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Fine Woodworks 
by Greg Averitt

910-443-2728     •     910-789-9242

I Do All 
Custom 
Work

25 yr. 
experience 

*Entertainment Centers
* Bookcases

* Window Seats
* Fireplace Mantles

When I got saved & re-
born I was 52 yr old and 
even though I’d gone to 

church as a child, I never under-
stood really who Jesus was, why He 
was special or anything about the 
Holy Spirit. Going to church every 
Sunday with your family should 
conjure up wonderful memories, 
right? Unfortunately,with our bunch 
it was not a pretty sight! It took a 
Herculean eff ort for 5 people shar-
ing one small bathroom to get ready. 
Back in “the day” we wore nylons, 
garter belts AND girdles. (Panty-

How Do You Know God
Is Speaking To You?
 by Leslie Averitt

hose had not yet been invented) 
Women were expected to wear hats 
and gloves. By the time we all got 
washed up, dressed and into the car 
we’d been cajoled, begged to hurry, 
then fi nally yelled at and threatened 
within an inch of our lives to get in 
the car! Walking through the church 
doors we were still blowing noses 
and wiping puff y red eyes from cry-
ing the entire way. But in we went, 
smiling and acting like we were the 
happiest family in town! On the way 
in, my mother would beg my Dad 
not sleep in church again this week. 

But that was dif-
fi cult as he worked 
long hours in a 
steel mill and after 
3 songs, passing 
of the collection 
plate and listening 
to some upcom-

ing announcements, they always 
lowered the lights. Th is was a huge 
mistake as our Reverend would start 
his weekly “Gloom & Doom” ser-
mon. It seemed there was no hope 
for any of us and soon my Dad 
and I nodded off  to sleep. Maybe 
psychologically we were trying to 
forget all the yelling and crying that 
had precipitated us getting there and 
sleep was a coping mechanism. At 
any rate, not long into it all, Dad 
started to snore as well! My mother 
would lean across a kid (cause we’d 
all been separated) and punch him 
to wake up! Th is always startled me 
awake, too. We honestly tried to stay 
awake and listen but it was all such 
bad news and the semi-darkness 
lulled us back to sleep. Suddenly the 
Reverend was pounding his podium, 
beseeching all of us to repent before 
it was too late. I imagine the congre-
gation looked like a sea of sleeping 
people and he had to start pounding 
to get some attention. On the way 
home, Mom told us how embar-
rassed she was that my Dad & I had 
fallen asleep and that most likely the 
whole church knew about it! So I 
never really grasped what church was 
all about. After becoming saved & 
reborn, however, I realized that one 
could have a relationship with God 
and that God did indeed speak to us. 
For 2 years I studied the Bible and 
read all I could. I joined Th e Rock 
Church and Pastor Ron McGee was 
the greatest teacher of the bible and 
truth I could’ve had. He made it 
easy to understand God’s Word.  In 
2005 I decided to bring the Good 
Life paper to our area. I was not a 
sales person but I’d sold Premier De-
signs Jewelry prior to launching Th e 
Good Life. Armed with some sample 
papers from the existing Good Life 
paper from the Asheville, NC area 
as an example and a write- up about 
me in the Pender Post, (so people 

wouldn’t think I was some “fl y by 
nighter”) I went out asking people 
to advertise so I could print the fi rst 
paper. One way you know God is 
speaking to you is that it makes no 
sense to our worldly understand-
ing. While running errands, I was 
prompted to stop at a small busi-
ness. Immediately I thought, “It’s 
lunch time and nobody will want 
to talk to me now. I’ll catch it on 
my way back home,” But no- I was 
prompted to go right then! So reluc-
tantly I turned my car around, still 
thinking that nobody would want 
to talk to me. Why would I think 
that anybody at this small busi-
ness would even want to advertise 
with me? Was this the Holy Spirit 
directing my path? I decided go in, 
give them a letter of explanation, 
my Post story, a sample paper, and 
leave. But miracle upon miracles, 
the gentleman took me back to the 
offi  ce. On the walk back I still fi g-
ured I’d just leave my info and call 
back later. But when I got inside her 
offi  ce, the lady looked at the paper 
and my information and told me she 
knew me from a Premier Party I’d 
done and how much fun she’d had. 
Th en said she’d take a PRIME ¼ 
Back Cover ad pretty as you please!  
It made NO SENSE in the world 
as we know it. But God! Read any 
book or take a class on sales tech-
niques, and just showing up is not 
in any chapter! God knew what He 
was not getting a sales person when 
He showed me the 1st Good Life 
paper. I couldn’t put it down and I 
KNEW I was supposed to bring it 
to our area! God clearly spoke to me, 
directed my path and He did all the 
rest! 1 Corinthians 1:27 “But God 
has chosen the foolish things of the 
world to put to shame the wise, and 
God has chosen the weak things of 
the world to put to shame the things 
which are mighty.”

This picture was back 
when I fi rst started The 
Good Life! My precious 
friend Donna McIver
has always been a 
GREAT supporter to 
anything I‘ve ever done. 
God Bless her!
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by Mildred Bethea

Being able to write 
this story is a mira-
cle. I am alive today 

by God's amazing grace 
and the umbilical cord cells 
that I was blessed to re-
ceive from a newborn baby 
boy. I have endured breast 
cancer, acute myelogenous 
leukemia, and then recur-
rent leukemia after being in 
remission for a year. I was 
told I needed a transplant 
to survive, but was also 
told I would probably not 
fi nd an adult match, and I 
didn't. Primarily because 
I'm African American. Of 
approximately 7,000,000 
people in the registry not 
one was able to save my life. 
Th is is why I'm a miracle. Th ank 
God for the mother who donated 
her umbilical cord to a public bank, 
other wise I wouldn't have gotten 
it, had she chosen either to discard 
it or keep it privately. I was given 
less than a 10% chance of survival, 
but God had a plan. I honestly be-
lieve sharing this story is what He 
had in mind. Since my transplant, 
together with the help of a very 
dear friend and others we made a 
diff erence. "Driving For Change" 
became our mission, and we did 
so successfully by adding 738 new 
donors to the registry during a six 
day campaign that went forth in the 
town of which I live. My prayer is 
that whomever reads this will have 

BE A PART 
OF IT!

Bone Marrow Drive will 
be at the MLK parade on 

January 18, 2010. Location 
will be 518 Castle Street.  We 
will have a tent set up at that 
site.  Come and join the regis-
try by giving a mouth swab.

a desire to want to also make a dif-
ference. Either become a donor, if 
you're female and are of child bear-
ing age please consider donating 
the umbilical cord, and if you can't 
do either please make a fi nancial 
contribution to help the blessing's 
continue. 

Everything
IS POSSIBLE!


