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By: Christa Conway

Have you ever been sitting on a horse one second and the next second that horse is trying to put you on the ground?  

Our little boy Garrett found himself in that situation the other night at a horse show.  Everyone gasped and some were saying, “Hang on, Garrett!”  He tried, but the horse caught him off guard and he didn’t know what to do…he hung in there as long as he could, but eventually hit the ground.  Of course, he got back on and he is back to riding that same horse, now with a little more experience.

And we all know, the more experience we have, the better chance we’ll have at staying on those horses when they get a burr up their rear.

The same goes in our daily lives.  The more experience we have and more knowledge we have of God’s promises, the better prepared we’ll be when the devil attacks us with his schemes.

To gain the experience with our horses, we spend time in the saddle.  As so it should be to gain knowledge and be prepared for the devil’s attacks, we should spend time in God’s word.  That way we may have a chance at “hanging on” when we get bombarded by the unexpected.  We can hang on to God’s promises and if we know our stuff…we will ride it out.

If by chance the devil get’s his way and we get “bucked off,”  then we need to get right back on.  Stay in the Word and God will help us prevail.  And we’ll come out of the situation with a little more experience.

Even youths grow tired and weary, and young men stumble and fall; but those who hope in the Lord will renew their strength.  They will soar on wings like eagles; they will run and not grow weary, they will walk and not be faint.

Isaiah 40: 30,31

Right On Cowboy

Via e-mail
One Sunday morning an old cowboy entered a church just before services were to begin.  Although the old man and his clothes were spotlessly clean, he wore jeans, a denim shirt and boots that were very worn and ragged.  In his hand he carried a worn out old hat and an equally worn out Bible.

The church he entered was in a very upscale and exclusive part of the city.  It was the largest and most beautiful church the old cowboy had ever seen.  The people of the congregation were all dressed with expensive clothes and accessories.

As the cowboy took a seat, the others moved away from him.  No one greeted, spoke to, or welcomed him.  They were all appalled at his appearance and did not attempt to hide it.  The preacher gave a long sermon about Hell fire and brimstone and a stern lecture on how much money the church needed to do God’s work.

As the old cowboy was leaving the church, the preacher approached him and asked the cowboy to do him a favor.  “Before you come back in here again, have a talk with God and ask Him what He thinks would be appropriate attire for worship.”  The old cowboy assured the preacher he would.

The next Sunday, he showed back up for services wearing the same ragged jeans, shirt, boots and hat.  Once again he was completely shunned and ignored.  The preacher approached the man and said; “I thought I asked you to speak to God before you came back to our church.”

“ I did,” replied the old cowboy.

“If you spoke to God, what did He tell you the proper attire should be for worshipping in here?” asked the preacher.

“Well, sir, God told me that He didn’t have a clue what I should wear.  He says He’s never been in this church before.”

Do not judge, or you too will be judged.  For in the same way you judge others, you will be judged, and with the measure you use, it will be measured to you.  “Why do you look at the speck of sawdust in your brother’s eye and pay no attention to the plank in your own eye?  How can you say to your brother, ’Let me take that speck out of your eye,’ when all the time there is a plank in your own eye?  You hypocrite, first take the plank out of your own eye, and then you will see clearly to remove the speck from your brother’s eye.”

Matthew 7: 1-5
 “Cowboys”

By: Betty Rice

I don’t understand cowboys and I guess I never will.                    I don’t see how ridin’ a buckin’ horse can give a man a thrill.

Now I’m just a barrel racer, that’s all I want to be                      Turnin’ those three cans as fast as I can on a horse called Liberty.

To me, buckin’ just ain’t no fun, cause when when it’s all said and done                        I’m lyin’ on the ground, knees tucked down with my head between my thumbs.

I want all four feet on the ground; don’t want no buckin’ and foolin’ around.

Seein’ stars in the sky while the suns shinin’ high ain’t my idea of fun.

Now people make fun of us blondes, it’s us they like to pick upon.

But at least I got sense and I ain’t as dense as a cowboy that likes to get rammed in the fence…

Or maybe landin’ on his head, wonderin’ instead, “Hey, Buddy, am I alive or dead?”

Now next time you see a cowboy, just study him long and hard.  Maybe he’s had one too many a buck or slept too many nights in his pickup truck, or maybe he’s just been down on his luck.

So say a little prayer for him and think of all the places he’s been…stomped in the ground, spinned all around, thinkin’, “This eight seconds is the best fun around!”


About Me and My Family

I included this in the first newsletter, but I thought I’d put it in here every once in a while for those who may not know me.

My name is Christa Conway.  Most of you know me from the barrel races around central Indiana, some from rodeos and still some from the futurities.   I am married to Vick Conway and we have two kids, Garrett (5) and Gracie (1).  We live in Muncie, Indiana and we barrel race.  Of course, that means we are horse crazy.  We have anywhere from ten to 20 horses in our barn at any given time.  We train a few outside horses, so it varies.  My whole family is into the barrel-racing scene.  My dad sells tack, my mom rides, my aunts, uncles and cousins ride.  My grandpa rides and coaches us.

I am a born-again Christian.  I asked Jesus into my heart when I was about 9 years old.  I love Jesus.  I know that He died for my sins and everyone else’s.  I try to be like Him, but have a long, long way to go.

I have been sharing some of my blessings in this newsletter, and I have been realizing even more blessings through it.

I hope that everyone who reads it gets something from the words.  I know that it has blessed my family and me.  

And now…Stories from people we know…

I have received some things to include from a few of you…THANK YOU!!  Keep’em coming!

Julie Smiley wrote the following.

I had an experience this weekend that I feel compelled to share.

My husband, daughter (age 9), son (age 6), and I were at Westwood Park in New Castle this past weekend for our first trail ride of the year.  It was my husband and son’s first time ever away from home.  We had my quarter horse, our new paint mare and my daughter’s reliable old appaloosa gelding.  I have only been a horse owner for two years now and learn something every time I ride.  Well, this time I learned that you should really never call a horse “reliable.”

We went to load up to come home and the appaloosa refused to load.  We have owned him for a year and he has never even thought about not loading!  So, we loaded the other two thinking he will hop right in.  Well, he had other ideas.  To make a long story shorter, I became furious.  I totally lost my cool and really wanted to beat this horse.  We tried for about 30 minutes to load him, then decided to pull the trailer out into the drive for new scenery.  And still no luck.  I finally realized that it was time to ask God for some help here because we were losing the battle.  Come to find out, my husband (a new Christian) also started praying about the same time I did.  Shortly after, a couple stopped to help us.  They weren’t successful, but it did give us a break.  The lady saw some young men who looked like they were experienced horse people and asked them to help us.  They did and between two people pulling and about six people behind him, he loaded.

Tonight, I tried to load him just to get his fear out and he refused.  I lunged him, tried again, lunged him, and tried again, over and over.  Exhausted, I started to pray and within five minutes that horse loaded.  Now, to the person who is doubtful of the power of prayer, this is just a coincidence.  But to me it is further proof that God answers prayer…even horsy prayer.

**If you do print this, please send a big THANK YOU to anyone who may have helped us out there.

Kicks And Giggles

A Sunday school teacher asked her class, “What was Jesus’ mother’s name?”  “Mary.”

The teacher then asked, “Who knows what Jesus’ father’s name was?”  A little kid said, “Verge.”

Confused the teacher asked, “Where did you get that?”  The kid said, “Well, you know they’re always talking about Verge n’ Mary.”


A little boy was overheard praying: “Lord, if you can’t make me a better boy, don’t worry about it.  I’m having a real good time like I am.

Another four year old prayed, “ And forgive us our trash baskets as we forgive those who put trash in our baskets.”


Prayer Requests

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

***UPDATE*** 
*Fred Bennett, husband of Dianne, made it to the state show.  I seen him there briefly, but did not get to speak with him.  If anyone has any more info on Fred, please let us know.  Keep the Bennett’s in your prayers.
**UPDATE**

Kathy Murray,  Danette Potter’s mom, is doing well.  I spoke with Danette in mid July and she said the last tests showed there was no cancer in her Kathy’s lymph nodes.  Praise God!  She is still undergoing treatments, so keep her in your prayers.
  *Brothers and Sisters who do not know Jesus Christ.  Let’s pray that we, as Christians, find the strength to help others come to know Him.

***PRAISE***

For those of you who know Vernon “Buzz” Charles… you probably already heard…for those that don’t I’ll fill you in as best I can.

Buzz injured his back about a month ago and was even using a walker just before the State show.  He managed to get by with a cane while at Edinburgh.  Anyway…he was seeing doctors and specialists had ruled out surgery, but he had protruding discs that needed time and they hadn’t decided what else yet.  Buzz and Donna just believed for him to be totally healed and could not figure out what was taking God so long.  Friends kept giving Buzz messages they felt God wanted him to hear, and they were all concerning patience and waiting on God.

To back up a bit, some time ago, more than once Buzz had been prophesized to concerning a gift of the power to heal that would be given to his family.

Finally, Buzz knew what God was waiting on when he went to his daughter’s home and his daughter and granddaughter prayed for him and HE WAS HEALED!  Completely healed and the prophesy was fulfilled through his daughter and granddaughter!  PRAISE GOD!  His timing is perfect!
This is the confidence that we have in approaching God: that if we ask anything according to His will, He hears us.  And if we know that He hears us-whatever we ask-we know that we have what we asked of Him.

1 John 5: 14,15
Mailing List /

E-mail List

I am going to start trying to have written copies of the CBRN with me at all the shows.  If you want to be added to the list, just send me your address and I’ll be glad to get a newsletter to you.  Let me know the addresses of others who would like to receive as well. I will e-mail those I have e-mail addresses for and snail mail the rest.  
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Last & most important thought…

Jesus died as the final sacrifice.  All we have to do is believe that He beat death.  If we do, and accept Him as our savior…we are promised eternal life with Him in Heaven.  You can’t earn your way into Heaven; you have to believe your way there.  The bible tells me so…

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

Romans 10: 9-10

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

Contact Me

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

 vcgconway@msn.com
(765) 755-3427

(765) 744-7363
www.conwaycustoms.homestead.com 
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