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This dedication is easy. It goes to my Peak of the Week class—that faithful group that comes every Wednesday night to hear one more lesson designed to peak their week. Some are regular members of Garnett Church of Christ where I have served as senior minister for the past twenty-six years. Others, and this number keeps growing, are those in my television audience who watched the program and then decided to become a part of the live class each week. We have a great time together. I think sometimes they motivate and encourage me more than I do them. We get a kick out of peaking each other’s week. Here’s to you, Peakers!
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From the beginning Marvin said it could be done. Whatever the task, he thought we could do it. Whatever the mood against it, don’t believe it. My initial introduction to this man was to observe his life, excitement, and joy. His charge was not for us to play dead to reality, but rather to wake up to potential.

All these years this man has prodded, promoted, and pushed for all of us to open our senses to certain, definite possibilities. I have watched him endure the “tough stuff” … and win. His talk has been in perfect cadence with his walk.

Marvin Phillips is at it again! He has put his heart in print that others might find reason to smile some, laugh a little, and hope a lot. Never Lick a Moving Blender! is a painfully funny thought. And, the more one thinks about it, the more the practical application surfaces.

A series of one stirring provocation after another comes to the reader from these pages. Light-hearted humor begins to soak the heart. And then? A realization begins to sweep across the mind saying things like, “Oh no, that’s the way I am” or “Hey, this guy’s right.” Never Lick a Moving Blender! is more than good advice … it’s great medicine.

This work is a comic strip put into delightful word pictures. Some of them you can envision. Others you will feel. Some you may duck as they narrowly miss. Quips are sometimes quick. Other stories inspire. But there is something even more unique. There seems to be a new awareness regarding our own surroundings, as if we had put on 3-D glasses. We may laugh at ourselves a little. For certain, we will see ourselves a lot.

If you need a hearty change of pace, don’t switch brands of coffee. Relax a bit. With ease, begin to read. Never Lick a Moving Blender! will cause you to get serious about not taking everything that goes on too seriously!

Terry Rush

Tulsa, Oklahoma
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This book is really a third collection of stuff I do in my Wednesday “Peak of the Week” classes. Three of my five books have shared these weekly encouragement infusions. The previous two were, You Can’t Fly to Heaven in a Straight Line and Put Peak in Your Week.

My third book, The Joy Factor of Church Growth, offers sermons on evangelism and church growth. It came from a course I teach each September at Kentucky Christian College in Grayson, Kentucky. The fourth book was on fellowship— Don’t Shoot: We May Both Be on the Same Side.

With Never Lick a Moving Blender! I am returning to my roots. Joy, happiness, success, and encouragement are my favorite stuff.

The Peak of the Week class (and now television series) is an idea that clicked. It worked. Nonmembers started attending. Now clearly a third of my weekly audience is composed of those who are not members of the Garnett Church. The television audience has appreciated my boots-and-bluejeans approach, and down-to-earth style. Everywhere I go, people stop me to say they watch and enjoy Peak of the Week! Many who are now dedicated Christians got their start in this nonthreatening environment. What began as a thirteen-week experiment has now continued over ten years. Without a doubt, more books will be forthcoming from the Peak of the Week series.

Elsewhere in the book is a page that tells you where to get the other books and tapes I’ve done and how to arrange for me to speak to your church, school, or company.

Thanks for reading this one. I’ll be rewarded if you like it and are motivated to greater enjoyment of life and service to God and his cause. I hope it not only “peaks your week” but your whole life and eternity as well.
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To borrow an old Winston Churchill expression, “Never has one man owed so much to so many!” I am grateful to the members of the Garnett Church of Christ who have loved me and encouraged me in my local ministry, my travels, and my writing. I thank Linna Clinton, my secretary, who proofread the chapters and offered suggestions for changes, for putting up with me when my attitude was bad when I was pressed because of time deadlines. You see I wrote this book in the months following cancer surgery. It made a difference in my stamina and sometimes my concentration.

I thank my peak audience, both live and television. They have been overwhelming in their enthusiasm for the class, the television show, and the books that came out of it.

Last of all, I thank my God for his grace to a stumbling, fumbling preacher. He has allowed me to travel all over the world spreading the Good News about Jesus. And he has allowed me to preach locally, for twenty-six years, to one of the greatest audiences any man has ever addressed.

I am a very blessed man!
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The difference between “try” and “triumph” is just a little “umph!”
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“What the mind of man can conceive and believe his life can achieve.”
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 Chapter One
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Never Lick a Moving Blender


He had the most pitiful expression on his face you ever saw. I’m talking about Grimm—Mother Goose’s dog— from the comic strip by the same name. He’s a pitiful looking thing anyway. He’s always getting into trouble— drinking from the toilet, hunting lunch in a garbage can, and other deplorables.

This time he went too far, and the picture told the whole story. Most comic strips have three or four frames. Today there was only one. Grimm was at the far left. The blender was at the far right. Grimm’s tongue stretched the full distance between, caught in a tangled mess around the blades of that blender. The caption said it all. It preached the sermon and gave this advice: “Never lick a moving blender!”

How many times have you made Grimm’s mistake? You can follow his thought process as he spots that blender at work. Looks good. Smells right. Intent harmless. But the effort wasn’t worth the pain.

Lots of things in life are like that. Kids disobey their parents. They don’t really mean any harm; they’re just having a little fun. They don’t want to hurt anyone, but disobedience gets to be a habit. Before long it seeps into the classroom. It extends to the community. A little theft occurs here and there. Looks okay. Smells right. Just seems like a little fun that brings a few kicks. Nobody really gets hurt.

We all expect to be the exception to the rule, but what we expect and what we get are sometimes vastly different. Our tongues get caught in the blenders of life. There’s a bunch of pain we hadn’t counted on. We become one more statistic proving the old adage that “crime does not pay!”

Don’t Cut Off Your Nose to Spite Your Face

There are lots of sayings that call to us—clichés that click, pointers that really point somewhere. Here’s another one: “Don’t cut off your nose to spite your face.” It means don’t retaliate when it will hurt you more than it will help the situation.



Grudges always hurt the “grudger” more than the “grudgee.”
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Remember the story? One guy holds his finger against a brick wall. He says to his friend, “Hit my finger.” Of course he moves his finger at the last minute and the friend’s fist hits hard, rough bricks, skinning his knuckles. To get revenge, the friend says, “See if you can hit this.” And he holds his forefinger against his own nose. Pow!

You wouldn’t be so dumb would you? But you might hold a grudge against someone. You might say, “I’ll get you back if it’s the last thing I ever do!”

Grudges always hurt the “grudger” more than the “grudgee.” Our attempts at revenge hurt us more than they help. You stay away from the family reunion because someone will be there who has done you wrong. You quit church because someone hurt you or because you didn’t agree with some decision that was made.

Never give anyone the power to affect the peace and harmony of your life. Staying away from that reunion can affect scores of people. Damage may be done for years to come.

Quitting the church because of something someone else did is a lot like getting mad at the dog and kicking the cat. The church belongs to Jesus. He died for it. He bought it with his blood. Don’t let anyone affect your response to the amazing grace of the cross.

Don’t Drown Your Sorrows in Alcohol!

Your problems seem insurmountable. You don’t think you can go on. You want to throw up your hands and throw in the towel. You’ve had it. You’re at the end of your rope; so you head for the bottle.

Your intentions are good. You need the escape. Problems look different through the bottom of a whiskey bottle. If you drink enough, hey, problems will disappear. Everything will be different. But you can’t drown your sorrows. They float! And the result won’t be worth it.



You can’t drown your sorrows. They float!
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When you wake up from that drunken stupor, your problems will still be there, only they will have multiplied. Where is my car? Does it have all the fenders? What am I doing in this room? This bed? Who is this woman? What am I going to do now?

The question is not, “Where can I run?” The questions ought to be, “How can I fix this? How can I get my job back? How can I hold my marriage together? Lord, what will you have me do?”

Everything is based on cause and effect. Each decision causes a specific result. We’ve got to face that. It’s like the light switch on the wall. You can’t switch it off and expect the light to come on. “There is a way that seems right to a man, but in the end it leads to death” (Proverbs 14:12).

If You Want Strawberries, Don’t Plant Broccoli

We all want the same outcome—to be happy and to end up with a reasonable measure of health, wealth, and happiness. “Do not be deceived: God cannot be mocked. A man reaps what he sows” (Galatians 6:7). Broccoli seeds won’t produce strawberries.

Seeds are strange little things—they teach us a lot about life. They don’t grow unless they are planted. And good news: we can plant what we want. If we want watermelons, we plant watermelon seed. If we want strawberries, we’ve got to plant strawberries. The problem is that some people want to plant one thing and reap another. We want one result, but we do what brings the opposite result. We want to plant immorality and reap respectability. We want to plant dishonesty and reap a reputation of integrity. It simply doesn’t work that way.

And seeds are powerful. I have a 175-foot driveway. Every year I battle grass that grows right up through the asphalt. It’s great to know that if the right seeds are planted in the right place, you’ll get the desired result.

It’s also true with life. We can plant whatever we choose, from our attitudes, to our reactions, to our responses. Don’t plant bitterness and expect to reap tenderness. Don’t neglect your family today and expect them to lovingly gather around you in your later years. Don’t dissipate your body with alcohol and drugs and expect the joys of good health when you grow old. “You may be sure that your sin will find you out” (Numbers 32:23).

It doesn’t matter who the planter is. It’s a law of sowing and reaping. Once we learn this fantastic principle, we can decide what we want. Then we plant the words, decisions, and actions that are necessary. The end result should be what we wanted in the first place.

Don’t Try to Leap a Chasm in Two Jumps

It was obviously his first airplane ride. We were enroute from Los Angeles to Honolulu. In his nervousness he asked the flight attendant, “Miss, is this a nonstop flight?” With a knowing smile she replied, “I sure hope so.”

Leaping a chasm in two jumps is impossible, and so is living without love. But some attempt the impossible anyway. They are afraid to love, afraid they’ll be hurt. They’ve been hurt before; so, now they’re “once burned, twice shy.” They don’t want to repeat the experience; so they choose to keep their feelings to themselves. They choose not to express their love in words or actions because they think they are safer that way.

But the end result is toughness on the outside and rot on the inside. Sure love is vulnerable. Sure you can get hurt if you love. But the alternative is not worth it. Living without love is not living at all.

Some attempt another impossible task—they try to live without giving. Someone has said there are three philosophies about your possessions:

What’s mine is mine and you can’t have it!

What’s yours is mine if I can get it!

What’s mine is yours if you need it!

The first two don’t lead anywhere worthwhile.

The first Christians had the right philosophy. “They gave to anyone as he had need” (Acts 2:45). “No one claimed that any of his possessions was his own, but they shared everything they had” (Acts 4:32).

Jesus taught, “Give, and it will be given to you. A good measure, pressed down, shaken together and running over, will be poured into your lap. For with the measure you use, it will be measured to you” (Luke 6:38).

Preachers sometimes misunderstand this verse. They see the word give and immediately pass the collection plates. But the word money is not in that verse. In fact, it doesn’t appear anywhere in the chapter. It’s a principle. It applies to everything.

Do you want trouble? Give it and you’ll get plenty of it back. Do you want love and affection, good relationships, and a good marriage? Do you want health, wealth, and happiness? The verse says “give and it will be given you.” And the return will be “a good measure, pressed down, shaken together and running over.”

This is especially true in marriage. Two simple things are of vital importance for a happy, successful marriage: study your mate, and give your mate everything he or she needs.

We are really simple creatures. Write down what it takes to please you. What do you need from your mate? You’ll write things like, “I need to be loved,” “I need affection,” “I need to feel needed,” “I want to feel a part of his life.” Before you have written five things, they will already be overlapping. And the Bible promises you’ll get much more than you give.

[image: Image]

Poor old Grimm. His intentions were good. He didn’t want to hurt anybody. And for sure, he didn’t want to hurt himself. I think he learned a painful lesson. Hopefully you have too. At least the next time you’re around a moving blender, don’t lick it!
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 Chapter Two
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Chippie Doesn’t Sing Much Anymore


A Texas newspaper reported the story. A Galveston housewife had a pet parakeet named Chippie. The woman made several mistakes. She was vacuuming her floors, and she decided to clean out the bottom of Chippie’s cage with her vacuum cleaner. Mistake number one.

The phone rang. She turned to answer the phone without turning off the machine. You guessed it. Sssssssp! Chippie got sucked through the tube and into the canister. Mistake number two.

She dropped the phone, shut off the vacuum cleaner, and opened up the canister. There was Chippie—feathers askew, dirt all over his little body, stunned but alive. She rushed into the bathroom, bird in hand. She held Chippie under the faucet and turned it on full blast. Mistake number three.

Then she spotted the hair dryer. She turned it to “Hot” and “High.” Mistake number four. The blast did the trick, but it nearly finished Chippie.

The next day the reporter called to check on the bird. “How’s your poor parakeet?” the reporter inquired. It was about the reply you’d expect: “Well, Chippie doesn’t sing much anymore. He just sort of sits there and stares.”

I have the feeling many of you can relate to Chippie. You’ve had your cage vacuumed. You’ve felt sucked into the dirt bag, stuck under the faucet, and hit with a blast from a hair blower. And you don’t sing much anymore. You just sort of sit there and stare.

We Were Born to Sing

I believe we were born to sing. Hank Williams sings the line, “I was born to boogie.” I believe it’s in the nature of all of us to be singers. Positive thinkers. Lots of people believe they were born naked. I believe you were born with a bright red ribbon wrapped around your body. On that ribbon were the words, “I am Lovable and Capable.”

All babies believe this. They come to you with a wet diaper, runny nose, and drooling mouth. They can’t believe that adults in their right minds could reject them. Babies believe they can do anything. It isn’t just because they are immature and will learn better as they grow up. God Almighty intended them to have that ribbon. And the ribbon was meant to last a lifetime.

We keep that ribbon until we allow someone to take it away from us. Unfortunately we get a lot of help. But singing is normal. Believing is normal. God intended us all to be positive, loving, happy, and trusting.

The Song Stealers

There are lots of Chippie-style circumstances that steal our songs. Life sucks us all into the tube. People pour cold water on our dreams. Disappointment and disaster blow us away. Many people believe in Murphy’s Law: What can go wrong will go wrong. Others believe in O’Toole’s law: “Murphy was an optimist!”

Grief is defined in terms of loss, and life hands us a lot of losses. We can lose our jobs, our health, our money. We can lose our friends, our marriages, our self-esteem.

Life is full of accidents, diseases, and heartaches—the unexpected. There can be strong reversals. Cavett Robert says, “You can be on Time one week and be doing time the next!” There is no guarantee that life will be fair or that the sailing will be smooth. You’re going to get blown off course. It’s a foregone conclusion. It happens to us all.

There are a lot of song stealers out there. Some people seem to major in it. They’d rather let the wind out of your sails than inflate your ego. They’re the ones who start out with, “Maybe I shouldn’t tell you this, but …” There’s not a chance they’re not going to tell you. Gossips are afflicted with hoof-and-mouth disease. They’re always hoofing it over to someone’s house and mouthing off!



Gossips are afflicted with hoof-and-mouth disease. They’re always hoofing it over to someone’s house and mouthing off!
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You can even steal your own song. There are those people who seem to be naturalborn spreaders of gloom and doom—like the old lady who had “enjoyed poor health for twenty years.”

I was on a plane with one of these folks. An elderly couple was seated in the row behind me. They were talking louder than they realized. “I don’t like riding on these airplanes,” the lady complained. “Folks get on them with guns and knives, and they take you places you don’t want to go!”

That got everyone’s attention. The pilot and flight attendants were leaning out of the cockpit.

“Now, Honey,” her frail little husband pleaded, “it’s gonna be all right.”

I smiled. You’re always bumping into negative thinkers. I was busy with some work. We taxied to the end of the runway and burst up into the clouds. It was a beautiful day for flying. I didn’t think about the little lady anymore until our wheels hit the runway at the next airport. At that precise moment her little old husband said optimistically, “You see, Honey, we made it all right.”
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