
pay off some serious debts. We 

were so happy to be able to use 

our tax refund toward debt pay-

ment. We felt we were doing the 

right thing by not using that 

money toward a Disney vacation, 

for which the children had blood-

ied their knees begging. Further-

more we had a savings account 

that boasted more than I ever 

had in a savings account before. 

We followed the plan and the 

plan was working. Now we could 

grow and prosper our family. 

Then, May 9, Dwight lost his job. 

The maximum pay out for unem-

ployment is 55% of your salary, 

so our income was cut in half. 

We saw the savings account 

deplete rapidly in order to pay 

those basic living expenses. Now, 

we have been in this situation 

continued on page 2 

Whenever a year 

comes to a close, I 

like to think over 

the events that 

occurred and take 

stock of my life. 

What have I 

learned? How have 

I grown? Have I accomplished 

anything of value? 2009 flew by 

like a whirlwind, and yet, was 

filled with many peaks and val-

leysñas if the Rocky Mountains 

were ripped from their founda-

tions, spun around on the Al-

mightyõs invisible finger, and set 

down again backwards. 

Without boring anyone into a 

long winterõs nap, Iõd like to 

share one of this yearõs big 

events. In January, Dwight, my 

husband, and I were blessed with 

the opportunity to take Dave 

Ramseyõs Financial 

Peace University. 

The course taught 

us how to budget 

and how to priori-

tize our debts and 

pay them off. The 

mantra by which we 

were to live, according to Mr. 

Ramsey, was to òlive like no one 

else in order to one day live like 

no one else.ó In other words, 

work the plan to pay debts off, 

including mortgage and car pay-

ments, live on a spartan budget, 

do not take vacations or pur-

chase anything unnecessarily until 

all the debts are paid off, and one 

day, you will find yourself debt 

free and all income, after basic 

living expenses are paid, will be 

sheer profit. After just one to 

two months, we were able to 

Many of you have heard me 

speak and write often of my 

mother for she is example and 

mentor. As you read this, her life 

hangs by a thread. Before her last 

surgery, I sat down and wrote 

her the ten lessons I have 

learned from her. I share them 

with you here... 

1. When hurt, forgive asap    

I will never forget the time at Irene's 

home when you were sick and I 

found you up in your room crying. 

You had endured harsh words and 

were struggling to forgive. When I 

asked you what was wrong, you 

said, "I have to forgive now so that 

bitterness and hurt do not grow." 

Whenever I am tempted to hold a 

grudge, I think of you. 

2. Be gentle and soft -spoken 

Rarely did I ever hear a harsh word 

from your lips. Oh yes, there were 

the times that I had provoked you 

and you had a reprimand for me. 

And at times your voice held frustra- 

continued on page 2 
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before. Numerous times, in 

fact. I know how God pro-

vides. Never, for a moment, 

did I doubt that God would 

help us and see us through. 

But that wasnõt my issue. My 

issue was why? Again? Werenõt 

we doing everything right? 

Dwight had lost his job the 

year before. And two years 

before that. It takes a lot of 

time to recuperate financially 

from job loss. We have been 

living òlike no one elseó since 

the days of Noah (or so it felt). 

Obviously, God saw it benefi-

cial that we continue to live 

tightly, day to day on total 

faith. 

And His grace is sufficientéI 

felt like that phrase was so 

overused. So spiritualized. I 

was angry. I can admit that 

now that the whole world is 

reading about my spiritual 

frailties. During my cavetime, 

and sometimes even during 

family supper, I voiced my 

frustration and aggravation. 

Why doesnõt God ever want 

us to get ahead? Arenõt we 

supposed to be good stewards 

of our money? Arenõt we sup-

posed to teach our children 

how to handle money? To 

teach our children how to 

walk in faith for our basic  

needs? We donõt go chasing  

continued on page 4 

from family and even caused you 

to miss special family moments. 

Even so, you tried to talk to me 

after school every day but made 

it clear when it was time to get 

back to work on the task God 

had given you. 

6. Obey God, even to the 

ends of the earth  Literally, 

you demonstrated this lesson to 

me. Your obedience took you to 

all sorts of strange and uncom-

fortable places and yet you 

obeyed. Through it all I saw that 

obeying God is a joyful, fulfilling 

and very satisfying thing to do. 

And obviously the right thing to 

do. 

7. God is sufficient  Not only 

did you say this phrase over and 

over again, but you lived it out. I 

saw how He supplied our physi-

cal needs as well as our emo-

tional needs. This was one of the 

lessons I didn't truly learn for 

myself until I was older, but your 

words stayed with me. 

8. Obeying earthly author-

ity teaches us to obey God 

You taught us to obey you and 

our teachers and house parents, 

not just because we had to, but 

because we were learning to 

ultimately obey God. This lesson 

has helped guide my own parent-

ing. 

9. Die to self, crucify the 

flesh  This was perhaps the 

strongest lesson I learned from 

you. Daily dying to what I want 

and allowing the Spirit to change 

my desires to reflect His will is an 

on-going process which you first 

instilled in me. 

10. Finish the job  If I started 

a project, you encouraged me to 

finish it, to not give up. This also 

applies to whatever God has 

asked me to do. The tricky part is 

trying to determine what God has 

asked me to. I have to combine 

this lesson with the "high horse" 

lesson because I sometimes think 

God has asked me to do every-

thing when in fact I may be just 

the "waterer" when someone else 

was the "planter" and someone 

else will be the "harvester".  

Thank you, Mom, for these 

lessons. I will always love you. 

tion because of work but the rule 

of thumb was quiet, gentle and 

soft. I have tried to copy you. 

3. Get off my òhigh horseó 

You recognized the sin of pride in 

my life. Those times when I 

thought my way was best or that 

I was right, you called me 

on it. From you, I learned 

that a "better than thou" 

attitude is unattractive and 

displeasing to God. 

4. Do not disgrace the 

Lord  Your prayer all 

these years that your chil-

dren would not disgrace 

the name of the Lord stuck 

with me. I was naturally a 

child that wanted to please 

but your words taught me that it 

is ultimately God that I should 

please. I am his representative 

and what I say and do can either 

bring honor or disgrace to His 

name. 

5. Serve my family but 

serve God first   Your selfless 

service to Dad and to us kids was 

obvious. However, your service to 

God came first. It took you away 
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to my momõs husband, a man who 

sits in front of the TV most of the 

time while my mom wants to go do 

things, but whoõs also always been 

there for my mom, sister, and me. 

And, of course, I send one to my 

dad. I usually send a funny card to 

him, too. I never knew how to 

communicate with him so I never 

sent him a meaningful one. I never 

saw any cards that described us 

accurately. As I was looking at the 

many choices Americans are privi-

leged to peruse every time thereõs 

a card to purchase, I suddenly had a 

God moment. Godõs law does not 

change based on circumstances. I 

started to pray about which cards I 

should send them this year. The 

mushy one with the little girl danc-

ing on daddyõs toes wasnõt it, nor 

was the generic card devoid of any 

feeling. God reminded me, òYouõre 

the Christian here! Speak light into 

the darkness. Speak into existence 

what isnõt.ó This year, my momõs 

husband received a card from me 

that was heart-felt, about how he 

makes the world a better place. 

The man is mostly a grump! A 

stretch? Yes. Speak into existence 

what isnõt. I thanked him for always 

being there for us, which is the 

truth. Of course, I had to slip in 

something funny about his grill: 

òMay your grill make steaks out of 

hamburgers.ó My mother, now a 

Christian, called me to thank me 

for the really nice card and senti-

ment. My mom, sister, and I pray 

for him to receive Christ. This 

Fatherõs Day, I tried to be salt and 

light which, by the way, both melt 

hearts of ice. 

For my dad, I found just the right 

sentiment. He adopted me when I 

was a little girl, when he married 

my mom. He thought enough of me 

continued on page 5 

òHonor your fatheréó (Ephesians 

6:2). God commands children to 

honor their dads. What if itõs com-

plicated? What if your dad wasnõt 

around, either with his presence or 

emotionally? Does Godõs law 

change based on our circum-

stances? 

I was not taught to honor my fa-

ther. I stood in a phone booth, 

holding my motherõs shaking hand, 

while she courageously called my 

dad at work to inform him we had 

packed up the mobile home we 

lived in, and had it hauled away to a 

downtown mobile home park. My 

dad built a house on the land our 

mobile home was moved from. He 

had it in livable condition and my 

mom waited until it was. On the 

advice of a friend, who recently 

went through the same thing, Mom 

made sure to leave two of every-

thing he would need: 2 plates, 2 of 

every utensil, some pans to cook 

with. As you might guess, her 

phone call was received by a very 

angry and hurt man. At the age of 

17, I was indifferent to the split 

because, really, I was tired of the 

lack of harmony in our house. I 

wasnõt sad, except for how my 

mom was suffering, and I wasnõt 

glad or relieved. By then I was just 

numb. Because I was with my mom, 

I didnõt hear my dadõs side. All I saw 

when he was around was anger. 

That just scared me, and I didnõt 

want to be with him. 

My dad came from a loving home, 

but his dad didnõt know how to 

show love and, therefore, my dad 

never really learned how to be a 

dad. He will tell you that he 

changed more diapers on me than 

my mother did (every time you see 

him!), and he says that he loves me, 

but he didnõt really know how to 

show it. Furthermore, he was 

Editorõs Note: Jo 

wrote this touching 

article around 

Fatherõs Day this 

past year; however, 

I think it is very 

appropriate to be 

shared in our 

newsletter this 

Christmas season. 

Christmas is a time 

of celebration ñ

the birth of our 

Savior; a time of 

making merry with 

family members, 

children laughing, 

babies being 

passed from 

person to person. 

It is a time of 

forgiveness, 

reformation, 

reconciliation, and, 

above all, hope. If 

your Christmas 

isnõt the Normal 

Rockwell painting 

to which we all 

aspire, please 

remember that 

when faced with 

insurmountable 

circumstances, 

Mary was assured 

by the angel 

Gabriel in Luke 1 

that òwith God all 

things are 

possible.ó 

drafted to fight in the Vietnam War. 

He flew helicopter over enemy 

territory to rescue 12 men, one at 

a time. Heõs a war hero! He was 

gone for a long time, though, and 

missed the birth of his only blood-

related daughter. When he re-

turned, he was a different man. He 

would yell at me if I didnõt eat in a 

timely manner or finish what was 

on my plate. Looking back, I realize 

that was from his military experi-

ences. At the age of 6, though, that 

was devastating to me. I feared him 

most of the time, though he never 

hit me. He would go outside and 

put a dent in a tree instead. He was 

interested in me later on when I 

was older and fun to take out to a 

sports bar or dance club. He had a 

òpretty young thingó on his arm and 

he liked that. And I enjoyed atten-

tion from my dad. Over the years 

Iõve seen his heart soften, but weõre 

so far apart and on such different 

paths that it will take a miracle to 

actually have a father/daughter rela-

tionship before one of us dies. I do 

believe in miracles, and am hopeful 

that one day that will happen. 

These days, when we visit, I do 

think he is trying (again his heart IS 

softening), and I really appreciate 

that. He recently made attending 

our girlsõ hand bells concerts a 

priority. He and his wife will drive 4 

hours to see them play, have dinner 

out with us, and then drive home! 

That is a huge deal to me, and it has 

given me more hope! 

I became a Christian about 5 years 

after my mom and dad divorced. 

My mom remarried and so did my 

dad. It has taken over 20 years for 

me to learn something. This year 

God spoke to my heart the week 

before Fatherõs Day. I always send a 

card to both my dad and my momõs 

husband. Usually I send a funny one 
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Looking at Trees in Winter by Maria Ulrich 
Bare and broken they stand, 

Witnesses to winterõs cruel wrath 

Yet in these sturdy trunks and swaying hands 

Is the eternal promise of new life, beauty, and death, 

Part of a million hopes within, in these 

Gaunt and stark-like frames, 

Things will change, they have a way with them that do, 

All around a multitude of things, needed to be done, 

But this moment must come first. 

This acknowledgement of natureõs way, 

An inner Praise of Him who made it all. 

happen. I felt more like I was 

being directed to òshut up and 

wait.ó Jeremiah 29:11, For I 

know the plans I have for you,ó 

declares the Lord, òplans to pros-

per you and not to harm you, 

plans to give you hope and a 

future. That line òplans to pros-

per you and not to harm youó 

kept sticking with me. God 

was teaching me something 

about himself. He wasnõt out 

to hurt me. He was working 

on plans of hope, plans to give 

me and my family a future and 

to prosper us. Just like I 

wanted our family to prosper, 

so did He. But when God 

wants us to prosper, He does-

nõt always mean in the bank 

account. In fact, rarely. 

What can I tell my children 

now, December 2009? I can 

tell them Daddy always had 

just enough side work to get 

us through. We always had 

enough money when we 

needed it to be able to pay for 

those extras: Dakotaõs football, 

school pictures, school clothes, 

birthday presents for friendsõ 

parties, etc. We have not accu-

mulated any new debts since 

we paid off all those in the 

early spring. Are we further 

ahead? No. Are we behind? 

Not at all. Itõs amazing how itõs 

all worked out. Absolutely 

nothing short of a miracle, 

which is how, I think, God likes 

to operate. 

I can tell my children, and any-

one else who will listen, that 

this isnõt a story about me 

anyway. Not really. This is a 

story about God. God in the 

year 2009 at the Ashley resi-

dence. Thereõs a million stories 

about God every day, in every 

house, across the universe. 

And when God is glorified, the 

Ashley residence experiences 

the fringe benefits. 

How will we begin 2010? Well, 

we have been blessed with a 

new addition to our home: a 

St. Bernard puppy. And Dwight 

starts his new job early Janu-

ary. A new God story has 

begun. 

after those needs like the 

òother people.ó Back in Janu-

ary, we made a conscious deci-

sion to live on a tight budget in 

order to acquire a savings and 

to pay off debt. Now, after 

May 9, we were living on a 

tight budget because we abso-

lutely had to in order to live. I 

felt that what we were teach-

ing our children was there is 

no real reason to sacrifice. To 

scrimp and save is a waste of 

time because there is abso-

lutely no guarantee of the fu-

ture. Scrimp and save for 

what? To live a fantastic life in 

your older years when all 

other peers are in dire straits? 

There is no guarantee of that, 

Mr. Ramsay. God may have 

other plans. 

It was a tough pill for me to 

swallow. Fortunately, no one 

called me or sent me a card 

saying, òHis grace is sufficient.ó 

I think I would have had an 

implosion. 

God didnõt really tell me why 

He allowed what happened to 
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God was teaching me 

something about 

himself. He wasnõt out 

to hurt me. He was 

working on plans of 

hope, plans to give me 

and my family a future 

and to prosper us.  
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what I had to say, he said to me, 

òYouõre about the 100th person to 

tell me this.ó Look at that! God was 

already working in his life before I 

said anything to him! Wow! He 

then went on to say that it was 

probably something he was going to 

pursue. I prayed for him continually. 

We talked two more times before 

he died. I would always cry after 

our conversations. I wanted him to 

be saved so we could finally have a 

real relationship up in heaven, re-

store what was lost. His last words 

to me, through his tears, were, òI 

love you, our daughter.ó On the 

day he was buried, I called the fam-

ily out in Texas when I knew they 

would all be together, and talked 

with everyone. The last person I 

talked with was his surviving Catho-

lic wife. She said, through her tears, 

that she wanted me to know that 

he did accept God before he died. I 

have so much hope that heõs in 

heaven right now, waiting to see 

me there too. 

Jesus taught us that with our 

tongue we speak blessings, and with 

the same tongue, we speak curses 

(James 3:10). What could kind, 

uplifting words do in the cold 

hearts of unbelievers, those we 

were praying for? Celebrate the 

good things your father has done, 

even if itõs a stretch. Everyone has 

done something good in his or her 

life. You are the Christian here. If 

you grew up dancing on your fa-

therõs toes, then rejoice. In the 

words of Amy Grant, òHeõs been 

doubly good to you!ó If you are 

now married to a wonderful dad to 

your kids, like I am, praise God for 

His amazing love for you! God has 

certainly used Bill to restore my 

faith that there are honest, loving, 

selfless, God-fearing men, being  

continued on page 7 

to give me his name. I thanked him 

for being there for me then, and for 

coming to my aid sometimes when 

I was a foolish young adult. I called 

him on Fatherõs Day, as I always do. 

The amount of appreciation he 

showed for that card was over the 

top. It meant so much to him to 

read those words. Iõve come to 

realize that my dad would like to 

have a relationship with me, but he 

just doesnõt know howéand weõre 

both busy. 

You may be wondering about my 

birth father. They married and had 

me, but my mom was not ready for 

marriage then. When I was around 

2 years old, my mom and blood-

related dad were divorced. If youõre 

counting, momõs been married 3 

times. I never remembered him. 

However, around my 12th birthday, 

my mom came to me and told me 

that the man I have grown up be-

lieving was my dad was not. I felt 

like the rug of stability was pulled 

out from under me. Of course, 

how does a 12-year-old handle such 

news? Would it have been better 

to tell me this all along? Iõm sure 

this is something my parents will 

ponder forever. Mom told me, 

impulsively, without my dad know-

ing she was going to tell me. My 

dad (that I grew up with) agonized 

for 2 years about how he was going 

to tell me this, only to find out I 

already knew. Obviously, he was 

angry, which is understandable. I 

wasnõt an outgoing child. I didnõt 

have the kind of relationship with 

dad that I could just sit on his lap, 

cry, and tell him that I knew what 

happened. I withdrew and shied 

away.  

Back to my biological father. He 

was not allowed to contact me until 

I was 18. By then, I could have 

opened that store that used to be 

Jesus taught us 

that with our 

tongue we speak 

blessings, and with 

the same tongue, 

we speak curses 

(James 3:10). 

What could kind, 

uplifting words do 

in the cold hearts 

of unbelievers, 

those we were 

praying for? 

Celebrate the 

good things your 

father has done, 

even if itõs a 

stretch. Everyone 

has done some-

thing good in his 

or her life.  

on Prince Street in Lancaster City, 

òAngry, Young and Poor.ó I was an 

angry, young person living on my 

own. When he contacted me, I 

wrote back. I was feeling rebellious 

toward my dad (the one I grew up 

with) and used this opportunity to, 

in my heart, get back at him. With 

one letter to my biological father, it 

was out of my system. I never 

wrote to him again. After many 

years, I wanted to get in touch with 

my half-brothers and half-sister. I 

wanted to meet my father, because 

by then I was a mature Christian 

and wanted to make sure he was 

ok. Twelve years ago, we went to 

Yosemite National Park in Califor-

nia on a family vacation. I called my 

relatives I didnõt grow up with until 

I reached someone. It was my half-

brother, Eddy. We arranged to 

meet in San Francisco. My other 

half-brother, Philip, came too. My 

half-sister, Veronica, was not able 

to come. Sheõs still the only one I 

havenõt met. That was on Wednes-

day of that week. On Friday, I was 

able to meet my father for the first 

time. We met in Fresno. I was so 

nervous, I whacked my chin with 

the car door as I was getting out 

and closing it. It left a real pretty 

bump! He was so afraid. I was 

loaded with forgiveness. When I 

said what I came to say, his whole 

countenance changed! He was so 

worried I grew up thinking he was 

some kind of monster. I told him I 

didnõt blame him for anything that 

happened. If there was anything he 

felt he did wrong, I forgave him. He 

ended up in tears. Years later, he 

called me to tell me he was dying. 

He had 4 tumors in his head. I 

prayed for God to give me the 

privilege of sharing the Gospel with 

him before he passed away. I did 

get the opportunity! After saying 
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Till I heardé 

His command 

Releasing me to release to Him 

ALL the distortion 

Looking instead into His mirror 

His Vision of me 

Whole in God alone 

Cradled by His Spirit 

Made right by Christõs sacrifice 

òTammy, ABANDON ALL TO ME.ó 

 

Till I heardé 

Naught but Him 

Turned to His embrace 

His love etched on my heart 

His voice becoming my thoughts 

His Spiritõs power coursing through mine 

My life yielded to Him 

òTammy, I CLAIM YOU.ó 

 

Till I heardé 

His proclamation of love 

In all its glorious free abundance 

Willingly given 

That I who am no one 

Might live here, now, serving Him 

Then, forever with Him 

òTammy, I WENT TO THE CROSS FOR YOU.ó 

 

Till I heardé 

Till I sawé 

Till I understoodé 

Till I embracedé 

THE TRUTH 

Being in His presence 

Is all that matters 

He is my greatest, only needed blessing 

òTammy, I AM WAITING ALWAYS.ó 

Praise be to 

God, Who has 

not rejected 

my prayer  

or withheld 

His love from 

me! 

Psalm 66:20 

I praise my God 

For all He has done 

Penetrating the darkness 

Of my soul 

Calling my name 

òTammy.ó 

 

Till I heardé 

Looked from my mirror 

Of funhouse visage 

Of my vision of me 

Distorted, stretched, wrong 

òTammy.ó 

 

Till I heardé 

First with repetition 

Time after time, again and again 

Causing me to see, in my mirror 

His reflection there 

Where He always was 

òTammy, Tammy, Tammyó 

 

Till I heardé 

The depth of His 

Compassionate understanding 

Of all I suffered 

His òI WAS THEREó 

Coursing through my soul 

The thrill of the truth of it 

òTammy, YOU WERE NEVER ALONE.ó 
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life has been redeemed, and all has 

been healed and forgiven, Iõm free 

from it all. It is time to start sharing 

that freedom and love with impor-

tant people like our dads and 

unsaved loved ones. My mother 

was saved on a Motherõs Day! It is 

my prayer that my dad (and his 

wife), and my momõs husband will 

also be saved. What an honor and 

privilege it would be to witness 

this! My prayer is that weõll all be a 

family in Godõs heaven. My trust is 

in Him. Now to him who is able to do 

immeasurably more than all we ask or 

imagine, according to his power that is 

at work within us, to him be glory in 

the church and in Christ Jesus through-

out all generations, for ever and ever! 

Amen (Ephesians 3:20-21). 

used for His purpose and for His 

glory! I have been so thankful for 

my Bill. I have had my younger 

years restored to me at least 100-

fold! Every time Bill has been in-

volved in our girlsõ lives in a gentle 

and kind manner, Iõve been so 

blessed. I now say that I am a 

òspoiled child of God,ó guilty of 

taking all of this for granted at 

times, but always coming back to 

the realization my past brings. As 

for the melting ice, may God bring 

all the unsaved fathers we have 

been praying for to their knees in 

humble submission to our Ultimate, 

Supreme, Heavenly Father. The 

goal for our relationships with non-

believers, whether they are family 

or not, is to see them come to 

Christ and be reconciled to God. 

Today, I know that all 3 dads in my 

life love/loved me, whether they 

know/knew how to show it or not. 

Where were their role models? At 

least one had a Christian mom (my 

momõs current husbandõs mom - 

the one who I believe prayed for 

me to become a Christian before 

she passed away!), but without 

Godõs power in these menõs lives 

personally, they are lost. Iõm the 

first Christian in my immediate 

family! Iõm the one whoõs capable of 

loving as Christ does, and bringing 

life into these dadsõ lives. Iõm the 

one responsible for sharing Godõs 

love with them, and for praying for 

them. Brothers and sisters in 

Christ, for so many years I felt 

wronged and hurt. Itõs taken me 

until now to see that, because my 

Totally Fit 
A 12 week Health and Weight Loss  

Program for Spirit, Soul and Body! 

Each session includes: 

Prayer & Scripture Verse 

Fat Loss Factñhow to enjoy 
a healthy lifestyle & keep 
the weight off  

Featured Foodñwhat TO eat 
rather than what NOT to eat 

Fun Workoutñcardio & 
functional strength training 
for all fitness levels 

Weekly Optional Weigh Insñ

measure your progress 
privately 

Led by:  Carol Darlington, a certified group fitness  

  instructor & a certified personal trainer 

When: Tuesdays, 6:00ñ7:15 pm @ WABC 

Intro: January 19 (come see if this is for you) 

Cost:  $60.00 

For 

women  

15 to 70 

Register:  Sign up on the bulletin board  
(You may attend the introduction session before committing to 
the full 12 weeks) 

Join other ladies as we look to the Lord who empowers us 

to overcome our flesh and enjoy health and fitness that 

will last a lifetime! 



Womenõs Ministry 

149 Washington Ave. 

Ephrata, PA 17522 

Phone: 717-733-6538 

E-mail: wabc@wabchurch.com 

Web: www.wabchurch.com 

To create an arena where the women of 

WABC can gather for mutual fellowship, 

encouragement, building up and study of 

the Word; to give them a place to use 

their gifts and minster to others.  
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