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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

chriSti SLatOn

Christi Slaton grew up in the 
denver Metro area, but now 
she calls the Ozark Mountains 
“home” where she lives with her 
husband and two cats. She is a 
greeting card designer, and hopes 
to become a published children’s 
book writer and illustrator.
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Quinda Farine

Quinda Farine is the mother 
of four grown daughters and 
11 grandchildren. She and her 
husband, albert, live on a farm.

Debora Smith travels every 
summer to Mexico on a 
mission trip with her church. 
The rest of the year, she is an 
office manager for a financial 
firm and enjoys coffee with 
friends and taking care of her 
pup, Kat.



Oh, come let 
us adore Him!

These are what i call my 
“Five greats.”

Tyler. Jack. Madilyn. 
Tanner. Owen.

nieces amy and amber 
dressed their kids in 

nativity costumes for a 
memorable christmas 

card photo.
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I have no peace! 
I have no quiet! 
I have no rest! 

And trouble keeps coming!  
JOb 3:26 gW

I. HAVE. TOO. MUCH. TO. DO!

buiLding
Margin
into your life

We’re all busy and that adds to 
the stress of life. do we really have to live that 
way? do you really want to live that way? is life 
better with a full calendar? a few years ago i 
delivered a devotion about building margin into 
life. recently, a friend said he remembered that 
talk and how it helped him so i thought i would 
dust it off and share again. 

Areas of overload:
Many things can bring stress and overload to 
our daily routine. do you recognize any of these  
areas of overload?

❉ Activities—little league, dance classes, bible 
study, choir rehearsal, car pool

❉  Change—divorce, death, job loss, empty nest

❉  Work—overtime, deadlines, personnel issues

❉  Finances—the mortgage, college for kids, 
car payments and repair bills, tithe, vacation, 
groceries 

❉  Media—texting, emailing, twittering, 
Facebook,  politics, the news

❉  Relationships—parents, children, friends, 
family

The benefits of margin:
❉  More peace of mind

❉  better health…stress harms us

❉  Stronger relationships

❉ available for god to use. When you are 
overloaded, you go into survival mode and 
you think only of yourself. god may give you 
an opportunity and you see it as just one 
more thing to do.

Steps to building margin 
   in your life:
1. Accept human limitations. 
❉  We aren’t god and we can’t do everything.

❉  how many people do you carry emotionally?

❉  We can only be in one place at a time.

❉  irritability is caused by overload.

I have learned that everything has limits...
PSaLM 119:96

Our time is limited. You (God) have given us 
only so many months to live and have set limits 
we cannot go beyond. JOb 14:5 ncV

Margin: 
The space between 

my load and my limit.



2. Expect to have problems.
Jesus: In this world you will have trouble. 
JOhn 16:33

A prudent person foresees difficulties ahead and 
takes precautions: the simpleton goes blindly on 
and suffers the consequences. PrOVerbS 22:3 Lb

3. Put   s  p  a  c  e   in your schedule.
Only someone too stupid to find his way home 
would wear himself out with work. 
eccLeSiaSteS 10:15 gn

4. Prune activities periodically.
Everything is permissible for me—but not 
everything is beneficial. i cOrinthianS 6:12

5. Do less and trust God more.
We were under great pressure, far beyond our 
ability to endure... As it turned out, it was the 
best thing that could have happened. Instead of 
trusting in our own strength or wits to get out 
of it, we were forced to trust God totally—not a 
bad idea since He’s the God who raises the dead!
2 cOrinthianS 1:8-9

Ever wonder about the 
abbreviation A.S.A.P.? 

generally we think of it in terms of even more 
hurry and stress in our lives. Maybe if we think 
of this abbreviation in a different manner, we 
will begin to find a new way to deal with those 
rough days along the way.

There’s work to do, deadlines to meet; 
you’ve got no time to spare, 
but as you hurry and scurry—
a.S.a.P.—aLWayS Say a Prayer.

in the midst of family chaos,
“Quality time” is rare.
do your best; let god do the rest—
a.S.a.P.—aLWayS Say a Prayer.

it may seem like your worries
are more than you can bear.
Slow down and take a breather—
a.S.a.P.—aLWayS Say a Prayer.

god knows how stressful life is;
he wants to ease our cares,
and he’ll respond to all your needs—
a.S.a.P.—aLWayS Say a Prayer.

—anonymous 

Teach us to number our days, 
that we may present to 
You a heart of wisdom.  

PSaLM 90:12



It is getting closer and closer 
to christmas and many of the writers in this 
publication already have all their decorating 
done, all their shopping done with gifts all 
wrapped and under a shiny tree. That puts 
me in a bad situation. i am the mother of 
four grown daughters and recently at a family 
gathering i wandered in just in time to hear 
the oldest one say, “do you remember the 
christmas we only got iOus?” actually, she was 
right!

i took turns at the hospital being at his side all 
the time—day and night. (This was in the days 
before intensive care wards took over these 
chores.)

i had four young girls at home with a husband 
who was running both our farm and his 
parent’s farm. he was busy with hungry cattle 
and chickens, a mostly missing wife, four kids 
that did not know the word “cooperate,” and 
horrid weather. The hospital was 35 miles 
from our home. We live in northwest arkansas 

i am a procrastinator…have been all my life. 
The year of the iOu (1983) was one of a perfect 
storm, in more than one way. i was running a 
state-wide survey that ran into problems and 
i was traveling all over arkansas visiting with 
the emumerators and putting out fires. in late 
October my father-in-law came home from a 
hunting trip in colorado with a sore throat. 
Within weeks he was diagnosed with throat 
cancer and by mid-december he was having his 
second surgery that included losing his ability 
to speak and swallow. My mother-in-law and 

i.O.u.
Christmas

right: Quinda 
with her daughters 
ann, Susan, Sarah, 

and Jane



and at that time our highways were narrow 
and without shoulders. and, the hilly roads 
were covered with ice and snow. Worry about 
everything was the item of the day!

no one was pulling out christmas decorations 
and all shopping lists were carried around in 
a purse or pocket. as christmas grew closer 
my father-in-law got worse and so did the 
weather. a friend volunteered to stay at the 
hospital so i could hit the mall and at least buy 
the main gifts for the girls. but, a big snow 
and ice storm hit Fayetteville and the mall was 
closed for several days! it was so icy i could not 

have made it anyway. On christmas morning i 
managed to be home but Santa claus had not 
been to our house with what the kids wanted.  
They all got envelopes with an iOu promising 
a special shopping trip with Mom to get their 
special gift. They were too young to fully 
appreciate the circumstances or the iOu and 
they had to be satisfied with what little we had 
gathered before the storm.  

They had no memory of gifts maybe, but the 
stories about their inept mother have grown 
over the years. decorating at my house now is 
still delayed. Shopping less so. We now have 11 

grandchildren to buy for but the internet has 
come to the rescue many times. all it takes is a 
mouse click and the gift is purchased, wrapped, 
and on-time. My girls are great shoppers and 
decorators and would never let themselves get 
in such a situation…unless they too are put 
into such a storm!

Fortunately for us all we knew that the real 
gift of christmas is the birth of our Lord Jesus 
christ. When we are tested he is the one who 
sees us through the crisis. even the youngest 
child can understand that Jesus is why we have 
christmas.                                   —Quinda Farine

The Farine Family has grown to 22 and gathers 
each year for a big vacation. This year they 

celebrated Albert and Quinda’s 50th anniversary.



Being born on december 
25th has always been one more reason i 
love christmas, when the whole world is already 
candlelit and glowy.  My home state of colorado 
seemed extra christmasy like a life-size snowglobe 
complete with homemade snow slides, snowballs, snowmen 
(along with their snow trucks, of course), and snow angels—all of which 
added a brisk and blustery “cool” to our warm holiday traditions.

One of the more blustery cool experiences happened the year my father took 
us to the mountains over the christmas holiday. along with the other kids 
from church, dad loaded my brother and me into the van to make the two-
hour trek from denver to adventure Park in Frazier, colorado, where we would...
let it sink in...ride innertubes down the side of the mountain.  

ride innertubeS dOWn the Side OF the MOuntain! There is no way i could 
adequately describe the amount of fear yet excitement of the whole idea! not wanting to miss out, 
we bundled up our nerves and began to ride west. 

The
 First
  Big Run

photo by Justin eddy



upon our arrival, we were sequentially 
mittened, snowsuited, wool-socked and booted 
as if in a winter wonderland assembly line. We 
began selecting our innertubes while eyeing the 
tip-top of the snow covered hill. Standing on 
either side of the bowl-shaped run were pine 
trees with snow-ladened branches a couple 
of hundred yards away and a small icy ramp 
was somewhere in the middle. The lake at the 
bottom was frozen solid and so covered with 
snow that the shoreline could not be detected, 
giving the appearance that the hill literally went 
on forever—or at least to the end of the earth. 
eventually the last of us, innertube in hand, 
walked nervously to the edge.

it was time.  

The bravest went first, sitting balanced 
precariously on their tubes, weight on the back 
halves with fronts overhanging. They waited for 
the rest of us to follow, then interlocking our 
arms, we slowly counted aloud to three.

“One,” (heart leaping into my throat…) 

“two,” (trying to catch my breath…)

“Three!” finally came and we simultaneously 
lurched forward, tubes no longer teetering but 
now beginning their descent. We were past 
the point of no return! Picking up speed, we 
raced wildly down the mountain hook-armed 
and mostly shut-eyed, the blur of distant pines 
streaking green as we flew by. The cold stream 

of air dried out our eyes leaving salt-crusted 
tears across our faces that mingled back into 
our hair, while screams and squeals of laughter 
followed behind.  

targeting the ramp, those more daring than 
myself hoped to launch high into the air which 
inevitably ended in a snowpacked pile of puffy 
snowsuited kids, their riderless innertubes 
resting peacefully on the frozen lake below.  
narrowly missing the ramp, i slid down the rest 
of the hill arriving at the bottom near my smiling 
father who stood there waiting. (he went first to 
show us it could be survived.) i did it!  

While i laughed out the tale of the First big 
run, he took off my mittens and briskly rubbed 
my fingercicles (more cold from nerves than 
snow), warming my mittens inside his jacket. 
i couldn’t wait to do it all over again and again 
and again! i had to get back up to the top of the 
mountain.

but first, the handle lift. Oh the handle lift! 

i didn’t have to tell him how much i was 
dreading it. dad already knew. a combination 
of upper arm strength, timing and coordination 
were required, none of which i possessed.  
balancing belly-down on my innertube and 
looking backwards over my shoulder, i laid 
under a mechanical pulley-cable waiting for 
the attached handle to pass a foot overhead.  
it started at my toes then gradually moved up 

my back, shoulders, and head. With my arm 
stretched forward as if swimming freestyle, i 
strained to grasp the handle in my hand, hoping 
it wouldn’t take my mitten completely off and 
tow it up to the top without me. i grabbed the 
handle and hung on mightily as it dragged my 
tube and me up the snowy hill like Superman— 
except that i was flightless and in slow motion.  
halfway up the hill i felt as if my arm would 
simply break off at the shoulder leaving me 
to slide down backwards, knocking all of the 
subsequent belly-tubers off of their handles 
much like riding bumper cars but in reverse.  
hypothetically, of course. i’m sure that never 
happened.

but alas!  i made it to the top! and the warming 
house, which proved to be my favorite part 
of the experience, was in sight. after several 
successful runs (and a couple that weren’t) my 
frozen toes could no longer move and it was 
time to go inside. The fire thawed them from 
the outside in while hot cocoa warmed me 
from the inside out, meeting somewhere in the 
middle. as everyone came stumbling in, boots 
heavy with ice-block feet, stories were told of 
who slid the farthest, who flew the highest, who 
rolled down the mountain sans-innertube, and 
the fact that no one accidentally let go while 
riding the handle lift back to the top.  

Well, except maybe once.
—Christi Slaton



Christmas was always an exciting time of 
year for me and my sisters. We looked forward to going 
to my aunt and uncle’s home in Missouri, even though we 
only had a truck to go in. Looking back, i don’t know how 
my parents did it..  

My sister della and i were usually in charge of going out 
and finding a tree in the pasture. Sometimes that took a 
few days of going out and hunting for hours or until our 
toes were frozen. We would come home and Mom would 
rub our feet with ointment and put socks on them. We 
would put them up to the warm wood stove. When we 
found the perfect tree we would mark it with a ribbon 
and try to cut it down but usually daddy would have to 
go cut it down for us. We would take the ornaments that 
we made with our Mom and put them on the tree along 
with the lights and some purchased ornaments made of 
glass. The store-bought ornaments always sparkled in 
the tree lights. This was great fun and a time to get along 
with each other. after all, we did want Santa to come! My 
sisters and i would make out our lists and mail them to 
Santa. i always hoped Santa got them.

We would watch “rudolph” and “Frosty the Snowman” 
on the tV. Our television was black and white so i didn’t 

Christmas
long long ago

see rudolph in color until i was an adult. Sometimes i 
am glad that i saw it in black and white as it made you 
use your imagination more. i still watch rudolph and 
Frosty each year when they come on and remember the 
innocent childhood that i had and the fun times with my 
sisters. 

When snow fell, we would always go out and make a 
snowman together and play until we were frozen. We 
would go inside and have hot chocolate. it tasted so good 
and warmed us inside.

Deb and her sisters 
build a snowman while 

their toes freeze!



This was the one time of year that we went to church. Since there were not many 
children we would all be in the play about Jesus birth. We had a good time and 
afterwards we were all given stockings with yummy fruit and candy. 

When we would go to my aunt and uncle’s house it was always so magical and beautiful 
almost glowing , my aunt had a small church that she put out then that i would sit and 
look at—the windows glowing with the light that was within.

growing older and having a family of your own, can help you relive childhood. 
What fun that was! it was always a time to have family and friends over to make new 
memories and think of loved ones that have gone on. We always remembered all the 
love felt for each one. What a wonderful time of the year as we remember that Jesus 
came to earth to save each of us from our sin, so that we can spend eternity with him. 
Thank you, god, for sending your Son to die for me as i celebrate Jesus’ birth.

—Deb Smith



Christmas at the Smith Home

Visiting Rosalinda and 
Mike Smith’s home is like 

stepping back in time.
Photos by Lorinda Gray



The Smith home 
was featured on the cover of 

Country Living in december 1985. 
The home was originally built as 
a gray saltbox style but they just 
recently changed the look of the 
house by adding the front porch 
and changing the color. an extra 

wing that is bricked was also 
added containing a large kitchen, 

living room, master bedroom, and 
upstairs bedroom.

The Smiths are true craftsmen and 
are known for creating primitive 
items. at one time, they supplied 

primitive christmas ornaments for 
the gift shop at the american Folk 

art Museum in new york city. 

top: a statue of diana 
the huntress in the front yard. 

bottom right: For many years, 
the family celebrated christmas in 
the little cabin in the back yard that 

now serves as a guest cottage. 
The cabin was built in 1873 and 

came from War eagle.

The Smith home is for sale on the real estate 
market and would make a perfect bed and 
breakfast. The Smiths may be contacted at 

mikrosmi@cox.net.



The keeping room is cozy with a tree full 
of the family's sentimental ornaments. 

Rosalinda stitched the gingerbread man (top 
right) with brown paper and a little batting.



The elegant dining room contains 19th century 
pieces of furniture and artwork. rosalinda covers 

the fruit with sugar (top left) for the dining table 
centerpiece. The new wing added to the home a few 

years ago is through the French doors. 

bottom left: a poster announcing the Light 
up Siloam Springs christmas event hangs in the 

kitchen. Libby Smith Woolbright, a relative, helped 
with the decorating event in the downtown area.



The formal living 
room is ready for a tea 
party. Vintage toys sit 

beneath the tree.







something simple

            cream. 
you may feel like you have stepped into a sepia-toned photograph 
when you enter Kaylene Shepard’s shop, Something 
Simple in eureka Springs, arkansas. color is minimal. Kaylene has 
made a name for herself in the design community with her creamy 
paper arts and creative home decor for about fourteen years. Kaylene 
collects old and odd items and turns them into original art. her 
inventory is constantly changing with repurposed and recycled items 
that are one-of-a-kind.

The sign out front announces home Furnishings, accessories, and 
delights. The following pages show some of the unique “delights” and 
home decor you will find at Something Simple.

somethingsimpleonline.com

White. 







There’s always a few 
kitties around 

Something Simple. 
Jake is the current 

reigning cat-in-residence. 
he keeps Kaylene 

company as she creates 
her products and visits 

with customers.



calendars.
clocks.

 Watches.
Just in time for 

new years!



The beautiful Reagan Library sits atop 
a mountain at Simi Valley, california. a recent 

visit to the library found it to be fascinating with 
facts, quotes, and memorabilia about our 40th 
President of the united States. it is definitely 
worth the visit when in southern california.

www.reaganfoundation.org

The Great Communicator

An exact replica 
of the Oval Office 

during the Reagan 
Administration



The bible of President reagan's 
mother, Nelle, was on display 

showing the verse she marked from 
2 chronicles 7:14—

If my people, which are called by my 
name, shall humble themselves, and 

pray, and seek my face, and turn 
from their wicked ways; then will 

I hear from heaven, and will forgive 
their son, and will heal their land.

❦
i was intrigued by the words 

and quotes of President reagan. 
They were presented in many ways 

throughout the museum. 

left: a note he wrote to Mrs. reagan 
for Mother’s day. The telegrams to the 
right were sent to her when he was on 
the road. The collection of index cards 

to the right show how he collected 
interesting quotes since the 1950s. 

“The wit and wisdom he showed in 
his speeches earned him the title of 

The Great Communicator.”



The whole idea of the 
Presidency is having 

somebody in the Oval 
Office who can try to 

get above the bickering 
and buttonholing in the 

cloakrooms and corridors 
and say, “Look, enough 

of this. Let’s just get 
something done for a 
change that will help 

the people.”
• 

Freedom prospers when 
religion is vibrant and the 

rule of law under god 
is acknowledged.

• 
i've noticed everyone 
who is for abortion 

has already been born.

The most terrifying words 
in the english language are: 
“i’m from the government 

and i'm here to help.”
•

i believe art binds us to one 
another...When we hear an 
especially touching strain 
of music or watch a lovely 
pas de deux, the emotions 
of an entire audience meld 

together, and we are on with 
the performance. 

•

Let us be sure that those 
who come after will say of us 
in our time, that in our time 
we did everything that could 

be done. We finished the 
race; we kept them free; 

we kept the faith.



A beam from the 
Twin Towers of 

911 is on display 
in the library.

above: 
it was amazing to see 

Air Force One 
in the museum. The 

tour allowed us to walk 
through the airplane. 
The helicopter to the 

right was  also on 
display.

left: Memorabilia 
of the inauguration 
gave friend Jon an 

opportunity to deliver 
his acceptance speech.



above: a photo of nancy reagan being comforted 
by her children. This brought back memories of 

watching the funeral on television.

right: a display of Presidential busts from a 
temporary disney exhibit that was also at the library.



College of the Ozarks

College of the Ozarks has provided 
a Christian education since 1906. 
Visit this campus when you are in 
the Branson, Missouri area and 
you’ll receive quite an education!

Photos by Lorinda Gray



The 
Keeter Center 

a lovely log building 
provides campus visitors 
with 30 guest rooms, a 
fine restaurant, and gift 

shop. The dobbins dining 
room is entered through 
a bakery and ice cream 

shop. The ice cream and 
butter is made in the 

college’s dairy. hotel and 
restaurant Management 

and culinary arts degrees 
are offered but many 

of the students we met 
working in the Keeter 

center were also majoring 
in other subjects such as 
pre-med and sociology. 
The approximately 1400 
students are accepted to 

the college on the basis of 
financial need, academic 
ability, sound character, 

and a willingness to work. 
Only 1 in 16 applicants 
are accepted and 90% of 
the graduates have jobs 

on graduation day.

tOP LeFt: A fabulous fireplace 
in the Keeter Center lobby. All 
of the buildings on the campus 
were built by the students. The 
workmanship is excellent. 

bOttOM LeFt: Signs around the 
campus remind students and 
visitors of the nickname given 
to the college by the Wall Street 
Journal—“Hard Work U.”

tOP right: The Dobbins Dining 
Room entryway with the bakery 
and ice cream shop. 

bOttOM right: Chicken fried 
steak and green beans. Yum! The 
restaurant is well-known for its 
delicious menu and first-rate 
service.



Some students work in the historic Edwards Mill 
grinding whole-grain meal and flour. Other students 

demonstrate basket and textile weaving in the upstairs 
studio. items such as flour, whole-grain meal, placemats, 

rugs and baskets can be purchased at the mill's store.



if you love orchids and plants, you'll want to see the 
greenhouses. an award-winning orchid collection 
is grown there. One of the school's first students, clint 
Mcdade, donated the nucleus of the collection. Some 

orchids and plants are for sale at the greenhouse.



Visiting the 
Star 

Schoolhouse 
made you feel as if you 
were stepping back in 
time. Spellers, slates, 

inkwells, and a school 
marm. The school was 
founded in 1863 and 

taught different grades 
until 1936. The school 
was moved from barry 
county Missouri to the 

college in 1972.



The Williams Chapel was built by students in 
1958. a beautiful gothic structure with colorful stained 
glass windows. The hyer bell tower is attached to the 

chapel. Surely a favorite spot for weddings.



The 
Fruitcake &

Jelly Kitchen 
is a tempting part of the 
campus tour. Students 

began making fruitcakes 
in 1934 and now bake 

more than 40,000 
fruitcakes per year. you 
can also purchase jellies 
and apple butter. Many 
famous dignitaries—

including Prime 
Minister Margaret 

Thatcher and President 
george and barbara 

bush—have toured the 
kitchen and received a 
delicious fruitcake for 

christmas. 

Lake Honor is near the center of the campus.

College of the Ozarks is a true gem in 
southwest Missouri. above is the view from Point 

Lookout View of the Ozarks at the edge of the campus. 
The view overlooks Lake taneycomo. There are other 

sites on the campus we didn't have time to tour including  
the gaetz tractor Museum and the W. alton Jones dairy. 
do go on a tour the next time you are in the branson area. 

The college’s web site is: www.cofo.edu.



Neighbor’s Mill 
Bakery & Cafe 

One of harrison, arkansas’s most unique eating 
establishments is neighbor’s Mill & cafe—a family- 
owned cafe that specializes in breads, sandwiches, 

soups, salads, pizzas, desserts, and espresso coffees. 
a warm and inviting atmosphere makes you want to 

sit and savor your lunch and visit with friends. Visit the 
Mill as you drive through the Ozark Mountains. They 

are on the main drag between Little rock and branson.

www.neighborsmill.com





 On my recent visit to Southern 
California, Cousin Jan made this 
tasty salad for a cousin gathering. 
You will want to eat the entire bowl!

Pear Mousse Salad
16-oz. can of pears
2 tablespoons of lemon juice
3 ozs. of lemon Jello®
8 ozs. cream cheese
reserved pears
2 cups of cool whip, thawed
 ½ cup of chopped nuts

Drain pear juice (reserve pears) 
into small saucepan and add lemon 
juice. 

Bring to a boil. Add and stir 
in lemon Jello until completely 
dissolved.

Place in the freezer for 15-20 
minutes.

Whip cream cheese and reserved 
pears in food processor. Add 
thickened Jello and continue to 
whip until completely combined.

Fold in cool whip and chopped nuts.

Put in a mold or 8-9" dish sprayed 
with Pam®. For 9x13 pan, double 
the recipe.

Recipes



 My sister, Polly, makes these scones every 
Saturday morning. Her family looks forward 
to them each week and you'll enjoy them 
also!

Polly’s Scones
Preheat oven to 400° 
dry ingredientS:
2 cups all-purpose flour
2 teaspoons baking powder
½ teaspoon baking soda
½ teaspoon salt
½ cup sugar
5 tablespoons cold, grated unsalted butter 
1 cup add-ins: (chocolate chunks, frozen 
blueberries, or dried cranberries and 
almonds) be creative!

Wet ingredientS:
1 cup regular full-fat sour cream 
(do not drain)
1 large egg yolk
1 tablespoon whipping cream (optional)
2 teaspoons vanilla extract (almond extract 
if you are using cranberries and almonds)

FOr the gLaZe:
1½ cups powdered sugar
Water and/or whipping cream, as needed

Whisk together dry ingredients in a 
medium-large bowl. Grate the cold butter 
(large grate) into the dry ingredients. Toss 
the butter ribbons with the flour mixture, 
and then use a pastry cutter to cut the 
butter into the flour. Add the chocolate 

chunks, blueberries or cranberries at this 
point. If adding nuts, you may want to do 
half cup fruit and half cup nuts.
In a separate small bowl, whisk together 
the sour cream, egg yolk, whipping cream 
and vanilla (or almond) extract until 
blended. Add this to the flour-butter mix-
ture and stir with a large spoon/spatula 
until dough forms a cohesive ball. Be sure 
to get the dry bits fully incorporated. (It 
may not seem to have enough liquid at 
first, but the dough will eventually come 
together.)
If you have a scone pan, spray with 
cooking oil and portion the dough into 

the wedges. If you don’t have a scone pan, 
place the sticky dough onto a parchment-
lined baking sheet or on a cooking stone, 
and pat into a disk about 1-inch in 
height. Score the dough into wedges but 
do not separate. You could also cook them 
in a muffin tin that has been sprayed.
Bake for 7-8 minutes then place a loose 
piece of foil over the top to keep it from 
browning too quickly. Time it for 7 more 
minutes. Remove the foil and cook for 
3 more minutes or until it is done when 
tested with a toothpick. Let cool then 
drizzle with the sugar glaze.



Beef Lombardi
Cook ground beef in a large skillet over 
medium heat 5 to 6 minutes, stirring until it 
crumbles and is no longer pink. Drain.
1 lb. lean ground beef

Stir in chopped tomatoes and next four 
ingredients; cook 5 minutes. Add tomato 
paste and bay leaf, and simmer 30 minutes.
1 (14½-oz.) can chopped tomatoes 
1 (10-oz.) can diced tomatoes and green 
chiles
2 teaspoons sugar
2 teaspoons salt
¼ teaspoon pepper

Cook egg noodles according to package 
directions; drain.
1 (6-oz.) package medium egg noodles
6 green onions, chopped (about ½ cup)
1 cup sour cream

Place noodle mixture in bottom of a lightly 
greased 13x9-inch baking dish. Top with 
beef mixture; sprinkle evenly with cheeses.
Bake, covered with aluminum foil, at 350° 
for 35 minutes. Uncover casserole, and bake 
5 more minutes. Garnish, if desired.
Note: Freeze casserole up to one month, if 
desired. Thaw in refrigerator overnight. 
Bake as directed.
To lighten: Substitute low-fat or fat-free 
sour cream and 2% reduced-fat Cheddar 
cheese. Reduce amount of cheeses on top to 
½ cup each.

 Beef Lombardi is one of my favorite casseroles to make. It's like 
an easy lasagna. I found the recipe in Southern Living years ago and 
have made it many times. It's a great casserole to freeze for up to 
one month and cook when you need it. I don't add the salt because 
the salt in the tomatoes seems to be enough.
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