     So much to be thankful for!

                 God: source of help in all things
   By Agnes Helsley





by Talitha

    God is good. Life can be hard, but the goodness of God carries us through. We are so very grateful for little Jack being part of our daily life. The little guy continues to make strides such as being much engaged in modern technology. He is very adept at using Mom and Dad’s cell phones to watch movies such as Cinderella or Curious George. He is also very fond of his own i-pod. I recently read comments by a well-known pundit stating his views about the youth of today isolating themselves by being too engaged in cell phones and computers. That may be true for some, but for those like Jack whose communication skills are very limited, technology provides him with a chance to have a little fun.
   Jack plays Grandma like a violin. He knows a pushover when he sees one. Putting his vast number of cars into containers is not a problem if his “patsy” is there. “Jack, help Grandma,” is the lame request, which is ignored. He will continue his current occupation and then check out if I have properly done the task. Recently he was watching George on DVD while I straightened up the playroom. He did a walk around the room, noticed that I had missed a play vegetable lying on the shelf. He picked it up and put it with the other vegetables, smiled and resumed his seat. I’m a slow learner and it is beginning to penetrate this thick skull that I need to be firmer with Jack. Just as God requires obedience and doing the hard things in life, I have to hold to the rules Mom and Dad have set for Jack so that he doesn’t grow up without the necessary discipline which makes us easier to live with. Softie Gramma intends to mend her all-too-permissive ways.
   This has been a year filled with challenges ─ would Jack and his family remain in Erie? Thank God, Daddy is very happy with his new job at St. Vincent Hospital. Thank God our nation is awakening to the need for prayer and repentance. It is surprising and encouraging to witness the efforts of so many people to turn the hearts of the people to our God who created us and redeemed us. He alone is the source of life and liberty if we but follow his ways. As long as we are on this earth we will have problems; but as long as we stay focused on the “Author and Finisher of our faith,” Jesus Christ, we will be victorious. 
          Happy Thanksgiving!

     _______________________
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A 
Remarkable Day
   Thanksgiving Day is one of the most remarkable days of the year. Decreed by a layman, the President of the United States, by authorization of Congress, it is obeyed by Catholic, Jew and Protestant, and by many who have no church affiliation. The response of more than 2,000,000 people to this call is one of the most encouraging events in our national life. Thankfulness blesses and enriches our daily life. Not only is it deserving of a special day, it merits everyday observance.
─ Clergy Talk

   While praising the Lord for an inner healing, I got careless, and my lovely white wedding present bedspread got stained. Immediate washing followed by line drying did not remove the stain, but at least it had faded. I concentrated on being thankful for the healing anyway.

   When my husband came home and saw the stain, he blew up, frightening me with loud, hurtful words about my duty to keep his home neat and clean at all times. What could I say? It was entirely my fault. I battled to be thankful, and prayed for guidance, but I received no insights about stain removal, and I cringed inside every time I saw that stain.

   Then it happened again; a new trail of small dots arched below the original stain. Uh-oh. Hide the evidence. Don’t give the stain time to set. One washer cycle later, out at the clothesline, I saw the bad news. All the stains matched. The second washing hadn’t changed the first stain at all. I doubled the spread for hanging, carefully folding the stained part to the inside, forgetting that the sun can fade colors ─ and maybe stains. Crying hysterically, I begged God for mercy in my marriage. My husband was so angry last time. What would he do now?

   Chores kept me busy and I forgot about the stain, even when yanking the clothes down ahead of a sudden thunderstorm. While supper was cooking I finally sorted the laundry, put the spread back on the bed, and ─ all the stains were gone without a trace! I didn’t have time to give the Lord his due just then, but I’m sure he 
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