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It's always something... If it's not one thing it's another... It's just Murphy's law… 

If it's gonna happen, it'll happen to me!  These are statements that most of us have said  

at one time or another, and there's a lot more just like 'em.   

We, as humans, never seem to run out of ways to worry, fret, and fall into a negative attitude.   

Max Lucado, a Christian author once wrote a piece called "Diary of a Dog and a Cat".   

They were in the exact same situation but for everything that happened the cat had a negative 

attitude while the dog was happy and saw everything as wonderful (half empty/half full). 

We are neither cats nor dogs, we are humans made after God's own likeness and have  

been given, by Him, free choice to be whatever we choose to be.   

God tells us clearly in the Bible what He wants for us ~  
Our fears for today, our worries about tomorrow, or where we are - high above the sky, or in  

the deepest ocean - nothing will ever be able to separate us from the Love of God demonstrated 

by our Lord, Jesus Christ, when he died for us.   

Romans 8:38,39 

No matter what happens, and stuff will happen, we need 

to choose God and see how wonderful our lives can be. 

 Excerpts from The Diary of a Dog: 
8:00 a.m. Oh boy, dog food – my favorite.         9:30 a.m. Oh boy, a car ride – my favorite.  
9:40 a.m. Oh boy, a walk – my favorite.        10:30 a.m. Oh boy, another car ride – my favorite.  

11:30 a.m. Oh boy, more dog food – my favorite.   12:00 p.m. Oh boy, the kids – my favorite.  
1:00 p.m. Oh boy, the yard – my favorite.         4:00 p.m. Oh boy, the kids again – my favorite.  
5:00 p.m. Oh boy, dog food again – my favorite.      5:30 p.m. Oh boy, Mom – my favorite.  
6:00 p.m. Oh boy, playing ball – my favorite.  
    8:30 p.m. Oh boy, sleeping in my master’s bed – my favorite.  
 

 Excerpts from The Diary of a Cat:  
Day 283 of my captivity.  My captors continue to taunt me with bizarre little dangling objects.  

They dine lavishly on fresh meat while I’m forced to eat dry cereal.  I’m sustained by the hope of escape 
and the mild satisfaction I derive from ruining a few pieces of furniture. Tomorrow I may eat another 

houseplant.  I attempted to kill my captors this morning by weaving through their walking feet. Nearly 
succeeded. Must try this strategy at the top of the stairs. Seeking to disgust and repulse these vile  
oppressors, I once again induced myself to vomit on their favorite chair. Must try this on their bed.  

To display my diabolical disposition, I decapitated a mouse and deposited the headless body on their 
kitchen floor. They only cooed and condescended, patting my head and calling me a “strong little kitty.” 

Hmm – not working according to plan. During a gathering of their accomplices, they placed me in  
solitary confinement. I overheard that my confinement was due to my power of allergies. Must learn 

what this means and how to use it to my advantage. I am convinced the other household captives are 
flunkies, perhaps snitches. The dog is routinely released and seems naively happy to return. He is,  

no doubt, a half-wit. The bird speaks with the humans regularly. Must be an informant. I am certain  
he reports my every move. Due to his current placement in the metal cage, his safety is assured,  

but I can wait.  It’s only a matter of time.  
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A Disciple’s Commitment 
 

I’m part of  the fellowship of  the unashamed. 
I have Holy Spirit power.  The die has been cast.   

I have stepped over the line.   
The decision has been made.   

I’m a disciple of  His.  I won’t look back,  
let up, slow down, back away or be still. 

My past is redeemed, my present makes sense,  
my future is secure.  I’m finished and done  

with low living, sight walking, small planning,  
smooth knees, colorless dreams, tamed visions,  

mundane talking, cheap living, and dwarfed goals. 
I no longer need preeminence, prosperity,  

position, promotions, plaudits, or popularity. 
I don’t have to be right, first, tops, recognized,  

praised, regarded, or rewarded.   
I now live by faith, lean on His presence,  

walk by patience, lift by prayer, and labor by power. 
My face is set, my gait is fast, my goal is Heaven,  

my road is narrow, my way is rough, my companions  
are few, my Guide is reliable, my mission is clear.   

I cannot be bought, compromised, detoured,  
lured away, turned back, deluded, or delayed.   

I will not flinch in the face of  sacrifice,  
hesitate in the presence of  the adversary,  

negotiate at the table of  the enemy,  
ponder at the pool of  popularity,  

or meander in the maze of  mediocrity. 
I won’t give up, shut up, let up, until I have  
stayed up, stored up, prayed up, paid up,  
and preached up for the cause of  Christ.   

I am a disciple of  Jesus.   
I must go till He comes, give till I drop,  

preach till all know, and work till He stops me.   
And when He comes for His own,  

He will have no problem recognizing me ~ 

my banner will be clear. 





In the book of James, God says that there is great power in prayer.   

Prayer, simply stated, is a line of communication with God.  

So why is it powerful?  Because GOD IS! 

When King Hezekiah was about to die he prayed to God and God 

changed His own plan and let him live an additional 15 years. 

Prayer kept the lions from killing Daniel -  

Shadrach, Meshach and Abednego from being burned in the furnace. 

Even God’s son, Jesus, used the power of prayer throughout his  

ministry and to draw strength from God before he was to be crucified.   

So this great power is ours to be used whenever we choose!!!   

God’s question to us is,  

“When was the last time we chose to use it?” 



 The twelve disciples of Christ were not any better than any of us, neither 
were they any worse.  They were the commodity of mankind living their lives 
as most men do - living in a world of challenge & defeat, traditions & non-
understandable attitudes, living with its joys & sorrows, in the midst of 

many beliefs searching for the one truth, and by God’s providence finding 
Jesus in their midst.  They were not men of great education, capable under-

standing, high ethics or superior morals, or men who were renowned for 
great acts. They were men who lacked stature or wealth, the measure by 
which the world sees success.  They certainly lacked the qualifications for 

the calling they had received from the Master.  But these men, as flawed as 
they were, went on with purpose, passion and perseverance to turn the 

world upside down.  They had the one thing that we all must have…  
the willingness to pick up our cross and follow Jesus. 
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