[image: image2.wmf]I am including a few personal stories this month…since Mother’s Day is coming up, I thought maybe the moms out there (and dad’s too) would enjoy some true stories involving my kids.

Garrett’s Angels
By: Christa Conway

This story was included in the very first issue of the Christian Barrel Racer’s Newsletter…but I thought some of newer readers would enjoy it.  Maybe some of the ones who’ve heard it before will enjoy reading it again.  It reminds us of God’s constant presence and our responsibility as parents to keep our children in our prayers.

I have always prayed that God would send angels to watch over my kids.

 Psalms 90:11 says “For He will command His angels concerning you to guard you in all your ways...”

When Garrett was really little, just starting to talk, I would let him sleep with me.  Vick was working third shift, so I felt better having Garret in the same room.  When he was real sleepy sometimes he would point to the ceiling above us and say “Flyin’, Mommy, Flyin’.”  I always told him that he was seeing his angels that God sent to watch over him.  

Around about the same time, we were traveling to MANY rodeos.  One particular weekend, we were on our way to a rodeo in Missouri or maybe Oklahoma…not sure which.  Anyway, we were somewhere in the middle of Missouri on 44 heading west.  Garrett was in the back seat behind me in his car seat.  Vick was asleep in the passenger seat.  (For those of you that know us this will come as no surprise.)  Garrett was looking out his window and said “Mommy, flyin’, flyin’.”  I told him “Those must be our angels coming along to keep us safe on our trip.  Tell them we’re glad they are there and they can jump in the truck if they get tired flyin’.” 

I only realized the significance afterwards, but it couldn’t have been more than ten minutes later that we understood why Garrett saw the angels.

I was in the right lane running about 70mph.  (That’s the speed limit in Missouri.)  I was coming up on a weigh station and noticed the truckers getting over to weigh.  I also caught a glimpse of a red and orange truck in my driver side mirror. It was coming up fast.  As I started to pass the entry ramp of the weigh station, I remember thinking “He’s bold, passing up a weigh station and speeding at that.” The truck came roaring past me in the fast lane.  No more did that thought cross my mind when I saw the truck’s taillights. They were even with my door and turning red.  Then the truck started to come towards us to the right…maybe the driver realized the weigh station too late.  I said “Oh, God, protect us, get us through this.” and I steered our truck to the right also.  I was still into the pedal, so I punched it and some how squeezed by the trucker on the right side without ending up in the ditch.  I let out a sigh of relief as I saw the red and orange rig stopped on the right side median in my passenger mirror. 

I had screamed so loud that Vick awoke and sat up just as we were safe.  After I caught my breath, I said “Thank you, God, for getting us through that safely.”  I explained to Vick what had happened.  I then said “Garrett, tell those angels that we are so glad they were here to get us through that.”  Garrett said “No flyin’, Mommy, no flyin’.  The angels had done their job and were there when God knew they would be needed.  Praise God we are all still here too.

Be Careful What You Pray For…(or what you tell your kids to pray for)
By: Christa Conway

Those of you that read last month’s newsletter (or that have seen me recently) know that I have a broken arm.  There happens to be a funny story that goes along with this fact.

My little girl, Gracie, is three and is a Mommy’s girl.  About a week before I broke my arm, Gracie was telling me, “Mommy, I don’t want you to go to work.”  Well, this was not the first time that she had said this to me.  Sometimes it would be the night before a workday or in the morning before I would leave.  I work part-time throughout the school year and am blessed to have my summers off, but Gracie thinks I need to be home all the time.  To tell you the truth, I wouldn’t mind that at all.  

My response to her is always, “Mommy has to go to work right now, but pray and ask Jesus if He thinks it is a good idea, He will make it happen.  But, if He thinks I need to be at work, then I will keep going.  Remember, He knows what is best for us all.”  …Or something like that.  I didn’t want her to get her hopes up, but I wanted her to know that she can talk to Jesus about anything.  And also that He ALWAYS knows what is best.

Well, she took my advice and I would hear her saying her prayers, which included…”Let Mommy stay home from work” before bed at night.

Guess what…I’m home from work!  I’m off until next fall’s school year thanks to that broken arm.

Moral:  Be very careful what you ask for…you just might get it! 

Oh, By the way…I think Gracie has a direct line for requests…so if anybody needs anything…just let me know.  But…be VERY specific!  (Just kidding!)

When Jesus saw this, he was indignant.  He said to them, “Let the little children come to me, and do not hinder them, for the kingdom of God belongs to such as these.  I tell you the truth, anyone who will not receive the kingdom of God like a little child will never enter it.”  And he took the children in his arms, put his hands on them and blessed them.     Mark 10:14-16

TWO WOLVES
Courtesy of Dianna Bailey
An old Cherokee told his grandson about a battle that goes on inside people. ''My son, the battle is between two ''wolves'' inside all of us. One is Evil. It is anger, envy, jealous, sorrow, regret, greed, arrogance, self-pity, guilt, resentment, inferiority, lies, false pride, superiority and ego. The other one is Good. It is joy, peace, love, hope, serenity, humility, kindness, truth, benevolence, sympathy, generosity, compassion and faith.''


The grandson thought about it for a minute and then asked his grandfather, ''Which wolf wins?''   
The old Cherokee simply replied, ''The one you feed.''

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. 

*Tammy Mills* is dealing with Glaucoma in her eyes…she is trying drops to treat…please keep her in your prayers to be faithful and strong.  I haven’t heard if the drops are working or not.

*ME* Yes, me, Christa Conway.  I go back to Dr. on the 11th…Praying all is healed right and good as new.

Also,  Please keep…

*all military and their families* in your prayers.  They make big sacrifices to secure our freedoms. 
Therefore I tell you, whatever you ask for in prayer, believe that you have received it, and it will be yours.

Mark 11:24

Horsey Ads

Some Items For Sale that may be of interest to you or someone you know.

FOR SALE:  1999 Georgie Boy Motor Home Class A body style, 29ft long, Chevrolet 454 motor.  Loaded with everything, sleeps six comfortably and includes dinette, couch, kitchen and master bedroom.  Asking $31,000.  Call for more info  (765) 998-7592

COX VET LAB SUPPLEMENTS:  We are now an authorized dealer of these great products.  I can get you anything from shampoo to leg poultice and from electrolytes to joint supplements.  AND…

BAR F PRODUCTS: We are now an authorized dealer of these well-known products.  I will be carrying a small supply on trailer with us, but can order anything for you!  Check out our web site or give me a call to place an order.                            Christa Conway (765) 744-7363

Cindy Delong has Niki’s youth saddle for sale…contact her for details: DELONG_CYNTHIA_A@LILLY.COM 

1990 Big Valley Color: Black, gooseneck w/ dressing room /tack room in front and it is a 2 horse straight load. We are asking $4000 OBO Contact Jennifer Cockrell at Powerstrokemom05@aol.com 
WHY I LOVE MOM

(Via email) I love this one… So, true.

Mom and Dad were watching TV when Mom said, "I'm tired, and it's getting late.  I think I'll go to bed.”

She went to the kitchen to make sandwiches for the next day's lunches.  Rinsed out the popcorn bowls, took meat out of the freezer for supper the following evening, checked the cereal box levels, filled the sugar container, put spoons and bowls on the table and started the coffee pot for brewing the next morning.

She then put some wet clothes in the dryer, put a load of clothes into the washer, ironed a shirt and secured a loose button.

She picked up the game pieces left on the table, put the phone back on the charger and put the telephone book into the drawer.

She watered the plants, emptied a wastebasket and hung up a towel to dry.

She yawned and stretched and headed for the bedroom.  She stopped by the desk and wrote a note to the teacher, counted out some cash for the field trip, and pulled a textbook out from hiding under the chair.

She signed a birthday card for a friend, addressed and stamped the envelope and wrote a quick note for the grocery store. She put both near her purse.

Mom then washed her face with 3 in 1 cleanser, put on her night solution & age fighting moisturizer, brushed and flossed her teeth and filed her nails.

Dad called out, "I thought you were going to bed."

"I'm on my way," she said.

She put some water into the dog's dish and put the cat outside, then made sure the doors were locked and the patio light was on.

She looked in on each of the kids and turned out their bedside lamps and TV's, hung up a shirt, threw some dirty socks into the hamper, and had a brief conversation with the one up still doing homework.

In her own room, she set the alarm; laid out clothing for the next day, straightened up the shoe rack.

She added three things to her 6
most important things to do list. She said her prayers, and visualized the accomplishment of her goals.

About that time, Dad turned off the TV and announced to no one in particular. "I'm going to bed."

And he did...without another thought.
News From/ About Friends
CHEAPEST GAS PRICES

Just enter your zip code in the site below, and it tells you which gas stations have the cheapest prices (and the highest) on gasoline in your zip code area.  It's updated every evening.

http://autos.msn.com/everyday/gasstations.aspx?zip=&src=Netx
Just wanted to let you know that I enjoy your newsletter! :)))

HI, Christa, I was just writing to tell you that I have an email now so instead of mailing them to me you can email them if that’s 
easier for you.  Thanks a lot I really enjoy your newsletters you do a great 
job keep up the good work. Good luck in barrel racing this summer!!!! 

Thanks and God bless,  Dana Veddler

As always thanks for the newsletter, it is great to hear from you.  Sorry to hear about your accident.  Hopefully it will heal quickly.  Don't you just love those young "colts"...

Melissa Metcalf

Thanks Christa, As always a great letter.....Tell Betty thumbs up on the poem and Happy Anniversary....I miss you all so much....Know your all in my thoughts and prayers.

Love,  Aunt Tammy

Thank you so much for including me on your list; it’s a great newsletter. Keep up the great work, and I pray for your speedy recovery of your broken arm or wrist.

Regards, Rick Hixon   

TKS SO MUCH FOR THE LETTER. I ENJOYED READING IT.  

Carmaletta and Wayne Bozman
CIRCLE BAR HORSES

Hi Christa,  I love your newsletters.  They are so positive and uplifting.  Please send them my way.

Thank you, Sarah Warne


Why God Made Moms


Why God made moms" answers given by 2nd grade school children to
the following questions:

 Why did God make mothers?
1. She's the only one who knows where the scotch tape is.
2. Mostly to clean the house.
3. To help us out of there when we were getting born.

How did God make mothers?
1. He used dirt, just like for the rest of us.
2. Magic plus super powers and a lot of stirring.
3. God made my Mom just the same like he made me. He Just used bigger parts.

What ingredients are mothers made of?
1. God makes mothers out of clouds and angel hair and everything nice in the world and one dab of mean.
2. They had to get their start from men's bones. Then they mostly use string, I think.

Why did God give you your mother and not some other mom?
1. We're related.
2. God knew she likes me a lot more than other people's moms like me.

What kind of little girl was your mom?
1. My mom has always been my mom and none of that other stuff.
2. I don't know because I wasn't there, but my guess would be pretty bossy.
3. They say she used to be nice.

What did mom need to know about dad before she married him?
1. His last name.
2. She had to know his background. Like is he a crook? Does he get drunk on beer?
3. Does he make at least $800 a year? Did he say NO to drugs and YES to chores?

Why did your Mom marry your dad?
1. My dad makes the best spaghetti in the world.  And my Mom eats a lot.
2. She got too old to do anything else with him.
3. My grandma says that Mom didn't have her thinking cap on.

Who's the boss at your house?
1. Mom doesn't want to be boss, but she has to because dad's such a goof ball.
2. Mom. You can tell by room inspection. She sees the stuff under the bed.
3. I guess Mom is, but only because she has a lot more to do than dad.

What's the difference between moms and dads?
1. Moms work at work and work at home, and dads just go to work at work.
2. Moms know how to talk to teachers without scaring them.
3. Dads are taller and stronger, but moms have all the real power 'cause that's who you got to ask if you want to sleep over at your friend's.  Moms have magic; they make you feel better without medicine.

What does your Mom do in her spare time?
1. Mothers don't do spare time.
2. To hear her tell it, she pays bills all day long.

What would it take to make your Mom perfect?
1. On the inside she's already perfect. Outside, I think some kind of plastic surgery.
2. Diet. You know, her hair. I'd diet, maybe blue.

If you could change one thing about your Mom, what would it be?
1. She has this weird thing about me keeping my room clean. I'd get rid of that.
2. I'd make my Mom smarter. Then she would know it was my sister who did it and not me.
3. I would like for her to get rid of those invisible eyes on her back of her head.

MOM
Another one via email

For those who are lucky enough to still be blessed with your Mom, this is beautiful.  For those who aren't, it is even more beautiful.

The young mother set her foot on the path of life. "Is this the long way?" she asked.

And the guide said, "Yes, and the way is hard. And you will be old before you reach the end of it.  But the end will be better than the beginning."

But the young mother was happy and she would not believe that anything could be better than these years.  So she played with her children, she fed them and bathed them and taught them how to tie their shoes
and ride a bike and reminded them to feed the dog and do their homework and brush their teeth.  The sun shone on them and the young Mother cried, "Nothing will ever be lovelier than this."

Then the nights came, and the storms, and the path was sometimes dark, and the children shook with fear and cold, and the mother drew them close and covered them with her arms, and the children said,  "Mother, we are not afraid, for you are near, and no harm can come."  And the morning came, and there was a hill ahead, and the children climbed and grew weary, and the mother was weary.  But at all times she said to the children, "A little patience and we are there."
So the children climbed, and as they climbed, they learned to weather the storms. And with this, she gave them strength to face the world.  Year after year, she showed them compassion, understanding, hope, but most of all, unconditional love.  And when they reached the top they said, "Mother, we would not have done it without you."
The days went on, and the weeks and the months and the years, and the mother grew old, and she became little and bent.  But her children were tall and strong, and walked with courage. And the mother, when she lay down at night, looked up at the stars and said, "This is a better day than the last, for my children have learned so much and are now passing these traits on to their children."

And when the way became rough for her, they lifted her, and gave her their strength, just as she had given them hers.  One day they came to a hill, and beyond the hill they could see a shining road and golden gates flung wide.  And mother said, "I have reached the end of my journey.  And now I know the end is better than the beginning, for my children can walk with dignity and pride, with their heads held high, and so can their children after them."
And the children said, "You will always walk with us, Mother, even when you have gone through the gates."  And they stood and watched her as she went on alone, and the gates closed after her.  And they said,  "We cannot see her, but she is with us still.  A mother like ours is more than a memory.  She is a living presence."
Your Mother is always with you.  She's the whisper of the leaves as you walk down the street.  She's the smell of certain foods you remember... flowers you pick and perfume that she wore.  She's the cool hand on your brow when you're not feeling well...she's your breath in the air on a cold winter's day.  She is the sound of the rain that lulls you to sleep...the colors of a rainbow.  She is Christmas morning.
Your mother lives inside your laughter. And she is crystallized in every teardrop.  A mother shows every emotion, happiness, sadness, fear, jealousy, love, hate, anger, helplessness, excitement, joy, sorrow and all the while hoping and praying you will only know the good feelings in life.  She's the place you came from, your first home, and she's the map you follow with every step you take.  She's your first love; your first friend, even your first enemy...but nothing on earth can separate you. Not time, not space, not even death!
*Prayer for Unsaved* 
Many of us have family members and/or friends that are not sure where they will spend eternity. Here is a passage from the bible to pray as intercession for them…Just say the person’s name when you see a blank.

I have not stopped giving thanks for __________, remembering _________ in my prayers.  I keep asking that the God of our Lord Jesus Christ, the glorious Father, may give _________ the Spirit of wisdom and revelation, so that __________ may know him better.  I pray also that the eyes of _________’s heart may be enlightened in order that __________ may know the hope to which he has called __________, the riches of his glorious inheritance in the saints, and his incomparably great power for us who believe.  That power is like the working of his mighty strength, which he exerted in Christ when he raised him from the dead and seated him at his right hand in the heavenly realms, far above all rule and authority, power and dominion, and every title that can be given, not only in the present age but also in the one to come.  And God placed all things under his feet and appointed him to be head over everything for the church, which is his body, the fullness of him who fills everything in every way.  

Ephesians 1:16-23

Last & most important thought…
Jesus died on the cross as the final sacrifice.  When He was resurrected on the 3rd day, he defeated Satan for us.  All we have to do is believe that He beat death and acknowledge it with our words.  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?  

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 
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

Email/Mailing 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.  I send out hundreds via email and over sixty regular post.  So, whether you are on the web or not…I can get one to you if you want!  All you have to do is ask.  If you have a prayer request or a praise, I would be glad to include them in next month’s newsletter…just send them to me or call me and I’ll write them up for 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
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