAT article! (Not about baseball it's about LIFE)
"17 INCHES" - you will not regret reading this
An excellent article to read from beginning to end.
Twenty years ago, in Nashville, Tennessee, during the first week of January, 1996, more
than 4,000 baseball coaches descended upon the Opryland Hotel for the 52nd annual
ABCA's convention.
While I waited in line to register with the hotel staff, I heard other more veteran coaches
rumbling about the lineup of speakers scheduled to present during the weekend. One

name, in particular, kept resurfacing, always with the same sentiment — "John Scolinos is
here? Oh, man, worth every penny of my airfare."
Who is John Scolinos, I wondered No matter; I was just happy to be there.
In 1996, Coach Scolinos was 78 years old and five years retired from a college coaching
career that began in 1948. He shuffled to the stage to an impressive standing ovation,
wearing dark polyester pants, a light blue shirt, and a string around his neck from which
home plate hung — a full-sized, stark-white home plate.
Seriously, I wondered, who is this guy?
After speaking for twenty-five minutes, not once mentioning the prop hanging around his
neck, Coach Scolinos appeared to notice the snickering among some of the coaches. Even
those who knew Coach Scolinos had to wonder exactly where he was going with this, or if
he had simply forgotten about home plate since he'd gotten on stage. Then, finally ...
"You're probably all wondering why I'm wearing home plate around my neck," he said,
his voice growing irascible. I laughed along with the others, acknowledging the possibility.
"I may be old, but I'm not crazy. The reason I stand before you today is to share with you
baseball people what I've learned in my life, what I've learned about home plate in my 78
years."
Several hands went up when Scolinos asked how many Little League coaches were in the
room. "Do you know how wide home plate is in Little League?"
After a pause, someone offered, "Seventeen inches?", more of a question than answer.
"That's right," he said. "How about in Babe Ruth's day? Any Babe Ruth coaches in the
house?" Another long pause.
"Seventeen inches?" a guess from another reluctant coach.
"That's right," said Scolinos. "Now, how many high school coaches do we have in the
room?" Hundreds of hands shot up, as the pattern began to appear. "How wide is home
plate in high school baseball?"
"Seventeen inches," they said, sounding more confident.
"You're right!" Scolinos barked. "And you college coaches, how wide is home plate in
college?"
"Seventeen inches!" we said, in unison.
"Any Minor League coaches here? How wide is home plate in pro ball?"............"Seventeen
inches!"
"RIGHT! And in the Major Leagues, how wide home plate is in the Major Leagues?
"Seventeen inches!"
"SEV-EN-TEEN INCHES!" he confirmed, his voice bellowing off the walls. "And what do
they do with a Big League pitcher who can't throw the ball over seventeen inches?" Pause
"They send him to Pocatello!" he hollered, drawing raucous laughter. "What they don't do
is this: they don't say, 'Ah, that's okay, Jimmy. If you can't hit a seventeen-inch target?
We'll make it eighteen inches or nineteen inches. We'll make it twenty inches so you have a
better chance of hitting it. If you can't hit that, let us know so we can make it wider still,
say twenty-five inches.'"
Pause. "Coaches... what do we do when your best player shows up late to practice? or when
our team rules forbid facial hair and a guy shows up unshaven? What if he gets caught
drinking? Do we hold him accountable? Or do we change the rules to fit him? Do we widen
home plate? "
The chuckles gradually faded as four thousand coaches grew quiet, the fog lifting as the old

coach's message began to unfold. He turned the plate toward himself and, using a Sharpie,
began to draw something. When he turned it toward the crowd, point up, a house was
revealed, complete with a freshly drawn door and two windows. "This is the problem in
our homes today. With our marriages, with the way we parent our kids. With our
discipline.
We don't teach accountability to our kids, and there is no consequence for failing to meet
standards. We just widen the plate!"
Pause. Then, to the point at the top of the house he added a small American flag. "This is
the problem in our schools today. The quality of our education is going downhill fast and
teachers have been stripped of the tools they need to be successful, and to educate and
discipline our young people. We are allowing others to widen home plate! Where is that
getting us?" Us? Nothing. But the loud-mouthed teachers’ unions are getting richer
and the
citizens are getting poorer.
Silence. He replaced the flag with a Cross. "And this is the problem in the Church, where
powerful people in positions of authority have taken advantage of young children, only to
have such an atrocity swept under the rug for years. Our church leaders are widening
home plate for themselves! And we allow it."
"And the same is true with our government. Our so called representatives make rules for
us that don't apply to themselves. They take bribes from lobbyists and foreign countries.
They no longer serve us. And we allow them to widen home plate! We see our country
falling into a dark abyss while we just watch."
I was amazed. At a baseball convention where I expected to learn something about curve
balls and bunting and how to run better practices, I had learned something far more
valuable.
From an old man with home plate strung around his neck, I had learned something about
life, about myself, about my own weaknesses and about my responsibilities as a leader. I
had to hold myself and others accountable to that which I knew to be right, lest our
families, our faith, and our society continue down an undesirable path.
"If I am lucky," Coach Scolinos concluded, "you will remember one thing from this old
coach today. It is this: "If we fail to hold ourselves to a higher standard, a standard of what
we know to be right; if we fail to hold our spouses and our children to the same standards,
if we are unwilling or unable to provide a consequence when they do not meet the
standard; and if our schools & churches & our government fail to hold themselves
accountable to those they serve, there is but one thing to look forward to ..."
With that, he held home plate in front of his chest, turned it around, and revealed its dark
black backside, "...We have dark days ahead!."
Note: Coach Scolinos died in 2009 at the age of 91, but not before touching the lives of
hundreds of players and coaches, including mine. Meeting him at my first ABCA
convention kept me returning year after year, looking for similar wisdom and inspiration
from other coaches. He is the best clinic speaker the ABCA has ever known because he was
so much more than a baseball coach. His message was clear: "Coaches, keep your
players—no matter how good they are—your own children, your churches, your
government, and most of all, keep yourself at seventeen inches."
And this, my friends, is what our country has become and what is wrong with it today, and
now go out there and fix it!

"Don't widen the plate."
Revelation 3:3* Remember therefore how thou hast received and heard, and hold fast, and
repent. If therefore thou shalt not watch, I will come on thee as a thief, and thou shalt not know
what hour I will come upon thee.

