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Being Thankful In Spite of the Confusion 
November 26, 2014 

I have a daughter moving from North Carolina back to Ohio in  
early December. We are working our Thanksgiving around helping  
her pack. Her sister and husband and two children and two dogs  
are joining Paul and me and we are all “celebrating” amidst  
packing boxes and confusion at  her house. 
  
When we were planning this alternate Thanksgiving one of the girls suggested we forget the 
whole Thanksgiving dinner thing and just order chicken from Kentucky Fried. A shudder ran 
through me. No turkey? No pie? No way! 
  
For my family, Thanksgiving has been a time to reflect on what we have rather than what we 
don’t. I suppose we can reflect in Fayetteville, N.C., as well as at my house, but there will be 
turkey and the fixings! 
  
God has been good to my family this year, and we praise Him in this bounty. I have to 
remember that not everyone can make the choice of big feast or KFC. For some, the choice is 
boxed macaroni and cheese – or, for some, nothing at all. 
  
During this holiday season help those who have less than you do. Support your local food bank, 
donate to a charity, or adopt a family for the holidays. Remember the neighbors or those at 
your church who may be alone. Invite them to join your family celebrations. In spite of 
whatever confusion you're experiencing this Thanksgiving, remember those around you. 
  
Blessings to all of you during this special time of year. 

Yours in him, Regina 
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Praying without knowing why 
November 18, 2014 

 
I woke up early Saturday morning after  
dreaming about a friend in another state.  
In my dream she was in trouble and needed  
help. A glance at the clock told me it was  
3 a.m., too early to call her. I prayed  
earnestly for her safety, not knowing  
what else to do. I slept fitfully and then at  
8 a.m. decided it was late enough to call her. 
  
The phone number I have no longer worked.  
How long had it been since I had used it?  
I posted a note on Facebook and then did  
a Google search and located a work number.  
I left a message even though I knew she  
wouldn’t see it on the weekend.  
Then I prayed for her safety once more. 
  
Was the urgency to pray all part of my dream, or was it real? In my novel, Deadly Decision, Ted 
is often prompted by God to pray. But this has never been my experience. 
  
So did I help my friend? Maybe she was fine, or maybe a meteorite was about to crash into her 
house, or a car fly through the bedroom window … or the water tank blow up. Maybe she had a 
small blood clot that was about to settle in her brain, or her lung! 
  
As a public health nurse, I have often said prevention is hard to prove. So did God prevent a 
disaster, or is my mind working on overdrive? 
  
I pray for my children’s safety every day, and so far they have been safe. Did God answer my 
prayers, or were they never at risk? 
  
These are questions I have no answers for, but I feel more secure knowing I have brought my 
friend and my family to God’s attention. My guess is God answers many prayers of prevention, 
and we shrug off the outcome, unable to “prove” the prayers were ever needed. 
  
I will keep praying for your safety this week, my friends, and for dreamless sleep for me! 
 

Yours in him, Regina 

 
 



For me, homemade pie = love 
November 11, 2014 

 
Once a year I get the itch to bake pumpkin pies from scratch. I head to the farmer’s market and 
buy a couple of nice pie-pumpkins. I scrape out the seeds and boil them, then coat them with 
oil and salt and set them to slowly bake while I chop and strain the pumpkin shell. When done, I 
have a silky puree that will be the base of my pies. I add eggs and evaporated milk and spices to 
the pumpkin. Baking takes an hour, and then I have a heavenly treat. 
  
My husband watched me shove the chunks of pumpkin against the heavy strainer with my large 
wooden mallet. “Why don’t you just use canned pumpkin?” he asked. Never! Not in my house. 
Sometimes the hard way is better. 
  
My grandmother always made homemade 
noodles for Thanksgiving. She is in Heaven 
now, but Thanksgiving wouldn’t be the same 
without homemade noodles. Now I get the 
flour and add about six to eight eggs and a 
pinch of salt, and roll. And roll. And cut. And 
cut. Tiny, thin little strips are placed on a 
cookie sheet and set on top of the refrigerator 
to dry. My arms ache, but when it comes time 
to eat them, nothing is better. 
  
I take great pride in creating these homemade 
dishes for my family. Someday the task of 
making the Thanksgiving noodles will pass on 
to my daughters. I don’t know if anyone will 
purchase pie pumpkins, though. 
  
Food plays a big role in my family traditions; the comfort and warmth of the familiar, perhaps. I 
hope my family’s legacy will not be limited to pie and noodles. I pray that we might be 
recognized by our Christian behaviors. The traditions of faith in Christ need to be nurtured and 
passed on more so than Grammie’s noodle recipe. I have to wonder if I am doing enough. 
  
What traditions do you have that have been passed down in your family? How are you 
incorporating the love of Christ into your family heritage? How do you say "love?" 
 

Yours in him, Regina 

 
 
 



Surprise!  
We are loved! 
November 5, 2014 

 
Have you ever had a surprise sprung on you where you 
had no idea it was coming?  I had a surprise Friday 
(October 31) night. 
  
Friday was the release day for my debut novel, Deadly 
Decision. Now understand, this was a big day for me, 
but I didn’t expect anyone else to appreciate the 

uniqueness of the day besides me.  So when my husband came home and announced he 
wanted to take me out to dinner to “celebrate’ the book launch, I was surprised and pleased. I 
should have suspected something when he told me I had to change out of my jeans. Hmmm… 
  
My daughters, with the collaboration of my dear husband, had planned a special celebration at 
Olive Garden for me. Family and friends were there waiting for me, just for me, all of them. I 
had a present, a cake, and signed my first book! 
  
The event left me very humbled. One of my friends traveled three hours, one way, just to eat 
dinner with me! My grandchildren gave up trick-or-treat.  Everyone gave up an evening to allow 
me to grin and gloat. And I did! I felt so loved. 
  
I am not sure what my point is for you this week, except to tell you that a lot of times life goes 
on and we forget how much we are loved. Each of us, so precious to others. We forget to value 
that love. God created family and friends for a reason, and I am sure the reason was to bring us 
support and pleasure. 
  
I have a renewed appriciation for all of you who take the time to read my blog. Look around 
you. Who supports you and loves you, even when you don’t feel it? 
  
I pray for all of you daily. I hope you feel God’s warm arms around you just as I did on Friday, 
October 31, 2014. 
 

Yours in him, Regina 
 


