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By: Christa Conway

Most people, especially barrel racers have goals.  We want to make it into the 1st division, the top five in our division or win a buckle or saddle.  And to some of us our goal is just getting to the next show.

Some people I know love barrel racing and just love to go on the weekends, they aren’t in it to be competitive.  But, most of the people I know that barrel race are in it to be competitive, even if it is with themselves and just improving each week.  Then, there are some people that are so serious, that they can’t enjoy themselves at all.  I like to think of myself as somewhere in between.  I LOVE my horses and I LOVE to run barrels.  I am also VERY competitive, just ask Vick.  One way I try to stay focused is to set a goal for myself.  Whether it be making the IFR or getting a three year old to run a second off of the 1-D horses, I try to leave the house each weekend with a real destination in mind (besides the one on the map.)

It’s easy, however, to lose site of a goal and just show up every weekend at the shows with no plan…just doing the same thing over and over and not making any progress.  I’m a firm believer that God wants us to prosper in every area of our lives, even barrel racing.  And if we are applying His word in our lives then we will see results and He will get glory from our success.  I want to give God glory every chance I get.

The Lord will open the heavens, the storehouses of his bounty, to send rain on your land in season and to bless all the work of your hands.  You will lend to many nations but will borrow from none.  The Lord will make you the head, not the tail.  If you pay attention to the commands of the Lord your God that I give you this day and carefully follow them, you will always be at the top, never at the bottom.

Deuteronomy 28:11-13

We should all set reachable goals and we should all at least try to make them happen.  It’s good to have something you are working towards.  Sort of like a destination that you are trying to reach.  And if you have legitimate goals, it will take some work on your part…a little planning of sorts.  It’s kind of like when you head out to a show or rodeo in a place you’ve never been…the first thing you do is get out the atlas and try to pick a route to take.  We should do the same when trying to achieve a goal.  Pray for guidance then set up a plan and try to follow it to our “destination.”  The odds of getting there are higher if you have a good idea of which roads are the best to travel and aren’t afraid of the drive.  God will get you there; just don’t forget to thank him when you make it.

Yet I am always with you; you hold me by my right hand.  You guide me with your counsel, and afterward you will take me to glory.

Psalm 73:23,24

There is no better feeling than achieving a goal that you have worked hard towards.  As most of you know it is a feeling of great accomplishment.  We’ve all seen it on the faces of our fellow barrel racers when they move up into that next division or win that first buckle.  The accomplishment of reaching the destination is what makes all the work worthwhile. And usually that is when we will get a hunger and set a new goal for a destination that may be harder to reach, but worth the time and effort to get there.

But as for you, be strong and do not give up, for your work will be rewarded.

2 Chronicles 31:21
Remember to keep God in the forefront and use his word as a guide and you can accomplish anything if you are willing to invest some of yourself.

I can do everything through him who gives me strength.

Philippians 4:13

Cowboy Story
Author Unknown
Jake, the rancher, went one day to fix a distant fence;

the wind was cold and gusty and the clouds rolled gray and dense.

As he pounded the last staples in and gathered tools to go,

the temperature had fallen and the snow began to blow.

When he finally reached his pickup, he felt a heavy heart;

from the sound of that ignition, he knew it wouldn't start.

So Jake did what most of us 'd done had we been there;

he humbly bowed his balding head and sent aloft a prayer.

As he turned the key for the last time, he softly cursed his luck.

They found him three days later, frozen stiff in that old truck.

Now Jake had been around in life and done his share of roamin';

but when he saw Heaven, he was shocked-it look just like Wyomin'!

Of all the saints in Heaven, his favorite was St. Peter.

Now, this line, it ain't needed but it helps with rhyme and meter.

So they set and talked a minute or two, or maybe it was three;

nobody was keepin' score- in Heaven time is free.

"I've always heard," Jake said to Pete, "that God will answer prayers,

but one time I asked for help and well, He just plain wasn't there.

Does God answer prayers of some, and ignore the prayers of others?

That don't seem exactly square- I know all men are brothers.

Or does he randomly reply, without good rhyme or reason?

Maybe, it's the time of day, the weather or the season?

Now I ain't trying to act smart, it's just the way I feel;

and I was wonderin', could you tell me, what the heck's the deal?"

Peter listened very patiently and when Jake was done,

there were smiles of recognition, and he said, "So, you're the one!

That day your truck, it wouldn't start, and you sent your prayer a flying;

you gave us all a real bad time, with hundreds of us trying.

A thousand angels rushed to check the status of your file;

but you know, Jake, we hadn't heard from you in quite a while.

And though all prayers are answered, and God ain't got no quota,

He didn't recognize your voice, and started a truck in North Dakota."

About Me and My Family

I am pretty much including this in every newsletter for a while.  I am hoping that it is reaching many new people and they may want to know a little about 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.  

Anybody have a testimony they’d like to share?

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

And thank you soooo much to those who sent me testimonies this month!  Now it will be nice for everyone to see how God works in our lives and the lives of others we know.  I think it makes it a little more personal and closer to home when it’s a familiar name and a true story.

God Bless you all and keep’em comin’!

Here are the ones I received this month.

The Story of Brady and “Faith”

By: Jenny Norton

I hope this letter gives all who read it a glance inward at yourselves and your faith and belief in God.  The bible gives many references to faith in the unseen and to miracles, yet most of us, in our everyday lives, yearn for tangible evidence and fact.  We always want to know why something is the way it is or what our future holds, when it is not our job to know, only God knows.  It is only our job to have faith in that our lives belong to Him and we are in His hands.  I came to this revelation because of a tragic accident.  It is my hope that by telling my story, other people can learn by it.

On August 29th, 2001, my life was changed.  Prior to this moment, I had a deep belief in God and tried to live my life the way He intended.  Prior to this moment, I thought that I was a person of strong faith.  “Faith is the substance of things hoped for, and the evidence of things not seen.”—Hebrew 11:1  This is my favorite verse in the bible, because I had thought on several occasions that was the one thing that got me through—my faith.  I had survived, through the birth of my son amidst a bitter divorce, through money problems, and having my life turned upside down over the course of 2 years, because of my family and my faith.  I even had a horse born on July 25th, 2001, that I aptly named “Faith”.  I started attending a church each Sunday to strengthen my faith.  My fault lies in that I only thought my faith was strong, when in fact, it still begged to be supported by concrete evidence and sight.  On August 29th, 2001, I found out just how weak my faith actually was, and how much stronger it could be.

On this day, I was a very nervous mother getting ready to send her 17-month-old, blue-eyed baby boy on vacation with his dad to Texas.  I was facing six days apart from him, but had resided myself that I would have to deal with it.  I had given him his bath, packed his clothes, and fixed him a snack.  With just a few minutes to go before he left, my mom and I were just enjoying watching him play.  He loves to freefall on the big pillows on the floor beside her bed, and we stood watching him do it over and over.  Then on one freefall he missed the pillow, and clunked his head into the metal bed frame.  My mom and I ran to him fully expecting to turn him over and see a cut to his forehead or cheek.  Instead, we turned him over to find that he had cut his eyeball and he was bleeding both red and blue.  Over the course of the next 6 hours, I was told that he would have to have surgery to close the hole, the damage was very severe, there was a possibility he could lose his eye, and even a possibility that the body could develop sympathetic opthalmia.  Sympathetic opthalmia is a condition that develops when one eye is damaged that could lead to the deterioration of the other eye.  Although this condition is rare, in 6 hours time, I had went from watching my son play to hearing there was a chance he could be blind.  I was in hysteria as we were taken up to a hospital room to await surgery.  When we got to my son’s room, we found out he had a roommate.  As I walked passed her hospital crib, I noticed the name of the baby girl on a sign at the foot of her bed. It said, “Faith”.  

The next morning, after a night of pacing the floor and crying over the “why did this happen”, my son had surgery.  During the surgery, the nurse came out to tell me that the doctor was doing everything that he could but it looked like he probably would lose his eye.  Hysteria set in again, and I hyperventilated and passed out.  The doctor came out when the surgery was finished.  He told us that a lot of blood was blocking his ability to see far into the eye, but that the damage was severe.  He believed that retinal tissue was protruding through the cut, and that he would never have vision out of that eye again.  Whether or not he would be able to keep the eye was still an unknown.

On the way to the hospital, I had phoned a friend who I attend church with and the only thing I could tell her was to call everyone and have a prayer chain started.  Between my church, family, and friends, by the end of his surgery day, my son had hundreds of people praying for him spread out over several states.  My mom, dad, and I also prayed.  My dad even went home to get a bible, and he began reading it by the bedside.  My hysteria was replaced with prayer, and I began to find faith that he was in God’s hands and God would help him.  I received several cards with scriptures about faith and trusting the Lord, and they helped to strengthen my faith even more.  By the time we were released from the hospital two days later, although still scared, I was able to take a deep breath and know without evidence or fact that my son was in God’s hands.

I am writing this now 3 weeks after the accident.  My son has had countless doctor visits, an ultrasound of his eye, and a second surgery.  Miracles and healing, through prayer, have happened.  It was not retinal tissue that was protruding through the hole in his eye.  His retina is intact and without tears.  Although, his lens was shattered and iris torn, there is the possibility now that he may have sight.  The doctor also feels that taking out his eye is no longer an option or threat.  He has a long way to go and a lot more doctor visits ahead, but with faith and the power of prayer, we are sure more miracles will happen.

I hope everyone can take a few minutes to pray for those you love, to pray for the leaders, rescuers, survivors, and victims of the attacks of terrorism, and, as a favor, pray for Faith, the little baby girl that shared a room with my son for a few days.  To those of you reading this that sent gifts, cards, and prayers for my son, we cannot thank you enough.

Love, 

Jenny Norton

Testimony

By: Sue Pavey
Hi Christa,

In your last newsletter you ask for testimonies.  I’m not sure I know what you are looking for but I’ve been compelled to write to you.  I try not to ignore the Voice in my head for very long.

I was brought up Catholic.  I was brought up with an unshakable belief in God, in His Son, the Holy Spirit, and all the saints and angels.  I still have that unshakable faith.  God has blessed me in many ways throughout my life.  When I was 10 or 11, we bought our hay for my horse from the neighbor.  My mother was worried about rain one year, when I asked her why she told me that if the hay got wet, it would be ruined and we wouldn’t have hay to feed my horse with.  It did rain.  I was so upset, I remember going off by myself and crying to God, why would You do such a thing?   How will I feed my horse without hay,  please, please make it okay.  A few hours later the neighbor man called and said that it hadn’t rained that much and the hay would be just fine.  When my mother told me that I still remember thanking God and realizing that this must be a miracle.  Or it was to me.  I knew that God had heard me when I cried out to Him.  I’ve been talking to God ever since, knowing that He hears me.

God has blessed me with many small miracles all my life.  The birth of my two children, a family that loves and cares for me, no matter how bad I mess my life up, a guiding Hand when I head down the wrong path.  A few years ago, I was single, raising my daughter on my own.  I had a good job and my life was pretty good.  But I knew I wasn’t living my life the way God wanted me to.  I heard His voice and ignored it.  Then one day I lost my job, out of the blue I was unemployed.  My whole world came crashing down.  I was angry and bitter.  I didn’t understand how this could happen to me.  After a few weeks, I began to see that God had been trying to talk to me, but I did not want to listen.  He wasn’t giving up on me and sent me a big  wake up call.  I began to change things in my life and I  started seeing a lot of positive things happening to me.  

Then I met Todd.  I knew who Todd was.  I didn’t especially care for him   Friends were trying to get us together and I wasn’t having any of it.  He was much  younger than myself and  he had two young boys.  My children were grown and gone. I didn’t want another family to take care of.  As always God knows what’s best for His children.  We fell in love with each other. Todd and I went through a lot of tough events in a very short time, it got to the point we were asking “what’s next?”.  We kept saying to each other, “God won’t give us more than we can bear.”   He never did and  I think you know the rest of the story.  We’ve been married a year now and it’s been a good year.  Is our life easy, no, not by any means.  We have the same struggles as anyone.  But we both know that this is where we are suppose to be.  Together is what God wanted.  Small miracles.

Now I don’t go to church.  I don’t talk about my faith.  It is very personal to me.  I don’t talk about what I believe in or don’t believe in.  But like I said in the beginning of this letter, I’ve learned not to ignore the Voice in my head.  The same sentence keeps coming into my mind, and I think that that is the point of this letter.  Listen to Him, talk to Him, and have faith in Him.

Thanks for the Christian Barrel Racer’s Newsletter, keep up the good work.

 Sue Pavey 

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. 

  *Our Leaders & people voting… There are a lot of things going on in the world.  I pray that God will guide the people in places of power.

*Camille Lukens lost her grandmother last week.  Camille was very close to her grandmother and her grandfather.  Her grandfather, Bob, is still living and Camille is helping him out.  Keep their family in your prayers.

*Harold McClain, husband of Cherie, is recovering from prostrate surgery.  Please continue to keep him and the family in your prayers for a total recovery. 

  *Reba Mongosa suffered a broken ankle when a horse fell and pinned her.  I talked to Bub last week and Reba is home still on the mend and can’t do much.  Phone calls and e-mails would probably be well received.  Keep her in your prayers for a quick and full recovery.

Therefore I tell you, whatever you ask for in prayer, believe that you have received it, and it will be yours.

Mark 11:24
LETTER IN THE NIGHT

Author Unknown

One day a woman named Louise fell asleep in her bed, and dreamed a very
fitful dream.  She dreamed that someone in Hell wrote a letter to her, nd it was to be delivered to her by a messenger.
The messenger passed between the lakes of burning fire and brimstone hat occupies Hell, and found his way to the door that would lead him to he outside world.
Louise dreamed that the messenger walked to her house, came inside, and ently but firmly woke Louise up.  He gave her the message, saying only hat a friend had written it to her from Hell.
Louise, in her dream, with trembling hands took the letter and read:


My Friend,
I stand in Judgment now, And feel that you're to blame somehow.
And never did you point the way.
You knew the Lord in truth and glory,
But never did you tell the story.
My knowledge then was very dim;
You could have led me safe to Him.
Though we lived together on the earth,
You never told me of the second birth,
And now I stand this day condemned,
Because you failed to mention Him.
You taught me many things, that's true,
I called you "friend" and trusted you,
But I learn now that it's too late,
You could have kept me from this fate.
We walked by day and talked by night,
And yet you showed me not the Light.
You let me live, and love, and die,
You knew I'd never live on high.
Yes, I called you a "friend" in life,
And trusted you through joy and strife.
And yet on coming to the end,
I cannot, now, call you "My Friend."
                       Marsha
 


After reading the letter, Louise awoke.  The dream was still so real in
her mind and sweat dropped from her body in pools.  She swore she could still smell the acrid smell of brimstone and smoke from her room. As she contemplated the meaning of her dream, she realized that as a  Christian, she had failed in her duty to "go out to all the world and
preach the gospel." As she thought of that, she promised herself that the next day, she would call Marsha and invite her to church with her.
The next morning she called Marsha and this was the conversation:


Hello Bill, is Marsha there?
Louise, you don't know?
No, Bill, know what?
Marsha WAS KILLED LAST NIGHT IN A CAR ACCIDENT.  I thought you knew.

Fellow Christian, is this your testimony?  Are you witnessing to your
friends that you are with everyday?  Or will there be a friend of yours
in Hell, asking you why you did not tell them about JESUS?                As your friend. . .


If you don't know Jesus, here's how:


If you confess with your mouth and believe in your heart that Jesus died on the cross for your sins and God raised Him from the dead, you will be saved. (Romans 10:9 - 10)
If you have not done so, just pray this prayer:


"Dear God, I confess with my mouth and believe in my heart that Jesus is your son and that he died on the cross for my sins.  Jesus, forgive me of my sins and come into my heart and become my personal Lord and
Savior.  In Jesus' name, Amen."
 
Last & most important thought…

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

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

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

Romans 10: 9-10

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

Mailing List /

E-mail List

 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. 
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Contact Me

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

 vcgconway@msn.com
(765) 755-3427

(765) 744-7363

www.conwaycustoms.homestead.com
Christian Barrel Racer’s Newsletter


“Racin’ To Eternity”
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