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O9H WORD
Tobi Olowookere

AWAY FROM THE
NEGATIVES

Bimbo Joan
MINISTERING RHYTHMS

I'm not sure how the years have

been for you. You loved it all through?
DADDY, SHE IS

WRITING RUBBISH

Femi Sobayo
TREASUIQI/ES IN JAR OF CLAY

Were there sometimes you prayed and
it seemed not to be working? Some ex-

periences you hope never to have

again?
THE JOURNEY OF Why are you cast down, O my soul, and
- AWELEWA 7 why dre you in turmoil within me? Hope
Adeyinka Oresanya

THE DAUGHTER'’S INSPIRATIONS in God; for | shall again praise him, my

salvation. Psalm 42:5

The picture of a wave comes to mind.
Moving from one point to the other, it

never does so in a straight line. While it

h‘ m /i | E approaches its destination, there are
Cobi Ol
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ups and downs. Sometimes from its
highest points called the crest, it sinks
to its lowest point called the trough.
The most important part however, is
that point where it reaches its destina-
tion despite all.

In this gth edition of grenepages, we
share the mind of the psalmist. In the
journey of life, there are troughs as
much as there are crests. Things will
not always go as planned. Do not let
your soul be worried. You shall praise
him again.

Welcome to grenepages!
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BEHIND THE SCENES

‘Wunmi Falodun
MY LIVING HOPE

THE DAY YOU LOST
YOUR MIRACLE

Tobi Olowookere
GRACEDPAGES

A NEW COVENANT

Femi Babalola
FRESH BREAD




Ministering
Rhythms

Joan Abimbola

passionate to one
irist God forgave
hesians 4:31-32 (NIV)

ese virtues put on love, which binds ther
perfect unity.
Colossians 3:14 (NIV)
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Worries

Fears

Pessimisms...

Negative thoughts — soul’s fever
From your heart severe

Frustration

Anger

Guilt

Negative feelings —
Start peeling

Destructive criticisms
Slanders

Curses...

Negative words -
Don’t put to work

Love

Faith

Hope
inder, along with Vibes of gratitude -
2 another, forgiv- Let them reign in magnitude
you.

Go positive

Overcome the negatives
Believe you can win

And by grace you will

Here are better days indeed!

all together in




Treasuregs in
Jar of Clay

Femi So[fia.tyo
afemisobayo.blogspoticom/

One Saturday morning, from our living
room where the children are playing |
heard the voice of my first child calling
out to me “Daddy, Zoe is writing rubbish
in her book”. The elder sister was calling
my attention to her younger sister’s
wrong action. She is a little more ma-
tured than her sister is and knew what
her sister was writing was rubbish and
that | am responsible for stopping them
from writing or doing anything wrong.

| came out from one of the rooms to
meet my efico daughter to stop writing
rubbish in her book. In defence, she said,
“Dad(diiiii, it’s not jagajaga”. Since when
did my own small daughter start know-
ing so much than | do?

When | insisted that she should stop,
she taught me a lesson with her re-
sponse. She said, “Daaddddiiiiii, it’s my
book”. “But | bought it for you”, | debat-
book”.

Well, she was right, partly so. | bought

her the book; | have transferred owner-

ship of the book to her. But | own her and all that
she has. She may own her storybook, but | own her
and her things.

This incidence brought three lessons to my mind:

We need to fully understand that we do not
own our lives.

As believers, we can get off the track in our re-
lationship with God the moment we get
used to thinking in ‘first person’ posi-
tion; me instead of Him, our redeemer.

We say things like this is my home, my life, it is

genepages issue 9 page 6


http://oluwafemisobayo.blogspot.com/

‘jagajaga’ (as she called it) on her book,
it was evident that she did not know
the definition or impact of rubbish on
her book. Sometimes, we do not know
how destructive our actions can be.
“There is a way that seemeth right....
but the end is destruction” (Proverbs
14:12 KJV). We do not know what we
purport to know. We do not know
which way to go. We need a sure guide

always.

Even when we have our lives in order, we

‘ ﬁ% The elder sister has her own book intact,
younger sister from defacing her book.

my money... We do not just say these
things; we also think and act them. My
daughter owns her book, but | own her
and God owns us. We need to humbly
keep up with the truth that God Owns Us.
“l know, LORD, thatour livesare not

our own...”’(Jeremiah 10:23 KJV)

Except we are guided, we can erroneously
but proudly mess our lives up.

With the joy with which she was scribbling
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should truly care for the lives of oth-

ers

yet she called out to me to save her

We are not just called to be comforta-
ble; we need to reach out to the lost
and to the erring. We need to pray for
the brethren, watch out for the neigh-
bours and be concerned about the lost.
We were brought that same way to

Christ.

Know this: Gob is God, and God, Gop.

He made us; we didn’t make him.
We’re his people, his well-tended sheep.
(Psalm 100:3 The Message)



The Paughter’s

Inspiration

Adeyinka Oresanya
ttp://adeyinkaoresanya.com

Read previous episodes here...

“Oh my God! Awe, we missed the AMVCA awards. | just
saw it on LIB’s now.” Sara came into the living room, ipad
in hand, and flung herself on the couch.

“Ouch! How did we forget?”” | looked up from my phone.
She leaned towards me. “Check this out. My love, O.C.
Ukeje, won the best actor.” She giggled.

| rolled my eyes and collected the ipad from her. “Love
ko, husband ni. The guy doesn’t even know you exist.”
“Whatever! Killjoy.” She pouted.

| scrolled down the page. “But this is great o. lvie Okujaye
got the trailblazer award. I love her acting. | think she de-
serves it.”

“And Jacqui Bannerman got the award for best make-up.
I’m happy for her.” Sara leaned in to see the pictures
again. “Awe, that’s my dream o. To get into movie and TV
make up, do great exploits like this lady and Jennifer Ale-
gieuno. You know there is a hot talk about the wonderful
job she did on Rita Dominic in ‘The Meeting’? | bet she will
have tons of awards this year.” Her eyes had the faraway,
dreamy look. | knew she was imagining herself mounting
the podium to collect her plaque.

| smiled.

She sighed. “Awe, I can be like these people. These small
small jobs and pouty brides don dey tire me.”

““Come on, Sara,” | replied. “Don’t worry now, you will get
there. You just keep at it.”

“Of course, baby. All I need now is a gig from my second
love, Kunle Afolayan and bam! I’'m there.” she snapped
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her fingers.

| rolled my eyes and tapped her. “All you need now is to
attend a real beauty school, build a portfolio, then we can
talk about knocking on doors like Kunle Afolayan.”
“Mm-hmmm,” she replied.

There was a turn in the lock and our heads turned towards
the door. We definitely knew who it was—only Bola had
the third key. Just about time. Bola had not only spent the
weekend out but the whole week and | was beginning to
wonder if she had decided to start living with her boy-
friend. One couldn’t put it past Bola. She was capable of
anything.

The door burst open but it was only shopping bags we
saw. And then Bola staggering in with the rest of the
bags.

Sara jumped up and ran towards her. “Girl, where are you
coming from with all these loads?”

“Abeg, help me first now,” she replied.

Sara took some of the bags from her and came to drop
them on the centre table. Bola also walked to the centre
of the room and dropped the remaining bags on the floor.
Some of the bags were from Vera’s, one of the most ex-
pensive shops in Ibadan. | raised my eyebrows.

“Ha,” she murmured as she flopped on the couch. “It’s
been a long day, girls.”

“Babe, what have you got here?” Sara started to delve into
one of the uncustomized bags. “Oh my God!” She
screamed as she pulled out a pair of baby pink Pigalle
Spikes peep pumps. Pure unadulterated Loubs.

And my own jaws dropped.

How in heavens was she... my eyes popped as | realised
that it was the same shoes we had seen

on adiba.com when we were browsing some weeks ago.
That was what we usually did on lazy Saturdays, when
everyone was around, browse online stores to check out

the latest fashion pieces in stock and dream of our next
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prized possessions. Even though we knew
we would have to save and save to get
any thing that caught our fancy.

We had logged on to adiba.com and went
to the shoe section. This pair of pink Loubs
stood out on Sara’s ipad screen in all its
beauty. We knew its price would match its
beauty.

Straight sixty thousand naira!

We fawned and fawned over the shoes,
discussed what bag and what accessories
would go with it and on what dress. Then
we took our eyes off and proceeded to
the next item. There was no way we could
spend 60k on shoes—a rookie banker, an
upcoming make up artist, and an unem-
ployed gal.

But here was our unemployed gal, Bola,
with no business, no savings, a proud
owner of a pair of pumps worth a whoop-
ing sixty thousand naira.

You see why my jaw dropped.

“I' know I know,” Bola grinned. “The Lord is
good, girl.”

“Huh huh,” Sara said, pulling out a match-
ing Louis Vuitton tote bag from another
shopping bag. “You can say that again!”
My eyes narrowed and | wondered how
the Lord had been good to Bola this time.
“Babe, gist me, "’ Sara said, as she delved
into one of Vera’s bags. “How has the Lord
been good?”

Bola smiled. “I met this charming guy, we
fell in love and he decided to show me how
much he loves me.” She waved at the
goods before us and shrugged. “Now, this

is true love.”

“Hmmm. | thought you were at Kola’s place?”” | final-
ly uttered.

Bola scoffed and waved it off. “I changed my mind
about going to his place. | went to Obi’s place in-
stead.”

“Obi is this new guy?” Sara asked.

“Yes.” Bola smiled again, leaning her back against
the couch.

Sara shook her head and smiled back. | shot her a
cold look and the smile evaporated.

“I bought you something, Sara.” Bola said. She
reached into a bag and brought out a bottle of Her-
mes perfume. Terre d’Hermes, the label read.
“Wow!” Sara jumped up. “Bola, thank you so
much.”

“And | didn’t bother to buy anything for you,” Bola
crossed one leg over the other and pointed at me.
“I am not in the mood for sermons.”

| shrugged and smiled. Sara was busy opening her
gift and taking a sniff.

“So, I called Flora to ask for an update about your
interview, and she said you didn’t turn up. Again.” |
said sweetly.

Bola shrugged. “I changed my mind.”

| sat up. “What do you mean by you changed your
mind?”’

“Yea, | don’t want to do broadcasting again.” Bola
replied. “Someday, maybe, but not now.”

| shook my head. “I thought you wanted to become
the next Toolz.”

“Nope. I’m better than Toolz.”

“That was not what you said some weeks ago.”
“What | said yesterday doesn’t matter anymore but
what today has to offer.” She said. “I’m gonna be a
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model now. Obi said | should consider it. | have the looks
and figure.”

| rolled my eyes. What is this twenty-five year-old
thinking, deciding to pursue a modelling career now,
because a guy she met yesterday said so? “Obi is your
counsellor now?”

“None of your business. | don’t remember ever choosing
you as my counsellor either or my mother for that mat-
ter.” She started to rise up. “And I’m done with this
conversation. I’ve had a long day.”

“That wasn’t what you said when | was pleading with
my friend to help me work out a space for you. Do you
know how this looks? What it portrays about me?”
“Whatever, girl! Stop being self-righteous.” She waved
me off and walked towards her bedroom, leaving the
shopping bags and their contents, obviously for Sara
to pack.

“Awe, go easy on this girl. Why don’t you just keep pray-
ing for her.”

| turned to Sara and scowled. “What else would you
say? lya oko Bournvita!”

She giggled and stood up, carrying some of the bags.
“Whatever!”

| shook my head and leaned back on the couch. |
dropped Sara’s ipad beside me in frustration. | couldn’t
understand how a lady could be like that, changing
guys on a whim. Having her as my flatmate was de-
vouring all of my patience. Coupled with the fact that
she was a bad influence on my not-yet-steady-in-the-

Lord girlfriend, Sara, and that influ-
ence was frustrating the work | was
doing on Sara.

Yet the Holy Spirit kept telling me that
Bola was my work, too. And that |
would need a lot of patience, the more
reason why | have made myself a self-
appointed ‘counsellor’. But where Sara
is malleable, easily bent to any side
(which is why I’m scared), Bola is as
stiff as a rock, unbendable, and | didn’t
know how far | could go before | gave
up on her.

Patience, Awe.

“Lord, | keep hearing patience but |
need help. | don’t like these insults | get
from Bola all the time. She insults my
personality and my dedication to you.
She makes me feel I’'m a pretender.
Please, help me not to react to her ina
way that will push her further away.
Help me to be the real Christian I’'m
meant to be.” | prayed.

Laughter erupted from Bola’s room.
Sara’s voice was more prominent. She
must be enjoying the Obi gist.

| sighed.

... to be continued.

This story or any of its series may not be copied, reproduced or transmitted without acknowledge-
ment of the original author—Oresanya Adeyinka J. Thank you for respecting the author’s work.

This story is purely a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are the products of the

author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, localities, organisa-
tions or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental and beyond the intent of the author.
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Talents are icings on our cakes. They are like
extras to our ordinaries. Salvation, godliness,
holiness and righteousness amongst others
are the pillars of Christianity.

Talents are not the same as spiritual gifts,
which are listed in the book of 1Corinthians
12:8-10 as; the word of wisdom, word of
knowledge, faith, healings, working of mira-
cles, prophecy, discerning of spirits, divers
kinds of tongues, and interpretation of
tongues.

I would not exactly classify talents as
amongst all these. Talents are the extras that
edify the church of God and the kingdom of
God at large. As a Christian, the ultimate goal
is to edify the kingdom of God.

| have heard of people, who the grace of God
came upon to play the keyboard without any
formal or informal training.

Let us talk about playing out a script or act-
ing out expressions as your talents. You must
understand that unbelievers act drama with-
out knowing Jesus Christ. Therefore, acting
can be anybody’s talent if God bestows on

him or her. What makes it a ministry is when

its primary and secondary goal is to propagate]IIII
the gospel of Christ.

We have established that our underlying alle-
giance is our call to salvation. Therefore, as we
strive to take our place fully in our father’s king-
dom, we should give our all, spend ourselves and
search within us to see what the icings on our
cakes are.

Let me say that some people already knew what
their icings were before giving their lives to Jesus
Christ. If you are such person, now that you have
surrendered to Him, you must align your totality

to His will.
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However, if you discover your talent
after confessing Christ, then, it’s all
good. You can weave your talent into
your ministry.

Many people who can act can also do
other things such as singing or play-
ing instruments or some other
things. As many as you can do, do it
altogether to the glory of God. Give
yourself to it fully.

You are not allowed to act drama for

mere show, that is, so you can be

‘seen’, which will be carnality.

You must deal with every form of vainglory and flesh
before you take on any drama role.

You must see the drama ministry as your own way of
preaching the word of God, and you cannot do that,
living in sin.

Finally, if you are not convinced that you are fulfilling
destiny while you are in the drama ministry, then may-
be you should not be doing it.

If God has fully invested into you the measure of grace
to act out the word of God, then he will hold you ac-
countable for it, when he returns to call us home. Just

as in His parable in Matthew 25:14-30.
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Inked Words
Tosin Josef Kehinde
://inkright.wordpress.com

To be is to exist, to continue. It signifies a state.
To be steadfast is to be resolutely or dutifully firm
and unwavering. It means to stand firm.

When 2Corinthians chapter 15 verse 58 says ‘... be
steadfast, immovable...,” it was trying to lay em-
phasis on the level of standing at which we
should be operating. That implies there are vari-
ous levels of ‘standing’ with some being more
sure than the others. Some might be shaky; oth-
ers might be unbalanced et cetera. The

word immovable says something very important:
take a firm stand such that you would be able to
withstand any [and every] force trying to displace
you.

A man standing on quick sand cannot be sure of
his stance when compared with another man
who is standing on a rock. This tells us that we
need a solid ground to be steadfast. We could
recount the stories of Joseph, Daniel, the three
Hebrew lads, Papa Paul et al. These men stood
their ground despite the overwhelming opposi-
tion and were able to overcome because they
had a good foothold - Christ Jesus. Papa Paul laid
emphasis on this in his letter to the Colossians ‘...

let your roots grow down into Him [Christ] and let

your lives be built on Him. Then

your faith will grow strong...” [2 vs 6-8].
“...roots go down...” = depth

“...built on Him...” = base or foundation

In addition, we humans have two feet, which
are necessary to achieve balance. You might
be able to stand temporarily with one foot
but you would easily fall over with the slight-
est push. This same analogy can be applied in
the spiritual. Remember we have been
warned ‘He that THINKETH he stand...’ This is

a very succinct warning that reminds us that
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even our two feet are not enough to ensure we
stand nor can they guarantee that we shall re-
main standing! Thus ‘... am warning you ahead
of time, dear friends. Be on guard so that you will
not be carried away by the errors of these wicked
people and lose your own secure footing...’” [2 Pe-
ter 3 vs 17]

The phrase stand firm is more like an order or a
command. The Boys’ Brigade Nigeria has a very
similar motto: Sure and Steadfast. It tells of total
commitment. Trying to stand with just one foot

is synonymous to a doubting mind: your trust is

divided, so is your faith. You receive NOTH-
ING!

Now | need to draw your attention to some-
thing very conspicuous yet which is scarcely
noted: trees and leaves. Trees bud and bloom
in the spring (rainy season). New leaves
emerge. In the fall (commencement of dry
season), we see that the trees let go of these
leaves. Now the reasons are simple: the leaves
are used to excrete water AND the leaves are
a weight! Letting go of them ensures the tree
is able to manage what little water is available
as well as reducing its weight and foliage.
Note that other trees also let go of their
leaves, thus reducing the ‘obstructions’ to the
wind-flow and this results in more ferocious
and violent wind heads. In letting go of the
leaves, such a tree is able to ensure that great-
er wind speeds neither blows it over nor up-
roots it.

The storms of life are seasonal and it takes de-
termination, wisdom and understanding of
the times to be able to stand firm and weather
the storms.

In summary, there is no disputing the fact that
we need a good dose of commitment and de-
termination to remain steadfast. All resources
need to be devoted to this task. Be on high
alert; putting on the whole amour of God.

Shalom



THe ShggRg v n 1 3ee o Wt

Nonrg el ibel rehome

MEE™ EXIT

AT T g Ty

MeFrgren ik

W A
'

"
fia

Vi Hza e Thim Cen?

Wl

Tha Forwa1 €7 2ok L5l T-abesasd b T ui i Zicoa Tha 30 S b Tl vt znmg

A A s oty foar -t el Ha £ 1%

g B
D RT3 A TN TR Bk - EUH R Rebmes 71 ¢ srar e LETMIPE oallva gE Lekresii ke



Wining Pasi the Finsh Line

| Hiaree Mo Mar Mazemizang Teen-haod

W o Mt Ty T Gt By

FEAnRT

“

\‘: .

Wha Has The Third Card?

The Power O Choice Littie 15 The Meaded Much The Awaitabin Becomes The Abie Dlay And Night Life: Lieng Or Leavieg® Feal fnsers ToRed |s5ues 1 The Joumey Of Aweewia 2

Spniud Sterch

Whare Have ou LadHim? Living Homes i3t Breathing fou- Futre |s Nowl Hey Lacies|

PRt sy ol
i

The Joum ey OF Amelewa 3 Whystenous Yeys, Hiz Pumpoze "o Sl When Mads A Staeidder

—
——
When He Comes. A1 Least Do The Leest Spint Dhine. Wisicn: Step 2 To Flarning Your Fubsre Wini's Dinving? Rea Avowe's ToReal lssues 3 Whohtde You?

0f Frophatizs nd Fulilmeant

S 11V, y
ELEWA d

Spraad Your Wings

3 - i 2 Suraving A Difficult Tme
Batore ¥ou Wit To Have And To Hald blis CantBa 2k The Jomey OF Myelewad Contavt Without Contzmin dion
RsTREMY 5 A
HATNEE TR
HSAY A gy
ANETHAN ;

[
u

GBI\ OR 1
AN\ 0

It Tme To Manifegd

Conneting To The Zedl You Eviryona Elsa's Opinin ThitEmers OF Prasumed 2afa Lot our Wores 3ucors Fist The dentily Crisess This doi it O A 3 WhatlsIr & Nanw?



Thank You for previewing this eBook

You can read the full version of this eBook in different formats:

» HTML (Free /Available to everyone)

» PDF /TXT (Available to V.I.P. members. Free Standard members can
access up to 5 PDF/TXT eBooks per month each month)

» Epub & Mobipocket (Exclusive to V.I.P. members)

To download this full book, simply select the format you desire below

N\~
Ej Free-Ebooks.net


http://www.free-ebooks.net/

