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BY FRANK E. HENRICH  



IT'S OK, YOU'RE 70 !  
 

 
 

I don't know when it happened  
But I know it did transpire,  

I left the world behind me  
Traveling somewhere new.  
 

Not sure where the new road  
Will guide my bones along,  

But I am not afraid to go  
Down this path, till God calls.  
 

The world I so enjoyed each day  
Now seems distantly afar,  

I'm tired of the raging sea,  
Seeking now the calmer shore.  
 

Wondering can I stay as I am,  
Or will I be dragged back to fight  

My way through the changing world,  
So different and unwanted by me.  
 

New things in my life pop up,  
I hesitate, then learn them 

Or say, "Oh no, the old way  
Is the way for this old bod."  
 

Can I stay outside the world,  
Yes, the changed world around me,  

Or at least a part of it?  
People say, it's ok, you're seventy!  
 

By Frank E. Henrich December 16, 2012  
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FOREWORD  
 

This is a book of encouragement for Christians who  
will be soon taking the road that leads to earthly  
death and eternal life in Heaven . You might call it a 
preparation manual for that journey. Throughout 
my life I have been drawn to the ministry of encour-  
agement, praise God. So prepare for a trip though  
the various avenues of adventure that lies ahead for  
you. You say, ‚I just want God to take me when I  
am in the prime of life.‛ Perhaps He will but He  
may not. So I suggest you and I proceed on our way  
though a study of Heaven, and some of the factors, 
that include more knowledge. It is to this aim that 
this book is written.  
 
It is difficult to write about something you have not 
yet experienced, or at least to provide adequate data 
on the subject. So I must admit that most of the po-  
ems and articles come from circumstances lived in  
my life. They will provide the ring of truth your  
hungry mind is seeking. Take a seat in my motor  
car and let's start our journey to Heaven. It is my  
hope that the Holy Spirit will take these words and 
spark your soul with understanding and wisdom.  
 
After writing the poem, You're Ok, You're 70!, in De-  
cember 2012, I had a desire to write a follow-up  
book to the book Jesus and Me In Workplace Minis- 
try, which is available for purchases at amazon.com.  
This new book would focuses on Christians over 70  
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years old. So I began to prepare the poems and arti-  
cles I had previously written toward that purpose. 
Six sections were established and the material se-  
lected, when on May 2nd, quite unexpectedly, I near-  
ly died from a ruptured aneurysm in my right leg. 
To save my life my right leg was amputated above 
the knee. The surgery did not stop me! This book  
on Heaven is section 6 of that larger book. Will the 
other sections be published? To that only our Lord  
knows the answer.  
 
Frank Henrich  
July 23, 2013 on my 82nd birthday  
 
Additional copies can be obtained by calling  
209-480-9549  
This is the third printing of this book.  
 
 

Booklet © 2013 By Frank Henrich at email 
frankehenrich@sbcglobal.net.  
www.poemsforchrist.com, 1621 Falmouth Way,  
Modesto, CA 95355.  
Image permission from iclipart.com. except for 

where noted on page 22 and image on page 100 
which is from a 1881 book and no longer copy-  
writed. Visit website www.poemsforchrist.com 
for additional Christian poems by Frank E. Hen-  
rich. Sources of Biblical references noted in text.  
The cover picture is of the Author's backyard.  
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WHY THIS BOOK WAS WRITTEN  

AS DESCRIBED BY THE AUTHOR  
 
 
Being 82 years old, in itself does not qualify me  
for being a Heaven expert. But when I was in my  
forties, I had a dream that the Lord Jesus would  
use me to help persons pass through the veil of  
this life and into the next. I was not sure just  
how I would be used. A lot of things had to hap-  
pen in my life to qualify me for His ministry  
task. They all started with an anchor experience.  
Before the anchor experience, I had hoped God  
was real and I could, if good, go to Heaven in my  
old age. Then, like a bolt of lightning, my life  
was changed, when I at the age of 31 experienced  
The Yellow Rose Event in 1962 . So you can un-  
derstand what an affect this had on my life, I 

have printed the details of this experience be-  
low:  
 
 
THE EVENT OF THE YELLOW ROSE  
 
 
It was a bright, sunny winter day in South San  
Gabriel, California, near Los Angeles, mid after-  
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noon and not a happy day for me, as my father  
had died three months before. At thirty-one, I  
was an outside salesperson for a large manufac-  
turer and that day business had not been good.  
Being the sole support for my wife and three 

children gave me stress. What would my Dad  
do? Whom can I turn to now he is gone? My  
business schedule brought me close to his ceme-  
tery so I decided to visit his grave. I purchased  
an inexpensive bouquet from the small florist  
stand that was conveniently located across from 

the cemetery.  
 
 
I had done this before and the florist always  
used a rubber band, twisting it many times  
around the stems so the flowers would hold to-  
gether when placed in the metal holder at the  
grave site. The metal container is buried in the 

ground over the grave and when the flowers are  
dead, the caretakers empty the container.  
 
 
As I approached the grave site, I mourned his  
death and my inability to ever being able again  
to seek my father's wise council. Placing the  
bouquet on the bright green grass, I pulled out  
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the metal container from the grave and walked  
over to the waterspout to fill the container with  
water.  
 
 
Having placed the filled container  
back into the hole in the grave, I  
went over to pick up the bouquet.  
After picking up the bouquet  
from the grass, to my astonish-  
ment, I saw lying on the grass, un-  
der where the bouquet had lain, 

was one beautiful yellow rose.  
The yellow color against the bright sunny, green  
grass, made it stand out and I knew it was not 

there when I set the bouquet on the grass, for I 

would have seen it. I could not believe what I  
was seeing. I looked at the bouquet, and the  
rubber band was still intact. I searched the bou- 
quet but the rubber bands held the stems tight.  
No flower had come out of the bouquet and be-  
sides inexpensive bouquets do not contain roses.  
 
 
I picked up the yellow rose and it was a bud just  

slightly open. I felt it and it was real. I had tak-  
en no drugs and had not been drinking. I was of  
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clear mind and thinking but I could not explain  
rationally the rose's appearance. Suddenly a  
peace swept through me and the thought kept  
repeating in my mind, ‚Your father is well and 

happy, mourn for him no more.‛ The Biblical 

verse of, ‚Blessed are they that mourn for they  
will be comforted‛ also came into my mind (Matt  
5:4 NKJV). My sorrow had turned to awe! A  
sense of well being and peace filled my body, for  
I had lost my earthly father as my anchor but  
now realized I have a new anchor in Jesus. Sud- 

denly, I realized that when the church says God  
is spirit, they are right. God is real and he cares  
about me. He is alive and vibrant, and I wanted 

to know more about Him. A new dimension of 

life opened to me, and I wanted to know more  
about God.  
 
 
Whenever I have doubts about God and his love  
and care for me, I remember the yellow-rose ex-  
perience and have faith again. You may not have  
had a yellow-rose experience but perhaps there 

was another time, in a different way, when God  
made Himself known to you. If you have not,  
ask Him to reveal Himself to you.  
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-------------------------------------------------------------------  
So now knowing God is real and spirit and lov-  
ing, I sought Him with all my strength, while at 

the same time meeting my family responsibili-  
ties and working secular jobs. Soon I had a serv-  
ant's heart to comfort Christians in peril and to  
provide help to those whose faith was waning.  
To be a better servant I prayed to God in 1973 for  
a writing ministry so I could leave material with  
those who sought help from me. This gift was  
granted and soon the articles became also prose  
poetry. Then came the dream described above  
about helping persons find and hold hope in  
God during their last days here on Earth. But in 

1975, I was only 44 and not ready for such a task.  
Yet as the years went by, more poems about  
Heaven came to me and so that now at 82, it is 

time to compile them into this booklet. It has  
been done. May God bless it and you as you  
read. May the Holy Spirit touch your spirit with 

comfort and wisdom.  
 
 
Frank E. Henrich July 23, 2013 82nd Birthday  
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The above picture is of an oil painting by the author,  
Frank Henrich. He calls it "Going Home To Heaven.  
Wish you could see it in color, but sadly it cannot be  
shown.  
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HEAVEN  
 
 
 
 

Heaven! Where and what is Heaven ? Let us turn 
to the Scriptures of God for the answers.  
 

 
John 14:1-6 (Heaven Described) Jesus says:  
 
 
"Let not your heart be troubled; you believe in  
God, believe also in Me. 2 In My Father's house  
are many mansions; if it were not so, I would  
have told you. I go to prepare a place for you. 3  
And if I go and prepare a place for you, I will  
come again and receive you to Myself; that where  
I am, there you may be also. 4 And where I go you  
know, and the way you know."  
 
 
5 Thomas said to Him, "Lord, we do not know  
where You are going, and how can we know the  
way?"  
 
 
6 Jesus said to him, "I am the way, the truth, and  
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the life. No one comes to the Father except  
through Me.‛  
NKJV  
 
 
Let us start our study of Heaven.  
 
On our road of life, as we grow older, we come  
to the sunset years. You ask, ‚What are these  
years, for I have not heard of them?‛ The poem  
below was written shortly after my life was dras-  
tically changed, when unexpectedly I had to  
have my right leg amputated just above the knee  
caused by a ruptured aneurysm. My independ- 
ent life was turned upside down.  
 
 
THE SUNSET YEARS  
 
 
By Frank E. Henrich June 4, 2013  
 
 
Oh when did the sunset years come?  

I did not see them approaching from  
Around the bend in a very hurried life!  

Yet they arrived, moulding around me.  
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You ask to me, "What sunset years  
Are you speaking to me about?"  

Well, they're when your children take charge  
Of your life, and make major changes.  
 
 

Changes you know need to be done  
So confusing and often wrenching  

That your mind releases its control  
And you go with the resulting flow.  
 
 

Yes you're out-voted so you agree  
Knowing you have taught them well,  

Your reason and resolve dissipated  
Not completely but in many ways.  
 
 

Don't be sad for you have entered  
Into another phase of life's cycle,  

You have trained your children to care  
So rest in that you have done it well.  
 
 

Oh Lord Jesus, help me to let go  
Of the reins that control my life  

Give me the serenity to accept  
Their lead with a grateful heart .  
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Being thankful that my family  
Devotes their time to care for me  

Now being ill or old age limits me  
To pursue my old vigorous life.  
 
 

For as I grow older I would choose  
To bypass this sunset year's phase  

But I can't, so please God strengthen me  
As I learn acceptance and forbearance.  
 
 

Leaning on You, my Saviour Jesus,  
To take my hand and guide me forth  

To be an example of the old and ill  
Who proclaim You even in old age.  
 
 

For it is the last ministry  
In the Christian walk and a hard one,  

Let me be a shining beacon of Jesus  
For all to see the glory of God.  
 
 

—WRITTEN LATER IN THE DAY  
 
 
Being surrounded by the love  

Of Barbara, my wife of 55 years  
And my grown children springs  

My life back into the joy status.  
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This joy based on the grace of God  
To trust Him no matter what,  

Centered and held in love and grace,  
A sense of serenity fills me.  
 
 

In that evening of the day I wrote  
The above poem, and saw a sunset,  

Brilliant red on the sky of blue,  
And suddenly, joy returned.  
 
 

For there is joy and fun yet now,  
Maybe I cannot drive my car  

But I can still take that trip with Son  
And we can laugh and chatter on.  
 
 

Most of the joys of life remain intact  
As Barbara and I live in a new home  

There is a new lifestyle to learn,  
Moving forward in life's parade.  

______________________________________  
 
 
When we do come to a point in life where we are  
getting older and began to prepare for our future  
death. When we become older, our minds seem  
to some times to be adrift. Let our next poem 
speak of this future event in our lives.  
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SOMEWHERE IN TIME  
 
My mind does seem adrift  
Somewhere in time  
In a sea of memories,  
And my mind tells my hands  
To shove them aside  
So I can see dead ahead,  
But my hands do not respond.  
 
 
Yet if I cannot see ahead  
How can I function?  
With a mind filled  
With this swamp of the past,  
Living somewhere in time?  
Reality, where are you? I 
want to return.  
 

 
 
Perhaps as Heaven rays  
Shine on my distant horizon,  
Being lost somewhere in time  
Is a passage away from striving days?  
A path we all have to walk,  
As the twilight of life  
Enters into our psyche.  
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To see clearly the path Is 
not possible for me,  
My mind refuses  
To be focused on tasks,  
All that is left is faith,  
Yes, faith in Jesus my Lord  
And start preparing for Heaven.  
 
_________________________________  
 
We suddenly see the need to help others who do  
not know Christ or who are hurting and most in  
need of a faith booster from God. We choose to  
be the servants of God, being His arms, His  
voice and His caring hands to those so in need.  
The next poem speaks of this call on our lives.  
 

 
 
 
 
THE LIGHT OF CHRIST WITHIN US  
 
Single light glows on a porch ceiling  
The darkness of night fills the shadows  

The insects fly around and around its glow  
Wishing only to touch but knowing better.  
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People are drawn to light from darkness  
Coming home drawn by home lights  
Which signal a place of warmth and love  
After a weary day of working for our needs.  
 
Few like to dwell in darkness and so avoid it  
So can we say with assurance that light  
And the searching for light is a good pastime 
For an earthly person like you and me.  
 
But we have spoken about physically seen light 
Is there another kind? If so what kind of light?  
It is the spiritual light of Christ aglow 
Fed by the Holy Spirit in His followers.  
 
The physical world does not see this light 
But it is a beacon of light for the hurting,  
Yes, it is a homing device gathering  
Those hungry for God or in deep need.  
 
For those persons who carry Christ's light 
Are indeed blessed with a special ministry  
To the souls who are drawn to them  
Seeking to know God better and have soul rest.  
 
So pray daily that the light in Christ  
Yes, that invisible light to the unlighted  
Will shine out brighten the darkened souls  
Who approach you for spiritual nourishment.  
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Let your life be seen by those you know  
As a beacon they would like to follow  
And wonder not why your help is sought  
By the soul who is facing a trauma.  
 
So be diligent in helping those persons  
Whom God causes to seek your aid  
For it is indeed a wonderful ministry  
For you, a soul seeking to do God's work.  
 
By Frank E. Henrich May 14, 2012  
 
John 8:12 Jesus said to the people, "I am the light  
of the world. If you follow me, you won't be  
stumbling through the darkness, because you will  
have the light that leads to life."NLT  
 
Matt 5:13-16 Jesus speaks, ‚You are the light of  
the world — like a city on a mountain, glowing in 
the night for all to see. Don't hide your light under  
a basket! Instead, put it on a stand and let it  
shine for all. In the same way, let your good  
deeds shine out for all to see, so that everyone  
will praise your heavenly Father.‛ NLT  
 

 
___________________________________________  
 

 
 
The next subject deals with the priorities in our 
life. These goals change as we move from child- 
hood to teenager. Then on and on they change in  
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certain aspects as we age. Having the right goals  
and living them out is the theme of the next arti- 
cle. You will have a surprise ahead of you, as I  
did, when I passed thru the vision of the full cup.  
It helped me to find a Godly focus for my life.  
 
 
 
THE EVENT OF THE FULL CUP  
 
 
 

By Frank E. Henrich  
 

This is not fiction but a true experience of 
the author. The painted images in this article are  
by Mary Henrich Doria.  
 

I was 2,000 feet up in the sky without a  
plane, parachute, or support. With my arms out- 
stretched like the wings of a bird, I was moving 
through the air viewing the Earth below. There  
was someone flying with me. What is happening?  
Will I fall?  
 

My mind slipped back to how it all began.  
It was a September night in 1982. I was in my 
study at my San Rafael, California home. The  
chair in my office felt comfortable, as I sat praying.  
In the quietness of my room, the joy of being 
alone with God filled me with peace and content-  
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ment. Suddenly my mind was impressed with  
the urge to relive a vision experienced in 1972. 
Ten years had passed, yet the details jumped out  
before me in my mind's eye.  
 

I had the sensation that I was flying like a  
bird. I felt no fear. There was someone flying 
with me, just ahead and to the right - you might 
say alongside of me, but just slightly above me.  
I did not want to look up because I found it so  
fascinating to glance down.  
 

The ground appeared covered with a  
bright white mist, yet the lushness of the light 
green earth penetrated the fog. I was heading  
somewhere, but did not know where. I was not  
anxious; yet, a sense of anticipation filled me. 
Then, a small spot of land on the horizon ap- 
peared and kept growing larger; it intrigued me 
and soon drew all my attention. My silent com- 
panion and I were flying toward that stretch of  
land. Still, I felt no fear, knowing my silent  
friend directed my way.  
 

As we drew closer to the land I could see  
activity; people moving about. Oh, how vibrant 
the colors were, not gaudy to the eye but soft wa-  
tercolor shades of white, red, yellow, green, and  
blue.  
 

 
The plateau rapidly grew larger in my  
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sight. I discerned that the top of the hill was flat  
with edges sloping back down into the white 
mist. That flat expanse with its sloping sides  
was all that pierced the fog in all my vision.  
Everywhere else, I saw nothing but bright white 
mist. Then a circle of buildings became visible.  
 

 
These structures completely encircled an  

open courtyard.  The courtyard was round,  
green, and looked grassy. My silent partner and  
I traveled closer and then in the middle of the 
courtyard, I sighted a brown object. There were 
buildings surrounding the courtyard and placed 
next to the slopes. Yes, Yes, I believed I saw 
them well enough to identify them as canvas  
tent of beautiful different colors and shades -  
too many to count - perhaps fifty or sixty were 
there. Oh, how splendid those tents appeared 
against the background of the green lawn! The 
colors and contrasts were beyond description. 
There were groups of people standing about,  
throughout the courtyard.  
 

The brown object in the center was large  
enough for me to recognize. It was a stone well; 
and on its edges sat people, dipping into the wa- 
ter with cups. I could see others walking to the  
well to obtain water. The people either drank  
their water themselves or shared it with others. 
The groups that stood closer to the tents would 
send runners to the well, who would obtain cups  
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full of water and bring them back to their little  
groups; there, each one would sip from the cup.  

But then, there  
were those who  
sat on the edge of 
the well and drank 
from their own 
cups, having all 
the water they  
wanted.  
 

In a flash, my mind became clear regard-  
ing the purpose of the well. The words of Jesus 
rang in my ears: ‚If anyone thirsts, let him come 
to Me and drink. He who believes in Me,‛ as the  
Scripture has said, ‚out of their hearts shall flow  
rivers of living water.‛ (John 7:37-38). I was an 
observer; no one was looking at me. The Scrip- 
ture from the book of Revelation came to me: 
‚He who sat upon the throne said, 'Behold, I make all 
things new.'‛ In addition, Jesus said, ‚I will  
give from the fountain of the water of life without  
payment. He who conquers shall have this herit- 
age, and I will be his God, and he shall be my 
son.‛ (Revelation 21:5-6) Then, there was Sam- 
son, of the Old Testament, who called out to 
God because of his thirst. God responded, as  
recorded in Judges 15:19: ‚God split open the  
hollow place and there came water from it; when  
he drank, his spirit returned and he revived.‛  

Suddenly, I had an inward knowing that  
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it wasn't desirable to be near the booths. Stay  
away from the compartments, I thought. Those 
people near them were receiving their spiritual  
water in small doses from others. I wondered  
why they did not go to the well themselves and 
why they depended on others.  
 

We swooped down and landed on the  
green. No one seemed to pay any attention to us.  
Then, my flying companion disappeared before I  
could look at him or her. I stood there alone. My 
focus turned to the booths. A deep sure 
knowing filled me that the tents were Booths of 
Pleasure, brightly decorated and appealing to 
the eye.  
 

There was a hidden power that could  
lure people in to them. A sign hung over the en- 
trance of each tent. What did it all mean? There 
were so many booths surrounding the courtyard. 
The sign in front of one booth said ‚Golf‛; in  
front of another, ‚Fishing‛; and on another,  
‚Secular Work.‛ Other signs read ‚Bridge,‛ 
‚Social Work,‛ ‚Tennis,‛ and ‚Bowling.‛ I walked 
around and read the signs of the differ- ent 
booths: ‚Books of Pleasure,‛ ‚Professional 
Students,‛ ‚ Worship of Family,‛ ‚Youthful Ap-  
pearance,‛ ‚Model Trains,‛  ‚Photography,‛  
‚Horses,‛ etc. By then, my head reeled. The sce- ne 
made no sense.  

The booth named ‚Golf‛ had a lapse of  
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activity, so I walked slowly toward it, alert to  
whether anyone was observing my actions. It 
was as if I wasn't there. Those present greeted  
their friends but no one noticed me. People  
went in and out of the tents. Some went to the 
well for water and then went back into the 
booths again. I needed to know what was be-  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
hind the veil! I pulled the curtain aside and 
what do you think I saw? There was nothing 
more there than a descending stairway. It must 
be the stairway into the mist that I had seen from 
the air leading down the hillside and into that  
mist.  
 

Quickly, my mind filled with the  
knowledge that the booths were booths of Per-  
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verted Pleasure. Golf is not evil. However, golf, as  
one's god, and the love of golf that keeps one from 
church on Sunday, is wrong. Golf that so fills one's  
mind and leaves no time to honor and praise God or  
do God's work here on earth - that is wrong! A verse 
I have always loved came to mind: ‚But my people 
have changed their glory for that which does not 
profit. For my people have committed two evils, they 
have forsaken me, the fountain of living waters,  
and have dug out cisterns for themselves, broken cis-  
terns for themselves, broken cisterns that hold no 
water.‛ (Jeremiah 2:11) The broken cistern here is 
golf. What was true about golf was also true about 
the other decoys such as the gods of secular work, 
bridge, intellectualism, college degrees, stamps, gar-  
dening, tennis, family worship, auto repair and all  
the other hobby booths there on the plateau.  
 

Then, without warning, I was back in San  
Rafael sitting in my comfortable office chair that 
September night in 1982. A vision had been relived  
and expanded in meaning ten years after I had first  
experienced it. For, in 1972, I had not seen the signs 
hanging on the tents nor the stairways. My only dis- 
cernment in 1972, concerning the booths, had been 
that the entrances into them were destructive to the 
soul. Praise You, my God, for this insight.  

Oh, God do not let me ever get caught in one  
of those booths of pleasure! Grant me the gift of 
sitting on the edge of Your well of living water! Oh 
Jesus, do not let me ever get caught going down one  
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of those stairwells! Make me always thirsty to  
drink from You.  
 

The beautiful Psalm  107:10-15  
NKJV came to me:  
 
10 Those who sat in darkness and  
in the shadow of death,  
Bound in affliction and irons —  
11 Because they rebelled against  
the words of God,  
And despised the counsel of the  
Most High,  
12 Therefore He brought down their  
heart with labor;  
They fell down, and there was none  
to help.  
13 Then they cried out to the LORD  
in their trouble,  
And He saved them out of their dis- 
tresses.  
 
14 He brought them out of darkness  
and the shadow of death,  
And broke their chains in pieces.  
15 Oh, that men would give thanks 
to the LORD for His goodness.  
 

 
______________________________________  
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The word ‚Mystic‛ is often misunderstood in to-  
day's world. A mystic is defined as someone who  
seeks after God. The next poem fits well here after  
reading the previous article, as we should be seek-  
ing after a life with God at the well of living water.  
So let us read this special short prayer poem. Yes, 
read it three times reflecting between readings.  
 
 
 
THE KISS OF A CHRISTIAN MYSTIC  
 
 
Our time and energy are claimed by our passions.  
What pursuits steal your time and energy?  
For a Christian Mystic, could it be a kiss?  
 
 
The kiss of a mystic  

Springs forward and outward  
In silent adoration  

To a loving Saviour.  
 
 

The kiss is a prayer  
In adoration supreme 

Dusts the silent air with  
A longing for the unseen.  
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Silently penetrating forth  
Into the singing silence  

Of tranquility abundant,  
A simple message of love.  
 
 

by Frank Henrich 12/21/09  
_________________________________________  
 
 
WHEN THE HORN IS BLOWN UP  

YONDER  
 
 
When the horn is blown up yonder,  

The summons is heard below,  
When the dawn of earthly death  

Awakes our psyche with a blast.  
 
 

When the distant horizon appears  
And no one has come back but Jesus,  

When what time left is unknown.  
Will you be prepared to meet God?  
 
 

Then before the horn blows up yonder,  
Prepare yourself, dedicate yourself  

For the soul that has prepared his spirit  
Fears not when the horn is blown.  
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Remember membership in Heaven  
Doesn't come from many good works,  

Christ paid for our sins on the cross,  
Confess and accept Jesus as your Lord.  
 
 

Hurry, Hurry, it isn't too late,  
Jesus is knocking at your door,  

Turn the doorknob and open wide  
And be ready when the horn is blown.  
 
 

By Frank E. Henrich January 3, 2010  
___________________________________________  
 
 
So let our minds turn to a lighter verse set in a  
garden amid the beauty of flowers as we again  
confirm that we are in the hands of God.  
 
 
Rev 21:9-12 Heaven will be beautiful and bright.  
 
Then one of the seven angels who had the seven 
bowls filled with the seven last plagues came to  
me and talked with me, saying, "Come, I will  
show you the bride, the Lamb's wife." 10 And he 
carried me away in the Spirit to a great and high  
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mountain, and showed me the great city, the holy  
Jerusalem, descending out of heaven from God, 11 
having the glory of God. Her light was like a most  
precious stone, like a jasper stone, clear as crys-  
tal. NKJV  
 
 
 
 
 
PREPARING FOR HEAVEN  
 
 
By Frank E. Henrich May 3, 2010  
 
 
 
Oh, the rocking chair and the back porch,  

What a pair are they for a resting mind,  
The sky is so blue and sun is yellow bright,  

And the shade covers me like a shield.  
 
 

In my quietude, I praise You, my God,  
For your majesty is beyond my mind,  

Your glory glitters like a trillion suns,  
And yet, you still care for little me.  
 
 

How can I praise You enough?  
I am so awed that my mind stops,  

All thoughts come to a sudden halt,  
And I sit bathing in Your grace.  
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It was then that I thought of my sister,  
Lord, Sis has been gone 12 years,  

Wonder what she is doing in Heaven?  
Does she look down to watch me?  
 
 

I miss her, my loving, caring sister.  
She was older and worried about me,  

Especially about my old age and money,  
Lord, can she see that I'm doing well?  
 
 

Lord, someday I will see her again,  
When I come up to Heaven's shore,  

We will sit and talk up a storm,  
She will play the piano again.  
 
 

Oh! To dance again with ease,  
All pains gone as my partner whirls,  

But better yet I will see Jesus  
In all His majesty and power.  
 
 

And Mom, yes even Dad will be there,  
Oh! To sit down again to talk with them,  

Lord, do they know of my later life?  
Lord, all this when I come to Heaven.  
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Lord, remember my friends of many years,  
We loved each other, it hurts me  

To no longer hear their wonderful voices,  
Lord, when I come I'll hear them again.  
 
 

I must stop this daydreaming of hope,  
And again switch back to beautiful roses,  

But someday my rocking will stop,  
And my daydreaming will be my new life.  

_____________________________________  
 

 
Let joy fill us as we look forward to going to  
Heaven someday. The Scripture speaks of this:  
Ps 5:11 But let all those rejoice who put their  
trust in You; Let them ever shout for joy, because  
You defend them.  
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OH! JOY COME TO ME  
 
 

By Frank E. Henrich May 10, 2008  
 
 
When you see joy in a person 
You marvel and wonder why,  
How could they be so happy?  
Don't they have problems like me?  
 
Then one day I learned the secret  
While reading a study on will,  
In the Lords' prayer we boldly say,  
‚Thy will be done.‛  
 
So what, Frank, does this have  
To do with a person full of joy?  
Well, that is the secret  
That I am about to tell you.  
 
Those who are happy everyday,  
Whose joy fills their every moment,  
Are those who have accepted 
God's control over their life.  
 
There are the persons who say,  
‚There is no God!‛  
When evil torments their life 
They curse their fellowmen.  
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Then there are the persons who know,  
Yes, know that God is real and alive,  
But refuse to let God have control  
Declaring they, themselves will overcome.  
 
Julian, a Roman emperor sought turning Rome  
Back from Christ to their old gods,  
Bleeding he threw a fist of his blood saying,  
‚You conquered, O man of Galilee!‛  
 
He knew Jesus is real but was stubborn 
And refused to let God control his life,  
Don't let this happen to you,  
Accept and ride in the cradle of His love.  
 
Yes friend, there are the happy and joyful,  
Those who have learned to accept  
Whatever happens to them  
Knowing God will guide them.  
 
There you have the secret Of 
having joy in your life  
Praise God and thank Him 
Oh Joy! Come to me.  
 

 
_____________________________________  
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_____________________________________  
 

 
I have known many a person who has said to  
me, ‚I am ready to go to Heaven, please Lord 
take me home.‛ But they linger often in pain.  
We do not know God's plan for us and must  
trust and obey Him even when we desire to be 
home with Him. The next poem speaks of this 
subject.  
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LORD JESUS, I NEED A PASSPORT  

TO HEAVEN  
 
 
 
Lord, I need a passport  

My body is wearing out  
I sent a prayer for one  

But no passport has arrived.  
 
 

Customs at Saint Peter's Gate  
Say I must have permission;  

I've led a very long life  
So I am ready to leave Earth.  
 
 

Lord, I need a passport  
Can you hurry one along?  

I'm not much use to anyone  
And I am hankering to come.  
 
 

But my body keeps on living  
In this body half-broken  

And I want to come home  
To You as You promised.  
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Yes, I know You will come  
And carry me home to You,  

I await the peace and love,  
The glories of heavenly life.  
 
 

So, dear Jesus, hear my plea  
And send down an angel  

Carrying a royal seal fixed  
On that passport for me.  
 
 

By Frank Henrich April 28, 2010  
 
 

_______________________________________  
 
 
Unfortunately, there are Christians who feel  
their sins are so great that God cannot forgive  
them. A limit on God's forgiving power is  
placed there by themselves in error. The next 

true story speaks of this problem.  
 
 
THE HAL TURNER STORY  
 
Happened in 1974 but written by Frank Henrich  
July 18, 2011  
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I BOMBED A DAM IN THE KOREAN WAR  
THAT KILLED 10,000 PEOPLE, GOD WILL  
NEVER FORGIVE ME!  
 
Hal Turner was on a United States Air Force  
plane that dropped that bomb during the Korean  
War.  
 
This is a true story, I only wish it wasn't. I,  
Frank Henrich, was a salesman for a company  
that sold shrink plastic film, you know the clear  
film that is wrapped around toys and business  
forms.  
 
I called on a company near San Jose, California 
where Hal was an engineer and there I met him.  
Since he was so busy and hard to see, I thought  
it would be best to take him to lunch. There I  
could discuss my product. As with all luncheons  
there is the usual exchange of our hobby inter-  
ests.  
 
In the conversation, Hal learned that I was an  
active, earnest Christian eager to do work for Je-  
sus. He was very interested in that I loved Jesus.  
On our third luncheon, I asked him if he wanted  
to go to Heaven. He thought for a time and then  
said, ‚I can't. I wish I could but I have this awful  
sin; God could never forgive me.‛  
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The waiter retuned with my credit card and soon  
we would leave. I wanted to delay our departure  
so I responded, ‚God will forgive you, if you ask  
Him.‛ With the saddest eyes, he responded, ‚I  
was in a plane in the Korean War and we  
dropped a bomb destroying a dam that killed  
10,000 persons; God can never forgive me.‛  
 
With this he arose and together we walked to the 
car. While driving back to his office I said, ‚Hal,  
God will forgive you, the Holy Scripture tells us  
so. He forgave Peter who denied Him. He for-  
gave the Apostle Paul who killed people who  
believed in Jesus.‛ Hal didn't answer me for he  
was a man tormented with an event in his life  
that he felt God would never forgive.  
 
I never had lunch again with Hal. It turned out 
that his company did not need my product. All  
my efforts to contact him were fruitless. I hope  
that God sent another worker to Hal and that he  
is or will be in Heaven someday. Do you know  
of someone like this who needs God's for-  
giveness? Do you? The Scriptures of the Holy  
Bible are so clear about God's forgiveness for  
even the worst crimes. Let's read them:  
 
 
John 3:16-1716 For God so loved the world that  
He gave His only begotten Son, that whoever  
 
 

42  



believes in Him should not perish but have ever-  
lasting life. 17 For God did not send His Son into  
the world to condemn the world, but that the  
world through Him might be saved. NKJV  
 
Isa 1:18-20 18 "Come now, let us argue this out," 
says the LORD. "No matter how deep the stain of  
your sins, I can remove it. I can make you as clean  
as freshly fallen snow. Even if you are stained as  
red as crimson, I can make you as white as wool.  
19 If you will only obey me and let me help you,  
then you will have plenty to eat. 20 But if you  
keep turning away and refusing to listen, you will  
be destroyed by your enemies. I, the LORD, have  
spoken!" NLT  
 
On the cross, Jesus freely forgives as shown in  
Luke 23:39-43. 39 Then one of the criminals who  
was hanged blasphemed Him, saying, ‚If You are  
the Christ, save Yourself and us.‛  
 
 
40 But the other, answering, rebuked him, saying,  
‚Do you not even fear God, seeing you are under  
the same condemnation? 41 And we indeed justly,  
for we receive the due reward of our deeds; but  
this Man has done nothing wrong.‛ 42 Then he  
said to Jesus, ‚Lord, remember me when You come  
into Your kingdom.‛  
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43 And Jesus said to him, ‚Assuredly, I say to  
you, today you will be with Me in Paradise."  
NKJV  
 
 
Surely, God will forgive your sins so come to  
Him and ask forgiveness right now! Be not  
afraid, for Satan would want you to stay in  
bondage. Soon you will read a deliverance pray- 

er called by many churches as the Act of Contri-  
tion. Many of my readers now want to say this  
prayer asking God for forgiveness, but they do 

not have the faith to ask. Are you one of these?  
The Scripture below will help you in this  
matter.  
 
 
Mark 9:14-27 14 A Boy Is Healed  
And when Jesus came to the disciples, He saw a  

great multitude around them, and scribes disput-  
ing with them. 15 Immediately, when they saw  
Him, all the people were greatly amazed, and run-  
ning to Him, greeted Him. 16 And He asked the 

scribes, "What are you discussing with them?"  
 
 
17 Then one of the crowd answered and said,  
"Teacher, I brought You my son, who has a mute  
spirit. 18 And wherever it seizes him, it throws  
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him down; he foams at the mouth, gnashes his  
teeth, and becomes rigid. So I spoke to Your disci-  
ples, that they should cast it out, but they could  
not."  
 
 
19 He answered him and said, "O faithless gener-  
ation, how long shall I be with you? How long  
shall I bear with you? Bring him to Me." 20 Then 

they brought him to Him. And when he saw Him,  
immediately the spirit convulsed him, and he fell  
on the ground and wallowed, foaming at the 
mouth.  
 
 
21 So He asked his father, "How long has this  
been happening to him?"  
 
 
And he said, "From childhood. 22 And often he  
has thrown him both into the fire and into the  
water to destroy him. But if You can do anything,  
have compassion on us and help us."  
 
 
23 Jesus said to him, "If you can believe, all things  
are possible to him who believes."  
 
 
24 Immediately the father of the child cried out  
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and said with tears, "Lord, I believe; help my un-  
belief!"  
 
 
25 When Jesus saw that the people came running  
together, He rebuked the unclean spirit, saying to 

it, "Deaf and dumb spirit, I command you, come  
out of him and enter him no more!" 26 Then the  
spirit cried out, convulsed him greatly, and came  
out of him. And he became as one dead, so that  
many said, "He is dead." 27 But Jesus took him by  
the hand and lifted him up, and he arose. NKJV  
 
 
The lesson we learn from this Scripture is con-  
densed in these two verses which I repeat for 

emphasis: 23 Jesus said to him, "If you can be-  
lieve, all things are possible to him who be-  
lieves."  
24 Immediately the father of the child cried out  
and said with tears, "Lord, I believe; help my un-  
belief!"  
 
 
So if you lack the faith to pray the following  
prayer, ask Jesus to help you. Then with a  
strengthened faith, pray the following prayer.  
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___________________________________________  
 
 
PRAYER OF DELIVERANCE FROM SIN  
Oh my God, I have sinned and am sorry for hav- 

ing offended You. I fear the loss of Heaven and 

pains of hell. You can read my true thoughts, so  
You know I truly repent and ask forgiveness  
through the death of Jesus on the cross. Jesus, be 

my Redeemer and please give me grace to turn  
me around to a new life of service and obedi-  
ence. This your servant (your name) asks with  
all my being. In Jesus name, amen  
________________________________________  
 
 
 
 
One of my wife, Barbara's, favorite sayings is  
there will be no dust in Heaven. Having not yet  
gone there, I cannot confirm this deep desire of  
hers. But let us hope so while we read the follow-  
ing poem:  
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NO PILLS IN HEAVEN  
 

 
In Heaven there are:  
 

No pills  
No taxes  

No dust  
No pain  
 

Let's go there  
You and I.  
 

Jesus holds  
The ticket  
 

Some want to keep  
Their sin habits  

And have Heaven too.  
 

Jesus says, No, No  
No passport for you.  
 

As a friend  
Can I come  

Alongside to help?  
 

Say the prayer  
Of contrition  

And turn away  
From sin.  
 

 
By Frank Henrich  
 
Many persons reject God by replacing our Eternal  
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God by declaring their own mind to be their god.  
They deny that there is a spirit world. Claiming that  
through science they can deny that the true Eternal  
God made the world. How sad! The end of their life  
leads to hell, yet they have been duped to believe  
that's okay. It's like a man walking to an edge of a  
bluff knowing he will fall off in time and his re-  
sponse is ‛So what!‛ When God-fearing persons  
walk to death's edge, they know Jesus will be there to  
carry them to Heaven.  
 
This topic often leads to a discussion of the Big Bang 
Theory. Reader, I am sure you have questions about  
the Big Bang theory and about the creation of the  
world. Jeffrey Burton Russell, author of many books  
on Christian History, Professor Emeritus of History at  
the University of California, Santa Barbara, wrote me  
recently in a letter the following explanation of the 
‚Big Bang‛ in reference to the creation of the world.  
 
‚For at least half a century before the Big Bang was 
discovered, physicists believed that the universe was 
eternal and static: it had always been and would al- 
ways be. That, of course, is contrary to Christianity.  
With the discovery of the Big Bang, physicists now  
admit that the universe did have a beginning. This  
brought physics much closer to Christian belief. Chris- 
tian physicists take the Big Bang as a (comical) word  
for Creation. Atheist physicists of course want to leave  
God out but have come up with no even remotely plau-  
sible explanation for it.‛  
 
 
I recommend the book by Dr. Russell, Exposing  
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Myths About Christianity: A Guide to Answering 145  
Viral Lies and Legends, a most excellent book full of  
valuable information for Christians in their daily  
walk. Available for purchase at amazon.com.  
 
 
I, then contacted another Christian author, David M.  
Doria, a recently retired scientist who this year wrote  
a book on this subject. To my inquiry I received the 
following letter.  
 
 
Dear Frank,  
 
 
‚I thought that the quote from Professor Russell  
was excellent and there would really be no need to  
add my quote. I would say that there is no incom-  
patibility between the Big Bang model of the de-  
velopment of the universe after the creation event,  
and the Biblical doctrine of creation. If, however,  
you would like to add a reference of my book, you  
could refer them as follows:  
 
 
"See also "The Character of Creation" by David  
M. Doria, chapters 21 and 35, for a discussion of 

the relationship of the Bible and Christian faith  

to the Big Bang theory."  David M. Doria  
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For further study, I recommend this book also  
for its depth of knowledge on this subject. It is  
also available at amazon.com.  
 
 
Teachers who are atheists and especially those in  
our educational system that teach the absence of  
the supernatural, so therefore no Creator God,  
and offer nothing upon death, but the grave with 

no heaven or hell. We know better. Read the po- 

em below.  
 

 
 
 
RESCUED AT DEATH  
 
 
We need to be rescued in hope  

For a life after we close our eyes  
And leave this world of our family  

Moving thru the veil of no return.  
 
 

Oh, I would like to part the cloth  
Of that hanging veil that separates  

Me from my loved ones who have died,  
Just a peak is all I want to view.  
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But first I must find this invisible,  
And discover to where it leads,  

Atheists say it leads to dried bones  
In a six-foot hole at the cemetery.  
 
 

Some say they are not sure, but hope,  
Hope that there is a God who cares  

And will at least not send them down,  
Down to the hell Christians talk about.  
 
 

Then there are the committed Christians  
Who walk around in joy proclaiming,  

That Jesus will take them to Heaven  
To live a wonderful life of bliss.  
 
 

Oh, some educators say there is no God,  
Don't be fooled living a life of false hope,  

Then there are the timid God believers  
Who say, I hope God will save us.  
 
 

Then there are the good persons  
Who say, look at my charity and love,  

Although I have not professed Jesus  
But if He is real, He will forgive me.  
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Let me tell you all there is a help for you  
In a matter that will guide you,  

It is found in the Bible, so read,  
The Gospel of Luke, Chapter 20 below.  
 
 

Here we have the Sadducees  
Who were a group in the Jewish world  

Tried to trap Jesus as he taught in the temple  
Here are Jesus' words about the resurrection.  
 
 

Luke 20:27-40 Then some of the Sadducees, who  
deny that there is a resurrection, came to Him and  
asked Him, 28 saying: "Teacher, Moses wrote to  
us that if a man's brother dies, having a wife, and 

he dies without children, his brother should take 

his wife and raise up offspring for his brother. 29  
Now there were seven brothers. And the first took  
a wife, and died without children. 30 And the se-  
cond took her as wife, and he died childless. 31  
Then the third took her, and in like manner the  
seven also; and they left no children, and died. 32 

Last of all the woman died also. 33 Therefore, in  
the resurrection, whose wife does she become? For  
all seven had her as wife." 34 Jesus answered and 

said to them, "The sons of this age marry and are  
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given in marriage. 35 But those who are counted  
worthy to attain that age, and the resurrection  
from the dead, neither marry nor are given in mar-  
riage; 36 nor can they die anymore, for they are  
equal to the angels and are sons of God, being  
sons of the resurrection. 37 But even Moses  
showed in the burning bush passage that the dead  
are raised, when he called the Lord 'the God of  
Abraham, the God of Isaac, and the God of Jacob.'  
38 For He is not the God of the dead but of the liv-  
ing, for all live to Him." NKJV  
 
 
Jesus said that those counted worthy  

Become persons of the resurrection  
For they are equal to the angels  

And never die again, but are living.  
 
 

Oh God, who are these special ones  
You call the persons of the resurrection?  

You must mean Jesus' resurrection from death  
Is also for those who believe and follow you.  
 
 

Yes, what an assurance for Jesus followers  
Found in the words of Jesus Himself  

For Jesus was the Son of God in human form  
Who came to save and resurrect us.  
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From these promises, it is not hard to deduce  
That if there is a blissful Heaven  

There must be a place for those not worthy  
Known as a real place called Hell.  
 
 

If you are not a follower of Jesus,  
Change your life to follow Jesus,  

Ask for His forgiveness and His mercy,  
Becoming a son of the resurrection.  
 
 

Poem by Frank E. Henrich Christmas day 2010  
____________________________________  
 

 
The Holy Scriptures describe the ascension of  
Jesus to Heaven in Acts Chapter 1 verses 9-11 as  
follows: Now when He (Jesus) had spoken these  
things, while they watched, He was taken up, and  
a cloud received Him out of their sight. 10 And  
while they looked steadfastly toward heaven as  
He went up, behold, two men stood by them in  
white apparel, 11 who also said, "Men of Galilee,  
why do you stand gazing up into heaven? This  
same Jesus, who was taken up from you into  
heaven, will so come in like manner as you saw  
Him go into heaven.‛ NKJV  
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_______________________________________  
 

 
Science promises you only a cold grave six feet  
under. That's not for me, how about you?  
 
 
Let us move on to another subject that is similar to  
the Full Cup article which you have already read.  
The next experience I will share with you also had  
a profound effect on my life. I wonder if it will 

bring a new understanding to your life. So with  
this introduction, let me share this experience as  
well with you.  
 

 
DON'T BE A  

CRYING VICTOR!  
 
 

W H EN Y O U M E E T J E S U S !  
THE  CASE  OF  THE  CRYING  VICTOR  
 
 
By Frank Henrich  
 
 
It was an event I saw and lived. It came upon me  
quite suddenly, yet without fear, as I sat in a com-  
fortable rocker in my house during deep silent 

prayer. There I was high in the air with a land-  
scape filled with multi-colored clouds whose  
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beauty was so very beautiful, and contained the  
soft shades of red, blue and green blending in a  
constant flow of changing hues. The banks of  
clouds were florescent in tone, as soft as if they  
were lighted from behind. They glowed! I  
could not see any land, just air and I was walk-  
ing forward, that is, my feet were moving but  
touching nothing solid.  
 
 
I had no control of my direction or speed and  
fear of falling. Just a wonderment of where I was 

and what was I doing here? The air was not blue  
as our sky but a soft translucent white mist that  
eyes could pierce easily to see the bands of dis- 

tant colorful clouds that formed on the distant 

horizon all around me. A sense of peace filled  
me as I began to see others like me; walking the  
same way, and strangely, we all seemed to be 
headed in the same direction.  
I was no longer in my study room at home real-  
izing I had left Earth, heading somewhere; tin- 

gling with excitement, but without a care.  
 
 
The further I walked, the more people I saw. We  
were all walking in the same direction. This  
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started to interest me, thinking, ‚Where are we  
headed?‛ Then the thought came, ‚Well, at least  
I must be headed, the right way.‛ As my jour-  
ney continued, those ahead of me appeared to be  
forming into long rows - like rows of marching  
soldiers. In the distance, the lines of people  
were as straight as lead pencils stretched across  
the sky from my left to my right. I could only  
see their backs as they were all facing away from  
me. What seemed odd to me was the distance  
between the files. Being 60 yards apart, each file  
seemed unattached to the row in front and be-  
hind them.  
 
 
My walk slowly moved me into one of these  
newly forming rows with three feet separating  
me from the person to my right and left. My  
group formed in seconds as if an unseen hand  
led us with ease to each appointed spot. My  
walking continued at the pace and direction of  
those in my file. This walking was not the com- 

mon leg moving action but rather a suspended 

and motionless advancement in space - moved  
and controlled by an unseen hand - at times rap-  
idly and times slowing or not at all - yes, sus-  
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pended in this lush land of white mist colored  
here and there with beautiful soft pastel colors  
that seemed to fade in and out in the distant  
landscape. What a view! However, my mind was  
unable to fully enjoy the terrain because of an  
expectancy that something important was about  
to happen.  
 
 
What is this all about? Then the thought came  
‚What's happening to the people?‛ Looking  
ahead, the files of people stood out as pencils in  
the sky - all facing away from me. How many? -  
- Gee, I don't know. Suddenly my fully formed  
file stopped, and so did I. This allowed me a se- 

cond to glance at my fellow travelers. They were  
all smiling and happy. No words were spoken,  
as words seemed so unneeded.  
 
 
Without warning, my row moved forward again.  
Soon, we stopped. This continued for three or  
four times, this going and stopping. Suddenly, I  
saw puffs of smoke. There was not one puff of 

smoke, but many wisps of white filled the sky  
ahead. The rising vapor rose from each individ-  
ual person in the most forward row. My mind  
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started churning, ‚Gee, that's odd, wonder what  
is going on?‛  
 
 
Again, we went forward - again we stopped.  
Now there were only two rows ahead of me.  
‚What happened to the other people,‛ was the  
thought racing through my mind, ‚Would it also  
happen to me?‛ After the puffs of smoke, the  
furthest row had gone somewhere. But where?  
My attention focused on the files ahead. For  
soon, would I not be going through that process?  
The line would move forward and then there  
would be something similar to a bolt of light-  
ning, a fire from above would come down for  
just a second and then disappear, and then there 

would be a puff of smoke that would rise.  
Sometimes the smoke would be black and heavy  
in front of the person - and sometimes there  
would be hardly any smoke at all - just a wisp -  
hmm. Then I noticed someone would come with  
some kind of white object. I didn't know what it  
was. Then suddenly the people would just be  
gone. They would move rapidly out of their file  
and disappear. Then the next row would move  
forward repeating the process.  
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The file that moved forward next was the row  
right in front of me. Wow! I wondered, ‚Should  
I be afraid?‛ You know, the same thing hap- 

pened to the next row. The fire came down --  
there was this puff of smoke - and then someone  
walked to the file - it looked like he was wiping  
their heads with a white cloth. Not everyone  
had their head wiped - just some of them, espe-  
cially where the smoke was very heavy. I won-  
dered if the smoke smarted their eyes and they 
needed to have their eyes wiped - because, you  
know smoke does hurt your eyes. Hmm - that is  
something to ponder. Then all of a sudden, I  
became very nervous as each person in the row 

ahead vanished. Then my row marched 

forward.  
I must admit there was nervousness in me - I  
was not afraid - it was just that I was curious - 

well maybe that stretches it a bit - I think that I  
was kind of wondering.  
 
 
There I was, standing shoulder to shoulder with  
all these people. I don't know how long the line  
was to my right or my left. I couldn't see the end  
of it. Suddenly, we all stopped. In front of me, I  
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saw a vision - all the things I had done in my  
life! My life focused before me - showing me all  
the good deeds I had done, and the bad ones. I  
was filled with the understanding that this was 

my judgment. There was a Single Person stand- 

ing thirty yards ahead facing us. He was a blur  
to my sight but my spirit acknowledged Him to  
be Jesus. He was there! All of a sudden, there 

was a fire that came down! It was like a bolt of  
lightning, and it struck my deeds that lay before  
me - and I saw smoke ascend.  
 
 
And then I saw - after the smoke had cleared -  
the reward that the Lord had for me. It was right  
there in front of me! The Scripture I learned a 

long time ago, concerning my work for God's  
glory and how it will be judged, passed through  
my mind.  

Each man's work shall be made  
manifest; for the day shall declare  
it, because it is revealed in fire; and 

the fire itself shall prove each 
man's work of what sort it is. If  
any man's work shall abide which  
he built thereon, he shall receive a  

62  



reward. If any man's work shall be  
burned, he shall suffer loss; but he  
himself shall be saved; yet so  
through fire. 1 Corinthians 3:13-15  
ASW  
 
 

I realized that in front of me was the reward Je- 
sus wanted to give to me for my work done for  
Him on earth. It was not my salvation - my sal- 
vation was evident by being there. Only those 
who are saved go through the believers' judg- 
ment. I know this from my study of the Bible. 
What was lying in front of me was the special  
reward He had for me.  
 
I looked to the right and saw some people with 
much larger rewards than mine - truly, they had 
performed greater feats for our Lord - they had 
brought greater glory to His name! Then I  
looked to my left! That person had no reward.  
He was standing there crying! He realized that 
he had lived his life for himself. He was saved, 
and had eternal life in heaven. He believed Je- 
sus Christ is his Lord and Savior. His life had 
been busy making money, or gathering fame, or  
living it totally for his family's benefit, so that  
work for our Lord had been left out. I wanted to 
turn to him and say, ‚Let me help you my broth- 
er.‛ My aching heart reached out to him. How-  
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ever, I felt restrained - as if I was not to touch him -  
as if I was not to lend a helping hand. My love for 
him had turned my thoughts away from the reward  
in front of me.  
 
Suddenly, I saw the Lord moving forward to him 
and, with a white handkerchief, wipe his eyes. It was 
as if I heard the Lord say to him, ‚Its okay, my 
brother, its okay.‛ I recalled the Scripture, ‚God  
Himself will be with us; he will wipe every tear from  
our eyes.‛ (Revelations 21:4). Again the Scripture  
passed through my mind:  
 

 
If any man's work shall be burned, he  
shall suffer loss; but he himself shall be 

saved; yet so as through fire.‛ 1 Corin-  
thians 3:15 ASW  
 
 

The person next to me was saved. He is in Heaven; 
but with no reward. God renders many judgments; 
but the believers' judgment is only for believers and it 
is the only judgment that believers in Christ Jesus  
pass through. That was a relief - to know judgment  
is past for me.  
 
I started to move - I was leaving. Another Scripture  
filled my mind:  

And I saw a new heaven and a new  
earth: for the first heaven and the first  
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earth are passed away; and the sea is  
no more. And I saw a holy city, new  
Jerusalem, coming down out of heaven  
from God, made ready as a bride 

adorned for her husband. And I heard a 

great voice out of the throne saying,  
‚Behold, the tabernacle of God is with  
men, and he shall dwell with them, and 

they shall be His peoples, and God  
himself shall be shall be with them and  
be their God; and He shall wipe away 
every tear from their eyes; and death  
shall be no more; neither shall there be  
mourning, nor crying, nor pain, any 

more; the first things are passed  
away.‛ Revelation 21:1-4 ASW  
 
 

The row was breaking up. We were sent in separate 
directions but this time as before my legs weren't 
moving, yet with great speed did the landscape pass  
my glimpse. Then suddenly as if someone turned  
out the lights - pitch darkness followed - and then a 
light flashed on. Oh, but a different light - the glow 
from the lamp in my study. Yes, there I was, back 
again in San Rafael as a 51-year-old man rocking in 
my comfortable chair. I immediately prayed: ‚Lord  
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Jesus, I have not passed thru the believer's judg-  
ment yet, don't let me be a Crying Victor. Don't let 
me stand in that row - - with no reward be-  
cause I did not take time to do Your work.‛ It is  
my prayer that you also, my sister and brother, 
will not be one who stands before God with no 
reward, whose tears our Lord Jesus will wipe 
away. Do not be a Crying Victor! You don't 
want to be a Crying Victor!! Wonderful!! Just  
ask Jesus to guide you to the work he is prepar-  
ing for you . Yes, He will show you. Why don't 
you ask right now? My pastor, Bob Collins, said, 
"One can serve without love, but when you love,  
you cannot help but serve.‛  
____________________________________________  
 

This last event taught me that when I go to 
judgment, I will be there alone standing before 
Jesus. Yes, alone before Him. No minister or 
pastor will be there to say that I served and 
loved the Lord. Will I be ready? Oh, no, I must  
plead for the mercy of God and lean on the great  
gift Jesus has done by redeeming my sin  
through His blood on the cross. Praise God!  
 

On another subject, as we grow older, our 
memories are filled with thoughts of old friends  
long gone and the wonderful times we had with  
them. The next poem speaks of this:  
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WEAN AWAY TO HEAVEN  
 
 
Oh Jesus, my Spiritual Friend  

You know the way for me,  
Take my trembling hand and mind,  

Wean me from this world to our Father.  
 
 

Life is full of private memories  
Where only I can replay their joys,  

Preparing to let them all go away,  
Memory, I must wean away.  
 
 

There was that song we sang together,  
Friends, oh singers, where are you?  

I stand alone, where are you?  
Wean away, I must wean away.  
 
 

Remember our dance, my old friend,  
There were those family lake reunions,  

The ice skating on the frozen pond,  
Memories, I must wean away.  
 
 

So I am weaning away from this world,  
As a baby weans away from the breast,  
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As senior in high school looks beyond,  
Wean away, I must wean away.  
 
 

Seems like life is full of weaning from,  
When I moved to another town  

There's leaving old friends and habits,  
Memories, I must wean away.  
 
 

When the doctor says time's short  
Oh, must I now leave my family,  

Soon I will be Heaven bound,  
Wean away, I must wean away.  
 
 

I must admit I am very lonely,  
Where are you old caring friends?  

Would love to feel your comforting touch,  
All alone, I must wean away.  
 
 

Soon to go through Heaven's gate,  
Going to where no one returns,  

Jesus help me, move forward in grace,  
To Father God, on Heaven's shores.  
 
 

By Frank E. Henrich September 17, 2011  
 
 
Rev 21:22-25  22 The Glory of the New Jerusa-  
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lem But I saw no temple in it, for the Lord God  
Almighty and the Lamb are its temple. 23 The city  
had no need of the sun or of the moon to shine in  
it, for the glory of God illuminated it. The Lamb is  
its light. 24 And the nations of those who are  
saved shall walk in its light, and the kings of the  
earth bring their glory and honor into it. ‚  
NKJV  
___________________________________  
 

 
SUFFERING AND DISABILITY  

SECTION  
 

Now we enter a new aspect on Heaven. Why  
must we suffer?  
 
One of the first poems in this booklet is called  
The Sunset Years. It was written just after I had  
to have my right leg amputated just above the  
knee in May 2013. The poem speaks of my loss  
of independence because of my new handicap  
and how I had to lean on my family to make ma- 
jor decisions in my life.  
 
I wrote the following poem describing my life 
and feelings just after my amputation.  
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SUFFERING AND  
DISABILITY  
 
 

By Frank E Henrich July 8, 2013  
 
 
I was lying in bed and it was dark  

I was just coming awake from sleep,  
A deep sense of uncertainty filled me  

As I stared at the ceiling of the room.  
 
 

Barb was whispering something  
As she stroked my head with pats  

Of love and then she said, ‚Frank  
Your right leg has been removed.‛  
 
 

I was not sure I was hearing right,  
Then she said it again softly,  

I reached down and she was right,  
The impact of it all hit home.  
 
 

She continued whispering, it was your life  
Or your leg, so we chose your life,  

The thought of losing a leg had never  
Crossed my mind when we sought care.  
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My last memory was of walking  
Into the emergency ward  

Of Doctor's Hospital seeking help,  
A help that changed my lifestyle.  
 
 

Suddenly, I fully realized  
That I almost went to Heaven,  

At 81, I would have seen Jesus my Lord  
But I didn't go, why I thought?  
 
 

It must be because God has use,  
Yet, on Earth for my servanthood,  

For Him, in yet another way,  
A different way to reach others.  
 
 

I wish the days that followed  
Were days of ease and calm,  

But I can say that God gave me  
Grace and peace to live them through.  
 
 

Through the last 3 months I have seen  
The sick who suffer every day  

And with them I pray about their fears,  
And for God's peace to fill them.  
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Yes, suffering and being disabled  
Is not a road I would have chosen,  

But it is the road God has for me  
So God give me strength as I go.  
 
 

______________________________________  
 
 
Three months have passed since the event hap-  
pened. I am looking forward to obtaining an  
artificial leg and to be walking soon. I am writ-  
ing this book and witnessing to so many in the 

hospital, and other rehab locations. So my work  
for the Lord Jesus evolves. Praise God!  
 
 
It is when we grow old and partially infirm or  
weakened that we enter into a new ministry. A  
ministry we would like to not have because it  
can involve suffering. What is it called? Read  
the next article and find out!  
____________________________________________  
DO YOU THINK YOU'RE TOO OLD TO BE OF 

VALUE TO GOD? - - MY MINISTRY IS OVER - 

- TAKE ME HOME, LORD, FOR THERE IS  
NOTHING I CAN DO !  
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CHRIST HAS A MINISTRY FOR YOU  
WHEN YOU ARE OLD OR SICK  
 
 
THIS MINISTRY FOR GOD IS  

CALLED THE SHOWCASE  

MINISTRY  —READ AND LEARN:  

When you become old and frail or sick, you are  
not a wasted vessel but a person highly regarded  
by God and you will continue to bear fruit. One  
of the ministries for these Christians is the ac- 

ceptance of unwanted illnesses.  
 
 

One of my cousins, Elmorine Mansfield says,  
"Sometimes the only time some people look up 

is when they are flat on the bed." It is a humor-  
ous way of expressing that others will ask if  
your faith is real? Do you fall into despair? Do 

you fear death? Where is the powerful Jesus of  
whom you speak? Why do you not speak of  
Him now? Yes, as we become ill we become a  
"Showcase" to our friends and most of all to our 

family declaring Jesus is God. God is deserving  
of our love and will take care of us. You say,  
"What ministry are you speaking about?" It is the  
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ministry of accepting the pain of old age, the  
frailness and expected death of your body. You  
say, "That is not a ministry I want. Can't I have  
another?" Have you not prayed to the Lord Jesus  
to use you in ministries that bring Him glo-  
ry. Must you have veto power?  
 
 

So if you are an old Christian warrior, keep  
shoveling the coal into the burner and full speed  
ahead. Praise God ! Don't be afraid of the chal-  
lenges within your Showcase Ministry, Jesus  
will see you through it, and into Heaven where  
you can dance again.  
 
 
Psalm 92: 12-15, The righteous shall flourish like a  
palm tree, he shall grow like a cedar in Lebanon.  
Those who are planted in the house of the Lord  
shall flourish in the courts of our God. They shall 

still bear fruit in old age, they shall be fresh and  
flourishing, To declare that the Lord is upright. He  
is my rock and there is no unrighteousness in 

Him.  
 
 
Matt 16:24-27  24 Take Up the Cross and Follow  
Him Then Jesus said to His disciples, "If anyone  
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desires to come after Me, let him deny himself,  
and take up his cross, and follow Me. 25 For  
whoever desires to save his life will lose it, but  
whoever loses his life for My sake will find it. 26  
For what profit is it to a man if he gains the  
whole world, and loses his own soul? Or what  
will a man give in exchange for his soul? 27 For  
the Son of Man will come in the glory of His Fa-  
ther with His angels, and then He will reward  
each according to his works.‛ NKJV  
 

 
THE INJURED MAN ON THE ROAD  
 
 
 

February 5, 2012 By Frank E. Henrich  
 

 
Why Have Deep Intercessory Prayer?  
 
God touched me with His pain!  
It was a normal Sunday Morn  

As the preacher talked about  
The Good Samaritan parable.  
 

The preacher said, we need to show  
Compassion for those in need 
For God cares for them deeply,  
These neighbors of yours and mine.  
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We need to have deep compassion  
For the homeless, the smelly,  

The gang member on drugs,  
Being the hands of care and help.  
 
He described the beaten man  
On the trail of life with needs,  
Bleeding from the bruises of life,  
Here we can do a work for God.  
 
It was then I asked myself  
Who is hurting that I can help?  
Who is it that touches God  
With the deepest need?  
 
Then in my mind's eye,  
You know where you relive  

Those memories so dear  
And some thoughts unwanted.  
 
I had an unexpected sight, 

There in my memory box, I 
saw a man lying as dead  
Along a lonely narrow road.  
 
Suddenly, I had a knowing  
I was seeing God lying there,  
I wanted to go pick Him up,  
Who has done this to my God?  
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Then the answer came clearly:  
‚It is the culture who denies Me,  

Who orders their kids not to pray,  
It is the politicians and the courts, 
That remove My name from view.  
 
It is the schools who teach  
A bit of dust created My world,  
While denying that I even exist,  
They sin grievously against Me.‛  
 
I want to go to His aid  
But can I bandage His cuts?  
How can I take Him to an Inn  
Or give Him a ride in my car?  
 
My compassion turned from  
Earthly bums and derelicts  
To the earthly presence of my God 
In the culture called America.  
 
If I can not come and hold You,  
Comfort You, my Redeemer King,  
Show me what I can do for You,  
Show me what I can do as a mortal.  
 
Then I remembered a God given  
Weapon that can touch the physical,  
Yes, the culture of my time  
And change it, so I will use it.  
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It is to effect our American culture  
Through deep intercessory prayer,  
Help me to remember Your hurts  
From a sinful, stupid culture.  
 
Help me become a prayer warrior,  
Remembering the road sight  
And how You have been rejected,  
Sweet Redeeming king, guide me.  
 
___________________________________________________  
 
WHO IS WILLING TO BECOME AN  

SILENT INTERCESSORY PRAYER  

MINISTER FOR GOD?  
 
 
QUESTION: Why is it that there are so few that are  
eager to silently pray alone or with a prayer group  
interceding for our culture. To convince a person to  
participate, that person must be convinced that:  
1. God is real  
2. God is alive 3. 
God loves us  
4. God takes care of us  
5. God values our prayers  
If a Christian cannot answer yes, oh yes, with excite-  
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ment to these five conditions, then to encourage  
them to pursue this intercessory ministry is a  
waste of time. How would you answer these five  
statements? I hope with a strong yes.  
 
You reply, You will, how wonderful! You can  
pray while resting in bed, looking out a window  
or fishing at a lake. It's all between you and 
God.  
 
The next poem is a prayer for strength for such a 
mission.  
 
I AM OLD & TIRED  
 
 

When we grow old with body bent  
But our vision remains strong  

We see and seek opportunities  
To serve You, our Creator Friend.  
 

Oh Friend, I am so very tired  
My eyes want to slowly close  

My mind wants to shut down  
What is wrong with me, Sweet Jesus?  
 

Oh, how I want to be Your voice  
There is so much to be done  

Yet I am so weak, so sad  
Restore my strength, my Redeemer.  
 

 
By Frank Henrich September 9, 2012  
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ARE YOU AFRAID OF GOING ?  
 
 
A true story in the life of the author  
 
 
When I was in my forties, I went to the hospital  
to visit an old uncle who was dying of cancer. I  
liked my uncle as he was very special to me, so I  
dressed up in a white shirt and tie and traveled  
the 100 miles to see him for the last time. I was  
alone as I walked in to his hospital room. He 
was the only patient, in a large room, He was 

lying in the hospital bed. He saw me and his  
eyes lit up.  

I approached the bed and leaned over to speak,  
when suddenly his hands came up with fingers  
open wide as he reached for my shirt. Uncle was  
not an aggressive man, so I was surprised when  
he clawed my shirt with both of his hands, using  
me to lift his body from the bed and his head  
from the pillow. Staring directly into my eyes,  
with hopeful desperation, he said, ‚Frank, find  
me a doctor that can cure me and I will give him  
all my money!‛  
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We both were held in a momentary suspense  
as my mind registered the meaning of his words  
and his hopeful stare into my eyes. I said the  
only thing I could say. At such a moment hones-  
ty is important. I gently said, ‚I do not know of 

one.‛ He released the grips he had on my shirt,  
and slowing sunk back into his bed.  

Uncle had gone to church for many years, but  
now at point of death, he was afraid. This  
book's purpose is to strengthen you through the  
Holy Spirit and to prepare for that time in life  
that my uncle had reached. Then you will not be  
afraid, knowing that Jesus will be there to lead  
you to Heaven.  

Frank Henrich Author  
 
 
 
 
 
 

PRAYER BY THE TERMINALLY ILL  
 
 
Lord, I am ready, take me!  

For I see my journey  
Is on its final ports of call,  

Lord make my suffering light.  
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I look back at my life,  
It all seems a blur  

But I remember the family and love,  
Memories fill my mind.  
 
 

Take my hand, Jesus, lead me  
Into Heaven with my loved ones.  

I do not know what to expect there  
But I trust and know of your love.  
 
 

By Frank Henrich November 20, 2010  
John 14:28 Jesus says,  
28 ‚You have heard Me say to you, 'I am going  
away and coming back to you.' If you loved Me, 
you would rejoice because I said, 'I am going to  
the Father,' for My Father is greater than I. ‚  
NKJV  
____________________________________________  
 

 
Through it all remember to have humor and joy  
as expressed in the following poem.  
 
 
 
 
 
 

82  



HANG ON, BABY, Heaven is Just  

Around the Corner !  
 
 
By Frank Henrich December 12, 2007 Dedicated  
to Elmorine Mansfield  
 
 
What's you say, friend?  

Hold on Baby,  
Heaven is just around the corner.  
 

 
I have been waiting for Heaven  

Close to 78 years  
Hoping it would get easier.  
 
 
Jesus said, ‚My grace  

Will be sufficient for you,  
Lean on Me as We walk.‛  
 
 
But Lord, my body is old  

It is weak and bent  
And my mind is weary.  
 

 
The Lord Jesus responds,  

Hold on (insert your name),  
Heaven is just around the corner.  

Let Me carry you there.  
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______________________________________  
 

 
SHARE YOUR ANCHOR EVENTS  

WITH YOUR LOVED ONES  
 
 
We have read the story about having a Showcase  
Ministry, yes, showing your faith in God even as  
you grow older and infirm. This ministry has  
another aspect. It is the sharing of your anchor 

events with your loved ones and dear friends.  
 
 
Earlier in this book, you read my anchor story,  
The Yellow Rose Event. Yes, a written account 

of an event in my life that serves as my assur-  
ance that God is real and loves me. I wrote that  
it is highly advisable for you to have an anchor  
event that you can remember when the going  
gets tough and the doubts of God's reality hit  
you. Events placed there by illness, Satan, or oth- 

er bad experiences in life.  
 
 
Remember if you do not have an anchor event to  
turn to, I suggest heartily for you to pray to God 

for such a touch from Him. These touches or an-  
chor events can never be proven to others. Oth-  
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ers have the right to accept them or deny them as they  
choose. But when a person of sound mind tells you of  
such an event and especially if that person is someone  
you love and trust, it is easier to believe it happened. I 

experienced this when my mother described my sis- 

ter's death.  
 
 
My parents were practicing Christians who were mar-  
ried for 10 years without children. My mother had a  
much older half sister named Nina. At this time Nina  
was ill from cancer. She had six children; the young- 

est two were Patty (age ten) and Ellis (age seven).  
 
 
After Nina's death, it was agreed between Nina's hus-  
band and my parents that Patty and Ellis would come  
to live with them. No financial funds, letter, or any  
correspondence came from their father for the rest of  
their childhood in part as he lived 2,000 miles away. 

Did they adopt the two children? My father told me  
that they did not as they were afraid that if the subject  
came up, their father would take them away from  
their home. Patty, age ten, had tuberculosis when she  
arrived and was in bed rest part of her first school year  
with my parents.  
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Five years after bringing the children into their  
home, my mother gave birth to a daughter, Mary  
Ellen, and three years later, I was born. When  
Mary Ellen was twelve years old she contracted 

spinal meningitis and was taken immediately to  
the hospital. She lay there unconscious for 12  
weeks before she died.  
 
 
My mother recounts the events of her death. She  
said, ‚I was sitting near the bed when I looked  
up and saw Nina, my half sister, hovering in the 

air above the bed. Nina reached down and lifted  
Mary Ellen out of her body toward her. Then Ni-  
na said to her, 'You took care of my little girl,  
now, I will take care of your little girl.'‛  
 
 
My mother shared her anchor story of how God  
is real even when that event comes at a time of 

pain. Are you sharing your anchor happenings  
with your children? You should!  
________________________________________  
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A prayer for you when it is needed.  
 

 
DEATH BED PRAYER  
By Frank Henrich June 24, 2011  
 
 
Oh! Mercy, sweet mercy of God, comfort me,  
As I lie on this bed so helpless and sick  
When with arms reaching out, I seek to touch you,  
Oh! Mercy, sweet mercy of God, comfort me.  
 
 
I am old and my days are numbered on earth,  
My hope is filled with wonderful heavenly  
thoughts,  
Here comes the nurse with another large pill,  
Oh! Mercy, sweet mercy of God, comfort me.  
 
 
St. Francis on his bed warmly welcomed a guest  
He called her boldly, sister bodily death  
Come take me to my heavenly rest I seek,  
Oh! Mercy, sweet mercy of God, comfort me.  
 
 
Here come my children showing concern for me,  
It is so good to see them and remember  
Even if for such a short time, it helps me,  
Oh! Mercy, sweet mercy of God, comfort me.  
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No, nurse, I do not want another injection!  
Be gone with your medicine for my body  
Is tired and longs for its rest with Jesus,  
Oh! Mercy, sweet mercy of God, comfort me.  
 
 
Jesus, I need a passport for the journey,  
Please do not waste time, for I am ready now,  
I have said my goodbyes to all I deeply love, 

Oh! Jesus in Your sweet mercy, take me home.  
__________________________________________  
John 14:27 NKJV Jesus said,  
 

 
27 Peace I leave with you, My peace I give to you; not as  

the world gives do I give to you. Let not your heart be trou- 
bled, neither let it be afraid.  
Let us have a cheerful spirit as we prepare to see our Lord.  
This poem was written on the death of Edward Hoffman 

on October 3, 2005 after nearly 85 years of life.  
 
 
WHAT'S IT LIKE OVER THERE  
ON THE OTHER SIDE, COUSIN ED?  
 
 

By Frank E. Henrich 10-8-2005  
 
 
Your daughter Mary called today  
Said you had passed away,  
What's it like over there,  
On the other side, Cousin Ed?  
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Don't mean to be nosey  
Is Heaven so very rosy?  
What's it like over there,  
On the other side, Cousin Ed?  
 
 
Now you are so free  
Now you can tell me,  
What's it like over there,  
On the other side, Cousin Ed?  
 
 
However, now I cannot hear  
Your voice is silent I fear,  
What's it like over there,  
On the other side, Cousin Ed?  
 
 
Must I wait on this trail  
For the journey thru the veil?  
To know what's over there,  
On the other side, Cousin Ed?  
 
 
I'll just have to hold  
To Jesus' promises so bold,  
What's it like over there,  
On the other side, Cousin Ed?  
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Your marks here on Earth  
Compassion, high intellect,  
What's it like over there,  
On the other side, Cousin Ed?  
 
 
Well, you can't blame me  
For looking for the key, 

What's it like over there  
On the other side, Cousin Ed?  
 
 
_________________________________________  
 
 

I have talked with many an old person who asked the  
question in this next poem? If you haven't yet asked, per- 
haps you will later.  
 
 
IS IT TIME TO COME TO YOU ?  
 
 
By Frank E. Henrich May 17, 2012  
 
 
I am tired, so very tired,  
Is it time to come to You?  
Reached a point where I long  
To see soon our Heaven.  
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From a child I have declared  
I am a Christian and follower,  
And alas the years have passed 

Now, wearily old, I seek peace.  
 
 
I am tired, so very tired  
Is it time to come to You?  
For what future is there for me  
In this old weak body of bones?  
 
 
I married and children were born,  
Worked hard to support them,  
Seen my grandchildren mature, 

Now am too weak to fight on.  
 
 
When you do come for me,  
Take me gently into Your arms,  
I pray, let me just fall to sleep  
Waking up in Heaven my home.  
 
 
My sins are hidden, covered  
By the blood of my Saviour,  
Oh Lord have mercy on me  
For when I failed to serve You.  

91  



I wait with patience for Your call  
And a passport to travel home,  
I am tired, so very tired,  
Please say, it is time to come to You.  
_________________________________________  
 
 
MORNING DAILY PRAYER  
 
 
Oh grace of God fill me,  

Oh grace of God comfort me,  
Hide me in your covering,  

Keep my mind pure in you.  
 
 

Guide my path with Your light  
Revealing your way for me,  

Take fear for tomorrow  
Away from my tired psyche.  
 
 

For all things are in your power,  
You have the cattle on thousand hills,  

My mind cannot fathom your reach,  
Your majesty is overwhelming.  
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So take this humble, meek soul  
Giving me boldness to reach out,  

To be your hands, voice and touch  
To the troubled souls I meet today.  
 
 

Poems by Frank E. Henrich February 9, 2012  
__________________________________________  
 
 
It all comes down to our need to trust and obey our  
awesome, wonderful, loving God.  
 
 
 
 
TRUST GOD'S S P I R I T, FOR YOU  

HAVE NO OTHER CHOICE  

Until the day, my passport to Heaven arrives.  
 
 
‚Oh God, the spirit world scares me  
I have heard so many horrid stories  
What can I trust, what can I do?  
Trust God's spirit, you have no other choice.  
 
 
There were the times when I was drawn astray  
By thinking a person speaks for God  
I listen to him or her, and then the echo comes  
Trust God's spirit, you have no other choice.  
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Is there not an easier way to live life?  
Can I forget what I now know of spiritual life?  
Go back to the simple life, but the echo comes 

Trust God's spirit, you have no other choice.  
 
 
I am reminded of the song ‚Toy Land, Boy Land‛  
Remembering that once thru the gate  
You can never return again, as the echo says  
Trust God's spirit, you have no other choice.  
 
 
It is not that I do not want to trust you God  
But the world is so confusing and then there is  
That problem this morning, then the echo comes 

Trust God's spirit, you have no other choice.  
 
 
Help me God to learn to trust You with my life,  
To not fear what life brings, knowing deep in my spirit  
That you are always guiding me, then the echo says  
Trust God's spirit, you have no other choice.  
 
 
So now in trouble, I yell out in my silent voice  
Be gone, Satan, for Jesus protects me  
I will trust Jesus to always be with me  
Until the day, my passport to Heaven arrives.  
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BY Frank E. Henrich October 3, 2012  
____________________________________________  
 
 
John 6: 65-69 65 And Jesus said, "Therefore I have  
said to you that no one can come to Me unless it has  
been granted to him by My Father." 66 From that  
time many of His disciples went back and walked  
with Him no more. 67 Then Jesus said to the twelve,  
"Do you also want to go away?" 68 But Simon Pe-  
ter answered Him, "Lord, to whom shall we go? You 
have the words of eternal life. 69 Also we have come  
to believe and know that You are the Christ, the Son  
of the living God." NKJV  
 
 
Let us now, seek wisdom.  
 
 
INSIGHTFUL PRECEPTS TO LIVE BY!  
 
 
By Frank Henrich 2004  
 
1. The Christian walk is a walk in Christian humili-  
ty and meekness with a proper balance between  
spiritual and worldly aspects.  
 

 
2. In your Christian walk, work hard, for God  
 

95  



promised food to the birds but He does not throw it  
into their nest. Then let God guide your way through 
circumstances, unseen to others, as are His ways. God  
never violates His word in the Bible. Pray for the gifts  
of the Holy Spirit.  
 
3. Accept the fact you will never have a solid grasp on  
the workings of the spiritual world. Therefore you  
must walk in faith in Jesus, who will always be your  
guide.  
 
4. God can use you as a supporting actor in lessons He  
is teaching others; recognize that you are not always 
the main character.  
 
5. Jesus died on the cross for my sins. Jesus is my re- 
deemer and holds the key to Heaven for me. He paid  
the price in full on the cross. All my good deeds are not  
for my salvation but are thank-you gifts for that great 
gift.  
 
6. Let your love always be genuine. Seek things for  
others in love and they will respond with the same. If  
hurt, let your anger turn to pity for them for they do 
not have Jesus' love in them.  
 
7. Stick to the Christian fundamentals in your walk  
and in judgment of other Christians. Let the fine points  
not needed for salvation, remain undecided for now.  
 

 
8. God controls the blessings of my life because I am  
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consecrated to Him and His great love for all man-  
kind. I am to try to live a holy life pleasing to Him.  
 

 
 
9. When God gives us a ministry, He will give the 
spiritual and natural power to perform the task. 
___________________________________________  
 
 
Come Holy Spirit, our helper.  
 
 
John 14:15-18 Jesus Promises Another Helper  
"If you love Me, keep My commandments. 16 And I  
will pray the Father, and He will give you another  
Helper, that He may abide with you forever 17 the 

Spirit of truth, whom the world cannot receive, be-  
cause it neither sees Him nor knows Him; but you  
know Him, for He dwells with you and will be in  
you. 18 I will not leave you orphans; I will come to  
you.‛ NKJV  
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This picture and the words under the picture ap-  
peared in a Christian book over one-hundred-  
years ago, and its message is very clear.  
 

 
 

98  



GOD'S WEAVING POEM HISTORY  
 

 
Background of poem: The late evening of  
November 12, 2013 started off being normal. Barbara,  
my wife, had gone to bed and I sat reading. It was  
while reading that God blessed me with a new poem.  
You and I know how wonderful we feel, when God  
touches us in silent thought. The poem came as I was  
reading the new book by Wm Paul Young called 
Cross Roads.  
 
During this reading, I came across a phase that moved  
me to prepare to write a new poem. The phase was  
‚...that's all in God's weaving,‛ and dealt on the sub- ject 
of God's hidden directions in our lives.  
 
This new poem is very precious because it holds a  
message for you as a worker for Christ. I praise God 
for trusting me with its message in the form of a po- 
em so you can read, and absorb its message into your  
ministry work. The poem is called God's Weaving  
and you will find it on the next page. God directs my  
work as a custodian of Christian Poems formed by  
silent thoughts. How does He direct your work?  
weaved into whatever God wants of us, even if it is a  

poem. An hour later the po-  
em had been written. It's  
now 10:30 PM and time for 
bed.  
 

 
 
 
 
 
99  



Here is the poem that was written:  
 
 
GOD'S WEAVING  
 
 
By Frank Henrich November 12, 2013  
 
 
I am a thread being woven  

Into God's colorful carpet  
Of enormous size, beyond description  

A single thread of color, I am.  
 
 

And I think my life should be  
Center stage for all to see  

Such ego, have I, when all I am  
Is a single thread of what color?  
 
 

I don't even know the shade I bear  
Me being a single thread I am  

In this huge cloth weaved by God  
Whose colors blend in and out.  
 
 

And I ask God to what purpose  
Does He want me to serve life?  

As this carpet is constantly weaved  
As if I was the star of the action.  
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Forgive me Lord for my spiritual ego  
Thinking me more than I am  

I shall wait and be weaved by You,  
Wherever You place me is okay.  

___________________________________________  
 
 
I FEAR DEATH'S PASSAGE  
 
 
By Frank E. Henrich December 5, 2013  
 
 
Oh Lord, I fear death, it torments me,  

Will I be able to come to you  
Without fear, oh no, rejecting You?  

Because of the pain of the passing.  
 
 

I have loved and served You these years,  
Be kind and turn Your mercy my way,  

Give peace to my soul and body  
That will assure me I can be strong.  
 
 

Then suddenly the below silent thoughts came  
to me:  
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Your death is in My hands  
Here you cannot be strong  

In your own right for weakness will fill  
Your every fiber, your very being.  
 
 

Did you not declare Me your Redeemer?  
Did you think I would fail in My work?  

Of course, you have always believed in Me,  
And I will see you through this passage.  
 
 

So have no fear, but trust in My saving hand  
And I will guide you in your seeking Heaven,  

Contemplate on the Scriptures and fear not.  
For I will be with you through it all.  
 
 

So now focus on the wonders of Heaven  
That await you after your earthly death  

For I will guide you in My counsel  
And afterward receive you into glory. Ps 49:15  
 
 

Then I thought:  
 
 
Oh Lord, thank You for Your inspiration.  

In thought, and let it be so done to me.  
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1 John 4:18-19  
18 There is no fear in love; but perfect love casts out fear, 
because fear involves torment. But he who fears has not  
been made perfect in love. 19 We love Him because He  
first loved us. NKJV  
 
Ps 31:5-6  
5 Into Your hand I commit my spirit;  
You have redeemed me, O LORD God of truth. NKJV  
 
Ps 37:37  
37 Mark the blameless man, and observe the upright;  
For the future of that man is peace. NKJV  
 
Ps 49:15  
15 But God will redeem my soul from the power of the  
grave, For He shall receive me. NKJV  
 
2 Tim 4:6-8 For I am already being poured out as a drink  
offering, and the time of my departure is at hand. 7 I have 
fought the good fight, I have finished the race, I have kept  
the faith. 8 Finally, there is laid up for me the crown of  
righteousness, which the Lord, the righteous Judge, will  
give to me on that Day, and not to me only but also to all  
who have loved His appearing. NKJV  
 
 
 
____________________________________________  
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While still on earth are we to continue to work  
for God even when we are old? The next poem  
answers this question.  
 
 
A WORK IN PROCESS  
 
 
By Frank E. Henrich  
December 6, 2013  
 
 
My life is nearing its end  

What seems as a endless journey  
Have traversed eighty-two years,  

Is it time to prepare for departure?  
 
 

And in preparing, must I do anything?  
My interests are still aflame with God's work,  

Yet there is the gut feeling in me  
That now is the time to tie up loose ends.  
 
 

Set everything right and in order  
And then relax and reflect upon 

The highlights of my life.  
So when I go, nothing will be left undone.  
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Yes, that would be the ideal last days  
So why do I seek to do more work for God?  

Am I a driven man who does not know  
When it is time to stop and tidy up.  
 
 

In reflecting on the thoughts above  
And knowing that God gives desires  

To His servants, and so they continue,  
So I will not worry, but will slip off some day.  
 
 

Knowing my papers and life will be a work in  
process.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

105  



___________________________________  

As day is full of thoughts, the night comes to  
give us rest. May this poem help you to go to  
sleep.  
 
 
 
PRAYER AT BEDTIME  
 
 
By Frank E. Henrich April 7, 2013  
 
 

As I prepare to go to bed  
My thoughts reflect on the day  

And then on the things up coming  
When the sun breaks the morning sky.  
 
 

One thing that gives me peace  
Is that You, my Old Friend, will be  

Beside me as I venture forth  
When my night's sleep is over.  
 
 

There is real expectancy,  
A wonder of what tomorrow  

Will lay before me to do  
As I go in my work for You.  
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Yes, wonder, not fear, fills me  
As I slip into bed tonight,  

Guard my sleep from intruders  
Letting no bad dreams fill me.  
 
 

I guess this could be my prayer  
This evening as my head touches  

The softness of my pillow  
And I close my eyes to sleep.  

____________________________________________  
 
 
POEM  DEEP PRAYER  
 
 
By Frank E. Henrich March 28, 2008  
 
 
Oh! deep prayer, how great thy spell  

All sense disappears, a new world opens  
A wonderful euphoria, fills my being  

And I am home, yes home with God.  
 
 

Oh! how very lovely, are your chapels  
The many colors, so vivid and compelling  

Cast a deep spell, immerged in my flesh  
In my spirit, comes Your great loveliness.  
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Oh! why do I not, come more often  
I do not know, tis a puzzlement,  

But I know, when I do come to visit  
It is like, heaven opened its doors.  

____________________________________________  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Jesus by His death, became our redeemer.  
 

 
John 14:15-18 "If you love Me, keep My commandments. 16  
And I will pray the Father, and He will give you another  
Helper, that He may abide with you forever — 17 the Spir-  
it of truth, whom the world cannot receive, because it nei- 
ther sees Him nor knows Him; but you know Him, for He  
dwells with you and will be in you. 18 I will not leave you  
orphans; I will come to you.‛ NKJV  
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May Jesus welcome you into Heaven, friend.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CONCLUSION  
 

We started this study with a Scripture. Let us 
end it with the just read Scriptural promise. 
Goodbye my friend in Jesus.  
 

Keep Rowing For Jesus,  
Frank E. Henrich, Author 
 
 
 

Author would appreciate your comments:  
frankehenrich@sbcglobal.net 
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