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Carl was a quiet man. He didn't talk much. He would always greet you with a big smile and a firm handshake. 
Even after living in our neighborhood for over 50 years, no one could really say they knew him very well. 
Before his retirement, he took the bus to work each morning. The lone sight of him walking down the street often worried us. 
He had a slight limp from a bullet wound received in WWII. 
Watching him, we worried that although he had survived WWII, he may not make it through our changing uptown neighborhood with its ever-increasing random violence, gangs, and drug activity.  
When he saw the flyer at our local church asking for volunteers for caring for the gardens behind the minister's residence, he responded in his characteristically unassuming manner. Without fanfare, he just signed up. 
He was well into his 87th year when the very thing we had always feared finally happened. 
He was just finishing his watering for the day when three gang members approached him. Ignoring their attempt to intimidate him, he simply asked, 'Would you like a drink from the hose?' 
The tallest and toughest-looking of the three said, 'Yeah, sure,' with a malevolent little smile. 
As Carl offered the hose to him, the other two grabbed Carl's arm, throwing him down. As the hose snaked crazily over the ground, dousing everything in its way, Carl's assailants stole his retirement watch and his wallet, and then fled. 

Carl tried to get himself up, but he had been thrown down on his bad leg. He lay there trying to gather himself as the minister came running to help him. 
Although the minister had witnessed the attack from his window, he couldn't get there fast enough to stop it.  
'Carl, are you okay? Are you hurt?' the minister kept asking as he helped Carl to his feet. 
Carl just passed a hand over his brow and sighed, shaking his head. 'Just some punk kids. I hope they'll wise-up someday.' 
His wet clothes clung to his slight frame as he bent to pick up the hose. He adjusted the nozzle again and started to water. 
Confused and a little concerned, the minister asked, 'Carl, what are you doing?' 'I've got to finish my watering. It's been very dry lately,' came the calm reply. 
Satisfying himself that Carl really was all right, the minister could only marvel. Carl was a man from a different time and place. 
A few weeks later the three returned. Just as before their threat was 
unchallenged. Carl again offered them a drink from his hose 

This time they didn't rob him. They wrenched the hose from his hand and drenched him head to foot in the icy water. 
When they had finished their humiliation of him, they sauntered off down the street, throwing catcalls and curses, falling over one another laughing at the hilarity of what they had just done. 
Carl just watched them. Then he turned toward the warmth giving sun, picked up his hose, and went on with his watering. 
The summer was quickly fading into fall. Carl was doing some tilling when he was startled by the sudden approach of someone behind him. He stumbled and fell into some evergreen branches. 
As he struggled to regain his footing, he turned to see the tall leader of his summer tormentors reaching down for him. He braced himself for the expected attack. 
'Don't worry old man, I'm not gonna hurt you this time.'  
The young man spoke softly, still offering the tattooed and scarred hand to Carl. As he helped Carl get up, the man pulled a crumpled bag from his pocket and handed it to Carl. 
'What's this?' Carl asked. 'It's your stuff,' the man explained. 'It's your stuff back. Even the money in your wallet.' 'I don't understand ,' Carl said. 'Why would you help me now?' 
The man shifted his feet, seeming embarrassed and ill at ease. 'I learned something from you,' he said. 'I ran with that gang and hurt people like you. We picked you because you were old and we knew we could do it. But every time we came and did something to you, instead of yelling and fighting back, you tried to give us a drink. You didn't hate us for hating you. You kept showing love against our hate.' 
He stopped for a moment. 'I couldn't sleep after we stole your stuff, so here it is back.' 
He paused for another awkward moment, not knowing what more there was to say. 'That bag's my way of saying thanks for straightening me out, I guess.' And with that, he walked off down the street. 
Carl looked down at the sack in his hands and gingerly opened it. He took out his retirement watch and put it back on his wrist. Opening his wallet, he checked for his wedding photo. He gazed for a moment at the young bride that still smiled back at him from all those years ago.=2 0
He died one cold day after Christmas that winter. Many people attended his funeral in spite of the weather. 
In particular the minister noticed a tall young man that he didn't know sitting quietly in a distant corner of the church. 
The minister spoke of Carl's garden as a lesson in life. 
In a voice made thick with unshed tears, he said, 'Do your best and make your garden as beautiful as you can. We will never forget Carl and his garden.' 
The following spring another flyer went up. It read: 'Person needed to care for Carl's garden.' 
The flyer went unnoticed by the busy parishioners until one day when a knock was heard at the minister's office door. 
Opening the door, the minister Isaw a pair of scarred and tattooed hands holding the flyer. 'I believe this is my job, if you'll have me,' the young man said.  
The minister recognized him as the same young man who had returned the stolen watch and wallet to Carl. 
He knew that Carl's kindness had turned this man's life around. As the minister handed him the keys to the garden shed, he said, 'Yes, go take care of Carl's garden and honor him.' 
The man went to work and, over the next several years, he tended the flowers and vegetables just as Carl had done. 

During that time, he went to college, got married, and became a prominent member of the community. But he never forgot his promise to Carl's memory and kept the garden as beautiful as he thought Carl would have kept it. 
One day he approached the new minister and told him that he couldn't care for the garden any longer. He explained with a shy and happy smile, 'My wife just had a baby boy last night, and she's bringing him home on Saturday.' 
'Well, congratulations!' said the minister, as he was handed the garden shed keys. 'That's wonderful! What's the baby's name?' 
'Carl,' he replied. 
That's the whole gospel message simply stated. 

Take 60 seconds give this a shot! 
 1. Simply say a small prayer for the person who sent you this.  
Father, God bless this person in whatever it is that You know he or she may be needing this day!? 
2. Then send it on to five other people. Within hours five people have prayed for you, and you caused a multitude of people to pray to God for other people. 
Then sit back and watch the power of God work in your life for doing the thing that you know He loves. 

GOOD FRIENDS ARE LIKE ANGELS, YOU DON'T HAVE TO SEE THEM TO KNOW THEY ARE THERE 
Kicks & Giggles

A father was approached by his small son who told him proudly, "I know what the Bible means!"
His father smiled and replied, "What do you mean, you 'know' what the Bible means?
The son replied, "I do know!"
"Okay," said his father. "What does the Bible mean?"
"That's easy, Daddy..." the young boy replied excitedly," It stands for
'Basic Information Before Leaving Earth.' 

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. 


*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.

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 

*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
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.

Contact Me

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

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


C/O Christa Conway


12601 S. 200 W.


Muncie, IN 47302








Christian Barrel Racer’s Newsletter


“Racin’ To Eternity”


�EMBED MSDraw.1.01��� Volume No.   5                                                                             Issue No: 8                                                                    Dates:  August 2008


***********************************************************************************************************















_1180525928.bin

