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  Her given name was Teresa Lee 
Baskin when she was born to Paul and Pat Baskin, October 18, 1949, in 
Shawnee, OK.  Her family would call her Terrie. 

Terrie was always curious and questioning.  She demonstrated artistic abilities 

at an early age by using her crayons to color the living room walls. 

She was always interested in lights and colors from the time she saw the 

colored fountain lights at OBU as a child.  In recent months I took her to see 

the colored flashing lights of the Farris wheel at Frontier City.  We sat on the 

side of the road for twenty minutes as she watched with delight the ever-

changing patterns of the wheel, her eyes big and twinkling in awe. 



She always wanted a telescope and a microscope because she was 

fascinated by God’s creation. She wanted to know more. 

Paul, Pat, Paula (Terrie’s older sister) and Terrie went to 

the First Baptist Church of Shawnee.  Pat was involved in 

the choir.  Paul worked with the youth.  Paula and Terrie 

were in GA’s and found it boring, so they would crawl out 

of the first story windows to play outside.  You had to 

keep her attention. 

Her family was very involved in church and civic activities 

in Shawnee.  When Terrie was in junior high, Paul changed jobs and they 

moved to Moore.  This proved to be a difficult time for Terrie and Paula.  They 

were not as easily accepted at their new school as their previous school.  I 

think this event made her sensitive to the needs of her future students. 

Terrie graduated from Moore High School in 1967.  She was on the yearbook 

staff and was utilized for her artwork.  Due to some family issues, she did not 

start college right away.  She needed some time to deal with body issues and 

what she wanted to pursue.  She later graduated from Central State 

University with a degree in Art and elementary education. 

In May of 1970, I met her for the first time.  It was the only 

‘blind’ date I have ever been on.  We were to meet at a 

friend’s apartment.  I was early; she was late.  When she 

did arrive, I was in awe.  “There is no way, this beautiful 

woman would every go out with me”, I thought.  And then 

I thought, “I have to put everything I got into this one date 



or else I’m through.”  I loved her from the first moment that I saw her, but she 

was not so impressed. It took a while to do that. 

We went to a drive-in movie.  I discovered she would laugh at my impressions 

and quirky way of saying things.  I made her laugh thirteen and a half times on 

the date (the half was just a chuckle).  I know I was only of entertainment 

value to her, but boy did I enjoy seeing that incredibly beautiful smile.  It was 

at this point, that she became ‘Precious’ to me. 

Terrie and her family changed my life.  They showed me there was a different 

way of living from what I had known.  They valued education.  Terrie was 

going to Central State and her dad was completing his degree there as 

well.  Paul played football for Oklahoma A&M.  He had to leave to fight in 

World War II.  He was an officer in the Army Air Corp and after the war, he 

was determined to complete his education.  Their influence caused me to 

enroll in college and Paul would help me with my studies and would even buy 

my books for me. 

Terrie’s family enjoyed one another.  Her parents would listen to big band 

albums and I even saw them do the jitterbug one time.  They would play 

games together and talk with one another.  This was something new to me. 

After we were married, she was a professional artist for 

sixteen years working with oil’s.  She stopped after she 

became a Christian.  The Lord had changed her 

motivation and she submitted herself to what the Lord 

had for her. 



She gave her heart and life to Jesus in February, 1982.  Even though she was 

raised in church, it was at that time that she realized she was a sinner and 

needed a Savior to pay the debt that she could not pay. 

She was insecure and uncertain about many things in life, but I marveled as I 

saw God change this Precious woman into an incredibly Precious 

woman.  She became strong in her faith. 

She found her calling when she began teaching 

elementary school at a Christian school.  She taught for 

twenty-five years and in that time, the Lord used her to 

lead several students to faith in Christ.  She keep a list of 

those names in her Bible.  She grieved when someone 

stole her Bible from our car.  I reminded her there was 

another list that was kept in Heaven.  He used her to sow, 

water and reap for the glory of His kingdom. 

We did not have children, but she loved her students.  I would hear about 

them every night.  It’s been said that Mrs. Elkins was tough and that would be 

true.  But she was more than that, she was also fun.  She would tell them 

stories of me and other things to grab their minds.  To make learning a part of 

their every day life. 

Terrie’s spiritual gift was exhortation and exhort she would do.  She wanted to 

encourage her fellow teachers, the parents of her students, and her 

students.  She wanted her students to learn more than just English, math, and 

science.  She wanted them to learn some things about how to life the 

Christian life. 



Some of her greatest joys came when she would see some of her former 

students outside of the school.  She seemed to remember everything about 

them.  When they would hug her, they would usually say, “You were my 

favorite teacher.”  She was my favorite teacher as well. 

We dated for four years and have been married for forty-one years.  She was 

my life.  She was my best friend and my biggest supporter.  She was the 

biggest earthly influence in my life.  Any sadness is checked with the joyful 

knowledge that she is with Jesus and her dear family. 

Terrie could capture you with her smile and her beautiful face, and her quick 

wit, but she had the ability to make you feel comfortable.   She could draw you 

out and encourage you to do the right thing.  You would grow to love her in a 

short time.  Why?  Because, like me, they have learned that she is ‘Precious’. 

Terrie died November 23, 2015.     
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  I love this photo of Terrie!  She is wearing some 
goofy, oversized glasses as she is sitting in her classroom.  To me it symbolizes the type of 
teacher she was; she was a professional educator who enjoyed her students and would even 
laugh at herself. 

We did not have our own children, but through her students, we were blessed by your children.  I 

believe her greatest desire in the classroom was to show them God’s love and to give them a 

godly example for their adult years. 

She did that through a style of teaching that not many possess.  She remembered what it was like 

being in school without friends or being popular.  She was able to relate to each student.  She 

was a supporter of parental authority and involvement.  She wanted to work with, not against, 

each parent.  She wanted to instill knowledge, wisdom, and the ability to think into each of her 

students.  She wanted to be a positive influence and help develop these young people into well-

established adults. 

When Terrie passed away on Monday, I posted about her death on Facebook.  The responses 

from her students, their parents, fellow teachers, and even young girls in our church, made me so 

very, very proud of Terrie.  I believe she reached her goal! 

Here are their words.  I have only omitted the words of comfort to me from their text: 



Dana Snider Traywick – She was so loved by my family!  My heart breaks for you. 

 Lisa Jones Russell – Me and my girls loved her so very much.  A favorite teacher for sure. 

Debra Fellers – I only knew her for a short while, but I grew to love her quickly.  She just 

brought fun and humor to our days.  I saw the impact she made on so many children. 

Lori Sanderson – She was a wonderful woman.  I always appreciated her sense of humor on 

those tough days and her blunt honesty.  She was humble and prayerful all of the days I knew 

her.  I look forward to rejoicing with her again one day. 

Stephanie Moore – Mrs. Elkins has always been one of my favorite teachers.  She was a 

blessing. 

Melinda Banning Smith – She meant so much to me.  She taught me so much my first few years 

of teaching.  She was a wonderful woman. 

Alan Janzen Jr. – I’m so sorry, she was an amazing lady, teacher and friend!  She will be missed! 

Dianna Wagner Howard – I have never know a more wonderful woman and friend!  She will be 

greatly missed. 

Levi Jones – She was such a kind person.  She was my favorite teacher of all time.  I remember 

my nephew and me had no church to go to and Mrs. Elkins and Steve to us both to church and 

then out to eat.  Lots of memories from 6th grade.  May she rest in peace. 

Jan Treat Joule – If you knew her, you loved her…and I did, too!  She showed me great 

kindnesses & genuine friendship. 

Sharon Bell-Grady – Such a precious woman!  She has touched the lives of many & her 

testimonies/stories will continue.  Loved her very much! 

Karen Cruise – Ron and I are stunned.  Terrie Elkins was such an encouragement to both of us in 

our teaching careers.  Her stories will live on in our hearts till we meet just beyond that river. 



Reanonda Williams Miller – She had a great impact on my children just as she did on all her 

students.  Such a terrible loss for friends and family here, but such a great gain for heaven! 

Amanda Miller Gonzales – Today, a special lady who taught an over talkative 3rd grader, went 

home to be with her Heavenly Father.  Mrs. Elkins was by far one of the hardest, most caring, 

most influential educators that I have ever known.  I don’t think I ever said thank you for helping 

me become the person you knew I could be.  Thank you!  Those that knew and loved you covet 

what the Angels have with them now. 

Karen Cruise – Terrie Elkins was more than a mentor, she was a discipler of men, me 

included.  She laughed every day, though she took the business of sharing the message of the 

cross very seriously.  Her eyes twinkled when she spoke of her Jesus, and her Steve, who was 

like Jesus to her!  I know this, she did very well (A+) as a Wife, Leader, Teacher, Friend and 

sister in Christ.  I feel like when I get there, we will have a sit down over by the tree of life at 

some point.  She will lay it all out, and cut to the chase, at least one more time!  Love you Terrie. 

Erica Smith –  I am heartbroken.  She was such a hilarious person and her smile brighten any 

room.  The wisdom she had to share was impeccable.  Prayers for all whom she touched and 

loved. 

Rhonda Posey Murillo – Terrie, you started out as my supervisor and then you became my 

friend.  You told the truth when you spoke.  You would tell people to their face what others 

would only say behind their back.  You had an enormous heart for people and love for God that 

was contagious.  Your legacy will go on forever in the lives of all you have touched.  Your love 

and respect that you had for your husband was so honorable.  He was your very best friend and 

that was evident.  Your talent in Art was remarkable.  You could’ve taught in any school in the 

world and made great money, but instead you chose to work in a Christian school.  You gave 

most of your adult life to that school and the families.  Your reward here on Earth was found in 

the small notes of love from former students and parents.  Now, you will receive that great 

heavenly reward that will show you that your work here on Earth wasn’t in vain.  What a lovely 

reunion you must be having with your family.  I will miss you my dear, sweet friend.  You have 

changed my and I won’t ever forget you.  I love you, Terrie. 



Clinton Bashore – Just read that Terrie Elkins passed away in her sleep last night.  I will be 

forever indebted to this woman for instilling discipline in my life.  Thank you for 

everything.  Enjoy the presence of our saviour. 

(continued in Part 2) 
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Tara Van Hauen – When you’re a little kid and your whole life changes, those few things that 

stay constant are things you never forget, that make the biggest impact, and that you cherish 

forever.  For me, one of those constants is Steve and Terrie Elkins.  They have been there since I 

was born…and oh the stories they can tell!  “Miss” Terrie’s favorite about her and I was 

probably the time she was babysitting me when I was a very little girl and what happened to my 

Granny’s white rugs (that’s all I’m saying).  They have loved my family, fought for us, protected 

us, been right there with us through it all….constant.  Today, Miss Terrie went to be with 

Jesus.  I will miss her smiles, her wit, her laugh, her stories, her insight, her quick comebacks, 

and funny little comments.  I will forever admire and remember the ways she loved the Lord, 

Bro. Steve, the church, her job, and her family.  She made more of an impact then she could have 

ever known.  I only wish I had told her more how much she meant to me and how much I love 

her.  It’s a blessing to have people like the Elkins in your life for 33 years! 

 



Jon Isam –  I’m terribly sad right now!  One of my favorite teachers in the world passed away in 

her sleep this morning.  Mrs. Elkins was an amazing woman!  She taught me so much more than 

just school stuff.  She really toughened me up as a young man and helped me in my life more 

than anyone will ever know.  I’ll miss the times we had in 6th grade when she would pull me out 

of class to go to her office and she would give me M&M’s and Dr. Pepper and we would just 

make each other laugh!  I’ll miss seeing her out and about at different places and get my hugs 

from her!  I love her with all my heart.  Enjoy heaven!! YOU DESERVE IT!  Today you got to 

hear the words that you used to tell me about!  “Well done” 

Sarah Nation – When I entered the 6th grade, I was so scared to be in Mrs. Elkins class. I heard 

she was a tough, no-nonsense teacher.   What I found, was a strict but loving teacher.  What I 

found, was a woman of God who cared for her students as if they were one of her own.  What I 

found, was one of my favorite teachers, ever.  What I found, was a woman who sent me 

wonderful and encouraging messages on Facebook, decades after having me as a student. 

I’ll never forget the first day I came to class with braces on my teeth.  I was so worried my 

classmates would make fun of me.  As she led the class in prayer, she asked God to give me 

comfort and to not be afraid to smile. 

So, Terrie Elkins, my heart is so very sad to hear of your passing this morning, but I’m going to 

do my best to smile.  And I’m so thankful to have known you.  As much as you comforted me all 

those years ago, I now take comfort in knowing that you’re in heaven. 

Joey Streight – How do I say goodbye to the woman who gave me my voice? 

I was a 9 year old little boy. A little boy who, to be honest, didn’t feel like he fit anywhere- not 

my old school or my family’s new church or even my own family, really. I was a 9 year old, lost 

little boy who was starting the 3rd grade at yet another new school. This wasn’t new. I had never 

attended the same school for longer than a year up until then. I did okay, I think. I had some 

friends everywhere I had been. None of them close- I didn’t really know how to do that yet. I 

didn’t even know where *I* fit yet, after all. How could I begin to know where anyone else fit in 

my life? This isn’t to say I had a bad life, or didn’t have people in my life who loved me because 

neither of those things were the case. I was, really, just lost. I was, to be truthful, expecting to 



spend another school year just sort of getting by and maybe making a couple of friends and then 

doing whatever it was that I did in my free time (I honestly don’t even remember what I did for 

fun up to that point). I certainly wasn’t prepared for what was about to happen to me. 

To be honest, when I first met Mrs. Elkins I was a little scared (she will have to forgive me- the 

3rd grader that’s alive and well in my soul could never get used to the idea of calling her Terrie 

no matter how much she told me to, as an adult). She wasn’t what that lost little 3rd grader was 

expecting. She would just LOOK at you sometimes. It was a look that initially inspired terror in 

that unsure, scared 9 year old. I eventually recognized, as an adult, that it was the look of 

someone who wasn’t seeing a classroom full of babies (because as the father of a 7 year old I 

realize now that’s exactly what we still were, even at that age) but, rather, unrealized potential. 

She saw FUTURES. She saw little people from different backgrounds and places, some with 

very real difficulties, who deserved to be nurtured and loved and taught and given every chance 

that she could give them, to realize their potential. She didn’t see herself as simply a steward to 

help usher us on to higher grades and to be someone else’s problem. She set about trying to help 

us find our path and find ourselves. I remember feeling off-balance for a long time because I 

couldn’t really remember someone taking such a consistent effort to engage me and challenge 

me. She was always gently poking (and teasing) at us to make sure that we weren’t just doing 

stuff the way it was supposed to be done but that we were learning. She was always drawing our 

attention (and many times everyone else’s) to what we were doing or saying in an effort to make 

sure that we were really AWARE of ourselves and why we were doing the things that we were 

doing and- for a small herd of chatty wide-eyed third graders, that was new. I remember her 

finding ways to incorporate our surrounding to help deal with students who were having 

difficulties. She understood how to reach us and get results instead of swinging the rule book 

like a hammer to bludgeon us into order. I remember feeling like I’d won the lottery when we 

found out she was moving to teach the sixth grade. That was an equally important transitional 

period for us as we were about to take a leap into middle school. We were growing and maturing 

and I can’t think of anyone better to hold our hands as we made that jump. 

So- how do I say goodbye? See, what she did for me personally was something I’ll never be able 

to repay. She single-handedly gave birth to my imagination. I can trace my writing voice, my 

creativity, and even my sense of humor directly back to her. She gave me a deep love for both 

the fantastical and the nonsensical. I learned to LIVE for the time in class she took to read aloud 

to us (PSA- read aloud to your kids, even if they can read themselves), in BOTH grades. Judy 



Blume and Roald Dahl became some of my earliest influences despite probably never reading a 

word of their works with my own eyes until I was an adult. I didn’t NEED to- she was an 

unparalleled story teller. When I read to my children I hear her voice in the way that I attempt to 

bring a story to life, the way she was able to. I have to credit her largely for my love to read. If 

they still exist, you’ll see my name LITTERED all through the school’s library checkout cards 

over a period of several years (she’s probably also indirectly responsible for quite a bit of 

fundraising via all of my library fines). An hour or so a day ended up just not being enough for 

me. It soon turned into sneaking my lamp on after my mom went to bed to stay up late at night to 

read. She taught me to love and respect language and it’s use. She also taught me to appreciate 

and love art. I still have a picture that I drew while I was in her class. I don’t still have it because 

it’s particularly great (I’m not sure very much 6th grade art is) but because I remember sitting 

down next to her while she taught me to use a tissue to get the kind of shading I wanted but that 

my frustrated 12 year old self just couldn’t figure out. Maybe most importantly she taught me 

that making a mistake was okay and that having a little laugh at myself was the best way to get 

over it. She taught me that there wasn’t anything wrong with me for being shy and even a little 

scared. She taught me that I had something to offer. To be honest, I’ve lost sight of some of 

those lessons at times during adulthood but even in her passing she has found a way to gently 

tease me and remind me, so- 

How can I say goodbye to someone who really isn’t even gone, for me? I’ll carry her and the 

things she taught me for the rest of my life and hopefully so will my children. 

Oh! Also- who teaches sixth graders the Grecian urn joke? Her, that’s who. The fact that none of 

us got (or knew what an urn was, probably) was funnier to her, than the joke. 

So, you teach school for twenty-five years and wonder if you have made a difference or you are 

observed for thirty-three years.  Young, influential, malleable gifts of God watching what you 

do, hearing what you say, seeing how you react.  Is your walk important?  I say that it is.  We all 

have some area of influence.  Are you making the most in your sphere?  Let me encourage you 

to live a life that changes lives!!! 

Sarah Nation said Terrie treated them as if they were her own, today…”her” children shall rise 

up and call her blessed – Proverbs 31:28 



Updated 12/13/15  I found these notes that I wanted to add: 

Lisa – Thank you for the time that you’ve invested in Kianna this year!  I know that she is a 

better person because of the influence that you’ve had on her life.  I am so thankful for the 

positive role models in her life.  We are blessed! 

Kianna – Thank you for the time you invested to teach me.  You have been a great influence in 

my life.  I greatly appreciate all you have done.  I love you so much! 

Lindsay Nunes – What A Teacher!  Last year, I thought that Mrs. Elkins was the best teacher in 

the whole world!  She impacted my life by helping me have a lot of fun.  Not only did she help 

me have fun, but she taught and explained everything to me very well.  The things I remember 

the most about her are her funny stories, Petey, her bear, and the way she taught her lessons.  I 

loved Mrs. Elkins as a teacher, and she was absolutely my favorite one. 

I think that I want to talk about Mrs. Elkins’ funny stories first.  This story is about a talking 

squirrel.  Once, there was a squirrel that Mrs. Elkins’ dad caught in a humane trap in his back 

yard.  He got the squirrel and put it in a park.  All of a sudden, the squirrel looked at him and 

said, “Paul, why’d you do it?  These are not my trees, this is not my home, and these are not my 

friends.  Why Paul?  Why did you take me?”  Everyone still asks if this story is true.  Mrs. 

Elkins has many more great stories, some true, some false. 

Now I will tell you about a bear that is very important to a teacher.  Mrs. Elkins has a furry, 

caramel-colored friend, whom she calls Petey.  Petey is cute, and has belonged to Mrs. Elkins 

since her childhood.  He lives in Mrs. Elkins’ classroom closet.  He is fun to play with and 

makes me happy when I feel sad.  I still like to try to visit and hold him every once in a while. 

Finally, I will tell about Mrs. Elkins’ way of explaining and teaching.  Mrs. Elkins taught by 

letting her class read the text books aloud, and then she would go into detail and really explain 

the words that the class read.  After she taught, she would give an assignment over the 

reading.  Whenever I was struggling with an assignment, she would explain it to me in a 

personal way that I would understand.  When Mrs. Elkins taught, she did it with a passion as if it 

was for God, and that was what I loved the most about it. 



All in all, I loved Mrs. Elkins.  She is a great Christian, a great teacher, and a great over-all 

person.  The reasons I wrote about Mrs. Elkins are as follows:  her funny stories, her bear 

“Petey”, and the way she taught her lessons.  Mrs. Elkins was absolutely my favorite teacher.  I 

conclude that she helped me understand more about life and about Christ.  Without Mrs. Elkins, 

I probably would not be the person I am today. 

  

Lindsay, without Mrs. Elkins, I wouldn’t be the person I am today either!! 
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 For those of you who were unable to attend her service, here is the video of 
that service. 
 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=E89CMtHG_Ws 



Walking Toward The Light 
DECEMBER 4, 2015 / PLEASEMAAM14 / EDIT 

 

 

Since the sudden home-going of Terrie on the morning of November 23rd, the most common 

greeting to me is “How are you doing?”  It is not offensive to me, but it is a signal of the person 

asking that they have a level of concern for me and I appreciate that and marvel that anyone 

would care about my condition.  The extent of the asking has really surprised me and humbles 

me. 

I have been asked to give a monthly report about how my healing is progressing.  The thought 

was that it may benefit others who have not lost a loved one to death.   I was not sure if I could 

do that because, as I have learned and been told, everyone’s grief is different.  I am not an expert 

on the subject.  What I write may be completely different than what you have experienced and 

that’s ok.  As God has created us as unique individuals, He has also created us with some 

relatable common points.  It is with that aim that I open my heart to you as I write these words: 

Physically… I am improving.  My blood pressure is lower; I’m losing some weight which is 

good, but a rough way to get there; my sleep seems to rest me in less time than previously.  I am 

still waking up around 4:00 am, but I try to force myself to sleep until a more reasonable hour. I 

have more energy to do the various task one faces daily.   I’m trying to drink my two quarts of 

water a day but admit, I haven’t hit it every day. 

 “I am walking toward a bright light and the nearer I get the brighter it is.”- Dwight L. 

Moody 

Spiritually… is where I feel I am the strongest.  I believe in a BIG GOD and a little man 

philosophy.  If God can create everything, I think that he can take care of me.  He can do what I 

cannot do.  It is a matter of faith in Him to do what needs to be done.  Romans 12:3 tells us that 



each is given a measure of faith.  Your level of faith may be higher than mine or mine higher 

than yours.  It’s not who has the greater amount of faith, it is that you have faith.  Jesus described 

the minimum level of faith that one needs in Matthew 17:20 saying, “Because of your little faith 

[maybe no faith?].  For truly, I say to you, if you have faith like a grain of mustard seed, you will 

say to this mountain, ‘Move from here to there,’ and it will move, and nothing will be impossible 

for you.”  I believe that God will do what He said He will do.  He said if we put our trust in Jesus 

Christ and surrendered our life to Him, He would give us eternal life.  It is with great comfort to 

know, based on Scripture, that Terrie is in heaven and until I join her someday, that He will take 

care of me every day.  I am not saying if you have struggles that you are not trusting or without 

faith.  I’m saying for me to survive, I have to trust in Him. 

Emotionally… here is the part that I don’t think I can evaluate honestly.  I am in uncharted 

waters.  Terrie was a constant in my life for forty-five years, which is over two-thirds of my 

life.  I love her as I have never loved anyone else in my life.  Our whole love was given to one 

another undiluted.  So it is hard to imagine life without her, but the reality is that I must.  I don’t 

have a choice. 

The joy that I have knowing Terrie is well and in heaven with our Savior outweighs my 

sadness.  Looking back, I think Terrie may have started dying about a month before she 

went.  She started using a walker after her father died in 2002.  The cartilage in both of her knees 

had completely deteriorated leaving bone upon bone.  Her mobility decreased, her weight 

increased causing a spirally effect.  She walked slowly due to pain and she had a great fear of 

falling.  In the last month, she walked even slower than normal.  Somehow I think the two things 

are linked.   I watched her fight against her disability.  She would struggle to get in and out of 

chairs; struggle to get in and out of bed; struggle to get in and out of cars, but she never gave 

up.  Never!  I was accused of spoiling and babying her.  I admit it; I did try to help her.  But why 

wouldn’t I try to make my love’s life less painful and a little easier?  If she hadn’t tried, then 

charge me with spoiling her, but she did all that she could do.  That is all that I would ask of 

anyone. 

What now?  I’m trying to get my compass centered and pointing North.  I’m told maintaining 

some structure is important, so after Thanksgiving, I returned to my work.  I would work a while 

and cry a while.  Talk about awkward office situations!  What are you supposed to do with a big 



guy like me crying in your office?  I’m not crying as often, but the tear bottle needs to empty 

every once in a while. 

I am selling both of our vehicles in order to get just one for me.  The other evening about 5:30, I 

decided to take the van through a drive-thru car wash.  The sun had already set, so as I entered 

the tunnel, I couldn’t help but notice the bright colored lights that they used to keep your 

interest.  I immediately thought of Terrie and thought how much she would have enjoyed 

them.  I made a choice, there in the car wash tunnel, instead of crying about her not seeing them 

I would smile and enjoy them myself, in honor of her. 

Last Wednesday night after church, I went into a restaurant to eat.  It was my first time to go 

alone.  I got my food and sat at my table, facing the Chinese buffet line.  I figured I could at least 

watch other people as I ate.  To the right of me sat a single mother with a seven year old girl and 

a four year old boy.  I know their ages because I overheard an open conversation between the 

mother and an older couple who were in the process of leaving the restaurant.  The little boy, 

who had finished eating, did what little boys do, he began moving around.  He came to my table, 

standing beside me and said, “Whatca’ doin'” to which I replied that I was eating supper.  He 

came back with his slip of paper from his cookie and asked me to read it for him.  I did and his 

mother seemed pleased that I wasn’t bothered by it.  It showed me that the Lord able to make 

something to cause you to smile, even in a situation you might not want to be in. 

What about the future?  I don’t know.  The Lord has something planned, which will come one 

day at a time.  I think I would like to be married again someday.  It was a wonderful thing for 

me.  This week, I began praying for my future wife if the Lord had one for me.  It’s in His hands 

and time.  It may not be His will.  I began thinking of my resume: loyal, faithful, sentimental, 

can be charming and romantic, know 5 love languages and about love & respect, could do 

laundry, grocery shopping, house cleaning, etc., and has been track tested.  But this old car will 

be hard to sell.  The paint is not as bright, the upholstery is worn, and the fenders have some 

dents and scrapes.  Did I say anything about a unique sense of humor?  That’s got to be worth 

just a little bit. 

 



Grateful 
DECEMBER 12, 2015 / PLEASEMAAM14 / EDIT 

  

This morning, I started cleaning out Terrie’s 

nightstand.  I found some money, lotions, nail files, and various things to be thrown 

away.  But there were a couple of things that I wanted to share with you.  There were 

a couple of thank you notes to her that I will add to “Her” Children Will Rise Up Part 

2.  The other item was a copy of an email that I wrote to my Sunday school class on 

May 11, 2010.  In a way, it symbolizes the love we had/have for one another.   Terrie 

would read what I wrote three or four times.  She said this email was special to her 

and she would read it from time to time over the last five years.  I had entitled 

that email “Grateful”. 
23 And when he got into the boat, his disciples followed him. 24 And behold, there arose 

a great storm on the sea, so that the boat was being swamped by the waves; but he was 

asleep. 25 And they went and woke him, saying, “Save us, Lord; we are 

perishing.” 26 And he said to them, “Why are you afraid, O you of little faith?” Then he 

rose and rebuked the winds and the sea, and there was a great calm. 27 And the 

men marveled, saying, “What sort of man is this, that even winds and sea obey him?” 

Matthew 8:23-27 ESV 

I am grateful.  Yesterday afternoon, my boss called and told us to leave early.  A 

storm was coming.  As I drove home, I called Terrie to make sure she was on her way 

home.  I wanted to be close to her because the storm was coming.  As I continued on 

toward the house, I listened to KTOK describing a rope tornado by Yukon.  I got 

home, but Terrie hadn’t made it yet.  It started to hail and I became “concerned”.  She 



was at I-240 and S. Penn trying to get through the light, but the traffic was so bad, it 

took three cycles before she could continue.  I prayed for her as I stood in the garage 

with the door open watching it hail.  I asked the Lord to allow her to get home into the 

garage before any “bad” hail came.  A couple of minutes later, she rounded the corner 

and pulls into the garage, in a way that reminded me of a Presidential motorcade; 

quick and efficient.  Just as she got into the garage, the “bad” hail came; two inch 

diameter hail.  I was moved that the Lord answered my specific prayer with exact 

timeliness. 

I am grateful that, as we read Facebook accounts of our church members going 

through the storm, no one was harmed.  Windshields broken, but no one harmed.  I am 

grateful to have my home intact; with electricity, with water, with all our 

possessions.  I pray for those who had lost all of that last night.  In less than 30 

seconds their life was turned around.  I saw one news story of a woman who was 

crying out to God to save her from the storm.  He did and I am grateful He 

did.  “What sort of man is this, that even the winds and sea obey him?”  He is Jesus, 

Jesus Lord to me, Master, Savior, Prince of Peace, Ruler of my heart today.  He is 

Jesus! 

Sunday, I spoke about having clarity in our walk with the Lord.  I spoke about living 

our life in a way that  will give a clear testimony that we are Christians.  My life was 

turned around in less than 30 seconds on December 12, 1977.  There was a great 

calm.  I am grateful for my salvation and the opportunity to serve the King of Kings 

and the Lord of Lords. 

Live for the Lord, 

Brother Steve Elkins 

It seemed appropriate that I would find this email on this day for two reasons. 



It was thirty-eight years ago, today, that I surrendered my life to Jesus Christ.  He as 

been so wonderfully kind to me as I have tried to serve Him. 

Secondly, I find my life in yet another storm.  But I am still grateful.  I am grateful for 

someone that loved me enough to keep a piece of paper next to her for five years to 

read and re-read.  I have said that Terrie loved me with a pure love.  A manifestation 

of God’s pure love through her to me.  She was so wonderfully kind to me as well. 

I am grateful that I still believe the last paragraph of the email is true.  There is a great 

calm.  We can navigate these waters.  Jesus is with us! 

“What sort of man is this, that even the wind’s and sea obey him?”  He is Jesus, Jesus 

Lord to me, Master, Savior, Prince of Peace, Ruler of my heart today.  He is Jesus! 

 



Choosing A “Thankful” Highway Of Grief 
DECEMBER 17, 2015 / PLEASEMAAM14 

  

There are some “highways” that we are all forced to 

take.  Dealing with the death of a loved one is one that we will all have to travel.  I believe we 

have a choice as to “how” we are going to make that drive.  The highway will be the same 

length, but perhaps it can be smoother. 

A few days ago, I posted the nucleus of this thought on my Facebook timeline.  I received some 

interesting responses and words of encouragement and words of caution.    Here is my thought 

line: 

“I had a flash of emotion this morning (I have started calling those flashes, emotional or ‘E’ 

bombs, because they seem to just fall from the sky during the day or night) when I called to 

cancel Terrie’s cell phone number.  I think the finality of the situation hit home.  “In everything 

give thanks” kept coming to my mind.  Would giving thanks lessen the burden of my grief?  I 

would have to make a deliberate effort to give thanks in everything.  For example, If I thanked 

the Lord for all the wonderful talks I had with Terrie, using that telephone number and to 

remember how much joy I received when she would call me,  would that make a difference in 

my outlook?” 

Previous to that event, I had been reading “A Grief Observed” by C.S. Lewis.  It is a four chapter 

book journeying his thoughts and emotions after his wife passed away.   The first two chapters 

were very dark and discouraging because they were mirroring what Lewis was feeling.  I said to 

myself, “I don’t want to be like this!” 

That’s when I was reminded of a Bible verse that I had not coupled with grief before: 1 

Thessalonians 5:18 ”  in everything give thanks; for this is the will of God in Christ Jesus for 



you.”  In my mind, I broke it down into three segments: “in everything give thanks…”, “for this 

is the will of God in Christ Jesus…”, “for you.” 

The Amplified Bible presents this verse with these words, “Thank [God] in everything [no 

matter what the circumstances may be, be thankful and give thanks], for this is the will of God 

for you [who are] in Christ Jesus [the Revealer and Mediator of that will].”  I think that version 

catches the essence of what it is saying to every Christian.  But can it be applied to the grieving 

one, who has had the most important person in his life die and been ushered into the presence of 

Jesus? 

The common consensus is that grief and the process of mourning is highly individualized.  Most 

of society allows you to grieve in a manner and in duration of your choosing.  I would not ignore 

the extremes of behavior, which may require professional counseling or medical care to avoid 

harm to you.  So if I am allowed to express myself as I choose, then I choose to express myself 

by following the Bible as well as I am able. 

I am not saying that I will not cry or be sad or feel out of place.  I am not saying I won’t sound 

like a wounded animal, growling at its attacker’s.  But from my experience of having been 

diagnosed with cancer four times; of the death of my Mother, my Mother-in-law, my Father-in-

law, my Sister-in-law, and now my precious Terrie, I have found, in lieu of complaining if I 

giving thanks, the Lord applies a generous amount of salve to my wound. 

13 But I do not want you to be ignorant, brethren, concerning those who have fallen asleep, lest you 

sorrow as others who have no hope. 14 For if we believe that Jesus died and rose again, even so God 

will bring with Him those who sleep in Jesus. 
15 For this we say to you by the word of the Lord, that we who are alive and remain until the coming 

of the Lord will by no means precede those who are asleep. 16 For the Lord Himself will descend from 

heaven with a shout, with the voice of an archangel, and with the trumpet of God. And the dead in 

Christ will rise first. 17 Then we who are alive and remain shall be caught up together with them in 

the clouds to meet the Lord in the air. And thus we shall always be with the Lord. 18 Therefore comfort 

one another with these words.  1 Thessalonians 4:13-18 NKJV 

Each day may bring something different.  I may advance one day and be pushed back the next, 

but that should not change my goal of pleasing my Lord as I heal from this wound in my heart 

and soul. 



I am reminded of when I had surgery when I got oral cancer the second time.  I had a twenty-two 

hour surgery.  I was in the hospital for three weeks as my body healed.  My doctor wanted me to 

get out of bed, at some point, and start walking again; to move my body.  I was weak and had 

lost a lot of my strength.  He wanted me to be able to sit up in a chair and to walk a certain 

amount of steps.  Does that sound extreme to you?  It seems so simple now, but when I was 

broken, it caused discomfort and fatigued me.  I would do it every day because I wanted to 

please the doctor and by pleasing the doctor, it would make me stronger.  And one day, down the 

road, I would be able to function again as I did before the surgery.  Was I the same after my 

surgery as I was before?  No, I was left with scars, some deformity, and having to make 

adjustments to cope.  But I am alive and with a God-given purpose. 

I don’t see that purpose every day, but if someone is able to see God’s fingerprints on my life, is 

it worth it?  If they can see that God does not walk out on you when you are hurting, is it worth 

it?  If they can see a strength in me, which is not my own, which holds me up, that allows me to 

take another step forward and upward, is it worth it?  If my hurting is covered with God’s salve 

and they can tell their children, “Brother Steve trusted the Lord with his life, his health, and his 

love.” Is it worth it for your children to learn about faith? 

Those questions do not make me a martyr.  They only reflect my inward desire to outwardly be 

obedient to God’s word; in everything choose gratitude; knowing He is given me an opportunity 

to obey; and He has done it for me. 

The “highway” is not measured in miles, but in time.  Some say one or two years.  I don’t want a 

bumpy ride for two years on a highway of healing and of learning and being taught about whom 

I am and who He is.  I would prefer to be taken along as smoothly as possible. 

Is this a radical line of thought?  I don’t think so. 

“Lord, we express our grief as individuals, just as you created us.  If there may be some who are 

helped by these words, would you help them gain strength in their walk with you?  If the enemy 

has hindered them, would you set them free?  And Lord, I needed to write these words to remind 

me of your leadership when I’m on a stretch of highway that I’m not sure of.  I desire to follow 

you and you alone!  Amen.”   



A “New” Normal 
DECEMBER 21, 2015 / PLEASEMAAM14 

  

 I liked the “old normal”.  I was quite pleased with it 

and I wasn’t looking to change my status because I was very satisfied with the “old”.  The “old 

normal” was being married to a woman I adored.  We loved each other, enjoyed one another, and 

enjoyed our life together. 

The “old normal” ended November 23, 2015 when Terrie died  peacefully in her sleep. 

The last four weeks have been a storm of emotions, but I know who is in my boat. 

23 And when he got into the boat, his disciples followed him. 24 And behold, 
there arose a great storm on the sea, so that the boat was being swamped 
by the waves; but he was asleep. 25 And they went and woke him, 
saying, “Save us, Lord; we are perishing.” 26 And he said to them, “Why 
are you afraid, O you of little faith?” Then he rose  and rebuked the winds 
and the sea, and there was a great calm. 27 And the men marveled, saying, 
“What sort of man is this, that even winds and sea obey him?”  Matthew 
8:23-27 ESV 

I have cried, growled, and been awakened by tears, my tears.  There are moments I can’t 

understand why Terrie is not in the house and the next moment, I know why, she is in Heaven.  I 

have begun the grieving process. 

In “Choosing A “Thankful” Highway Of Grief” I discussed the way that I have chosen to 

grieve.  When the “E-Bombs” come, I want to give thanks, instead of feeling sorry or negative 

for myself.  There have been millions who have gone through this valley and made it before me 



and many will follow behind me.   I’m just like everyone else, except for some, who have 

decided to give thanks in everything, even in grief.  That’s what I am trying to do. 

I feel some restraint in writing this, in that, I am not saying this is the way for every individual.  I 

am saying it is what the Lord has laid on my heart.  Not wrong, just different. 

Some of the things that I have learned in the last four weeks are: God does not abandon you.  I 

knew that in my head and heart, but I’ve seen it through the love that has been shown to me 

through His people.  Just incredible!  I have experienced what the New Testament writers 

encouraged the churches to do to show love (Philippians 2:4 “Let each of you look not only to 

his own interests, but also to the interests of others.) 

Secondly, I realized there should have been joint planning of funerals while we were able.  You 

will be asked a multiple of questions (what was her favorite Bible verse, what were her favorite 

songs, do you want cremation or do you want traditional, do you  have life insurance, how many 

copies of death certificates will you need, etc., etc., etc.)  It’s better to have it written down.  It 

will take the stress off of the survivor. 

Thirdly, I would warn you not to get too attached to the attention of your family and 

friends.  The great outpouring will only last about two weeks.  People cannot maintain that level 

of attention for longer periods of time.  The majority have to get back to their “normal”.   A 

smaller number of family members or friends will try to help you farther down the road as they 

are able. 

Fourthly, you will quickly see some of your own short comings.  I can do many domestic duties, 

but planning a meal, hours in advance, is not one of them.  I find I don’t want to commit to a 

crock pot started in the morning for my supper.  The same is true of thawing something frozen 

ahead of time.  It’s hard for me.  I can follow a recipe if I had one.  I was told there is a recipe 

book called, “Solo Suppers!  Recipes for One”.  But that points out the real problem.  I’m not 

used to eating alone.  I can take care of breakfast and lunch, but supper time is different. 

Supper time was when Terrie and I would talk.  She would tell me about her day and I would tell 

her of mine.  She would make the meal that she thought I would like because she loved me and 

wanted to please me.  And when I finished and said “that was good.  I enjoyed that.”  She would 



give me that wonderful smile and she would lay her head against my stomach as I stood by her, 

hugging her.  I miss my time with her.  Eating was just secondary.  Eating is not that to me 

now.  Now it is just a necessity.  I have forced myself to go into restaurants to eat.  There is no 

pleasure.  I have memories of us eating in those places and enjoying my time with her in the 

past.  I know what she would have ordered or wouldn’t have ordered.  But that time of 

companionship is over. 

Fifthly, I have learned that I don’t know how to live alone.  With the exception of about six 

months, when I was nineteen, I have always lived with someone else.  The intertwining of daily 

living has become unraveled.  If it needs to be done in the house, I know I have to do it.  There is 

no back-up, no second opinion. 

All of these things have helped form the “new normal”.  The reality has set in; my life is to go on 

without her.  The five things listed above are not things that I cannot learn or adjust to.  To reach 

that goal, I must discipline myself to see the good and not the negative. 

1 Thessalonians 5:18 says to “give thanks IN all things”, not “FOR all things”.  I may not like 

the circumstances and I may even think they stink, but it goes on to say, “for this is the will of 

God, in Christ Jesus, for you.” 

How am I going to argue with God’s will?  I can’t, but I can adapt and conform to what He has 

planned for me.  Terrie’s death was not to punish me.  It was to help me increase my 

effectiveness in future ministry opportunities. 

How long will the “new normal” last?  I don’t know.  Does the adjective “new” fall off and it 

just becomes “normal”?  Logical progression would indicate that.  But I do know this… 

“This is the day that the Lord has made; We [I] will rejoice and be glad in it.”  Psalm 118:24 

NKJV 

 



It’s Time To Go To The Store! 
DECEMBER 26, 2015 / PLEASEMAAM14 

  
  
  

Have you ever had unexpected company show up at dinner 

time?  Or have had people stay around longer than you anticipated and you knew they would 

need to be fed?  I think most people would say, “It’s time to go to the store and get more 

food!”  Can you imagine what it would be like if you had fifty families do that?  How about five 

THOUSAND?  We would be in a panic…but Jesus wasn’t! 

On a certain day, a large amount of people were following Jesus and His disciples because they 

had seen the miracles of healing that He had been doing with the sick.  I suspect there were 

additional sick in that crowd, possibly expecting Him to notice them. 

When they were far away from town, away from the grocery stores and restaurants, Jesus asked 

Philip about feeding the group.  I love the fact that it was Jesus, our provider (Phil. 4:19), who 

was the one who brought it to the attention of His disciples.  He had an expectation that they 

should be concerned about the needs of others. 

   
After these things Jesus went away to the other side of the Sea of Galilee 
(or Tiberias). 2 A large crowd followed Him, because they saw the signs 
which He was performing on those who were sick. 3 Then Jesus went up on 
the mountain, and there He sat down with His disciples. 4 Now the 
Passover, the feast of the Jews, was near. 5 Therefore Jesus, lifting up His 
eyes and seeing that a large crowd was coming to Him, said 
to Philip, “Where are we to buy bread, so that these may eat?” 6 This He 



was saying to test him, for He Himself knew what He was intending to 
do. 7 Philip answered Him, “Two hundred denarii worth of bread is not 
sufficient for them, for everyone to receive a little.” 8 One of His 
disciples, Andrew, Simon Peter’s brother, said to Him, 9 “There is a lad 
here who has five barley loaves and two fish, but what are these for so 
many people?” 10 Jesus said, “Have the people sit down.” Now there 
was much gr 

ass in the place. So the men sat down, in number about five 
thousand.11 Jesus then took the loaves, and having given thanks, He 
distributed to those who were seated; likewise also of the fish as much as 
they wanted. 12 When they were filled, He said to His disciples, “Gather up 
the leftover fragments so that nothing will be lost.” 13 So they gathered 
them up, and filled twelve baskets with fragments from the five barley 
loaves which were left over by those who had eaten. 14 Therefore when the 
people saw the sign which He had performed, they said, “This is truly 
the Prophet who is to come into the world.” NASB 

The purpose was to test their hearts to see if they were learning from Him.  Philip was astonished 

with the idea of getting food for this number of men, women, and children (probably well over 

ten thousand).  I wonder if Philip may have been involved with cooking for the group of 

disciples or in some capacity involved with food.   Philip said if they had 200 denari [equivalent 

to buying a year supply of wheat, oil, and wind (the basics) for a family of four] worth of bread, 

everyone would only get a small amount and they would still be hungry!  Philip’s admission was 

that there was a great need, but man was not able to fulfill that need. 

Another disciple, Andrew heard the question and had seen that a boy had five barley loaves and 

two fish.   He had a different perspective.  He saw that there was some food but still not enough 

to feed everyone.  Andrew said, “but what are these for so many people?”  His conclusion was 

the same as Philip’s: there is a great need, but man was not able to fulfill that need. 

Aren’t you glad that Jesus was not restrained by what man could not do, but He acted upon what 

God could do?  Jesus called for everyone to come to supper table! 

 Our thought process is so very often limited to things “seen”, things that we think are logical 

without acknowledging God’s power and ability.  We so often lack faith. 



Jesus took the bread and fish and gave thanks for them.  This version of the scripture says that 

He distributed the bread and fish to the people, as much as they wanted.  I would have liked to 

see how that happened.  As He walked among them, He gave each a loaf and each a fish; whole 

and what the individual needed. 

Isn’t that how He distributes blessings to us now?  He deals with us individually and specifically 

to our need.  What is your need?  The people were there for a reason, but I doubt they thought 

they would see something like this!  They would see Jesus overcome the laws of nature and 

logic.  What are those to the one who created all things? 

The scripture says that when the people were filled (not the scrap that Philip thought), Jesus had 

them pick up the leftovers.  Was it a coincidence that there were twelve baskets filled with fish 

and bread?  Could it be that there was one basket for each unbelieving disciple? 

So what was the conclusion of the people? “This is truly the Prophet who is to come into the 

world.”  Why was this important?  In Deuteronomy 18:15 Moses proclaimed, “The Lord your 

God will raise up for you a Prophet like me from your midst, from your brethren.  Him you shall 

hear.” 

Jesus is the promised Messiah!  No one else has fulfilled the scriptures as He has. 

“for God so loved the world,  that He gave His only begotten Son, so that whoever believes in 

him should perish but have everlasting life.” John 3:16 

Are you listening to Him? 



Update 1.2.16 
JANUARY 2, 2016 / PLEASEMAAM14 

  

  I have been somewhat hesitate to write, because I 
don’t want to only write about my grief.  There are times for that, but I don’t want a steady diet 
of it and I don’t think that you, the reader, likes it a whole lot either.  I want to be funny, quite 
clever and entertaining, but to be honest, I’m not there right now.  

I do well, when I have things to do, like earning a living, but it’s the after hours that are the 

hardest for me.  I think that is normal.  I am creating and working on doing some home 

improvements.  It will add freshness to the house and will keep me out of trouble. 

I could get into trouble easily.  I’m a social person, who likes to be around other people.  I would 

get into trouble if, for example, I went to a dance hall or a casino.  I wouldn’t enjoy those 

places.  They are not for me.  Unfortunately, my church isn’t open 24/7.  I would work with 

children, but I tend to scare the little darlings and their parents.  It’s that protruding forehead 

thing.   They think I’m angry, even when I ‘m not. 

New Year’s Eve was hard for me.  I missed Terrie so much.  I have so many memories of 

spending New Year’s Eve with her.  I can give thanks for those memories.  So wonderful to 

have.  I was reminded today, that I had a lot of people praying for me.  I can give thanks for that 

as well.  The prayers are great, but sometimes you would like to hear them in person. 

I wrote on Facebook that twenty sixteen is a big question mark for me.  I have no idea what God 

is going to do in my life.  I can imagine ups and downs; deserts and oasis.  But is that any 

different than any other year that I have been alive?  It is always in God’s hands, not mine. 



I am optimistic!  I sense God will use me, this year, to encourage someone,  to lead someone to 

Christ,  or to just follow Him, not knowing where I’m going, but just trusting in Him to get me 

where I need to be. 

Happy New Year to you.  I pray you will walk closer to the Lord than you ever have before! 

 



A Special Time With Dad 
JANUARY 4, 2016 / PLEASEMAAM14 

  

 Have you ever starting thinking about something and 

that thought rolled into another thought?  That happened to me, last night before church 

started.  I was thinking about someone’s father and that caused me to think about my father and a 

special time that we shared years and years ago. 

I was somewhere between ten and twelve years old.  My dad would have been in his early to 

mid- forties.  We were in Lindsay, Oklahoma and would have been visiting my grandfather, who 

had a farm, just east of Erin Springs.  The time of the year would have been in the late fall or in 

the winter, because it was cold. 

 

The time was special because Dad and I were alone.  No other family members were with us.  I 

have no idea where they were or how we happened to be together, but it was just the two of 

us.  We had grandpa’s big Plymouth sedan.  But it’s where that big Plymouth ended up that night 

that made the evening, even more special. 

Dad and I went to a revival meeting in a store front building along Highway 19.  The space was, 

as I remember about fifteen feet by twenty-five feet.  It had just a few chairs and in front of the 

chairs was a xylophone.  I have since been in a lot of church meetings and I have never ever 

been in another meeting with a xylophone as the featured instrument.   There might have been a 

piano, I don’t know, but the xylophone was just four feet away from me.  I couldn’t miss it! 



I don’t know who preached the meeting or if we knew anyone else that was there, but Dad and I 

were at a church meeting.  My dad was not a spiritual man and I knew nothing about the Gospel 

or spiritual disciplines.  That’s what made this so special to me. 

I don’t know what happened to Dad that night, but it seemed like something did.  He was quiet 

and seemed to be thinking about something as he came out of the building.  He also seemed to 

be more at peace. 

We got into the Plymouth to find the windshield had iced over while we were inside and we 

didn’t have an ice scrapper.  Grandpa’s farm was maybe three miles away from where we were, 

so it wouldn’t take long to get home.  Dad decided to wait just a little while for the defroster to 

start working. 

The Plymouth had two ports on the dashboard, about the size of a 32 oz. fountain drink cup 

opening, for the defroster.  When there were two small spots cleared on the windshield, we 

started for grandpa’s farm. 

I’m sure Dad was looking through the clearing closest to him, but he said to me, “Stevie, you 

look through your opening and help me drive home.”  And so I did.  I would occasional tell him 

he was getting close to the yellow line and he would correct his steering. 

We would have to cross the Wichita River Bridge on Highway 76, before we got to grandpa’s 

turnoff.  Just before the bridge, he had crossed the yellow lines and I was able to warn him 

before we hit the bridge.  After we crossed the bridge, the car had heated up enough to clear the 

windshield with a sudden blast, so that we made it home without further incident. 

I don’t know what God did that night.  I suspect perhaps, a couple of Gospel seeds were 

planted.  What I do know and appreciate, was it was a special night for me, because of the 

closeness we felt on that drive home. 

Lord, thank you for moments like these. 

 



Am I Denying The Denial? 
JANUARY 9, 2016 / PLEASEMAAM14 

  

On Wednesday, I hit an emotional brick wall!  I may 

have just come out of shock!  I had been feeling pretty good and thought I had been transitioning 

fairly well.  I knew I was to have “alone time” with the Lord.  Time to learn from Him and to 

follow the impressions that He has given in my mind and heart.  I understood that and thought it 

was needed and beneficial. 

 

I had not slept well on Tuesday night.  I had had a dream that Terrie wasn’t happy with me and 

so when I awoke, I was somewhat sad about the previous night, but I understood it was just a 

dream.  As I preparing for the day, I began to pray and seek God’s direction and will for me for 

that day.  He answered that prayer by showing me another aspect of walking that “highway” 

with Him. 

I did not get any immediate thoughts, other than I wanted to look at the grief curve again.  I 

looked at The Kubler-Ross model on Wikipedia .  The model describes five emotional stages 

that most people go through following a crisis, such as the death of a loved one.  It is said not 

everyone goes through all five or in the order shown or only going through a stage once.  The 

five stages are: Denial; Anger; Bargaining; Depression; Acceptance. 

I read them and defined them in the simplest of terms: I was not denying Terrie had died, I 

wasn’t angry about it, I could not make a deal with God to bring her back, and I was very much 

aware, that was it; FINE-the end!  That was reality, no matter how I felt or what I did!  But 

intrinsically, I knew there had to be more to it than the way I defined the terms. 



I went through a tearful day.  I wasn’t hearing for God and that spooked me.  I knew He had not 

left me or forsaken me, but He wasn’t talking to me and that saddened me.  My progress on the 

“highway of grief” came to a stop. 

The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want.  2 He makes me lie down in green pastures. He 

leads me beside still waters. 3 He restores my soul.  He leads me in paths of righteousness 

for his name’s sake.  
4 Even though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil, for you 

are with me; your rod and your staff, they comfort me. 

 5 You prepare a table before me in the presence of my enemies; you anoint my head with 

oil; my cup overflows.  6 Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life, 

and I shall dwell in the house of the Lord forever. Psalm 23 ESV 

But I came to realize to stop was okay.  It allowed me to rest, reflect, and gain my bearings.  It 

gave me the opportunity to realize I was trying to go down a different path that I was not ready 

to go down.  It gave me the opportunity to make adjustments in my attitude and my desires.  I 

was trying to “bargain” with God and He knew it was not a good deal for me.  He led me beside 

the still waters to calm me and I needed calming. 

The next morning, I felt like I had regained my bearings.  My heart was different in that, I just 

wanted to follow Him, not my desires, just His desires for me.  He knows what I want and if it is 

in His plan for my life, it will come.  If it is not in His plan for my life, it will not come and I 

didn’t need it.  I still have the desire, but I’m willing to wait on His timing.  In that waiting, I 

believe I will continue to heal, to learn, to observe, and grow in appreciation of my time with the 

Master.  His rod and staff, they comfort me. 

I have a tendency to rush things and not appreciate the moment, to get to the “next thing”.  Here 

are two example of this in my life. 

I went to Alexandra, VA to visit with my sister, after our mother died.  I had just a couple of 

days to see her, but I wanted to see as many of the sites as I could.  We got on her Harley and 

drive to Mount Vernon to tour George Washington’s home; we went to 1600 Pennsylvania Ave 

and saw the Secret Service deal with a man who wanted to see the President; we went to CNN 

headquarters and I met some of the on-air personalities (she was working there at the time); we 



saw the Lincoln Memorial, The Vietnam Memorial, The Air and Space Museum, and The 

Smithsonian Museum.  At the Smithsonian, she wanted to show me Judy Garland’s shoes from 

“The Wizard of Oz”and Bill Clinton’s saxophone, but those things were not important to me, I 

wanted to see “real” history.  Any one of those places requires a great deal of time to really “see” 

it, but this was done in one day.  Certainly, not enough time to appreciate what they had to offer. 

Terrie and I went to Yellowstone National Park a few years ago.  I had wanted to go there since I 

was a boy.  There was so much to see.  With Terrie’s handicap, she was unable to get to some of 

those places, but I had borrowed a video camera and would video where she couldn’t go and 

bring it back to her to watch in the van and if she wanted more, I could get additional film for 

her.  There was one thing that I really wanted to see – bears!  I have always like bears, ever since 

grade school and seeing the California grizzly bear on the state flag.  I always thought I would 

like to wrestle a grizzly…not a wild one, but one that wouldn’t bite my head off!  We were 

driving through the park and we saw group of people on the side of the road and a Ranger.  They 

were watching a black bear!  I stopped the van to park, but the Ranger said I couldn’t park there; 

I would have to go about a half of a mile downhill, which I did.  I was so excited to get to see a 

bear in the wild!  I was walking quickly back up the hill to group.  I thought I would die of a 

heart attack trying to get to see this bear!  I reached the group to realize, he was kind of far away 

from us and we couldn’t see him all that well.  I took a couple of pictures and went back to the 

van. 

So, why mention these things?  I was at an important time in my life and I rushed through it, 

resulting in regrets.  Once again, I am at an important time in my life and I don’t want to have 

regrets.  To prevent that, I must not rush through this experience.  I don’t want to linger and stay 

longer than I have to, but I don’t want to leave before I’m supposed to. 

Coming back to the grief curve, I don’t know at which stage I’m at right now and it’s not 

important for me to identify.  As I understand it, you may hit some of them or all of them or you 

may revisit some of them more than once.  The distinction between how one normally feels can 

be slight.  Some would say if I go back to work, I am in denial, but if I go back to work to earn a 

living and to keep me occupied, I don’t think that is being in denial.  But if I use an emotion or 

action to suppress my grief, I can see that as a denial.  I’m not trained to understand these things, 



but I don’t discount them either.  Some may be helped by having a label for that drawer, but I 

didn’t. 

I just want to follow the leadership of the Holy Spirit every day.  I am to continue to give thanks 

in all things, to find some good in what I am experiencing.  I am learning the principle of 

Philippians 4: 11-12 NASB 

11 Not that I speak from want, for I have learned to be content in whatever circumstances I 

am. 12 I know how to get along with humble means, and I also know how to live in 

prosperity; in any and every circumstance I have learned the secret of being filled and 

going hungry, both of having abundance and suffering need. 

As I understand this passage, Paul was contend if he had money or not, if he had possession or 

not, IF HE HAD A WIFE OR NOT!  What was the secret that Paul knew?  Is it not found in 

verse 13, “I can do all things through Him who strengthens me.”  I must lean continuously on the 

Lord.  He will sustain me, He will keep me going at the pace I need to go. 

Perhaps I am seeing a greater need to trust in Him completely for every need I have.  I don’t 

have to understand, but I do need to trust. 

“Trust in the Lord with all your heart, and do not lean on your own understanding.” 

Proverbs 3:5 ESV 

  

 



Have I Lost My Identity? 
JANUARY 26, 2016 / PLEASEMAAM14 

I have been making plans on remodeling my master 

bedroom and ensuite bathroom.  The shower had been leaking which caused the bathroom 

flooring to be disgusting.   I was going to do it a year sooner, but it would have caused a great 

inconvenience for Terrie.  So now there is no excuse and no need to wait. 

As I was reviewing the carpet in the bedroom, I decided to replace it with the same material I 

was going to use in the bathroom, porcelain tile that looks like wood flooring. I talked with the 

tile guy and scheduled the work to begin this week.  To make this work, all the furniture would 

have to be taken out of the room. 

 

Now, the way my mind works is that I take a thought or action and take it to the next progression 

of logic, by steps.  In that process, I decided I would like to buy new bedroom furniture and sell 

or give away my old furniture.  I began to look online for new bedroom furniture.   That is when 

I discovered something else about me.  I wasn’t sure want I wanted to buy!  I didn’t know 

what my taste was! 

 

One of the big furniture stores in Oklahoma City has 1735 bedroom sets online.  I went through 

about 327 of them before I quit.  I didn’t know what I liked and I didn’t have 

Terrie to bounce ideas off of her.  For forty plus years, my buying of furniture or cars or houses, 

or food, whatever… always had Terrie’s interest as part of my decision process.  Without Terrie, 

had I lost my identity? 



Spiritually, the answer is “No”.  I’m still in Christ and part of the family of God.  Socially, the 

answer is “I don’t know” or “Maybe”.  I’m Steve, but socially, does that mean the same as 

before her death?  Steve is still a “round peg” but must he be put in a “square hole”? 

The answer is ‘No, I haven’t lost my identity’, but perhaps it is that I have a new “role” to play 

and I don’t know my lines or even what the play is about.  My previous role was that of husband, 

caregiver, etc., but that role was written out of the script.  I have been cast in a new “role” of 

widower, of a “table for one, right this way, Sir.”    It may seem like ‘improv’ to me, but in 

God’s master plan, we are on the same scripted page. 

5 and said, ‘For this reason a man shall leave his father and mother and be 
joined to his wife, and the two shall become one flesh’? 6 So they are no 
longer two, but one flesh. What therefore God has joined together, let no 
man separate.” Matthew 19 NASB 

In Matthew 19, Jesus is answering the Pharisee’s question about divorcing one’s wife.  Notice 

what He said in verse 6 about the husband and wife after they had married, “So they are no 

longer two, but one flesh.”  I would like to use this verse to explore my thought about my 

identity. 

The time that Terrie and I had together was used to mold us into one.  I affected her life, just as 

much as she did mine.  Two individuals with independent thoughts, interest, desires who 

gradually died to themselves for the sake and betterment of the other.  As Christians, our primary 

concern was to live for and please our Lord.  In doing that, we had a proper, biblical approach to 

how we were to treat one another.  Do you remember a teaching that is not spoken of much 

anymore?  Its bases is found in the New Testament (Matthew7:12), it is called the Golden 

Rule.  People have strayed from its meaning when they interrupt it “He who has the gold, makes 

the rules.”  “In everything, therefore, treat people the same way you want them to treat 

you…”NASB   It seems simple and logical, but you have to die to your natural evil ways for a 

better way to make it work. 

On the inside, I am still the product called “Steve and Terrie”.  She still influences me.  I don’t 

believe in speaking to the dead (it’s not scriptural) but I think about what she would like or do in 

a situation and draw from my experience with her for helping me think something through. 



She will always be part of my life; she was a major ingredient in my life, just like flour and eggs 

are part of a cake.  Once they are mixed together, you can’t separate them.  Didn’t the verse say 

that, “What therefore God has joined together, let no man separate.” 

Can one adapt and thrive in a new role?  Can you have joy and victory in your life again?  Can 

you rise above your temporary grief and broken heart? I can’t say I’m there yet, but based upon 

what I know about the Lord and His Word, the answer has to be “Yes”. 

Blessed are those who mourn, for they shall be [what did the verse say, ah yes] 

COMFORTED.  For they shall be… it will happen.  Maybe not today or tomorrow, but in God’s 

perfect timing, we shall be comforted.  We have to hang on and trust in His goodness. 

The new product called “Steve” still has the primary concern to live for the Lord; to seek Him 

for all of my needs.  I have found myself praying for my needs to be met for the day, especially 

my emotional needs.  I have to surrender and yield my emotions to the Lord throughout the 

day.  I want to be attentive to His leadership in my life.  What I am learning now, will stay with 

me for the rest of my life.  I don’t think it’s His intent for me to learn something for now and 

abandon it later. 

I decided not to get different bedroom furniture.  I got rid of one piece that I didn’t like, but the 

rest of it was something I liked at one time and still like.  A little freshening up and I think I have 

found my taste. 

Oh, and “for the table for one?”  The next line is, “Yes, thank you very much.” 

 



Update 2.1.16 
FEBRUARY 1, 2016 / PLEASEMAAM14 

I think I’m going to legally change my name from 

Bruce Stephen Elkins to “Baby Steps” Elkins.  I’m trying hard to be patient and in that, to wait 

upon the Lord and do what He wants me to, when He wants me to do it.  Like babies learning to 

walk, sometimes they take a step and fall. 

This last week, I asked the Lord about something and did not get an answer.  I waited and still no 

answer.  I took it to mean, step out on faith and learn.  I did and metaphorically, fell and hit my 

head on a coffee table.  The bump on my head will remind me it is better to wait for a clear yes 

or no, in lieu of stepping out on my own.  The experience made me want to go deep within my 

“turtle shell” and not do anything like that again for a long, long time.  It is a rarity that I mis-

read a situation like I did that one. 

 

I have written two more pieces about where I am and how I am trying to process how to walk 

without a human companion.  The first piece was “Am I Denying The Denial?”  I looked at the 

five stages of grief and found them confusing, in that, the slightest variation from normal would 

have you in one or more of the stages.  For me, it was simpler to follow the leadership God was 

giving me; if I was in denial or not, it was just a label and not an identity. 

 

The second piece was “Have I Lost My Identity?”  I tried to show how I was so closely related to 

who Terrie was that our lives merged together to form a “Steve & Terrie” brand.  Now it is a 

“Steve/heavily influenced by Terrie, but on his own” brand.  I heard someone say, after they had 

read the piece, that I didn’t know who I was anymore.  I laughed, because I do know who I am, 

but they missed the point of the affect she had on my life. 

I was discussing A “New” Normal with someone the other day.  What I called a new normal, 

they called a new reality.  I accept that name as well, but there is a little difference in perspective 



in the two words.  What I was saying in a new normal, was that things have changed or altered to 

where I can’t always do something the way I used too.  The way things are now is the new 

normal. 

 

The word ‘reality’ is a little starker, more black and white, unyielding, less merciful.  Perhaps 

more sober.  Merriam-Webster defines the word as the state of being real; something that is not 

dependent but exists necessarily.  To paraphrase, “This is the way it is.”  And some would add, 

“deal with it!”  I can see how that would apply too many, in a similar situation. 

I am still trying to choose to be thankful on my highway of grief (“Choosing A “Thankful” 

Highway Of Grief”).  Truly, I believe it is how the Lord wants me to walk with Him.  I could see 

without it, becoming bitter and mean and miserable.  I could see becoming isolated, not wanting 

others to see me or be seen by others.  I would become a “loner” and we know how they act out. 

I have learned it is useless to make long term plans or hopes based on how I am now.  I can only 

cope with today.  Tomorrow as enough worries on its own. 

As I sat down to write this tonight, the Wayne Watson song, “Through It All” was playing.  I 

think it frames where I am now. 

“I’ve had many tears and sorrows / I’ve had questions for tomorrow / ther’ve been times I didn’t 

know right from wrong / but in every situation God gave blessed consolation / that my trials 

come to only make me strong / oh I’ve been to a lot of places / and I’ve seen a millions of faces 

/  but there are times I still fail all alone / He know lonely hours / Jesus let me know I was His 

own 

Chorus / through it all, through it all / I’ve learned to trust in Jesus / I’ve learned to trust in God 

/ through it all, through it all / I’ve learned to depend upon His word / I thank God for the 

mountains / I thank Him for the valleys / and I thank Him for the storms He brought me through 

/ for if I’d never had any problems / ’cause I won’t know that He could solve them / I’d never 

know what faith in God’s word could do. 



Oh Lord, please let me appreciate my time with you, to love you with all my heart, to die to my 

desires and live for your purpose in me, to be testimony of your kindness and grace to me.  I 

pray I don’t fail you, but are faithful and true…and patient.  Amen. 

 



Update 2.3.16 
FEBRUARY 3, 2016 / PLEASEMAAM14 

 I have been told that I have the tenacity of a bulldog 

that I am stubborn, determined, focused, and hard headed.  By the way, these adjectives are 

listed for the English Bulldog breed characteristics.   I admit that I am all of these. 

I had an employer who said to me, “Elkins, I bet if you lost both of your legs in the middle of a 

forest, you would try to crawl out.  Wouldn’t you?”  I said, “Yes, sir.  I would certainly try 

too.”  I don’t give up on things easily. 

 

I am motivated by projects or causes.  I tend to focus on a project and complete it to the best of 

my ability.  I write all of this to give you an insight as to how I approach projects or problems.  I 

gather all the known information and make plans and take actions accordingly.  But now, I face a 

problem that I can’t gather “all” known information, because I have to live it, day by day for a 

time that is unknown to me and it is hard for me to handle.  I believe its called “walking by 

faith.” 

The old saying of “if you find yourself in a hole and it’s getting bigger, stop digging!” came to 

my mind after I had a long talk with my sister, last night.  She said something that told me that I 

had to stop digging, I can’t do anything about it, except to wait it out, like a hurricane that comes 

to shore. 

We were talking about, in time, that it has only been 12 weeks since Terrie died and in context of 

the grief process, I’m only a quarter (if you use one year) or an eighth (if you use two years) into 

the process.  Then she said, “I know you are only wanting things to be ‘over’.  Too stop hurting, 

but you have to give yourself some time.”  She was right, but the bulldog in me doesn’t like that, 

and I want to fight the hurt and crawl out of the forest and just……find happiness again. 



I feel like I’m in a school that I don’t know what the class schedule is or even what the subject 

is.  I’m the only one in the class and I’m unsteady and unsure.  I don’t know if I will pass the 

course.  My navigational points have been taken or moved and I’m upside down. 

I do know my instructor.  He is the best there is and He knows me.  He is a friend of mine.  He 

knows when to push me and when to give me rest.  He know when to give me instruction and 

when to test my comprehension. 

I’m reminded of the biblical story of Mary and Martha.  Jesus came to their home for supper. 

38 Now as they were traveling along, He entered a village; and a woman named Martha 

welcomed Him into her home. 39 She had a sister called Mary, who was seated at the Lord’s 

feet, listening to His word. 40 But Martha was distracted with all her preparations; and she 

came up to Him and said, “Lord, do You not care that my sister has left me to do all the 

serving alone? Then tell her to help me.” 41 But the Lord answered and said to 

her, “Martha, Martha, you are worried and bothered about so many 

things; 42 but only one thing is necessary, for Mary has chosen the good part, which shall 

not be taken away from her.” Luke 10:38-42 NASB 

I played the role of Martha in this story.  I find myself trying to prepare for the future to the point 

I get distracted from what my subject should be, that Jesus is in the house!  I’m getting personal 

time with the Lord on my ‘highway of grief’ and I’m not focused on who is with me.  I’m 

focused on who is not with me. 

 

When we lived in Marlow, OK, I was in the eighth grade.  My sister kicked me and hurt me.  I 

decided she must die for kicking me.  My older brother somehow got me flat on the ground with 

his knees pinning my shoulders to the dirt to where I could not move at all.  He looked at me and 

said, “Don’t”.  I said, “but she hurt me!!”  He looked intently into my eyes and said, “You are 

not going to hurt my little sister.”  He wasn’t angry, but he was in control.  He held me there 

until I calmed down.  I think the Lord has me pinned to the ground and is saying, “You are not 

going to hurt yourself or anyone else.  You will get through this!”  He isn’t angry, but He is in 

control. 



Thank you Lord for being with me and not letting me hurt myself by running through the dark 

house with no lights on.  Keep reminding to light the candle and walk slowing toward the place 

you want me to be, in the time you want me to take.  Amen. 

 



Update 2.9.16 
FEBRUARY 9, 2016 / PLEASEMAAM14 

Yesterday was a very, very hard day!  It started with a 

sinus pressure headache that made me irritable.  By lunch time things had leveled out and 

everything seemed to be alright. 

After lunch, as I was working, I began thinking of something my hair stylist said on Saturday, 

when I stopped in to get a haircut.  She greeted me with “Hey, baby!”  I smiled because no one 

has called me “baby” since the last time Terrie called me by that endearment. 

 

As I sat at my desk, trying to do my work and thinking about Terrie and I started missing Terrie 

with a great intensity.  I began to cry and couldn’t seem to stop crying.  The “E” (emotion) 

bombing had begun and they were dropping five hundred pounders.  There is no early warning 

system.  No sound of the approaching bombers because they are stealth.   They sneak up on you 

when you don’t even suspect they are near.  The sky turns dark and the tears come as your heart 

is torn to pieces by memories and thoughts of the one you love. 

Co-workers would walk by and see or hear me crying, even though I tried to cry as quietly as I 

could.  They would ask, “Are you OK?”  Awkwardly, I responded, “Yes, yes, I’m OK.”  Not 

wanting to discuss how I was feeling with anyone at the moment. 

I left work early, with my eyes burning from the tears.  I made it home to my recliner and sat 

down, trying to overcome the weight of the emotional attack.  I hid myself in sleep for a short 

time, until my brother called to tell me he was there for me if I needed him. 



Mechanically, I went to the kitchen to fix a bowl of cereal.  I was in no mood to try to be creative 

and create a meal or even defrost a frozen prepared meal.   Tonight, food was not to be enjoyed 

but to sustain. 

Television was just a short distraction, but not enough to keep the tears away.  Finally, I turned 

the television off and just sat in the dark living room, crying.  Not wailing, but a steady stream of 

quiet tears rolling from the corners of my eyes.  I hear a car go by and see the diffused headlights 

cross the walls of the room.  It’s time for bed. 

I went to the deserted lonely bedroom with my heart and head numb. I knew I had to be tough,  I 

had to survive this attack.  It is my habit to read before going to sleep.  I had several things to 

choose from; a book on grief, a military fiction book, news websites, or other books.  I needed 

something greater than these, I needed to hear from the Lord. 

I was reading in the Book of Mark about a leper who came to Jesus and said, “If you are willing, 

you can make me clean.”  Moved with compassion, Jesus stretched out his hand and touched 

him, and said to him, “I am willing, be cleansed.” 

The words, “If you are willing…” repeated in my head.  I knew if Jesus was willing, He could 

end the tears for the night and give peace and sleep until morning.  And He said to me, “I am 

willing…” 

This morning, I received the lyrics to an old song called “He Giveth More Grace” written by 

Annie Johnson Flint.  I share them with you because they are such a good reminder that we are 

not alone. 

1 HE GIVETH MORE GRACE AS OUR BURDENS GROW GREATER, 

HE SENDETH MORE STRENGTH AS OUR LABORS INCREASE; 

TO ADDED AFFLICTIONS HE ADDETH HIS MERCY, 

TO MULTIPLIED TRIALS HE MULTIPLIES PEACE. 

2 WHEN WE HAVE EXHAUSTED OUR STORE OF ENDURANCE,  

WHEN OUR STRENGTH HAS FAILED ERE THE DAY IS HALF DONE, 

WHEN WE REACH THE END OF OUR HOARDED RESOURCES 

OUR FATHER’S FULL GIVING IS ONLY BEGUN 



3 FEAR NOT THAT THY NEED SHALL EXCEED HIS PROVISION, 

OUR GOD EVER YEARNS HIS RESOURCES TO SHARE; 

LEAN HARD ON THE ARM EVERLASTING, AVAILING; 

THE FATHER BOTH THEE AND THY LOAD WILL UPBEAR. 

4 HIS LOVE HAS NO LIMITS, HIS GRACE HAS NO MEASURE, 

HIS POWER NO BOUNDARY KNOWN UNTO MEN; 

FOR OUT OF HIS INFINITE RICHES IN JESUS 

HE GIVETH, AND GIVETH, AND GIVETH AGAIN.  

 



Valentine’s Day Weekend 
FEBRUARY 13, 2016 / PLEASEMAAM14 

 

I have been listening to all of the Valentine’s Day 

advertisements on the radio about expressing your love for “that special someone”, as they refer 

them in the ad’s. 

Naturally, I first think of my love and not having her with me.  What fun we had together!  I 

loved to make her laugh, to entertain her, to just look at her and be with her.   She liked it when 

she would make me laugh.  She was really quite funny.  As we would be driving along, I might 

get bored with what was on the radio and change it to a station that would have a funky beat or a 

sixties oldies.  Terrie would start with a chair dance, which consisted of just moving her arms 

and head.  It would always crack me up and she was delighted to make me really laugh. 

 

Secondly, I have been thinking about the other people I know, who have walked before me 

without their loved ones.  I have looked at them to help me and to guide me through their council 

and through their actions.  I have listened to hearts that are still broken and hurting, but they 

have been tempered with a strength that tells me, “You can make it.”  They still love and want to 

be loved.  They are guarded, in not wanting to be hurt or to miss the Lord’s path for them.  Some 

have children and family to help ease the pain.  Others may be more limited. 

They too, have had to ride out the emotional storms, the “E” bombs, and as someone called 

them, the uninvited guest of loneness and despair.  I have be fortunate enough to have had a way 

of expressing myself, through writing.  Some may have other ways of relieving the weight of 

their sorrow. 



Together, we form an unofficial group.  Some may apply names to their group, but I don’t think 

it is necessary.  The hurting seem to know their own.  We understand when another is hurting, 

we just know.  There is a comradery, much like with cancer survivors.  Some may not want to 

acknowledge it, because it removes a scab that was just starting to heal again. 

I am certainly not a spokesman for a group, but as an observer who has been added to the 

group.  If asked, I wondered what I would want others to know about us.  Obviously, I can only 

speak for myself.  Others may add or subtract from the list, but I would say I would like to still 

be treated in the same way I was before Terrie died.   I know there will be that transition time of 

expressing sympathy, etc., but I don’t need to be ignored or for you to feel awkward around 

me.  During the transition time, I will need some special considerations because my emotions 

have been torpedoed.  I am trying to make decisions and adjustments that seem a lot bigger than 

before.  So I ask for patience on your part.  As wacky as it sounds, I need special considerations, 

at the same time, treating me as I was before. 

I am trying to adjust to a new life; an empty life.  Do you remember 

the old Supremes song, “My World Is Empty Without You”.  The writer of the lyrics had a bit of 

insight to how humans feel at times like these.  They wrote:  My world is empty without you, 

babe / My world is empty without you, babe / And as I go my way alone / I find it hard for me to 

carry on / I need your strength /I need your tender touch / I need the love, my dear / I miss so 

much / My world is empty without you, babe /My world is empty without you, babe / 

From this old world /I try to hide my face /From this loneliness /There’s no hiding place /Inside 

this cold and empty house I dwell /In darkness with memories I know so well / 

Those words describe the feeling I get, but it’s not the whole story.  As a follower of Jesus 

Christ, I have the Holy Spirit living in my heart.  He, the Holy Spirit provides comfort and rest to 



my soul.  He walks with me and helps me live each day.  That is not to say the day will not have 

pain or sorrow.  It may have that and more, but there is also hope. 

So this Valentine’s Day, I am giving thanks.  Thanks that I have had someone love me for the 

majority of my life and I loved her with the same intensity as she loved me.  Thanks that I have 

family and friends who still love me.  And thanks for a God who has always loved me, even 

before the foundations of the world began.  I choose to rejoice.  I choose to share the love that 

He has given to us.  Love is such a wonderful blessing!! 

 



The Loss Of My Best Friend 
FEBRUARY 16, 2016 / PLEASEMAAM14 

We moved around a lot when I was a kid.  Because of that, it was hard 

to make new friends or maintain any old friends.  I have only had a few “best friends” in my 

life.  As the old saying goes, “I could count them on one hand.” 

 

So when I began dating Terrie, she quickly became my best friend.  For a long time, she was my 

only friend.  Not only did I fall in love with her, but I enjoyed her as a person.  She made me feel 

comfortable and at peace.  Complete. 

 

Friend (noun) 1. A person whom one knows and with whom one has a bond of mutual 

affection 

Synonyms: companion, soul mate, confidante, 

Best friend (noun) 1. A person’s closest friend; 2. A person who you value above other 

friends in your life, someone you have fun with, someone you trust and someone in who 

you confide. 

I would sometimes have trouble speaking with people, especially “small talk”.  I wanted to think 

before I spoke, but they would think me to be slow and dull.  Therefore, I would not open up to 

them.  To me, they were not worth the effort. 

But then I met Terrie.  I wanted to part of her life.  I wanted to know what she thought and 

wanted her to know what I thought.  We would talk on the phone for hours.  Long before there 



were cell phones, there were pay phones, either in a booth or phone from your car.  One night, I 

was at a laundry-mat.  I started a couple of loads and went just outside the doors to a phone 

booth.  I called Terrie and talked to her for a very long ti 

me.  So long, the laundry-mat locked their door and turned off the lights.  Most of my clothes 

were still in their washers.  If I remember correctly, I only had what I 

had on to go to work in the next day. 

I loved spending time with her.  As I have written before, I was at her home almost every 

night.  Her parents grew to love me and accept me as part of their family.  This allowed me to 

spend time with her in a safe, friendly, loving environment.  Many times, Terrie and I would be 

on the couch watching tv.  Paul would be in his recliner, with the remote control for the 

television.  After a while, Paul would fall asleep.  Then Terrie would go to sleep with her head 

on my shoulder.  Eventually, when I was through watching their tv, I would get up to go to my 

garage apartment.  I loved those times.  It was simple and easy. 

After we were married, our friendship grew and grew even more after we both became 

Christians.  There was no one else that I wanted to be with more than my ‘precious’ girl. 

In one of the books that I am reading it speaks about grief and there are several things that we 

can feel loss for; the loss of a job, loss of health, loss of respect, loss of a loved one. Last night, 

someone prayed for me and mentioned Terrie’s friendship to me in the prayer.  The thought 

caused me to tear up, because I realized how much I missed her friendship.  There is no one I can 

talk to that will understand me and love me the way she did.  That is, no other person. 



Proverbs 18: 24 “A man of many companions may come to ruin, but there is a friend who sticks 

closer than a brother.” ESV 

Deuteronomy 31: 6  “Be strong and courageous.  Do not fear or be in dread of them, for it is the 

Lord your God who goes with you.  He will not leave you or forsake you.” vs 8 “It is the Lord 

who goes before you.  He will be with you; he will not leave you or forsake you.  Do not fear or 

be dismayed.” 

Matthew 28:20 “And behold, I am with you always, to the end of the age.” ESV 

Isaiah 41:10 “fear not, for I am with you; be not dismayed, for I am your God; I will strengthen 

you, I will help you, I will uphold you with my righteous right hand.” ESV 

I may have thought I was on an uphill, rocky and muddy road tonight, but there is One who goes 

before me, giving me his right hand.  What a friend we have in Jesus! 

 



Update 2.21.16 
FEBRUARY 21, 2016 / PLEASEMAAM14 

I am both embarrassed and ashamed of where I am 

now.  I have entered a time of anger.  I have become irritable and testy with people whom I 

admire and respect.  They have done nothing to cause my irritability, but nevertheless, they 

received it.  Fortunately, the Holy Spirit began to work on me and I apologized, recognizing I 

was at fault and was wrong. 

 

So, what am I angry about?  I am not angry that Terrie died; I understand that, but I am angry 

that I am alone.  Outside of work and church, I am completely alone.  No one to do anything ; no 

one to watch a ballgame with; no one to eat with; no one to talk with; etcetera, etcetera.  I feel 

like I could explode. 

I am angry that my “love tank” is empty; physical touch – EMPTY; words of affirmation – 

EMPTY; acts of service – EMPTY.   I have already coasted to a stop with no more fuel in the 

tank.  Empty and alone. 

I was asked several times today, “How are you?” but I couldn’t be honest and say that I wanted 

to scream or pull a door off of its hinges, or that I was in a great conflict of my life. 

What conflict would I have?  It’s a conflict between my flesh and my spirit.  Before I became a 

Christian, I had a terrible temper.  I have told you before that I have broken a windshield with 

my fist; that I had hit brick walls, siding on a house, and door jambs out of frustration.  I don’t 

want to exhibit that type of behavior again and I don’t have too. 



I have discovered I feel this way, because I don’t feel I deserve to be ignored by people, to not be 

important to them, to be overlooked.  And why would I feel that way…pride.  It’s ugly, but there 

it is.  I think more of myself than I ought to.  To admit this is rather…..humbling. 

To live my life in the days ahead, I have to remember that I really am nothing.  I am an empty 

and lonely vessel, wanting to be used by God, for His glory.  Will He use me?  Will I be able to 

stop the anger?  The fight is out of me.  I surrender, I give up. 

If my future is to be without human companionship, I accept it.  I don’t like it, but I accept 

it.  Somewhere along the line, I’m sure I will adapt.  I must. 

At the end of the day, I have to place my trust in God’s word and the things that it says about my 

relationship with the Lord.  But tonight, I’m hanging on to “I can do all things through Christ 

who strengthens me.” Philippians 4:13 NKJV.  It’s not me, but it’s Him. 

 



A Stop At An Oasis 
FEBRUARY 29, 2016 / PLEASEMAAM14 

  God is good to give you a detour, occasionally, on the 
“highway of grief”, especially after a rough and bumpy section of highway.  I wrote about that 
stretch of highway in my post Update 2.21.16. 

I was angry about being alone and empty and I didn’t want to be that way.  My desire was to be 

used by God, but I was afraid I wouldn’t be in that condition.    I said the fight was out of me and 

I gave up.  I surrendered my will to His will. 

 

So what was the result of surrendering to my creator, the one who knows me as no one else can 

know me?  He gave me rest.  The last week has been the best since Terrie passed away.  I am at 

peace and at rest.  I testified to my church family that I felt like I had had a spiritual 

massage.  The tension had been removed. 

I have changed my routine some.  I have committed my forty-five minute drive to work to a time 

of prayer.  I talk with the Lord about myself, about my family, my co-workers, and my church 

family and I thank Him for what He has done for me.  It helps me to stay focused on the 

important things in life – the lives of people and their struggles and their walk with the 

Lord.  Perhaps the Lord would use me to encourage them by something I have gone through or 

by something I have written about.  Oh, I hope that would happen. 

An oasis is just a place to catch your breath or to allow your body, or mind, or soul to heal, it is 

not a place to dwell.  It is interesting to me that the children of Israel stopped at the oasis of Elim 

(Exodus 15:27), which had twelve springs of water and seventy palm trees in the midst of the 

wilderness of Sin (not the same as sinfulness, but like Sinai), but they did not stay there.  Why 



wouldn’t they stay at a place in the desert which had water and shade?  It wasn’t their 

destination; God said they were headed to the land of Cannan, not the oasis of Elim. 

I have more miles to go and I have not learned all that I need to learn yet.  I’m sure there will be 

other troubling miles ahead, but as I turn back to the main highway, I do so with optimism and 

renewed hope.  I can only believe the Lord knows where the next oasis is located and He knows 

when I need to get there. 

Do you remember what Jesus said to folks like you and me? 

“Come to me, all who are weary and heavy-laden, and I will give you rest.” Matthew 11:28 

NASB 

 



A Tribute To Brother Sam 
MARCH 8, 2016 / PLEASEMAAM14 

  I think most people would remember the first time 

they met Dr. Sam Cathey.  For me, it was in a church service that Sam and Lu had slipped into to 

hear our intern preacher, Anson Justice. 

In  1979, I had been a Christian for about two years.  Our church was small and our pastor 

had just retired.  We had different preachers fill the pulpit and to keep us going.  The day Brother 

Sam came, I was in the choir and I saw this distinguished couple walk in and set on the last row 

of the section to my left.  They were dressed impeccably with Brother Sam wearing cowboy 

boots.  I think they were ostrich leather cowboy boots. 

 

Brother Anson preached and, at the close of the service, called on Brother Sam to pray.  I had not 

heard anyone pray like Brother Sam prayed that day in a very long time.  I don’t remember his 

exact words, but I remember it was a spark to my dry heart that was longing for something more 

in my walk with the Lord.  It gave me hope for a spiritual life that I had seen others have, but 

was not experiencing at that time. 

Apparently, that visit was something more, it was also a scouting mission to check out our 

church.  Before long, Brother Sam’s twenty-three year old son-in-law’s name was submitted to 

become our pastor.  He was called and a friendship began. 

I was introduced to the Doctrines of Grace and I began to grow in the Lord and our church began 

to grow.  We called a nineteen year old former member of the pastor’s youth group to be our 

student pastor.  He lived with us for a while and became a life-long friend. 



Terrie and I were invited to Brother Sam’s annual Greater Life Evangelical Association (GLEA) 

gathering, which was held Labor Day weekend in Fort Smith, AR.  We were invited to stay in 

Don Moore’s home (a close friend of Sam’s) and we had access, as it were, to “back stage” 

activities.  We got to meet some great Godly brothers and sisters in Christ.   People who were 

where I wanted to be someday in my walk with the Lord. 

I must try to describe Brother Sam’s personality and his preaching style to give you 

understanding to other things that will be said.  He was charismatic.  People were impressed by 

his “shoot from the hip”, “tell it like it is” bold proclamations.  He was an Alpha male, a “man’s 

man”, popular in school, an athlete, a sportsman and a fighter.  People wanted to have his favor. 

Somewhere along the line, people started calling the Cathey’s “Papa Sam” and “Mama Lu”.  As 

much as I love them, I have never been impressed to use those terms of endearment, preferring 

“Brother” and “Sister”.    Most people who used those names did use them as terms of 

endearment to show honor and affection.  I think I was restrained by some of his fans, who in my 

opinion, seemed to lose sight of who he was.  They seemed to think of him as a spiritual 

celebrity, using the names as a groupie would use a name of a famous person.  He was a man of 

God doing what God called him to do. Those listening to his sermons would love him and some 

did not love what he said, but as he often said, he didn’t always like what he said either.  But I 

know he loved people and wanted them to live for the Lord. 

Eventually, Brother Sam became my pastor.  He helped me to open my mind to what God could 

do in ministering to the needs of His people by being obedient and faithful and just doing our 

best.  I recall a time when someone serving in South America, needed new computer 

equipment.  Brother Sam asked the congregation what the Holy Spirit was laying on our 

hearts.  I immediately thought we should buy him a new computer, but my thinking was 

small.  In my previous church, we thought we were restrained by a lack of money.  We were 

probably more restrained by a lack of vision.  Someone else said he thought we needed to buy 

him a new computer.  I was blown away, that was great and it confirmed for me to listen to the 

Holy Spirit. 

Another time, a need was presented to our church that Chinese pastors needed personal reference 

books.  If I remember correctly, the man presenting the opportunity would be going to different 



churches trying to get one hundred sponsors to give sixty dollars to buy the books.  After the 

offering was taken, our church alone covered all that was needed.  The presenter was blown 

away. 

I mention these examples because Brother Sam believed God would supply all of our needs 

according to his riches in glory by Christ Jesus (Philippians 4:19).  He developed us to believe 

that, as well and we became a giving church.  He had this motto, “If you have it, give it.  If you 

don’t have it, don’t sweat it.”  He was a giver and told wonderful stories of God providing for 

him and his family. 

I was privileged to be ordained an elder of our church and to serve with him and other Godly 

men to minister to the needs of our people.  I saw his heart for people to “Just Do Right”.  That’s 

what he asked us to do.  Do what the Bible instructs us to do. 

The time came when his time to be our pastor ended.  After a time, he was able to come back 

and join our church again.  The congregation never stopped loving Brother Sam or Lu (there is 

not be a person on this plant that does not love Lu).  He was never quiet in a service.  He always 

encouraged our new pastor (who was the student pastor who lived with Terrie and me and who 

married Sam’s youngest daughter), he encouraged his Sunday school teacher, and he encouraged 

all who came in contact with him. 

After I had cancer surgery and was able to come back to church, he would ask me how I was 

doing and tell me he was praying for me every day.   His health had started to deteriorate and he 

was praying for me.  How very kind of him. 

He was a special man.  He was comfortable being country or dignified.  He was comfortable in a 

flannel shirt or a tuxedo.  He would preach to a handful of people in Montana or to thousands in 

South Korea.  He was well respected in the Southern Baptist Convention and preached in the 

biggest churches in America and he would preach in churches that were not able to cover his gas 

money. 

The last time I was able to visit with Brother Sam was this last Thanksgiving.  I was invited to 

join the family for their family meal.  Terrie had died just a few days prior to this gathering.  As I 



visited with him, he was again concerned about me and giving me an update on his status.  When 

I left, his granddaughter gave me a card and said, “Papa wanted you to have this.”  It was a 

sympathy card with a gift card included. 

Spiritually, we all rejoice in knowing that he had given his heart to the Lord as a 

teenager.  Emotionally, even though there was some time to prepare for his passing, we hurt 

because we loved him, we love his family, and we loved his leadership and friendship. 

Just a word about the photo I chose.  His grandson used this photo on a tribute he wrote about 

Brother Sam.  I liked it because it showed him smiling.  He was known as being tough, and he 

was, but he was so much more than that. 

Please pray for his precious family as they grieve with hope. 

Sam Cathey was born August 30, 1934 and he died March 8, 2016.  Oh what a life in between 

those dates. 

 



Update 03.14.16 
MARCH 14, 2016 / PLEASEMAAM14 

 It was a rough close of the work day.  A co-worker 

was visiting with another co-worker when I walked into the office.  He was telling him about 

rules of CPR and that you can’t stop until a medic shows up.  He said “if we were pumping on 

Steve’s chest, we couldn’t stop!!” 

It ripped a hole in my heart. 

I had to phone the one co-worker, on the way home, to ask him to tell the other one not to bring 

that up again, because that’s what I had to do to Terrie. It was too painful to hear.  It was a bad 

flash back!  I understand he did not know the situation, but the hurt was inflicted anyway.  I had 

a good twenty-mile cry to try to steady the boat. 

 

I have been feeling isolated lately. 

Imagine your life if, overnight, all of your immediate family were taken out of your life; your 

spouse, your children, your pets.  Your world.  What if your ability to call someone, when you 

wanted to chat with them is no longer an option?  If you were around a group of people who will 

smile at you and shake your hand and say, “Have a beautiful day!”, but don’t want to or can’t 

seem to find a place in their heart to include you in an activity with them, even as simple as 

getting an iced tea together. 

It makes you want to cry out “UNCLEAN, UNCLEAN”! 



You know that something must be wrong with you, but you can’t figure out what it is.  What 

have I done???  You ask God to show you what it is and you will fix it, only tell me, tell me and 

I will make it right, if only He would tell you what it is…………but He doesn’t tell you.  He 

remains silent. 

What am I to do?  I see nothing that will change the situation. 

I only know to keep trying; to make changes when I know what to change; and to keep walking, 

while waiting on the Lord’s plan for my life to unfold. 

“Consider it all joy, my brethren, when you encounter various trials, knowing that the testing of 

your faith produces endurance.  And let endurance have its perfect result, so that you be perfect 

and complete, lacking in nothing.”  James 1:2,3 NASB 

I have to remember that! 

 



Learning To Be Content 
MARCH 19, 2016 / PLEASEMAAM14 

 I believe I must have scared my gentle readers with 

my last post (Update 03.14.16).  I admit that I was hurting deeply, that I felt like ‘I was on the 

moon’ type of lonely, and that I was frustrated, but I was not mad at anyone. 

 

I was trying to explain how my life was now that Terrie is not with me.  Others may have 

children or friends or their pet to talk with, but that is not my case.  I would get a dog, but it 

wouldn’t be fair for the animal to be separated as much during the day as would be 

necessary.  I’m not ready to push for bringing your dog to work every day benefit. 

 

I truly apologize to those who think that I ‘flipped my lid’.  I have decisions to make about my 

future.  In my belief system, it’s more correct to say, decisions as to how my attitude will be to 

God’s plan for my future.  The Bible says that my steps are ordered by Him (Psalm 37:23).  Will 

I resist those steps kicking and screaming? Or will I accept those steps knowing that what He has 

for me is good, right, and true, and go in peace? 

As much as I would want someone to love me and be my wife, if you just settle for ‘someone’ 

you might get the Proverbs 21:19 wife (“It is better to live in a desert land than with a 

contentious and vexing woman.”)  Or Proverbs 25:24 or Proverbs 27:15.  What does the writer 

of Proverbs know about wives?  Solomon had 300 wives and 700 concubines.   Can I get an 

Amen? 

It was pointed out to me, that I was blessed to have Terrie for so much of my life.  She balanced 

my life by being able to do things that I was not good at doing.  My challenge now is to learn 

how to live without her.  Therein lies the rub – it hurts to have to go through those 



lessons.  That’s reality.  But I must change to continue living a fruitful, productive life.  If I live 

to be as old as my grandfather, I have forty more years!!  I don’t want to waste the number of 

days I have left by being defeated and destroyed.  That’s not who I am. 

I was pondering a thought from a familiar bible passage which came to mind from Philippians 

4.  This chapter is a gold mine of inspirations to me.  The thought of being content in whatever 

circumstance I find myself was my focus.  The Greek word for content gives the idea of self-

sufficiency, of being satisfied with yourself; to be at peace with yourself.  To be discontent is to 

not be satisfied with yourself or be at peace. 

11 Not that I speak from want, for I have learned to be content in whatever circumstances I am. 12 I 

know how to get along with humble means, and I also know how to live in prosperity; in any and every 

circumstance I have learned the secret of being filled and going hungry, both of having abundance 

and suffering need. 13 I can do all things through Him who strengthens me. Philippians 4: 11-13 NASB 

I realized I was discontented.  I had taken my eye off the ball.  It is kind of like texting while 

driving.  It doesn’t take much to get you into trouble. 

I looked closer at Paul’s claim of learning the secret of being content.  I wanted to know more 

about what this secret that Paul was talking about.   On his “Grace To You “website, John 

MacArthur wrote about six things that dealt with the secret of contentment (What Is The Secret 

Of Contentment).  Here are his points with my reactions. 

Learn to give thanks in all things – Ok, that works well with my idea of ‘giving thanks in 

everything’ approach that I have taken. 

Learn to rest in God’s providence – Yes, I believe that God is sovereign and that He has a 

purpose for my life.  I get squirrely with the resting part though. 

Learn to be satisfied with little– I think I could do well with less material things, but emotionally 

I’m stopped temporarily.  Like, as the old saying goes, a calf looking at a new gate.  If I believe 

God is sovereign, then I must apply this to my life. 

Learn to live above life’s circumstances – Death and the pain of grief is part of our life.  My 

focus is to be on what Christ is doing in my life through this period of time. 

Learn to rely on God’s power and provision – I can rely on God’s faithfulness and His 

strength.  I don’t have to rely on my abilities.  “I can do all things through Him who strengthens 

me.” 



Learn to become preoccupied with the well-being of others – If I only look at myself, the results 

will be discontentment.  If I look outward, I will prosper. 

So, the secret has to be found in Jesus.  I don’t have the ability or power to be satisfied, but He 

does.  I have to keep looking to Him for everything. 

Baby steps!  Yes, I know.  They kill me, but I know they are necessary.  I’m so thankful for a 

God that is patient with me….and family and friends. 

 



The Lunch Pail 
MARCH 22, 2016 / PLEASEMAAM14 

 I have fond memories of when I was a boy living in 

Lamont, California.  I remember the house being dark, early in the morning, except for the 

kitchen light.  Mom would be up preparing breakfast for my Dad.  She had the coffee started in 

the aluminum percolator coffee pot.  The brown juice popping into the glass dome, slowly at 

first and then with greater intensity.  The smell of the strong coffee would begin to wander down 

the hall toward the bedrooms to let us know Mom was at work. 

The single light in the kitchen was bright, especially for a sleepy boy like me.  At the same time 

Mom was fixing breakfast, she was also preparing Dads lunch, which consisted of much of the 

same ingredients as the breakfast items.  It seems to me, she would make him a fried egg 

sandwich and a fried bologna sandwich.  The bologna heated in the cast iron skillet with a notch 

formed from the spatula to prevent the bologna from curling. 

 

The sandwiches would be wrapped in waxed paper and placed in the black metal lunch pail.  In 

the top of the lunch pail lid was space for a thermos for the hot coffee.  This ritual of preparation 

was practiced across America as millions of workers would go to work with food from home to 

nourish them at the noon break. 

When I started to work, after graduating from high school, I worked in a shop.  Most of the men 

in the shop, brought their lunch in a pail like my Dad’s.  I bought a new version of the lunch pail, 

one that was insulated plastic that would keep cold things cold and hot things hot.  I never had 

any hot things to put in my pail, mainly bologna sandwiches, not fried.  I learned mayo will 

make the sandwich soggy if applied to heavily and I didn’t like the effort of slicing tomatoes and 



lettuce to make a proper sandwich.  Ding Dong’s and Twinkie’s fit nicely in the upper half of the 

pail, instead of coffee. 

I grew tired of using the lunch pail, opting to make a quick dash to local restaurant to get a pork 

tenderloin sandwich or to a Dairy Queen to get a foot long chili dog and strawberry sundae.  I 

had to hurry, because I only had thirty minutes for lunch.  During that time, I did learn men were 

protective and particular about their lunch pail.  The unwritten rule was you just don’t mess with 

another man’s lunch.  Some men would unpack their lunch pail carefully, placing their food 

around them.  Some would work straight out of the pail, retrieving one item at a time.  Some had 

fruit or other desserts.  Some were quite proud of what their wife packed for them.  Others 

seemed to be embarrassed or displeased. 

When I moved from the shop to the office, lunch changed.  Most of my co-workers would go out 

for lunch.  That was possible because the time changed from thirty minutes to an hour.  With that 

your range of restaurants increased.  You would learn how far your boundary was to travel, eat, 

and get back in time. 

When invited to a sales lunch with customers, lunch changed again.  Lunch time was extended 

again.  While you didn’t try to take advantage of it, it was not frowned upon to take an hour and 

a half, especially if you got a sale from the personal attention given the customer. 

Sadly, the noble lunch pail is not used much anymore.  Our workers have changed and our work 

as changed and our society has changed.   Not only do office workers eat out at lunch, but the 

outdoor workers eat out as well.  It’s not uncommon to see a group of painters or lawn workers, 

etc. at the lunch counter with the office worker.  Our work as changed from manufacturing to 

technology.  The need to take food to a remote spot in a lunch pail is dwindling. 

As a result of all of this, our society has changed.  The reader may be saying, “Man, you are 

over-thinking this thing!” But I ask how many times a week to you purchase a meal?  As a 

society, we are concerned about what chemicals are being giving to cows and chickens and 

pigs.  We are concerned about what is being done to flour and vegetables.   We are concerned 

about what is used to sweeten our soda pop or if our water is pure.  We buy chemical 

supplements to make us healthy because we don’t like the chemical supplements added to our 



food.  Television programs have changed from teaching us how to cook something to 

competitions of how to beat another cook.  Eating is now a form of entertainment.  See my 

point? 

To this old guy, I miss the light on in the kitchen.  I miss the smell of breakfast being made.  I 

miss family sitting at the table eating together.  I miss the fun of a brother trying to make me 

spew my milk as I was taking a drink. 

A sausage biscuit in the microwave is not even close to a great memory. 

Ah, the noble lunch pail! 

 



The Long Love Affair 
MARCH 29, 2016 / PLEASEMAAM14 

 

It began a long, long time ago.  It had to be 

sometime between 1956 and 1957 and it started at a corner market located on Main Street in 

Lamont, California.  I enjoyed going to that small market with Mom to buy groceries, for a few 

reasons. 

One of the reasons was that the butcher would give me a fresh all-beef Frankfurter from the meat 

counter.  I would eat the lone Frankfurter as we walked around the market shopping.  Secondly, 

it was there that we would pour a bag of Planter’s salted peanuts into a cold bottle of Pepsi or 

Coke.  What a great mixture of taste; the salt against the carbonation of the drink, the plain taste 

of the now unsalted peanut against the sweetness of the cold dark liquid. But thirdly, it was here, 

there in the market with the dark wooden floor that I fell in love with…..chocolate. 

 

Actually, the love was divided between sisters, Hershey Milk Chocolate bar and Three 

Musketeer’s bar.  They each had their own particular attraction for me. 

The Three Musketeer bar was wrapped in shiny foil with red, white and blue lettering that 

identified it so wonderfully.  Opening the wrapper, it had the delicious chocolate outer coating 

and the lighter, fluffy inside that would not overpower you, but it left my mouth happy. 

The other sister, Hershey Milk Chocolate was different, slicker, with a low rectangular profile, 

clothed in dark brown wrapper with silver lettering and a foil inner wrapper hiding twelve bar-

shaped pieces divided, but remaining united until opened.  One could approach eating the bar in 



at least two ways: first being to bite into it directly, ignoring the divides.  I used this method for 

emergency treatment of my need of chocolate.  It worked well by holding that bite on your 

tongue, long enough to allow it to melt and ease down your throat.  The second method was to 

break the bars into individual pieces.  I suppose this was the more civilized approach, but it 

didn’t help if you needed a hit! 

That’s where it began, but these ‘friends’ were never far away when you needed 

them.  Sometimes you needed them to celebrate and to be happy, even if you were by 

yourself.  Sometimes you needed them to get you through a hard time, like when my parents 

would argue, fuss and fight.  Later in life, they would help ease stress, like Valium.  But like 

prescription medicine there are side effects.  For me, it was weight gain.  So I would have to tell 

my ‘friends’ we had to separate and restrict our time together, at least for a while. 

Of course, they are not a small family, but have many relatives in various shapes and sizes.  The 

sister’s brother, Hershey Cocoa Powder, works in the kitchen.  He is lead man for making hot 

cocoa for those cold nights.  He is the alternative to white gravy, going to the dark side known as 

chocolate gravy.   Slowly, draped over a couple of hot open biscuits, he is absolutely dangerous. 

Their Aunt’s are chocolate ice cream in various adaptations of Chocolate Chip, Rocky Road, 

Mint Chocolate Chip, Chocolate Almond, Chocolate Fudge Ripple (I had run-ins with her in the 

eighth grade), but the Queen of them all, that bad, bad girl – Hot Fudge!!!  You can tell by her 

name that she is trouble.  She has caused grown men do things that they know they shouldn’t do, 

but they are powerless to resist her.  She is like Kryptonite to Superman, at least to this former 

Superman. 

What is a man to do, when your red and blue suit doesn’t fit anymore and you are no longer 

faster than a speeding bullet?  Or able to leap over…anything!  Oh, the agony!  Oh, the 

humiliation! 

Then, they bring their cousins, Malted Milk Balls!!  They always travel as a group, like a small 

orchestra named Whoppers!  They play some wicked blues, especially after midnight.  They 

have been known to spiked your milk with Hershey’s chocolate syrup.  That can cause a 

hangover for sure. 



I don’t have time to tell of the misadventures of what the radical hard-shelled M & M’s have 

done to me.  These seemingly plain M & M’s and the crazy, nutty M&M’s with peanuts are 

wild.  Mix those kids and the Malted Milk Balls in a bowl and you have a riot on your hands! 

So, you can tell I have a ‘love-hate’ relationship with chocolate.  I now keep it in the house only 

for emergencies;  some in the freezer and some in a wicker basket for ‘recreational, social use’ 

and some in the pantry.  But overall, I think I have things under control.  Really!  Did you know 

in Europe, they say snorting cocoa is the new afternoon pick-me-up?  Well, you know the old 

saying, “It’s 5:00 somewhere!”  No, really, I’m just kidding!  I wouldn’t snort cocoa power in 

the afternoon.  I have to save it for the chocolate gravy in the morning.  Order Up!! 

 



Learning To Be Content – Follow Up 
APRIL 2, 2016 / PLEASEMAAM14 

 Since February of this year, the Lord has been 

working in my mind and heart about pride.  There are two types of pride.  The first is a good 

pride, like being proud of your children, or in something else.  It is usually something external 

from you.  The second is bad pride, like being proud of your children because you think they are 

better than other children.  This is usually started from within you.  Arrogance is associated with 

this type of pride.  God speaks against this type of pride in the Bible.  I think that I have 

previously said there are over one hundred Bible verse speaking to pride and arrogance.  

 

It would be a good Bible study for you to find and read each of these. 

 

I am speaking of the second type of pride.  I have been trying to replace pride in my life with 

humility.  If you are on this pathway, you will find several opportunities that present themselves, 

daily, that will give you a choice between pride and humility.  I have said that there will not be a 

graduation ceremony, no diploma, no Hallmark cards written about your humbleness and when 

you achieve it.  If I ever get there, I think it will maybe be a time alone with the Lord, when He 

smiles at me and embraces me while I am doing what He as called me to do, not complaining, 

but praising Him and giving Him thanks. 

From here, He had me thinking about contentment, about being at peace within, in whatever 

circumstance I’m in, because I am pleased knowing that God is taking care of me and all my 

needs.  This is partially what I wrote in “Learning To Be Content”… 

I was pondering a thought from a familiar bible passage which came to mind from Philippians 

4.  This chapter is a gold mine of inspirations to me.  The thought of being content in whatever 

circumstance I find myself was my focus.  The Greek word for content gives the idea of self-



sufficiency, of being satisfied with yourself; to be at peace with yourself.  To be discontent is to 

not be satisfied with yourself or be at peace. 

11 Not that I speak from want, for I have learned to be content in whatever circumstances I am. 12 I 

know how to get along with humble means, and I also know how to live in prosperity; in any and every 

circumstance I have learned the secret of being filled and going hungry, both of having abundance 

and suffering need. 13 I can do all things through Him who strengthens me. Philippians 4: 11-13 NASB 

I realized I was discontented.  I had taken my eye off the ball.  It is kind of like texting while 

driving.  It doesn’t take much to get you into trouble. 

I looked closer at Paul’s claim of learning the secret of being content.  I wanted to know more 

about what this secret that Paul was talking about.   On his “Grace To You “website, John 

MacArthur wrote about six things that dealt with the secret of contentment (What Is The Secret 

Of Contentment).  Here are his points with my reactions. 

Learn to give thanks in all things – Ok, that works well with my idea of ‘giving thanks in 

everything’ approach that I have taken. 

Learn to rest in God’s providence – Yes, I believe that God is sovereign and that He has a 

purpose for my life.  I get squirrel y with the resting part though. 

Learn 

to be satisfied with little– I think I could do well with less material things, but emotionally I’m 

stopped temporarily.  Like, as the old saying goes, a calf looking at a new gate.  If I believe God 

is sovereign, then I must apply this to my life. 

Learn to live above life’s circumstances – Death and the pain of grief is part of our life.  My 

focus is to be on what Christ is doing in my life through this period of time. 

Learn to rely on God’s power and provision – I can rely on God’s faithfulness and His 

strength.  I don’t have to rely on my abilities.  “I can do all things through Him who strengthens 

me.” 

Learn to become preoccupied with the well-being of others – If I only look at myself, the results 

will be discontentment.  If I look outward, I will prosper. 

Since then, I felt like I was making some progress.  More times in the day, of being at peace.  I 

am trying to give thanks more and trying to look out for the well-being of others more. 

But I had to make an adjustment at the beginning of the day as I prayed .  I was changing my 

prayers from expecting people to treat me a certain way to praying that I would have low 

expectations from people.  But that had to be adjusted once again, because I would still be hurt 

by what someone did or did not do for me. 



In light of working at the Secrets of Contentment, I was reminded of an annual sermon my late 

pastor, Brother Sam Cathey, would preach at the beginning of each year.  It was called, 

“Attitudes of Servitude” based on Luke 17:7-10. 

This passage describes the life of a servant and their duty to their Master.  As a Christian, I have 

a duty to my Master, the Lord Jesus Christ.  Brother Sam’s message had four points,which were 

these: 1) No Personal Right.  A servant is to do the will of his Master. 2) No Personal 

Limitations.  The servant can not limit how much he will do or not do.  3) No Personal Praise.  If 

we are doing our duty, we don’t need to be bragged on.  4) No Personal Sacrifice.  How can we 

sacrifice what we do not own?  I have been bought with a price.  I belong to Him. 

With that in mind, I have added a five point for myself: NO EXPECTATIONS FROM 

PEOPLE.  Changing from low expectations to NO expectations.  James 1:17 states, “Every good 

gift and every perfect gift is from above, coming down from the Father of lights with whom 

there is no variation or shadow due to change.” ESV  Here is my thought -if I don’t have pre-

established expectations from anyone, than I will not be disappointed or hurt if they don’t do 

what I think they should do.  If they do do something good, I consider it a good gift from God 

and thank Him for working in their life and blessing me with kindness. 

What will take time, is clearing the stumps of my flesh,to were I am GENUINELY having no 

expectations.  Since I haven’t been named class Valedictorian of the humility school yet, I don’t 

do that in every situation, but it is something I am working on. 

As I said before, to do all of this means I have to keep my eyes on Jesus and doing what He has 

called me to do.  Jesus does not disappoint, but He provides me strength. 

Please continue to pray for me that I may fulfill my calling and be found faithful. 

 



Update 04.16.16 
APRIL 16, 2016 / PLEASEMAAM14 

  

 It has been five months.  Five months since Terrie 

died and was escorted to heaven.  Five months that on some days seemed very short and some 

days seem so very long ago.  Five months of trying to reconstruct a life that was similar to what I 

had before, but without all the pieces.  It is like acting in a play that has had the leading lady 

ripped from the script, during the play, and the remaining cast has to improvise the balance until 

the closing curtain. 

At five months, I am better in this play, than I was at four months or three months.  The roller 

coaster doesn’t appear as often.  Life is quieter.  Perhaps I have gone into another cycle, like on 

my washing machine, from wash to rinse, to spin, and it’s over.  The lid may be lifted and the 

wet, heavy twisted clothes may be brought out and placed into the dryer, which will add heat and 

tumbling until that time is up and the clothes are then wearable again.   Maybe you have felt like 

that before. 

 

I have been working on being content with what the Lord has provided for me.  He has been and 

will always be faithful to me.  I have been trying to focus on Him and not on losing Terrie.  As 

the old saying goes, I haven’t lost something if I know where it is.  But to be honest, that 

knowledge doesn’t always cover the pain of not having her in my daily life.  I hear people speak 

of being used of God and say they believe He is using me; if that is true, than I am very grateful, 

that is my privilege as a bond slave of Christ. 

I have tried to take on the attitude of being Christ bond slave.  And in doing so, my life has 

become more focused.  Don’t be alarmed with the analogy of being a slave, the New Testament 



speaks of it often.  Jesus is my Lord and Master.  He is a wonderful Master, who loves me and 

has particular duties for me to fulfill to bring glory to Him.  To the reader outside of the church, 

this may sound strange, but to the believer, they understand it is biblical. 

Applying the bond slave attitude certainly has helped me with the bad pride that I have written 

about.  Who am I that I should receive applause for anything?  If I do my task, I have only done 

my duty.  A verse came to mind from Psalm 84:10 “For a day in Your courts is better than a 

thousand outside.  I would rather stand at the treshold of the house of my God than dwell in the 

tents of wickedness.” NASB.  For me, to serve the Lord is better than anything else. 

Last week, my church started a support group for those who hurt from losing a loved one.  The 

program is called “GriefShare”.  It is a wonderful program that is being used around the 

world.  It consist of video time, small discussion group time, and workbook time through the 

week.  I believe through this program, many of our people and those outside of our church who 

come, will be helped.  I am honored to be the director for this program in our church. 

On to something silly; I was reminded in my post “The Long Love Affair“, that I did not 

mention anything about Snickers.  How silly of me to overlook the President of the chocolate 

student body, the Governor of the great state of Chocolate Paradise.  He is some thing else, what 

with his nutty interior coexisting with nougat and covered with rippled waves of chocolate.  Yes, 

he is Trouble, spelled with a capital T, but oh so “delicioso”. 

 

So, what’s next?  The answer is the next thing that needs to be done; whatever that may be.  I 

have halted my prayers for a wife.  My head has healed, but my heart needs more time.  I would 

like to have a friend someday, but that too is in the Lord’s hands.  As I said before, selling this 

old car will be a hard sell!  In the sells business the saying goes, “It only takes one!”  We will 

see, no rush, no pressure, we’ll see, we’ll see what’s down the road. 

 



Time Out In The Intertropical 
Convergence Zone 
APRIL 21, 2016 / PLEASEMAAM14 

  

 I used to love to swim and water ski.  When Terrie and I 

were still dating, her dad bought a boat and water skies, so for many weekends of the summer, 

we would be on the water.  We all would ski, but I got most of the time behind the boat.  I liked 

to go fast and have the boat turn quickly to whip me out to go even faster.  Occasionally, I would 

fall or bounce across the top of the water like a flat stone tossed on a pond. 

So, loving the water the way I did, it was not unusual for me to want to learn to sail.   I had seen 

several sailboats on the lake and even small ones called “Sunfish” that the public could 

rent.  And that is what I did.  I took a ten minute lesson and Terrie and I got on the boat and 

sailed out of the cove.  I was having a great having the mist come off the bow of the sailboat and 

cooling you on that hot summer day. 

 

Terrie was not as excited as I was about sailing, but she was with me on our new 

adventure.  After a short time, we had sailed to another part of the lake and the wind s 

topped completely.  In Oklahoma, the wind usually averages about 14 or 15 miles an hour at any 

time.  We waited and waited and waited some more. 



We had entered the “intertropical convergence zone”.  You are aware of it, I’m sure.  It is when 

two trade winds would come together around the equator, causing the wind to stop blowing for 

weeks.  In very old days, sailors would call this, entering the doldrums. 

We were in the doldrums for over two hours.  I tried everything I could to get that craft moving 

and I didn’t get it moving until my father-in-law found us and towed us back around the point of 

the lake where the wind was blowing.  Our sail filled and I headed back to the rental cove. 

For the third day, I have found myself in the doldrums.  I feel empty and void.  Dull and 

numb.  There is no wind to fill my sail.  I’m not even drifting, because there is no current 

beneath me.  My energy level is diminished by straining to move my craft.  This is not normal 

for me.   I seemed to have lost hope for my future.  And that frustrates me, because I know in my 

intellect that I have a future.  But my heart doesn’t believe my head.  My heart believes I  will 

remain alone and that thought is so hard for me to accept. 

I am at a stop.  No steps are being taken, not even “baby steps”.  None can be taken.   I know I 

have months of repair and healing ahead of me, but my heart is broken now and without 

comfort.  My tears…my tears burn my eyes.  I feel very much the lone wildebeest separated 

from the herd.  The hungry lioness awaits in the tall grass, waiting for me to get closer; waiting 

to feed on the straggler, the injured one. 

But I must not give in to this feeling.  I must believe, in due time, the Lord will send someone, 

just as He had sent my father-in-law to find us, to find me.  I must keep my head above water 

and not swallow very much water.  I must find my lifesaver ring again.  Yes, I see it now!  I can 

see the lettering H-O-P-E in red letters on the white background.  I think I can make it, if I can 

reach it.  I’m fine.  Really, I’m fine. 

 



Having Faith 
APRIL 26, 2016 / PLEASEMAAM14 

 To the faithful reader, I think you would agree that I 

have faithfully and truthfully written of the emotions that I have experienced on my “highway of 

grief”.  I have told you when I was hurting, angry, discouraged, and when I was given rest.  All 

of these things, I chose to give thanks to the Lord, as it was and is part of my healing. 

In my last post (Time Out In The Intertropical Convergence Zone), I was in the doldrums and 

without wind or hope.  Since that writing, I have been trying to discernwhat I was to learn from 

that experience. 

 

In the last five months, I have made some mistakes because of my impatience.  I certainly do not 

want to make mistakes, but because I am of “clay” and have “feet of clay”, I am given to 

mistakes. 

My impatience was because I would have liked to have known what might happen in my 

future.  I think my thought was if I knew there was something “down the road” that it would 

provide hope and motivation, something to fight for and all that.  While the intention was not 

malicious or “bad”, it was not biblical.  In 2 Corinthians 5:7, it says, “For we walk by faith, not 

by sight.” NKJV  The verse says to “walk” by faith, not “run” or even “quickstep” by faith.  If 

you are wanting to run, walking takes patience.  And patience requires trusting, and trusting 

requires being still and letting God do what He is going to do, when He wants to do it! 

The dictionary defines faith as complete trust or confidence in someone or something.  I think 

that is a good definition.  The Bible defines faith in Hebrews 11 as “1Now faith is the substance 



of things hoped for, the evidence of things not seen. 2For by it the elders obtained a good 

testimony.” NKJV 

 

Chapter 11 is known as the “faith” chapter.  In the forty verses of this chapter, the writer 

describes the acts of countless people, who “By faith” did anything from Noah building an ark, 

while the world laughed and mocked him; to Abraham and Sarah who became parents, long after 

they should have been able, to a promised son, the first of an innumerable count; to this same 

Abraham, who offered, when tested, this promised son on the alter, only for God to provide a 

substitute for that offering; to Rahab, the harlot, who believed God would protect her and her 

family; to a group of unnamed people who were brutally tortured, which the Bible tells us that 

the world was not worthy of having people like they were. 

As I looked at each of the “By faith” verses, I saw some common things that would apply to my 

life.  In each case, God told them to do something, or live a certain way, something that required 

them to continue on a path with complete trust and confidence that God would make it happen, 

regardless of if it was beyond the natural laws or if it made any sense to them; regardless if they  

 

could see how He would do it, or if they (I) could control the situation.  They believed (and I 

should) that God will make a way, when there seems to be no way (remember the Red Sea 

thing?). 

I remember when I lost my job in November of 1991.  My work is somewhat specialized, in that, 

there is not a whole lot of people who do what I do, so when I was laid off, I wondered where I 



would work.  In just a short time, I had a strong “impression” about where He would lead me.  I 

called former fellow coworkers, who had started there, and learned there were no 

openings.  How could this be?  I had this strong “impression” that this was the place. 

There were two other manufacturers in town, who do the same type of work, so I interviewed 

with each of them.  One of the places said they had four of us who interviewed and they hired 

three of the four.  I was not hired, but I still believed I know where God wanted me to work, yet 

no openings.  Had I missed what He was “telling” me? 

After a few months, I got a temporary job at Tinker Air Force Base, working for a contractor 

who was completing the E6A hanger building.  The money was much less than what I had been 

making, but with some adjustments it was fine. 

I interviewed with the company, that I thought I was supposed to work for and they wanted to 

hire me, but they needed more space to house me.  I was so eager to go to work there, I even 

offered to work on the remodeling of the new space.  But I had to wait until they were ready for 

me. 

And that is the point of this story.  I believed I knew where I was supposed to go to work and the 

place that I did go to work, nine months after I had lost my job.  In that nine months, two 

important things happened: 1) I had to make mental and emotional adjustments by going through 

several steps (process) to get me ready to be the employee that they needed.  2) And maybe, 

more importantly, the company needed to make adjustments for me to come to them.  They had 

to make sure they had the business to support my hiring, they needed to remodel the work space, 

get furniture, etc.  But what both of us needed was time.  Time to make sure that this was the 

right thing for each of us.  As it turned out, while it had bumps and hills, it lasted twenty years. 

Could it be that I am there again?  I have a thought or impression about the future, but to know if 

it is from the Lord, requires that I wait.  I need to make some mental, emotional, physical, and 

maybe even some spiritual adjustments to get me ready to be the man that is needed in the 

future.  And strangely enough, I’m okay with that.  Perhaps, I have learned a lesson. 



I thought about what I am supposed to learn during this time and prayed asking God what He 

wanted me to learn.  The response was that I needed to learn that He is all that I needed. 

Period.   He will take care of the rest. 

May I be a good student and obtain a good testimony. 

“You shall love the Lord your God with all your heart and with all your soul and with all your 

might.” Deuteronomy 6:5 ESV 

 



Things I Don’t Understand…Nature’s 
Ways 
MAY 2, 2016 / PLEASEMAAM14 / EDIT 

I may not understand them, but I marvel at 

the way God directs His creations.  At His command, a school of fish or a flock of 

birds, turn in an instantaneous synchronized move that boggles the mind; hundreds, if 

not thousands of His creatures, obeying a command from their Creator, in a moment. 

I probably need to bring you up to speed as to what and how I am thinking. 

Last Saturday, the weather was beautiful, especially after a week of thunderstorms and 

some tornadoes.  I took the opportunity to work in the front flower beds by trimming 

hedges and some spring time clean up.  The arthritis in my knees limits me, but I take 

an occasional break to rest them and observe what is going on in the neighborhood. 

During one of my breaks, I watched a bird flying toward me.  As he approached the 

opposite curb across the street, he began a gentle banking to his left, that started in a 

bit of dive and as he turned he gained altitude until he landed on tree branch in my 

neighbor’s yard.  It was quite graceful and beautiful to watch his outstretched wings 

and to see the individual feathers forming a very natural airfoil. 



21 So God created great sea creatures and every living thing that moves, with which the 

waters abounded, according to their kind, and every winged bird according to its kind. 

And God saw that it was good. Gen. 1:21 NKJV 

I than began to think about how God directed this single bird, which lead me to think 

about the rest of the birds in the world that God was directing at the same time.  Add 

to that, all the fishes in the sea that He directs and then what about all the insects and 

wildlife.  He provides all the food they need.  He provides the environment that they 

need, including how much or how little rain they need.  He locates them in the desert 

or in the mountains as needed.  He puts them on the right continent and in the correct 

hemisphere.  He determines if they come out in the day time or if they come out in the 

night time.  He plans their diet, whether they eat plants or other animals. 

And if you want to add mankind into the equation and to think that every person that 

has ever existed, He has their name in a book.  He knows where you came from, who 

your family is, what your life is about, and He knows your first day and your last 

day.  He knows your successes and He knows your failures. 

I think a reasonable people would have to conclude, it takes a BIG God to handle all 

these things for just one day, much less for all of history.  And just for fun, let’s throw 

in all the planets and solar systems and keeping them at the right distances apart and 

determining when a star is to die or when to create a new star. 

Yes, I believe in a BIG God and a small man.  He is infinite and I am finite.  The 

Bible tells me that God is sovereign.  He is the preeminent power and authority of 

all.   He has no beginning and no ending.  He is God and I am His creation, born when 

He wanted me to be born, where He wanted me born, to the parents that He wanted 

me to have and in the birth order where He wanted me to be with an older brother and 

a younger sister. 



This God does what He pleases (Psalm 115:3 & 135:6).  He has the power, wisdom, 

and authority to do anything He chooses and is unrestricted in His supremacy. 

God is omniscient, which means that He has all knowledge.  1 John 3:20 says that He 

knows everything.  He knows everything within or outside of the universe.  But most 

important is He knows about you and me.  He knows about what we do and why we 

do it.  He knows us because He formed us (Psalm 139:13-16).  He knows when, how, 

and why I sin.  He is total knowledge. 

God is omnipresent, which means that He is present everywhere. Again in Psalm 

139:7-12, the question is asked “Where can I go from Your Spirit? Or where can I flee 

from Your presence?”  What a comforting thought to know that where ever I am, God 

is there.  But if you are running from God, what a overwhelming thought.  You are not 

able to run away from Him, it is better to surrender to Him. 

God is omnipotent, which means that He is all powerful.  He is almighty God, which 

is show in the creation (Genesis 1:1) and in John 1:1-5 tells us that even before 

creation, God was. 

 
1 In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was 

God. 2 He was in the beginning with God. 3 All things were made through Him, and without 

Him nothing was made that was made.4 In Him was life, and the life was the light of 

men. 5 And the light shines in the darkness, and the darkness did not comprehend it. NKJV 

 

In the Old Testament book of Job, Job (long O) spoke of God’s power in Job 42:2 “I 

know that you can do all things and that no plan of yours can be 

thwarted.”  Governments rise and fall at His direction. 

 



God is Holy and does not tolerate sin.  He gave Ten Commandments to Moses to give 

to God’s people, Israel.  You may read them in Exodus 20:1-17.  The first four dealt 

with our relationship to God.  The last six dealt with how we get along with our fellow 

man. 

The problem is no one can keep the Ten Commandments, not everyday for every day 

of your life.  If you fail in one point at any time, that makes you a sinner.  If you call 

someone who steals a thief or someone who lies is called a liar, than one who sins is 

called a sinner.  According to Romans 3:23 “All have sinned and fall short of the 

glory of God.”  The word “ALL” means everybody, which includes me and you. 

And if the story ended there, it would be a sad story indeed.  But God is more than the 

things I described above, He is also a loving, caring God.  He made a way for those 

who have sinned to be saved from the wrath of God in the judgement, He sent His 

only begotten Son, Jesus Christ to pay the debt that we owed.  For you see, also in 

Romans, it says the “wages of sin is death.”(Romans 6:23)  What I deserve for sinning 

is to die.  Romans 5:8 states “But God demonstrates His own love toward us, in that 

while we were still sinners, Christ died for us.”  by Jesus dying for MY sins, I have 

been cleansed of my sins. 

God the Father was satisfied with the sacrifice that Jesus made on our behalf.  That’s 

the only way to have peace with God is to accept Jesus as your Lord and Savior.  John 

14:6 says this, “Jesus said to him, “I am the way, the truth, and the life.  No one comes 

to the Father except through Me.”  That’s what Jesus said! 

If this post makes you upset or angry, ask yourself WHY?  I have only described to 

you what the Bible says about God.  If you have not asked Jesus to save you and 

change your life, but are being drawn to know more, I would like to help you. 



However you react to this post, I just ask that you think about your relationship with 

Almighty God, especially the next time you see a bird fly by. 

Sharing HIS Love…. 

  

 



Purity Of Heart And Mind 
MAY 11, 2016 / PLEASEMAAM14 / EDIT 

I was spending some time with my brother, last 

Saturday, when he said to me, “You have always had a good heart.”  I understood 

what he meant in that my personality is inclined to being sensitive to the needs of 

others and a desire to help people, but I also had an understanding of what goes on in 

my heart, which I will call my ‘soul’. 

In there, in that place that only I know in part and the Lord knows in whole, is a place 

of sinfulness.  It is a place that can house goodness and sinfulness, because that is the 

nature of man.  It started when Adam disobeyed the Lord in the Garden of Eden.  The 

result of Adam’s failure is what theologians call the “Adamic Nature” or sin 

nature.  The Bible says we are all born with it, every one of us and we must give an 

account to God for sinning against Him. 

For Christians, when they surrender their life to Jesus, their sin debt was paid for by 

the substitutionary death of Jesus on the cross.  At that time, they became a new 

creation.  Romans 6 says that there is now the “old” man and the “new” man within 

them.  The “old” man wants to live like he always did.  The “new” man wants to live 

like God wants him to live.  The result of these two natures being within one “house” 



causes conflict.  When we give place to the “old” man’s ways, we become 

hypocritical in our calling of being disciples of Christ. 

The good news is that God knows our frame and is patient and kind toward us.  He 

will provide correction for our errors and will guide us to where we need to be on His 

path.  He understands our struggles and is not without sympathy toward us. 

Which leads me to one of my favorite verses written by King David after he had 

sinned with Bathsheba. 

 10 Create in me a clean heart, O God, and renew a 
right spirit within me.  Psalm 51:10 ESV 

God describes David as “a man after my own heart.”  Even with this description, 

David, like me, was still a sinful man, who was capable of sinning at any given 

opportunity. 

David was not where he was supposed to be the night that he watched Bathsheba 

bath.  A single sin lead to horrible results.  From his rejecting his responsibility of 

being a leader; lead to being a voyeur; which lead to lusting for Bathsheba; which lead 

to raping Bathsheba; which ultimately lead to the death of Uriah the Hittite, 

Bathsheba’s husband, at the order of King David. 

Samuel, the prophet, confronted King David with his sin.  David wrote of his reaction 

to God dealing in his heart about his sin in Psalm 51.  He confessed (agreed with God) 

about his sin.  He asked to be cleansed of stain of his sin.  He asked God to create a 

different heart in him.  And then, he was contrite, remorseful about his guilt. 



Verse 10 of the Psalm, has always stood out to me.  I too, want to be “a man after my 

own heart”.  But I can’t do it on my own, it has to be something that God changes in 

my heart and continually changes within me.  A clean heart is one that which was 

“dirty” is now made “clean”.  It has the evil removed and replaced with good.  When 

David asked for a renewed right spirit, he was asking for a steady mind and 

determined spirit – consistency!  Oh, to be consistent in a holy walk with the Lord! 

So, how do I do that?  It’s one thing to get right with God and it’s another to continue 

to be right with God.  I propose to marry Psalm 51:10 to Philippians 4:8,9.  These two 

passages provides insight to having purity of heart and mind.  As Paul concludes his 

letter to the Philippian church, a model church, by saying, 

8 Finally, brothers, whatever is true, whatever is honorable, 
whatever is just, whatever is pure, whatever is lovely, 
whatever is commendable, if there is any excellence, if there 
is anything worthy of praise, think about these 
things. 9 What you have learned and received and heard and 
seen in me—practice these things, and the God of peace will 
be with you.  Philippians 4:8,9 ESV 

As a Christian, how pure is our thinking?  What do we think about?  Do we think on 

spiritual things or worldy things?  Based on conversations that I hear, there is much 

discussion on sports teams, politics, social media items, money, excreta, and I admit 

there are times and places to speak on these things.  But I rarely hear conversation 

from believers on things that Paul instructs us to think or practice on that will help us 

live a better Christian life.  Hey, I’m guilty as well.  It’s easier to speak about the local 

NBA team, or how much I like Snickers or muscle cars, than to speak on what I have 

been meditating on.  Perhaps, it’s because I spend more time there than in the Word. 



So, what are we, as Christians who desire a holy lifestyle, to think about?  Paul gave 

us these things: 

…things that a True – what is real or actual.  We live in a world where people will re-

define definitions of words to meet there particular needs.   Paul would say the Word 

of God is true.  John 3:33 states that God is truthful. 

…things that are Honest or Honorable – what is revered, respectable, dignified.  As I 

read the news or see what type of programs are on television or printed materials, 

there are very little that would come close to these three words.  Our society does not 

seem to be interested in things honorable, but we should. 

…things that are Just – what is right or becoming; conforming to God’s will; to have a 

clear conscience.  Romans 12:1,2 says to present your bodies a living sacrifice, holy, 

acceptable to God.  As I see people dress immodestly or hear of people who take 

“selfies” of themselves in their underwear, or read the news of teachers and students 

exchanging inappropriate photos of themselves, I have to ask, “Is this acceptable to 

God?” 

…things that are Pure – what is clean; not contaminated; free from defilement; holy. 

…things that are Lovely – what is dear to you; cultivated; that will increase love and 

friendship among men.  I would think a grandparent thinking of their precious 

grandbabies would characterize this thought. 

…things that are Commendable – what is well spoken of; having a good name or 

reputation; good credit.  Does your testimony mean anything to you? 

…things that are of Excellence – what is virtuous; as opposed to vice. 



…things that are Worthy of Praise – what is deserving of praise; praiseworthy 

We are to think or practice (meditate; seriously consider; reason with yourself in order 

to put into action) on these things to have a pure mind. 

What are the results of having a pure heart and mind?  Psalm 51:12 speaks of having a 

restored joy of your salvation and an upholding with a willing spirit.  Philippians 4:9 

says, “and the peace of God will be with you.” 

Joy and Peace – I think it’s worth the effort.  Do you? 
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