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Hello, Ladies, 
 

Greetings from wintry Ohio! 

 

Wouldn’t it be nice if we could have a warm 

chat over lunch!  I love to hear what the 

Lord is doing in your life.  So many of you 

offer smiles, encouragement and reminders 

of your prayers for our ministry.  Thank 

you!   

 

I am blessed by your model of faithfulness 

and continued trust in the Lord. 

 

   Love,  Pat 
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“A Father’s Love” 

 
Testimony of Mildred Hussey 

Written By Ruth Hussey Hess 

Christmas Eve 
“With apology to Clement Moore” 

By Marian Dautel 

'Twas the night before Christmas,  

 when all through the field  

Not a shepherd was stirring; to sleep they did yield.  

Their robes were wrapped 'round them  

 with greatest of care  

In hopes that the cold winds their bodies would spare. 

The sheep were all nestled on hilltop and slope, 

While lambs skipped around;  

 'twas like jumping a rope. 

The shepherds were weary and  

 with staves on their lap  

Had just settled down for a bit of a nap, 

When out of the heavens there arose such a sight 

They sprang to their feet to see what was so bright.  

Away in the distance there flew like a bird 

A great beam of light; then a loud voice was heard. 

The voice spoke from Heaven to shepherds below 

And told them the news they long waited to know. 

The brightness of light on the crest of the hills 

Gave a luster of midday to rocks and to rills, 

When what to their wondering eyes should appear 

The angel of God -- and he seemed to draw near. 

With a cold little shiver so strange and so odd 

They knew in a moment this was truly of God. 

More rapid than eagles their fears on them came. 

Then the angel spake to them  

 and called them by name, 

"Hark, Joseph; hark, Simon; hark, Reuben and Amos, 

Hark, Malcham; hark, Caleb;  

 hark, Crispus and Demas, 

To the top of the hill, to the city so small, 

Be on your way; don't delay; on your way, al1" 

As dry leaves that before the wild hurricane fly,  

When they meet with an obstacle, mount to the sky 

They took up their bundles,  

 their rods, and their crooks,  

And their feet fairly flew over gravel and brooks. 

It seemed but a twinkling of time 'til they came 

To the City of Bread; Bethlehem was its name. 

As they drew near the gates and were turning around 

They found that the streets did with people abound. 

The shepherds in work clothes  

 from their heads to their feet  

Were walking confused along street after street, 

Each a bundle of food had flung on his back, 

And they all looked like peddlers,  

 each carrying his sack  

Their eyes, how they twinkled!  

They searched every dwelling, 

Their cheeks became flushed  

 as the story they're telling.  

Could anyone tell them where Jesus was born? 

None seemed to know;  

 'twas the first Christmas morn! 

Then they spoke not a word, but straight to the inn,  

Found it filled up with people and  
 with noise to the brim.  
They inquired of the keeper if Jesus was there, 
But he was so busy he just gave them a stare. 
Then all of a sudden a thought came to mind - 
Could it be in the stable this Jesus they'd find? 
They sprang to their feet,  
 To their dogs gave a whistle, 
And away to the stable they flew like a thistle. 
He was there in a manger, most glorious sight, 
The Blessed Redeemer,  
 Israel's long-promised Light. 
And down through the. ages,  
 we hear them exclaim, 
"Happy Christmas to all  
 in our dear Savior's name.”     ∞ 
 

Wedding BellsWedding BellsWedding BellsWedding Bells    
 

Pat Hunt was  

married to Harry 

Ambacher in 2004. 

 

Mildred Hussey will 

be married to  

Robert Mitchell on 

Feb. 5, 2005. 

 

 

 

 

  

Prayer RequestsPrayer RequestsPrayer RequestsPrayer Requests    
Helen Lawhead just had back surgery for 

a bone spur.  She also has cancer. 

 

Hurricane HurdlesHurricane HurdlesHurricane HurdlesHurricane Hurdles    
Maranatha Village in Sebring, FL had 

some hurricane damage.  Maranatha is 

home to Mabel Strong, Theona Smelser 

and Mildred Hussey.  Ethel Jeremiah 

had damage to her mobile home where she 

winters.   

 

WIT 



A life full of opportunity and joy passed 

before my eyes as I remembered my wedding 

vows spoken in that very same place, with the 

man of my dreams.  I recalled  the joy of my 

husband’s ordination to the ministry in that 

very place and the wonderful ways God has 

chosen to use my life over these past 70 years 

of walking with Him.  When I walked out of 

Central Baptist Church that day, it was with 

renewed gratitude that God gives hope.  He 

holds it out to those of us who are 

hurting from all sorts of hopeless 

situations and He calls us to Him-

self where we find refuge and 

strength.  ∞ 

 

said, I had been perfectly created by a God who 

loved me and had a wonderful purpose for my 

life.  I was not a nobody, who was crazy in the 

head.  I had more to offer than a nervous stam-

mering tongue and a lifetime of misery.  My 

heavenly father began to build into my life the 

confidence and assurance I would need to walk 

with Him. 

 

God was faithful and the dear people of my 

church were faithful to love me 

through my years of growing in 

Him.  When God provided a won-

derful man from that same church 

to be my husband, no one was 

more surprised than me.  When he 

called us to the ministry following 

World War II, I still could not believe it.  I often 

look back on what “might have been” were it 

not for the grace of God and marvel at the per-

son He had planned for me to be all along. 

 

Last summer while visiting my sister in 

London, I once again attended the church of my 

youth.  As the sanctuary sat empty of people, I 

found my seat in the balcony and right in the 

same pew where Christ spoke to me so many 

years ago, I rested before reliving the moment 

in time that changed me forever.  Slowly, I rose 

to my feet and with tears in my eyes, I made 

that very same pilgrimage to the front of the 

church.  Kneeling in precisely the same place, I 

gave thanks to God for taking this little nobody, 

giving her a father who sent His son to die for 

her and transforming her life into a servant for 

Him. 

 

fashion. I was twelve years old at the time, and 

just beginning to understand my own feelings 

of inadequacy because I wasn’t “right in the 

head” as my father so often reminded me. 

 

 I was immediately awed at the sight of 

this huge Victorian home which had been 

renovated and transformed into what would 

become the center of my life for many years.  

Central Baptist Church and the people in it, 

loved me and accepted me just as I was.  They 

didn’t seem to notice that I “was crazy in the 

head” at all.  The nervous condition that had 

hospitalized me twice seemed to fade like a 

bad memory as they began to love me to Jesus. 

 

 It took two years, but my heart began to 

break as I understood the love of Christ 

and hope of a future in 

heaven.  That Sunday, as the 

tears fell like rain, I slowly 

walked from my seat in the 

balcony of my church 

“home” and bowed my knee 

to Jesus.  I knew at that moment that there 

would be no turning back, no matter what.  

With this one decision, I knew that my past 

was history and a new future lay before me.  

What I hadn’t counted on, was the anger of my 

father. 

 

With the slamming of the door of our 

home that day, came the ending to a bitter 

chapter of my life and Christ began to write 

His story on the pages of my heart.  My father 

made the decision to walk out of our lives and 

I began to understand that despite what he 

 “You’ll not bring any crazy religion into this 

house!” my Dad yelled at me from 

his rocking chair in the living room.  He jumped 

up and menacingly shook a clenched fist in my 

face to emphasize his feelings toward any daugh-

ter of his that would take the name of Christ. 

Minutes later, I sat in my bedroom listening to my 

parents shout, hearing the door slam in anger and 

then a sudden quiet descend over our home as my 

eyes welled with tears. You see I had always 

longed for a father who would love me no matter 

what, and now at the age of fourteen, I finally un-

derstood there was such a father available to me. 

 

 From the day I was born in that warm little 

bedroom off the kitchen of our home in Brant-

ford, Ontario, I had seemed a misfit.  As if it 

weren’t enough that I was not a son, the difficulty 

of my birth resulted in seemingly men-

tal and physical defects that would 

cause my father to reject me through-

out my childhood.  It is not so difficult 

to survive poverty and want when you 

are loved, but to understand that your 

father has no use for you, makes flourishing al-

most an impossibility. 

 

 When one afternoon, two people arrived at 

our front door offering a free bus ride to church 

the next Sunday, I was ecstatic.  Since my father, 

who did not live with us on a regular basis, was 

off to parts unknown, mother gladly accepted the 

invitation and I could hardly wait.  The attraction 

was not the church, but the bus!  You see, it was 

1932 and buses were just beginning to become 

widely used through out the city of London and 

we were overjoyed to be treated in such grand 

My heart began to 

break as I understood 

the love of Christ 

I finally understood 

there was such a father 

available to me. 

A Father’s Love 
The girlhood testimony of Mildred Hussey  —  Written by: Ruth Hussey Hess 

 

 

Send me your news or a story of God's 

Providence in your life. 

360 College Hill Drive • Cedarville, OH 45314 
Email: WarrenOARBC@juno.com 

(937) 766-5913 

 


