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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
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The Final Issue 

This is the final issue of MattieGrace. heather Solum and i concepted and created the 
first issue four years ago. We were between jobs and needed a creative outlet. We had 
ideas, photos, designs, recipes, and stories to share. heather had to pull out after the 
first year so she and her husband, Chuck, could begin to build a new business. And now, 
i began a new job in August as the Marketing Manager for a newspaper and my life 
is a tad bit busier. The sixteen issues have been fun and have pushed me to take more 
photographs, write stories, and try new recipes. it’s been a privilege to give friends and 
family a place to share their stories of how god has worked in their lives. Who knows? 
Maybe an issue will pop up one day when i have something to share but, for now, i need 
to concentrate on the task at hand. Thanks for reading the stories and looking at the 
photos. Thanks for the wonderful comments and sharing MattieGrace with others. All 
sixteen issues will remain on www.ragamuffincreative.com so you can still look up a 
recipe or re-read a story or share with a friend.

Nancy Calvert and her 
husband have recently taken 
early retirement from the 
international Mission Board 
after serving for 25 years, mostly 
in East Africa. They are still 
“on mission” as they strive to 
adjust to living in the u.S. nancy 
relishes being nearer family, and 
enjoys working as a registered 
nurse and playing the flute.

Zoë Shafer is a junior at 
John Brown university and is 
majoring in religious Studies. 
She spent her high school 
years in Japan where her father 
was a navy chaplain. She is 
Lorinda’s niece.
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Smidgens

heart of the home.  
A cozy new home and decor 
store has opened in downtown 
Siloam Springs, Ar. robin 
Wait is the owner and has 
gathered together a fun and 
classy collection of unique 
decorative items, upcycled 
decor, women's accessories, 
and gifts. For more info, visit 
the store on Facebook.

He gives the 
very best
to those

who leave
the choice
with Him.

God wiLL make a way & 
your God-GiveN pLaCe prayer Card  
roy Lessin and i have published several prayer cards 
together. he writes and i design. These are a couple of our 
newest. Friend Kaye Earney also contributed to this set 
with her wonderful art. if you would like to order some, 
just write roy at P.O. Box 853, Siloam Springs, Ar 72761.

© Roy Lessin 2015
P.O. Box 853, Siloam Springs, AR 72761. Printed in the U.S.A. All rights reserved. 

Designed by Lorinda Gray/Ragamuffin Creative. Illustration by Kaye Earney. 

The LORD shall give that which is good;…
Righteousness shall go before Him; and shall 

set us in the way of His steps. 
PSALm 85:12-13 KJV

The LORD, He it is that doth go before thee; 
He will be with thee, He will not fail thee, 

neither forsake thee: fear not, neither be dismayed. 
DEUTEROnOmy 31:8 KJV

And I will bring the blind by a way that they knew not; I will 
lead them in paths that they have not known: I will make 
darkness light before them, and crooked things straight. 
These things will I do unto them, and not forsake them. 

ISAIAH 42:16 KJV

Jesus, You are the Way and You are the way-maker.  

I will follow You as You go before me and prepare the way 

for what is ahead in Your plan.

I know that You will see to every detail so that what needs 

to be done will already be done before I arrive...the path 

revealed, the direction confirmed, the way established. 

I trust in You to unlock the doors that need to be opened, 

loosen the things that need to be untied, and remove the 

hindrances that need to be taken away.

I ask You to provide for all that is needed as I walk along 

your appointed path. Open my eyes to see the way You 

are leading, give me the understanding to take the right 

steps, strengthen me with the patience to move at the 

right pace, and work within my words and actions to say 

and do things in the right way.

I trust in You to do what no one else can do, to work in 

ways that no one else can work, and to do the wonders 

that no one else can perform. Lord, I thank You that You 

will make a way!

                             
                             

                —Roy lessin

God Will 

Make a Way

My foot stands 
on an even (well balanced, solid ground) place. 

Psalm 26:12 ExPandEd

Thou art my hiding place; thou shalt preserve 

me from trouble; thou shalt compass me 

about with songs of deliverance. 

Psalm 32:7 KJV

serve the LORd with gladness. 

Psalm 100:2 KJV

© Roy lessin 2015
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Lord, you are my hiding place, my dwelling place, 
my safe place, my secret place, my holy place, and my 
balanced place. Continue to teach me and instruct me to 
know Your perfect place for me in every choice I make, in 
every action I take, and in every word I speak. RaIse up a baRRIeR to hinder me if I am pursuing a 

place you have not chosen for me; bRIng YouR wIsdom to me if I am not understanding 
something about Your ways that needs clarity; dRY up anY pool I am drinking from that is not being 

fed by Your river; slow me down if I am going after 
something that is premature in Your plan for me; TuRn me fRom anY ConfIdenCe I am placing in 

anyone or anything that is taking my eyes off of You. loRd, keep mY heaRT fRom CoveTIng the place 
you have given others, and guard my heart from envying 
the ways You are using others. help me to set my 
expectations upon You, and not upon the way I think 
things should be or want them to be. loRd, seTTle me and help me take my place—not to 

run from it, or hide from it; not to fear it, or dread it; not 
to strive in it, or be anxious about it. Help me daily to 
know the contentment and the joy of serving You in Your 
appointed place.
                                                                          —Roy lessin

Your God-Given Place

SeCoNd timothy.  
This photograph was part of a special assignment the Spectra 
Art Ministry at Fellowship Bible Church hosted last year. We 
illustrated every book of the Bible. i photo-illustrated three 
of the books including Second Timothy. i always think of 
mentorship when i think of Paul and Timothy. They must have 
surely prayed together many times and even in today's world, 
mentorship is how we grow the next generation of believers. 
Friend Mark and his son, Owen, modeled for me.



My position as graphic designer at 
the Arkansas Gazette lasted eight 

years (1983-1991). One of my fondest 
memories from that time was working 
down the hall from Charlie Allbright and 
richard Allin. They shared an office at 
a hallway intersection and usually kept 
their door open. i spent a lot of time 
running from the third floor to the first 
floor on errands and flew by their door 
quite often. They would call out as i 
went back and forth. Sometimes i would 
stop long enough to go in and visit with 

them a minute. i loved those guys. They 
were so sweet and fun. They were great 
encouragers. When i won the national 
Addy in 1987, Charlie was not happy with 
the lack of publicity our own newspaper 
gave me. A small article was run inside 
the business section and my name was 
misspelled “Linda gray.” To make up for 
it, he ran this story in one of his Arkansas 
Traveler columns. it was the first time 
artwork had ever been included in the 
column. he had the most wonderful way 
of sharing stories. he didn’t have to do a 

lot of hunting for his stories. Folks wrote 
him and told him stories and he edited it 
with is special way of story telling. 

i found out recently that Charlie had 
died at the age of 86. he had worked as 
a journalist and newspaper writer his 
whole career. he also served as governor 
Winthrop rockefeller's speech writer 
for several years. he was an Arkansas 
treasure and i’m glad his work has been 
archived and will live on at uCA/Conway. 

—Lorinda Gray



“nO, not nOW,” i groaned inwardly. Maasai 
Pastor Stephen (name changed) had just come to the 
door, as he often did to have some time with my husband, 
Bob. unfortunately, he was not home so the hosting 
would be left entirely to me! in East Africa where we 
served with the international Mission Board for over 
twenty-four years, it is customary to stop whatever you 
are doing in order to spend time with guests. We were 
amidst preparing for our upcoming stateside assignment, 
which for the past week had meant putting everything we 
owned into boxes in one room. The task was daunting 
and i had only a few hours before i needed to head to 
school to pick up our children. Trying to keep our from-
scratch meals prepared and clean clothes available was 
hard enough during these few remaining stressful days 
without having to take out time to visit with a guest, 
much less, Pastor Stephen.

This particular pastor had visited with us frequently over 
the past years. Although Stephen was smaller than most 
Maasai, he had killed three lions all by himself! he was 
totally illiterate, but he had memorized and could quote 
more Scripture than any of our leaders. Despite these 
successes, his Swahili was difficult to understand and he 
was shy, which always made his visits last even longer. 
Stephen’s biggest issue was that he had a long-term 
stomach ulcer that was expensive for a poor cow herder 
to treat. he was so poor that he didn’t have enough 
money for cows for the traditional dowry, which meant 
he would likely never get married. 

Confessions of a Selfish Missionary
By NaNcy F. calvert

Nancy and Bob Calvert



in difficult times, Maasai would often ask Bob for money; 
however, he strongly preferred to purchase items rather than 
merely donate. This practice helped our church members to 
rely on the Lord to meet their needs, to keep their dignity, and 
also to prevent a beggar mentality. in order to get money for 
medical treatment, the women of Stephen’s homestead gave 
him either their old jewelry or what they were wearing at the 
time. Maasai beadwork is often sold in tourist shops, but 
Stephen’s wares were used and often rusted or missing beads. 

Over the past few years, Bob had frequently come home with 
jewelry purchased from Stephen, saying that he felt compassion 
for Pastor Stephen’s inability to get medical care without the 
money for beadwork. i begged my merciful husband just to 
refuse sternly when Stephen needed to sell beads, for my rack 
was getting full of worn-out necklaces and bracelets that i 
would never personally use or could even give to others!

When i saw Stephen at the door that morning, i inwardly 
groaned, wondering how i could delicately refuse his wares. Just 

ABOVE: After singing and 
dancing for up to an hour, 
this Maasai church listens 

as Bob preaches about Jesus 
from the Bible. Maasai 

believers often walk about 
an hour in order to attend 

the two to four hour service, 
sitting on rocks or a beam of 
wood. What joyful believers!



before a stateside assignment, we often had even more church 
members than usual trying to sell their jewelry. My collection 
was already too full. Why did Bob have to be gone right now? 

i proceeded to prepare the expected cup of chai, which is the 
common boiled mixture of tea, milk, and sugar served to guests. 
As we sat drinking together, my inner clock was racing as i 
thought of all the work i needed to be doing. After all, Bob and 
i were preparing not only to visit family, but to talk as 
representatives of the international Mission Board in many 
churches about our rewarding missionary work among the 
Maasai people. i was perturbed, frustrated and almost angry as 
Stephen quietly and slowly sipped his tea. i finally broke the 
silence by saying that i was sorry that Bob was not home for his 
visit. To my surprise, Stephen replied that he had not come to 
see Bob, but to see me!

“Oh, no!” i groaned inwardly. “now he’s going to beg ME to buy 
even more of his lousy jewelry!” i figured that i would pacify 
him by searching to find one small token piece that was not too 
worn and then i could refuse the rest. reluctantly i asked if he 
had brought any jewelry for me to buy.

“no, i’m not selling today. i have come to thank you for all the 
beadwork you have bought from me. Bob says he gets the 
necklaces for you! Because of you, i have had enough money to 

see the doctor and to get the medicine to heal my ulcer. now 
that i am healthier, i have not only continued to pastor my 
church, but i had the strength to start three new churches. i’m 
so grateful for you,” he quietly finished.

i was SO humiliated! i was speechless as the weight of what i 
valued as important uses of my time and money paled in 
comparison with what this uneducated pastor invested his life 
in. i choked out a weak “You’re welcome” in Swahili, just before 
i asked him if he was sure that he didn’t have AnY jewelry he 
could sell me. 

“Lord Jesus, may i see people the way you do. May i be willing 
to hold every material thing i have with an open hand, knowing 
it really all belongs to you. May i realize that my time is yours to 
control and that what i selfishly see as bothersome interruptions 
can hold blessings and lessons, if i’m willing to learn.”

FOOTnOTE: Stephen continues to pastor a Maasai Baptist 
Church in Kenya’s rift Valley. Although he has not had even one 
day in school, he taught himself to read so he could better 
understand the Bible. As his health improved, he showed 
himself to be a wise steward. he is now married and is the 
proud father of two children. he makes a humble living by 
selling honey that he gets from the beehive that we gave him 
before we left Kenya, but that’s another story. 

“Lord Jesus, 
may I see 
people the 

way you do.”

Nancy and Bob Calvert

TOP LEFT: Nancy and IMB 
colleague, DeDe Iles, use the 
Storying Cloth talks with 
children in a refugee camp 
in South Sudan. This camp 
had families from different 
tribes and there were times of 
major conflict even among the 
children, simply because of 
their tribe. 



Have you ever looked at the complexity of the making 
of the Tabernacle and Temple and sat there with 
your mouth wide open in wonder? Well, i have. 

it’s so amazing how much detail god put into the place 
where his spirit would dwell. Exodus 26 tells us about the 
first dwelling place of the Lord, the Tabernacle. This was a 
beautifully made tent where the israelites would place the 
Ark of the Covenant when they were resting. it says how 
wide each individual piece of fabric is supposed to be, what 
type of fabric is supposed to be used, and even the exact 
amount of loops to be put on each piece of fabric. now that’s 
attention to detail! This beautiful, complex piece of art was 
where god’s spirit was housed for a long time, until the 
Temple was made. 
The next time a place for the Lord’s spirit to dwell was built 
was by Solomon in 1 Kings 6. i looked in wonder at the 
beauty and complexity of the Tabernacle, but the Temple is 
on a whole different level. god specifically told them to use 
rocks straight from the quarry, no chiseling them down to be 
a pre-determined size. There are exact sizes for every room, 
but most amazing is the room in which god’s spirit dwelled. 
it was completely covered in gold and no rock was in the 
room, it was all made from wood. There were even these 
cherubim made to be put together and, when put together, 
would be the exact width of the room! This is extreme 
attention to detail. The dwelling place of god has always 
been so beautiful, but where is god’s spirit dwelling now? 

We Are the temple
by ZoË Shafer



Well, god’s spirit is dwelling in us! Ephesians 2:19-22 says, “Consequently, you are no longer 
foreigners and strangers, but fellow citizens with god’s people and also members of his 
household, built on the foundation of the apostles and prophets, with Christ Jesus himself as 
the chief cornerstone. in him the whole building is joined together and rises to become a holy 
temple in the Lord. And in him you too are being built together to become a dwelling in which 
god lives by his Spirit.” We are the Temple of god now! isn’t that amazing that god chose us to 
be where his spirit dwells? it makes me feel great, but also puts so many doubts and questions 
in my head. Am i really worthy of being the Temple of god? The dwelling place of god? i mean 
look at the old Temple! it’s so beautiful and complex, how can i compare to that? 
While these questions swirled around in my head one day, the answer came to me in Psalm 
129:13-16, “For you created my inmost being; you knit me together in my mother’s womb. i 
praise you because i am fearfully and wonderfully made; your works are wonderful, i know 
that full well. My frame was not hidden from you when i was made in the secret place, when i 
was woven together in the depths of the earth. Your eyes saw my unformed body; all the days 
ordained for me were written in your book before one of them came to be.” We are fearfully 
and wonderfully made by god, himself! god gave the instructions for the Temple, but we were 
personally made and designed to be individual, beautiful, and unique in god’s eyes. Think 
about the complexity of the human body. This couldn’t possibly have happened by chance! Just 
the process of birth is a miracle in itself! Out of all of the many combinations that could have 
come out, god decided that you would be the combination that would come out. 
My dad once told me that, when my sister was born, he almost caught his hair on fire bending 
over her while she was under the heater. he was staring at her tiny finger nails and said that 
it’s a detail he probably would have forgotten if he had been the one making her. Our bodies 
are so complex that we would make mistakes if we were the Creator of the universe. however, 
god doesn’t make mistakes, and when you think about it, god made our bodies so much more 
beautiful and complex than the Temple and Tabernacle, and then chose us to house his spirit. 
if you’re ever feeling unworthy, ugly, ordinary, depressed, or the opposite of special, remember 
that you are the Temple of god. god chose you! god made you into who you are! When you’re 
feeling down, look at the uniqueness of your own body. Look at your eyes, nails, fingerprints, 
even the patterns on our skin can be unique and different. Look at yourself and know that you 
are fearfully and wonderfully made by god to be his Temple, and go out to face the day.

“For you created my inmost 

being; you knit me together 

in my mother’s womb. I 

praise you because I am 

fearfully and wonderfully 

made; your works are 

wonderful, I know that full 

well. My frame was not 

hidden from you when I 

was made in the secret 

place, when I was woven 

together in the depths of 

the earth. Your eyes saw 

my unformed body; all the 

days ordained for me were 

written in your book before 

one of them came to be.” 

PsaLM 129:13-16



Shiloh Museum
By Lorinda Gray



shilohmuseum.org

My new office is near 
downtown Springdale, 

Arkansas and i am in the 
process of exploring the 

area during my lunch 
hours. in particular, i like 

to look for green spaces 
to enjoy as a mid-day 

escape from the computer 
screen. i had seen the 

little cabin in downtown 
Springdale next to the 

Shiloh Museum before. 
What drew me to the 
cabin this fall was the 

scarecrow guarding the 
garden next to the cabin. 

i decided to take a few 
photos of it one noon 

hour and was surprised 
at what i found just up 
the hill from the cabin. 

hidden in the trees were 
more buildings and a 

1920s barn that had been 
moved to the property in 

1995. The more i explored 
the more i found to 

photograph. it was hard 
to go back to the office 

that day! i plan to explore 
the museum during 

upcoming lunch hours. 

righT: The Ritter-
McDonald Log Cabin 

was built in the 1850s at 
Elm Springs.



TOP LEFT: There were still a 
few colorful blooms in the 
flower garden this late in 

the growing season.

LEFT: The Cartmell 
Outhouse is just behind 
the cabin. i'm not sure 
if it's working. i did not 

open the door! i did read 
that it is a two-seater.

righT: The scarecrow just 
seemed to fit right into the 
garden landscape next to 

the cabin.



LEFT: A large tree grows 
next to the cabin. The 

trunk is almost as large 
as the branches!

righT & BELOW: The 
inside of the cabin is 

sparsely furnished but it 
gives you an idea of how 
a family might have lived 

in the small space.



Dr. John C. Carter’s 
office from the 1880s. The 
original site was in south 

Washington County.



TOP: The Cooper Barn 
was built in the 1930s 
in north Springdale.

FAr LEFT: Joey the Cat 
is a neighbor to the 

museum and spends a 
lot of time at the barn.

righT: A covered 
wagon is housed 

in the barn.





Cookout
Woods

Friends Jed and rachel 
enjoy sharing their home 
in the fall with family and 

friends. The backyard is 
more like a small woodsy 

park with a fire pit for 
roasting hot dogs and 

marshmallows. This year’s 
cookout was rained out and 

these photos are from last 
year’s gathering. 

in 
the









Trek through the Maze



Some of the singles 
from my church hiked 
through the corn maze 

at Farmland Adventures 
in Lowell, Ar this fall. 

We eventually found our 
way out and enjoyed the 
rest of the activities the 

venue offered.

farmlandadventures.com



The nine-acre corn 
maze wasn't the only 
fun at the farm. There 
was a large kids play 
area and an area for 
large kids to play as 

well. Pumpkins could 
be picked from the 

patch and race pedal 
cars raced around a 

dirt track.



Kids loved playing in the 
corn box as they would 
in the sand. There was a 
petting zoo with goats, 

horses, and sheep. 

A human foosball court 
(top left) was a fun way 
to burn off some energy.



Pony rides were a hit 
with the kiddies. Baby 
piggies were the cutest 

animals there. And, they 
were clean!

Farmland Adventures is 
open until December 19. 
Check out their website 

for winter hours.



I found this recipe at thechicsite.com. 
Perfect for cool weather days in the 
fall or winter.

Slow-Cooker Chicken 
pot pie Soup
2 pounds chicken breast, diced
1½ teaspoon salt
1½ teaspoon black pepper
1 tablespoon olive oil
1 large yellow onion, diced
2 garlic cloves, minced
3 celery stalks, diced
1 bag frozen carrots and peas
½ pound yukon gold potatoes, diced
2 fresh thyme sprigs
6 cups chicken stock
¼ cup flour
¾ cup half and half
1 can Pillsbury grands biscuits, baked until 
golden brown

Brown the chicken in a skillet, set over 
medium-high heat, on the stove top. Season 
with ½ teaspoon salt and ½ teaspoon black 
pepper. Transfer to bowl of slow-cooker.

Combine with remaining ingredients (except 
biscuits). Cook on low for 4 to 6 hours or on 
high for 2 to 3 hours. Serve in large bowls and 
top with biscuits.

Recipes



Breakfast muffins
12 links breakfast sausage
6 eggs lightly beaten
2 cups shredded cheese
¼ cup chopped red bell pepper
3 cups frozen country-style hash brown 
potatoes, thawed
3 T melted butter
⅛ teaspoon salt
⅛ teaspoon pepper
¼ cup chopped fresh chives or green onion

Prepare breakfast sausage according to 
package instructions, cool slightly, and cut into 
½ inch pieces; set aside.

Combine beaten eggs, cheese, and bell pepper; 
set aside.

In a bowl, combine hashbrowns, butter, salt, 
and pepper; divide evenly into 12 greased 
muffin cups. Press mixture onto sides and 
bottom of muffin cups. Bake at 400 for 12 
minutes or until lightly browned. Remove from 
oven, divide sausage pieces into muffin cups.

Spoon egg mixture evenly into muffin cups. 
Sprinkle with chives or onion. Return to ove, 
bake 13-15 minutes or until set. Makes 12 
servings.

note; i didn't use a pepper or the onions. instead, i used the 
Southwest egg mixture which has some peppers already in it. i’m 
going to try bacon or ham the next time instead of sausage.


