Oklahoma Fellowship
of Cowboy Churches
D e c e m b e r 2 016

Blue Lightinin’
Report
One day a bunch of friends were all sitting around telling stories about the strangest jobs we’ve had, or the weirdest guys we've
worked for. Well, I sat there listening and taking all the stories in and as I did I remembered this one job I had. I don’t know if
anyone would think it topped their stories but I sure figured it would be up there. Rob, a friend of mine called on evening and
asked what I was doing the next day ‘cause he had a day job West of Atascadero and needed another guy. I don’t remember what I
had planned for the next day but I do remember I took the job. The next morning before sun-up, Rob and I and Ronnie (another
friend) were jumpin’ horses into the stock trailer and headin’ west to Atascadero. We pulled into the gate at the ranch just as the
sun was crackin’ out the dawn. We met the owner of the ranch and one other guy that was there to help. From the best I could
understand from the owner, Fred, and this other fella, John, the cattle on the ranch were some pretty wild stock. Fred hadn’t
owned the place long and these cows had been part of the deal when he bought it and they hadn’t had any luck gatherin’ the herd.
He was wanting to sort calves, brand, vaccinate, castrate the bulls and ship all the heavy calves.
So we jumped the horses out and headed up into what’s called the Coastal Mountains. We went up and crossed over two ridges
and started to drop down into a big open valley. There in the bottom grazing quietly were about 100 mama cows, 75 or 80 big
yearlings and about that many calves. He also had some big Brangus Bulls that were runnin’ with them. They were all just
grazin’ and not acting spooky at all. I started to ask Fred what his plan was but he kinda had this wild look in his eyes and I
decided just to wait and leave him be.
Fred seemed to be a guy tryin’ to look the part, if you know what I mean.
He was wearing those big tall boots with all sorts of flashy colors, jingle-jangle
spurs with huge rowels, and his pants were tucked in so as not to miss any of that
flash. He had one of those fancy wool vests, a Tom Mix style hat and strapped to
his waist was an ivory handled Colt 45. He was riding one of those ranch saddles
with the high cantle and a giant horn. He had a rawhide reatta for a rope and a
bull whip tied to the back of the saddle. He looked sure enough ready, but for
what, I did not know. He was mounted on a slight built, long legged mare that
looked like she had missed out on a few meals and he kept referring to her as a
gelding. So when he got that wild look in his eyes I just figured on waitin’ to see
what was developing.
All of a sudden old Fred lets out a whoop and a holler and pulls that bull whip
out and heads out at a kind of a slow lope toward them cows. We all just looked at
each other trying to figure out what he thought he was doin’. Fred was just kickin’
that horse and, I guess, tryin’ to figure out a way to pop that bull whip without
poppin’ himself any more. Now the cows were all still standing there, I guess,
wondering the same thing we were; what on earth was going on? About the time
Fred was closing in on those cows, the business end of his whip must of hit his
mare’s belly ‘cause that mare found a whole new gear and it wasn’t just a runnin’
gear, It looked more like a rocket launching. Everything went to scatterin’ and a
bunch headed to the brush with Fred hot on their heels. When they hit the brush
all you could hear was snappin’ and crunchin’! But, I got to give Fred credit, he never slowed down. He just crashed in after them!
That was the last we saw of Fred until late in the afternoon. We had gone around and gathered most of the cows and calves and
were finished sortin’ when in the distance we saw a figure comin’ toward the pens from off in the North. We didn’t know who it
was at first because he had lost his hat and looked like a guy that had a fight with an oak tree and lost. He had cuts across his
face, his shirt sleeves were torn and that fancy vest looked like it had come lose at some point and been put back kind of askew.
There were parts of a bush stuck out from behind his saddle but it sure enough was Fred. Now you can imagine what I could’ve
said right then, but I opted to bite my tongue and just finish the job. We still had to rope, brand, vaccinate, and castrate the
calves, so stupid me, I opened my mouth and asked Fred if he wanted to help rope them calves. Right then I saw that wild look
come back in his eyes and I thought, “Here we go again!”

No, he didn’t pull that colt out and start shootin’, but it was another pretty good mess.
I’m sure everyone has some pretty good stories about some crazy job they’ve had but the truth is, if you’re a Christian
you only have one boss. You may have a lot of foremen but the real man in charge is CHRIST.
So, do the best you can at each job, no matter how wild it might get, always remembering who you serve.

Jesus tells us in many places in the Bible to
always be “joyful” or “happy”.
This is important, not only for oneself but also
(a very important also) for those around us.
So...just start it and it’s hard to stop.
It’s catchy like a song
you just keep repeating.
It sounds good and it
makes you feel good.
1 Thessalonians 5:16
“Be joyful always!”

God wants to use us to
make a difference in His world.
He wants to work through us. What matters is not the
duration of our lives, but the donation of them.
Not how long we lived, but how we lived.
If we’re not involved in any service or ministry,
what excuse was used? Abraham was old,
Jacob was insecure, Leah was unattractive, Joseph was
abused, Moses stuttered, Gideon was poor,
Samson was codependent, Rahab was immoral,
David had an affair and all kinds of family problems, Elijah
was suicidal, Jeremiah was depressed,
Jonah was reluctant, Naomi was a widow,
John the Baptist was eccentric to say the least,
Peter was impulsive and hot-tempered,
Martha worried a lot, the Samaritan woman had
several failed marriages, Zacchaeus was unpopular,
Thomas had doubts, Paul had poor health, and
Timothy was timid. That is quite a variety of misfits,
but God used each of them in his service.
He will use us too, if we stop making excuses.

Hebrews
10:24

Spur one another on
toward Love & good deeds
Who likes apples?
Or even better yet, who doesn't like apples?
You can make juice, cider, apple pies, jams & jellies
& all kinds of things…some people even put ‘em in salads!
But the one thing that they never use from the apple is it’s core.
We eat the meat, we even eat the skin but there is no use for
the core and it’s always discarded.
A few years ago we lost one of our apple trees and
not only that, the others didn’t produce.
That started me thinking about the most important
part of an apple tree. It isn’t the meat, or the
skin or the leaves or the limbs…the most important part of an
apple tree is it’s core, the part that carries the seeds, the
part that starts new life. So, through it’s core the apple
tree can continue to live forever, even when some trees die
the seed of life continues! Our lives as Christians is much the
same. Our souls can live forever. What we think is good now is
actually worthless but what is to come is priceless! The world
discarded Christ only for Him to die and rise again to show
us the way to eternal life. So be careful what you value.
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YOUR CHURCH
DOING?
Send us your event
flyers and results so
we can post them on
the website & in these
Blue Lightnin’ Reports
ofccranch.com

OKLAHOMA FELLOWSHIP
OF COWBOY CHURCHES
RIDIN’
FOR
THE
BRAND !

A cowboy rides into town and
stops at the saloon.
However, when he’s finished his
drink, he walks out to find
his horse has been stolen.
The cowboy walks back into the
bar, loosens his guns in their
holsters and says, ‘I’m gonna
have another drink and if my
horse ain’t back outside by the
time I’m finished, I’m gonna do
what I dun back in Texas.’
The cowboy has his drink and
goes out to find his horse is
back where he left it.
The bartender calls out after him,
‘Hey partner, what exactly did
happen in Texas?’
The cowboy says,
‘I had to walk home!’

