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			To those who read this book, my hope is that you will find encouragement to press forward with your dreams and desires, as you discover that the warmest hug and happiest smile, coupled with truth and goodness, can build your life and your personal history.
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			Chapter 1

			Crush Some Bricks —Tear Down Some Walls —Create Your History

			The little nugget of the day might turn out to be the finest part you played all day. Maybe it will be in a handshake, a hug, a smile, a kiss, even a thank-you wave in a traffic jam. Our personal history is perpetually up and running every day. What you and I do to achieve value is up for grabs. 

			We live in a salad bowl of dynamics every day, characterized by a mix of cultures, rapidly changing technology, and worldwide cyber connectedness. What’s more, but sad, we will be forgotten history in just two short generations from now. Our life and our personal histories are diminutive, spinning our lives 1,440 minutes every 24 hours. Fortunately, the salad bowl is filled with opportunity and chance happenings, some of which enrich our personal history and maybe enhance someone else’s. If the bit part mushrooms, we might accomplish something that carries on from generation to generation, but most likely the history we make is what we do each day in the corner of the world we live in. Whatever yours and my waking moments are, we can bet that a decision and an action of some sort will knock at our door. In a moment of meaningful thought a light bulb in our mind might get switched on, or a sudden brain wave might spark enthusiasm to try something wild and out of the ordinary. Whatever we do, whatever we leave undone or allow to keep incubating in our minds, the time is now to act and put another benchmark on life.

			We humans are basically beginnings and endings. The in-between is what counts. The phone calls, email letters, text messages, meetings, and conversations with colleagues and family members are what move us every day. Hopefully, you believe that most anything is possible at any age as long as it’s sane. Even the daily twists and turns bursting with hard bumps and deep potholes has good reason to keep us enthusiastic. There are millions of possibilities waiting for the entrepreneurs of life! Even in a wheelchair, we can find people full of grit who know that the way to survive is to never give up. Passion for goals and self-worth is bully-smart living for everyone. Wise people courageously move forward. They keep crunching financial figures, patiently wait for healing, forgiving themselves for failure, and most of all they resist temptation to cave in. They keep crushing the bricks that get in the way, tearing down the walls, and creating a meaningful personal history.

			There will never be another John the Baptist, of whom Jesus said was the greatest born of a woman. There will never be another woman like Mary to give birth to a baby without the sperm of a man. There’s only been one mighty apostle Paul, who preached to thousands of lost souls in Asia, and started the first Christian churches. Still, we are great in whatever God has done in our lives, and the good thing is that He isn’t finished with us yet. You are still breathing and reading this book.

			Paul was a history maker. While traveling to Rome as a prisoner, because he was angrily arrested for preaching the gospel of Jesus Christ, he was shipwrecked on an island. As the boat tossed and twisted on the violent waves prior to crashing on offshore rocks, he knew that he and the other prisoners would end up having to swim to safety. Pushing all fear aside, he let his faith that God would save them go to work. In foresight, he understood that they would need physical strength to swim to safety once the boat crashed. Picture him trying to steady his feet and remain standing as he yelled orders to the other prisoners above the sound of roaring waves. “We have to eat for strength if we’re going to swim and survive!”

			Miraculously, no one lost their life. They remained stranded on the island until taken to a Roman prison. During the time he spent on the island he was bitten by a poisonous snake, but survived. Undoubtedly saved again due to God’s plan for his life. He healed many of the sick there and turned hearts to believe in Jesus Christ. Never stopping to question God’s plan or mourn over the painful wounds healing from the frantic swim to shore among jagged rocks. The letters he later wrote to his new churches became the bulk of the New Testament we read today.

			

			Your history and mine will seldom go past our immediate family, workplace, close friendships, or club memberships and church. But thinking beyond that, we have great influence in our casual hellos and our occasional handshakes, even impromptu conversations with strangers. A once-in-a-lifetime opportunity might pop up unexpectedly, and suddenly we know we are right where we’re meant to be. Though we live circumspectly each day, the nuggets are waiting. And sometimes unaware, the bit part we played toppled a wall by what we said, or helped in a moment of helplessness, maybe saved someone’s soul from the junk pile. Unaware, we might create an oasis of grace in the hug we gave impromptu or that smile we flashed, or the meaty handshake we offer. The bit parts most often are the best nuggets of the day.

			The people we pass by are not wearing T-shirts that say “I need to be loved” or “I’m terminally ill and need support.” That little kid hanging onto his mother’s skirt at the bus stop is not crying because he got spanked, but because he’s hungry. The person sitting in the pew in front of us at church is not waving a flag and chanting that they are lonely, but inside they are slowly dying. It’s often without a tear or a waving flag that we encounter someone who needs our smile and a physical touch. A hug may tell them they are truly worthy to be alive. To simply stop for a moment and look into the immense diversity of human dynamics surrounding us, there are plenty of opportunities to take our personal history up a notch each day. The salad bowl is filled with all sorts of ideas and opportunities. 

			

			I’ve never meant a person with the sharply intelligent brain that Albert Einstein had, but I agree with his vital opinion about life and happiness. He is quoted, saying, “If you want to live a happy life, tie it to a goal, not to people or things.” That might sound selfish, but without a goal there generally are no friendships or inspirations to get out of bed each morning. His words become more appealing when he said, “Imagination is more important than knowledge, because knowledge is limited, whereas, imagination encircles the world.” An Einstein moment for us might be to simply act upon an idea that could end in a happy result, or do something daring, but rational. Treading on the edge says life is still in you, and the brink is where you should be for the moment. It is not just the schizophrenics in the world who hear voices. On a sane note, it is the person who knows that his or her history is important, and what they accomplish might help their, or someone else’s, day get better. Who knows, you might save someone who is living like they can’t get to hell fast enough. Think of yourself as a sounding board of insights, prompters, or homilies that look deep, not just on the surface. Every day, the clock is marking off your moments in time and you are creating your personal history.

			We are not little islands, peppered across the map of the world. We are people that other people see and often take note of. As John Donne wrote: “No man is an island entirely of itself, —every man is a piece of the continent, a part of the main.” We are the world, so to speak. We are part of the core, the key and the foremost. Our once in history is spinning our lives each day. Every life has history-making opportunities. Never be a rebel against yourself. Take the history-making moments as though someone is handing you a billion-dollar bank check. Opportunities come and go like the weather, and visitors and relationships do the same. Don’t miss the times to crush some bricks, tear down some walls, and build an oasis of profitable history.

			Discussion

			Read Philippians 4:13 and answer the question: Is this promise of accomplishing all things through Christ appropriate for my goals; and, if so, how can I begin moving forward?

			Does fear of failure hold you back from accomplishing your desires and goals? Read Isaiah 41:10 and write the promises that are in this scripture.

			What are the things you desire to accomplish and how can you move them into history-making accomplishments? Read 2 Corinthians 12:9 and discuss the promise of Christ’s power in your life.

		

	
		
			

			Chapter 2

			Something Sacred Happens at the Dinner Table

			Company was coming for dinner and I was in search of the meatiest ham in the store’s meat cooler to serve to my guests. My shopping cart already held the sliced pineapple and maraschino cherries that would dress the ham to the nines. I pushed and shoved the hams around in the cooler as though I were hunting for a golden treasure. That was exactly what I wanted—the best and most impressive ham ever. When I found it, and placed it into the cart, I was shocked to see that the fake acrylic nail on the index finger of my right hand was missing. Heavens to Murgatroyd! My aggressive ham-pushing obviously put too much pressure on the nail, even though scientific UV rays had changed it into some sort of cement, which would last for at least two weeks. I panicked! Any perfectionist would panic, knowing how weird their hand would look while sitting at an elegant dinner table, missing a beautifully shaped red fingernail. Panting, because I was out of breath from tossing and rolling around every ham in the cooler, I quickly envisioned myself sitting at the head of the table, lifting my water glass to my lips with everyone’s eyes seeing a missing nail. Then I thought, if I could find the nail, I might be able to super glue it back on.

			It didn’t matter that the meat cooler was deep and cold and my hands were already cold with a shade of blue. The numbness was trivial. I had to find that nail. I dived back into the cooler, frantically searching, but it was useless. I was no better off than someone searching for a small bolt in a scrapyard filled with thousands of banged-up cars and rusted sheet metal. Then, the thought came that I may have lost the nail in the produce department while rummaging through unshucked ears of corn. At the corn bin, I was in that same anxious spirit, searching for the most beautiful, most luscious ears. Nothing wrong with wanting the best, but it wasn’t the ham and the corn that was full of pride, it was me. I whipped my cart around and rolled it over to the corn bin. No one needed to know I was searching for a fingernail, not if I made it look legit that I needed more corn. That search was useless, too. The fake nail was lost somewhere in that store, and most likely would be a shudder of ick to whomever discovered it.
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