Two Words That Say it All!
 
Randy Scott is not only a friend; he is also a valuable member of the Advisory Board of the motorsport ministry of CRA.  We commonly talk to each by phone each week, encouraging; praying for; and, many times, just listening as one or both just need an “ear” to hear.  Our conversations often go something like this as a beginning:  “Hi, Randy! How are you?”  There is one answer that is most generally consistent with his response.   With ‘Two Words’ that say it all, his response leaves me once again realizing how true and accurate those words are, and how powerful of a statement it is to any individual on the other end of the line.  Randy’s response with two simple, but powerful words are; “I’m blessed!”

These simple, yet profound words, “I’m blessed!” are two words that many of us may need to wrap our hearts and lives around, as well as our response at such times.  For truly we are blessed as Ps. 3:3 says, “…You, O Lord, are a shield around me, my glory, and the one who lifts my head high.”  “I’m blessed!”  Ps. 4:3 says, “You can be sure of this:  The Lord has set apart the godly for Himself. The Lord will answer when I call to Him.”  “I’m blessed!”  Ps. 5:7 “Because of your unfailing love, I can enter your house; with deepest awe I will worship at Your Temple.” “I’m blessed!”   Ps. 7: 10, “God is my shield, saving those whose hearts are true and right.”  “I’m blessed!”  Ps. 11:7 “For the Lord is righteous, and He loves justice.  Those who do what is right will see His face.” “I’m blessed!”  Ps. 16:5, “Lord, you alone are my inheritance, my cup of blessing.  You guard all that is mine.” “I’m blessed!”  I can honestly say, “I’m blessed!  I’m blessed!  I’m blessed!”

During the course of any given week I talk with person after person, from community leaders, business owners, grocery store clerks, and yes, even some pastors and church leaders, AND the two words I more frequently hear rather than “I’m blessed!” are, “I’m discouraged.” 

The late Lloyd Ogilvie writing in the publication called Leadership, made an attempt to encourage the discouraged with an article he called, “Pastoring the Powerful.”  Ogilvie wrote about Senator Max Cleland, who had lost both of his legs and his right hand in Vietnam.  One day he came to the senators’ Bible study looking and feeling withdrawn and tired, and another senator said, “Max, are you alright?”  “Not really,” he said.  “I’ve been having the same dream for thirty-years.  I dream about how I accidentally dropped that grenade, and when I leaped on it, it exploded and it blew my legs off.”  That night, the study group gathered around Max and prayed that the Lord would heal that memory.  Two days later, the History Channel broadcasted Max’s story and a man from Annapolis saw it and phoned Senator Cleland: “Senator, you have the story wrong” the man said.  That wasn’t your grenade.  It was a young recruit behind you who had opened the pins on his grenade, and one of grenades he had fastened to his belt popped out right before he was to jump from the helicopter, and then rolled on the floor.  You leaped on it to save us all.  I wrapped you up myself and got you to the hospital.  I was on the helicopter; I know how it happened.”  Max came to the next Bible study saying a gigantic load had been lifted off his shoulders.  The study group had been studying Romans 8:28. Now when Senator Cleland is hurrying around in his wheelchair, he’ll call out to others in the Senate.  “Remember, things don’t work out; God works out things.”  “I’m blessed!”

Maybe today, you’re one who is feeling discouraged.  I trust by the time you finish reading this closing story you’ll realize that you can be a blessing to others while God reminds you how much of a blessing you are to Him! 


Bill White tells the story of how he was kneeling in prayer in the front room of his home at 6:30 a.m. feeling a little discouraged and in need of what he felt that no matter how dark things appeared, there was daylight and hope. White said, “I’d just confessed my sins and was asking God for a blessing that day, needing to feel loved by him.  Our little boy, Timothy, twenty-two months old, (underline mine for its importance) had just gotten up, and I noticed out of the corner of my eye that he had sneaked quietly in to the front room.  He is always quiet in the morning when I’m praying because his mom tells him to be; but this time he ambled straight over to me, put a hand on my hands, and said, “Hi, special one!  Hi, special one!  Hi, special one!”  Never once has he called me that before.  Six times he called me “special one”. He said it enough for me actually to get it---that God was speaking to me and giving me His blessing.”

“I’m blessed!”
Psalm 20:7
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