Letters from Prison
April 6, 2011

Pear Marie,

Please hear me out before you tear my letter up. | am a changed man and | deeply
apologize for the disrespectful things | was saying in the past. We both know God
would want you to forgive me, Marie. Put me on probationary status or whatever.
But please be my friend again because | do need one.

Life has been like a roller coaster ride and 1 fry to pray and talk to God about
whatever’s going on in wmy world, but this jail stuff can be so depressing.

Anyways, Marie, | want you fo forgive me and give me another chance, 0.k.7 |
will be a gentleman.

Richard



Marie’s Answer
April 19, 2011

Beloved Richard, my dear gentle man,

When God transformed my mind, He took my short term memory and long term
memory so I do not know what you did or said to me that you think hurt me. Did
you know memory and the word “tomb” are the same in the Greek language which
is the language of the New Testament?

We are all being forced to wake up and face God. Or should I say, get a good look
at ourselves.

Your repentant life is making a difference here on earth. I wrote this little story
about how all of our lives should make a difference.

By difference, I am talking about some act of kindness, bravery, selflessness that
has changed the course of the human race speeding toward destruction.

I am not talking about the do gooder Christian. I am talking about going that extra
mile that makes one go against the grain, so to speak. 1 am talking about the
Samaritan who stopped on his way to his busy day of work and picked up perhaps
a drunk who was lying in the gutter, set him on his horse and put him up in a motel
for the night and made sure he did all he could to provide comfort for one less
fortunate than himself.

I am sure the Samaritan spoke kindly as he picked up this scum of his society,
letting him know that someone cared, that the God who created him was also
watching over him.

Time after time we have people come into the store and tell of an act of kindness
shown to them perhaps twenty years ago by one of the Piecemakers as they were just
doing their job — an act that changed their lives and had it stamped on their hearts
for eternity.

2000 years ago there was an ordinary man who was not too busy proselyting to
stop and heal the sick, feed the multitudes, never worrying about the size of His
congregation or where His money was coming from. His life made such a difference
that the star that is shining brightly even today, tells of a man, born like you and I,
who made such a difference the heavens proclaim it, the earth proclaims it in song,
and you and I have within us the same seed to proclaim a life that is not too busy
to show kindness as the opportunities come our way.

Let me tell you about Casper, our white kitty.



We have a kitty. He came small and cute and white and fluffy and so we named
him Casper. Well, that kitty went from a size two to twenty overnight. And he
looked weird and I could tell he felt out of place like he did not belong.

Well, I had picked up a neat brush at Goodwill and I had a brush for my hair so
when CASPER (I call him Snowball cause he reminds me of the soft Wisconsin
snowfalls) came near me one morning as I was brushing my hair, I took my other
new brush and started brushing him. As I showed him kindness, he purred and
tried to lick the brush. Now every morning he comes for his brushing and he crawls
on my bed at night and sleeps with me. Now he belongs. He was here with us all
the time. Was fed and treated well, but it was that little extra kindness that made
him get his identity after the abnormal growth and feeling misplaced.

His kingdom is not of this cruel world. He created a world within a world. One of
selfless giving so He could proclaim, “My kingdom is not of this world. Come unto
me all you who are weary and lonely and I will give you peace and rest.”

We will meet again, next time we write.

Love you dearly,

Dasic (&



