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Chapter 1:
Tell Me the Story of Jesus, but I Don’t Want to See Your Lips Move Lessons in Following Jesus 



What Would Happen If Beauty Ignored the Beast?

The two questions I am asked the most are “How do you stay so young looking?” and “What does your hair?” The hair thing is personal, so I will only discuss my secrets for staying so young looking. I consulted a beauty expert one time about a face-lift. After one session, he suggested a face removal. I decided that face-lifts, eye-lifts and nose-lifts were only for people who couldn’t control their fork-lifts, so I worked on my one problem area: dry, cracked lips. 

When I was a child, I had a severe problem with licking my lips. It was so severe I had a red ring around them. My lips looked like the north end of a southbound baboon. The only remedy that worked was petroleum jelly. I tried the grape flavor, but everywhere I went I had this eerie feeling I was being followed by toast. 

The other secret of my youthful looks is grocery items—not eating them, wearing them. When you take a walk in the park, do small children point to your face and say things like, “That thing sure does need ironing”? According to skin-care specialists (whose motto is “I never met a face I liked”), you can use hot tea bags to help get rid of wrinkles. Important tip from personal experience: take the tea bags out of the boiling water before applying to your face. 

For wrinkles around the mouth, you can eat yogurt sloppily. The yogurt combats the yeast infection that could be causing the wrinkles. Whatever dribbles will just fill in the cracks like putty A remedy for wrinkles around the eyes is to cover them with cucumber or potato slices. They not only reduce the wrinkles, but they make great props when you want to scare the dog. Important tip from personal experience: do not let the neighbors see you chasing the dog around the house with vegetable slices attached to your eyes and yogurt drooling from your mouth. 

The idea of beauty struggling with a beast is an old story, but it does cause us to ask some probing questions. Do we spend more time and money worrying about our outside beauty than we do our inside ugliness? Do we judge others on the beauty of their appearance or the ugliness of their circumstances? Do we find it difficult to accept people who are not like us? 

Hard questions … but Jesus had the answer. The beauty in Jesus was that He spent time with the beasts of His day—the lepers, the publicans, the sinners, even His disciples. 

Not a bad model for us to follow. There are beasts all around us who need to see the beauty of Christ. Unfortunately, we Christians, who are supposed to have the beauty within us, often choose to ignore the beasts, the sinners of the world. What a tragedy. For what could possibly take away the beastliness of the world but the beauty of Christ?





Living One Step before Water into Wine

I am traditional in my thinking. I like John Wayne movies, Sean Connery as James Bond, and fried chicken instead of baked. My wedding was pretty traditional, except for die part where Beverly’s cousins threw possums instead of rice. There were the usual fifteen bridesmaids, two ministers, twelve acres of flowers, and one wedding coordinator, who, in her spare time, wrestled bulldogs.

That’s why I brush off stories about couples getting married while parachuting or bungee jumping as just more people with the brain of a turnip. I did enjoy the story in the paper recently about a local wedding. It was performed with everyone on horseback inside a livestock barn. It gave new meaning to the phrase “surrounded by heifers.” During the ceremony, the bride became nauseous. Never fear. In keeping with the Western motif, the minister presided over the ceremony from the back of the upchuck wagon.



Foreign weddings also have interesting traditions. On the night before a Chinese wedding, the bride bathes in water infused with grapefruit. Orange you glad they don’t use prunes? In Greece, the parents of the bride and groom arrange for musicians to play music in their respective homes while they get ready for the ceremony. The festivities usually include heavy doses of drinking and dancing. Or was that in East Tennessee?

In Hispanic weddings, it is traditional for the bride to carry scented orange blossoms in her bouquet. In some West Texas weddings, it is not even customary for the bride to shower. Italian ceremonies have another unusual tradition. Two white doves are brought out and released to symbolize love and happiness. Weddings in remote areas of Arkansas have a similar ritual. To symbolize love and happiness, the parents of the bride release two hound dogs.

Jesus performed His first miracle at a wedding feast in Cana. The host ran out of wine, so Mary had a little talk with Jesus. (Jesus obviously did not have Baptists on His mind, or He would never have used wine for His first miracle.) We get so caught up in the wine that we brush over what Mary said to the servants after her discussion with Jesus. She simply told them to do whatever Jesus said. Instead of complaining, they brought out six pots full of water, and Jesus changed the water into the best wine anyone present had ever tasted.

That is the point of the miracle. Jesus can take the ordinary and make it extraordinary, if we let Him. But we have to take the first step. The problem is that we gripe and complain about other people doing this or doing that, and we don’t ever take the time to give what we have to Jesus. He can take whatever water we have and turn it into wine. The first step is letting Him change our whine into water.





Some Days Are Diamonds, Some Days You Hear Elvis in the Attic

You know it’s not going to be a good day when you get out of the bed at five in the morning and step on your Chihuahua. In my case, it was Tiny. In all fairness, I guess the day was none too promising for Tiny, either, even though she is one of those industrial-strength hypersensitive female Chihuahuas who wears her feelings on her sleeve and cries at the drop of a cat. She cries after I reach into the dog biscuit box and raise my hand to toss her a biscuit. After squashing my Chihuahua, the rest of the day went downhill from there.

There are others who have had worse days. A story out of Romania detailed a bad day for a bear and a man. The man was checking his sheep. A bear came out of the woods and started chasing him. The man fell and broke his leg. He thought he was dead. His pet Pekingese had another idea. The dog attacked the bear and chased him into the woods, returning safely an hour later, strutting like John Travolta in Saturday Night Fever.

The bear and the man had the same problem. They had to go back to the den and tell their buddies about their encounter with a Pekingese, a dog that looks like someone drew a face on a hairy pancake. The man learned his lesson. He is no longer going to check (√) his sheep, just mark them with an “x”.

A man in South Korea complained of a headache. He went to the doctor, and X-rays revealed a two-inch nail embedded in his skull. He did not remember how it happened. I may be a typical male and not notice when Beverly moves a couch from one wall to another, but I’m pretty sure I would remember a meeting between my head and a nail.

A man in Texas found a box of old, dusty recordings in his attic. He claimed they were amateur recordings of Elvis Presley. When told by experts it was not the voice of Elvis, he went into an uncontrollable frenzy. You know what happened: he was all shook up.

A woman in Israel accidentally swallowed a cockroach. (Is there any other way to swallow a cockroach?) She tried to retrieve it with a fork and swallowed the fork. She is fine. The subsequent surgery was successful. Doctors were told simply to look at the X-rays and turn right when they got to the fork in the roach.

It’s that way in life. Some days, there’s a song in your heart and a zip in your step. The next day, there’s a fork in your stomach and a nail in your head. How do you react? Sometimes I don’t do so well. When someone tries to cheer me up by quoting Scripture, my first reaction is to grab a Bible and throw it at them. But with my luck, the pages would fall open to “This is the day the LORD has made. We will rejoice and be glad in it” (Psalm 118:24 NLT).



Rightfully so. This really is the day the Lord has made. It is provided for us by Jesus Himself. He had one of His days end with nails, not in His head but in His hands and feet. He could have avoided it but instead chose to die. It was not a good day.

When I think of that, my day is really not so bad, and I ain’t nothin’ but a hound dog for my cryin’ all the time. I need to wake up every morning and decide it’s now or never. I’m going to live this day for God. He really does love me tender.





Christ, Crest, Cheese, and Choices

I have just completed my great American right to vote. Actually, the great American voting part only took about one minute. Most of my rights were spent standing in line for two hours listening to the man behind me drone on about the candidates of his particular party. His breath smelled like his mouth had been housing a school of flounder.

I’m not saying the line was long, but it was moving so slowly snails were having races around me. There was a pregnant woman in the line ahead of me. When she came out, her child was walking. When I finally got to the booth and threw open the curtain, I was greeted by the choices of 283 names for 63 positions.

There were presidents, vice presidents, senators, congressmen, state senators, and a million local elections. Being a proud American who takes voting seriously and studies the platform of each candidate, I voted for the first person listed or the one whose name had the most vowels.



Voting is not the only area where I am bombarded with choices. I went to the grocery store to get a few simple items like toothpaste and cheese. It was another American right shredded to pieces. You can’t get just toothpaste or just cheese anymore. There are 127 brands of toothpaste, and each one does something different.

Toothpaste can now whiten my teeth, freshen my breath (flounder man could have used it), strengthen my gums, desensitize my teeth, and control my tartar. The only tartar I thought I had was the sauce for the flounder. And I didn’t even know I had sensitive teeth. I looked in the mirror one morning and simply made a passing comment about them being yellow, and they started crying.

It’s not much better with cheese. You can’t get just cheese anymore. It comes shredded, sliced, cubed, processed, fat free, milk free, preservative free, and born free. It can come from buffalo, camels, goats, and cows (oh my!), as long as their milk has curdled. You know the milk has curdled if you have to drink it with a fork. And these days, you have to buy cheese that has been inoculated. You know it’s inoculated because it can’t walk a straight line.

We face choices every day. Some are small and meaningless, while others are more important. They may range from what we buy at the grocery store to a decision at work that may compromise our integrity. Your child comes to you needing your attention. How do you respond? Your spouse comes to you needing your time. What do you do? A friend hurts you with his words. How do you react? The man behind you is tailgating you on the highway. Do you control yourself?

Jesus faced choices every day too. Before He began His ministry, Satan tempted Him with choices. Jesus chose God’s way each time. And anytime we have a choice between love and hate or love and anger, we must choose love. Jesus said, “A new command I give you: Love one another. As I have loved you, so you must love one another” (John 13:34). When it comes to loving people, we don’t seem to have a choice.





When Old Sailors Die, Do they Just Fade Aweigh?

There are some things in life that will always be a mystery. A family in Sweden had just sat down to a nice quiet dinner of sardines and reindeer when the doorbell rang. The father looked through the peephole but could not tell who it was, although he could hear heavy breathing. They looked out the window and discovered a moose at the front door. I have two questions. Why can you never see anything through a peephole? And how did the moose know to use the doorbell?

A family in Greenland had just sat down for a quiet dinner of sardines and polar bear when a military tank came crashing through the front door. An eyewitness reported that just before the tank smashed through the front door, she heard the tank sergeant yell out, “Avon calling!” Again, I have two questions. Why do people eat so many sardines? And when did Avon start using tanks to improve sales?



Germany also has a few problems. Toads, for no apparent reason, are swelling and blowing up. Experts are trying to unravel the mystery of the exploding toads. They can’t figure out why a perfectly good toad can be minding its own business one minute, and the next minute he’s airborne in five thousand different directions.

One expert said it could be a defense mechanism because of aggressive crows. Another scientist said, “This is such a huge mess, we are going to have to call a toad truck.” I have two more questions. How many exploding toads do you have to see before you become an expert? And why do Germans make such good chocolate but horrible puns?

As if the toad incident wasn’t strange enough, a cow walked into a bank, made a few turns, and walked out. Most employees agreed on one thing. The cow could make all the withdrawals she wanted. They just didn’t want her making any deposits.

I love mystery movies and mystery books. One of my favorite television shows was Murder, She Wrote. On each episode, a murder is committed, and Jessica Fletcher solves it. One of my favorite board games is Clue. A murder is committed, and the object of the game is to guess correctly the suspect, the weapon, and the room. It is a mystery until the end of the game.

There is another mystery in the game of life. Paul says in Romans 5:8, “God showed his great love for us by sending Christ to die for us while we were still sinners” (NLT). I can’t understand that kind of love. As in the game of Clue, there is a killing in the game of Life. Christ killed sin. He did it on a hill … with a cross … and that is no mystery.

As to why God could love me so much as to send His only Son to die for me, I don’t have a clue. I guess I will have to wait until the end of the game.





It’s OK to Sing to Mushrooms, but never Goose a Moose

Some things just don’t make sense. A man was hiking in a remote area of New Jersey and suffered multiple leg fractures when he fell trying to escape from an angry goose. Two questions begged to be asked. Why was he on foot in New Jersey? And what could possibly make a goose angry? Detectives concluded the agnostic goose became agitated when the born-again hiker tried to place a bumper sticker on the goose’s rear end that read, “Honk if you love Jesus!”

Here’s one to tell your grandchildren. Slices of toast bearing the resemblance of Michael Jackson are being sold on eBay. I’ve seen the pictures. They look more like Diana Ross. This, and a series of unfortunately similar events, has prompted the city of New York to change the inscription on the Statue of Liberty. It will soon read, “Give me your tired, your poor, your stupid, your brain-dead masses, your lug nut from a 1972 Chevrolet Vega, and your toast, and I will sell it on eBay.”



A couple in Norway was taking a leisurely Sunday drive when a moose landed on the roof of their car. The “flying” moose evidently had been startled in the woods above the highway and took off running, unable to stop at the edge. In outdoor language, startling a moose is called “moose goosing”—not something you want to do. Having just finished a few Norwegian drinks, the couple panicked, thinking they had killed Rudolph. The moral of this story is no place is safe if a goosed moose is on the loose.

A man in Prague listens to mushrooms and then composes music based on his encounters. I can just picture the man walking in the park with his grandson. “Granddaddy, what do you do in your spare time?” “Well, son, I put a mushroom in my ear and sing to it.” “Granddaddy, do you mind if I don’t take you to show-and-tell?” The moral of this story is if you want to get music out of something besides the radio, then listen to a trumpeter swan, a hummingbird, a fiddler crab, or a C turtle.
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