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.
=====================================================
Jan 14.
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.
=========================================================
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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.

