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LOrinda gray

Lorinda Gray is an award-
winning graphic designer 
and photographer. She is also 
passionate about gardening and 
decorating. She freelances from 
her home at The ragamuffin 
acre.  www.ragamuffincreative.com

char LeSSin

Contributors

Char Lessin though raised 
in Minnesota has had the 
opportunity of living in Mexico, 
Puerto rico, california, and nW 
arkansas. The experiences of 
living in several cultures has been 
enjoyable as well as a time of 
learning.

heather SOLuM

Heather Solum loves to stay 
on the top of the latest trends 
while exploring new uses for 
vintage treasures. She is an artist 
and designer who loves to make 
something out of nothing—from 
furniture to home decor. 

Obey God 
and leave 

all the 
consequences 

to Him.
—Charles F. Stanley
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I once heard  that the best way to grow closer to 

the Lord was to take communion. So, i thought, why wouldn’t 

i want to do that every day? i began taking a daily personal 

communion every morning as part of my quiet time.

ireMeMber
Communion

by Lorinda Gray



Gratefulness is the reason i want 
to stop for a few minutes each morning and 
thank Jesus for sacrificing his life on the cross 
for me and providing and caring for me on my 
life’s journey. 

grape juice and a cracker serve as the elements 
each morning. i prefer to use a bread that has 
no leaven in it because leaven represents sin. i 
like to use matzah bread when i can acquire it. 
Matzah is served in the Passover Sedar and, for the christian, the holes and stripes 
on the matzah represent the piercings, bruising, and stripes christ received on his 
body before his death on the cross (isaiah 53:5 and Psalm 22:14-18).

My communion cup is actually a whiskey shot glass that came in a set of glasses 
my father received about fifty years ago when he bought a cd at the bank. i never 
had a use for it before but it’s the perfect size and washable! 

While leading a fellowship group of single women a few years ago, i gave them 
each a gift of a little whiskey glass, some crackers, and a slip of paper that said, 
“i remember.”

during this easter season, you might want to begin a new tradition as part of your 
daily quiet time.

And he took bread, and when 

he had given thanks, he broke 

it and gave it to them, saying, 

“This is my body, which is 

given for you. Do this in 

remembrance of me.”  

And likewise the cup after they 

had eaten, saying, “This cup 

that is poured out for you is 

the new covenant in my blood.  
LuKe 22: 19-20 eSV

But he was pierced for our transgressions;
    he was crushed for our iniquities;
upon him was the chastisement that brought us peace,
    and with his wounds we are healed.  ISAIAH 53:5



Repurpose with purpose is our tag line. each 
product we have has a story behind it, we don't know all 
the stories, but a new story will be made as it leaves our 
booth. We take items which are not wanted anymore and 
make something new out of it. From furniture, frames, 
sheet  metal and more, we give new life to discarded 
items. 

Our goal is to bring new life to items, re-purpose 
unwanted wares. We’re doing this for our children and 
grandchildren. The green trend is not just a trend, it's 
away of life for many and we want to be part of it.

Our lifestyle is not boring. We travel each month to many 
different events. We’ve loved meeting new friends all over 
the county. They've become our community.

both my husband and i have enjoyed watching this 
business grow, with lots of hard work, laughter, tears, 
creativity, joy and exhaustion. We always say, this business 
is not for sissies! 

We are always looking for new products to introduce to 
our customers. you never know what you'll see in our 
booth. it’s different every show!  —Heather Solum

heather and chuck Solum 
are busy with their new 
business emma grace 
design. They sell their 

unique designs at vintage 
shows and flea market 

events in arkansas, 
Oklahoma, and texas. 

Visit Facebook to see where 
they will be showing. 

They are also at canton, 
texas the last weekend 

of every month. heather 
writes about the joys and 
challenges of running a 

design business. ➙



emma grace designs recently participated in a 
vintage flea market event in tulsa. heather’s unique 
pillows and the metal letter signs are popular items.



Minnesota Farm L ife Memories
I grew up in the 40s and 50s in the farming community of rollag, 
Minnesota. My great grandfather was one of the first men to settle in the rollag 
area coming over from norway. My great grandparents or grandparents on both 
sides came from norway and were amongst the organizers of rollag Lutheran 
church. i was born in 1942 and was to enjoy the area of rollag for all my growing 
up years and that is where today much of my family remains.

B
by Char Lessin

Grandmother Clara at the Rollag Lutheran Church. 



Rollag Lutheran Church 
was a big part of my growing up time, socially. The 
smell of coffee brewing in the basement is a familiar 
memory. homemade sandwiches, cakes, cookies and pies 
from the farm ladies kitchens were always anticipated. 
Most events were associated with coffee and food in 
the basement dining area. easter was a special Sunday 
because we would go to church wearing new dresses, 
spring coats, and hats! it might have been too cold for our 
new outfits but the excitement of knowing May was soon 
approaching with the hope of no more snow made it ok.

RoLLAG consisted of a small general store where we 
could buy anything from milk to gloves, two Lutheran 
churches, an implement shop, and five houses! don’t 
blink as you drive through as you may miss it! The rollag 
community consisted of farms every half mile or so apart, 
in all directions. going to “town” to shop for clothing 
was a huge event. at that time all the surrounding towns 
had two blocks on each side lined with beautiful stores 
from shoe stores to hardware stores. Stores with beautiful 
woolen skirts and sweaters, coats and hats, the malt 
shop—which since can not be matched, the store for 
farmer’s overalls and work shirts, the dime store which 

tOP LeFt: Char’s mother, Carol. This was taken at 18, around the time 
she was married.

tOP right: Char's dad would dry the dishes at times to help her mom.

right: The family had no camera so there are few early photos taken. 
This photo is very special as it is at Char’s great-grandmother Alma’s 
house (now on Steamer Hill) where they gathered at the kitchen table. 
Pictured are Bernie, Char, their parents, and Alma with her daughter 
and son-in-law.



with one teacher and yes, complete order and silence! 
Our desks were neatly lined up making isles and we 
were seated according to age. These schools were 
located out in the country along the back gravel roads 
and fields, for the neighboring farm children attend. 
One of the highlights of “country” school was when 
the bookmobile visited, allowing us to borrow library 
books until the next time they came. it was a large unit 
on wheels lined with shelves and filled with books. 

FAtHeR'S VoICe. One of the greatest memories 
of my childhood would be my father’s voice! he sang 
so beautifully never having had any training. he sang 
on the tractor, in the car, in the house from room to 
room and at church for all occasions. to wake me in 
the early mornings for school he would stand at my 
door and sing—i was not a morning person. i would 
love to wake up to his voice now and i’d give him a 
smile! When i was about eight years old i began to sing 
duets with my dad at many church functions. We also 
would sing together at home around our piano while 
my mother accompanied us. during congregational 
singing, standing next to him, his voice would be the 
loudest and most beautiful voice i would hear. i rarely 
am able to sing in congregational singing or any public 
setting since he passed away as i hear my father’s 
voice and cry. interestingly, i can sing when i’m alone 
though. hearing his voice in my memory singing “no 
One ever cared for me Like Jesus” brings me tears 
at the grocery store, in the car, at my kitchen sink—
anywhere! 

carried anything and everything—which was a fun place 
to shop for us kids. at that time the hardware stores had a 
section where they displayed everything from dishes and 
silverware to décor. This is where we would buy special 
gifts for weddings or birthdays. The little restaurants 
and bakeries in these little towns are unheard of today. it 
was like stepping into your neighbor’s kitchen knowing 
that everything on the menu would be homemade from 
“scratch.”

The country side surrounding rollag was dotted with 
Lutheran churches and one-roomed schoolhouses. i 
attended my first through eighth grades at the one-room 
school near our farm. all eight grades were in one room 

Char’s grandmother 
Clara with a farm horse. Char in second grade with her 

one-room school teacher. 
The teacher stayed with them 

during the weekdays at the farm.

Char and her dad singing 
in the living room.



wInteR wondeRLAnd. riding in the horse drawn 
sleigh is a vivid fun memory. i remember being covered 
with the wool black plaid blanket to keep warm. dick 
and dan were our horses and they pulled our sleigh. We 
would clip along over the hills and through the woods 
and the gravel road even took us through a small lake. 
Minnesota, the land of many lakes, made for fun ice 
skating during the winter as well as skiing and sledding. 
i have lots and lots of memories of being cold! but it was 
too much fun to keep me inside. My uncle ray would ski 
over to our farm in the winter before snowplows came to 
our back roads.

Home GRown. One could not talk about rollag 
farms without mentioning the lilac bushes that lined 

the farms and the fragrance and beauty they offered. also, the beautiful gardens and 
flower beds were planted by the farm women each year for canning and beauty. My 
mother canned her produce from her garden and berries from our woods to last the 
whole year. going to her shelves of canned goods in our dirt floor basement was a 
fun errand—i loved choosing from so many varieties of jams and pickles! i would 
accompany my mom each summer to visit our neighborhood farms to see the beautiful 
flowers that bloomed in the rich soil of the red river Valley—the pride of all. 

not only did we eat from my mother’s gardens, but we ate of my father’s labors as 
well—fresh milk, milked by hand, and eggs from our own chickens and our own meat. 

The farmhouse at Rollag with Rollag Lutheran Church steeple in 
background. The house was built by my grandmother Clara’s uncle 
and aunt who adopted her as a baby after her mother died. My 
grandmother was the 12th child and was born just south of Rollag.

tOP LeFt: Char with her brother 
Bernie in the Minnesota snow in 
1946. 

tOP right: Char and Bernie sing 
at a family Christmas gathering.

bOttOM LeFt: Char with her 
brother Chuck. She was very 
protective of him as he was her 
baby also!

bOttOM right: Char with her 
three brothers—Bernie, Chuck 
and Phil (our Christmas gift in 
1954).

as i grew older i enjoyed 
washing the eggs and 
helping feed the animals 
and even driving the tractor 
to help with harvesting. 
going into town with my 
dad in the old big truck 
loaded with grain to sell at 
the elevator, was a very big 
event in my childhood.



My mother taught me well as i worked alongside her 
in the house cleaning, baking, washing and ironing the 
clothes. i loved ironing the beautiful handkerchiefs, 
embroidered pillowcases, pretty aprons, embroidered 
dresser scarves, and beautiful tablecloths. My favorite 
job was hanging the laundry outside on our clotheslines 
in the fresh crisp Minnesota air. even in the wintertime 
we would hang the laundry on portable wooden clothes 
racks to freeze and come back in the house to dry carrying 
the smell of freshness. We would hang the shirts and 
dresses on a line strung across my bedroom in the winter 
for drying and as a child i would wake up in the dark and 
imagine people were there!

SteAm tHReSHeRS. i would go to rollag Store for 
an ice cream cone and many times temptation would 
have me walk up to the next building to watch norman 
nelson work in his shop making miniature steam engines! 
it always felt like i was watching a very special thing. 

One day in the early 1950s, those steam engines made their way up the road about 
a quarter of a mile to what we call “Steamers hill.” My parents were each involved 
in the beginning stages of the development of Western Minnesota Steam Threshers 
reunion. rollag farm community stays quiet and calm all year—but come Labor day 
weekend many thousands of people gather to remember how it used to be! My great 
grandmother’s big house was eventually moved to the “hill” and visitors now tour her 
house each Labor day weekend.

GRowInG up. i married and left 
rollag at the age of 21. We have 
since then lived far away, but the 
memories of my life there during the 
40s and 50s are always in my heart. i 
love visiting, but everything is seen 
through the eyes of my childhood. i 
“overlook” the remodelings and see 
things as they were.   

When i left home as a newlywed, 
my husband and i moved to 
california. Faithfully, every week 
my mom and i sent a letter to each other. Phone calls were only for holidays then. 
each week her letter would arrive and i would sit and read with my mind totally 
visualizing my dad in the field plowing, my brothers getting ready for the school day, 
my mom doing the laundry and baking her chocolate chip cookies, the neighbor 
dropping in for a cup of coffee and the church bell ringing.

When my dad passed away, i was home for a month with my mother. during that 
time was the annual Steam Threshers reunion. While my mom worked in the rollag 
Lutheran church food stand, serving meals to hundreds of people, i walked the hill 
with the steam engines proudly blowing their whistles as i wept looking over rollag 
and the fields and hills stretching out before me. What beautiful countryside and what 
beautiful memories!

Char (right) with her mother Carol in the summer of 
2012. Carol will turn 90 in June 2013

Today's view of the 
entrance to Rollag.



Missouri Botanical Garden

The Missouri Botanical Garden 
in St. Louis is a dreamy place to visit in the spring. 
tulips are blooming and the trees are bright green.

Photos by Lorinda Gray



The Missouri botanical garden was founded 
in 1859 and is the nation’s oldest botanical 

garden and is a national historic Landmark. 
The 79 beautiful acres include a 14-acre 
Japanese strolling garden and one of the 

world’s largest collections of rare orchids. 
One of my favorite spots on the garden is the 

george Washington carver garden. 

www.missouribotanicalgarden.org









The Packet House was built in 1869 by 
alexander Mcdonald on cantrell road in Little rock. 

architecturally, it is an example of Second empire Style. 
a lovely restaurant with style and good food.

Photos by Lorinda Gray

Packet House



The Packet house was 
home to a restaurant in 
the 1980s and had been 

empty for ten years before 
opening again in august 

2012. 

Friend Sandy and i 
recently enjoyed lunch 
at the restaurant near 

downtown Little rock.

The decor is clean and 
simple with stained glass 

windows and leaded 
glass windows. The color 
palette is soft and warm 
with surprises of color in 

the chandelier in the foyer 
(top right) and colorful 
pillows in the seating 

areas. 

There are several 
fireplaces and artwork 

from local artists is 
displayed throughout.







The back of the restaurant has a patio for outdoor 
dining. The arkansas river is just across the parking 

lot. even the ladies room is delightfully decorated.



Villa Philbrook was built in 1927 by genevieve 
and Waite Phillips, the prominent Oklahoma oilman. 

The lovely tulsa mansion which sits on 23 acres in west tulsa 
has been the home to an amazing art collection since 1939.

Photos by Lorinda Gray

The Philbrook Museum of Tulsa



The Philbrook has an 
extensive collection of 
european art as well as 

collections of american, 
Moden, native american, 

and african art. above, 
the circular lobby of the 
museum is a welcoming 

entryway to the museum.

www.philbrook.org



The 72-room mansion 
still has the residence 

intact. a massive 
marble fireplace is the 
centerpiece to one of 
the exhibition rooms. 

beautiful stained glass 
windows grace the 
stairway landings.



LeFt: La Villa restaurant 
offers a view of the 

gardens. herbs from the 
garden season the recipes 
served at the restaurant.

tOP: unique lighting 
fixtures hang above 

the restaurant.

tOP right: a fountain 
in the garden 

right: The Little 
Shepherdess by William-

adolphe bouguereau. 
1889.



The natural 
environment of the 

Philbrook gardens are 
as exciting and lovely 
as the art inside the 

museum. The gardens 
were re-designed and 

completed in 2004.
a combination of 
color and running 

water make the 
gardens a haven in 
which to relax and 

enjoy nature’s beauty.



touring the gardens 
makes one feel as if 

they are in an italian 
wonderland. niece 
Sophie enjoyed her 
first photographic 

adventure at 
The Villa Philbrook.



 Friend Joni baked her Grand-
mother Henrietta’s recipe for Sun-
shine Sponge Cake. Joni especially 
treasures the recipe because it is 
written in her grandmother’s hand-
writing.

Sunshine Sponge Cake
5 eggs—separated
1½ cups sugar
1½ cups flour
½ teaspoon baking powder
½ teaspoon salt
½ teaspoon cream of tartar

Beat yolks of five eggs with two teaspoons 
of water. Add 1½ cups sifted sugar. Beat 
until light. Add ½ cup boiling water to 
sugar and beat until sugar dissolves. 

Sift 1½ cups flour with ½ teaspoon baking 
powder. Flavor. 

Beat egg whites with ½ teaspoon salt and 
½ teaspoon cream of tartar. Fold into first 
mixture. 

Bake in ungreased tube pan one hour at 
350°.

Recipes

Joni serves friends Mary and Hope the sponge cake 
at a tea party. One of the fun things about the cake 
is that it can be garnished in different ways.



 Friend Tonda is the “hostess 
with the mostess.” Her mom was a 
wonderful Cajun cook and Tonda 
inherited her cooking talents. Tonda 
loves to entertain friends and family 
in her home.

Ham and Corn Chowder
¾ gallon milk (2% can be used)
1 cup onion, diced
1 bag frozen corn
2 cups diced cooked ham
2 cups diced parboiled potatoes
1 stick butter
¼ cup flour
garlic to taste

Melt butter in a stock/soup pot and sauté 
onions until soft. Add garlic to taste. 

Saute corn, ham, potatoes, one at a time 
in butter with the onions and garlic. 

Gradually sprinkle in flour and stir until 
well coated. 

Pour in milk and cook on low until heated 
through. (Milk will burn on bottom if 
cooked too high temp.)



Cream Cheese 
Confetti Cookies
¼ cup butter or margarine, softened
1 8-oz. package of cream cheese, softened
1 egg yolk
¼ teaspoon vanilla
1 package confetti cake mix

Cream butter and cream cheese together. 
Blend in the egg yolk and vanilla. 

Add the dry cake mix, ⅓ at a time. Mix well 
after each addition. If a mixer is used, add 
the last third of the cake mix by hand.

Cover and chill for 30 minutes.

Heat the oven to 375°. Drop level teaspoons 
onto an ungreased baking sheet. 

Bake 12 minutes or until light brown.

 I found this recipe in the newspaper. I had just 
purchased some confetti cake mixes on sale and this was 
a great way to use them without eating so many cakes!



Spring Shots

Photos by 
Lorinda Gray


