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			Turn! Turn! Turn!

			This popular song was written by Pete Seeger in the late 1950s and made famous by a singing group called the Byrds in 1965. (The Byrds, the Beatles, the Monkees, the Who, the Kinks—good grief! What were we thinking?) As Pete Seeger explained it, he received a letter from his publisher telling him he couldn’t sell Seeger’s protest songs (shocker—a protest song in the ’60s!) and asked him to come up with something he could sell. Seeger said he got mad (again, shocker, right?) and then wrote the melody to “Turn! Turn! Turn!” in fifteen minutes.1 That’s pretty impressive, even if the lyrics were already supplied for him.

			Here’s another interesting fact about that song. When you go to Wikipedia, you will notice it says music by Pete Seeger and lyrics by the book of Ecclesiastes. I know Wikipedia isn’t the best source of information, but this fact is correct. The lyrics of this song are straight from Ecclesiastes. Pete Seeger, in order to produce words that were not protesting something, turned to the Bible and came up with a number one hit song.

			As it turns out, the words in Ecclesiastes 3 were perfect for our generation of deep thinkers (we thought we were anyway). But the truth is, these words are perfect for every generation. In His wisdom, God knew that each generation would have to come to terms with the word turn. There are many definitions of this word, and like many American words, we use it in several ways. We learn to “take turns.” We’re asked to “turn over” something. We say “turn on” the light or TV or oven.

			
			One definition of the word turn that I like for the purpose of this chapter is the following: “an opportunity or obligation to do something that comes successively to each of a number of people.”2 That seems to be the definition God was referring to when inspiring the words in Ecclesiastes. Each successive group of people, in various times of their lives, will have the opportunity to take a turn at a number of different events and activities.

			Let’s look at the idea of taking turns. You learned to take turns when you were somewhere around two years old. You know the scenario. Your three-year-old sibling jumped in front of you to get on the slide, and your mom calmly grabbed your sibling and said, “No, you have to take turns. It’s little sister’s turn now.” And you happily got to go in front of that big sister or brother. All was well until you were the one held back so someone else could take a turn. Right?

			Some think this is the beginning of sharing, but sharing is another concept we learn. Sharing implies that you work together; taking turns means to totally hand over the reins of something to someone else. This song is a great reminder that we have a season and that when our season is over, it will be time to turn things over to someone else.

			A few years ago I traveled with my granddaughter Sadie Robertson to an appearance. While there, I ran into a sweet young lady who, at one point, attended a church in our city and knew our family. She had a troubled life as a child but as an adult found peace and hope in God. She asked whether she could bless me and pray over me. Of course I said yes. Her words touched my heart in a profound way. She said that the hard work my husband and I had done in the kingdom, the plowing and tilling, would be the foundation for our children and grandchildren to serve God. Then she said, “Your ceiling will be the floor for the lives of your grandchildren.” Wow! All the things we worked for, prayed about, achieved, aimed at, conquered, cried over, and fought for are laid down as the floor for our grandchildren to build on! I have thought about this, and its implications for life, over and over. The picture became very clear on a special trip we took.

			
			For Christmas in 2017, my husband, Johnny, and I decided to take our entire family to Israel for a tour of the Holy Land. (I’ll refer to this trip a few more times in this book because the experience was like no other. If it’s not on your bucket list, add it…right now!) It was such a blessing to walk with my kids and grandkids where Jesus walked; it’s something they will never forget. One of the most interesting things we witnessed was how civilizations were built on top of one another. Through years of excavating, layers of different civilizations have been discovered. In other words, one civilization’s ceiling became the floor of another civilization. I was able to see a physical example of what that sweet lady was telling me about the legacy Johnny and I were leaving to our grandchildren.

			As each generation (or civilization) works and toils to build their lives, they are setting the stage for the next generation to build on top. There is a section in Jerusalem where we were able to look down a large hole and see the remnants of three civilizations. Talk about taking turns! A civilization was built on top of another until centuries came and went, leaving the new civilization no clues of what lay beneath them.

			
			Isn’t this true of our lives? I have no idea what specific things my great-grandparents did on a day-to-day basis, but I do know—because it has been handed down to me—that they loved God. I’m fairly confident they didn’t attend anything that resembled a major youth rally like Passion, which Louie and Shelley Giglio so masterfully put together. I can also say with confidence that they didn’t attend a summer camp where they played games and swam in a big pool. No, these types of things didn’t exist. But I’m pretty sure they attended church when the church bell chimed, they fed the hungry, they cared for the sick, they went to the church potluck, and they tucked their kids into bed at night and prayed over them.

			You see, the layers of spiritual civilizations will look as different as physical civilizations do. We, as a society and as individual people, grow and change; our methods change, but our message does not. In every civilization, in every generation, the message is still to love God and love and serve others. As long as we continue to lay that foundation, it will become the floor for the lives of our children and grandchildren. Then it will be their turn to light up the world with God’s message.

			One other way I can see this scenario is by looking at our homesite. Our family home is located on an old homestead. When we built our house, we found markings that let us know another family at one point lived on our land. I love to walk under our huge oak tree and think about the other families that took their turn living on this property. I imagine someone else’s children running in the field and horses or cows grazing in the pasture. But today it’s our turn for this property. Our house sits pretty close to where we imagine the original home sat, but it’s air-conditioned and much larger than that home. We have a barn, possibly like our predecessors, but ours is home to workout equipment instead of hay and farm equipment. We have two cars that come and go daily on a concrete driveway that took the place of the dirt drive they would have traveled on. There’s a swing set and a volleyball net set up for the grandkids to enjoy. During our turn we hope we are making it better for the next family to take their turn. Making things better should always be our goal as we use the resources God gives us.

			
			But there are always two questions to answer when it’s time to take turns. First, am I ready or willing to allow another to take his turn, and second, what if there’s no one to take over after me? Those are two very good questions. In fact, even at two years old when we are first confronted with taking turns, we have to decide whether we are going to obey our parents and let the other child have a turn or whether we are going to rebel and jump on that slide before the other child gets there. Hopefully, with some prodding, we all come to the right conclusion that taking turns is beneficial for everyone.

			Taking turns establishes in us the ability to let go of ourselves and let others take priority. Isn’t that the true nature of Christianity—laying aside our desires for the desires of another? Philippians 2:3 tells us to “do nothing out of selfish ambition” (NIV). The New Living Translation says it this way: “Don’t be selfish; don’t try to impress others. Be humble, thinking of others as better than yourselves.” The very act of Jesus dying on the cross for us is proof that God values others over Himself. That was, of course, the ultimate sacrifice.

			Remember the little JOY acronym? Jesus first, others second, and yourself third. You probably learned that in Sunday school when you didn’t want that superfast kid in your fourth-grade class to get to the water fountain first. Perhaps your teacher lectured the class with the JOY acronym. Still, it wasn’t easy. Putting others first is a lifelong battle with our flesh. It seems life would be easier if everyone would do everything the way I want things done. Right? Yes, but that’s wrong. As we grow and mature in the Lord, we finally understand that putting others first actually gives us a better version of self-satisfaction. Letting others have a turn takes maturity to another level because no one likes to give up what feels good and comfortable.

			
			On to question number two—what if there’s no one to take over after me? Or what if she can’t do it as well as I have done it? What if she messes everything up that I worked so hard to achieve? What if she doesn’t leave the world a better place? The what-ifs could drive you crazy, but they’re totally contrary to what the song “Turn! Turn! Turn!” and the Bible tell us. God designed us for a specific time and place. Our finite minds can barely fathom God’s plan and how He manages the entire earth and the bazillion people who have occupied it. I had three kids who kept me hopping like a frog on a steamy Friday night trying to get away from the likes of frog hunter Jason Robertson. Now I have those three kids, their spouses, and fourteen grandkids to keep up with. It’s enough to make me want to holler uncle. My calendar looks as if I’m the president of the United States or the head of a major corporation instead of a busy grandma. How does God do it? How does He manage the sun, the moon, the stars, and millions of people? Because He’s God, that’s how. It’s what He does. And we don’t even have to worry about it.

			Like it or not, your turn as a parent is over and your kids are now in charge. I know that it can be a scary thought. My daddy was a wise man, and he always told me no one was irreplaceable. In our lifetime, we have seen amazing men and women come and go. Remarkable, brilliant minds like Steve Jobs; unforgettable acting talents like John Wayne; funny men like John Ritter and Robin Williams; amazing voices like Whitney Houston; and on and on. All these men and women held a big enough place in this world that many wondered who would replace them. And then someone did. Their turns were over. New voices, new ideas, new jokes—something new replaces what we thought was irreplaceable. This is God’s design.

			
			In a five-year span, my husband and I lost three of our parents. My dad and both of my husband’s parents have now gone on to their heavenly home. There was a time when I couldn’t imagine living without a parent. You might have felt the same way before you lost your parents. Perhaps, like me, you have woken up many mornings thinking you need to call Mom or Dad, but Mom or Dad isn’t there anymore. That’s when you realize his or her turn is over. Now it’s your turn. Nothing more clearly defines a turn than for someone to be gone completely.

			Yes, “to everything there is a season.” We will each take our turn at being a child, a teenager, a mom or dad, and then a grandparent. It’s the circle of life that is so beautifully displayed in the movie and play The Lion King. We took our grandkids to the musical production on Broadway. It made me want to hold one of them up in the air and shout for joy. Sadly, most of mine outweigh me now, making that impossible, but you get the point. Handing down the legacy of your family to the next generation is one of life’s most glorious callings.

			Consider again the words of the song. Right after “To everything there is a season” comes this phrase: “and a time to every purpose under heaven.” Finding our purpose. “Whoa! That’s heavy,” as we used to say in the ’60s. For many, reaching this stage in life brings confusion and uncertainty about their purpose. Many have invested so much in their old lives that a new one feels not only unfamiliar but also unwanted. To add to the confusion, words like baby wipe warmers make you wonder how you ever raised your own kids.
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					It’s your turn to be the wise one; the experienced one; the tried, true, and tested one.

				

			
			
			My grandpa loved puzzles. I can still see him sitting in front of a one-thousand-piece puzzle, studying the front of the box, memorizing what the puzzle should look like when he finished it. He told me the secret to putting together a puzzle is to find the corners first, then work on the straight edges. Once the corners were in place and the borders secure, I could start on the inside. He didn’t know it, or maybe he did, but he was teaching me about life. I was learning that in order for me to put the pieces of my life together, I had to first find my corners. I had to find what mattered the most to me and lock those things in. Then I had to build from those foundations and secure the boundaries I needed that would frame up my life. That’s called defining your purpose.

			Your life is like a one-million-piece puzzle. The good—no, great—news about this stage of life is that your corners are probably pretty secure. You’ve raised your family, worked forever, and established yourself in your church and community. Gone are the days of wondering what you’ll be when you grow up or how you’ll handle the death of a loved one or the loss of a job or the betrayal of a friend. Chances are you’ve experienced similar scenarios in life and conquered them. But there are still a few pieces missing from your puzzle. Your puzzle needs your grandparenting years to make it complete. Like that missing piece you find under the couch, your grandparenting years are the pieces your life puzzle has been waiting for. And trust me—this part of the puzzle is the fun part. With all your boundaries firmly in place, you can now put that last piece in and glue it together.

			Oh, I’m not saying there won’t be surprises and disappointments. Life doesn’t stop being real when you become a grandparent. You are just better equipped than you were when you became a parent. You’ve lived a few years and seen a few things.

			Many years ago I read an essay about the end of our lives and how great it is that our grandchildren see only the end and not the beginning. I’ve thought of that many times as I watched my parents in their grandparenting and great-grandparenting roles. I understand the premise, for sure, and know there are things we all did in our youth that we wish we hadn’t, but still, it would have been fun for my children to see my parents when they were young and vibrant. John Luke would have played racquetball with my dad, and the girls would have bowled or played tennis with my mom. That would have been fun. But as much as I love fun, life isn’t all about the fun things. It’s about the fruitful things—the things that are intangible.

			It’s funny how, by definition, intangible things are things we cannot hold or grasp, yet it’s the intangibles we hold on to with the firmest grip. When it was time for my parents to stop playing racquetball and hang out in the bowling alley, they never stopped the most important things in life, such as being kind, loving unconditionally, and whispering prayers of hope, peace, and joy.

			In your grandparenting role, you are no less important than you have been at any time in your life. It’s just a new time. It’s time to look at what you’ve accomplished and see what your next step is. It’s your turn to be the wise one; the experienced one; the tried, true, and tested one; and the one who can pass that wisdom, experience, and tested-ness (okay, maybe not a real word, but you get it) on to the next generation. Our future generations depend on you and me! There’s much to teach them. After all, without us, who would show them how to play marbles, belt out “Hey Jude,” and tell a Laffy Taffy joke?

			
			

			
				There is a time for everything,

				and a season for every activity under the heavens:

				a time to be born and a time to die,

				a time to plant and a time to uproot,

				a time to kill and a time to heal,

				a time to tear down and a time to build,

				a time to weep and a time to laugh,

				a time to mourn and a time to dance,

				a time to scatter stones and a time to gather them,

				a time to embrace and a time to refrain from embracing,

				a time to search and a time to give up,

				a time to keep and a time to throw away,

				a time to tear and a time to mend,

				a time to be silent and a time to speak,

				a time to love and a time to hate,

				a time for war and a time for peace.

				—ECCLESIASTES 3:1–8, NIV
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			The Name Game

			I want you to raise your hand if you were on a road trip, or maybe on a school bus, when an impromptu performance of this silly song broke out:

			
				Grandma! Grandma, Grandma bo-band-ma

				Bo-na-na, fanna fo-fand-ma

				Fee fi mo-mand-ma, Grandma!

			

			I’ll go ahead and admit it: this little ditty helped pass the time for many a family on vacation when cars didn’t have TVs and kids didn’t have smartphones. While it was written by Shirley Ellis and released in 1964, it’s gone on to have a long and fruitful life. It appeared in a Little Caesars pizza commercial in 1993, and Tom Hanks sang it in the 1986 movie The Money Pit while he waited to be rescued from a fall through the ceiling. The words and tune seem to cross all boundaries of logic and lyrics. It’s just plain fun. If you haven’t done it in a while (or ever), wait until there’s a quiet moment and belt it out using one of your grandkid’s names. The kids are sure to look up from their technology when they hear you singing something like this: “Sadie, Sadie bo-ba-die…”

			
			The name of the song is “The Name Game.” That makes sense, doesn’t it? It’s just taking anyone’s name and playing a fun lyrical game with it. I think our generation has been playing its own version of the name game. Choosing our grandma and grandpa names has become a fun and vital part of today’s grandparenting journey. I’m waiting for someone to start the “grandma/grandpa name reveal party” tradition. I can see it now. Grandma and Grandpa have a ribbon with letters on it stretched between them with their new names dangling for everyone to ooh and ah over. Maybe a little over the top, you say? But did we even consider a gender-reveal party, held before the baby shower, just after the wedding shower, which came after the engagement party, which came after the…you get the picture. Times have changed. It’s a world of celebrating and documenting all of it on social media.

			Whoops, I got off track! Back to the grandparents’ name game. There was a time when everyone called grandparents the same thing or a slight variation of the same thing. I can remember hearing Grandma and Grandpa, Papaw and Mamaw, and Granny and Pa, but that was about it. When I was growing up, I had Grandma and Grandpa Shack and Grandma and Grandpa Durham. That’s it. My kids added Papaw Shack and Mamaw Jo and Papaw and Mamaw Howard, plus their great-grandparents I already mentioned, but all the names were similar.

			Any way you look at it, apparently people weren’t as creative in those years as we are today. I’m inclined to believe there is more to the story than our creativity, and it might go back to our rebellious roots. When we, the boomers, reached the grandparenting age, we didn’t look, act, or feel as if we should be there, and names like Granny and Pa were not going to cut it. Am I right? In fact, I can remember my son-in-law Willie Robertson saying he just couldn’t call me Grandma or Mamaw. I was good with that. I couldn’t see myself being called those names either. But what would they call me?

			
			I read recently that one of the things that separate the human race from the animal kingdom is the ability to use language. Of course, I knew this to be true, but I hadn’t thought about it in terms of the names we give one another. We name dogs, but they don’t name us. And I have yet to hear one dog call another by the name we have given him. Putting together letters to become words that become a means of identifying each person is a highly intelligent level of communication, but it’s one that comes easily to us humans. Still, picking a name for your child can be one of the most brain-taxing, argument-inducing, family-dividing, research-spurring events connected with the new bundle of joy. When Sadie was born, Korie decided her middle name would be Carroway, which is Willie’s mother’s, Miss Kay’s, maiden name. I shuddered thinking of our little baby Sadie having such a big name. Now I can’t imagine her being named anything but Sadie Carroway. Names grow on us, don’t they?

			Just as your little babies grew into the names you chose for them, you will grow into your grandparenting name. Whatever your firstborn grandchild calls you will be the best name ever in the history of names! “So…be your name Buxbaum or Bixby or Bray or Mordecai Ali Van Allen O’Shea,” as the Dr. Seuss book says, “you’re off to Great Places!”1 Because no matter what your grandkids call you, you will answer. My grandkids call me 2-mama, which I love. And they call Johnny 2-papa. Here’s our grandparenting name story.

			
			When my first grandchild, John Luke, was born, his grandma on the other side was already an established grandma with the now-famous (because of Duck Dynasty) name Mamaw Kay. Three of his great-grandmothers were still alive, which meant he had Mamaw Jo, Mamaw Howard, and Granny Robertson. It made perfect sense for me to be Mamaw Chrys. Hold the phone! We just established that I wouldn’t be a Mamaw, didn’t we? Of course we did! Here’s what happened. Much to my joy, when John Luke started talking, he called his mom (Korie) Mama, and he called me Mama. As honored as I was to have this name, I knew it wasn’t sustainable. (It’s confusing just explaining it to you.) We seriously tried every grandma name we could think of, but nothing worked. My nieces and nephews call me Chryssy, so we tried Kissy (cute, huh?) and Mama Chryssy and CC. Out of desperation, we even tried Mamaw Chrys. Nope. (Praise the Lord!) Mama was his name for both of us, which was very confusing to all parties involved. Then Korie was put on bed rest in the last few months of her pregnancy with Sadie, leaving John Luke to spend hours with me (I loved it!). The Mama name seemed to be sticking. However, I determined it wasn’t a good thing (at least, I said that to others), and I always corrected him and said Korie was his mama.

			A few weeks after Sadie was born, I was keeping John Luke for the day. When it was time to return my precious firstborn grandchild to his mother, he didn’t want to go. (BTW, grandmas, isn’t that the best?) He was crying and calling me Mama, and I was telling him Korie was his mama—and back and forth we went. Then, out of nowhere, he looked at me and called me 2-mama. I’m pretty sure a chorus of hallelujahs rang out far and wide, because this was the perfect grandma name.

			
			Now, there are a couple of theories floating around as to how John Luke came up with this name. I forgot to mention he was only twenty-one months old. (I know—he was brilliant, wasn’t he? Remember, I said naming is a highly intelligent gift.) The first theory is the one my husband stands by, but I’ll just tell you right up front, grandpas are not as attuned to their grandkids as grandmas are. However, I let him have his say. He says John Luke heard Korie referring to me when she spoke to Willie in this way: “Let’s go over to Mama’s house for dinner.” Or “I’m going to Mama’s house for a minute.” Thus, John Luke heard the words to and Mama together and decided it was my name. I admit, that in itself makes him a pretty smart kid. But I have another theory, and I’m sure it’s the right one.

			As I said, our newest grandbaby, Sadie, had just arrived. I found myself saying, “We have two babies now.” My theory is John Luke said to himself, How cool is this? I must have two mamas. One I’ll call Mama and the other one (the one I love so much) I’ll call 2-mama. Of course, he didn’t verbalize any of that; it was just said in his head. Now, at twenty-two, he can’t remember any of it, rendering him no help at all. In any case, I have happily been called 2-mama for nearly twenty-two years, and my husband is called 2-papa. There was a brief possibility of another name when Sadie reached talking age, because she struggled with the t sound and couldn’t get out “2-mama.” She started calling me Kissy (remember, the nieces and nephews call me Chryssy), and I loved that too, but
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			APPENDIX 1

			A Special Word for Grandparents Raising Grandchildren

			I want to talk a little here to grandparents who are raising their grandchildren. Bless your heart if you are one of these amazing grandparents. The American Association for Marriage and Family Therapy said that “there are approximately 2.4 million grandparents raising 4.5 million children.”1 This is a staggering statistic and one that brings me sadness as I consider all the reasons children might be living with their grandparents instead of their moms and dads. Other statistics point to the many challenges both the children and the grandparents in this situation face. One factor is the difficulty that grandparents face in stepping back and thinking like parents again instead of grandparents. After all, grandparents are supposed to have all the joy but not much responsibility, right? We’re supposed to be able to send them home. But if you find yourself in the driver’s seat again, you can’t send them home. You are in charge, and basically, it can stink on many levels.

			If you have been given this challenge, it’s probably because there are no other solutions. If that’s the case, you have no choice but to rise up and be thankful you are there for your grandchildren. I recently met a couple who accepted the challenge and took in their twelve-year-old grandson after a bitter divorce. There were three children in this family, but this one was struggling the most. He was angry and defiant. This wasn’t going to be an easy job. Still, these wonderful grandparents put aside their vision of “dream retirement”—traveling in a motor home to see their children—in order to stay home and parent a sad, belligerent middle schooler. They both beamed as they proudly told me he is graduating from high school this year with straight As and they are busy looking at colleges for him to attend. The grandpa said, “It was the best decision we ever made. We know we changed this boy’s life. The life in the motor home would have been fun; this life made a difference.”

			
			One of my dearest friends found herself in this situation when her grandchildren were ten and eleven years old. All other means of intervention had not worked, and her grandchildren were in a very bad, even dangerous, situation. After much prayer and conversation, the children were taken from their home and placed with their grandparents. Raising two children when the luxury of an empty home and quiet nights was part of their lives wasn’t easy, glamorous, or even fun on many days, but it was necessary. My friend and her husband did what they never dreamed they would have to do to invest in their grandkids. They eventually adopted both children, who are now in college, well adjusted, and forever thankful for the role their grandparents played in their lives.

			Since I haven’t been in this position, I can’t tell you how to do it, but I can tell you what I learned from a friend I’ll call Diana.

			
				Be Honest

				From the first day the children came to live with Diana, she was honest about their situation. She told them their mommy and daddy had made some poor decisions that resulted in them coming to live with her. This was hard for them to totally understand when they were young, and over the years, Diana found herself having to repeat what had happened. She always told them the facts and avoided turning the discussion into an emotional trauma fest. She was careful to not let the pain of the past events show. She wanted the kids to have a normal life, which meant she didn’t want them to constantly think about their parents and what had happened. That meant not talking about it all the time but letting months go by until one of the kids wanted to know more. Then she honestly answered their questions.

			

			
				
				Work on Stability

				For any child, a stable life is a better life. Diana and her husband quickly put the kids in a school they trusted, helped them choose extracurricular activities they valued, and made sure they had a church family they could connect with. Once again, as grandparents, this wasn’t where their lives had been for many years, but Diana knew for the sake of the children, they had to get back into it. They traded in quiet evenings at home for ball games, fund-raisers, summer camps, car pools, homework, counseling, and a house full of friends. It was indeed a trade-off but one they can say was worth it.

			

			
				Seek Help When Needed

				Going through anything traumatic will make waves bigger than your boat might be able to handle. Seeking help from professionals if you need it is an important piece of the puzzle. Not seeking help can also be beneficial. Diana was careful to watch for signs of struggle but also careful to note the struggles that were normal parts of growing up. She didn’t become jumpy, thinking that everything that troubled the children had a direct link to their situation. Some things are struggles for kids just because they are kids. There were other things Diana knew the children might need help working through, so she found a therapist trained to help when those times came up. It does take wisdom and discernment to figure this out, but you can do it!

			

			
				
				Keep First Things First

				Putting your grandchildren’s well-being over your own child’s poor decisions is never easy, and this is always the case when grandchildren are removed from their parents’ home. There will be letters, calls, emails, and texts that will be hurtful to you as the grandparent trying to do the right thing. I watched as my friend constantly looked for the truth in the situation and did what she knew was the right thing. She leaned on friends and family members to shoulder the hurt from these communications, and she shielded the children. She continually asked God for wisdom and guidance, and He gave it to her.

			

			
				Rest in What You’ve Done

				Just like parents raising their children, grandparents who raise their grandchildren worry and doubt that they are doing enough. The good news is that “good enough” really is good enough. We don’t have to be perfect; we just have to be willing. As parents, we had to go to bed at night and rest, knowing we did all we knew to do with that day. Grandparents, you must do the same. When we become parents, it’s generally by our choice. When you become a grandparent who takes on the responsibility of a parent, you didn’t get to choose. It’s a responsibility that came to you by the bad choices of another person. But once there, the job is the same. Do what you can do, and then turn the rest over to God.

			

		

	
		
		
			
			APPENDIX 2

			The Howard Family Legacy of Principles for Living

			
					
					Actions have consequences; you reap what you sow. Your actions affect others. “I am responsible.”

				

					
					Respect God.

				

					
					Family is important; there should be mutual respect and consideration within the family.

				

					
					Respect government. Salute the position, if not the person.

				

					
					Respect your employer. Salute the position, if not the person.

				

					
					Do your duty. Some things we must do, like it or not.

				

					
					Have faith. Trust God no matter what happens.

				

					
					Be reverent. Worship God with all your strength, mind, and soul.

				

					
					You have significance. You are made in the image of God.

				

					
					We all have opportunity and the potential to do great things (risk/reward concept).

				

					
					Be content. Happiness should not depend on your circumstances. Let it come from within.

				

					
					Be self-disciplined. You shouldn’t have to be told to control yourself.

				

					
					Have courage. God will always be there. Take godly risks. You must step out and try things that are good.

				

					
					Be responsible—and respond properly to your responsibilities.

				

					
					You are not an owner but a manager. Treat all possessions as such. Give the owner (God) a fair return on His investment.

				

					
					It’s better to have little and be in Jesus than to have much and lose eternal life.

				

					
					Be flexible.

				

					
					Keep your priorities straight. Make first things first.

				

					
					Recognize individual differences and accept them. Be tolerant and patient.

				

					
					Practice active listening.

				

					
					Be a good sharer; confess your sins, your fears, and your victories.

				

					
					Have a sense of humor and use it correctly. Don’t make fun of others.

				

					
					Be a balanced individual. Have a balanced life.

				

					
					Be committed to God, family, and others.

				

					
					Always have a positive attitude and a can-do spirit.

				

					
					Have a good prayer life. It will help you through every problem.

				

					
					Have a healthy lifestyle. Take care of your body. Eat right and get plenty of good exercise.

				

					
					Have an urgency for the lost.

				

					
					Never stop learning. Get a good education and study on your own for the rest of your life.

				

					
					Practice what you preach.

				

					
					Don’t be selfish or self-indulgent.

				

					
					Be considerate of others and their belongings. Respect their privacy.

				

					
					Persevere. Never give up. Be diligent.

				

					
					Never intentionally hurt people’s feelings.

				

					
					Remember that people are more important than things.

				

					
					Be honest and truthful. Doing what is right is never wrong!

				

					
					Be hospitable. Open your home to others.

				

					
					Be benevolent. Help those less fortunate. Be willing to share anything you have. Be compassionate.

				

					
					Focus on the eternal, not the temporary.

				

					
					Don’t be afraid to be different.

				

					
					All you need is love; love your neighbor as yourself.

				

					
					Be gentle.

				

					
					Never forget what Jesus did, is doing, and will do for you.

				

					
					Be merciful and forgiving.

				

					
					Be humble.

				

					
					Have the heart of a servant; think like one; act like one. Don’t serve only when asked.

				

					
					Be mindful of God’s creation and respect it.

				

					
					Guard your mind. Think pure thoughts.

				

					
					Check all beliefs and principles against the Bible.

				

					
					If you can’t say something nice, don’t say anything at all. Don’t gossip. If you wouldn’t say it to a person’s face, don’t say it at all.

				

					
					Accept criticism and correction graciously, and use them to your advantage.

				

					
					Handle guilt; don’t let it handle you.

				

					
					Don’t be afraid to admit you are wrong.

				

					
					Say you are sorry first.

				

					
					Don’t worry. Don’t be anxious.

				

					
					Don’t keep records of wrong.

				

					
					Let Jesus be your example. Be known as a follower of Christ. Be like Him. Always ask, “What would Jesus do?”

				

					
					Pass this legacy on to your children and your children’s children.
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