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The Lie: There Is No Devil 
The Truth: The Devil of the Bible is real and he is our enemy. 

In the moments after my baptism, after that soggy hug with Miss Kay, we stood 
outside the church building. There Miss Kay told me what Jason had said.  She 
said, “Jason asked, ‘Does this mean the Devil doesn’t live in Daddy anymore?’”      
With what I’d just experienced, I couldn’t deny that the Devil was very real and 
that he’d had me under his spell. But how did Jason already know about him? 
“What did you tell him?” 
She took my hands and smiled. She’d told Jason the Devil had been driven 
from me, but it didn’t mean it’d be smooth sailing. I’d still be rough around the 
edges, she told him. Rough edges. I suppose that was the kindest way to 
describe me. But Miss Kay assured me she’d take all my rough edges. She 
was just glad to have her family back. 
The Devil, that father of lies who’d convinced me I needed my freedom, was 
gone. I could almost feel him leaving my body, my trailer, my land. In an instant 
my penchant for drinking, getting high, and cheating on Miss Kay had 
evaporated. My road of self-destruction and death had been rerouted. Newly 
soaked with the waters of a physical and spiritual baptism, I’d been set on the 
straight-and-narrow, and for the first time in my life, I really wanted to be good. 
But how is a bad man supposed to be good? Can you teach an old river 
rat new tricks? 
I figured there was only one way to change my lifestyle. I’d need to shun all 
those lies I’d believed and walk into the truth. To do that, I needed space. I 
needed separation from those old boys who were running buddies with the 
Devil himself. But even though I knew what I needed to do, my life of new faith 
was not without setbacks. 
In the first month of my conversion, one of my old buddies came along and 
asked me to go fishing with him. Fishing with an old friend in the middle of the 
afternoon couldn’t hurt anything, could it? I asked him whether there was water 
in his cooler, and he said there was. With that, we were off. 
An hour into our fishing expedition, with the Louisiana sun beating down on our 
boat, I went for the water. To my surprise, I discovered that he’d only brought a 
couple of six packs of beer. (Should I have been surprised? Liars lie, after all.) It 
was midday, and humidity had sucked every ounce of moisture from me. What 
was a thirsty man supposed to do? Couldn’t I drink a beer or two and be fine? 
So I grabbed a can, pulled the tab, and drank. 
Then I pulled the tab on another can. Then another. A few hours, a mess of 
catfish, and too many beers later, we headed back. When I stumbled back into 
the trailer, there was Miss Kay, sitting in her rocker and chatting with my parents 
who’d come for an unexpected visit. She knew in an instant, but she asked 
anyway. 
“Have you been drinking again?” “It was all he had,” I said, half-lit as I stumbled 
to the bedroom. I don’t remember the crash landing, but I remember waking up 
hungover. It was Sunday, and when it came time to get ready for church, I told 
Miss Kay I didn’t feel well. I’d rather stay home, I told her, and she capitulated at 
first. My mother, though, was not having a lick of it. She marched into my room, 
stared me down, and said, “Phil, get up. You’re going to church.” 
That settled that. 
I sat through that church service, ashamed that I’d been tricked into drinking. I 
don’t remember the sermon. I don’t remember the songs we sang. I do 
remember the sense of conviction that plagued me throughout the service.  I 
knew the truth — the truth that had set me free — and yet I’d fallen into 
the schemes of an untrustworthy friend. I’d fallen for the lie.  Near the end 
of the service, Bill Smith stood and offered an invitation to repent and turn to 
Jesus, and before the first bar of the first song was sung, I started making my 
way to the front. Bill met me there, and I told him I’d managed to get commode-
hugging drunk the day before. He received my confession with more grace than 
I deserved, and after the invitation song was sung, he stood and shared my 
struggle with the congregation. To my great amazement, no one heaped 
judgment or shame on me. In fact, there was nothing but acceptance and love. 

An elderly lady, one I’d never met, came to me and said, “I love you, and I’m 
proud of you.” Another approached me and said, “God forgives you. That’s 
what the grace of God is all about. Get up and keep walking.” 
When I walked out of church that morning, I knew I had to double down on my 
efforts to escape Satan’s snares. How could I go back to running with the good 
ol’ boys? Weren’t they living under the influence of the evil one? Weren’t they 
the ones who led me into the prison of my own desires? Didn’t they want to lure 
me back to those old haunts, the places that were devoid of peace? And this 
new family, this family of God, weren’t they more gracious and loving than any 
of my old running buddies? 
I’d spent twenty-eight years under the influence of Satan. I knew it’d take 
time to untangle all those lies, and you can’t untangle the lies of the Devil 
when you’re running with his children. 
I knew what I needed to do, and I entered a self-imposed sort of holy witness 
protection program. We’d already moved, and the boys from Junction City 
didn’t know where I was living. I changed my phone number. I cut off 
communication with the men who’d trained me to follow my own desires. I 
stopped running around with Big Al and the crew once and for all. I lived like a 
recluse, almost as if I were in hiding for the first three months. 
In those reclusive days, Bill invited me to a Bible study with a rather prolific 
group of well-known sinners. In that study he taught us the truth about sin and 
the father of sin. The Devil, he said, was the father of lies, and he was prowling, 
looking for an opening to steal us back. He taught us that the only way to 
combat the lies of Satan was to devote ourselves to the study of Scripture and 
to allow God to speak through its pages. 
And so I devoted the majority of my waking hours to studying the Bible. I pored 
over the onion-skin pages and began to mark them up. I consumed the Word of 
God as if it were food and drank deeply from its waters of wisdom. As I read 
and read and read, I saw the truth about the human condition: every last one of 
us has been infected by sin; every last one of us is under the influence of the 
evil one. 
As Miss Kay and I righted the ship of our marriage, I decided I needed to leave 
the oil fields and put my education to work. I had two college degrees and 
classroom experience, but I’d lost my teaching job in Junction City on account 
of my wayward lifestyle. What’s more, I had a record with the law, a thing that 
doesn’t earn you any points with high school administrators when you’re looking 
to steer the lives of the town’s youth. But, resolved to make good, I went to my 
new church family and asked them to put in a good word. Bill Smith reached 
out to contacts he had at a Christian school in Ouachita Parish, and though 
they would not hire me for a permanent position, they allowed me to substitute 
teach. I worked hard, did the best I could, and before long I was hired as coach 
and literature teacher at Ouachita Christian School. 
Things were changing. The power of God was active in my life. This power was 
awakening me to the truth of the Gospel: 
in Jesus I could beat sin and death; in Jesus I could have a new life. 
It stripped me of my desire to go back to my old partying ways, sure. Even 
more, it set me on a path of understanding. And in that understanding, an 
unquenchable desire to free others began to grow in me. 
Excerpted with permission from The Theft of America’s Soul by Phil 
Robertson, copyright Phil Robertson. 
 

On January 2nd, Mt Zion Support Group met at Ruby Tuesday's and there 
were 6 present to enjoy a great meal and warm fellowship.  On February 6th, 
the group met at Western Steakhouse.  There were also 6 present for another 
great time of fellowship and a delicious meal.  We will meet at Blue Ribbon on 
March 6th, at 11:30am.  Please come and join us! 
 
Libby Atkins 



H a p p y  B i r t h d a y  
 

3/3 Brittany Tate 
3/5 Jeff Kirby 
3/6 BJ Crawford 
3/7 Diana Agosto, Sally Greenstock 
3/9 Alan Fisk, Kathy Flake, David Moran 
3/10 Peggy Brooks 
3/13 Robert Skaggs 
3/14 Susan Powell 
3/15 Betty Horner, Janie Glasgow, Zack Blincoe, 
 Nickolas Robertson, Dean McSherry 
3/16 Richard Stowe 
3/17 Dean Shue, Pat Welch 
3/18 Batty Moore, Sandra Snipes 
3/19 Randy Tate 
3/22 Terry Shue, Macy Gentry 
3/23 Jim Stephenson 
3/26 Rhonda Parker, Carly Culler 
3/27 Jennifer Wilkerson 
3/28 Donna Murphy, Alex Brown 
3/29 Mark Oakley 
3/30 Carolyn Graham  
 H a p p y  A n n i v e r s a r y  
 

3/2 Jeff & Teresa Tate 
3/4 Ben & Virginia Rimer, Mike & Angela Cocks 
3/5 Jerry & Karron Bradsher 
3/10 Jeff & Cindie Kirby 
3/15 Annette Wilson & Mark Armitage 
3/19 John & Crystal Kinsland 
3/20 Troy & Cedar Glasgow 
3/25 Mark & Penny Harris 
 

 
 

 

Each month we will show an individual's favorite 
hymn and Bible verse.  
 

Tamara Isley-"It is Well With My Soul" 

Jeremiah 29:11---For I know the plans I have for 

you,” declares the LORD, “plans to prosper you 
and not to harm you, plans to give you hope and a 
future. 

 
 

ARMOR OF GOD 

 
 

Battle, Breastplate, Comfort, Darkness, 
Ephesians, Fiery, Gospel, Grace, Helmet, Jesus, 

Light, Loins, Lord, Masters, Obedient, 
Perseverance, Power Prayer, Preparation, 

Principalities, Quench, Rulers, Salvation, Security, 
Spiritual, Strong, Supplication, Timothy, Truth, 
Utterance, Watching, Wickedness, Withstand 

 After you have found all the words, put the leftover 
letters in the correct order to form the mystery answer. 

Last month's answer:  KING DAVID 
 

Activities for March 2019 
Each Wednesday Night-------Adult Bible Study @ 6:30PM 
                                                      Choir Practice @ 7:30PM 
3/3 Flower Fund---Sunday School 
3/4 Ladies Circle w/Hannah's Haven @6PM 
 Paint barn quilts 
3/5 Mt Zion Support 11:30AM @ Blue Ribbon 
 Ash Wednesday Service @6:30PM 
3/10 Spring Forward 1HR-Daylight Savings Time 
3/11 BOCE/Deacons/Deaconesses @ 7PM 
3/17 Movie Matinee @3PM "I Can Only Imagine" 
3/28 Quarterly Board Meeting @ 7PM 
3/30 Men's Prayer Breakfast @7AM 
 CLEAN UP DAY BEGINS @8AM--Come at 7AM 
 and have breakfast 

 
 

From the Pastor's Desk--February 2019 
Greetings, 

What a February! I know it is the shortest month of 

the year…but my question is…Where did it go? 

As I write this my mind goes back to our Love 

Feast. What a wonderful time we all enjoyed. 

Great food…Wonderful fellowship…and to enjoy 

Holy Communion our Lord’s Last Supper together 

during our feast was fantastic. To enjoy the loaf 

and the cup much as they did in the first church is 

so special. 

Spring is almost upon us...and hopefully warmer 

and a little drier weather.  

Our prayers are that those who are sick among 

us, that they may receive a touch from the 

Master’s Hand and be well and active once again. 

God Loves you and so do we, 

 

Cathy and pastor rick 
 

On January 26th 13 men were at the Prayer 

Breakfast. They had great fellowship while they 

enjoyed a delicious breakfast.  

On February 23rd 15 men came to the Prayer 

Breakfast.   

It was a great time of fellowship and wonderful 

food also.  There were many praying for the sick 

and hurting in our church, our families and our 

community.  Those attending were: Pete 

Enroughty, Gary Moran, Max Thompson, Jerry 

Lane, Johnnie Parker, Robert Bridges, Haywood 

Shue, Doug Atkins, Cecil Shue, Rick Webster, Jim 

Stephenson, Asie Glasgow, Jeff Kirby, Anthony 

Cole and Lewis Baker. 

Our next breakfast will be on March 30th, also 

Clean Up Day.  Come and join us.  Have a great 

breakfast and stay,  if you are able.  Help us make 

our Church sparkle for all our upcoming events. 
 

Jerry Lane 
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