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In today’s society everyone is busy—busy taking the kids to school, busy 
with work, busy with life. We’re always rushing to and fro, never really 
taking the time to slow down. We throw a quick “Lord, keep me safe 

today,” in the mornings, but Wait a Minute, God’s Still Talking. In their second 
book, Warren and Mary Beth Powell, highlight the importance of taking the 
time to listen to what God has to say back to you. Wait a Minute, God’s Still 
Talking is a collection of short stories like you’d hear told from your grandpar-
ents on the back porch—simple, easy-to-understand, and yet always pointing 
toward God’s faithfulness.

Warren and Mary Beth share from their own experiences, blending insights, 
wit, and humor with biblical truths, to show how God will use everyday items 
to catch our attention and teach us something, if only we’d stop to listen. Did 
you ever think God would use:
• paper towels to teach about being centered on Christ,
• a motorcycle license plate to explain his forgiveness,
• Scotch tape as an example that he is our God 24/7,
• or a cell phone as a lesson about hiding sin?

Warren and Mary Beth Powell live in Henderson,
Texas. This is their second book, a continuation of 
Sonbeams, or short devotionals, that began in their 
first book, A Dirty Sink, A Bug, and Squirrels: 
God Speaks.



Mary Beth and Warren are teachers and motivators 
24/7 who always approach life as the glass is always half 
full. Through Wait a Minute, God’s Still Talking they 
take you on a self-awareness journey of how even the 
simplest things in our daily lives can be turned into a 
spiritual teaching moment.

—Dr. Vickie R. Geisel, LPC, Adult Services and 
Special Projects, Tyler Junior College, Tyler, Texas

Mary Beth and I became close quickly when we worked 
together. Warren joined the faculty, and I watched the 
two of them develop a wonderful relationship. Their 
caring compassion and eagerness to be of service to 
others has turned them into the ‘loving arms of God’. 
How blessed I’ve been to have them in my life, first 
as friends, then through the wisdom they have shared 
with Wait a Minute, God’s Still Talking!

—Ann Cantrell, Tyler, Texas

Who wouldn’t want to read a book full of stories describ-
ing how God is woven into every aspect of our lives? Wait 
a Minute, God’s Still Talking is a beautiful testimony of 
God’s goodness, guidance, and leading. Everyone should 
read this book. You’re making a mistake if you don’t!

—Elizabeth Kuwahara, Chosei-gun, Chiba-ken, Japan

Sonbeams have been insightful and timely words of 
faith and hope for many lives over the years. To have 
them in book form to be enjoyed and shared is a bless-
ing many will cherish. These messages come from a 
heart willing to be still before the Lord, to find mean-
ing in the simple things of life that many of us seldom 



take time to notice—an example and encouragement 
for us all.

—Kaye Johns, author, Richardson, Texas

Sonbeams are such wonderful devotional materials. 
They will uplift your spirits and bring you closer to 
God. Wait a Minute, God’s Still Talking by Warren and 
Mary Beth will allow you to see God in your everyday 
life through natural occurrences. Through disaster, we 
are able to experience God through Warren’s example.

—Dr. Katie Preast,  
director of curriculum, Troup ISD, Troup, Texas

Kuddo’s to Warren and Mary Beth! In these simple, yet 
fun stories, I have found that God can use everyday 
happenings in life to speak to us if we choose to lis-
ten. Also, I enjoy the scripture references as they bind 
the Sonbeam with the truth found in God’s Word.

—Amanda Hamilton, Tyler, Texas

Warren and Mary Beth have been entertaining us and 
inspiring us with both their regular Sonbeams for sev-
eral years. They are uplifting and helpful; heart-warm-
ing and challenging; interesting and fun. I always enjoy 
how the stories unfold and make me assess my own 
faith and spiritual experience. They have helped me 
through the years and I look forward to Wait a Minute, 
God’s Still Talking!

—Deborah P. Kelley, Ph.D., LPC, LPA,  
professor, psychology, Tyler Junior College



Warren and Mary Beth explain life and God in simple 
and fun stories that brighten my day through their 
Sonbeams in my inbox. Now I can take their Sonbeams 
with me in the book Wait a Minute, God’s Still Talking. 
Great for sharing with friends and neighbors.

—Jube Dankworth, owner, Net Media 
Consultants, Houston, Texas

Warren and Mary Beth have always been ‘Jesus-with-
skin-on’ people for me, and Sonbeams have become 
‘Jesus-with-words-on’ for me. They have a wonderful 
way of finding great ‘God-stuff ’ in the everyday, ordi-
nary stuff of life—just like Jesus!

—Jim Turley, pastor, Round Rock, Texas

Warren and Mary Beth Powell have the gift of see-
ing that we read about in the invitation of Psalm 66:5. 
Through many years and many tears they have seen the 
works of God in very special ways. In the scampering 
of a squirrel or the trials of pain, Warren and Mary 
Beth “see” the awesome deeds of God toward us all. 
When you read Wait a Minute, God’s Still Talking your 
eyes will be opened to new visions of God’s working in 
your life. Enjoy!

—Len Allen, retired pastor, Chattanooga, Tennessee

The life lessons that Warren and Mary Beth write about 
in Wait a Minute, God’s Still Talking are inspired of God 
and based on daily happenings in their lives that we all 
can relate to. I have known Warren personally for many 
years and have found him to be very honest, caring and 
real. He helped me, like a ‘Big Brother,’ through a very 



tough period in my life. Warren’s writings caused me 
to laugh, cry and evaluate my spiritual life. I have only 
met Mary Beth once—anyone that Warren has chosen 
for a life partner has to be very special. You can see the 
evidence of their love for each other and for the heav-
enly Father as they continue to touch the hearts and 
lives of the many who are privileged to read what they 
have created together for the love of God, our Father.

—Jean Parkhurst, South Carolina

I love stories and unique ways of discovering God in 
the ordinary mess of living life. Warren and Mary Beth 
have discovered how to present Wait a Minute, God’s 
Still Talking in such a way that you will fall in love with 
God again and again.
Isn’t that what this faith journey here is all about? 
Finding new ways to fall in love with the one who cre-
ated all this ordinary stuff. I am grateful to Warren and 
Mary Beth every time I fall in love with God through 
their beautiful stories. You will also.

—Randy Wolff, Author,  
Our Daily Light, Heath, Texas

Warren and Mary Beth Powell are more than survivors 
sustained by the grace and mercy of the Savior; they 
soar above seemingly impossible life situations. Each 
Sonbeams story is filled with humor, common-sense 
wisdom, and poignant insights. Spiritual blessings 
abound for all to partake.

—Jane Rodgers, Dallas, Texas
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Dedication

To our mothers,
Mary Lois (Mamie) McCleskey

and
Anne Ambrose (Bunny) Shepherd

Truly, no one else in life impacts us in the same way as 
our mothers. They shaped who we are today in large 
ways and small ways.

Mary Beth’s mother molded the strong deep faith that 
overrides the turmoil that this life presents to us.

Warren’s mother taught him his great love for nature 
and birthed his alertness to bugs and stars and breezes 
through the trees. A running joke between Warren 
and his mother was that Warren would often say to 
her, “Everything I am today I owe to my mother!” She 
would pretend to fuss and get aggravated with him, but 
deep inside she loved it.

It is with true gratitude to our mothers and to the God 
who saw fit to bring us into these specific families that 
we present this work of our hearts.



Table of Contents

13 Introduction

17 The Sonbeams Story

Part I: Sonbeams from our Family, Friends, 
and Pets

21 I Just Love Talking with You

24 There Is a Dog under My Desk

27 I Can Tell You’re Not Her Mother

29 “Oh,” He Said, and He Put the Snake Down

32 Anyone Who Saw Her Face Knew

34 Looking to Jump Down

36 A Cell Phone, the Garden of Eden, and My 
Math Class

39 It’s Just a Couple of Blocks

19



41 Hugh’s Garden for Mary Lois

44 Our Doo-Tee-Doo

47 The Anchor

50 Chasing Squirrels

52 I Lied to God in Church This Morning

55 The Door Is Open

57 Part II: Sonbeams from Around our House

59 Love and Our Two-seat Swing

62 It’s Not Enough to Worry With

65 Good for Only Forty-two Days

68 Solar Screens and a Replacement God

71 Me, My Bed, and God

74 My Socks Were Too Hot

77 I Didn’t Look Closely Enough

80 Forgive Me, God; You Are Not Scotch Tape

82 My Belt Almost Jumped Off the Bed

86 Bolted Down

89 It Was Just a String … Maybe

92 The Door Handle and the Grip of God



95 Part III: Sonbeams from Nature

97 Lightning Bugs

100 God Was Really with Me This Morning

102 A Cereal Bowl of Darkness

104 It’s Simply a Vapor Trail; or Is It?

107 My Motorcycle License Plate

109 A Sheet of Paper

112 It’s a Gully Washer

115 Texas Highway 64

118 The Wolf in the Woods

121 Birds and Squirrels

123 How He Does It

126 Beams of Light

128 Right Lane Must Turn Right

131 A Leaf Reminds Me

134 Warren’s Story

143 What About This Jesus?

146 God’s Still Talking to Me

150 About the Authors



Wait A Minute, God’s Still Talking 13

Introduction

Accidents many times change the course of a person’s 
relationship with Christ. When God miraculously 
spared Warren’s life once, it got his attention! When 
God spared his life three times in five years, Warren 
realized God had more for him to do for the Father 
before reaching heaven:

write true stories•  about him from the lessons
Warren was learning during his quiet times

share his stories devotional style•  to encourage
thought by the reader, to help them in their
walk with God

remain available to God•

During Warren’s recuperation from an accident in 
1997, he spent many hours in quiet time with the Lord. 
He discovered that, many times unnoticed, God was 
constantly guiding him and teaching lessons through 
whatever surrounding Warren found himself.

He believed that God wanted him to write those 
lessons as short, easy-to-read stories, as if two friends 
were simply talking to one another. The stories, called 
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Sonbeams, were written like most people talk, includ-
ing some sentence fragments, run-ons, and commonly 
used phrases, and that’s on purpose. God wanted the 
lessons to be simple and understandable, so that’s how 
Warren wrote them.

He knew God wanted him to share those stories 
with others, so Warren started writing them devotional 
style: a story, a scripture, and space to write down the 
reader’s thoughts.

By the grace of God, what began as something “just 
for friends” today spreads around the globe by e-mail.

The stories are written in a parable style, similar 
to how Jesus spoke to those around him. Many times 
great lessons were taught using objects found around 
the people of New Testament times, such as seeds, 
birds, vines, and crops. God still teaches this way.

Using Jesus’ method as a guide, Warren and Mary 
Beth blend humor, wit, and insight to teach biblical 
truths using examples such as:

a pair of socks•

a wolf in the woods•

a cell phone•

a piece of scotch tape•

cold coffee•

dogs and squirrels•

Wait a Minute, God’s Still Talking brings biblical 
principles home through forty stories, written in an 
easy, down-home style. The book includes information 
about the authors, including Warren’s testimony about 
God’s miracles in his life.

You will discover, as many already have through 
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their first book, A Dirty Sink, A Bug, and Squirrels: 
God Speaks, that reading their stories is like sitting in 
a rocking chair on a front porch, simply sharing Jesus 
with a friend.

This book is evidence of the passion that Warren 
and Mary Beth share in discovering the presence of 
God in unusual places. Again and again you’ll see 
through their experiences that God is always available 
and faithful … everywhere.
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The Sonbeams Story

Included in this book are many of the true stories we 
have written of finding God in everyday places. People 
have been enjoying our modern-day parables for many 
years. Through Sonbeams, we wanted to share with 
others some of the simple things of God that we have 
learned through the ordinary things and events around 
us.

Following the death of my wife, Jean, in August of 
1999, people told me how she had helped them in many 
ways. She was a beautiful person and a thoughtful lady. 
She was loved and appreciated, but she had no idea 
how much she touched other people’s lives.

Jean did not realize what an impact her life made on 
others. If she had been able to listen at family visitation 
the night before her funeral, or even at her funeral, she 
would have heard the kind words of love and 
appreciation others said about her. But she just never 
knew it. For a while, Jean had a little Christian 
book distribution business named Sonbeams. Mary 
Beth and I use that name now to honor Jean’s 
memory.

I started writing and e-mailing Sonbeams to a few 
friends and family members, hoping to encourage and 

Wait A Minute, God’s Still Talking
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lift them up and the readership just grew and grew. 
Sonbeams readers often forward our stories to friends 
and family.

We have heard that some of our stories have been 
read at funerals and printed in church bulletins. Some 
of them have even been used as study material in a 
ladies group study in Cape Town, South Africa.

To God be all the glory!
E-mail addresses of our readers are never shared,

seen, or sold.
To comment or contact Mary Beth, please e-

mail her at powellsonbeams@gmail.com .
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Part I
Sonbeams from our Friends, Family, and PetsPart One

Sonbeams from our Family,
Friends, and Pets
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I Just Love Talking with You

It was another great morning at the Powell 
household. Mary Beth was ready to head off for 
her 8:00 class at Full Armor Christian Academy, here 
in Henderson, and I was working on our second 
Sonbeams book while recuperating at home from 
knee surgery.

We were both in the kitchen, drinking coffee and 
just being together, when the following 
conversation took place:

Mary Beth: “Do you know … 

...(turning to look at me)

Mary Beth: “I don’t know where the … 

...(her eyes search-ing the countertops)

Mary Beth: “Oh no, I’ve lost the … 

...(now with a per-plexed expression)

Mary Beth: “No wait, I remember … ...(excitedly)

She then walked around our kitchen island to 
a paper sack we brought in from the car last night, 
opened it, and found the coffee travel mug she 
thought she’d lost. I never said a single word, but the 
conversation was over.

Wait A Minute, God’s Still Talking
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It was only then that I said to her, “I just love talk-
ing with you.” We both started laughing. It was great!

As I walked down the hallway, it occurred to me that 
Mary Beth doing all the talking and me doing all the 
listening was somewhat like what I do with God..... 
but with different results. I mean, how often do I talk 
with God and listen, instead of just talking to Him?

I talk to God every day, yet there are too many times 
that I’m not quiet enough to hear what He says back 
to me. Why ask Him something if I’m not going to 
listen for what He says? When I do all the talking and 
asking, any “answers” I get aren’t from Him anyway, 
but are just my own.

God wants me to listen to Him as much as I 
want Him to listen to me. But for that to happen, I 
must be still and listen carefully for His response.

That morning Mary Beth didn’t need me to say 
anything for her to find the coffee mug. On the other 
hand, when it comes to me talking with God, I 
must learn to be quiet and listen for His voice. I 
should strive to be more sensitive during and after 
my prayers. I really do need to hear what He has to 
say. After all, He is always right.

Into His Word

Show us Your love and save us! I will listen to 
You, Lord God, because You promise peace to 
those who are faithful and no longer foolish.

Psalm 85:7 (cev)
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Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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There Is a Dog 
under My Desk

Tonight I am listening to the gentle symphony of the 
rain as it brings life to all the woods around me. I am 
enjoying each and every drop: those whose landing 
flattens them out on the metal roof, and those whose 
final destination is reached only after cascading from 
leaf to branch to leaf .... first one place, then another, 
and another.

The sound alone would usually be enough to send 
me into my land of dreams. Yet, tonight the air is espe-
cially cool, and the army of breezes, which arrived with 
the rain, is having its way keeping me awake. They 
are darting in and out, first among the trees, then by 
parading through my windows like trumpeters going 
before a mighty army.

It’s difficult not to turn off this computer, go to bed, 
and simply lay there looking into the darkness, with my 
nose pressed against the screen like some boy would 
have done at the window of a neighborhood bakery 
sixty years ago.

Ali and I have been playing a little “ball” tonight. 
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That is where I throw a little rubber racquetball for her, 
and it bounces like crazy all over the place. But now it 
is time for her to leave me alone for a while so I can 
talk to you.

As I have written in past Sonbeams, Ali is my 
Westie, and she thoroughly loves lying as close to the 
window as she can, with her head propped up, nose 
searching the air for some faint scent of anything that 
does not belong in our little world.

However, I just discovered her asleep underneath 
my computer desk, near my feet. Of course, since I can’t 
see through the desktop, I didn’t know she was there.

I found her there only because I am barefoot and 
happened to move my feet around, touching her. She 
awoke; I lowered my hand down to her level. She got 
up, stretched, and walked over to feel my hand rubbing 
her back and scratching her neck.

I am so glad that God doesn’t sit at a desk. That 
He can see me anywhere, anytime ..... in all of creation. 
He knows exactly where I am at all times ..... night and 
day. His hand is out for me always. I don’t have to do 
anything in order to get His attention; He already 
knows! His touch is always waiting for me.

I don’t have to whine or beg, like Ali, for His 
attention. He loves me constantly. He created me. 
Who knows me any better than Him? I am His child. 
So are you.

It is our responsibility, privilege, honor, and 
blessing to seek His face every day, to spend time with 
Him. He always has time for His children … always.

Time alone with Him is far more rewarding 
than when I chase the bouncing rubber ball that life 
throws my way. A lot more rewarding.

Wait A Minute, God’s Still Talking
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Into His Word

Glory in His holy name; Let the hearts of those 
rejoice who seek the Lord! Seek the Lord and 
His strength; Seek His face evermore!

1 Chronicles 16:10–11 (nkjv)

Hear my voice when I call, O Lord; be merciful 
to me and answer me. My heart says of You, 
‘Seek His face!’ Your face, Lord, I will seek.

Psalm 27:7–8 (niv)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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I Can Tell You’re 
Not Her Mother

When my daughters were growing up, I often got 
asked, “Mom, can I...(dye my hair, go to the mall, 
have a bunny...)” If my answer was no, then I would 
hear, “But Susie (or Joanie or Sarah) gets to do 
that!” And yes, you know it, my standard answer was: 
“I’m not her mother.”

One day my daughter Crystal and I were on our 
way to the grocery store when we saw a young girl 
riding her bike in the street. The girl was weaving 
carelessly back and forth across the street, and Crystal 
said, “I can tell you’re not her mother!”

An amused smile crossed my face. It warmed 
my heart and told me that my daughter did remember 
what I was trying to teach her. Not only that, but 
she was able to recognize right and wrong without me 
having to constantly point it out.

That is one of the goals that God wants us to strive 
for in our relationship with him. We should live 
our life in such a way that when others see how we 
live, they should be able to turn to those around them 

Wait A Minute, God’s Still Talking
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and say, “Listen to the way she talks. Watch how she 
treats those around her. The love in her life bears 
witness that she belongs to the Father in Heaven.”

He desires us to know Him so well that we, too, 
are able to see things He doesn’t want us doing. Too 
often though, there is a tendency to look at someone’s 
money status, the car one drives, where one lives, or 
where one goes to church and then decide if someone 
is a believer or not. Jesus always looked to the inside 
of a person, not their surroundings or occupation or 
status in the community.

Crystal was just saying what was on her mind. She 
had a way of simply letting the words do that. And for 
her to say what she did … well, it made me proud of 
her.

I wonder what God thinks of the way I remember 
his directions for my life and how well I follow them?

Into His Word

Your love for one another will prove to the world 
that you are My disciples.

John 13:34–36 (nlt)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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“Oh,” He Said, and He 
Put the Snake Down

My time with the Lord this morning is different than 
usual. A friend of ours, Amanda, spent the night with 
us last night here in Henderson, and her son, Preston, 
joined me in our swing in the front yard. So, my “quiet 
time,” was more of a “semi-quiet time” instead.

In fact, as I was trying to tell him the story of Daniel 
and the lions’ den, Preston kept poking the head of 
a three-foot-long inflatable snake in my face. I said, 
“Preston, please don’t do that.”

Like many three-year-olds, he replied, “Why not?” 
“It bothers me, and because God says you should 

treat others like you want to be treated, and you wouldn’t 
want me to be sticking the snake in your face,” was my 
sage reply.

“God can’t talk. I didn’t hear Him say 
anything,” Preston quickly popped back, continuing 
to hold the fake snake next to my neck.

I gently pushed the snake away from my face. I 
believe the Lord then gave me a very simple, child-
like answer for Preston, and a quick reminder for me. 

Wait A Minute, God’s Still Talking
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Looking directly into Preston’s eyes, I asked, “Have you 
ever gotten a birthday card from your mom?”

“Yeah,” he slowly drawled back.
“Were there just a bunch of words in it, or did your 

mom write something in the card?”
He had to think about this one for a minute. “Yes, 

she wrote something inside.”
“I haven’t seen your birthday card, but I’ll bet that 

your mom wrote that she loved you a whole lot. And 
you know what? When you grow up a little more, and 
when you learn to read better, you can read that birth-
day card over and over. Every time you read what your 
mom wrote you, you can remember again that she loves 
you. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes.”
I slowly ran my hand across the already opened 

pages of my Bible and said softly, “Preston, everything 
in here was said by God Himself, and He had bunches 
of different people write it down so people, just like 
you and me, can know how much He loves us. He 
tells us about Jesus and all sorts of other things.”

Preston was watching my face intently as I contin-
ued, “He tells us how to live, how to love God, and 
He tells us how to love other people.

“In your birthday card from your mom, you have her 
words for you, and in the Bible, we have God’s words 
for us. That’s what I meant when I told you ‘God said.’ 
I was saying it was in the Bible.”

He looked at me for a minute, like he was doing 
some sort of mind scan to see if I really believed what I 
was saying. “Oh,” he said, and he put the snake down.

Four hours later, Amanda and Preston were gone, 
but all of God’s promises are here to stay forever.
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Into His Word

Everything in the Scriptures is God’s Word. All of 
it is useful for teaching and helping people and for 
correcting them and showing them how to live.

2 Timothy 3:16 (cev)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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Anyone Who Saw 
Her Face Knew

Running late last Sunday, we visited the Bar None 
Cowboy Church. We found a very relaxed atmosphere, 
and since many of the people work on ranches or farms, 
lots of t-shirts, jeans and boots.

Anyone who saw the face of the lady across the aisle 
from us knew without a doubt that she and the sun 
were very good friends. She had a ruddy complexion, 
wrinkles (wrinkles are good things!), and a tan that had 
been earned the hard way … not bought in some store. 
Her tan was from exposure to the real sun!

As I sat there, I wondered about myself. What can 
people tell when they look at me? I don’t mean sun-
drenched or weathered, because I’m not talking about 
the effects of the sun in the sky on my skin.

I’m talking about the effects of the true Son, the Son 
of God, Jesus Christ, on my life. I have been touched 
by the Son, but can anyone, even my family and close 
friends, tell it by my life?

Does my personal relationship with Jesus Christ 
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really show? Can others see that I have had a close 
encounter with the living God?

What they see is not so much a quick ‘take-a-
peek-and-decide’ kind of look either, it’s more a video 
of my daily walk. My life choices are open proof of 
my life values.

The sun-changed, outward appearance of the lady 
across the aisle was very obvious. When I am being 
drenched by the Son through regularly spending time 
with him, I will be affected through the power of the 
Holy Spirit and those around me will know it without a 
doubt. It cannot be hidden; it always shows.

Into His Word

God’s Spirit makes us loving, happy, peaceful, 
patient, kind, good, faithful, gentle, and self-con-
trolled. There is no law against behaving in any 
of these ways. And because we belong to Christ 
Jesus, we have killed our selfish feelings and 
desires. God’s Spirit has given us life, and so we 
should follow the Spirit.

Galatians 5:22–25 (cev)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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Looking to Jump Down

Frogs are my companions tonight, as I spend my quiet 
time with you. Looking down into the woods, lights are 
reflecting from across the lake, glowing like the eyes of 
small animals peering at me from among the branches 
and limbs of the trees. As the wind blows, the limbs 
move, giving an artificial action to the lights, like those 
animals are moving around ever so slightly.

Tonight I am trying something new. Ali, my Westie, 
is here on the rear deck with me, standing guard as if 
to keep away even lions, and tigers, and bears, oh my! 
Right now, though, I have put her in my hammock. She 
is not pleased. She is whining ever so slightly … look-
ing to jump down, yet afraid to jump, but doesn’t want 
to stay either.

She is safe in the hammock, because I am right here 
to safeguard her. Yet, since she is not used to it, she is 
scared to be in unknown surroundings. She reminds 
me of me. So many times I want to jump out of where 
God has seemingly placed me. Oftentimes, I am afraid 
of this new situation. On the other hand, I realize that 
I am in an unknown place and I am uncomfortable in 
simply staying there.
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Afraid to jump and reluctant to stay; I would not 
want to make the decision alone. I am glad prayer is 
available.

Into His Word

Don’t worry about anything; instead, pray about 
everything. Tell God what you need, and 
thank Him for all He has done. Then you will 
experience God’s peace, which exceeds anything 
we can understand. His peace will guard your 
hearts and minds as you live in Christ Jesus.

Philippians 4:6–7 (nlt)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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A Cell Phone, the 
Garden of Eden, and 

My Math Class

“Is that an earphone you’re wearing, Lance?” I asked 
one of my math students during class one Wednesday 
afternoon. His face showed the guilty look of a child 
caught playing with his brother’s toys. All my students 
know from day one that using any kind of cell phone in 
my class is not allowed.

As he casually tried to cover his ear and remove 
the earphone, he replied, “What phone, Mr. Powell?” 
While tilting his head to one side and smiling inno-
cently, he slowly slid his hand down toward his pants 
pocket.

Returning his smile, I calmly said, “The one you 
have in your hand.”

“Well, yes it is, Mr. P., but it isn’t on.” Lance did 
what most of us do in the same situation; he tried to 
hide what he was doing. Next he tried throwing me off 
track by saying something that I hadn’t asked him … a 
sign of guilt.
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Opportunities to draw a parallel to a greater truth 
don’t come along very often at the community col-
lege where I teach, so I decided to open the scope of 
this incident a little more. “Class, what just happened 
between Lance and me reminds me of a story I read 
about it in a history book … and we all can learn from 
it.”

The story took place in the garden of Eden, and 
it’s like the last few minutes in here. This history book 
says that God was walking in the garden of Eden, and 
called out to Adam, “Adam, where are you?” Now, 
God didn’t really need to call to Adam because He 
knew exactly where Adam was hiding. God always 
knows everything.

Just a minute ago, when I asked Lance about his 
phone, I knew he had it in his ear because I saw it 
there. I just wanted him to admit that he had messed 
up, but instead he tried to hide his wrongdoing … just 
like Adam tried to do, like you and I do, too.

In the garden of Eden, God called out to him so 
Adam could answer and God could confront Adam 
with what Adam had done. Adam thought he could 
hide from God and hide what he had done, but he was 
wrong. In the same way, you and I can’t hide the wrong 
things we do from God, either.

At this point in my class, anything else I would say 
might be more “preachy than teachy,” so I faded back 
to math. The more I thought about the two things, 
the garden of Eden and my math class, the more I felt 
like both the student and like Adam......trying to hide 
my mistakes, my sins, from God.

God knows exactly how and when we are tempted 
and he offers a way out every time. When we sin, God 
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wants to hear the confession from our mouths (verbally 
telling him that we have sinned). He desires to see a 
change within us (in the attitude of our hearts toward 
our sin). He rejoices in our repentance (a turning away 
from that sin) through the way we live.

That’s why God keeps calling us over and over 
to do His will … even when we’re not doing it and 
we’re trying to hide it. It’s up to us to answer Him.

Into His Word

For the word of God is full of living power. It is 
sharper than the sharpest knife, cutting deep into 
our innermost thoughts and desires. It exposes us 
for what we really are.

Nothing in all creation can hide from 
Him. Everything is naked and exposed before 
His eyes. This is the God to whom we must 
explain all that we have done.

That is why we have a great High Priest who 
has gone to heaven, Jesus the Son of God. Let us 
cling to Him and never stop trusting Him.

Hebrews 4:12–14 (nlt)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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It’s Just a Couple of Blocks

“It’s just a couple of blocks,” he said. Of course, that’s 
what my son, Crash, usually says when I ask him to 
fasten his seatbelt. On the other hand, like most 
geezers, I usually have mine on before we even start 
the car.

No, nothing happened to him. It’s not about 
the consequences of “this happened ’cause you didn’t 
wear your seatbelt.” This is simply about what is 
available to each one of us, yet goes unused like a seat 
belt: prayer.

A seatbelt is to keep a person inside of the car. 
In most cases the body of the vehicle accepts the 
major impact and damage, acting like a shield around 
our soft bodies.

Prayer is a lot like seatbelt. Many people use 
seatbelts only for long trips at high speeds. However, 
most life-altering accidents occur close to home, and 
usually at less than 40 miles per hour.

Many people think that God cares only in case of 
an emergency, health crisis, or when a major, life-
changing decision has to be made. That’s when they 
call on Him.

God loves us and cares about each one of us. On the  
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other hand, a seatbelt is there to help protect us from 
harm when traveling. Every time we are in a car or 
truck, we choose to buckle up or not.

In big-time prayers or little prayers (although to 
God there are no ‘little’ prayers), God promises 
that when we ask anything in His name, He will 
send the Holy Spirit to guide us into all truth. 
However, just as that seatbelt does not connect itself 
automatically, we must take the first steps toward 
Him.

God is waiting and willing to answer all of our 
questions in his timing and for his glory. He will 
guide us and direct us in all areas … not just the major 
ones. It doesn’t matter to God if our request is for 
something very, very small in our eyes, such as 
what movie we should attend, or when we cannot find 
the right words for a friend; He is there with the right 
answer.

Buckle up your prayer life and keep it connected. It 
works every time.

Matthew 7:7–8 (nkjv)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:

Into His Word
Ask, and it will be given to you; seek, and you 
will find; knock, and it will be opened to you. For 
everyone who asks receives, and he who seeks 
finds, and to him who knocks it will be opened.
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Hugh’s Garden 
for Mary Lois

Looking out our window this morning, I can see our 
four tomato plants over in one little corner of the gar-
den that Mary Beth’s dad, Hugh, built for her mother, 
Mary Lois. The rest of the garden is covered with a 
tarp-like thing to keep weeds and stuff from growing 
in it.

We are only using about one-tenth of what Hugh 
built. An engineer, he designed the garden to exact 
dimensions, laid out in five rectangles with concrete 
walks in between the beds.

Believe it or not, he designed the walks exactly wide 
enough for the back wheels of Mary Beth’s daughters’ 
(that’d be Joy’s and Crystal’s) tricycles so they could 
drive in between the rows of plants while Grandmother 
Mary Lois tended it. Now that’s a grandparent’s plan-
ning and love!

A couple of months ago when Tammy was still stay-
ing with us, she and Mary Beth planted some squash 
and those tomato plants. Guess what? Squash died. 
Yea! Tomatoes survived. Yea, again!
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We finally had to fix the water to come on automati-
cally because we kept forgetting about it. But the results 
are some very tasty ’maters. Our little crop is doing so 
well that we are sharing them with our neighbors.

God will honor that first step. Like I said, most of 
Hugh’s gift to Mary Lois is undercover, not being used. 
However, that corner that we uncovered and are using 
is bearing fruit that is pleasing to us and to others.

How much more pleasure would it bring to God if 
each of us would try to use just some of the gifts that 
he has designed and planted in us? We don’t have to try 
to do everything at once … just start out in one small 
corner of our lives.

Don’t be afraid to step forward. Use that which God 
has already placed there, but you have been afraid to 
use for fear of failure or embarrassment. It doesn’t have 
to be perfect, and it rarely is. Rest assured that there 
will be spiritual weeds and immaturity to battle, just 
like in our little tomato garden…and just like in 
every person’s life.

God is with you, with fruit for you to bear … beyond 
the weeds, beyond the insects, and beyond the birds 
that come and try to steal what God is planning for 
your life. You are designed and created to be far more 
than you are today.

Step out … stop holding back. Don’t wait until you 
think you “have to do it all at once” or until you think 
everything is in place.

His seeds are already planted in your heart. His gifts 
are waiting for you to taste them and share them with 
others. Do like Mary Beth and I did with the toma-
toes … start with just one little corner.
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Into His Word

Whoever can be trusted with very little can also 
be trusted with much.

Luke 16:10a (niv)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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Our Doo-Tee-Doo

Around these parts, the round paper cylinder in the 
middle of a roll of toilet paper or paper towels is called a 
doo-tee-doo because you can put an empty one to your 
lips and go, “doooooo-teeeee-dooooo,” and make a great 
noise. We even teach our little children to do it; they 
love it and it is great fun.

We were blessed to have two of our grandchildren, 
Aedyn and Kaedynce, over to our home a couple of weeks 
ago. Grandmother (Mary Beth) was reading some cow 
book to Aedyn (four) while I was watching Kaedynce 
(nearly two) actively play with some of her toys.

Somehow Kaedynce found a partial roll of paper tow-
els that I had left on one of our end tables, and before I 
could get across the room, she quickly stripped off the 
remaining fifteen to twenty paper towels and proudly 
held up the paper cylinder for me to see.

Without hesitation, and with a great smile on her face, 
she put one end to her mouth and went “dooooo-teeeee-
doooo!” We clapped and cheered her accomplishment! To 
her, the towels were only the wrapping around the doo-
tee-doo, the paper cylinder. In her simple mind, all that 
mattered was that strong cylinder down the middle.
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Come to think about it, without that doo-tee-doo in 
the middle, the paper towels would be just a big mess 
to deal with anyway. If you don’t think so, just unroll a 
roll sometime, remove the hard paper center core, and 
then try to find some way of keeping the paper towels in 
order. It just won’t work.

Each of us can be compared to a roll of paper tow-
els too, and Jesus was sent to be our only doo-tee-
doo. Unless we are wrapped around Him, centered 
on Him, secure with Him, we are a mess. We have no 
order and no stability.

And when our life gets shaken and begins to unravel, 
without Christ things just fall apart … no order, no sup-
port, a mess, just like a roll of paper towels without its 
doo-tee-doo.

We were not created to wrap our lives around just 
anything. God has created each of us to have life abun-
dantly by following His Word and by us having 
Jesus Christ as the center core.

That’s the only way life works!
It’s a great truth that our strength comes from being 
centered on Him, wrapped around Him, and His 
love wrapped around us. There are times we learn 
valuable lessons from little children, and for me … this 
was one of those times.

Into His Word

And He [ Jesus] said: “I tell you the truth, unless 
you change and become like little children, you 
will never enter the kingdom of heaven.”

Matthew 18:3 (niv)
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Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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The Anchor

Ouch! That hurt!
We were having dinner at Francisco’s, the new Mexican 
restaurant in Henderson. Warren’s mom and brother 
were in from out of town, and Crash, Alisha and Kenny 
joined us - great fam time.

Then there it was -- just a comment -- actually 
a quote of something someone from my past had 
said about me. The pain was immediate and intense, 
somewhat like being kicked in the stomach.

Later when Warren and I talked about it, I asked, 
“Why does she still have that much power to hurt me? 
I thought I was past this.”

I thought I was “past” this. That was exactly 
the problem. I just set the issue on the shelf and let 
the dust collect on it, thinking that would take care of 
it.

Oh no … that just makes a dusty junk pile!Warren 
compared it to an anchor on a boat. As long as the 
water is calm, you don’t notice that the anchor is 
there. But when a storm comes along (the comment at 
dinner) there’s that tug, reminding me that there’s 
an old junk pile in my life that I haven’t dealt with.Okay, so how do I deal with it? Forgive!
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Easier said than done! (Can I get an “Amen”?)
I have experience with forgiveness. My first mar-

riage ended in divorce … twenty-three years and two 
kids later … divorce.

God required me to forgive my ex-husband. Not 
because my ex deserved it. Not because he asked (he 
didn’t). But because the unforgiveness in my 
heart toward my ex interfered with my 
relationship with Jesus.

I couldn’t worship as freely.
I couldn’t hear the voice of the Lord as well.
I couldn’t sense God’s presence as strongly.
Yes, I think I’ve graduated from Forgiveness 101 

(forgiving my ex-husband). Now it seems it’s time for 
Forgiveness 202 (forgiving my ex-daughter-in-law).

The first time I prayed (and prayed and prayed) 
until I could sincerely confess with my mouth, “Lord, I 
choose to forgive Tom.” Then I found that just once, no 
matter how genuine, was not enough. So many, many 
times over many months I continued to confess, “Lord, 
I choose to forgive Tom,” until finally the Holy Spirit 
took my confession and turned it into spiritual reality.

How did I know when it happened? It quit 
hurting.

It quit hurting when I thought about him … it quit 
hurting when I heard something about him … it quit 
hurting when I talked about him … it quit hurting.

You may ask, “won’t time simply heal that hurt?” 
No … because sooner or later, there will come another 
storm, and the memories will just bury that anchor a 
little deeper every time … 
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Into His Word

For if you forgive people their trespasses [their 
reckless and willful sins, leaving them, letting 
them go, and giving up resentment], your heav-
enly Father will also forgive you.
But if you do not forgive others their trespasses 
[their reckless and willful sins, leaving them, let-
ting them go, and giving up resentment], neither 
will your Father forgive you your trespasses.

Matthew 9:14–15 (amp)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:



Warren and Mary Beth Powell50

Chasing Squirrels

Coco is our small, Westie-mix dog, and she has joined 
me in the swing in our front yard. Three or four squirrels 
are frolicking around our largest tree, about twenty feet 
away, while other squirrels play chase in our neighbor’s 
yard. Coco’s head moves quickly back-and-forth, and her 
ears twitch as her eyes follow the squirrels’ every move.

She really loves squirrels … I mean, she loves to chase 
squirrels, and although inside her mind she is prob-
ably showing every one of them who’s the fastest critter 
around, she remains firmly snuggled up against my leg. 
My hand is scratching her head, but I am not keeping her 
from jumping down to run after our furry intruders.

Coco has been trained not to chase the squirrels. 
However, if she were to wander out into the front yard 
alone and see squirrels out there, you can bet the family 
farm that she would be chasing them with great fervor 
and enthusiasm anyway.

Right now, however, she would have to leave my side 
and lose the touch of my hand in order to chase the squir-
rels, and when faced with that choice, at least this time, 
she stays here with me.

In seeing this simple lesson about behavior between 



Wait A Minute, God’s Still Talking 51

Coco and the squirrels, it also became a picture of my 
relationship with the Lord. As a believer in Christ Jesus, I 
believe Christ is by my side at all times.

Therefore, every time I sin, I make the decision to 
distance myself from Him so that I can do my own 
thing and chase the so-called squirrels of this world … 
that is, to sin. However, until this happened with Coco, 
I just never thought of it that way before.

Right now, Coco chooses closeness to me over chasing 
the squirrels. That pleases me.

May I always choose fellowship with my Lord above 
anything the world offers me in his place. That pleases 
God.

Into His Word

He will cover you with His feathers. He will 
shelter you with His wings. His faithful 
promises are your armor and protection.

Psalm 91:4 (nlt)

By Your words I can see where I’m going; 
they throw a beam of light on my dark path. I’ve 
committed myself and I’ll never turn back from 
living by Your righteous order.

Psalm 119:105 (msg)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this story:
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I Lied to God in Church 
This Morning

It hurts to write this story today, but it’s what happened 
and I believe I’m supposed to share it so that you don’t 
fall into the same trap. Although I am a believer, I must 
confess that I lied to God in church this morning.

When Mary Beth bakes me some of her made-
from-scratch cookies, I tell her “They’re wonderful.” I 
mean it; after all, they are. (Of course, she is wonderful, 
too, but that’s a whole book by itself.) The fact is, the 
very words I say express what I really believe.

That brings me to this morning at Rose Heights 
Church in Tyler. We were singing and praising God in 
song, when one short phrase jumped down from 
the screen: “You are my everything, I will adore 
You.” As others continued singing, those words 
repeated over and over in my mind.

A voice inside asked me why I was singing with so 
much emotion and enthusiasm. I was caught off guard. 
Everybody was singing; it’s just a song.

Then I realized, it was not just a song. When I sing 
a song, the words are my witness to the truth of those 
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words … I really believe what I sing. It’s like saying the 
Pledge of Allegiance. If I don’t totally believe every 
word of the pledge, then I shouldn’t say it.

The way a song is sung has nothing to do with it. 
Whether it’s “The Old Rugged Cross” a cappella, or 
“Breathe” by Michael W. Smith with a full praise and 
worship band, when I sing the words, I am testifying to 
God that I really believe what I am singing.

This morning as I sang, I was actually telling God 
that He is my everything. However, until I let Him 
be my everything, in every part of my life, those words 
are just words, and they’re not really true for me, yet. 
So, I lied to God in church this morning.

It’s as if I took the witness stand in court, promised 
to tell the whole truth, but lied.

Just because I was singing those words instead of 
saying them does not change things.

What God wants is for me to mean what I say, 
whether I raise my hand in court, tell Mary Beth some-
thing, or sing a song in church. In this particular case, 
he deserves better than me just singing some words 
because those around me are doing it.

He wants all of my life to be in his hands so that 
when I sing, “You are my everything,” it really is 
true.

Into His Word

Let the words of my mouth and the meditation of 
my heart Be acceptable in Your sight, O Lord, my 
strength and my Redeemer.

Psalm 19:14 (nkjv)
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Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this story:
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The Door Is Open

As I sat at my desk this morning, Ali, my trusted Westie, 
was barking furiously from her position of authority atop 
the perch I built for her on the sofa. From there she could 
lie on the stack of cushions and watch through the window 
screen, keeping her eyes on the road and the front yard. She 
kept close watch for all intruders, whether a squirrel, neigh-
borhood dog or simply neighbors out for a stroll.

This morning it was the neighbors, plus their dog, 
driving Ali to rise to the occasion as protector of her 
realm. Usually she will start barking, run over to my side, 
bark some kind of message to me in dog talk (I have told 
her I don’t speak Dog), run to the front door, back to me, 
and back to the window, barking all the way.

This morning the weather was so nice that I had 
both the front door and glass storm door propped open, 
leading out onto the deck. She just didn’t know it.

She just sat at the window, barking her news for all 
to hear. I had to laugh as I watched her futile efforts. 
All she had to do was go to the door; it was already 
open. Instead she barked and barked, telling them how 
it would be different and all the things she would do if 
only the door was open.
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My laughter began to slow to a stop when I realized 
that I do the same thing. Many times, I, too, sit at the door 
of my life, telling others and myself what I would do if the 
door of opportunity were open for me in this area or that.

I have to decide whether I will sit in my own safety, 
simply complaining and barking at adversity through 
the window, or find the open doors that God already has 
for me and do more than just talk about it.

God used Ali this morning to show me another of 
His truths … that through Him the door is open. The 
Bible promises that through Him all things are 
possible.

The door is closed only in my own imagination. In 
fact, many old doors that were closed in my past are 
now open … I just haven’t recognized them.

Please pray that you and I not only go to those 
doors, but that we have the faith in God to venture 
outside and get into the action … no matter how 
hesitant or afraid we are.

Into His Word
Nothing is impossible for God!

Luke 1:37 (cev)

But He said, ‘The things which are impossible 
with men are possible with God.’

Luke 18:27 (nkjv)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this story:
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Part Two
Sonbeams from Around 

our House



Part II
Sonbeams from Around our House
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Love and Our  
Two-seat Swing

I love watching dawn arrive while sitting in our two-
seat swing. If you have been reading our stories for very 
long, you know that many Sonbeams are birthed dur-
ing quiet times spent in that swing.

Whoever designed it intended the seat to rock 
smoothly from front-to-back. When I go from side-to-
side instead, that creates stress where stress was never 
intended and some parts will fail because they cannot 
stand the pressure. That’s simply not the way our swing 
was designed.

God created me in somewhat the same way. He lov-
ingly prepared the interior of my heart as a dwelling 
place for Himself. However, when I choose not to 
let God, or God’s love, into my heart, I’m trying to 
live my life my own way, from my own strength 
instead of His, just like forcing our swing to go from 
side-to-side.

Anything that I try to make happen, even if I call 
it love, will always be inferior to God’s love, and 
my attempts, no matter how well-intentioned, will 
eventually fail. My love alone can never be enough. 
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That’s simply not the way I am designed. My love 
has many limitations … God’s has none. His love 
never fails.

A swing is just a swing, so going from side-to-side 
in it is no big deal, but my life has to be anchored to 
and centered in God’s love. And well, that is a big 
deal. In fact, my life depends upon it.

Into His Word
May Christ through your faith [actually] dwell 
(settle down, abide, make His permanent home) 
in your hearts! May you be rooted deep in love 
and founded securely on love.

Ephesians 3:17 (amp)

My thoughts are nothing like your 
thoughts,” says the Lord. “And My ways are far 
beyond anything you could imagine. For just as 
the heavens are higher than the earth, so My 
ways are higher than your ways and My thoughts 
higher than your thoughts.

Isaiah 55:8–9 (nlt)

For God loved the world so much that He 
gave His one and only Son, so that everyone 
who believes in Him will not perish but have 
eternal life.

John 3:16 (nlt)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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It’s Not Enough to 
Worry With

It's trash day. That’s what came to mind as I got up 
and went downstairs this morning. After Delilah, our 
six-year-old collie who thinks she’s still a puppy, was 
let out into the backyard, I grabbed a plastic bag and 
started my rounds to the small wastebaskets through-
out our home. To the best of my memory, there was not 
a lot to get, but maybe Mary Beth had filled one or two 
up, so I needed to check each one.

Downstairs bathroom, under my desk, then upstairs 
to the other bathroom I went, very professionally 
scooping up a wastebasket in one hand, pouring its 
contents into the large bag in my other hand. Never 
spilling one Kleenex or paper or anything! Boy, am I 
good or what?

To save myself some steps, when I came to our bed-
room, rather than walk across the room, I just glanced 
at the clear plastic basket. Seeing that it had very little 
in it, I decided to let it go until it got worse … maybe 
next time.

As I walked back down the stairs, that little trash in 
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the basket upstairs became a picture in my mind … not 
of just trash in a basket, but little piles of trash in my 
life. It represented those little bitty sins in my own life 
that have slowly piled up … none of them never really 
big enough to attract a lot of my attention by itself.

Instead they are tucked away … a basket here, 
another basket there … and I tell myself that as soon as 
the trash in my life “gets in the way” of the Lord and 
me, well, I’ll deal with it then. In the meantime, I’ll just 
live like it doesn’t exist.

Trash is trash. Sin is sin. Who have I been fool-
ing? Certainly not God. Any trash in my life is trash in 
his eyes … and needs to be dealt with now instead of 
“waiting till it gets worse.”

Each of us get so accustomed to seeing those little 
piles of trash that many times we overlook them and 
put them off time and time again until they simply 
become a part of the way we live.

Things that are not a part of God are a part of this 
world and are a stench to his nostrils, no matter what 
we think about their size. We are instructed to seek for-
giveness for everything we do outside of his will … not 
to wait until we have a full basket to empty.

That little wastebasket in the corner of our bed-
room is not really enough to worry about this morn-
ing. On the other hand, our relationship with Jesus and 
the trash that hinders our daily fellowship with our 
Creator … well, that needs our daily attention.

Jesus said “daily,” and I believe him. 
You’ll have to work yours out for yourself … I 

have wastebaskets of my own to empty.
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Into His Word

Then Jesus said to all the people: ‘If any of 
you want to be My followers, you must forget 
about yourself. You must take up your cross each 
day and follow Me.’

Luke 9:23 (cev)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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Good for Only 
Forty-two Days

I wish you had been here with me to enjoy this beauti-
ful morning. Although a thunderstorm was due before 
noon, the temperature was around 60 and very nice. It 
sounded like all the birds are talking about the 
weather, warning everyone to get to their homes as 
soon as breakfast was finished.

Sitting outside, a sense of God’s closeness and 
assuredness overwhelmed me. A few leaves were still 
hanging desperately overhead, painting a colored back-
drop for some geese who were circling, looking for a 
safe place to land on Lake Tyler.

Earlier this morning, probably around 5:00 or so, 
a plea over the radio was made by a local blood 
bank. There is a blood shortage, and they need 
volunteers to give blood. The announcer said that 
donated blood is good for only 42 days and their 
supply was dangerously low. He then mentioned that 
some lives might be lost if enough blood was not 
given in time.

As I went about doing my laundry, getting the dish-
washer started, and sweeping leaves off the decks (yes, 
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in the faint dim glow of the moon), that announce-
ment about the blood came to mind. Have you ever 
had something seemingly insignificant that just didn’t 
want to go away?

It was the part about “blood is good for only 42 
days.” As I understand it, if I give a pint of blood, and 
it’s not used within that time frame, that blood is no 
good. Its time runs out.

Then I thought about Jesus choosing to die on the 
cross, shedding his blood for you and me, the only 
blood worthy as the supreme sacrifice to God for our 
sins. We were bought with the blood of Jesus Christ, 
the blood of the only Son of God.

His blood was good not for just 42 days like ours 
is, but his blood is good forever! Praise God that 
Jesus’ one-time gift of sinless sacrifice sealed our secu-
rity for eternity.

Into His Word

Just think how much more the blood of Christ 
will purify our consciences from sinful deeds so 
that we can worship the living God. For by 
the power of the eternal Spirit, Christ offered 
Himself to God as a perfect sacrifice for our sins.

Hebrews 9:14, 26 (nlt)

In Him we have redemption through His blood, 
the forgiveness of sins, according to the riches of 
His grace which He made to abound toward us in 
all wisdom and prudence.

Ephesians 1:7–8 (nkjv)
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For God in all his fullness was pleased to live 
in Christ, and through Him God reconciled 
everything to himself. He made peace with 
everything in heaven and on earth by means of 
Christ’s blood on the cross.

Colossians 1:19–20 (nlt)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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Solar Screens and a 
Replacement God

Last year we bought solar screens for some of our win-
dows. However, the ones at the head of our bed have an 
unwanted side effect. When Mary Beth and I look out 
of them, there is horrible distortion.

One morning, as I was looking toward our backyard 
through other windows, I realized my view was excel-
lent. There was no distortion at all, even though they 
were the same kind of solar screens. This puzzled me.

I had done the installation myself. On the backyard 
windows, I removed the old screens and then installed 
the new ones (second floor windows, tall wobbly lad-
der, and old dude doing the work). However, on the 
windows with the distortion, I couldn’t reach the old 
screens, so I simply installed the new screens over the 
old ones.

The problem wasn’t with a solar screen at all. The 
distortion was because I held onto the old and wanted 
to have all the benefits of the new ones, too. I had 
missed one of the most important things about the 
new screens: they are replacement screens, not add-ons.
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God used a simple solar screen and the distorted 
view from my window to teach me a very valuable les-
son (again) about the relationship between God and 
me. When someone accepts Christ as personal savior, 
that life becomes new. The old life is done away with 
forever.

Our new life in Him is to replace our old life … 
not to be added to it. When we hold on to anything 
from our old life, it distorts our view of everything. 
It creates problems with our life in Christ. Our 
judgment is distorted.

Quite often we whisper to ourselves that we can 
hold on to some little part from our old ways, our old 
life before Christ, but God knows better.

Until we totally let go of the “old me” and stop 
hanging on, well, then all we see, all we do, and all we 
think about … is distorted, just like the view through 
those screens at the head of our bed.

Replacement means to totally do away with our old 
habits, our old ways of thinking, and put on the new: 
God’s way!

Under the cloak of Christ, each believer is given 
an entirely new way of thinking, of living, of loving in 
Christ.

Into His Word

Anyone who belongs to Christ is a new person. 
The past is forgotten, and everything is new.

2 Corinthians 5:17 (cev)

Since you have heard about Jesus and have 
learned the truth that comes from Him, throw 
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off your old sinful nature and your former way of 
life, which is corrupted by lust and deception. 
Instead, let the Spirit renew your thoughts and 
attitudes. Put on your new nature, created to 
be like God—truly righteous and holy.

Ephesians 4:21–24 (nlt)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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Me, My Bed, and God

Around 5:30 this morning I awoke thinking about 
my bed. Even though it had been years since my wife, 
Jean, passed away, I still found myself staying on my 
side of the bed. You see, I had a king-size bed, and 
since I was unmarried and slept alone I could sleep all 
over it if I wanted to.

There I was semi-snoozing, and I sensed that God 
was whispering something to me. He said that I treat 
him like I treat my bed. I asked him how in the world 
that could be … 

What I think he asked me was, since I had the bed 
to myself, why did I stay over in my little area. I told 
God that was a good question because on the other 
side of the bed, sheets hardly ever got dirty and the 
mattress never got used.

The left side was my side. No matter where Jean 
and I had lived, I slept on that side. It was like a tradi-
tion. (Under the circumstances I thought it was a pretty 
decent answer so early in the morning.)

God said that He was going to use my bed as 
an example in a short lesson. I sensed that He was 
telling me that spiritually I am accustomed to staying 

Wait A Minute, God’s Still Talking



Warren and Mary Beth Powell72

in one place, too. Just like I rarely sleep on all the bed, 
He said many times I limit Him in what He has for 
me.

He told me that I was not the only one doing it, 
which didn’t help me feel any better. He has more 
of Himself for all of us, yet we have become so stuck 
in our ways, and for all sorts of excuses, that we 
won’t even give Him a chance to help us expand and 
grow in Him.

Just like I have excuses for sleeping in the same 
area of my bed, when it comes to going into new areas 
with God, we say things like, “But I’ve always done it 
this way,” “I am used to sitting in the same place every 
week,” “I am comfortable,” “I am too old to change,” 
”I like the way we sing songs or do study groups,” and 
“I am used to my God the way I have Him right now.”

Whatever our excuses, God is saying that we limit 
Him. We need to let God be God in -- and over -- 
new areas for each of our lives. There’s always more of 
God. We need to seek all that He has for us.

He has no favorites. God loves each one of 
us equally … just as much as He loves Paul, and 
Peter, and John. In exchange for His love, He asks in 
return for us to love Him above all else, love our 
neighbor, and seek all that He has for us.

I believe that even means He’ll use my bed to teach 
me a lesson in the early morning hours of a 4th of 
July. Come to think of it, though, this lesson is 
about freedom, a spiritual freedom, right?

The greatest thing is that we don’t have to go 
through anyone else to find what is available. He says 
that when we purpose in our hearts to know 
His direction for our lives, He will always guide us 
down His path. He has all the answers.
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So tonight maybe I will try sleeping in the middle of 
the bed or maybe even go over to the other side. It 
might feel a little different, but I could get used to it. 
Perhaps I will even like it more.

I know there is a lot more of God. I want more 
and more of Him in my life. I want to be overflowing 
with all that He has available for me. Don’t you, too?

Into His Word
Peter fairly exploded with his good news: “It’s 
God’s own truth, nothing could be plainer: God 
plays no favorites! It makes no difference who you 
are or where you’re from—if you want God 
and are ready to do as He says, the door is open.”

Acts 10:34 (msg)

“Teacher,” they said, “we know how honest 
You are. You teach the way of God truthfully. 
You are impartial and don’t play favorites.”

Matthew 22:16 (nlt)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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My Socks Were Too Hot

Although this happened to me over a month ago, it 
seems like just this morning. I was running a little late 
and was waiting for a particular pair of socks to finish 
drying.

Time was fading fast; traffic was going to slow my 
trip to teach my college classes. So, I opened the door 
to my clothes dryer, and I grabbed the chosen pair of 
socks. Hot! They seemed hotter than usual.

I could not put them on my feet yet. Next to the 
bed, where I was sitting, was the air conditioning vent, 
and the cold air was flowing at full force. The simple 
answer was to put the socks on the vent and let the cold 
air do its work. I couldn’t wait. I wanted to apply the air 
all over each of the socks, not just one side.

Then a bright idea came to me. I opened the top 
of one sock, held it upside down over the vent, and let 
the cold air fill the sock entirely. As I watched the air 
fill the sock, the sock conformed to the shape it was 
created for … the shape and look of a sock. It was filled 
with the air from the air conditioner. It looked a lot like 
there was a foot in it.

Looking at that sock and watching it stay filled, I 
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got a short glimpse of why it is so important not just 
to know God, but also to be filled with Him. When I 
want all of Him, when I sincerely seek His face, and 
when I diligently search for His kingdom, only then 
will His life show in my own.

When my heart yearns for His righteousness, when 
I fully open all of me to His will for my life and let 
Him continually fill me up … only then will my life be 
conformed to His. When that time comes, others will 
look at me and they will see the shape, the form, 
and the indwelling of the Spirit of the King of Kings 
and Lord of Lords.

When I am not totally open to Him filling me 
with His love, His forgiveness, and His Spirit, I may 
as well be a sock, cast aside over in the corner 
with other clothes … lifeless and without form.

Into His Word 

Don’t copy the behavior and customs of this world, 
but let God transform you into a new person by 
changing the way you think. Then you will learn 
to know God’s will for you, which is good and 
pleasing and perfect.

Romans 12:2 (niv)

May you abound in and be filled with the fruits 
of righteousness (of right standing with God and 
right doing) which come through Jesus Christ 
(the Anointed One), to the honor and praise of 
God [that His glory may be both manifested and 
recognized].

Philippians 1:11 (amp)
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Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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I Didn’t Look Closely Enough

This morning the light in front of Nancy and Kevin’s 
house, across the street, was the only light when I 
moved our car to the front of our home. I closed the 
gate behind me and thought I’d go ahead and pick up 
our morning paper from its usual place out near the 
curb.

As I walked toward the street, I couldn’t see the 
newspaper anywhere. It wasn’t on the lawn, and all I 
saw was a clump of something at the edge of our drive-
way. I remember thinking to myself that what I saw 
was way too small to be our paper, though, and I won-
dered if someone had stolen it.

As I walked past the clump, much to my surprise I 
saw that it was our paper. I didn’t look closely enough 
at first to recognize the paper from the angle I was 
approaching. Plus, there was not enough light to see it 
clearly, or it would have been easier to identify. I sim-
ply jumped to a conclusion based on what I thought I 
saw.

I laughed at myself for thinking our paper had 
been stolen. But I said to myself that if there had been 
enough light, and if the paper had been on the ground 
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in its usual position (that is, more sideways to my point 
of view) then I would have been able to recognize it.

I could have stood there and “if’d” my way through 
excuses all day long, but either way, I was wrong 
about what I thought I saw or didn’t see. After all, I 
do not have God’s eyes.

As I reached our front porch, I believe the 
Holy Spirit spoke to me. He told me that my little 
experience with the newspaper had a lesson He 
wanted me to learn.

When someone doesn’t appear to live or worship 
the way I expect, well, it’s probably because I am look-
ing at them from the angle of my own personal beliefs, 
not from God’s viewpoint … and that’s my fault, not 
their wrongdoing.

I couldn’t even distinguish a newspaper in a plastic 
bag, lying in the driveway where it is supposed to be. 
What makes me think I’m in any position to see or 
decide where someone else sits in his or her fellowship 
with God? That is a spiritual relationship invisible to 
everyone but God.

Our Father in heaven is the only one who has an 
unobstructed view of every person’s life. He sees every-
thing from every angle and in his full light. He sees in 
sunlight, in shadows, and through the darkness; noth-
ing is hidden. Judging is His business … not mine.

It’s just like when my newspaper didn’t look like a 
newspaper to me, but it really was there all the time.

Lord, please forgive me for looking at other people 
through my own sin-stained eyes. Only you can see into the 
hearts and minds of those around me. Help me to be more 
patient and not jump to conclusions just because of what I 
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think I see or hear about someone else. I am yours, but I 
am not You. Please help me remember that.

Into His Word

The Lord says: “My thoughts and my ways are 
not like yours. Just as the heavens are higher 
than the earth, My thoughts and My ways are 
higher than yours.”

Isaiah 55:8–9 (cev)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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Forgive Me, God; You 
Are Not Scotch Tape

The other day I was wrapping a present for one of 
our grandsons … yea, it was Cade’s first birthday! In 
my eagerness to finish before Mary Beth and I left for 
Matt and Tara’s in Houston, I pulled too hard on the 
paper, and it ripped.

It kinda upset me at first, but then I got the tape, 
overlapped the torn pieces, and taped them together. 
It wasn’t perfect, but it was okay, I mean, passable. 
That’s one of the things Scotch tape is for … repairing 
things.

On our way to Houston, I got this nudge from the 
Lord, telling me to look back at my gift-wrapping expe-
rience. He told me that how I used the tape to repair the 
tear was also how I call on him a lot of the time … only 
because I want something fixed, or repaired, or healed 
in my life or the life of someone I care about.

He said that he really hears more from me when 
something’s wrong than at any other time.

Also, way too often, when the crisis is over I simply 
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put him back on the shelf or away in some drawer like 
I do the Scotch tape, until I need him again.

He is, and has always been, the only 24/7 God. You 
and I don’t have to need something, or want something, 
or be in a crisis to spend time with God. We are cre-
ated for fellowship with Almighty God … day-to-day, 
moment-to-moment … not just for emergency repairs.

God is here for us, loving us all the time … no mat-
ter what. That’s pure love, and that’s who God really 
is.

Forgive me, God; you are not Scotch tape. 
Please help me remember not to treat you like that 
again.

Into His Word

And we know that the Son of God has 
come, and He has given us understanding so that we can 
know the true God. And now we live in fellowship with 
the true God because we live in fellowship with His Son, 
Jesus Christ. He is the only true God, and He is eternal 
life.

1 John 5:20 (nlt)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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My Belt Almost Jumped 
Off the Bed

Mary Beth and I had some family houseguests staying 
in the guest bedroom this morning so quietness on my 
part would help. I was getting some clothes out of the 
closet and throwing them toward our bed.

Everything I tossed to the bed made it. I am such 
a good shot! However, my belt was a different story; it 
seemed to have a little mind of its own.

The belt itself landed safely on the bedspread. 
(The bed was already made … I make it up for Mary 
Beth every morning … not bragging, just loving her.) 
Anyway, the belt portion landed on top of the bed; 
however, the buckle didn’t quite make it and was hang-
ing over the side.

The weight of the buckle started to escape its land-
ing position as good old gravity began to pull slowly at 
first, and then all of a sudden, my belt almost jumped 
off the bed and landed on the carpet.

My best guess is that the buckle is only about 
10% of the belt, but whatever the buckle did, the 
belt followed.
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Let’s pretend that the buckle is our mind and the 
belt represents our life. As we think about doing some-
thing, it doesn’t stop with only entering our mind, but 
it goes down into our hearts, just like the buckle pulled 
the belt off the bed.

There is no way to keep it from getting there. The 
things in our hearts move us in our decisions, not just 
the decisions we act upon, but those we decide not to 
do, and our life falls right in line behind it.

For example, Jesus tells us that when we simply 
think about committing adultery, we have already done 
it. He is explaining the way we are created. Our heart 
and mind are interrelated … connected.

Simply put, just like the whole belt followed the 
buckle off the bed, what we think about, what we read, 
what we listen to, and what we watch constantly tugs 
and pulls our whole life along with those values too. 
We can’t stop the effects of those things in our lives any 
more than my belt could stop the law of gravity.

The Bible tells us that where our heart is, there our 
treasure is also. In other words, those things we value 
most, those things we dwell upon, and those things 
that we spend our time with … those are our treasures.

Those things that are in our hearts, even those 
things we think aren’t affecting anyone else but our-
selves … they have everything to do with who we are. 
Our entire life follows right behind where they take 
us.

We can’t, on our own, simply decide to stop and 
change the direction of our life. Change must begin in 
the center of our heart, where everything permanent 
has to start. For change to occur, we must have help.

The only one who can alter the laws of nature, the 
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things that currently rule our world, is the One 
who created you and me … God. He is the only one 
who can bring about real change in us.

The law of gravity simply sucked the buckle off my 
bed and whole belt went with it. Each of us must ask 
ourselves, “What is pulling me away from my family, 
away from God, right now?”

Rest assured, if something is pulling you away from 
your family, it’s also pulling you away from God, too. 
A good question might be, “What is God counting as 
treasures in my heart, even though I don’t look at them 
that way?”

Don’t let the buckle of your mind draw you into the 
wastelands of this world. There is always hope. And 
it is not simply some guy throwing you toward some 
existence. It is the God of the universe who 
created you with a hope for life with Him, and He will 
fill you with His love.

Into His Word

Wherever your treasure is, there the desires of 
your heart will also be.

Luke 12:34 (nlt)

In Him our hearts rejoice, for we trust in His 
holy name. May Your unfailing love rest upon 
us, O Lord, even as we put our hope in You.

Psalm 33:21–22 (niv)
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Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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Bolted Down

My day started a little differently for a 
Sunday morning. My electric service was being weird. 
I had only limited service to about four outlets, 
and just two ceiling lights worked. The power 
company had told me that the problem would 
get corrected Monday afternoon.

Okay, it was no big thing. I lost my 
computer, the heater, the refrigerator, and the TV/
stereo unit. I hooked up a power cord to my 
computer. I was a little afraid to use an extension cord 
with the fridge. It might overheat and cause a fire.

To keep using my fridge, I needed to move it out 
of its little area, across the kitchen about ten feet and 
plug it into one of the working electrical outlets. Since 
I’ve moved refrigerators lots of times by myself, the 
move shouldn’t have been that difficult.

I grabbed it by both sides and tried to slide it out 
of its space. It wouldn’t budge. Okay, I thought, I just 
need unload some of this stuff, move the fridge and put the 
stuff back into it. I removed most of the frozen food, 
milk, juices, and leftover dishes.
    I planted my feet, got another grip on each side of 
the box again, and jerked. Again it didn’t move.
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I know I am getting older, but I am not weak. I 
looked inside. Maybe there is a 50-pound turkey 
hiding on a back shelf or something. Nothing.

I stepped back. What was my problem? Then I saw 
what was stopping me … a tiny screw. Only thing was, 
this screw was attached to an L-bracket on the base of 
the fridge, and that one little screw was screwed into 
the kitchen floor. Wow! I simply unscrewed the screw. 
Freedom!

I confidently placed my hands on each side of the 
fridge and tugged. Again it wouldn’t move. I got down 
on my knees looking for another screw. I saw no screws 
in place.

I stood up, stepped back a couple of steps, and looked 
my fridge up and down. I then looked over the top of it 
and spied the other problem: a rear bracket holding the 
back against the rear wall. I removed that screw, and 
the fridge slid nicely out of its dwelling place. Across 
the kitchen floor it went, and up against the counter 
where I could plug it directly into an outlet.

Later when I thought about what had happened, 
I realized that there was more to the experience than 
simply moving a fridge. It was about my life.

My problem was not the electricity; it had gone out 
before. My problem was not the fridge; I had moved 
lots like it before. My problem was not my physical 
condition … I am not in great shape, but good will do.

I was trying to move the fridge all alone. If I’d called 
my landlords and asked them about moving the fridge, 
they would have told me about the screws and saved me 
all that work and frustration. After all, they installed 
the fridge in the first place.

Far too often, when I go up against a problem, espe-
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cially one I’ve had before, I think I don’t need to bother 
God, so I simply jump on it myself. What a mistake. 
Am I the only one who does that, or does it sound 
familiar to you too?

I need to remember that every problem I encoun-
ter is important to God. He loves being asked what I 
should do, and He is always there.

He knows where all the screws are hidden in my 
life, and He can tell me about the quarter-ounce 
screws that are keeping me from moving those 
molehills and mountains in my path. All I have to do 
is remember to ask Him.

Into His Word

All wisdom comes from the Lord, and so do com-
mon sense and understanding. God gives helpful 
advice to everyone who obeys Him and protects 
all of those who live as they should.

Proverbs 2:6–7 (cev)

Trust in the Lord with all your heart; do not 
depend on your own understanding.

    Proverbs 3:5 (nlt)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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It Was Just a 
String … Maybe

The clothes dryer had already stopped tumbling my 
clothes by the time I opened its door. Expecting my 
clothes to be wrinkle-free, I was surprised by the scene 
before me. “Ready to hang up” was not the phrase that 
came to my mind.

The waistband string in my sweatpants had wrapped 
itself around, first, one leg of my wash-and-wear slacks 
and then another, resulting in one very large tightly 
wound ball of clothes. I laughed out loud.

I thought of that one little string, sticking out only 
about ten inches, yet somehow it caused all that trou-
ble. Fortunately I was not in a hurry, so I had time to 
rinse my clothes and put them back into the dryer.

Never one to let a possible lesson go by, the Lord 
nudged me about that string and the chaos in the dryer. 
He said that what happened to my clothes occurs in 
my everyday walk with him.

I asked God if he meant about applying the heat and 
cleaning up my life and stuff. He told me no, not this 
time. He wanted to talk to me about the string … the 
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troublemaker in my dryer. Although the string was 
only attached to my sweatpants, everything was in one 
big mess.

I began to see that the string represented the sin 
in my life. Many times there is something I think I 
can hold on to, or I can’t seem to let go of, or that I 
can keep hidden from everyone else. I convince myself 
that I can continue on in my walk with Christ without 
that one little thing affecting my fellowship with God 
or my relationship with other believers, and that is so 
wrong.

No matter how small, or separate, or hidden, that 
little piece of string will always show itself. Maybe not 
to the human eye first, but it is always known to God.

Take just a moment. Is there a string, something 
not of God, in your life right now, slowly wrapping 
itself around the other parts of your life? We have all 
felt that gnawing from time-to-time. It’s a string in our 
life, winding around things tighter and tighter, and we 
know down inside that what we are doing is wrong.

Guilt tells us that we’re hopeless, lost, and God 
could never love anyone as detestable as we are. We 
might even be attending church regularly, singing in 
the choir, and doing Bible studies, but inside we don’t 
know His joy, His peace.

We have this … this emptiness that something is 
missing, and it’s His fellowship. God uses the 
Holy Spirit to bring conviction, and it’s never to 
hammer us down into submission. It’s to persuade us 
of the wrongness of our actions

The Holy Spirit is the Comforter. He doesn’t expose 
our sin to drive us to despair. He does it to draw us to 
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the Father, so that we can be guided into all truth, into 
repentance and obedience to God’s Word.

There is never a better time than right now to cut 
that string that’s entangling you in the things of this 
world. Large or small, complex or simple, lifelong 
or new, exposed or hidden … our Lord wants to cut 
each one of them.

Into His Word

I pray that out of His glorious riches He may 
strengthen you with power through His Spirit in 
your inner being, so that Christ may dwell in your 
hearts through faith.
And I pray that you, being rooted and established 
in love, may have power, together with all the saints, 
to grasp how wide and long and high and deep is 
the love of Christ, and to know this love that sur-
passes knowledge—-that you may be filled to the 
measure of all the fullness of God.

Ephesians 3:16–19 (niv)

A note of thanks to Randy Maxwell for his maga-
zine article, “5 Ways to Deal with Guilt,” from which a 
couple of lines and ideas were birthed for this story.

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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The Door Handle and 
the Grip of God

It was just before dawn last Friday, my quiet time was 
over, and I wanted some more coffee. I walked from 
the front yard swing toward the front door. I still have 
a slight limp from my three wrecks, so I usually use the 
handle on the storm door for support when I walk up 
the steps.

This time, though, I was in for a little surprise. The 
door handle had not latched securely as I went out ear-
lier, so when I grabbed the door handle, the door sud-
denly swung outward toward me, and I fell back down 
the steps onto the lawn.

The experience rattled me for just a second or two, 
and then I blurted out a quick thank you to God for 
not letting me hurt myself by falling down on the side-
walk at the bottom of the steps. This accident-in-the-
making was my own fault.

I made the mistake, not the handle or the door. I 
should have used the door handle simply for a light 
balance and not put all my weight and trust in the door 
being securely shut.
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I got my coffee and then went back outside to our 
swing. It then occurred to me that the door handle error 
was a physical mistake, but I have done things almost 
the same way spiritually too. There have been many 
times that I have put my spiritual trust in things other 
than the grip of God.

There were times in my life that I “took over” and did 
things my way, (somewhat like grabbing the unlatched 
door) always stumbling over backwards spiritually and, 
unfortunately, many times falling over people in my life 
that I loved, hurting them too.

Some of the time things worked out okay, I guess. 
I mean, life could have worked out better for me per-
sonally, but it seemed like nothing really bad happened 
because of what I did or didn’t do.

On the other hand, every time I have trusted God 
by putting my walk in life totally in His hands, 
well, things have always worked out for the best. 
Sometimes in ways where I can see it right away, 
sometimes later on, and some I have yet to see.

Whenever I trust God, I can continue in faith that 
the grip of God can never be shaken or loosed. His 
hold is not faulty, it does not need repairing, and it is 
securely latched in place.

His hand is not some front door handle waiting to 
be grabbed. I must remember that he is always 
there, waiting for me to reach out to Him for eternal 
security and balance in every step I take.

What a God. What a Father. What a grip … faith-
ful and secure in every way.
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Into His Word

I will sing of the Lord’s great love forever; 
with my mouth I will make Your faithfulness 
known through all generations. I will declare 
that Your love stands firm forever, that You 
established Your faithfulness in heaven itself.

Psalm 89:1–2 (niv)

Because of the Lord’s great love we are not con-
sumed, for His compassions never fail. They 
are new every morning; great is Your 
faithfulness. Lamentations 3:22–23 (niv)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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Part Three
Sonbeams from Nature
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Lightning Bugs

Ever since I was a small boy, I have seen what I call 
lightning bugs. They are also known as fireflies. Usually 
I would see them around dusk and then throughout the 
night.

This morning around 5:00, I was walking Ali 
and saw a couple of lightning bugs in the woods 
on the side of the road. They were not hard to 
spot at all. Everything was dark, and then this little 
light would go on and off and on and off, flying 
through the air from place to place.

I believe that the little bugs remind me of my life, 
too. There is a light in my heart, put there by my belief 
and commitment to Jesus Christ. God’s Word tells 
me to let His light shine so that all men will know 
who I belong to.

Just like one of those bugs, there are times when my 
light is not shining and times it does. People can’t see 
that light; therefore, I blend into the darkness of the 
world just like that little insect.

When Jesus, the Light of the World, is 
shining through me, the darkness of life can’t hide it. 
Though some people may not recognize it for what 

Wait A Minute, God’s Still Talking
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it is, they will know something is different about me. 
The light will shine … they will not miss it.

I can pretend the light is there, but people will even-
tually be able to tell the fake from the real. Abraham 
Lincoln probably said it best when he said, “You can 
fool some of the people all of the time, and all of the 
people some of the time, but you cannot fool all of the 
people all of the time.”

I don’t know if lightning bugs have any control over 
the on-off switch of their lights, but we do. For many 
people, they turn on their “light” on Sunday morning 
at church, then turn it off as soon as they leave the 
parking lot. But that’s usually not the real Jesus anyway. 
When someone has the real Jesus, that person’s light is 
on!

Lightning bugs can be seen from pretty far 
away … no matter how dark it is where they happen 
to be. But, they sometimes lose their life because their 
light shines and another flying creature eats them.

The real light of Jesus cuts through the darkest of 
night, too. However, nothing can ever put it out, 
even though, many times, it costs us to be identified 
by our light, just like a lightning bug.

As believers, that light is God’s love, and we are told 
that we will be known by his love, regardless of the 
cost. It is up to us to let it shine.

Into His Word

You are like light for the whole world. A city built 
on top of a hill cannot be hidden, and no one 
would light a lamp and put it under a clay pot.
A lamp is placed on a lamp stand, where it can 



Wait A Minute, God’s Still Talking 99

give light to everyone in the house. Make your 
light shine, so that others will see the good that 
you do and will praise your Father in heaven.

Matthew 5:14–16 (cev)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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God Was Really with 
Me This Morning

It was around 6:45 a.m. and I had just come inside from 
riding my motorcycle out here on the East Texas back 
roads. I was thinking to myself, God was really with me 
this morning, but then I hesitated. I was wrong.

How was I wrong? It’s about the nature of God. He 
cannot be partially with me and partially not. He is 
with me all the time. He is not with me at some times 
more than any other time.

Wherever I go, whatever I do … God is with me. 
Just because by some miracle I narrowly avoid an acci-
dent or I am blessed beyond my understanding 
doesn’t mean He was with me more than usual.

He is my father, and I am His child; He is 
always with me. I just forget about His presence 
sometimes. That is so hard for me to say. So hard for 
me to admit that I do not give the Creator of the 
entire universe thanks and praise for being Himself, 
for always being with me.

He does not change. Only my awareness of 
Him does. I don’t want to slide into the trap of 
thanking Him only for the good times … only when 
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I can tell He is there. God is really with me … all 
the time … a thought or whisper away.

Into His Word

For Jesus doesn’t change—yesterday, today, 
tomorrow, He’s always totally Himself.

Hebrews 13:8 (msg)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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A Cereal Bowl of Darkness

Have you ever had one of those times when you wake 
up around 3:30 a.m. and you don’t seem sleepy, but you 
don’t feel like tackling anything big? The other night I 
had one of those “early in the morning” awakenings.

I was lying in bed, lights out, looking through my 
window into the woods outside my home. There was 
no moon to see in the East Texas sky … just a cereal 
bowl of darkness. At first I couldn’t make out even the 
trees just ten feet away. As I leaned a little more toward 
the screen, I could barely see a couple of stars through 
the treetops.

The longer I looked, the trunks and naked branches 
began to take form. My solitary mailbox on Northwest 
Road became slightly visible. Finally I realized that 
with very little light I see very little detail. No matter 
how long I look out my window, no matter how accus-
tomed my eyes get to the dark, I won’t see clearly … even 
though I may think I do. Until there is more light, I am 
only fooling myself.

I wonder if this is the way it is inside of my heart. 
Is this what is meant when someone talks about the 
“dark corners of the heart”? When I asked Jesus into 
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my heart I asked Him to fill it with His truth … His 
light. Do you suppose what happens outside my 
window is a picture of what happens inside my own 
heart? Do the trees, branches, and my mailbox really 
represent areas of my life that I am keeping in the 
dark … thinking Jesus does not see them?

Maybe I have become so accustomed to these 
shadowy areas inside of me that I believe His light is 
shining but it is not. Since I can’t see them clearly, I 
have not yet come to grips with the fact that I need to 
let God deal with them and take them from my life.

Heavenly Father, please expose the hidden 
places … cleanse those covetous corners. Fill me up, Lord. 
Deliver me the dawn of a brand new day. Create life 
in those dark, dead areas that I have kept from You. I 
want You to be more than my Savior; I want You to be 
my Lord.

Into His Word
Search me O God, and know my heart; try me and 
know my thoughts; and see if there be any wicked 
way in me, and lead me the way everlasting.

Psalm 139:23–24 (kjv)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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It’s Simply a Vapor 
Trail; or Is It?

This afternoon I was driving from Edom to Tyler, 
Texas, enjoying the wind blowing through my car win-
dows. The road was one of those little country roads 
which did not have a lot of traffic, so I was watching 
the scenery and looking at the great blue sky. Way, way 
up there, above the clouds, was one of those 
airplane contrails… which until this afternoon, I 
would have called a jet stream or vapor trail.

Anyway, whatever you call them, there was one 
of those trails that reached almost all the way across 
the sky. It was so beautiful. The plane was so high 
that I could not make out the plane itself, just the 
trail of where it had been. And it made me think of 
my life in Christ.

You see, I want to be just like that plane … 
with the love of Christ as my jet stream. I want 
only the love of Christ flowing through me visible to 
others. I know that’s not possible a lot of the time 
… because I’m human.

But after I meet someone, I would like for them to 
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be able to see something different … the Lord at work. 
Yes, I want to have an impact upon people’s lives, but I 
want the honor and glory to go to God.

God is who people are to remember. He is the 
vapor trail, so to speak, and I am merely the jet. It is 
His acceptance, His joy, His grace that I want others 
to know.

To be actively living your life in Christ requires 
your acceptance of His love and forgiveness in your 
own life and a personal relationship with our Lord. 
In his book Experiencing God, Henry Blackaby writes, 
“This is why a love relationship with God is so 
important. He loves you … He knows what is best for 
you. When your relationship is as it ought to be, you 
will always be in fellowship with the Father. You will 
be there in his presence expecting and anticipating the 
relationship of love.”

Next time you see one of those vapor trails in the 
sky, I encourage you to consider whether or not 
you have fully given yourself to be loved and 
accepted by our Lord Jesus Christ, to ask yourself if 
you are perhaps holding something back from Him.

Strive to become as that jet … leaving behind you a 
vapor trail of God’s love along the skies of your life 
for all to see.

Into His Word
You’re here to be light, bringing out the God-colors 
in the world. God is not a secret to be kept … If I 
make you light-bearers, you don’t think I’m going 
to hide you under a bucket, do you? I’m putting 
you on a light stand. Now that I’ve put you there 
on a hilltop, on a light stand … shine … By open-
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ing up to others, you’ll prompt people to open up 
with God, this generous Father in heaven.

Matthew 5:14 (msg)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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My Motorcycle License Plate

Some months ago, I got a used motorcycle. Even 
though the plate was expired, I didn’t immediately get 
new ones. I rode around with an expired rear license 
plate that everyone could see. Although only about 
four by eight inches, to me it was like a large billboard 
on the back of my bike, broadcasting to the world my 
dirty little secret: expired!

I rode around town, carefully avoiding the authori-
ties, so that they would not see my expired plate and 
give me a ticket. I watched in my rearview mirrors to 
be sure the police were not in my lane.

If I thought they were coming up behind me, I 
would pull into a convenience store, so they couldn’t 
see I was breaking the law. I recently bought a new 
license plate. I don’t have to hide anymore. I can stop 
watching for the police.

For some strange reason, I still feel guilty, even 
though I have a new plate. I find myself looking back 
behind me wherever I go. I believe that I’ll get a ticket 
for an expired license plate, even though it is a new 
one.

On my way to help with registration at Tyler Junior 
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College a couple of days ago, something became very 
plain to me. When any of us asks Jesus Christ into 
our heart as Savior, all of our sins are forgiven. 
They are thrown into the depths of the sea … 
forgiven forever .

Although forgiven, many times you and I keep 
looking back, worrying about people seeing our old 
sins. Satan wants us to believe that God’s forgiveness 
is not enough, so he keeps bringing up again and again 
the things we did in our past … even though they are 
remembered no more by God.

Jesus bought us a new life in Him. We are born 
again. We have nothing for which to be ashamed. No 
reason to look back. Forgiveness, God’s way, is forever.

Into His Word

How great is God’s love for all who worship 
Him? Greater than the distance between 
heaven and earth! How far has the Lord taken 
our sins from us?
Farther than the distance from east to west! Just 
as parents are kind to their children, the Lord is 
kind to all who worship Him.

Psalm 103:11–13 (cev)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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A Sheet of Paper

Why can’t I deal with it, and it simply go away? I have 
struggled a lot with a problem and it keeps coming 
back. Maybe you have experienced a similar situation 
with something in your own life.

Just when I think I have taken care of some problem 
in my life, it pops its ugly head up again. If I picked 
up the Tyler phone book and tried to tear it in half, 
I wouldn’t be able to do it. I can’t do it in my own 
strength. However, if I pick up a single sheet of regular 
paper, I can tear it in half … even a baby could, if the 
baby knew to hold on to both sides and pull.

Yesterday I had a sheet of paper I wanted to get rid 
of, and as I rode down the street with a friend of mine, I 
simply tore the sheet in half. Then I put the two halves 
together and tore those in half. Then I repeated that 
over and over.

As I repeated the process, I noticed that with each 
new tearing, the paper became more difficult to tear. 
Although I still had only that one sheet of paper, now 
it was in thirty-two little pieces, and all those pieces 
together were too strong for me to tear again. No mat-
ter how hard I tried, I couldn’t do it.
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I rarely throw trash out the car window, but if I had, 
some of the paper would have blown back inside the 
car. In fact, the pieces were so small that some would 
have gotten under the seats or somewhere else, and I 
wouldn’t even know they were there. In other words, I 
would still have my problem.

In my eyes, the paper represents my problem and 
the way I try to deal with it. It doesn’t seem like a big 
thing when it first happened, so I didn’t ask God for his 
help. It kept coming back again and again, harder and 
harder to deal with, and today that was shown when I 
tried to tear the paper up.

Remember, that one sheet of paper kept getting 
stronger and stronger, harder and harder to tear, just 
like dealing with my personal problem … each time it 
returns it will be more difficult to handle.

I could have taken that sheet of paper home, shred-
ded it, and not thought about it again. Then it wouldn’t 
have been my problem anymore. So it is with the prob-
lems that I give to God.

I believe God is who He says He is and that what 
He says is true, so I must take a step of faith by 
putting my problem into His hands and walking away 
… like with a paper shredder. Then, when I have 
given my problem to Him, He’ll guide me in the right 
thing to do.

I assure you, it is a lot easier to give God the 
problem in one piece, like that one sheet of paper. 
Otherwise, after you’ve fought and lost the battle, 
you’ll discover you wasted your strength by trying to 
do it alone.

I am slowly learning to give my troubled areas over 
to Him sooner than ever before. From time to time, 
I forget that God is waiting to help me through all the 
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problems of my life. He keeps asking for them; I simply 
have to listen to Him and do what He tells me to do.

Into His Word

Who is this glorious king? He is our Lord, a 
strong and mighty warrior. Open the ancient 
gates, so that the glorious king may come in. Who 
is this glorious king? He is our Lord, the All-
Powerful!

Psalm 24:8–10 (cev)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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It’s a Gully Washer

“It’s a Gully Washer!” That’s Texas talk for a really 
heavy, fast-falling rain. The rain falls so fast that it 
doesn’t have time to soak into the ground.

With a gully washer, the water seems to have a life 
of its own, flowing so fast that the water erodes the 
bottom of the ditch, cutting deeper and deeper into the 
dirt bottom.

As I was driving around the loop in Tyler the other 
day, I noticed that in front of the Strawberry Ridge 
Apartments they have laid big chunks of rock on the 
bottom of the bed of their ditch. I’m not talking about 
gravel, but rocks about half the size of a bowling ball, 
protecting it from the ravages of the gully washers.

Those rocks paint an excellent picture of how each 
of our lives should be built. If we don’t base our life 
upon a bed of rock, one strong enough to fight off 
the wear and tear of our life experiences, then piece-
by-piece, our life will be eaten away by the storms we 
encounter.

When a larger chunk breaks off and is swept down 
the ditch by the rushing flood, we usually know it has 
happened. However, if the grains of our life are beaten 
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and lost just a little at a time, this can very easily go 
unnoticed until it is too late. The damage is already 
done.

There are times when the bits and pieces of our 
lives seem to be hanging on by a very thin thread. That 
quick, hit-and-run rain may be all it takes to throw our 
life out of balance or into a mini-crisis.

To fight off the gully washers in our physical world, 
like in ditches and river beds, we can use rock, concrete, 
heavy logs, or even metal pipes to help fight erosion. 
However, in our lives, there is but one answer to our 
own personal foundation upon which everything must 
be built: Jesus Christ.

He is our Rock and our only pipeline to God. 
Until He is our one foundation and we have a 
personal one-to-one relationship with Him, then 
grains, bits-and-pieces, and even chunks of our lives 
will continue to be eroded because we can’t stop 
the damage all by ourselves.

Gully washer or not: we must have Jesus if we are to 
survive in this world.

Into His Word

I love you, Lord God, and you make me strong. 
You are my mighty rock, my fortress, my protec-
tor, the rock where I am safe, my shield, my pow-
erful weapon, and my place of shelter. I praise you, 
Lord!

Psalm18: 1–3 (cev)



Warren and Mary Beth Powell114

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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Texas Highway 64

Leave the driveway; turn the corner onto Texas 
Highway 64; then get on US 259; get on Interstate 20; 
continue west of Fort Worth, and exit on Chapin Road. 
Whew! That’s the way to Mom’s house from our home 
in Henderson.

That’s not the only way, of course; everyone has 
their own directions. But if someone didn’t know my 
mom’s address or where her street was … well, then fol-
lowing that person’s directions, could get you lost and 
you wouldn’t even know it.

Unlike directions to my mom’s place, to travel to an 
eternal home with God, there are not many different 
ways; there’s only one way. The Scriptures teach us that 
Jesus is the only way … no one else, no way else.

No one deserves heaven. It is not earned by good 
works, not by church membership, not by how much 
money someone has or gives to God. It is only by the 
grace of God.

Since there is only one way, how then can we know 
for sure that the way we are going is the right way? We 
need to bind God’s Word in our heart. That means we 
must study the Bible daily.
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We can’t just run look up his directions every time 
we get lost. Christianity is not some question and 
instant-answer test for all our problems; it is a lifetime 
of commitment to Jesus Christ, no matter what obsta-
cles arise in our paths.

We must study the manual, His Word. That’s 
the only way we can know if we are using the right 
directions and if we are following God’s directions 
’cause if we aren’t… then we are lost!

A relationship with God must be traveled His 
way … through Jesus Christ. That journey to know 
Jesus is possible for everyone and that includes you and 
me.

That first step can be by a simple prayer right 
now, asking God to help you know His son. 
Nothing fancy … just admitting you are lost and you 
need to be saved from the road you are now on.

God loves you and desires to have fellowship with 
you. Whether you’re yelling out loud … or on your 
knees … or just whimpering in tears … a soft sim-
ple … “Help me, Lord,” it all works. He’ll take it 
from there if you will simply ask Him for directions 
and then listen for His voice.

Into His Word

Trust in the Lord with all your heart and lean 
not on your own understanding; in all your ways 
acknowledge Him, and He will make your 
paths straight.

Proverbs 3:5–6 (niv)
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Thomas said to him, “Lord, we don’t know where 
You are going, so how can we know the way?” 
Jesus answered, “I am the Way and the 
Truth and the Life. No one comes to the Father 
except through Me. If you really knew Me, you 
would know My Father as well.”

John 14:5–7 (niv)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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The Wolf in the Woods

It was mid-morning when I left for town today. Driving 
down the leaf-strewn lane through the woods, I saw a 
wolf standing in the road. It saw me coming and ran 
off to my left into the trees in some underbrush.

As I passed the spot where it had been, I saw that 
wolf about 100 feet from my car, trying to hide 
among the trees. It was looking back toward me, 
almost with some fear in its eyes. I guess it ran into 
the woods because of the size of my car and the noise 
scared it.

If I were walking alone, that wolf probably 
would have run off just the same. To the wolf, I 
must look like an overwhelming obstacle or a huge 
enemy. What the wolf doesn’t realize is that it has 
years of experience killing and ripping with its teeth, 
and even though I am much bigger, I am unarmed.

The picture of that wolf is true of many believers 
today. We look at how big our obstacles are and then 
we run away… especially when we think we’re alone. 
We think of the reasons why we would lose in battle 
and all the things that could go wrong if we tried.

We usually look at our storms of life and problems 
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through our own eyes, not through God’s power. 
He never said He would take the problem away, but 
He did promise that if we would simply take His hand 
and step out of the woods in faith, He would be with 
us all the way.

The wolf looked at me, and I was bigger; therefore, 
it ran to hide in the woods. Sometimes that wolf hiding 
in those woods looks a little like me. But it doesn’t have 
to be me … or you, either … in those woods alone.

We have access to the power and authority of God 
Himself to do battle with all obstacles in our 
lives. Because of His perfect love for us, we are not 
to fear; therefore, we have no reason to run.

When fear calls our name, we don’t have to 
answer. We don’t have to run and hide. If that wolf 
could think like we do, it would run out of the woods 
and bite me on the leg. But that’s another difference 
between that wolf and me.

Remember, you and I are created in the image of 
God, with mind, body and soul. When we realize how 
much God loves us, what Jesus has already done for 
us, and when we repent from our sins and accept Jesus 
Christ as our personal Savior, each of us becomes 
a child of God … a new creature in Him.

The old me, the unbeliever, lived in worry and fear, 
trying to do everything on his own, hoping for a logical 
conclusion, but never succeeding. We are to put away 
the old things, the old ways, the old thought patterns; 
we are to put on the new.

When we receive Jesus into our heart, He moves in 
and lives there; we don’t ever have to run away and hide 
in the woods again. We must stop making decisions 
like that old unbeliever self still lives in us. He’s gone!

Wait A Minute, God’s Still Talking
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When we call upon the name of the Lord, He 
will send the Holy Spirit to guide us in all of our 
decisions. Through Christ, we have the power to 
come out of our fears and face our obstacles head-on.

When you find yourself in the underbrush… 
maybe hiding in the shadowy woods of life, it’s my 
prayer that you call to God and reach out for His 
hand. He will lead you out of those woods, no matter 
how large and fierce your enemy, or dark and dense 
your surroundings … to freedom, peace, and security 
in Him.

Into His Word
There is no fear in love; but perfect love casts out 
fear.

1 John 4:18 (niv)

Even when 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.

Psalm 23:4 (niv)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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Birds and Squirrels

This morning there is no wind at all, as I merely sit on 
the rear deck of my home, looking through the trees at 
Lake Tyler. It is December, just before dawn and most 
of the leaves have already said goodbye to the limbs 
upon which they grew. Sometimes the leaves fall hand-
in-hand, some free falling all alone, settling on others 
who have fallen before.

The sun has not yet risen, but its glow fills the east-
ern sky. With that glow as a background, the trees are 
outlined like so many crossed fingers reaching heav-
enward to touch the face of God. The branches and 
limbs are motionless; even the tops of the trees, which 
are around 50-60 feet in the air, are not moving. 
Ducks are cruising on the water, causing wrinkles in 
the smooth surface of the lake.

The trees seem so empty, almost dead, simply 
standing still, seemingly lifeless. However, when there 
is the smallest bird or even a squirrel moving about, the 
movement catches my eye.

It attracts my attention … it shows proof of life.
God seized this moment in my life to teach me 

something important about our lives as believers. Our 
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changed lives should be as evident to others as the 
movement of the birds and squirrels in my trees. God’s 
light within us should draw the attention of those 
whose gaze is simply a stare as they trudge through 
life.

Jesus, our only hope in this life and the life to come, 
should be awake within us like the dawning of a new 
day. He has given us the gift of life, both 
abundantly and eternally. Our lives become different; 
they are different. His love should cause us to stand 
out among those who do not know him. As 
believers, we should be ‘the birds and squirrels’ of 
Christ to the rest of this world.

Into His Word

You are the light of the world. A city on a hill 
cannot be hidden. Neither do people light a lamp 
and put it under a bowl. Instead they put it on its 
stand, and it gives light to everyone in the house. 
In the same way, let your light shine before men, 
that they may see your good deeds and praise your 
Father in heaven.

Matthew 5:14–16 (niv)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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How He Does It

Doug and Holley are friends who have a farm in 
Swan, just north of Tyler. In one of their pastures is 
a large pond with lots of catfish. On the right side of 
the pond, some tree branches hang out over the water. 
From there, tall grass grows around the other side in a 
counter-clockwise direction toward where a small dock 
has been built.

Doug feeds the fish regularly by throwing dog food 
on top of the water. Almost immediately the smaller 
fish gather to nibble at the pieces, and then the larger 
ones join in. They hear the food hit the surface, smell 
the food, and know it’s time to eat. They don’t know 
where it comes from or what it is, but it tastes good, so 
they eat it.

To catch fish there, we use stink bait and other stuff 
that smells and looks like the dog food. They are usu-
ally so hungry that they will suck the bait into their 
mouth quickly, and then we hook ’em and reel ’em in.

However, sometimes we let them swallow the bait 
really good, so that the hook becomes imbedded deep 
inside and won’t come out. When we land one like 
that, most of the time we must kill the fish.
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These feeding and fishing times are a good exam-
ple of how we are tempted to make wrong decisions. 
God has already prepared the real food: his Word, the 
Bible.

On the other hand, Satan, the counterfeiter, daily 
offers us baits of this world that look like the real things 
that God wants in our lives. It looks like the real thing: 
lust of the eye instead of appreciation of God’s beauty 
and handiwork. It smells like the real thing: the smell 
of quick cash instead of working for a living. And it 
tastes like the real thing: sexual immorality instead of 
sex only within marriage.

Every time we fall for Satan’s bait, he sets the hook 
and starts to reel us in. If he needs to, he will hook us 
only in the mouth.

What Satan really likes to do is to sit back and wait 
silently for us to swallow his bait real good; then when 
he jerks on the rod, the hook goes deep inside of us. 
Satan really wants to tear our hearts into pieces and kill 
our spirits. He will do everything he can to discredit 
the work God is accomplishing in our lives.

Sometimes, after a great fight, we shake Satan’s 
hook loose and swim away, only to come back and fall 
for his same bait again. Each time he hooks us, we say, 
“Never again.”

Without daily diligent study of God’s Word, it’s not 
easy to tell the difference between what Satan offers and 
what God offers. The master disguiser, that’s Satan.

God’s Word will always tell us the difference 
between His food and Satan’s bait. We must 
study God’s ways and try to follow in Christ’s 
footsteps. We should study and pray to get used to 
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hearing His voice and directions for our lives. 
Wisdom and understanding are found only in the 
Word of God.

Thank you, Lord, for being the only fisherman by 
which I want to be landed. Help me study the Word daily 
so I can tell Satan’s fake from your real thing. I only desire 
real food, not just some old bait.

Into His Word

All Scripture is inspired by God and is useful to 
teach us what is true and to make us realize what 
is wrong in our lives. It corrects us when we are 
wrong and teaches us to do what is right.

2 Timothy 3:16 (nlt)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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Beams of Light

My air conditioner was on the fritz. But it felt good to 
prop open my storm door, put a fan out on the deck, 
and have the cool air blown into my living room. There 
was an unwanted side effect though: flying insects came 
in to see me.

Moths, gnats, and other winged creatures visited me 
a lot more now, landing on my face, on my papers or 
circling the lamp. Occasionally they even settled on my 
monitor screen.

Very few of the insects would have come inside if 
there had not been light to attract them. The closer 
they got to the light, the more they seemed to want. 
They would fly round and round, trying to get as close 
as possible to the source of the light … sometimes 
even at the cost of their own lives.

Something was drawing them. You’ve probably 
seen the same thing when driving down the street. 
Sometimes there are great swarms of bugs “going crazy” 
around a streetlight. They can’t seem to get enough of 
the light.
       We are called by God to become beams of light for 
Him. Both by our mouth and by our actions, we are
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to show others the way to the light. We must 
remember that when we hide His light in us, or 
put it under a bushel, no one will see it. When we let 
His light shine, others will be drawn to Him, similar 
to the insects being drawn to the light in my room.

When others are able to see God’s light in us, 
the purpose is to draw them to Him, bringing the 
glory and honor due our Lord. If others can’t see His 
light in us … then something is wrong, and we need 
to ask God if the problem is in us.

Into His Word

You are the light of the world—-like a city on a 
hilltop that cannot be hidden. No one lights a 
lamp and then puts it under a basket. Instead, a 
lamp is placed on a stand, where it gives light to 
everyone in the house.

Matthew 5:14–15 (nlt)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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Right Lane Must Turn Right

If your experience is like my own and most drivers, you 
have found yourself in the right lane, reading “Right 
Lane Must Turn Right,” and not wanting to turn right. 
It happens to most people at one time or another. In 
that situation, you usually can do only whatever the 
other drivers will let you do.

Those signs didn’t just suddenly jump in front of us 
out of nowhere. There were other signs farther back, 
but you were busy not paying attention. If your situa-
tion was like mine, you found out too late, and you had 
to turn right, regardless. You forgot to watch which 
lane you were driving in.

When I applied for my driver’s license, I studied 
the instruction manual and asked other drivers for help 
and advice. I didn’t ask bad drivers; I only wanted good 
information. I learned all about different signs along 
the roadway.

I took the test and passed it. I could drive legally!
I started out watching for signs… noticing other 

drivers changing lanes, being careful of speed limits 
and school zones, lanes merging, and other things 
like that.
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I followed directions. I remembered to watch out for 
the other drivers, because what they were doing usually 
limited my own driving decisions. Somehow though, 
over the years I began to think I could make better 
choices based on my experience, rather than what the 
book taught.

The more I think about that “Right Lane Must 
Turn Right” sign, the more I see a picture of another 
road each one of us rides every day of our life. It is 
God’s road.

Please realize that on His road, the lane we travel is 
totally dependent upon our own choice … not our par-
ents, not some church or denomination, not our sur-
roundings, and not our culture.

Each of us must choose our own lane: the lane to 
heaven, or the lane to hell. Some people drive through 
the fast lane of life, just taking things as they come, 
and doing whatever they want to do. There will be a 
great temptation to slide over into their lane and follow 
them. Don’t!

How do we find God’s way and change lanes? Just 
like on the highway, there are signs everywhere. His 
roadmap of instructions and guidelines (the Bible) is 
for everyone, showing all the right choices to make.

We are to refer to His map for signs alongside 
the road of life and ask for help from his Holy Spirit. 
We are promised … help is there.

Our Father, the master designer of all life, is waiting 
to hear from us. Our lane is totally up to you and me: 
God’s lane, or the “Right Turn Lane” of what the world 
offers. It is one or the other.
    How do we get over to His lane? We have to make 
a conscious decision in our hearts to signal God that 
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we wish to give up and change from our lane to 
His. He desires each of us to end up in His driveway 
… at His house … and that requires you and me to 
choose God’s lane.

Into His Word

Do not let your hearts be troubled. Trust in God; 
trust also in Me. In My Father’s house are 
many rooms; if it were not so, I would have told 
you. I am going there to prepare a place for you. 
And if I go and prepare a place for you, I will 
come back and take you to be with Me that you 
also may be where I am. You know the way to 
the place where I am going.

John 14:1–4 (niv)

The Spirit shows what is true and will come and 
guide you into the full truth. The Spirit 
doesn’t speak on His own. He will tell you only 
what He has heard from Me, and He will let you 
know what is going to happen. The Spirit will 
bring glory to Me by taking My message and 
telling it to you. John 16:13–14 (cev)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:
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A Leaf Reminds Me

Have you ever sat quietly with no one else around and 
watched a season be birthed right before your eyes? 
The other morning I had that pleasure as I sat on the 
rear deck of my home.

The leaves were falling from the branches of the 
many trees between here and down the slight slope 
toward Lake Tyler, just a couple of hundred feet away. 
A dozen or so squirrels and the morning birds were my 
only companions.

Although earlier in the week temperatures dipped 
down into the 30s, the 57 degrees that early dawn was 
close to perfect for a very comfortable time with the 
Lord. A breeze was stirring the branches overhead, 
drawing a picture of someone running their fingers 
through a loved one’s hair. Gently. Softly. Caring. No 
words needed.

At first I was simply overwhelmed by the wonder 
of it all, leaves falling almost like flower petals thrown 
at a wedding reception. Each leaf, though, had a life 
of its own. I chose to watch one in particular … then 
another … in awe of each one’s descent to the earth.

“No two leaves ever fall the same way” I guessed 
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as I watched. I marveled as another leaf floated down, 
almost like the pendulum of a grandfather clock, back 
and forth, back and forth, as close to slow motion as 
the law of gravity allows.

One from on high, perhaps even from one of the 
tallest trees, suddenly released, becoming a singular, 
spiral submission to God’s plan for that leaf … letting 
go, falling, giving up its life, and finally coming to rest 
among the trunks of the trees. Eventually that leaf will 
become nourishment so that other living things might 
survive.

At another time, in another place, Jesus Christ 
was on high, seated at the right hand of our Father in 
heaven. In a singular, sacrificial submission, He chose 
to leave where he was, safe and secure, to come to 
earth so that He could eventually become that which 
His Father detests and cannot stand to even look 
upon… sin.

Jesus became our sin and took it to the cross. Jesus 
came to earth out of obedience to the will of His 
Father. His Father, God, is love. Jesus does 
everything because of love… His love for His 
Father… and His love for you and me. Jesus made a 
love decision and died so that you and I might have 
life.

The death and disintegration of a leaf will bring 
life so that other plants may be raised up. Through 
Christ’s death and resurrection, He became the only 
way any of us could ever be raised up to have 
fellowship with God here on earth. And when death 
comes to us, you and I may then live with Him in 
heaven for eternity.

Christ’s coming to earth … the Word 
becoming flesh.
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Jesus walked on a little way before He knelt 
down and prayed, ‘Father, if you will, please 
don’t make Me suffer by having Me drink from 
this cup. But do what you want, and not what I 
want.’

Luke 22:41–42 (cev)

Thoughts God may be whispering to me about this 
story:

     His body, given for us … bearing our sin. 
     His blood, shed for us … paying our price.
     Christ’s resurrection … our only hope for eternal 
life.

There are many leaves falling around us, but there 
is only one Jesus Christ, and today a leaf reminds 
me of Him.

Into His Word
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Warren’s Story

Trapped … and burning alive. My seatbelt was melt-
ing at the buckle and I couldn’t touch it to release me. 
As I hung suspended sideways in my burning truck, 
intense heat was making my breathing difficult while 
the flames were billowing from underneath the dash-
board, searing my jeans and burning my legs. Unknown 
to me, the impact had split the gas tank open, causing 
the firestorm around me. I was yelling for help, and I 
needed it fast.

On Thanksgiving Day 2000 I was on my way to 
visit Mom in Fort Worth. A light drizzle was bathing 
the surface of the highway and as best I can 
remember, I had my cruise control set at around 50 
miles per hour.

Just as I went under an overpass my little pickup 
truck began to hydroplane, turning my truck at a 45- 
degree angle. When my tires came in contact with the 
dry pavement under the overpass, the cruise control 
took over, sending me in the direction I was now 
aimed … across the median strip.
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I missed the overpass supports and I missed the 
guard rails, but my path took me across the slick, 
grassy median (which is only about 50 feet across at 
that point) into the oncoming traffic. At 50 miles 
per hour, it doesn’t take long to cross 50 feet of 
grass. I know; I did it, and by the grace of God, I 
lived.

There was no way to miss the van coming from the 
opposite direction. I looked at the van, at the 
driver, back at the van, and I spoke His name, 
Jesus. Not a scream. Not in panic. Just the name of 
Jesus as a one word prayer … then impact!

Like I have already mentioned, the impact had 
split the gas tank open, the fumes ignited, and 
immediately flames billowed like clouds from 
beneath the dash-board. Flames engulfed my 
seatbelt and I could not reach down to release the 
lock. I was awake, trapped, and on fire!

Seemingly from nowhere, three men appeared … 
one kicked in the front windshield for an escape 
route; another one used his knife to cut the seat belt  
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and free me; and the third one used his handheld 
fire extinguisher to try to put out the flames that were 
burning my clothes from the lower part of my body.

The men pulled me out over the top of the 
steering wheel and when they had carried me about 
15-20 feet, one of them asked me, “Is there anyone else
in the vehicle?” The second I told them no, the
truck exploded. Ten seconds longer and my rescuers
and I would have all blown up in the fiery explosion,
but that was not God’s plan. … .for them or for me
either.

Nightmares filled almost all of the next 48 days 
and nights of my life in the coma. There was one 
time, however, that I vaguely recall two of my 
sons, Warren II and Crash, standing beside my bed. 
As best I could, I tried desperately to tell them about 
the nurses and others who I thought were part of the 
groups trying to kill me, or at least I thought I told 
them.

The massive doses of medicines did wonders for 
me, but apparently did not help my thinking or my 
speech much. Even though I remember being very 
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serious about what I was trying to tell them, neither 
son could make heads or tails from what I said.

48 days after the accident, January 9, 2001, I 
opened my eyes and looked around. I remembered 
that I had been in the accident, but I thought it 
was the day before.

I was alive!
I did not know where I was (LSU Burn Unit in 

Shreveport, thank you, Lord!), but I knew the first 
thing I had to do was to praise God for saving my 
life. I didn’t have any idea how badly I was hurt and I 
couldn’t move any part of my body, but I knew my life 
was spared only by the grace and love of our Lord Jesus 
Christ. I needed somehow to praise God.

I tried to remember the 23rd Psalm, but could 
only think of the first line or two. Next I tried to 
think through the Lord’s Prayer, but again, could 
not remember much. Then I began to think about the 
name “Jesus.” Only Jesus. Not some formal, compli-
cated, preachy prayer … simply the name above all 
names … the only one worthy to be praised: Jesus.

I couldn’t move any part of my body, so the hot tears 
just rolled down my cheeks … tears of happiness and 
joy that partner with giving praise to almighty God. 
Then I stopped for a moment. I recalled that during a 
weekly Bible study group about six months earlier, we 
had discussed the difference between thinking things 
to God and speaking to Him out loud.

Especially in the New Testament, I believe we are 
taught that we should speak our praise to God aloud, 
not just think it in our minds. Since Satan cannot read 
our minds, and I wanted Satan to know that I was lift-
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ing praise to God for what had happened, I began to 
speak the name of Jesus out loud.

One of my nurses then noticed I was awake. It may 
have been the tears or maybe the noise I was making in 
my praise. (I didn’t know it at the time, but I had tubes 
running into my lungs, and my tongue was severely 
swollen from the coma.)

Whatever I was saying was probably was not under-
standable to the human ear. Even if my nurse couldn’t 
understand my praise, my Father in heaven surely 
could. He understands all languages … known and 
unknown … nothing misses God’s ears.

The doctors estimated that I would be hospitalized 
for about a year and in rehab for 2 years. Through 
God’s healing power, I was released from the 
hospital in about 2 months and was only in rehab for 
6 months. What a miracle worker He still is!

I discovered later that the doctors had told my 
family and friends that I would probably die in the 
coma … that I would most likely never wake up. They 
told me that if they had thought I would survive, they 
would have amputated my left leg at the knee and my 
right foot because both were so damaged I would 
never walk again. God had different plans, though. 
Praise His name!

The “big wreck” as Mary Beth and I call it, was the 
second of three accidents that I was in during a 5-
year period. The first had occurred in March of 1997, 
three years previous. I was walking across the loop in 
Tyler when a car hit me.

My broken pelvis required many months of recov-
ery and a change of profession, from salesman to 
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being a college student in order to learn a new career: 
computers.

I began attending Tyler Junior College in the fall 
of 1997, learning how to work with computers. After 
a couple of years of classes, however, I began to teach 
some computer lab classes part time for the college. By 
the fall of 2000, I was on full time faculty, and then 
came the big wreck. But teaching at TJC fit nicely into 
God’s plans for my future, as you will soon see.

The third wreck happened about 6 months after 
being released from rehab from the big wreck. I got 
hit by another vehicle. My car had stalled on the way 
home one Saturday night about 11:30. I was only 
about a mile from home, so I decided to walk, but 
stayed way over in the grass, about 10 feet off the 
pavement.

It was a good idea, but the wrong distance. Not 
quite far enough off the road. Probably 10 feet, 7 
inches would have been far enough, but that was not 
to be.

I was still recovering from the big wreck, but had 
graduated to living at home and walking with a cane. 
My left leg was still in a cast. As I walked in the grass 
alongside the two-lane road in Chapel Hill, the driver 
of a truck from behind me was blinded by oncoming 
headlights and came off the road, hitting my left side 
with the truck’s passenger mirror and sending me fly-
ing about 10 feet in the air into a grassy ditch.

As I watched the driver drive off into the night, 
once again I talked quickly to God. To the best of my 
knowledge, my side of the conversation went 
something like this: Lord, I know I’m hit and it’s 
really bad again. I’m ready to go, but I really want to 
stay. Please let me stay.
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I saw the rear lights of the car suddenly brighten as 
the brakes were applied. The driver turned left into a 
driveway and turned around to come back. As the car 
approached, the only thing I could move was my left 
leg, the one still in the cast from the big wreck.

Since the grass was higher than my body, the driver 
didn’t see me. I prayed more as the car went up to the 
top of the hill and I heard it turn around. I used my leg 
to move the grass around me, and somehow the driver 
saw the movement, and pulled over to where I lay. A 
couple more cars followed the driver into the grass. I 
then prayed no one would run over me since they could 
not see me because of the grass.

The people who stopped didn’t know our location, 
so I borrowed one of their cell phones, and as I lay in 
the ditch, I called 911. I knew exactly where we were.

It was quite a shock to find out that I was connected 
to a 911 operator 300 miles away, near San Antonio. In 
fact, she did not even know where I was, even after I 
gave her the name of the town. She said I was “out of 
her area,” asked me to write down the local 911 local 
number, and began to give me the number.

I firmly expressed my horrible condition and 
explained that I had been hit by a truck, that I was in a 
ditch, in the dark, had no pen or paper, and I needed an 
ambulance immediately. I asked her to please connect 
me to the Smith County 911. At this point, she thanked 
me for calling 911 and she hung up on me. I was really 
not a happy camper at that point!

I borrowed another cell phone, called 911, and got 
our Smith County office operator. The ambulance 
driver got lost on his way to pick me up. The highway 
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patrolman didn’t, though, and he told the ambulance 
driver how to find us.

When asked why he came back, the driver of the 
truck that hit me told the highway patrolman that he 
thought he hit a deer and wanted to see what it looked 
like. Just between you and me, I know that God put 
that thought in his mind so he would come back to 
me.

You see, later I found out that the impact had 
exploded my spleen, broken my left ribs, and that I 
was in the process of bleeding to death internally––I 
just didn’t know it at the time. 18 milligrams of 
Coumadin will make blood run like mercury, and it 
was doing it to mine.

If the driver of the truck had not come back, I would 
have bled to death in the grass, over in the dark, on a 
Saturday night, out in the country. But that was not in 
God’s plans.

I was taken to East Texas Medical Center at Tyler 
in critical condition, again! The doctors helped 
save my life. They released me in 11 days, and I 
was walking again in about 2 weeks. God is still in 
the miracle-working business … even though we 
certainly don’t deserve it!

Another year later, and another miracle was waiting 
to happen in my life: I was about to meet Mary Beth!

Please understand this, though: these miracles were 
not because God considered me a moral, righteous 
person, for I was not then, and am not now. The amaz-
ing things that God pulled me through were not some 
kind of reward for doing the right things. Along with 
really hearing and obeying God, I made a number 
of wrong choices, too. And of course He knew all of 
this.
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The Bible tells us that God’s ways are not our 
ways. For reasons I still don’t understand, He 
once again spared my life.

I didn’t deserve it then; I still don’t. That’s why God 
calls it grace.

A little more information:
     In between the first accident and the crash-and-
burn I-20 accident, Jean, my loving wife of 27 
years, was diagnosed with cancer. The next year she 
passed away. She was a beautiful person who gave our 
family many years of love, devotion, and kindness. 
She is missed.

And one last thing:
If God were to take me back to Thanksgiving 2000, 

to the split second before impact on I-20, and offer me 
the choice of missing the van or crashing into it and 
burning, then I’d go through it all again … the coma, 
the nightmares, all the extended pain and getting 
hit the next year … just to be able to know Him more 
and to experience His intense faithfulness, His 
overwhelming love, and His awesome grace all over 
again.

To God be all the glory and honor for me surviv-
ing time-and-time again. It was never about me doing 
anything spectacular or being some great 
survivor. Everything that has happened to me has 
been to further His kingdom and to let me share 
my story with you, pointing the way to God, through 
Jesus.

Praise His name forever!
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What About This Jesus?

As we wrote these stories, we also shared things that 
arose from our relationship with our Lord, Jesus 
Christ. Sometimes we called Him Lord, 
sometimes Savior, and sometimes referred to Him as 
Jesus, or the Christ. Maybe you’re wondering about 
this Jesus yourself.

Is God real? And if He is real (and He 
definitely is!), then you may be asking yourself if this 
Jesus is for you. The Word of God promises an 
emphatic yes! The changed lives of tens of millions of 
people are testimonies to the love, the forgiveness, 
and the faithfulness of Christ. God loves you, and His 
Son Jesus Christ loves you and wants a relationship 
with you … a personal one that is there for the asking.

When it comes to knowing Jesus, some people are 
mainly interested in being saved from hell. That’s 
kind of like being scared into doing something 
because you fear the “what if you don’t” consequences. 
Now, there’s nothing wrong with that either. After 
all, without Christ, hell is destination central.

Fear of hell did not move me to ask Jesus into my 
heart. I (Warren) asked Jesus to be my Savior and Lord 
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because I was tearing myself up inside. I needed help in 
the “here and now.”

On the surface my life looked okay to most people, 
but deep down inside, I was carrying around a bunch 
of garbage, and I stunk spiritually. I needed a Jesus who 
would walk beside me that I could talk with about my 
problems, and a Lord that would guide me down this 
path called life.

I was shown in the Bible that God created us to 
love Him and be dependent upon Him for our every 
decision. He sent his Son, Jesus, to make it possible 
for us to have continuous contact with Him. That 
is what I needed. That is what I received. In Jesus, I 
got it all!

So, how can it happen for you? Believe it or 
not, there are no official, churchy words to recite in 
order to have Jesus as the Savior and Lord of your 
life. It’s between you and Him. When you 
acknowledge Jesus as the Christ, the only Son of God, 
God then lives in you.

Talk to Jesus. Don’t hold back anything. Tell 
Him simply and honestly what you feel in your 
heart. Tell Him why you need Him. Jesus forgives. 
He already knows about you anyway; He just wants 
to hear it from your lips.

There’s no special place, or time, or way to 
stand, or sit, or kneel. The most important thing is 
what is in your heart because that’s where Jesus looks.

You’ll find that Jesus is the friend you’ve always 
wanted. He always has time for you and always wants 
to be with you. Jesus never rejects your call for help; 
He always cares. And even better, Jesus longs for a 
personal relationship with you.

Maybe you really desire just to know more about this 
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Jesus. If this is you, then we encourage you to e-mail 
Mary Beth at: powellsonbeams@gmail.com .

Note: Anything you say or write to me about 
stays confidential. I do not share your 
personal information or address with anyone else.

Into His Word

So you will be saved, if you honestly say, “Jesus is 
Lord,” and if you believe with all your heart that 
God raised Him from death.

Romans 10:9 (cev)
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God’s Still Talking to Me

Things God is whispering to me about what I read:
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About the Authors

Mary Beth and Warren both grew up in Fort Worth, 
Texas, but did not know each other during those Fort 
Worth years. With Warren being ten years older, their 
paths never crossed. Through the grace of God, how-
ever, they met during the fall semester of 2002 in a 
math class at Tyler Junior College in Tyler, Texas. 
Warren was assigned to be Mary Beth’s teacher’s aide. 
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The story of their meeting and marrying was writ-
ten up in the campus newspaper under the heading of 
“Love Finds a Way at Potter Hall.”

After twenty years of a hectic, metropolitan life-
style, Mary Beth had inherited her parents’ house in 
Henderson, allowing her to escape the wilds of big-
city life in Dallas and embrace small-town life in East 
Texas. A short, thirty-five-minute drive down a tree-
lined highway put Mary Beth at her job and in perfect 
position for the next phase of God’s plans for her life.

During the previous two years, God had saved 
Warren’s life through miracle after miracle. 
Warren was just returning to teaching at TJC after a 
two-year absence when he was hired to assist Mary 
Beth in one of her math classes. Wow, what a God-
incidence!

Warren and Mary Beth were married March 8, 
2003, in the backyard of Mary Beth’s home in 
Henderson, complete with doves cooing in the 
trees. Together they have six grown children: 
Shannon, Warren II, Joy, Jason (who goes by Crash), 
Matt, and Crystal. They also have eight 
grandchildren: Zachary, Avery, Aedyn, Cade, 
Kaedynce, Reid, Aezlyn, and Aubrey.

Warren and Mary Beth enjoyed eighteen years of 
marriage. In August of 2021, Warren passed from this 
life; this reprinting is done to honor his memory.
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