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Hello, Ladies, 
 
The last time I wrote I asked if you were staying 
cool.  This time I must ask if you are staying warm. 
This has been an extra cold winter for us in 
Cedarville, but also for you who live in the south.  
However, along with the cold in Cedarville has 
come the beautiful white stuff.  We have had far 
more snow than we usually get -- and many 
teachers have already used up their allotted snow 
days.   
 
The Lord has guided us safely in our winter travels 
-- last week we even found ourselves in Cleveland 
where the snow did not come -- instead of in 
Cedarville, where they were getting three days of 
snow, amounting to close to 20 inches.  It was fun 
to return on Monday to find the huge drifts around 
our house and neighborhood.   
 
Yesterday morning we woke to a winter 
wonderland. A wet rainlike snow had come and 
frozen onto the limbs of the trees.  By noon, 
however, the sun had melted everything on the 
trees.   
 
Thank you again for your prayers -- we realize that 
"Unless the Lord build the house" we labor in vain.  
January travels gave us contact one Sunday with 
four different churches.  February travels took us to 
a Bible Conference in Sebring, Florida and then to a 
Parent's Conference in Cleveland. 
 
We thank the Lord for this privilege of ministry. 
 

Inside Story 
(First Person Thriller -  

True Story on God's Care, 

by Marilyn Vaughan) 

News from New York 

and Virginia Taylor 

Ladies, 

Pray for Theona Smelser 
 

Theona's husband, Kenn, passed away in 
December.  She and Kenn served First Baptist in 
Medina, Ohio for over 20 years.  They also 
helped to start four area churches while they 
were there.  Theona currently resides at 
Maranatha Manor in Maranatha Village, 
Sebring, Florida.  Her address is: 
54 Maranatha Blvd., Sebring, FL 33870 

I have been with Children's Bible Fellowship of 
New York, Inc. since Aug. of 
1990.  CBF works only in the 
five boroughs of New York 
City: the Bronx, Queens, 
Brooklyn, Staten Island and 
Manhattan.  We minister to the 
"Forgotten Fields" of NYC 

which consist of immigrants, the poor, and the 
disabled.  We will be celebrating 60 years soon.   
 
My personal ministry is to single moms.  Having 
been a single mom for 24 years, God has burdened 
me for them.  Though we are single moms for 
different reasons the problems faced, the challenges 
of raising children by yourself and the loneliness, 
etc. are the same.  I teach Bible studies for any 
mom who desires to know God.  This also ends up 
as teaching reading for,  most of them have not 
finished school.  I am teaching four Bible studies a 
week.  Two are in the Bronx, one in Harlem and 
one in the East Village in Manhattan.  I also help 
with retreats in the Fall and Spring and in certain 
areas of camplife during the summer.  Camp Joy 
serves the average camper, and Camp Hope is for 
children with disabilities. 

A Ministry to Pray For 

Come for a Chat!  Or remember 
me in your prayers.  
  Louise Henry 

 

Upcoming Events  

to Pray For 
 

April 6-7 -- Pastors and Wives Retreat 
April   8  -- OWMU Spring Meeting 
April 22  -- Secretaries' Seminar 

News from Dorothy Barkley 

Dorothy lives in Zanesville, not too far from 
Caldwell, Ohio, where her husband, Milton, was 
pastoring when he became ill and went to be 
with the Lord.  They served the New Harmony 
Baptist Church in Caldwell for 11-1/2 years and 
Dorothy still calls Caldwell "home."      
 
She writes of the family God has given her:  "My 

oldest son and family live in Zanesville, as I do, and 

my youngest son and family live in New Concord, 

about 20 miles east of here.  My oldest daughter and 

her husband are missionaries in Uruguay. . . . Her 

daughter lives in Zanesville and teaches at Zanesville 

Christian School.  My second daughter (a twin) and 

her Pastor husband live in Cambridge, MN.  My 

youngest daughter and her family live near Columbus.  

I have . . . 17 grandchildren and 6 great-

grandchildren . . . so feel very blest." 

 



Child, just in case you haven‘t figured it out yet, the 
moment you cried I heard you, and I personally took 
charge of this entire situation.” Dave was able to 
inform me that the suspect had been apprehended — 

having obligingly opened the door when the police 
knocked on the door of the apartment he had entered! 
(Had he not opened the door, they would not legally 
have been able to gain entry due to some legal 
technicality, and my purse would not have been 
recovered.) 

 

Having been under continual surveillance and 
constant pursuit he had had no opportunity even to 
open my purse or even throw it away! Checking 
through its contents, I found it to be in its usual state 
of disarray — no money, credit cards, checkbook, keys, 
nor anything whatsoever missing! The Heavenly 
“911” is never too busy to respond. The cry of an 
obscure widow from a parking lot in Columbus, OH 
summoned half a dozen police officers (including the 

policeman on duty at Kroger) and a 
police helicopter. 

 

It is true that God does not always 
respond to our prayers in such a 
spectacular display as I experienced 
on that Thursday. At times while our 

hearts are breaking from the sorrows of earthly grief, 
we have questioned why He did not immediately 
respond to our frantic cries for help. Yet from time to 
time He displays some bright outshining of 
providential care for His children to delight us with a 
foretaste of the Glory that shall yet be revealed. My 
answered prayer is just one reminder that the God 
Who delivered His Son from Herod’s cunning plot to 
destroy Him still reigns. The same God Who sent His 
only begotten Son to save us from our sins lives and 
rules today. And one day the very same Saviour who 
was born in a manger shall return to usher in His 
everlasting kingdom of joy and peace! Is not this, 
after all, the culmination of the message of 
Christmas! 

   by Marilyn Vaughan 

speeding down Refugee Road in an awe-inspiring 
procession to the apartment complex toward which 
the thief had taken flight! Simultaneously, I heard 
the unmistakable sound of the police helicopter 
circling overhead and saw its beam of light probing 
the maze of the apartment complex below. 

 

Could all of this frenzied activity possibly be on 
behalf of recovering my stolen purse? I stood 
transfixed! Finally, having watched 
the helicopter circle the apartments 
for 15 to 20 minutes, and being 
assured by my fellow-spectators that 
the police would surely come into 
the store to locate the crime victim, I 
proceeded into the store. Since there 
is a small branch of my bank located 
in that store, I immediately approached the tellers, 
informing them that since I had just been robbed of 
my purse containing my checkbook and savings 
account information, I needed to freeze my 
accounts temporarily. 

 

While caring for these matters in the office, a police 
officer was finally dispatched to interview me, the 
“victim.” It seemed that there had been some 
reluctance to leave the scene of all the action and 
find the victim, but finally one policeman agreed to 
leave. Imagine my great amazement as I found 
myself looking into the face of the only policeman 
on the entire Columbus police force whom I know 
personally — David Copeland - a man who had been 
my oldest son’s best friend from our Iowa days. 

It seemed as though God Himself was seeking to 
get my full attention, saying unmistakably, “My 

child.  If thou afflict them in any wise, and they cry 
at all unto me, I will surely hear their cry.” Not 
realizing the full significance of the prayer I spoke, 
nevertheless, I felt strangely peaceful having 

requested God’s protection prior to 
beginning my daily routine. 

 

At 4:00 p.m. I drove to our local Kroger 
to purchase several items. After parking my car, I 
walked toward the store. Suddenly within my 
peripheral vision I saw a man sprinting directly 
toward me, eyes fixed on my purse! (He was 
nowhere in sight when I parked my car.) With all 
my might I clung to that purse — I might have parted 
with $30.00 cash with little struggle - but panicked 
at the thought of my driver’s license with my name 
and address and my house keys, car keys, etc. 
falling into the thief’s possession. As the struggle 
continued, I yelled to anyone within earshot, “Help, 
this man is stealing my purse!” 

 

Suddenly, the straps broke, and as I fell, he gained 
possession of the purse and fled. Suddenly recalling 
the verse from morning devotions, I cried out feebly 
to the Lord. Remember, the verse states that if a 
widow cries out “at all” unto the Lord, He will 
hear! Immediately several concerned people 
gathered around me. A young man began in hot 
pursuit of the fugitive, and the special policeman on 
duty at the door of Kroger began to pursue the 
escaping thief. 

 

Within less than 2 minutes following the attack, I 
was startled by the blare of sirens as no less than 5 
Columbus squad cars responded to the crime, 

This past year has been one of painful transition 
following the homegoing of my beloved husband of 
41 years last December 27; yet my heavenly Father 
has never failed to comfort me in due season as I 
surrender daily to His sovereign will 
Seeing the future in the radiant light 
of eternity with Christ enables me to 
celebrate Christmas meaningfully 
with my family and each of you. 
Soon, a glorious Family Reunion will reunite all the 
family of God. Our Christmas celebrations are empty 
until we see God manifest in the flesh of that Infant, 
beginning His earthly journey to the Cross whereby 
He would procure eternal life for us. 

 

Again and again I have personally experienced God’s 
provision for daily needs this past year. Spiritually, 
He has fed me with hidden manna of His Word in the 
Wilderness of Widowhood. I have never doubted that 
He alone can comfort me; At times I even experience 
an overwhelming sense of joy dwelling on the 
delights of our saved loved ones in His presence. “. .. 
at thy right hand there are pleasures for 
evermore.” (Psalm 16:llb) God has in full measure 
supplied my physical needs and wants during the past 
year. 

 

A striking reminder of God’s faithfulness to His 
Word was given to me on Thursday, December 6. 
During my morning prayer time, a Bible verse I had 
highlighted months ago suddenly came to mind. I 
uttered it as a specific request for the first time. Stated 
as a warning followed by a promise, Exodus 22:22,23 
says, “Ye shall not afflict any widow or fatherless 

God Cares for Widows! 
The Providential Care of God as evidenced by Marilyn Vaughan this past December. 

Could all of this 

frenzied activity 

possibly be on behalf of 

recovering my stolen 

I cried out feebly  


