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“Blessed are those who seek Him with the whole heart! (Psalms 119:2) 
 

Out of all the privileges we are entitled to in the family of God, conversing with the living LORD anytime and 
anywhere, and about anything has to be the richest gift of all. I  have listened to people expound on topics regard-
ing communication to God. I have heard some say that God really is not concerned with what you wear, what you 
eat, and the trivial activities of one’s day. I have to disagree. I really believe God is interested in every facet of our 
lives. I believe He notices what we wear, and all we are involved in, every single second of our day. He desires all 
of us, not just certain aspects of us. When one comes to God with those things that would seem to be insignif icant, 
it is really a statement of the depth of the relationship between the two. I am sure I would not ask just anyone for 
their opinion regarding my clothing attire, or my activities of my given day. I would however ask my husband. It 
signif ies my relationship with him. Our Heavenly Father is a very personal and loving Father. He takes great de-
light in our conversing with Him about everything. I can remember a time when I was serving in the kitchen at 
YWAM Nashville. It was Wednesday morning, pancake breakfast. I had arrived early enough and was diligently 
about my task. I was to set up for breakfast and prepare approximately ninety pancakes. I have been a very time 
oriented individual for many years, so I had allowed plenty of time for my task. I ran into a problem however. The 
big gas stove griddle had been scrubbed vigorously the previous evening. Every pancake I tried to flip was tearing 
all to pieces. I learned a valuable lesson in the culinary arts department that morning. A shiny griddle and pancake 
production fight rigidly against one another, even if you have greased the griddle generously! My time was run-
ning out. There would soon be a dining room full of hungry missionaries ready for those hot pancakes. I cried out 
to the LORD. “HELP!” He spoke to the still quiet part of my heart. He said to me, ��� ��� ���� 	
��� 
�� ���� ����
�������  I was calmed and at peace at that moment, and began to flip pancakes like an Emeril Lagasse. Needless to 
say, breakfast was on time with plenty, beautifully fashioned hot pancakes and all the trimmings. God cares about 
every detail of our lives. For us to think He is not concerned about some things in our life is a reproach to Him. It 
is a misconception of His character.�The Psalmist declared in Psalm 119:2 “Blessed are those����who seek Him with 
the whole heart.” I believe that means everything that we consist of, everything that we are involved in, every bit 
of us. No separation between what we would deem as the secular and the sacred. We must have Church all the 
time, one long continuous conversation with Him. Every component of our lives is to be sacred. The book, “The 
Practice of the Presence of God” which is now in it’s fifteenth printing, is  about a seventeenth century French 
Monk who learned to practice the presence of God at all times. It is a collection of documented conversat ions and 
letters that reveal the heart of this humble man. Brother Lawrence wrote, “The time of business does not with me 
differ from the time of prayer, and in the noise and clatter of my kitchen, I possess God in as great tranquility as if 
I were upon my knees at the Blessed Sacrament. At any moment and in any circumstance, the soul that seeks God 
may find Him, and practice the presence of God.” Brother Lawrence was able to turn even the most commonplace 
and menial task into a living hymn to the glory of God. F. B. Meyer used this illustration in a sermon he preached 
in Keswick, England, in 1904. It describes his moment of surrender to Christ: “I remember so well when He came 
to my heart and challenged me as to the keys of the fortress. Before I gave them to Him, I put one small k ey in my 
pocket. Have not you done that, and handed to Him the bunch minus the key? He gave it back, and said He could 
not be King at all if He could not be King of everything. I put my hand in my pocket where I had hidden it, and 
said, I cannot give it, but you may take it, and He took that tiny key”. Sometimes, those things we hold on to are 
not even big things, but we intellectualize them away as unimportant to the Creator and the Sustainer of the Uni-
verse, because we simply do not know the character of God. For us to converse with Him and invite Him into our 
day in day out ordinary activities is a great delight to Him. I believe God smiled on that Wednesday morning when 
I said to Him, HELP! And He replied to me, “I Am the LORD of the pancakes.” You see, the God I’m in relation-
ship with loves to flip pancakes with me. He desires to be “I AM” regarding anything and everything in our lives.                               
                                                                                 Debbie Fondren 
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hallway of pictures of the men who had entered this Ministry. Later on, I discovered it was not a good time to take a 
picture of them, enlarge them, and then on top of that display them. These men’s pictures depicted gloom, despair, agony, 
misery, and oppression. Instead of the hall of fame, Rocky would call it the wall of shame! Needless to say we no longer 

I have heard it said numerous times, a picture paints a thousand words.  How true this is. When we first opened Shiloh 
Ministries, My husband and I took pictures of all the in-coming students for their records. And then it happened, I got the 
bright idea to make copies of the photographs, enlarge them to an 8x12, and frame them. Pretty soon we had an entire 
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Scott Nixon 
Houston, TX 

Hello my name is Scott Nixon, I’m 44 yrs. old and from Houston, TX. 
I’m the youngest of two sons, raised in what I perceived as a good 
home. My brother and I were shuffled around a lot when we were 
young, experiencing 5 elementary schools within a 6 year period. My 
parents ended up divorcing when I was 16. I really had no spiritual up-
bringing in our home. I ended up dropping out of High School opting to 
make money. My life was one of working and going from job to job. I 
also was involved in many relationships during my rebellious years. I 
always felt empty inside. I tried to fill this void with alcohol, which 
controlled my life for 25 yrs. I spent most of my time consuming half a 
gallon of Vodka a day. I know that it is only by the grace of God that 
I’m not dead or someone else because of my addiction. About 5 years 
ago I moved to Sealy, TX where I began to attend Church off and on at 
All Around Cowboy Church. It was there that I met Pastor Sonny Rice 
who took time to counsel and mentor me. It was Pastor Sonny and long 
time friend Mike Wells who prayed about direction for me. After much 
prayer the Holy Spirit led me to Shiloh. This step in my life not only 
changed it forever, but no doubt saved it. My relationship with Jesus 
Christ is like nothing I’ve ever experienced. The questions I’ve had 
about my emptiness has been filled with Christ love. The remainder of 
my time at Shiloh will be spent in assurance of there is nothing that 
God cannot do when I set my affection upon Him. I am also beginning 
to let God mend relationships with my family that I thought was lost 
forever. God is so good!! He loves each and everyone of us. All we 
have to do is call on His name.     


