iimplici - Tea @ Crumpers

Come and hear, all ye that fear God, and I will declare what
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he hath done for my soul. Psalm 66:16 ... a deeply held conviction that
we make our lives harder than they have to be. ... An excerpt from my Mission Statement.

Father’s Day weekend! In thinking about fathers, a quotation comes to mind:

@bundance of My Feart

Hello dear friends and sisters,

Days pass so quickly, and so the months. June is here; another year
nearly half over. While I will not remind you how many shopping days there
are until Christmas I will mention that there is still time to make some major
accomplishments before this year ends. I looked my own list of things I
wanted to accomplish this year; [ have reached a couple of the goals, some |
have not begun, but some of them I can still reach. One, in fact, [ am not
going to work on at all this year; I will think on it though to be sure it is
worth my while. Nearing the fifty-year mark does prompt one to think more
about redeeming the time, and personally, does a thing have eternal value?

Last month I wrote a few words about my precious mother and as
many of you know she was hospitalized recently. Because of this, I post-
poned my trip to India by nearly three weeks. She is much improved and 1
am getting so very excited about seeing my husband after ten weeks and

Harry Emerson Fosdick
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having our family reunited again! @m @? 2 @ @8
One thing | wanted to mention i 14 l eft my mo

Pennsylvania without making the cake I promised you the recipe for; please
forgive. I also neglected to copy the recipe. Next year perhaps.

With Father’'s Day right aroun

about my father who died when he was 49, as a strong man. An aneurysm to
the brain killed this man who would jokingly tell my mother that he would
never be old. Hmmm. Just this week I told a friend of mine how I would
sometimes hear my mother griping at my father as I awakened, later to learn
that he was known to want to dance with my mother on the kitchen floor
before any of us awakened. (Haha, including her!) He was good-natured
and insisted that we be too. My father made us work hard, but he overpaid us
too, but there was a stipulation on occasion. He would not pay us if our atti-
tude was not right. One morning as the sun came up I was quietly weeping
as I picked potatoes from the ground and put them into a basket. Such cru-
elty to have to do this work when all my friends were in bed. My father

I rejoice with all the mothers who
haqe gra ua(taes this m?ntilll;é dro |
not, but many dOF(ﬁl, that our
young people would grasp the Sim-
plicity and depth found in the
Word of God. As I read recently, a
prayer for them that might go with
them all the days of their lives.
Taken from Psalm 25:4 Shew me
thy ways, O LORD; teach me

thy paths.
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woul d come around to empty our baskets and | 'd force a
grouchy and complaining. Although it is a time of year to remember and honour our fathers, my brothers and sister
and I had reason to discuss a legacy that he left for us many years ago as he considered the future. The morning he
died, I did not tell him good-b y € as | l eft for work, but quietly slippe
mood” for cheer ful banter or a squeeze at this time of
him for the first dance of the day! The years teach us much the days never kiR@WEmerson)
Ironically, one of the first impressions of my husband as I got to know him was that I thought he would
make a good father and I was so right. Single ladies, especially the younger, it is wise to consider whether a man
would be a good father, since his role of husband will not stop there. Is he kind, dedicated, committed; is he honest,
a hard worker? Does he love the LORD? The Holy Spirit of God will teach us these things, but we must be sensi-
tive to hear Him, when our own wants are so vivid in our hearts, but maybe not in our brain. I loved Harry, but I
also knew that I would only marry a man that would be a good father. My husband is truly worthy of being hon-
oured this Fathers Day. We will not be with him on Sunday but we did plan a surprise for him that morning there
in India. I am sure it will be bittersweet, because he will miss us even more. We will celebrate his part in our life
personally next week, but our reunion will be a great start!
My | etter this mesnttohr ywi.l Il naom whoarvkei nag “otheaa coupl e
ished and I am short on time. Thank you to those who write words of encouragement and even advice to me; I do
take it to heart and at this very time I am seriously considering advice received recently.
God bless you this week, as you honour a special father in your life, even so our Heavenly Father Who is
worthy of praise and honour alway, even to the end of
honour the important fathers (and Father)in our lives. As I told you about my father and Harry, my husband, I was
reminded that I should do the same thing about my Heavenly Father. I could best honour Him by telling someone
about Him today.

*Sisters, may the grace of the Lord Jesus Christ be with your spirit,
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*(inSpired by the closing in Paulds |l etter to the Galatians]

Strawberry Blueberry Pizza
This might be the perfect dessert for this weekend.

1/2 c. butter, room temperature
1 c. sugar

1 egg, beaten

1/4 c. milk

1/4 tsp. vanilla

2 c. flour

1 tsp. baking powder

11 oz. cream cheese, room temperature
1/2 c. sugar

1 tsp. vanilla

6 c. sliced strawberries

Cream together butter with 1 c. sugar. Add egg, milk, and vanilla. Sift flour and baking powder. Blend into
butter mixture. Cover dough and refrigerate for 1/2 hour. Preheat oven to 375 degrees. Grease or butter a 14-
in. round pizza pan. Press dough evenly into pizza pan. Bake 15 to 20 minutes, or until lightly browned. Cool
to room temperature in pan. Combine cream cheese, 1/2 c. sugar, and vanilla. Spread over crust. Cover with
strawberry slices, overlapping slightly. Cut into wedges and serve.
NOTES: The picture shows 1 1/2 times the recipe, made in a large cookie bar pan.
Also, adults really seemed to enjoy this dessert; the children did not for the most part.
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(A feminine zake)

It seems to be settled. Barack Obama will be the candidate to represent the Democratic
national party. The election process in the coming months likely will be neither promising nor terribly interesting.
At times like these we can encourage ourselves in the LORD, and continue faithfully with what is ours to do. The
LORD will still have final say so we need not fear. That being said, we should be aware of what is going on politi-
cally with the United States. Surely we continue giving our freedoms away, while the liberal press exclaims daily
that all deserve freedom and equality. Do all deserve freedom? Freedom always has a cost; it is earned and will be
paid by someone. Not everyone, in truth, deserves freedom. So many have made choices that should cost them
their freedom but the American Civil Liberties Union (ACLU) fight on for freedom for the undeserving, and with
our tax-dollars. Before they have gotten our tax dollars though, we have given our first portion to the Lord, to sus-
tain His church, and gifts to reach Jerusalem and the uttermost parts of the world. (Our little sayin this!) The Bible
teaches this is right; our experience is the same. No; America is not perfect, yet there remains a remnant. Abraham
before us prayed that Sodom be spared for the sake of ten righteous; God said He would spare the city. Might we
pray for the United States in wisdom and continue on in righteousness. This is a valiant effort we can fight in our
homes, just as surely as if we were on the battle field with weapons of steel. The freedom we fight for has already
been paid for; our responsibility is to let others know it.

Former Attorney General John Ashcroft is a devout Christian and underwent some severe attacks as he
served our country. Although not an elected or appointed public official today, he continues to serve faithfully,
investing much of his time in young people, helping them to become equipped to fight for America. In realizing
his commitment to America, but to the Lord first I selected on of his books from the library and was encouraged
beyond mere words. I would heartily recommend that you take the time to read iOn My Honor. The Beliefs that

Shape MynlLfidetdo, it was a touching tribute to hi
near. There are stories about hospitality, house construction, - -
what a family saw when they visited our senate, a lovely story Poetry copied and dedicated to fathers and to
about a man and his teacups, and so much more. Among the |9 ' @ duates; Go d bl ess
chapter titles are: The Heart of the Matter, The Strong Side of l'ess t raveledo. (1 tH
Weakness, Little Things Mean a Lot and Holy Ground. If poem in the John Ashgqg
your husband or father enjoys a good read, this might be the
one. Don’'t forget either, | | ove dTheRoadtNetdaken
By Robert Frost
| Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,

And sorry I could not travel both
And be one traveler, long I stood
And looked down one as far as I could
To where it bent in the undergrowth;

Crumpets: A little something to chew on:

e Tea or coffee in bed for your husband or father? It can
be done! A kiss and a card!

e A father was at the beach with his children when his
four-year-old son ran up to him, grabbed his hand, and
led him to the shore, where a sea gull lay dead in the
sand. "Daddy, what happened to him?" the son asked.

"He died and went to Heaven," the dad replied. The
boy thought a moment and then said, "Did God throw
him back down?"

e Itis with men as with wheat: the light heads are erect
even in the presence of Omnipotence, but the full heads
bow in reverence before Him Unknown

e  Nothing recent about Esther Jayl will be checking this
soon and will send a quick and separate email update.

e Would you pray for Lois, India and I as we leave on
Monday to join Harry in India. Apart from being a long
journey, over 40 hours, it is not an entirely safe trip, but
our confidence in the LORD is sure.

Then took the other, just as fair,
And having perhaps the better claim
Because it was grassy and wanted wear,
Though as for that the passing there
Had worn them really about the same,

And both that morning equally lay
In leaves no step had trodden black.
Oh, I marked the first for another day!
Yet knowing how way leads on to way
I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I,
I took the one less traveled by,
And that has made all the difference.

S

O S5 T
-+~ X O
—

earth

o —

S

W
W



