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Hello, Ladies, 
 

Summer is here and so is the first issue of WIT for  

2004.  Several of you have sent letters or stories, 

parts of which we will include in this issue. 

 

Tomorrow Dave and I leave for the GARBC Con-

ference at the Pheasant Run Resort near Chicago, 

Illinois.  Dave will meet with the Council of 18 on 

Friday—Saturday before the conference begins on 

Monday.  I’m sure you will be praying for these 

meetings. 

 

The next week, July 5 - 12, Dave speaks for the 

Regular Baptist Camp in Wisconsin— in August at 

Camp Patmos and the Regular Baptist Camp in 

New Jersey.  In between these July and August 

camps, we will be taking a week or two of vacation. 

 

Thank you for your your love and prayers. 

  

Inside Story 
A testimony sent by one of 

our church widows. 

State OWMU Project 
 

This year the ladies have chosen a project very 

close to the churches of Ohio.  Seven church 

plants are progressing along at various stages 

across the State and the ladies have decided to 

raise monies for this Church Planting effort.  

Pray with us for these baby churches and this 

project.  Pray that these new autonomous babies 

might also want to join hands with our Fellow-

ship once they are birthed — that together we 

might continue this Church-Planting endeavor. 

 

The seven Church Plants are — 

 

Dayspring Baptist, Galloway, Ohio with Earl 

and Marilyn Shaffer, Richard and Carol 

Stowell, and Barb Taylor. 

Grace Baptist, Geneva, Ohio, with Robert and 

Janet Whitty. 

International Community Baptist, Lorain, Ohio, 

with John an Willie Mae Williams. 

Northeast Community Baptist, Columbus, Ohio, 

with John and Michelle Morgan. 

New Community Baptist, Strongsville, Ohio, 

with Dan and Rebecca Simmons. 

Canal Community Baptist, Canal Winchester, 

Ohio, with Tim and Jackie Hitchcock. 

Faith Baptist Community Ctr, Cleveland, Ohio, 

planning to plant a church at the Center, 

with Bill and Roberta Davis and Mike and 

Sherri Vanek. 

 

As Susan Johnson, past OWMU president says, 

“God’s work starts here, it never stays here, 

it always spreads  to the rest of the world.” 

Marilyn reflects on the sweetness of the body of 

Christ, as expressed in local bodies of believers — 

 

“How wonderful it was to enter the sanctuary of the 

church and see so many beloved faces of my pre-

cious brothers and sisters in Christ.  It’s beyond the 

realm of human language to describe the deep emo-

tional experience when I was so warmly greeted by 

each cherished friend.  Even now the remembrance 

of warm embraces and handshakes brings tears to 

my eyes.” 

 

Marilyn reflects further on changes in her life: 

 

“Transition. I have been in that process for well 

over two years now, and I am certain of one thing: 

additional changes in my own life. 

 

At this phase, I can’t assess the impact of outward 

circumstances upon my own life.  When changes 

occur, we can seldom form a clear understanding of 

their ultimate meaning.  We can’t even pretend to 

‘decode’ God’s plan for us . . ..”  

 

She then shares the words of this song for all of us: 

 

Time is filled with swift transition; 

Naught of earth unmoved can stand; 

Fix your eyes on things eternal; 

Hold to God’s unchanging hand; 

Hold to God’s unchanging hand; 

Hold to God’s unchanging hand. 

Fix your eyes on things eternal;  

Hold to God’s unchanging hand. 

 

Then happily concludes, “Here I find the courage, 

strength, and hope to face the changes of the future 

unafraid.” 

Reflections from  

Marilyn Vaughan 

Columbus, Ohio 

  

Do you Receive the Link? The new OIB 

If not, send me your address. 

Send us an E-Mail and we will put you on our email list. 

Would you like our OARBC E-Mail Minute? 

 

Meet our grandchildren who visited us  

the first weekend in June.  What fun! 



I have lost, but Heaven has gained, a man I loved 

dearly and often told him so or tried to express it in 

things I knew he loved best. 

 

I have lost, bat Heaven has gained, a man who was a 

great dad to his children. He always tried to help them 

in every way possible, yet taught them to do things 

for themselves. He played games with them, showed 

his love a lot by kidding them.  . . .  

 

I have lost, but Heaven has gained, a man who was an 

ideal husband. Was always concerned about the wel-

fare of his family. Always planned since his first heart 

attack for the time when he would not be with us. To 

me that is love, knowing that he would not be here to 

share in these worldly goods, but so concerned that 

his family would be properly cared for. 

 

I have lost, but Heaven has gained, a man who didn’t 

buy  flowers or call me “honey” but his expression of 

love was shown in many ways.  . . .  

 

I have lost, but Heaven has gained, a man who didn't 

really like to read, but he knew we must “Study to 

show thyself approved unto God” and made special 

efforts to read God’s word. . . . He had a desire to 

serve God but felt “unworthy” at first, but blessed 

after he did. I know he enjoyed his job as an usher 

and loved to fellowship with all his good friends in 

the back of the church.   .  .  . 

 

I have lost, but Heaven has gained, a man who loved 

to travel, He was planning a trip recently, but not one 

that would take him all the way to Heaven. He was 

planning to go by truck, hut instead was carried by 

God’s angels, I can hear him say, “Oh, if Wanda, 

Brian and Sandy could only see this place” . . .   

 

I know he, as well as I, is looking forward to the rap-

ture when we will have a happy family reunion in the 

She had watched through the crucifixion 

Now the sky was cold and grey, 

Mary walked alone through the city streets  

Crushed by events of the day! 

 

Her first born Son had been cruelly slain 

Her heart was abut to break, 

When another woman sad with grief 

Walked with her to the city gate. 

 

They looked at each other in mutual grief 

“I too, a dear son have lost.” 

Then Mary said, “But my Son you see 

Was taken at terrible cost.” 

 

“I know, my son paid a price,” said the other 

“A price that is hard to bear.” 

Then Mary looked at her, pondering 

That they the same sorrow should share. 

 

“My Son was so good, so gentle, 

A baby so sweet and fair; 

As rays of light like amber would spin, 

Through his lovely sun bright hair.” 

 

As Mary talked and recalled the days 

How she rocked her little one, 

The women would smile and say, “so did I”; 

And both longed for their missing son. 

 

Then Mary said, “Now tell me of yours, 

The one for which you now grieve.” 

“He was much like yours but one thing he lacked, 

Your Son he did not receive.” 

 

Mary took her hand, “You know who I am 

I’m afraid I know you not.” 

Weeping she said, “I’m the other you see, 

Of Judas Iscariot. 

Two Mothers 

 

By Marian H. Dautel—1978 

Portsmouth, Ohio 

 

Pastor’s Wives Widowed 

Since October 2003 

 
October — Bruce Markley, Nova, OH 

December — Theona Smelser, Sebring, FL 

March — Peggy Miller, Dayton, OH 

 

Please add these to your list of sisters to pray for. 

“Sometimes we meet folk, who never really be-

come our friends.  Others are friends for brief peri-

ods of time and then  for some reason we drift 

apart.  Some are friends through thick and thin for 

many years.  Some are friends who love us uncon-

ditionally for the rest of our lives.  BUT Jesus is an 

eternal friend that sticks closer than a brother.  He 

loved me unconditionally even before I asked Him 

to be my Savior.  What joy to know that He will be 

my friend forever.   

 

“I also have the privilege of 

praying and reading the 

Word and encouraging my 

pastor and his wife by at-

tending all the services of 

the church.  That has been 

possible because the Lord 

has given the health and 

strength to do it, and I am 

Are you still 

able to attend 

your local 

church? 

Listen to Margaret 

Aren’t you glad to have a 

friend? 

Margaret Howell, from Bellefontaine, Ohio, 

writes 

Don’t you wish every church member 

wanted to encourage his or her pastor 

like that? 

 

Reflections on Being a Widow 

 

Submitted by Wanda Tiffin in March, 2004 — to encourage you.   

Written in April, 1975, shortly after losing her husband of 20 years. 

sky. Then Dave’s body which is sleeping will be 

raised, and In the twinkling of an eye will be 

changed into a body like unto Christ and will 

meet his soul in the sky. If Brian, Sandy and I are 

still living when the Lord Jesus comes again, our 

imperfect bodies will also be changed into a body 

like unto the Lord Jesus, What a wonderful hope 

for those who know the Lord. 

 

Our heavenly Father, if I live to be a hundred, I 

would not have the time to thank you for the 

many blessings you have bestowed on our family. 

You are the only one who knows the hearts of 

Brian, Sandy, and I and knows how very much 

we miss the one we loved dearly, Thank you so 

much for giving him to me for 20 beautiful years, 

I sometimes think the last 10 years since Dave 

has been a heart patient has been the best years of 

our life. It has brought us closer together and 

caused us to appreciate each other more.  

 

Oh, I know You don't make mistakes; that’s why 

I prayed “Thy will be done” as Dave had his last 

attack. . . .  We know this isn’t Heaven down 

here. No matter how beautiful my home looks 

here, it is nothing to compare to the mansion I 

know you have waiting for the children and me. 

Sometimes I stop to think of how much I miss 

Dave, then I say, “Wanda, look up.” . . .  

 

Thank you God for loving us so much you sent 

your only Son, Jesus . . .  Before, I leaned on you 

and Dave.. Now, Lord, I’m leaning completely on 

you..  . . .  Help us to look forward to the rapture 

and tell others of your grace that is so sufficient 

for our every need and how you have outstretched 

arms asking all to “Come unto me, and I will give 

you rest”. 

 

In Jesus name I pray, 

 


