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Be imitators of God, 
therefore, as dearly 

loved children and live 
a life of love.

 —ephesians 5:1
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Smidgens
A few weekS before she 
died in February, my friend 
Maureen told me i must 
read a book called Praying 
for Strangers. Maureen was 
a mighty prayer intercessor 
so i could understand why 
she would like the book. 
The Southern author, river 
Jordan, tells about making 
a new Year’s resolution in 
2008 to pray for a stranger 
every day. She writes about 
some of the encounters 
with the strangers she 
prayed for during the year. 
The chapters are short 
and good for reading as 
devotionals. Praying for 
Strangers will change how 
you view the people in the 
world around you. 
www.riverjordan.info

hup 2-3-4! Walking is 
great exercise and i get 
more out of walking if 
i listen to music with a 
marching beat. i have a few 
favorites on my walking 
playlist but my current 
favorite is “Greater” by 
Mercy Me. That song will 
keep you moving at a fast 
steady pace! 
www.mercyme.org

neiGhborLy 
kindneSS. Ken and 
Carolyn are the best 
neighbors in the world. 
They are one reason i 
continue to live in my 
neighborhood. Most every 
morning, Ken walks down 
my driveway and places my 
newspaper right at my door. 
he started doing that when 
we had so much snow last 
winter. Carolyn said he does 
it because he knows how 
much she dislikes going 
out to get the newspaper. 
Simple kindnesses make 
each day a little brighter.

hAppy re-birthdAy! 
i met Bill nesbitt during 
my college days at 
uCA. immediately after 
graduation, i worked 
in campus ministry in 
Arkadelphia where i met 
Todd Turner who lived 
one floor below me in Miss 
Jessie Diamond’s boarding 
house. Bill and Todd knew 
each other from their 
shared hometown. Years 
later, we all reconnected 
on Facebook and Todd 
and i discovered that we 
share the same spiritual 
birthday—July 16. We 
celebrated this year 
by meeting for lunch 
and asking Bill (an 
accomplished musician 
and teacher) to sing for us. 
Was a fun time of catching 
up and celebrating the 
blessings of living with 
Jesus in our hearts.

he who walks 
with wise men 
will be wise...

PrOVerBS 13:20

Turn your eyes 
upon Jesus, 

Look full in his 
wonderful face, 

And the things of earth 
will grow strangely dim,

in the light of his 
glory and grace.

—helen h. Lemmel



Like a good neighbor. . .
i grew up in a small town. no city 
swimming pool. Few stores. no movie 
theater. The only store was a general 
store and some of the merchandise 
was dusty and decades old. 
When i was seven years old, we moved from a town of 3000 to 
the town of 300+. My dad had grown up in the little town and 
we moved so he could work at the bus factory in the nearby 
town. My mom taught school and we three kids graduated from 
the small school. My senior class produced 46 graduates.

in spite of the smallness of its borders and number of citizens, 
the town had a school with an amazing faculty. We were given a 
solid education and, even today, the school district is known for 
being one of the best in the state.

One lesson was not taught in the school but in the community 
by the town fathers and mothers.

by Lorinda Gray

Illustration by Beth Woessner



There was a man in the community named guy Wicker. he 
grew up there and everyone knew him. guy was a friend of 
my dad as they had grown up together. One of their favorite 
pastimes as teenagers was rabbit hunting. They walked for a few 
miles and shot rabbits along the way. When they reached a store 
south of town, the store owner would pay the bounty for their 
rabbits and they would buy more ammunition and soda pop.

guy contracted a high fever 
when he was 18 and was never 
the same. he had been very 
intelligent before the fever and, 
even after the illness, he could 
still name every county and 
county seat in Arkansas. every 

state in the united States and the capitals. he always had a 
newspaper stuffed in his back pocket. he lived with his mother, 
Bell, until she died. Later, he lived with a local family and 
workedon their farm for many years. By the time i knew guy, 
he had a tiny house in the center of town.

When i think of guy, i see overalls, long-sleeved cotton shirts, 
work boots, a straw hat, and that newspaper in his back pocket. 
And, i remember that he wore two or three pairs of overalls and 
two or three shirts at one time—even in the hot summer. he 
walked up and down the highway that ran through our town 
and past our house. Always on the move. Full of energy and 
rarely slowing down. Mumbling along the way. 

The thing i remember best though is the way the town cared 
for guy. The reason he had the little house was because a lady 
donated the land and a doctor took up a collection to build 
the shelter. it was only about 10'x10' but it gave him a place to 
sleep. guy was not the best housekeeper though and the men 
of the town would go in occasionally and clean out his house. 
he could hoard quite a bit of stuff. The men threw out old paper 
bags, trash, and old fruit. They had to look in every bag and 
container because he might have a $20 bill stashed away. The 
Postmistress kept a bank account for him and community ladies 
would wash his clothes. he would bathe about once a week in 
the homes of friends.

guy was never without work to do. in the summer, he always 
had a job hauling hay. he cut wood for widow ladies and 
mowed lawns. he could do any kind of manual labor and was a 
big help to his community.

he liked to go to the sale barn every week and school ballgames.  
The school always allowed him free admission to the games. 
if he wanted to visit the larger town 15 miles away, he would 
just start out walking and someone always offered him a ride. i 
probably rode in the car with him a few times when my parents 
picked him up along the way.

i was always a little bit afraid of guy because he had the habit 
of just walking into our home. i think he knew who he could 
pop in on and who he couldn't. he was comfortable coming 
into our home without knocking and many a night, he came in 

he could do any 
kind of manual 
labor and was a 
big help to his 
community.



during dinner time. We might be sitting at the table for dinner 
and hear the door open. We would say, “Must be guy.” and here 
he came into the kitchen. Mother would say, “Would you like a 
plate of food, guy?” he would answer, “Yep, yep, sure would.” 
And he would sit there and eat with us and then leave. never 
any real conversation. We guessed that he probably ate several 
dinners each night.

his habit of just walking into our home was one i especially 
did not like when i was home by myself. Once, when i was a 
teenager and home alone, i saw him walking down the road 
toward our house. i just knew he would come in the house so 
i ran and locked the door. Almost as soon as i locked it, he 
started rattling the doorknob. i felt bad doing it but just didn’t 
want him coming in when i was alone.

guy was a member of our church and occasionally would enter 
in the middle of the service and sit on the back row. usually, 
teenagers were on that row but they all scooted over for him. 
And, the rest of the congregation knew he had come in if he was 
in between his baths. if the church had a potluck or ice cream 
social, he was always there.

guy was always fairly healthy and on-the-go in spite of his 
lifestyle. But one summer day my father noticed guy lying on 
the back porch of the empty house next door. it wasn’t like him 
to be still so Daddy went over to check on him. guy told him 
he was just cooling off. As it turned out he was very sick and 
went to the hospital with advanced colon cancer. he was in the 
hospital for several months and died at the age of 64. My father 
also died in the meantime.

guy’s funeral was at our church and the sanctuary was packed. 
he was buried in a nice suit although i doubt if anyone would 
have cared if he had been buried in his overalls. i was in the high 
school choir and we sang at his service. guy had a brother who 
actually came from California for the service but, other than 
that, he was not known to have anything to do with him. The 
mayor called the church leaders of the community and asked 
that a special offering be taken to help with the funeral expenses. 
There was no delay in collecting $2000. The town bought guy's 
headstone and eventually named a street after him.

Yes, the town was, and still is, a small dot on the map but the 
people’s hearts are monumental and benevolent when it comes 
to taking care of one of their citizens. When i recently visited 
guy’s grave site, i was pleased to see inscribed on the back 

of the tombstone—This 
memorial erected by the 
Vilonia friends of Guy H. 
Wicker.

Vilonia’s neighbors are good 
and kind and treasure their 
own.



There’s a genTLeneSS that unfolds with the arrival 

of autumn. Life seems to slow down as nature loses her 

intensity of producing her bounty. 

There’s a CriSPneSS in the air that sometimes mingles 

with a hint of wood smoke as fireplaces become a 

comforting friend once again. 

under skies of BriLLiAnT blue, falling leaves create a 

carpet of color as we walk our familiar paths. 

ArOMAS waft from neighbors’ kitchens as ovens 

produce tantalizing apple pies or golden bread loaves, or 

perhaps, grandma’s meatloaf, or a batch of Aunt Sherry’s 

gooey chocolate chip cookies. 

There’s a sense of “hOMe” that anchors us each fall as we 

leave behind the enthusiasm of summertime activities. 

evenings find us basking in the WArMTh of a fireplace, 

knowing that our familiar comforter has returned to its 

rightful place on our beds and we’ll nestle in for a good 

night’s sleep to the “whoo-whoos” of the owl who’s made 

his home in our backyard tree. 

god, in his infinite wisdom, created our world with four 

seasons. By far, AuTuMn is my favorite.  —Sherry Jones

Autumn 
Comforts



M o u n t a i n  V i e w

Tucked away in the Arkansas Ozarks is a 
little town called Mountain View. Known 

for its bluegrass music, crafts, camping, and 
Blanchard Caverns the area is growing in 
spite of its distance from the beaten path.

A recent visit took my niece and me to 
the little town. While there, we visited 

the Ozark Folk Center, Blanchard Springs 
Caverns, ate at fun restaurants, and stayed 

in a wonderful bed and breakfast. 

Photos by Lorinda Gray

www.mtnviewcity.com



The Ozark Folks Center has been a learning 
destination since 1973. Most Arkansas school 

children make the trip during their education years 
to see how Ozark people lived prior to the 1940s. 

The artists do exceptional work and take pride in 
each piece they create. racheal Mathews (top right) 

crafts beautiful jewelry from copper.

www.ozarkfolkcenter.com



The artists are housed in 
a village setting. You can 
wander from building to 
building and visit with 

the artists and purchase 
some of the crafts.

Music is popular at the 
Village with a spot to sit 

and enjoy listening to 
the musicians play.

The glass shoppe is 
fascinating to see how 
stained glass windows 

are made. 

The knife shoppe (right) 
not only contains knives 

but native American 
clothing and accessories.



Judi Munn is a potter 
and it was mesmerizing 

to watch her work. 
Beautiful dishes and 
serving pieces can be 
purchased. notice the 
dinosaur teapot at the 

bottom right.



The fiber artists in the 
weaving shoppe can 
show you how your 

clothing is made from 
cotton to fabric. There 

is a Fiber to Fashion 
Weekend in October.



Being a typographer, 
i loved the print shop 

manned by Troy Odom 
and seeing the old 

presses and metal type. 
The Pressman’s hat 

brought back memories 
of my newspaper days.



Lula hudspeth has 
quilted most of her life 

but became serious 
about stitching the 

blocks together after 
retiring from school 
teaching. her perfect 

stitches are something 
to behold.



Two shoppes house 
wood carvers 

and instrument 
makers. Their work 

is beautiful and 
functional.



The heritage herb garden is amazing and full of a 
wide variety of herbs. Some of the herbs grown are 
rosemary, mints, cone flowers, and sages. Samples 

of herbs can be purchased and classes are offered for 
container gardening and cooking with herbs.





Sharon Fernimen (left) 
weaves baskets. She dyes 

her own reeds so her 
work is unique.

The leather shoppe 
(bottom right) sells 

beautiful hand-crafted 
items such as wallets.

Sophie (right) tours the 
art gallery. There is an 

area for children to paint 
and draw. Some of their 
drawings are posted on 
the walls of the gallery.



You can watch 
the crafters in the 

broom shoppe make 
brooms and a variety 

of other cleaning 
tools. 

Take a class to learn 
to do this yourself!



A charming one-room 
schoolhouse was 

furnished with antique 
desks and furnishings.



And, you can’t miss 
the wood carving, the 

candle making, the 
gun shoppe and the 
jewelry shoppe. So 

much to see and do!



Taking an elevator 366 feet underground can be a bit 
scary but well worth the trip to see the beauty that lies 

below. Blanchard Springs Caverns is a national park 
and a “living” limestone cave where the formations 

are still changing. There are three levels of tours of the 
cave. We took the Discovery Trail that takes just over 
an hour and a half and has 686 steps. The guides are 

a wealth of knowledge about the caverns and the best 
thing is that they know where all the light switches are!

Blanchard Springs Caverns



The only graffiti 
in the cave is from 
the explorers who 

camped in the cave 
in the early 1960s. 

Some of their 
camping gear can 
be viewed in the 

museum.



The Inn at Mountain View

The inn at 
Mountain View 
is a bed and 

breakfast full 
of hospitality and 

charm. The perfect 
place to stay when 

visiting Mountain 
View, Arkansas. 

Photos by Lorinda Gray



niece Sophie and i stayed 
at The inn at Mountain 
View for two nights. it 

was really delightful and 
restful. The inn is located 
in the downtown area and 
convenient for walking to 
music gatherings, stores, 

and restaurants.

Kevin and Melissa (above) 
are the inn keepers and 

go the extra mile to serve 
their guests and make 

them feel “right at home.”

The breakfasts are VerY 
filling and yummy. We 

enjoyed visiting with folks 
from other parts of the 

state and country. www.innatmountainview.com



Mountain View is the 
Folk Music Capital of the 
World and you know that 

when you see all the groups 
of pickers and pluckers 

everywhere. There is a nice 
park with gazebos where 

you can always hear several 
impromptu concerts at once 

even as late as 10 pm.

A favorite stop is always 
Mellon’s Country Store 

(right). if you are lost, you 
can find your way with 
their directional sign.



The rainbow Cafe 
on Main Street is an 

elvis fan’s paradise. Pat 
(above) is the owner 

and has collected elvis 
memorabilia for many 

years. She said members 
of her family are named 
with elvis-related names 
like Presley and Aaron.

The cafe is a typical 
Arkansas home-cooking 
eatery. There was even 

cornbread and buttermilk 
on the menu! 

The ladies restroom is 
decorated with a lot of 

elvis collectibles including 
his diploma (left) and a 
velvet painting (right).



Fayetteville Farmer’s Market

The Fayetteville, Arkansas Farmer’s Market is the 
#1 Farmer’s Market in the nation. Saturday mornings 

are a pleasant time to hang out around the square 
with artisans, fruit and vegetable vendors, musicians, 

flower peddlers, and food vendors.

Friend Beth Woessner (right) is watercolorist extraordinaire 
and sets up her booth at the Market most every week. 

She loves to teach watercolor and collage classes. That’s 
her supportive husband, Joe, in the background.

fayettevillesfarmersmarket.org

Photos by Lorinda Gray



Street musicians are 
the bravest people 
i know. They stand 

there pouring out their 
hearts and sharing their 
talent…never knowing if 
their guitar case will fill 
up with bucks or not.



The Market is open on 
the Fayetteville Square 

on Saturdays, Tuesdays, 
and Thursdays.

Around 70 vendors 
participate and the 
products must  be 
locally produced.



Love these lively bands 
who strum and sing each 

week! The band on the 
left is called Farmer and 

The Markets. So fun! 
Find them on Facebook.

This talented lady 
(below) raises her 

own sheep, and spins 
it into yarn. Quite 

the multi-tasker. Oh, 
and she also makes 

those candles!



i grew up eating 
squirrel so i was 

excited to see that 
Bentonville, Ar began 

hosting a Squirrel 
Cookoff on their 

square. Thirty-eight 
teams from 13 states 
participated in the 
third annual World 

Championship. 

There were also 
booths selling t-shirts, 

hats, Squirrel Salt, 
and memberships to 
Squirrels unlimited.

Jessie Black (far left) 
from Tennessee sang 

for the attendees.



Participants decorated 
their booths and had fun 
promoting their entries. 

Squirrel silliness was 
everywhere!





And the winners are...

28 Springs restaurant
of Siloam Springs (above)

with their squirrel 
meatloaf and 

squirrel lollipops.

Congratulations, 
Dorothy, Chris, 

and Casey!



4 Who doesn’t love s’mores in the 
fall. S’mores are becoming so 
popular, you can find a variety 
of ways to eat the chocolate, 
marshmallows, and graham 
crackers. I researched a few 
recipes that contain those three 
ingredients and experimented 
with them.

S’more party Mix
4 cups golden grahams™ cereal
2 cups Chocolate Cheerios™ cereal
1 cup milk chocolate chips
1 cup small chocolate-covered pretzels
2 cups miniature marshmallows
1 cup chocolate-covered raisins

In a large bowl, mix all ingredients. 

Store tightly covered at room temperature.

Recipes



S’more Cookies
1½ cups all-purpose flour
1 cup graham cracker crumbs
1 teaspoon baking soda
1 teaspoon salt
1 dash of cinnamon
1 cup butter, softened (2 sticks)
¾ cup sugar
¾ cup brown sugar
1 teaspoon vanilla extract
2 eggs
2 cups miniature chocolate chips
1½ cups mini marshmallows
2 hershey bars, chopped.

Heat oven to 375°.
In a medium bowl combine the flour, 
graham cracker crumbs, baking soda, 
salt, and dash of cinnamon. In a second 
larger bowl beat together the butter, 
sugar, brown sugar, and vanilla extract 
until creamy. Add the eggs one at a 
time, beating well after each addition. 
Slowly beat in the flour mixture until 
smooth. Stir in the chocolate chips. Drop 
by rounded tablespoon onto ungreased 
cookie sheet.
Bake for 8 minutes and remove from the 
oven. Push 3 to 4 marshmallows and 
a few pieces of Hershey bar into each 
cookie. Return to the oven and bake an 
additional 3-4 minutes until fully cooked. 
Cool cookies on a wire rack.
Makes approximately 4 dozen cookies.



S’more Thumbprint Cookies
1 cup butter, softened (2 sticks)
½ cup packed brown sugar
1 egg
1 teaspoon vanilla
1⅓ cup all-purpose flour
1 cup finely ground graham cracker crumbs 
   (16 cracker squares)
⅛ teaspoon salt
120 miniature marshmallows 
   (about 1¼ cups)
60 rectangles milk chocolate 
   (from four 1.55-oz bars)

Heat oven to 325°.
In large bowl, beat butter and brown sugar 
with electric mixer on medium speed until 
light and fluffy. Add egg and vanilla; beat 
until blended. Add flour, cracker crumbs, and 
salt; on low speed, beat about 1 minute or 
until stiff dough forms.
Shape dough by heaping teaspoonfuls into 
60 balls. On ungreased cookie sheets, place 
balls 2 inches apart. With thumb, make 
indentation in center of each.
Bake 10-12 minutes or until cookies are firm 
and edges are just beginning to brown. Lightly 
press 2 marshmallows in center of each cookie; 
bake 2 to 3 minutes longer. Top marshmallows 
on each cookie with 1 rectangle of chocolate; 
let stand 2 to 3 minutes. With tip of knife, 
gently spread chocolate over marshmallows. 
Let stand until chocolate is set.



S’more Cutout Cookies
2½ cups all-purpose flour
½ cup packed dark brown sugar
1 teaspoon ground cinnamon
½ teaspoon baking soda
¾ cup butter, cut into small pieces
2 tablespoons honey
¼ cup milk
1 teaspoon vanilla
24 stackable marshmallows
3 bars (1.55 oz. each) milk chocolate candy, 
   unwrapped, each separated into 4 sections

In food processor, place flour, brown sugar, 
cinnamon, baking soda, and butter. Cover; process 
with on-and-off pulses until mixture looks like 
coarse meal. Add honey, milk, and vanilla. Cover; 
process with on-and-off pulses just until dough 
forms. Divide dough in half; shape each half into a 
ball and flatten slightly. Wrap in plastic wrap and 
refrigerate at least 1 hour.
Heat oven to 350°. Line cookie sheet with cooking 
parchment paper. Unwrap 1 portion of dough on 
lightly floured surface; roll to ¼" thickness. Cut 
with 3½" cookies. Place on cookie sheet. Repeat 
with remaining dough.
Bake 13 to 15 minutes or until set. Remove from 
cooking sheet to cooling rack. Cool completely.
Set oven control to broil. Place 12 of the cookies, 
bottom sides up, on ungreased cookie sheet; top 
each with 2 marshmallows. Broil with tops 8 
inches from heat 10 seconds or until toasted. 
Immediately top each with 1 chocolate bar piece 
and a second cookie, bottom side down; gently 
press together. Serve immediately.


