[image: image2.wmf]Shedding Off

Winter Hair

By:  Christa Conway

Those words bring to mind many thoughts for me….both good and bad.  I really look forward to my horses shedding each spring, because I know it is a sign of warmer weather and slick and shiny horses are not far away.  However; it also makes me think of hair flying everywhere.  Even though we keep most of our horses blanketed…they ALL still shed somewhat.  It brings to mind thoughts of hair stuck to my clothes (my gloves are always covered and if I need to scratch my face…hair in my mouth!), hair covered brushes and curry combs leaving hairballs all over the barn as I brush and then bang the curry against my boot to knock the hair that has accumulated loose.  (I noticed Gracie  last year banging her curry against her boot as she brushed enough hair from her pony to create another pony…it must be hereditary!)  I think of cinches covered in balls of wet matted hair after a workout,  saddle pads that become double woven with all the hair that sticks to the underside after a ride and again…hair all over my clothes and probably in my mouth as I unsaddle.

I am sure you can all relate to those wonderful thoughts of loose hair floating around the barn in spring.  We ALL cannot wait to see those first hairs break loose…then the transformation begins!  Those furry, shaggy, wooly creatures we love so much begin to transform from hairy, bearded wooly mammoths into sleek, shiny, glistening beauties that we all know are in there while the snow is blowing.

I wonder if Our Heavenly Father thinks the same way about us.  Does He see us as the shaggy, wooly rough looking creature on the outside?  As we submit ourselves to him…a transformation begins.  As he works and works, we begin to change into the final sleek, shiny beauties that he knows we can all be if we allow him to clean us up.  We begin to shed off all the old “hair” that has been weighing us down and keeping us from becoming what he intends for us to become.

The bible uses another comparison to help describe the transformation that takes place when we call on his name.

Zechariah 13:9
This third I will bring into the fire; I will refine them like silver and test them like gold. They will call on my name and I will answer them; I will say, 'They are my people,' and they will say, 'The LORD is our God.' "
I did a little research on refining and realized that it is when a metalsmith applies heat to an impure metal in order to reduce it to a liquid and separate out the pure ore.  The use of other things, like solvents and alkali were also used.  The end product after much work, was a pure, shiny meal…like silver.  I thought that was interesting.

Although, I don’t know much about refining, I do know quite a bit about the transformation a horse makes after all the work I put into brushing and washing and currying.  That is a little easier comparison for me to understand when thinking about the transformation we make as Christians when we give God the brush and curry comb and let him begin the process of turning us into the shiny, sleek end product we all look forward to this time of year.

The Game Horse
by Tony Schwader


He was tied up to the trailer out behind the stands, 
a blaze-face sorrel gelding, roughly 15 hands, 
High withers, slightly ewe-necked, back a little swayed, 
white hairs on his muzzle, eyes sunk in with age. 
An old warrior with his best years long since gone away, 
left here baby-sitting at a small-town horse play-day. 

Watched over by her parents, a young girl kissed the horse; 
they coached her on the fine points and wished her luck, of course. 
He hardly seemed to notice when the small girl took his lead; 
he followed without balking but not with any speed. 
She climbed on and walked him round some, he went without a fuss; 
his head was down, the reins were slack, his feet dragged in the dust. 

When they called her name his ears pricked up, she sat up in her seat; 
trotting to the gate there was new lightness in his feet. 
When they got into the alley he flared his nostrils wide, 
picked up the bit and arched his neck, she latched on for the ride. 
She let him go and as they went the years melted away, 
and he was once again the barrel horse he'd been in younger days. 

With eyes on fire and muscles bunched, raw power in his stride, 
blazing speed and energy wrapped in horse's hide. 
He had chased the cans from old Cheyenne to the Calgary Stampede, 
from Amarillo to Salinas, he had lived the game horse creed: 
"Run to live, live to run," it was printed in his genes, 
from nose to tail his big heart pumped blue blood through his veins. 

Coming through the pattern they touched the last can some; 
it was still up on its edge when they were halfway home. 
When she asked him for a little, he gave her all he had; 
the barrel stood, the run was good, and the time was not too bad. 
When she pulls the saddle he's an old horse once again, 
but while he's running barrels, he's all he's ever been. 

So here's to that old gamer -- may our golden years like his 
be filled with golden moments and glorious memories, 
Of races run and races won, of places that we've been, 
of friends we've made along the way and good things we have seen, 
And someone who will need us for what we still can do-- 
may our needs be small, our wants be less, and our troubles be but few. 

Kicks & Giggles
REDNECK LENT
  

Each Friday night after work, Bubba would fire up his outdoor grill and cook a venison steak. But, all of Bubba's neighbors were Catholic..And since it was Lent, they were forbidden from eating meat on Friday.The delicious aroma from the grilled venison steaks was causing such a problem for the Catholic faithful that they finally talked to their priest. The Priest came to visit Bubba,

and suggested that he become a Catholic.

  

After several classes and much study, Bubba attended Mass...and as the priest sprinkled holy water over him, he said, 'You were born a Baptist, and raised a Baptist, but now you are a Catholic.'Bubba's neighbors were greatly relieved, until Friday night arrived, and the wonderful aroma of grilled venison filled the neighborhood. The Priest was called immediately by the neighbors and, as he rushed into Bubba's yard, clutching a rosary and prepared to scold him, he stopped and watched in amazement.

  

There stood Bubba, clutching a small bottle of holy water which he carefully sprinkled over the grilling meat and chanted: “You wuz born a deer, you wuz raised a deer, but now you a catfish.”

A Dog's Purpose, (from a 6-year-old) 


Being a veterinarian, I had been called to examine a ten-year-old Irish Wolfhound named Belker. The dog's owners, Ron, his wife, Lisa, and their little boy, Shane, were all very attached to Belker, and they were hoping for a miracle.

 
I examined Belker and found he was dying of cancer. I told the family we couldn't do anything for Belker, and offered to perform the euthanasia procedure for the old dog in their home.

 
As we made arrangements, Ron and Lisa told me they thought it would be good for six-year-old Shane to observe the procedure. They felt as though Shane might learn something from the experience.

 
The next day, I felt the familiar catch in my throat as Belker's family surrounded him. Shane seemed so calm, petting the old dog for the last time, that I wondered if he understood what was going on.  Within a few minutes, Belker slipped peacefully away.

 
The little boy seemed to accept Belker's transition without any difficulty or confusion. We sat together for a while after Belker's death, wondering aloud about the sad fact that animal lives are shorter than human lives. Shane, who had been listening quietly, piped up, "I know why."

 
Startled, we all turned to him. What came out of his mouth next stunned me. I'd never heard a more comforting explanation. 


He said, "People are born so that they can learn how to live a good life -- 
like loving everybody all the time and being nice, right?" The six-year-old 
continued, "Well, dogs already know how to do that, so they don't have to stay as long." 


Live simply.

Love generously. 

Care deeply. 

Speak kindly.


Remember, if a dog was the teacher you would learn things like: 


When loved ones come home, always run to greet them. 

Never pass up the opportunity to go for a joyride.

Allow the experience of fresh air and the wind in your face to be pure ecstasy. 


Take naps. 

Stretch before rising. 

Run, romp, and play daily. 

Thrive on attention and let people touch you.

Avoid biting when a simple growl will do. 


On warm days, stop to lie on your back on the grass. 

On hot days, drink lots of water and lie under a shady tree. 


When you're happy, dance around and wag your entire body. 


Delight in the simple joy of a long walk. 


Eat with gusto and enthusiasm. Stop when you have had enough. 


Be loyal. 


Never pretend to be something you're not. 
If what you want lies buried, dig until you find it. 


When someone is having a bad day, be silent, sit close by and nuzzle them 
gently. 


Being always grateful for each new day and for the blessing you have. 

ENJOY EVERY MOMENT OF EVERY DAY! 
That's what dogs teach us.


The Ultimate Sacrifice

By: Betty Rice
 
There was a Man called Jesus, Sent from Heaven above
He came and walked upon this earth, He was sent from God with love.
 
He walked upon this land, And He never did no wrong
Curing the lepers, healing the sick, And sending them with a song.
 
Everywhere He went, People came to see
He turned the water into wine, He came to set men free.
 
He was so kind and loving,  Oh how could it be
That  they would take His life, When He was only 33?
 
One day they came and took Him, They said that He must die
All His friends forsook Him, And He never asked them why.
 
They put a robe around Him, They placed a crown of thorns upon His head
They mocked Him and they spit on Him, And a word He never said.
 
They took Him out and they beat Him, 39 stripes He bore for me
He took all my sickness and my suffering, He died to set me free.
 
I just sat by watching, I felt so bad for Him
I didn’t even know, That He was dying for my sins.
 
Oh how could they do this, To such a Man as Him
He never did anything to anyone, What a price He paid for my sins.
 
As God looked on from Heaven, Tears began to fill His eyes
Soft rain began to fall, As He softly cried.
 
They took His only Son, The One He loved so much
They nailed Him to a cross, And He bore our sins for us.
 
As I began to watch them, What horror did I see
When I looked upon the soldiers face, I saw that it was me.
 
It was me who held the hammer, It was me who drove the nails
And way down deep within my soul, My heart began to wail.
 
I’m the one He died for, Yet I’m the one who took His life
The Lamb of God, Who took my sins, He was my sacrifice.
 
Oh how He must love me, For He looked into my eyes
And as I drove the nails on in, I realized it was for me, He died.
 
Oh how could He ever forgive me, For all I did to Him
Yet He asked God to forgive me, As He died for all my sins.
 
Now how can you sinner friend, Turn your heart away from Him
The Lamb of God who bore your sins, Wants to come and enter in.
 
Please open up your heart, And invite Him in today 
For there is no other Savior, He’s The Truth, The Life, The Way
 
Prayer Requests

Everyone, please, just take a few minutes when you receive your letter and pray over it and the names on this list…we have seen miracles happen. 

*Stephanie Marcum* needs our prayers.  She was having surgery April 1st due to the breast cancer she is fighting.  I spoke with her a few weeks ago and she has a great attitude and is doing well handling her treatments.  Please keep Stephanie and Barry in your prayers.

*Ann VanVolkenburg’s Family*   Terrie Lynn and Joi’s mother and Clint’s grandmother passed away after an extended illness.  Please keep their family in your prayers.


*Josh Trautmann*, (Diana’s brother & Sandi’s son) left for a tour of duty in Iraq on January 2nd.  Please keep Josh and his family in your prayers.

My brother, *Terry Rice*, has returned safely from a second tour of duty in Iraq.  Praise God!  Thanks for all the prayers.

Our Leaders in political office…  We may or may not agree with their policies…but God tells us to pray for ALL of them.

Therefore I tell you, whatever you ask for in prayer, believe that you have received it, and it will be yours.  Mark 11:24 

Email/Mailing List
If you want to be added to the mailing list, just send me your address and I’ll be glad to get a newsletter to you.  I send out hundreds via email and still many through 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.  And remember, they are FREE!

If you have a prayer request, a story to share, something to sell or the one’s I like the most… a praise, I would be glad to include them in next month’s newsletter.  Just send them to me mail or email or call me with your request and I’ll write them up for you.  I can include your name if you like or I can make sure to leave it out if you request.
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Contact Me

(765) 755-3427       (765) 744-7363

www.conwaycustoms.homestead.com
vcgconway@msn.com

*Prayer for Unsaved*
Many of us have family members and/or friends that are not sure where they will spend eternity. We may feel unsure about approaching them, but we can approach Our Heavenly Father on their behalf.

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 personal 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 and you don’t earn a gift.  Gifts are something someone gives to you and for the gift to be yours, you have to accept it.  All we have to do is accept that wonderful gift.  I know I have…won’t you?  

But the gift is not like the trespass.  For if the many died by the trespass of the one man, how much more did God’s grace and the gift that came by the grace of the one man, Jesus Christ, overflow to the many.        Romans 5:15

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
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