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   They told me the big black Lab's name 
was Reggie, as I looked at him lying in his 
pen. The shelter was clean, no-kill, and the 
people really friendly.  
   I'd only been in the area for six months, 
but everywhere I went in the small college 
town, people were welcoming and open. 
Everyone waves when you pass them on 
the street.  
   But something was still missing as I at-
tempted to settle in to my new life here, 
and I thought a dog couldn't hurt. Give me 
someone to talk to. And I had just seen 
Reggie's advertisement on the local news. 
The shelter said they had received numer-
ous calls right after, but they said the peo-
ple who had come down to see him just 
didn't look like "Lab people," whatever that 
meant. They must've thought I did.  
   But at first, I thought the shelter had mis-
judged me in giving me Reggie and his 
things, which consisted of a dog pad, bag 
of toys almost all of which were brand new 
tennis balls, his dishes and a sealed letter 
from his previous owner.  
   See, Reggie and I didn't really hit it off 
when we got home. We struggled for two 
weeks (which is how long the shelter told 
me to give him to adjust to his new home). 
Maybe it was the fact that I was trying to 
adjust, too. Maybe we were too much alike.  
I saw the sealed envelope. I had completely 
forgotten about that. "Okay, Reggie," I said 
out loud, "let's see if your previous owner 
has any advice."  
 
To Whomever Gets My Dog:  
   Well, I can't say that I'm happy you're 
reading this, a letter I told the shelter could 
only be opened by Reggie's new owner. I'm 
not even happy writing it. He knew some-
thing was different. So let me tell you about 
my Lab in the hopes that it will help you 
bond with him and he with you.  
   First, he loves tennis balls. The more the 

merrier. Sometimes I think he's part squir-
rel, the way he hoards them. He usually 
always has two in his mouth, and he tries to 
get a third in there. Hasn't done it yet. 
Doesn't matter where you throw them, he'll 
bound after them, so be careful. Don't do it 
by any roads.  
   Next, commands. Reggie knows the obvi-
ous ones ---"sit," "stay," "come," "heel."  
He knows hand signals, too: He knows 
"ball" and "food" and "bone" and "treat" 
like nobody's business.  
   Feeding schedule: twice a day, regular 
store-bought stuff; the shelter has the 
brand.  
   He's up on his shots. Be forewarned: Reg-
gie hates the vet. Good luck getting him in 
the car. I don't know how he knows when 
it's time to go to the vet, but he knows.  
   Finally, give him some time. It's only been 
Reggie and me for his whole life. He's gone 
everywhere with me, so please include him 
on your daily car rides if you can. He sits 
well in the backseat, and he doesn't bark or 
complain. He just loves to be around peo-
ple, and me most especially.  
   And that's why I need to share one more 
bit of info with you... His name's not Reggie. 
He's a smart dog, he'll get used to it and 
will respond to it, of that I have no doubt. 
But I just couldn't bear to give them his real 
name. But if someone is reading this... well, 
it means that his new owner should know  
his real name. His real name is Tank. Be-
cause, that is what I drive.  
   I told the shelter that they couldn't make 
"Reggie" available for adoption until they 
received word from my company command-
er. You see, my parents are gone, I have no 
siblings, no one I could've left Tank with--
and it was my only real request of the Army 
upon my deployment to Iraq, that they make 
one phone call to the shelter ... in the 
"event"... to tell them that Tank could be put 
up for adoption. Luckily, my CO is a dog-
guy, too, and he knew where my platoon 

was headed. He said he'd do it personally. 
And if you're reading this, then he made 
good on his word. 
   Tank has been my family for the last six 
years, almost as long as the Army has been 
my family. And now I hope and pray that 
you make him part of your family, too, and 
that he will adjust and come to love you the 
same way he loved me.  
   If I have to give up Tank to keep those 
terrible people from coming to the US I am 
glad to have done so. He is my example of 
service and of love. I hope I honored him by 
my service to my country and comrades.  
   All right, that's enough. I deploy this 
evening and have to drop this letter off at 
the shelter. Maybe I'll peek in on him and 
see if he finally got that third tennis ball in 
his mouth.  
   Good luck with Tank. Give him a good 
home, and give him an extra kiss goodnight 
- every night - from me.  
Thank you,  
Paul Mallory  
 
   I folded the letter and slipped it back in 
the envelope. Sure, I had heard of Paul 
Mallory, everyone in town knew him, even 
new people like me. Local kid, killed in 

Iraq a few months ago and posthu-
mously earning the Silver Star 
when he gave his life to save three 
buddies. Flags have been at half-
mast all summer.  
   I leaned forward in my chair and 
rested my elbows on my knees, 
staring at the dog.  
   "Hey, Tank," I said quietly.  
   The dog's head whipped up, his 
ears cocked and his eyes bright.  
   "C'mere boy."  
   He was instantly on his feet, his 
nails clicking on the hardwood 
floor. He sat in front of me, his 
head tilted, searching for the name 
he hadn't heard in months.     
   "Tank," I whispered.  
   His tail swished.  
   I kept whispering his name, over 
and over, and each time, his ears 

lowered, his eyes softened, and his posture 
relaxed as a wave of contentment just 
seemed to flood him. I stroked his ears, 
rubbed his shoulders, buried my face into 
his scruff and hugged him.  
   "It's me now, Tank, just you and me. 
Your old pal gave you to me." Tank 
reached up and licked my cheek.  
"So whatdaya say we play some ball?" His 
ears perked again.  
   "Yeah? Ball? You like that? Ball?"  
   Tank tore from my hands and disap-
peared into the next room. And when he 
came back, he had three tennis balls in his 
mouth.  
   If you can read this without getting a 
lump in your throat or a tear in your eye, 
you just ain't right.  
   A veteran is someone who, at one point, 
wrote a blank check made payable to “The 
United States of America” for an amount 
of “up to and including their life.”  
   That is Honor, and there are way too 
many people in this country who no longer 
understand it.  
   "The true soldier fights not because he 
hates what is in front of him, but because 
he loves what is behind him."  
G. K. Chesterton  

A Veteran’s Blank Check 
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 Once I worked as an operator on an 
old IBM 370/Model 138 mainframe 
at a local college.  My position had 
been reclassified to fall into a new 
area outside of the I/S staff.  
   One day, my new supervisor en-
tered the room and stared at the air 
conditioning unit directly behind 
me.  He studied the two flashing 
lights for a few moments and asked 
what job it was currently pro-
cessing. 
   I killed my career by replying, 
"Actually, sir, it's cooling the room.  
The computer is over there." 

 Several women, each trying to one-
up the other, appeared in court, each 
accusing the others of causing the 
trouble they were having in the 
apartment building where they 
lived. 
The judge, with Solomon-like wis-
dom decreed, "Okay, I'm ready to 
hear the evidence...I'll hear the old-
est first." 
The case was dismissed for lack of 
testimony. 
 

 
   An elderly woman died last 
month. Having never married, she 
requested no male pallbearers. In 
her handwritten instructions for her 
memorial service, she wrote, “They 
wouldn't take me out while I was 
alive, I don't want them to take me 
out when I'm dead.” 

    A police recruit was asked during 
the exam, “What would you do if 
you had to arrest your own 
mother?” 
   He answered, “Call for backup.”   

   A Sunday School teacher asked 
her class why Joseph and Mary took 
Jesus with them to Jerusalem. A 
small child replied, “They couldn't 
get a babysitter.”    

   A Sunday school teacher was dis-
cussing the Ten Commandments 
with her five and six-year-olds. Af-
ter explaining the commandment to 
“Honor thy father and thy mother,” 
she asked, “Is there a command-
ment that teaches us how to treat 
our brothers and sisters?” 
   Without missing a beat, one little 
boy answered, “Thou shall not 
kill.”    

   At Sunday School they were 
teaching how God created every-
thing, including human beings. Lit-
tle Johnny seemed especially intent 
when they told him how Eve was 
created out of one of Adam's ribs. 
   Later in the week his mother no-
ticed him lying down as though he 
were ill, and she said, “Johnny, 
what is the matter?” Little Johnny 
responded, “I have pain in my side. 
I think I'm going to have a wife.”    

   The old pastor made it to a prac-
tice to visit the parish school one 
day a week. 
   He walked into the 4th grade 
class, where the children were stud-
ying the states, and asked them how 
many states they could name. 
   They came up with about 40 
names. 
   He jokingly told them that in his 
day students knew the names of all 
the states. 
   One lad raised his hand and said,    
"Yes, but in those days there were 
only 13."  

   A little girl, dressed in her Sunday 
best, was running as fast as she 
could, trying not to be late for Bible 
class.  
   As she ran she prayed, “Dear 
Lord, please don't let me be late! 
Dear Lord, please don't let me be 
late!”  
While she was running and praying, 
she tripped on a curb and fell, get-
ting her clothes dirty and tearing her 
dress. She got up, brushed herself 
off, and started running again! As 
she ran she once again began to 
pray, “Dear Lord, please don't let 
me be late, But please don't shove 
me either!” 

   Three boys are in the schoolyard 
bragging about their fathers. The 
first boy says, “My Dad scribbles 
a few words on a piece of paper, he 
calls it a poem, they give him $50.” 
   The second boy says, “That's 
nothing. My Dad scribbles a few 
words on piece of paper, he calls it 
a song, they give him $100.” 
   The third boy says, “I got you 
both beat. My Dad scribbles a few 
words on a piece of paper, he calls 
it a sermon, and it takes eight peo-
ple to collect all the money!”  
  
 

I n n o c e n t  E y e s 
A merry heart doeth good like a medicine. 

Proverbs 17:22 

If you would like a  

personal relationship with 

Jesus Christ, call  
 

1-888-NEED HIM  
(1-888-633-3446)  

STOCKYARD   
ANTIQUES 

 

1935 Hwy 36 N 
Sealy, Texas 77474 

779-503-5511 
 

 
Phyllis Robson, Owner 

  
Tues. - Sat.   10 a.m. - 6 p.m. 

   My sister landed a good job with 
an accounting firm, and after a 
while she got a generous raise. 
   The day she found out about it, 
her husband picked her up from 
work, and they stopped for ice 
cream. 
   As they continued home, my sister 
blurted out, "Isn't it hard to believe 
that I have a job that pays this much 
money?" 
   Just then, she went to toss the last 
of her ice cream cone out the win-
dow. 
   However, the window was closed, 
and it smacked against the glass. 
   Her husband replied calmly, 
"Yes." 

   "Grandpa, I'm really proud of 
you," said the modish young lady. 
   "What's to be proud of?" asked the 
old man. 
   The young lady replied, "I noticed 
that when you sneeze, you've 
learned to put your hand in front of 
your mouth." 
   "Of course," explained Grandpa. 
   "How else can I catch my teeth?" 

   Todd's wife bought a new line of 
expensive cosmetics guaranteed to 
make her look years younger. 
   After a lengthy sitting before the 
mirror applying the "miracle" prod-
ucts, she asked, "Darling, honestly, 
what age would you say I am?" 
   Looking over her carefully, Todd 
replied, "Judging from your skin, 
twenty; your hair, eighteen; and 
your figure, twenty-five." 
   "Oh, you flatterer!" she gushed. 
   "Hey, wait a minute!" Todd inter-
rupted. 
   "I haven't added them up yet." 
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NIGHTS 

Worship 
7:00 p.m. 

Posse 
Youth 

7:00 p.m. 

SUNDAY 
MORNINGS 

Bible Study 
 for All Ages 

9:00 a.m. 
Worship 

10:00 a.m. 

The Good News JKC 
15220 FM 1458 
Sealy, TX 77474 

979-877-0911 
dianaboring@gmail.com 

www.goodnewsjkc.com 

The Good News Just Keeps Coming, along 
with its staff, do not hold any ownership or responsi-
bility for the validity of the information and logistics 
printed that are submitted to us and are printed in the 
paper; and they are not responsible for any misrepre-
sentation of any sponsors and/or miracle blessing 
submissions resulting in physical, emotional, mone-
tary, or quality of service adversities.  They do not 
endorse any sponsors.  The only actual truth that is 
held firm by the Good News and staff is the absolute 
truth of the Word of God as given to us through the 
Holy Bible. 

     I’ve never been surprised by 
God’s judgment--but I’m still 
stunned by his grace! David the 
psalmist becomes David the vo-
yeur, but by God’s grace be-
comes Da-
vid the 
psalmist 
again.  
   Peter 
denied 
Christ be-
fore he 
preached 
Christ. 
Zaccaeus, 
the 
crook... 
the clean-
est part of 
his life was the money he’d 
laundered, but Jesus still had 
time for him.   
   The thief on the cross...hell 

bent and hung-out-to die one mi-
nute, but heaven-bound and smil-
ing the next. 
Story after story. Surprise after 
surprise. It seems that God is 

looking more for 
ways to get us 
home than for 
ways to keep us 
out. I challenge 
you to find one 
soul who came 
to God seeking 
grace and did not 
find it. Search 
the pages. Read 
the stories. Find 
one person who 
came seeking a 
second chance 

and left with a stern lecture. I 
dare you! You won’t find it! 
 
Max Lucado 
San Antonio, Texas 

When God Whispers Your Name 

      Louise hesitated a moment 
with a bowed head, then she 
reached into her purse and took 
out a piece of paper and scrib-
bled something on it. She then 
laid the piece of paper on the 
scale carefully with her head 
still bowed. 
    The eyes of the grocer and 
the custom-
er showed 
amazement 
when the 
scales went 
down and 
stayed 
down. 
    The gro-
cer, staring 
at the 
scales, 
turned 
slowly to 
the customer and said begrudg-
ingly, “I can't believe it.” 
    The customer smiled and the 
grocer started putting the gro-
ceries on the other side of the 
scales. The scale did not bal-
ance so he continued to put 
more and more groceries on 

them until the scales would 
hold no more. 
    The grocer stood there in ut-
ter disgust. Finally, he grabbed 
the piece of paper from the 
scales and looked at it with 
greater amazement. 
    It was not a grocery list, it 
was a prayer, which said: 

    “Dear Lord, 
you know my 
needs and I 
am leaving 
this in your 
hands.” 
    The grocer 
gave her the 
groceries that 
he had gath-
ered and stood 
in stunned si-
lence. 
    Louise 
thanked him 

and left the store. The other 
customer handed a hundred-
dollar bill to the grocer and 
said, “It was worth every pen-
ny of it. Only God Knows how 
much a prayer weighs.” 

The Power of Prayer 
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The Good News to his brother. 
His brother was always telling 
him that there wasn't anything 
but bad news, so he wanted to 
let him know there was some 
Good News to be found. 
   What a difference this minis-
try makes for the Kingdom of 
God. 
 
Much Love, and Blessings, 
Prison Chaplain Kevin Everett 
Estancia, New Mexico 

Arts & Crafts  

Show 
Indoor - Air conditioned Hall 

Sponsored by 
 

American Legion  

Oct. 28, 2017: 9 am - 5 pm 
Oct. 29, 2017: 10 am - 4 pm 
 

330 Legion Road 

Wallis, Texas 

Chopped BBQ on Buns 
Hamburgers 

Desserts & Drinks 

$1 Admission 
 

Hourly Door Prizes 

For more information call: 

979-885-2164 

Advertising paid for by City of Wallis 
Development Corporation 

      I want to 
thank you for 
all the copies 
of The Good 

News that you have shared 
with our facility.   
   The inmates have loved the 
paper, and it has been a tre-
mendous blessing to us all.  
   I wanted to share one story 
with you. When I was making 
rounds, one of the inmates told 
me that he had sent his copy of 

From Our Mailbox 

Today, upon a bus, I saw a very 
beautiful woman  
And wished I were as beautiful.  
When suddenly she rose to leave,  
I saw her hobble down the aisle.  
She had one leg and used a crutch.  
But as she passed, she passed a 
smile.  
Oh, God, forgive me when I whine.  
I have two legs; the world is mine.  
I stopped to buy some candy.  
The lad who sold it had such charm.  
I talked with him, he seemed so 
glad.  
If I were late, it'd do no harm.  
And as I left, he said to me,  
"I thank you, you've been so kind.  
It's nice to talk with folks like you.  
You see," he said, "I'm blind."  
Oh, God, forgive me when I whine.  
I have two eyes; the world is mine.  
Later while walking down the street,  
I saw a child I knew.  
He stood and watched the others 
play,  
but he did not know what to do.  
I stopped a moment and then I said,  
"Why don't you join them dear?"  
He looked ahead without a word.  
I forgot, he couldn't hear.  
Oh, God, forgive me when I whine.  
I have two ears; the world is mine.  
With feet to take me where I'd go..  
With eyes to see the sunset's glow.  
With ears to hear what I'd know.  
Oh, God, forgive me when I whine.  
I've been blessed indeed, the world 
is mine.  

The World Is Mine 
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Where Patients Come First 
www.first-texas.com 

      Sealy            Katy/Fulshear  

979-877-0900     281-829-9314 

    Weimar               Toll Free          

979-725-6647     866-999-3555 

 

Celebrating 17 years 
In Austin and Surrounding Counties 

 Looking for something from a past    
issue but can’t find your copy?  

 
All 2017 issues of the Good News can be 

accessed in PDF format a: 

www.thegoodnewsjustkeepscoming.net 

Me: God, can I ask you a 

question?  

God: Sure.  

Me: Promise you won't get 

mad.  

God: I promise.  

Me: Why did you let so much 

bad stuff happen to me today?  

God: What do you mean?  

Me: Well, I woke up late.  

God: Yes.  

Me: My car took forever to 

start.  

God: Okay.  

Me: At lunch they made my 

sandwich wrong and I had to 

wait.  

God: Huummm.  

Me: On the way home, my 

phone went dead, just as I 

picked up a call.  

God: All right.  

Me: And on top of it all, when 

I got home I just wanted to 

soak my feet in my new foot 

massager and relax, but it 

wouldn't work!!! Nothing 

went right today! Why did you 

do that?  

God: Let me see, the Death 

Angel was at your bed this 

morning and I had to send one 

of the other angels to battle 

him for your life. I let you 

sleep through that.  

Me: (humbled): Oh...  

God: I didn't let your car start 

because there was a drunk 

driver on your route that 

would have hit you if you were 

on the road.  

Me: (ashamed)  

God: The first person who 

made your sandwich today was 

sick and I didn't want you to 

catch what they have, I knew 

you couldn't afford to miss 

work.  

Me: (embarrassed): Ok...  

God: Your phone went dead 

because the person that was 

calling was going to give false 

information, I didn't even let 

you talk to them so you would 

be covered.  

Me: (softly) I see God.  

God: Oh and that foot mas-

sager, it had a shortage that 

was going to throw out all of 

the power in your house to-

night. I didn't think you wanted 

to be in the dark.  

Me: I’m sorry God.  

God: Don't be sorry, just learn 

to trust me.....in all things, the 

good  

and the bad.  

Me: I will trust you. 

God: And don't doubt that my 

plan for your day is always 

better than your plan.  

Me: I won't God. And let me 

just tell you God, thank you 

for everything today.  

God: You're welcome child. It 

was just another day being 

your God, and I love looking 

after my children. 

Just  Ask in ’  
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1225 Eagle Lake Road, Sealy, TX 77474  (979)885-1225 
Sunday - 10 a.m. - Morning Service 
                10:45 a.m. - Children dismissed 
                                  for Children’s Church 
Tuesday - 9 a.m. - Fall & Spring    

                     Ladies’ Bible Study 

Wednesday - 7 p.m. - Family Night 
             Pioneer Club: 4 yrs. - 3rd grade 
             Area 456 Club: 4th - 6th grade  
             Elevate: Youth; Adult Bible Study 
Friday - 10 a.m. - Intercessory Prayer 

Where Love Abounds 

 
 
2 cups sugar 
¼ cup cocoa 
½ cup milk 
1 stick butter 
½ cup peanut butter 
 3/4 cup chopped pecans 
3 cups dry quick oatmeal 
1 tsp. vanilla 
 
Mix sugar and cocoa, then add milk and butter 
in saucepan. Bring to a boil and boil for one 
minute. Remove from the stove and add peanut 
butter, vanilla and pecans and stir. Stir in oat-
meal and mix well. Drop by teaspoons on 
waxed paper or parchment paper.  Work quick-
ly as mixture sets up quickly. 
Let cool and enjoy. 

Use the scriptures below to find and circle the  
BOLDFACED words.  UNDERLINED WORDS will be found together.   

“A final word:  Be strong with the Lord’s mighty  

power. Put on all of God’s armor so that you will be able 

to stand firm against all strategies and tricks of the Devil.  

For we are not fighting against people made of flesh and 

blood, but against the evil rulers and authorities of the  

unseen world, against those mighty powers of darkness, 

who rule this world, and against wicked spirits in the 

heavenly realms.  Use every piece of God’s armor to  

resist the enemy in the time of evil, so that after the battle, 

you will still be standing firm. Stand your ground, putting 

on the sturdy belt of truth, and the body armor of God’s  

righteousness. For shoes, put on the peacethat comes from 

the Good News, so that you will be fully prepared. In  

every battle you will need faith as your shield to stop the 

fiery arrows aimed at you by Satin.  Put on salvation as 

your helmet, and take the sword of the spirit, which is the 

Word of God. Pray at all times and on every occasion in 

the power of the Holy Spirit.  Stay alert and be persistent 

in your prayers for all Christians everywhere.” 

Ephesians 6:  10–18 (NLT) 

A Q V F I G G S R E L U R L I V E 

S T R A T E G I E S C G L I Y I R W 

A O E O I M B V R S O A N M D I E O 

E S Y T T H R E U O O S E C N T A R 

C H E B T K U S D R E N R U A P I D 

O H J U F A F N L P E L A V M G E O 

H M R G I E E P E K O U T S H E G F 

F T I I H W K P N L E W P T D D N G 

E U C O S F J O C N P O E A A B I O 

L S E H M T W E T D F O A R T B T D 

R E S I S T I V R N U H E C I T H T 

A O W N K E T A U S E T I P U K G R 

S A L V A T I O N G H I D R A C I P 

Y F G T E M L E H S I A T J R D F L 

A E N R C O S T A N D F I R M M T V 

R H O L Y S P I R I T C E H O Q O P 

P G S S X W D P O G B E S T R O N G 

One Minute No Bake Cookies 
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Eva’s Inspirations 

Written by Eva Dimel 
Inspired by God ©  

 

To order books, magnets, calendars, plaques, and other items you 
may contact Eva Dimel at 614-875-9263 or email at 

edimel9775@sbcglobal.net 

MY FATHER’S HEART 
My Fathers heart is not like mine it’s different in so 
many ways, 
It’s strong and courage’s  and has everything I need to 
get me through my day. 
My Fathers heart is so full of love and forgiveness for 
everyone, 
It never skips a beat or peacefully rest for with us His 
work’s never done. 
My Fathers heart has felt so many things that we would 
never understand, 
And with all the knowledge that it has for each life God 
lovingly prepares a plan. 
My Fathers heart is the only one big enough to hold all 
His children inside, 
For it has never been filled with jealousy , and sin and 
is over flowing with pride. 
My Fathers heart knows every prayer and the right way 
to answer them, 
The one that He treasures the most is when we open 
our hearts and ask Him in. 
My Fathers heart has been so many places and seen so 
many things, 
And with love He gives hope, to so many lives and the 
promise that they can change. 
My Fathers heart is the place that I pray that I always 
will be, 
For I have felt and seen the things that it holds, and I’m 
so grateful that it includes me. 

Thank You, Lord 
   I dreamt that I went to Heaven 
and an angel was showing me 
around. We walked side-by-side 
inside a large workroom filled with 
angels. My angel guide stopped in 
front of the first section and said, 
“This is the Receiving Section. 
Here, all pe-
titions to 
God said in 
prayer are 
received.”  
   I looked 
around in 
this area, and 
it was terri-
bly busy 
with so 
many angels 
sorting out 
petitions 
written on 
voluminous 
paper sheets 
and scraps from people all over the 
world.   
   Then we moved on down a long 
corridor until we reached the second 
section.   
   The angel then said to me, "This 
is the Packaging and Delivery Sec-
tion. Here, the graces and blessings 
the people asked for are processed 
and delivered to the living persons 

who asked for them." I noticed 
again how busy it was there. There 
were many angels working hard at 
that station, since so many blessings 
had been requested and were being 
packaged for delivery to Earth.   
   Finally, at the farthest end of the 

long corridor we 
stopped at the 
door of a very 
small station. To 
my great surprise, 
only one angel 
was seated there, 
idly doing noth-
ing.  
   "This is the Ac-
knowledgment 
Section,” my an-
gel friend quietly 
admitted to me. 
He seemed em-
barrassed. 
   "How is it that 

there is no work going on here?” I 
asked.   
   "So sad," the angel sighed.  "After 
people receive the blessings that 
they asked for, very few send back 
acknowledgments."   
   "How does one acknowledge 
God's blessings? " I asked. 
   "Simple," the angel answered. Just 
say, "Thank you, Lord."  
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More Prisons, Homeless Shelters and soldiers  

requesting copies of 
 The Good News Just Keeps Coming  

  
 We are blessed to be receiving more and more requests 
from jail ministries, state prisoners, homeless shelters 
and the wounded soldier rehabilitation hospital in San 
Antonio for The Good News Just Keeps Coming.  
Our postage expense has now grown to over $450 each 
month with no new income to cover these expenses. 
 The cost of printing and mailing a bundle of 200 
papers is $20 per month.  If God leads you to help 
support this ministry, please mail your donation 
indicating you want to help support the outreach 
ministry to: 

 

The Good News Just Keeps Coming 
15220 FM 1458 

Sealy, Texas 77474 
 

Jesus loves me, this I know,  
Though my hair is white as 
snow  
Though my sight is growing 
dim,  
Still He bids me trust in Him.  
(CHORUS 
 
YES, JESUS LOVES ME.. YES, 
JESUS LOVES ME..  
YES, JESUS LOVES ME FOR 
THE BIBLE TELLS ME SO.  
 
Though my steps are oh, so 
slow,  
With my hand in His I'll go  
On through life, let come what 
may,  
He'll be there to lead the way.  
 

(CHORUS)  
 

When the nights are dark and 
long,  
In my heart He puts a song.  
Telling me in words so clear,  
"Have no fear, for I am near." 
 

(CHORUS)  
 

When my work on earth is 
done,  
And life's victories have been 
won.  

He will take me home above,  
Then I'll understand His love. 
(CHORUS)  
 
I love Jesus, does He know?  
Have I ever told Him so?  
Jesus loves to hear me say,  
That I love Him every day.  
 

(CHORUS)  
 

 God Bless Us Everyone! 

Jesus Loves Me: 
The Senior Version 


