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You Make a Difference!

* * * * * 
Stand for that which is right. Silence equals acceptance. 

Do not accept today what your children must bear tomorrow.
“…Hear me when I call, O God of my righteousness: thou hast enlarged me when I was in distress; have mercy upon me, and hear my prayer.”
PSALM 4:1 (KJ)
W
ahcovia Bank. Part Three. Emmanuel Blessings to all. The Lord Christ Jesus bless and keep you all; live now in His Will and Obey the Voice of the Father and His Christ. Selah and Amen!  Folks, this devotional is where I eat some “crow.”  Know this: when someone prays and cries unto the LORD, if I fit the bill to help or frequent their vicinity, I am sent. I would have eaten this “crow” yesterday by placing this devotional forward, but when clients come with money I have to collect it for the bills.  Additionally, I was going to rectify this devotional’s suppositions Friday evening, but I fell asleep at 6 pm and awakened at 1 am. Saturday I had a very long exhausting day. 


First of all, Wachovia Bank is not longer a business entity. The LORD in His Infinite Wisdom has made it on none existence.  In Word Play on Twitter, I called Wachovia the Wa Coven’s Bank; saying the Wa coven is using your money. But Wachovia is no more; ask any former stock holder who lost much money when it was dissolved. The LORD is moving upon the face of the earth today. On Twitter in Word Play, I called Wells Fargo Bank: Wells=wells=deep=water=prosperity; Far=far; Go=go; Bank=bank; translated to a sentence reads: Prosperity at Wells Fargo Bank goes far and deep. I also say, they are clean as banks go. So Wells Fargo is a good bet for business and should be supported whole-heartedly.

I am going to finish this devotional series; this being the last in this series. I will place the non-Wachovia information found in these devotionals at the beginning of December 2009. No need to look for Parts One or Two. They only exist on the Pow Web server and my computer. This devotional will be that way tomorrow morning or before. 

(DEVOTIONAL CONTINUED)  


5) I speak out about my Israeli brothers and sisters.  You see, all of them are not the brothers and sisters of Christians.  I know this and they do like me knowing this.  Listen.  When I was a child, up until the late 1960’s to early 1970’s, white people looked at me like I was a piece of “do-do.”  I mean about 95% of white people anytime and anywhere I came across them.  That is the black experience that Mr. Obama and black teenagers have never experienced—that is the true black experience in America.  Then in the 1970’s whites looked at me with disdain or ignored me, as if I was not there.  


In the neighborhood where I am presently living, there is gentrification going on and some whites speak and some ignore, but racism is evident.  In fact, the pastor of the Presbyterian Church I attend told me in a meeting with him that the culture and community in which he was raised taught him that blacks were animals or less.  I believe him; he is from Mississippi.  And today, many whites in America treat their dogs and cats better than black people; or Mexicans.  I plan to attend and become a member of a church with a African-American pastor, namely the AMEZ church; but the LORD took me by the Presbyterian Church twice before He showed me where I was going to live.  I received that as a spiritual witness as to the church to attend presently.

Israelis, who you call Jews, (their slave name) recognize me (they have a tight community) and ignore me completely in passing (that is the Palestinian and Arab response by Israelis to gentiles who recognize them for who they are—antichrist.) The true nation of Israel are born-again Christian Hebrews, .i.e., Reformed Hebrews or Messianic Hebrews. Know this, both the Christian Hebrews and the non-christian (antichrist) Jews stick together like “white on rice.” It is difficult to separate the two when they are together. 

Ask any Jew if they believe Jesus is the Messiah.  Ask any Jew if they believe God exists or believe only in the “concept” of God. Try it…learn who Jews are by reading their books. By the way, Joy Behar is a Jew.  She was using language like most antichristians when hiding.  She is saying, she does not practice Judaism; but her nationality is Jewry.  Word Play: Joy Bear; her name means, one who will not bear joy or one who will steal your joy.

5) I am in a divorce process and am currently married to a white female from the North who is a vice-president at a local bank here in Atlanta.  Did I fail to mention that she is an attorney?  Did I fail to mention that her brother is a millionaire?  And her family, one of doctors? Did fail to mention that my wife and two daughters for a period of at least 8 months documented what I was saying and created a lying document which placed me on a 12-month restraining order? They know I do not lie and when Judge Whiteman asked me if the document was the truth, I could only reply truthfully, “lies, half-lies and some truth.” That was the truth.  But know this, when a person has unclean spirits, they cannot hear what you are saying.  They hear what the spirits want them to hear.  That is another story.  Smile.  I knew my family would be under attack after we completed the greatest book of this century, The 4-n-1 Gospel of JESUS.  Life does not lie.

Back to Wachovia Bank.  I will explain this event completely at the end of this devotional. But know this, I was supposing incorrectly that one of the bank’s tellers had filed a sexual harassment complaint or some type of “contrary language” complaint against me because of what happened the day before (this is found in part one). So, in part two’s devotional, I say I am coming by the bank.  

When I get to the bank, there is a Sheriff’s deputy there.  Before I go into the bank, I walk around it in prayer while looking for the cornerstone to lay hands on to pray on it.  I see the Sheriff’s vehicle out front, “Unusual,” I think. (He is doing a transaction inside; I didn’t know it at the time.) I touch the building in prayer and enter.  My heart pounds.  I do not see many people in the bank; “unusual.”  (But it is early.) I am greeted by a female, who I didn’t know was the Service Manager.  

If someone, a woman, filed a sexual harassment or sexual grievance against a male, I am thinking, “Why position me to harass another female? Why not have me deal with only males, unless they are “setting me up,” i.e., “baiting me.””  My heart races—harassment is in the air—directed towards me.  (This is paranoia.) I dare not say much because, “she can lie just like the first woman is lying.” (This is what I am thinking.) Remember, Decatur is the lesbian capital of America. This branch is in the heart of downtown Decatur. 


So, I ask the Service Manage, if I may have a word with the Branch Manager—another female.  I go sit down, while she checks to see if she is off her conference call. (I assume she was on a call with Wells Fargo Bank, San Francisco, since I twittered them and emailed my concerns to Wachovia; Case ID 46031713; Auto-Acknowledgment (KMM59637247I15977L0KM))  I look at the Deputy.  My heart races—harassment is in the air—directed towards me. I speak to him. I am friendly. He is friendly. I see Peter, an Asian teller; head hung low. I am thinking, “This is unusual, he normally makes eye contact 10 yards away.” This day during my time at the bank, Peter never looks up; never makes eye contact; “unusual.”  (Unknown to me then, he is conducting a transaction.) My heart races—harassment is in the air—directed towards me. I can feel the tension in the air. 

The female assistant manager tells me that the branch manager is still on the conference call.  I was at the bank to deposit a $9 check from J.P. Morgan (eBlessings’ payment for your website ad clicks for one month.) and to get a complaint form.  But I do not want to speak to a female due to the potential for complimentary lies. Now all these women are black. Go figure.  “Black tribalism in action,” I’m thinking. So, she asks me if there is anything she can do for me. I walk off. Not saying a word… I did not want to get into a “he said, she said” situation. So I go get in line.  

There are only 3 tellers, Peter, the Asian male, who I should be able to work with me, but his head is stuck down on “park,” and a white 40-ish female, probably, the police; and the woman in question.  I do not want to say anything to her and I do not.  In fact, just in case the female teller to her left and my right is not police, I position my left shoulder to face the lady in question. This way, the cameras can see that my mouth doesn’t move. I say nothing to her and do not look at her. Now, if this was a normal situation and not a “set-up,” either teller should ask, “Mr. Allen, is there anything wrong today?”  Neither did.  My heart races—harassment is in the air—directed towards me.  I get my receipt and leave the bank knocking the dirt from my sandals.  From now on, I must go miles to another Wachovia bank to do my transactions.  
(THE EATING CROW PART OF THE DEVOTIONAL AND MY APOLOGIES TO ALL)


Friday--back to Wachovia Bank (Wells Fargo), let me say that when I went to the bank (part two-Thursday) and saw the two DeKalb County Police Officers, I did not know that they were making a normal transaction. When I left the bank that day, I did not think anything was askew, only body language signals said something was up, but I paid no attention. While I was on my 1 ½ hour walk, as I reviewed my day, I reflected upon the time at the bank and made an incorrect assumption based on circumstances, body language and my predisposition to paranoia resident in my genes. 

Let me explain something here as I start on the completion of this devotional.  The Branch Manager (Ms. Demetra Abraham) of Wachovia Bank, downtown Decatur is a highly professional woman who is probably under racist pressure from her white male peers who did not want her to get her present position. She or her mother (or relatives in Heaven) have prayed with tears to our Heavenly Father; this creates a Response from Heaven in the form of one of the Lord’s Servants. I am a Spiritual Servant of the Most High Father.  You may not remember, me saying that I asked the Lord to be “translated,” and I said the response was you know how many crazy things I had Ezekiel, Jeremiah, Elisha, and Elijah do.  I thus rescinded that request.  But this event speaks otherwise. 


Here goes.  On Friday afternoon, I went to Wachovia Bank in downtown Decatur to withdraw some money and ask for a complaint form since I could not get one online.  When the Branch Manager, whom I had seen before but did not know that she was the Branch Manager, came to me to let me know she had abut 20 minutes before she could see me, my heart dropped in my chest and I wanted to leave. You see, when I first saw her, the Lord poured His Love from me towards her.  So I knew that the Lord had love for this woman because His Love bounced back to me (I call this the “Spiritual Mirror Effect.”)  So I did not want to file a complaint against her because she always exhibited herself as a highly professional, friendly, “all-about” business person.  I was always glad to see her there, though I did not know she was the manager, nor did I do anything but say hello.  I had to continue on this path, because I had started on it and I had to finish walking this path, one way or another.  I had to find out what actually was going on and if they were doing what I was thinking they were doing, then I was planning a $250,000+++ lawsuit against them. I had already contacted an attorney and was going to make it all official with the complaint.

When I finally got to see her, I told her that I wanted to file a complaint against her and one of the tellers.  Her heart melted. Her fingers began to shake indiscriminately.  I knew instantly, she was innocent. But I knew that when I realized that she was the Branch Manager, but like I said, I was moving spiritually and had to continue as the Spirit was moving me this way.  The Spirit you may ask? That sounds like paranoia moving you. Father God will use any and every part of you if you are willing to be His Vessel and He will use any and every part of His Creation, even the devils in you to help you or I moving into His Will.  Know that!

She asked if she could call in the Service Manager (Ms. LaShan Marbury). I said, “Yes, of course.” When she got there, I explained the entire situation as explained in devotionals, parts one, two and now three. I felt badly that I was bringing any negativity to Ms. Abraham because she has such a kind and gentle spirit, and having worked at the Federal Reserve Bank of Atlanta, I could imagine the level of institutional racism being directed towards her. Ms. Marbury, the Service Manager told me that when I did not speak to her, that she alerted Ms. Abraham that I was a “red”; she continued to tell me that the teller that handled my transaction, the one with whom I did not speak also flagged me as a “red.”  They told me that they have a color-code system for customers and if a customer is really unhappy and it shows, that they alert the Service Manager and the Branch Manager. Forgive me if I do not get all the details correct here. I am tired.  

Ms. Abraham told me that she had to leave the bank to attend a Diversity organization’s meeting, but came back to the bank to call me until she reached me. She showed me on her computer that she attempted to contact me for about one hour, up until 7 pm Friday night. She did not know that she had two of my old telephone numbers and would never have reached me. I gave her my new telephone number. She told me that her employees had alerted her that I was a “red” and they all knew what to do at that point—contact me and find out what was wrong. 

I apologized for my poor assumption(s), but told them that if while I was at the teller’s position, if either of the tellers would have simply asked, “Mr. Allen, what is wrong today?” I probably would have said something to explain how I felt or let them know I wanted to speak to the Branch Manager to file a complaint. I do not know if that would have happened—another assumption. Hindsight can be 20-40 or 20-80; not just 20-20. Smile. I want to apologize here to all the players in my passion play at the bank. But let me tell you this.  Ms. Abraham and Ms. Marbury told me that the police officers are regular customers and sometimes they have short waits in the commercial line or they up to 20 minutes waits and therefore, they often stand there waiting and Peter or the commercial representative will start their paperwork when they walk in the door. Maybe they walked into the bank fast the other day because they had too much coffee. (Another assumption.)  But there will be no lawsuit, nor complaint only apologies. 

I let them know that I would straighten this entire poor assumption thing out and for Ms. Abraham to stop worrying because this is an answer to someone’s prayers because this incident will have the effect of lifting her up. End of crow eating. End of this devotional series. Emails to appropriate parties to follow.
BE LIFTED UP IN DIVERSITY AND ADVERSITY
Bro. James Anthony Allen

Evangelist, eBlessings’ Director, Born-Again, Holy Spirit-filled, US Patriot 
Email: janthonyallen@hotmail.com; eblessings@gmail.com; 
eahconeblessone@yahoo.com; anthony@eblessings.us 
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