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A

Attitude

Atmosphere

n	 astronaut	 was	 asked	 by	 a	 reporter	 to	 name	 the	 key	 to	 successful	 space	 travel.
Without	batting	an	eye	 the	astronaut	replied,	“The	secret	 to	 traveling	 in	space	 is	 to

take	your	own	atmosphere	with	you.”	I’ve	found	that	true	for	travels	on	earth,	too.	How
about	you?

The	air	in	some	rooms	is	filled	with	negative	criticism.	Breathe	enough	of	it	into	your
soul	and	you	will	become	critical,	too.	Fill	a	meeting	with	talk	of	despair,	and	pretty	soon
the	most	positive	people	feel	the	doom	of	gloom.	As	my	wise	English	teacher	used	to	say,
“Some	people	are	just	born	in	the	objective	case.”	Whatever	the	subject,	they	are	against
it.	Given	such	attitude	pollution,	people	are	wise	to	take	their	own	atmosphere	with	them.
Such	people	provide	a	breath	of	hope	in	a	room	of	despair,	a	positive	note	in	a	climate	of
criticism,	a	reason	to	move	on	against	the	objections	of	the	day.

The	next	time	you	feel	the	effects	of	attitude	pollution,	do	what	the	astronauts	do—
take	your	own	atmosphere	with	you.

Grant	us,	O	Lord,	the	power	to	be	positive
in	every	circumstance,	that	we	may	bring
honor	and	glory	to	your	name.	Amen.



A
Bad	Impression

frustrated	woman	was	making	a	scene	on	a	city	bus.	She	was	rude,	crude,	and	full	of
abusive	 language.	As	 the	woman	was	getting	off	 the	bus,	 the	driver	 said,	“Ma’am,

you	left	something	behind.”

“What	 is	 it?”	asked	 the	woman	scowling.	“What	did	 I	 leave	behind?”	“A	very	bad
impression,”	said	the	bus	driver	as	he	closed	the	door	and	drove	on.

Whether	we	want	to	or	not,	all	of	us	leave	something	of	ourselves	behind	every	day.
What	impressions	are	you	making	through	your	associations	today?	At	work,	at	home,	on
the	street	corner,	and	at	the	traffic	light,	are	you	sowing	seeds	of	kindness	or	spreading	a
spirit	of	strife?

Frustrations	 are	 sort	 of	 like	mosquito	 bites.	 The	more	 you	 scratch	 them,	 the	more
they	bleed.	Untouched	mosquito	bites	disappear	in	twenty-four	hours;	scratched	ones	last
for	weeks.	So	in	spite	of	our	temptations	to	do	otherwise,	we	would	be	wise	to	leave	our
frustrations	alone.	They	heal	quicker	that	way.

Dear	Lord,	since	we	never	get	a	second	chance
to	make	a	first	impression,	grant	us	the	grace	to

do	it	right	the	first	time.	Amen.



B
Boredom

elieve	it	or	not,	I	saw	a	spectator	yawning	at	a	football	game	the	other	day.	The	fans
were	loud.	The	cheers	were	roaring.	This	person	found	the	whole	thing	boring.

For	a	moment	I	was	relieved	that	people	yawn	in	places	other	than	church.	Come	to
think	of	it,	people	can	be	bored	just	about	anywhere.	You	can	yawn	your	way	through	the
Grand	 Canyon	 or	 sleep	 through	 a	 sunset.	 There	 were	 doubtless	 those	 who	 nodded	 off
during	Napoleon’s	 coronation	 or	 Lincoln’s	 brief	Gettysburg	Address.	 To	 be	 bored	 is	 to
turn	off	whatever	life	is	tuning	in	at	the	moment.

How	about	it?	Are	you	bored	to	death?	If	so,	it	may	say	more	about	you	than	about
the	 situations	 you	 are	 enduring.	 Boredom	 is	 more	 a	 state	 of	 mind	 than	 a	 set	 of
circumstances.

So	 look	 around	 you.	 Find	 something	 of	 joy.	 Stay	 alert	 through	 life,	 for	 living	 is	 a
thing	we	do,	now	or	never.	Which	do	you?

Thank	you,	God,	for	creating
a	breathtaking	world.

Keep	us	alert	to	the	beauty	around	us
and	the	eternity	within	us,

that	we	may	tiptoe	through	each	day
as	people	with	great	expectation.	Amen.



A
Enemies

vindictive	lady	sharply	criticized	Abe	Lincoln	for	his	conciliatory	policies	toward	the
South.	“After	all,”	insisted	the	lady,	“these	are	your	enemies.”

Lincoln,	whose	attitude	often	exceeded	those	of	his	time,	replied,	“But	Ma’am,	do	I
not	get	 rid	of	my	enemies	when	 I	make	 them	my	friends?”	Of	course,	Mr.	Lincoln	was
right.	 The	 surest	way	 to	 destroy	 enemies	 is	 to	 turn	 them	 into	 friends.	 People	who	 care
enough	 to	hate	usually	have	 feelings	strong	enough	 to	 love.	Critical	people	can	become
supportive	people	through	the	power	of	personal	relationships.	A	little	shift	of	attitude	can
make	a	world	of	difference.

The	next	time	you	are	criticized	or	abused,	walk	a	mile	in	your	critic’s	shoes.	Try	to
understand	 the	 situation	 from	 his	 or	 her	 perspective.	 Listen	 to	 the	 concerns.	 Instead	 of
putting	people	in	their	place,	try	to	place	them	in	their	best	light.	The	change	could	make
all	the	difference.

Merciful	God,	forgive	us	our	hatreds
as	we	seek	to	forgive	those	who	hate	us,

in	the	sure	and	certain	hope
you	can	transform	a	world	of	enemies
into	a	community	of	friends.	Amen.



W
Revenge

hen	it	comes	to	 the	hurts	of	your	 life,	do	you	try	 to	get	even	or	do	you	try	 to	get
over	them?	There’s	an	old	Greek	legend	about	an	Olympic	athlete	who	begrudged

the	public	acclaim	given	to	the	victorious	competitor.	His	anger	intensified	when	a	statue
was	erected	to	honor	the	new	champion.	The	sore	loser	vowed	to	seek	revenge.	Each	night
he	secretly	chiseled	away	at	 the	 statue’s	 foundation.	With	each	clash	of	 the	hammer,	he
dreamed	of	the	day	the	statue	would	topple	down.	Sure	enough,	he	succeeded.	One	night
the	statue	fell	and	killed	the	man	with	chisel	in	hand.

Of	this	I	am	certain:	Anger,	 jealousy,	envy,	bitterness,	and	hatred	hurt	us.	They	rob
our	peace	of	mind	and	destroy	our	physical	health.	People	who	seek	revenge	should	dig
two	graves.	One	for	the	enemy.	One	for	themselves.

Teach	us,	dear	Lord,	to	leave	vengence	up	to	you,
that	we	may	be	free	to	live	in	joy	and	peace,
not	merely	survive	in	anger	and	hatred.	Amen.



A

Saving	A
Starfish

s	an	old	man	walked	the	beach	at	dawn,	he	noticed	a	boy	ahead	of	him	picking	up
starfish	 and	 flinging	 them	 into	 the	 sea.	 “What	 are	 you	 doing?”	 inquired	 the	man.

“Saving	the	fish,”	replied	the	boy.	“Stranded	starfish	will	die	in	the	sun.	I’m	pitching	the
fish	back	in	the	sea.	I’m	saving	their	lives.”

The	old	man	glanced	down	the	beach	and	said,	“But	the	beach	goes	on	for	miles	and
miles	and	there	are	millions	of	starfish.	How	can	your	effort	make	any	difference?”

The	boy	looked	at	the	starfish	he	held	in	his	hand.	Then,	throwing	it	back	in	the	sea,
he	replied,	“It	makes	a	difference	to	this	one.”

No	one	 can	do	everything,	but	 everyone	can	do	 something.	Let	not	 the	 size	of	 the
problem	spoil	our	determination	of	will.	We	may	not	be	able	 to	solve	world	hunger,	but
we	 can	 take	 a	 homeless	 person	 to	 lunch.	 We	 may	 not	 have	 the	 power	 to	 restore	 the
environment,	 but	 we	 can	 clean	 up	 the	mess	 in	 our	 own	 backyards.	 That	makes	 all	 the
difference.

Loving	Savior,	we	realize	we	cannot
do	everything	to	save	the	world,
so	help	us	grasp	the	opportunities

at	our	fingertips	to	be	like	you.	Amen.



I
Why	Me?

n	a	Tom	Wilson	cartoon,	Ziggy	says,	“Whenever	I	ask,	‘Why	Me?’	a	voice	always	says,
‘so	who	else	did	you	have	in	mind?’”

Since	morning	 never	wore	 to	 evening	without	 some	heart	 breaking,	 a	 heart	 just	 as
sensitive	as	yours	or	mine,	most	of	us	have	played	 the	“Why	Me?”	game.	Why	do	bad
things	happen	to	good	people?	Why	do	tornadoes	strike	the	just	and	unjust?	Why,	in	the
name	of	higher	mathematics,	do	I	become	a	statistic	of	disease?

When	I	sink	into	that	quagmire	of	self-pity,	I	find	it’s	time	to	change	the	question.	I
begin	 asking	 not	 “Why	me?”	 but	 “Why	 not	me?”	Why	 do	 good	 things	 happen	 to	 bad
people?	How	come	it	rains	on	the	unjust	as	well	as	the	just?	Why	should	my	disease	be
curable	when	another	is	terminal?	Exactly	who	else	should	get	what	I	have?

In	the	risky	riddles	of	life,	I’ve	come	to	this	conclusion:	It’s	not	what	happens	to	us,
but	what	we	do	with	what	happens	to	us	that	makes	all	the	difference.

There	are	many	things,	loving	God,
that	our	small	minds	cannot	comprehend.
So	help	us	trust	you	where	we	cannot	see,

as	we	walk	with	you	where	we	have	not	been,
guided	by	your	omnipotent	hand.	Amen.



W
Words

ords,	 words,	 words,	 words,	 the	 world	 is	 full	 of	 words.	 Some	 words	 are	 big.
Supercalifragilisticexpialidocious	 still	 sounds	 quite	 precocious.	 Other	 words	 are

small,	 like	 “if.”	 “If	 you	 can	 keep	 your	 head	 when	 all	 about	 you	 are	 losing	 theirs	 and
blaming	it	on	you.”

Words	can	hurt.	Remember	that	old	saying,	“Sticks	and	stones	can	break	our	bones
but	 words	 can	 never	 hurt	 us.”	 Don’t	 believe	 it.	 Words	 do	 hurt.	 The	 cutting	 words	 of
childhood	still	sting	in	the	lives	of	many	adults.	Slinging	mud	in	a	war	of	words	always
causes	one	 to	 lose	ground.	More	damage	 is	done	 in	 a	moment	of	 anger	 than	 this	world
realizes.	Words	do	hurt.

Words	 can	 help.	Words	 fitly	 spoken	 are	 like	 golden	 apples	 in	 a	 silver	 basket.	 The
right	word	 spoken	 at	 the	 right	 time,	 in	 the	 right	way,	 in	 the	 right	 spirit,	 can	 change	 the
world.

What	words	will	you	use	today?	Will	they	help	or	hinder?	Will	they	build	others	up
or	tear	them	down?	What	about	the	words	you	will	speak	tonight?	Will	they	break	bones
or	 build	 character?	 Encourage	 or	 discourage?	 Hurt	 or	 heal?	 Why	 not	 let	 them	 be
wonderful	words	of	life?

You	alone,	gracious	God,	have	the
wonderful	words	of	life.

Give	us	the	wisdom	to	put	our	souls
in	touch	with	you	before	we	put

our	mouths	in	motion	about	others.	Amen.



I

Change
&	Growth

Almost

n	 a	 “Peanuts”	 cartoon,	 Linus	 reviews	 the	 year’s	 statistics	 of	 his	 baseball	 team.	 “In
twelve	games,	we	almost	scored	a	run.	In	nine	games,	the	other	team	was	almost	 shut

out.	 In	 right	 field,	Lucy	almost	 caught	 three	balls.	And	once,	 she	almost	made	 the	 right
play.	WE	LED	THE	LEAGUE	IN	‘ALMOSTS.’”

In	the	major	league	of	life,	do	you	ever	feel	that	way?	Life	is	seldom	clear	cut,	black
and	white,	all	this	and	never	that.	Instead,	life	is	a	series	of	almost,	close,	nearly,	not	far.
We	nearly	got	the	things	we	missed.	We	almost	missed	the	things	we	got.	Close	plays	in
baseball	are	nothing	compared	to	the	close	calls	in	life.

Maybe	 you	 are	almost	 persuaded	 to	 be	 a	 better	 person,	nearly	 convinced	 to	 live	 a
better	life,	not	far	from	choosing	a	finer	focus.	Why	not	turn	your	almost	into	altogether
and	go	for	it?

In	the	nearlies	and	not	fars	of	our	own	lives,
O	God,	help	us	become	altogether	surrendered

to	your	will	and	your	way.	Amen.



H
Hurry	Up

urry	 up!	Have	 you	 already	 said	 that	 to	 yourself	 this	morning?	 In	 our	 speedy,	 fast-
paced	world	we	are	constantly	 telling	ourselves	and	others	 that	 faster	 is	better.	We

need	to	trade	in	our	old	computers	because	the	newer	ones	are	faster.	Shopping	is	easier
because	it	is	constantly	more	convenient.	Bewitched	by	this	neurotic	demand	for	things	to
be	faster,	quicker,	and	easier,	we	become	incredibly	impatient	people.	We	even	hurry	up	so
we	can	slow	down.

When	will	we	 learn	 that	 all	 things	 take	 time?	Precious	 stones	 are	 not	whipped	out
overnight.	 Solid	 character	 is	 not	 synonymous	 with	 instant	 success.	 Growth	 is	 not
measured	in	milliseconds.	Matters	like	integrity	and	relationships	take	time,	usually	a	lot
of	time.

Frances	 De	 Sales	 once	 said,	 “Have	 patience	 with	 all	 things,	 but	 first	 of	 all	 with
yourself.”	God	makes	all	things	beautiful	in	His	time.	If	God	is	not	in	a	hurry,	maybe	we
would	be	smart	to	slow	down	too.

Slow	me	down,	Lord,	lest	I	run	past	more
than	I	catch	up	with	in	the	rush	of	life
and	miss	the	reason	for	living.	Amen.



H
Growing

enry	 Wadsworth	 Longfellow	 brightened	 the	 world	 with	 encouraging	 words.	 This
nineteenth-century	writer	experienced	two	great	sorrows	in	the	midst	of	his	success.

His	first	wife	died	quite	young.	His	second	wife	was	fatally	burned	in	an	accident.

An	admirer	asked	Longfellow	at	seventy-five	how	he	could	write	so	beautifully	and
live	so	vigorously	in	the	face	of	tragedy	and	old	age?	Longfellow,	pointing	to	an	apple	tree
that	was	a	riot	of	colorful	bloom	said,	“That	is	a	very	old	apple	tree,	but	the	blossoms	this
year	 seem	more	 beautiful	 than	 ever	 before.	That	 old	 tree	 grows	 a	 little	 new	wood	 each
year,	and	 I	 suppose	 it	 is	out	of	 the	new	wood	 that	 these	blossoms	come.	Like	 the	apple
tree,	I	try	to	grow	a	little	new	wood	each	year.”

Are	you	still	growing?	Whatever	your	age	or	sorrow,	are	you	anticipating	tomorrow?
Why	not	try	something	new	today.	Bloom	where	you	are	planted.

Gentle	Creator,	keep	creating	in	me	a	new	heart,
that	I	may	never	grow	weary	of	things	as	they
are,	since	you	are	making	all	things	into	what

they	were	meant	to	be.	Amen.



A
Repairs	Available

clock	repair	shop	displayed	this	sign	in	the	window:	“If	your	grandfather	needs	oiling
and	adjusting,	we	still	make	house	calls.”	As	a	grandfather,	 there	are	 times	I	could

use	some	oiling	and	adjusting.	How	about	you?

The	oil	of	forgiveness	reduces	friction.	The	oil	of	understanding	eliminates	hurt.	The
oil	of	love	keeps	us	together.	The	oil	of	joy	keeps	us	ticking.	The	oil	of	hope	encourages
us	to	try	one	more	time.	People	need	oiling.

People	need	adjusting.	The	demands	of	the	day	and	pressures	of	the	years	can	alter
life’s	rhythm	to	the	extent	that	we	still	tick,	but	not	on	time.	We	have	not	maintained	the
balance	 of	work	 and	 rest,	 power	 and	 purpose,	 time	 and	 eternity.	Major	 adjustments	 are
needed	to	our	timing.

If	you	could	use	some	oiling	and	adjusting,	remember	that	the	Master	Designer	of	the
universe	still	makes	house	calls.

Bathe	me,	O	Lord,	in	the	oil	of	forgiveness,
that	my	soul	may	not	grow	tired	and	squeaky

through	the	seasons	of	life.	Amen.



T

Lessons	From
A	Trapeze

hey	fly	through	the	air	with	the	greatest	of	ease,	those	daring	performers	on	the	flying
trapeze.	Nothing	is	more	exciting	at	a	circus	than	aerial	acts	of	courage	and	grace.	The

pros	make	it	look	so	easy.	Of	course,	we	know	it’s	not.

According	 to	 those	who	 know,	 there	 are	 two	 important	 principles	 that	 every	 high-
wire	performer	must	know.	One	is	to	let	go.	Those	who	fly	through	the	air	must	first	have
the	courage	to	turn	loose.	There	is	no	way	to	grasp	a	new	bar	with	your	knuckles	firmly
fastened	to	an	old	one.

Many	of	us	would	like	a	better	life,	a	new	adventure,	and	a	finer	future.	Have	we	the
courage	to	turn	loose	of	old	securities	in	order	to	soar	through	the	air	toward	a	new	dream?

The	second	 ingredient	of	a	 successful	aerial	 act	 is	 that	of	 surrender.	The	 flyer	who
tries	 to	catch	himself	 is	certain	 to	fall.	So	 the	flyer	must	wait	 for	 the	strong	arms	of	 the
catcher	to	bring	him	to	safety.

Waiting	with	confidence	may	be	our	greatest	challenge.

When	I	surrender	my	all	to	you,
dear	God,	remind	me	you	will	hold	me	tight

through	the	tides	of	time
until	I	am	safe	at	last	with	you.	Amen.



D

Character

Goodness

o	all	the	good	you	can,	by	all	the	means	you	can,	in	all	the	ways	you	can,	to	all	the
people	 you	 can,	 as	 long	 as	 you	 ever	 can—that	 was	 the	 motto	 of	 John	Wesley,	 a

mighty	good	man.	When	it	comes	to	being	good	and	doing	good,	how	do	you	measure	up?

Deep	in	every	healthy	person’s	heart	simmers	a	longing	to	be	a	good	person,	at	least	a
pretty	good	person.	Our	urge	to	be	good	must	outlast	other	take-over	bids	of	feeling	good,
making	good,	or	 looking	good.	Goodness	 is	 first	 and	 foremost	a	matter	of	being.	 If	our
hearts	are	right	and	our	motives	pure,	then	doing	good	becomes	the	natural	fruit	of	those
deep	roots.

So	when	 life	 is	done	and	sun	 is	setting,	and	 it’s	all	 too	soon	a	 race	 that’s	 run,	how
about	 it?	 Will	 people	 look	 at	 your	 remains	 in	 the	 casket	 and	 say,	 “There	 lies	 a	 good
person”?

Lord,	I	would	like	to	be	a	good	person.
Purify	my	motives	and	guide	my	actions,	that	I
may	become	by	your	grace	what	I	want	to	be

in	my	best	intentions.	Amen.



R
Audience

eporters	once	asked	baseball	star	Joe	DiMaggio	how	he	played	so	well	so	regularly.
DiMaggio	replied,	“I	always	think	there	is	at	least	one	person	in	the	stands	who	has

never	seen	me	play.	I	don’t	want	to	let	that	person	down.”

In	 the	big	game	of	 life,	who’s	your	audience?	Who	are	 the	people	you	dare	not	 let
down?	There	are	colleagues	counting	on	you.	There	are	customers	waiting	for	you.	There
are	families	depending	on	you.	Day	in	and	day	out,	there	are	good	reasons	to	do	your	best
no	matter	what.

I	know	pressure	can	be	a	problem,	dailiness	can	do	us	in,	routines	can	feel	like	ruts.
All	of	us	have	days	when	we	would	just	as	soon	stay	in	the	dugout.	That’s	when	we	need
to	remember	there	may	be	someone	in	the	stands	of	our	lives	who	will	judge	the	game	by
the	way	we	play	it.

Make	us	aware,	dear	God,	that	we
do	not	live	alone.	Others	are	watching	us.

What	we	do,	how	we	act,	and	the	attitudes	we
convey	not	only	affect	us	but	influence	others
as	well.	So	let	us	tread	carefully,	that	we	do	not
fall	and	take	others	down	with	us.	Amen.



S
Character

omebody	said	character	is	a	lot	like	a	window	glass.	Even	a	little	crack	shows	all	the
way	through.	Character	is	the	total	of	many	small	daily	decisions.	It	is	built	on	what

we	stand	for,	not	what	we	fall	for.	It	is	the	one	accomplishment	produced	in	this	life	that
we	can	take	with	us	to	the	next	life.

Don’t	 be	 a	 character;	 develop	 character—a	 steadiness	 of	 purpose,	 a	 clearness	 of
vision,	a	singleness	of	spirit	that	helps	you	evaluate	the	immediate	benefit	in	the	light	of
the	long-term	investment.

A	 landlord	 struggles	 with	 rental	 policies.	 An	 author	 makes	 a	 decision	 about
plagiarism;	a	researcher	is	tempted	to	alter	data.	A	salesperson	pads	an	expense	account;	a
mechanic	stands	behind	his	work.	Decisions	like	this	make	us	or	break	us	every	day,	for
even	a	little	crack	in	character	shows	all	the	way	through.

You	have	not	called	me	to	be	a	character,
gracious	God,	you	have	offered	to	form	my

character	in	your	image.	Give	me	the	courage	to
take	you	up	on	your	offer,	that	I	may	be	on	earth

what	I	hope	to	be	in	heaven.	Amen.



W
Commitment

hen	 it	 comes	 to	 commitments,	 how	 are	 you	 at	making	 them	 and	 keeping	 them?
Life’s	most	famous	fibs	surely	include	these:	I’ll	start	my	diet	tomorrow.	Let’s	have

lunch	sometime.	We	service	what	we	sell.	Your	table	will	be	ready	in	a	few	minutes.

Wanting	to	do	more	and	be	more	than	we	are,	we	wind	up	promising	more	than	we
can	produce.	Good	intentions	that	never	get	implemented	compromise	character	more	than
we	admit.

Some	people	handle	the	commitment	challenge	by	never	making	them.	They	live	like
butterflies,	 moving	 from	 person	 to	 person,	 taking	 what	 they	 want	 without	 the	 slightest
thought	 of	 the	 consequences.	Where	will	we	be	 in	 this	world	 if	 the	best	we	 can	 expect
from	anyone	else	is,	“I	might	be	there,	but	don’t	count	on	it!”?

The	key	to	commitment	is	realism.	If	we	are	careful	not	to	make	promises	we	cannot
keep,	we	should	be	able	to	keep	the	promises	we	make.

Every	promise	you	have	made	is	mine,
dear	God,	for	you	keep	your	word.	May	the
promises	I	make	to	you	and	others	be	as	laced
with	integrity	as	your	promises	to	me.	Amen.
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