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Hope Chapel Torrance family and friends have
come together to create this wonderful book full
of inspirational stories, beautiful pictures and
delicious recipes. This book is a collection of
words used to offer hope and inspire. Included in
the selections are humorous stories that, hopefully,
move you to laugh. Children of all ages from
Hope Chapel have contributed drawings and
experiences along with many great recipes enjoyed
at our potlucks, showing our love for the Savior.

As you read this book, it is our hope and
our prayer that you will be moved by the power
and majesty of our creator, Jesus Christ, who still
to this day shows miracles both big and small to
all of his children. Our prayer as a body is to
give you a glimpse of the Hope that is ours in
Christ Jesus.
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Grandma Lola’s Clam Dip
(1)
(1)
(1)
(1)

16oz. Carton of Cottage Cheese
16oz. Carton of Sour Cream
Package of Green Onion Dip Mix
Small Can of Clams, chopped & drained

Mix all together & serve! Everyone loves it! (Even if they don’t like clams)
After a long battle with Emphysema, my Grandma Lola suffered cardiac
arrest. She gave her heart to the Lord while under life-support. She said that
Jesus wrapped her up in a warm white blanket and let her know she was saved
from her sins.
She got out of the hospital after 20 days. On New Years Eve, my
Grandma, Sister Sarah, and Cousins (ages 12 & 3, and I had a “Grandma is Going
to Heaven” party. We put signs outside and even a sign on a passing bus. The
police came. My Grandma told the officer, “I am sorry. I am going to die, but I
am saved and I am going to heaven!” He said, “OK, but don’t do it again.”
My Grandma died on January 9th at 68 years old. I am so glad she is in
heaven. Grandma lived 45 days after she gave her heart to Jesus.
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Honesty’s the Lord’s Policy
By Melissa O’Malley

It is not uncommon in our everyday lives to experience times when we have made
purchases and discover that we have been “ripped off”. How many times have you driven away
from a fast food restaurant and discovered that you were not given all of the food and drinks you
paid for? Or how often do you purchase an item for a certain sale price and find out that the
cashier rang it up at the normal non-sale price? I don’t know about you, but these incidents
make me feel angry, cheated, and quite frankly a little paranoid that the world is out to pilfer
from my pockets!
Most of the time these mistakes are not made on
purpose or in a malicious manner. Negligent perhaps, but not
outright thievery. But it certainly is hard to remember this
when I have my taste buds set on those scrumptious french
fries, only to find a void and a grease spot at the bottom of
the bag. Nonetheless, going back to the place and yelling or
making the person at fault feel bad is not a Christian-like
thing to do. Pointing out the mistake in a pleasant manner is
the way to go and it is what Jesus would do!
This brings me to my initial point of the story. How many times have the roles
mentioned above been reversed? I remember times when I have found extra food in my bag that
I received but did NOT pay for! Or what about those occasions when a clerk at a store forgets to
charge you for an item that you purchased? Do you point this out to them, or do you walk away
feeling like you hit a little “jackpot” and got something for free?
Just the other day I purchased several items at a gift shop. As I was looking over the
receipt, which I hardly EVER do, I noticed that the cashier did not charge me for a small purse I
had bought. I immediately turned around and walked back into the store and pointed out to the
lady that she had forgotten to charge me for the purse. I lost count of the times that she said the
words, “Thank you for being so honest”. It wasn’t twice; it wasn’t three times, maybe four or
five times! I walked away from the store with Jesus whispering in my heart saying, “You have
represented me well. That woman is thinking to herself that you MUST be a Christian.”
Sometimes I think that the Lord plans these types of situations. I have been to this
particular shop many, many times and I cannot remember ever checking my receipt. What
prompted me to do it this time? Not what, but WHO. Jesus, that’s who!

Ephesians 5:1-2
Follow God's example in everything you do, because you are his dear
children. Live a life filled with love for others, following the example of
Christ, who loved you and gave himself as a sacrifice to take away your sins.
And God was pleased, because that sacrifice was like sweet perfume to him.
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When my daughter Emily was young, she was a great delight to both her father and to me.
She’s a very happy and sunny person and this was evident early in her life. Emily is and
always has been quite close to her wonderful father. From Emily’s earliest days they would
spend enormous amounts of fun time together.
Once, when Emily was about five or six, she and her dad went to the video rental store to
pick a movie. They were trying to decide when Emily saw a movie called “Godzilla”.
Having never seen it before Emily asked her dad what Godzilla was like. Her father replied,
“He’s big, green and ugly…Kind of like me, huh?” to which Emily answered (without
skipping a beat), “Oh dad, you’re not green!”
Emily is now 24 years old. She is a wonderful young woman. The Lord has blessed me
greatly with her life. When talking of my daughter to others, I often say she is the only
person who made me believe in love at first sight. Thank you Jesus!
Julie Anderson
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The Vacation of Life
By Linda Biagini
Whenever vacations roll around I get so
excited and start dreaming about the “Perfect
Vacation”. This year, the flight will be on time, my
family will be at the airport waiting to see me, and
the weather will be the perfect mix of sunshine and
“not too hot” weather. No one would be sick and
everyone would have time to spend with each other.
This “Perfect Vacation” never seems to turn out as I
would like.
The reality is, the flight is always late. My
relatives don’t arrive on time and if they do, they
are at the other end of the terminal. It’s either
raining or too humid, someone’s always sick, and
no one seems to have time to spend together. In
spite of everything, I end up having a good time.
However, the first thing I say when I get back and
throw open the front door is, “It’s good to be
home”.
Life here is short in comparison to our
eternal life in Heaven. Life is sort of like a vacation
from God. The Bible even compares our human
life to the morning dew that vanishes so fast. Life
is a mix of good and bad times. We treasure the
good and wonder how we survived the bad. When
this life is over and I see my Saviour, it’ll be the last
time I say, “It’s good to be home.”
It will be the “Perfect Vacation”
2 Corinthians 4:18 - While we look not at
the things which are seen, but at the
things which are not seen: for the things
which are seen are temporal; but the
things which are not seen are eternal.
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WORDS
Words are spoken,
Cherished with time.
Words are feelings,
Put into rhyme.
Words are said,
To hasten the day.
Words are used,
To get your own way.
Words are chosen,
With ideas in mind.
Words are corrosive,
When they lead to crime.
Words shed light,
To comfort a friend.
Words offer hope,
With nothing to spend.
Words turn to phrases,
Phrases to lines.
Words go with anything,
All you need is time.

REAL Guacamole Dip

I started making this recipe
for parties and family
gatherings when I got tired of
searching for guacamole that
didn’t taste processed,
vinegary, and not much like
avocados!

(By Melissa O’Malley)

Makes guacamole dip for 2 – 4 people

1 large Haas Avocado
1 cup of sour cream
Lawry’s seasoned salt
¼ cup chopped onion *
¼ cup chopped tomato *
* For kid-friendly guacamole I usually leave out the onion and tomato
Peel and mash one large Haas avocado onto a paper plate. Sprinkle some Lawry’s seasoned salt
on to the avocado and scoop into a serving bowl (do not put in too much salt. You can always
add some later). Add the sour cream, onion and tomato and voilà – you have guacamole where
you can actually taste the avocado! You can also experiment with the amount of sour cream you
use. When I have more guests than one avocado will feed, I usually use more sour cream. Just
remember though, if you really want the taste of avocado, the greener the dip the better!

SEAN’S PARMESAN PULL-APARTS
(BY SEAN O’MALLEY)

1 package refrigerator biscuits
½ cube butter
1 tablespoon dried onion flakes
1 tablespoon dried parsley flakes
Parmesan cheese
Cut each refrigerator biscuit into quarters. Melt butter in 9” cake pan; add onions and parsley.
Place biscuit pieces evenly in pan. Sprinkle with Parmesan cheese and bake according to biscuit
package directions.

Sean brought this recipe home from school and has
made them for family and company dinners. They are
quite simple, but very good.
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About three and a half years ago during the summer, I was
walking on the beach. It was around sunset. I really don't
remember why I was there or what I was doing. I think I was
meeting some friends from church. I just know it was beautiful
and peaceful. Anyway, so I was walking, and I remember
thinking about my life and just pondering about what was going
on in my life. I looked out to the ocean and then back in front of
me. Then I heard someone talking to me. It was a calm, serene
voice. It said, "I am here. I am with you." I knew in that instant
that I had heard God's voice. Not many people get to, but I did.
About one year before that, I went through the “Celebrate!
You're A Daughter of the King” Program with Doreen Hanna.
At my group's night of celebration, Don did my blessing. One of
the things he prayed over me for was that I would hear God's
voice. I did, and it was amazing. Don's prayer and blessing for me
had been fulfilled.
In the time after I heard God's voice, I started to become much
more serious about my relationship with Christ. I started the
Junior High Youth Group at church, as well as become much
more committed to Christ by reading my Bible more and being
in more prayer.
It is amazing what happens when you are right with the Lord.
The blessings He has are not even fathomable to our brains. He
will never leave me, I know He is here and He is with me.
--Stephanie Liane Gonzalez, 2005
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GRANDMOTHER' S PRAYERS
By Sharyn Alden
My cousin said at my grandmother's funeral in April 1995, that all of the family
who have died, have all gone on to be with the Lord, and I know it is because of our
grandmother's prayers.
My grandmother was my dearest friend, and I know I would not be walking with
and serving the Lord if was not for all the persistent prayers of a loving grandmother.
Eva Alice Andrews-Bretthauer-Hartman was 97 years young when she went to
be with our Lord & savior. She used to say "I feel sixteen until I look in the mirror, or
try to stand up". I miss her dearly, but I will be with her one day! We spoke many
times of how one day she would go to be with the Lord, and how we would meet again
at the feet of Jesus. The following poem was written about my dear pal & grandmother
the day she went to be with the Lord.

To a child, she seemed immortal,
A teacher of every trade, sewing, cooking, cleaning,
With brilliance, that did not fade.
To an adolescent she seemed so wise,
She had weathered every storm
With her Bible at her side, Oh, so, steady was her form.
She changed so many lives and touched so many souls
It's hard to know she's gone, but it's even harder to let her go.
But to the eyes of the Lord she loved,
She had more than done her part.
And though He's called her home to live,
She'll live forever in our heart.
One thing I have learned is never stop praying,
Because prayer works!
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SPAGHETTI SAUCE
By Dee Lay (Karen O’Malley’s mom)
2 ½ pounds ground beef
¼ cup olive oil
2 large onions
6 cloves
2 tablespoons chopped parsley
2 ½ teaspoons salt
½ teaspoon black pepper
3 tablespoons chili powder
1 tablespoon flour
1 can (8-oz) tomato sauce
1 can tomato paste
1 large can whole tomatoes
2 tablespoons molasses (or sorghum)
¼ cup red wine vinegar
1 teaspoon oregano
2 tablespoons basil
Mushrooms and black olives (optional)

Karen O’Malley writes, “Spaghetti sauce has an
infinite number of variations. Some of mom’s
friends have been trying to duplicate hers for
years. I hope you will enjoy this one, which I think
is one of my mother’s best variations.”

Brown beef in oil until almost done. Add onions and garlic and cook until tender but not brown.
Combine rest of ingredients (except mushrooms and olives) together, mix well. Pour into skillet
with meat ad onions. Bring to boil, then simmer over low heat for several hours, stirring
occasionally. About one hour before serving, add mushrooms and olives. Serve over cooked
spaghetti with lots of Parmesan cheese.

Why I Love God and Jesus
God takes care of me and He always
looks after me. Also, I love Jesus
because he died on the cross to save
me from my sins. And, God made me
healthy and happy, and I’m very happy
and I love God and Jesus so much!
Cassidy O’Malley
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By Tobi Laskowsky
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Funny Michelle Garcia Moment
One, Two, Three, GO!
Michelle and I were in Mommy and Me swimming lessons. One day at home, I was in
my bedroom folding laundry when I heard Michelle in the bathroom saying, “One, two three,
go!” Then I heard a splash. She was repeating this as I snuck over to see what she was doing.
Michelle had her sister’s toy Dodger Dog that we had just purchased the week before at a
ballgame. She was placing it on the edge of the toilet and saying, “One, two, three, go” and
jumped it into the toilet. Fortunately, she could not see me so I was able to go off to the side
and get my giggles out before charging in there to say, “Have you lost your mind! Your sister is
going to kill you!”
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Applesauce Raisin Nut Cake
By Karen O’Malley
3 cups sifted all-purpose flour
2 teaspoons baking powder
¼ teaspoon baking soda
¼ teaspoon salt
2 teaspoons cinnamon
1 ½ teaspoons cloves
2 cups chopped nuts
2 cups raisins, soaked in warm water and drained
1 cup chopped dates
½ cup butter
¾ cup firmly packed brown sugar
2 eggs
2 cups green apples * (peeled, chopped, cooked)
1 teaspoon vanilla
* May substitute unsweetened canned “apples for
pie filling

This recipe is heavy, almost fruitcake like in its
consistency. It is rich and good, and will keep
for several days if covered well.

Sift dry ingredients together. Mix ½ cup of this mixture with raisins, dates and nuts. Cream
butter and sugar, beat in eggs and vanilla. Add flour-spice mixture alternately with the apples, mixing
well after each addition (but try not to mash up apples completely). Mix in dates, raisins, and nuts.
Grease and flour a heavy iron skillet. Pour in batter. Bake in 350-degree oven until a toothpick
inserted in the center comes out clean. It will probably be around one (1) hour. Cool for 10
minutes in pan, then finish cooling on cake rack. Cool right side up. Frost with peanut butter
icing (1/2 cup chunky peanut butter, 1/2 stick butter softened, 1 box powdered sugar, 1 teaspoon
vanilla, 1-3 teaspoons milk, 1/2 teaspoon salt. Mix, adding milk to spreading consistency.)

Why I Love God
I love God because He takes care of me and loves me and I
know that He’s always there for me. He provides food, a
home and family for me. God keeps me safe and protects
me from danger. That’s why I love God! ☺
Breanna O’Malley
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Nita Fiona O’Malley
3 months
Very short

Beeny, Cassy & Liam (so far)
Pretty much just formula
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RECIPES BY AILEEN SHOJI
Spinach/Artichoke Dip

1 pkg.
1 can
1 5oz.
1 cup

Spinach (frozen)
Artichoke Hearts (chopped)
Grated Parmesian Triangle Cheese
Mayonaise

Mix ingredients and slightly microwave
Barbara (Shaj) Imai “My daughter made this dip and I loved it!”
SAND TORTE
350O FOR 1 HOUR AND 15 MINUTES IN GREASED BUNDT PAN
INGREDIENTS:
1 CUBE BUTTER & 1 CUBE MARGARINE (OR 2 CUBES BUTTEER)
3 CUPS SUGAR
6 WHOLE EGGS
½ PINT SOUR CREAM
3 CUPS FLOUR
¼ TSP. BAKING POWDER
2 TSP. VANILLA
CREAM BUTTER AND SUGAR. ADD 6 EGGS, ONE AT A TIME, AND BEAT. ADD SOUR CREAM,
FLOUR, BAKING POWDER AND VANILLA. CONTINUE BEATING UNTIL SMOOTH. POUR INTO
GREASED BUNDT PAN. BAKE. LET SET FOR 5 MINUTES. INVERT AND COOL ON RACK.

This cake is best when wrapped in foil and set for a day

Refrigerator Pickles
7 cups
(About 4 cucumbers) thinly sliced.
1 tsp Salt
Mix and lets stand about 1 hour then add:
2 cups sugar
1 cup white vinegar
1 cup diced onion
1 tsp Celery seeds
1 cup diced green peppers
Mix and pour over cucumbers. Refrigerate at least 24 hours. If too sweet add more
vinegar
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A STEP OF FAITH
By Linda Biagini
When my husband and I moved to California, we rented a studio apartment and lived
paycheck to paycheck. My husband worked in a warehouse and I worked as a waitress. Things
were definitely tough.
During this time, I somehow ended up hurting my ankle. I couldn’t walk on it. This
was a serious problem as waitressing does not allow sick leave. Either you work or you don’t
get paid. I needed the money and knew I had to do something. I stopped at “Sports Chalet” and
bought a bandage that helped a little. It wasn’t enough and I didn’t know what to do. That
night, before I went to sleep, I prayed, saying:
“Lord, you know my situation. I need to work.
I can’t afford to lose two weeks of work.
Lord I trust you to supply all my needs.”
It was strange, but after that prayer, I somehow knew everything was going to be okay.
I slept like a baby that night. When I awoke the next day, I swung my leg out and put my hurt
ankle on the floor next to my bed. I said, “Okay Lord, I’m trusting in you.” As I put weight on
my ankle, I felt no pain! It was totally gone! I thanked the Lord for His mercy and faithfulness
and set off to work.

AN ANGELS VISIT
Carole and I will be celebrating our 48th wedding anniversary this July and we still look back
on this moment with awe. It was 1954, we were freshmen in college, I was driving a beat up
1946 Plymouth and one night, around 9:30pm, we drove to the football field and parked under
a beautiful oak tree. We both believed in God but we had not yet accepted Christ as our
personal Saviour. We talked about our love for each other, our school work, our
families…and all of a sudden, my throat started to tighten and close up. I said, “My throats
closing! I need a drink of water!” Carole replied, “Let’s go to the drive-in and we’ll get a
coke.” I said, “NO! I NEED IT NOW!” For some reason it flashed through my mind that
there might be a faucet nearby. I threw open the car door and I hit something hard. It was a
man who then fell to the ground. He jumped up and went running into the field. I looked at
Carole, my throat was fine, we were both shaken. We remember that moment clearly---we
thank God for sending one of His angels that night.
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Miracles
By Sharon Alden
Do I believe in miracles? Absolutely! I have seen many miracles in my lifetime and one of
the greatest would be about my adorable orange-haired niece, Alison Brown.
A terrible accident happened to my niece while on vacation in 1992. While on military
leave, my sister Susan, her husband Steve and their two children Alison, age 5 and Ryan age 3 were
traveling with my retired uncle & aunt in their motor home. My grandmother was lying down with
the children in the back, when all of a sudden the door opened! Traveling at 55 miles per hour,
Steve quickly closed the door, believing the wind opened the door. Then my grandmother screamed
"Where is Alison?" She was gone! They pulled over and backed up to find a lifeless little body
lying on the asphalt. A car had stopped right behind Alison and a couple had seen Alison hit the
pavement, head first. It was a miracle they did not hit her, and a miracle they had a cell phone to
call for help.
They were located approximately 50 miles outside of Amarillo. A fire truck and an
emergency van were located only 3 miles away when they got the call (which was another miracle).
For Alison to have survived the fall was a miracle. At the hospital the doctor's agreed that little
Alison would not survive the night. The next day Alison, still in a coma, was being called a miracle,
but also given a death sentence. She couldn't make it 48 hours the doctors
agreed! The next day the doctors amazed. Alison was still in a deep coma but when they took
x-rays they were overwhelmed to find not one broken bone in Alison's frail bruised body. She
weighed about 30 lbs.
Now the doctors agreed, if she makes it to 72 hours she will only live the rest of her life as a
vegetable. Allison was still in a coma and the family requested that the doctors do all that could be
possibly done now. Exploratory surgery showed no internal bleeding, but her head was so swollen a
drain tube had to be inserted to relieve the fluid.
Prayer was going around the world for little Alison. Flyers with Alison's picture and the
reason for the accident were on refrigerators of little children, at churches of family and friends, and
all over the United Stated for little ones and adults to pray for Alison. An international women's
group met in Canada, thousands praying for Alison and taking home flyers back to their countries to
pray for a great miracle for Alison.
Thirteen days later Alison opened her eyes. Her Great-grandmother just walked into the
room, and sweet Alison said "Hi Grandmother!" in her mild little voice. Another miracle! The
papers got a hold of the "miracle girl" and did a story. The happy father gave all the glory to God,
and because of all of the answered prayers for his sweet daughter, the family made a commitment to
God.
- Continued on Next Page -
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- Continued from Previous Page Alison was flown to Walter Reed Hospital for several months of recovery and physical
therapy. The little kindergartner would have to learn to walk again, feed her self, and be toilet
trained, but that was little to ask of her under the circumstances. By the next year the little first
grader was not at the top of her class as the year before, but doing average. She also had some
anger issues with her younger brother Ryan that had not been there prior to the accident. This
happens frequently in head injuries.
And now, thirteen years later only a few faded scars along her hair line are noticed when her
hair is up. Alison is getting ready to graduate high school and is looking forward to going to
college. She can indeed say "I am one of God's miracles"!
Thanks to all of you at Hope Chapel Torrance who prayed for her complete healing! We all
know the power prayer.
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How Much Does Jesus Love You?
One day my wife and I were spending some time with our nephews, Brandon and Andrew.
Brandon was about 7 years old while Andrew was the youngest at about 5 years old. As we were
talking with them, my wife and I were trying to figure out a way to help them understand how
much Jesus loves them. I asked them how much they love their mommy who is my wife’s sister.
They both said “We LOVE our mommy very much. She is the best mommy in the whole
world.” Just then I got an idea. Since The Terminator was a very popular movie at the time, I
asked them what they would do if a bad man came and pointed a gun at their mommy. Both of
them were silent. I told them that Jesus loves their mommy so much that if a bad guy pointed a
gun at her, he would step in the way to get shot instead of their mommy; he would die so that she
could live. And then I added that he loves both of them that much too. Both my wife and I
looked at them anxiously waiting to see how they would react. After a long silence, Andrew, the
youngest, looked up at us with eyes and mouth wide open and said, “I LIKE my mommy!”
Brandon just stood there and nodded in agreement.
Jeff and Kathy Laskowsky
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Submitted by Francine Garcia
Funny Heather Moment
She Doesn’t Get Mad, She Rumbles!
It was our second (or maybe third) year at Hope Chapel Torrance. We had a New Years
Eve party. I was talking to one of the mom’s when all of a sudden, we saw her son throw
Heather down to the ground. She apologized saying that he had been doing that to all the little
girls. I told her not to worry. He just met his match. Heather would be just the toddler to teach
him a lesson. I no sooner said it when Heather not only had tossed him down, but had him
pinned in a wrestling hold taught to her by her Uncle David. He cried out for his mom and she
asked him, “So are you going to pick on girls anymore.” Tearfully he said, “No.” The little boy
stayed away from her and the rest of the girls for the rest of the night. They did become friends
after that.
“Do unto others as you would want done to yourself.” Matthew 7:12
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I am a Christian, and My Friends Are Christians
By Michelle Garcia

I am a Christian. How I became a Christian was by my parents and I was about 5
years old. But when I was born, we went to Hope Chapel and I was lonely.
However, I found a friend named Bethany. We were friends to the end. I found
another person named Tobi. Thing is, she was very quiet. She was also shy.
We were barely able to talk to her, but we all became friends. I made two friends
already. Then a girl named Beeny was my friend. She was very shy though, but
we were all friends. Then Cassy was born, and even though she was a baby, we
still treated her as a friend. We were all friends. We were inseparable. Then I
met Amy. She was mean at first but I became friends.
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Chinese Chicken Salad
½ lb. white chicken meat, cooked and shredded
¼ pkg. of won ton skin fried (deep fried until light brown)
1 small or large head lettuce, shredded
4 stalks green onion, shredded lengthwise
2 Tbsp. chopped toasted almonds
2 Tbsp. toasted sesame seeds
4 Tbsp. sugar
1 tsp. pepper
½ C. salad oil
6 Tbsp. vinegar
2 Tbsp. sesame oil
Combine all ingredients in order listed. Mix just before serving.
This recipe is from Great-Grandma Sharon Allen and family. We
are blessed to welcome Emma Rose Elliott to our family. This
now makes 4 generations in one small mobile home. We are
truly blessed.
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He Sees the Whole Picture
I was hospitalized a couple of months ago. A virus attacked the nerves around my spine.
It weakened my legs making walking difficult. Also, while I can still sense touch and pressure, I
can’t feel pain (my darling husband decided this is the perfect time to pick my hangnails, no
pain, no feel, no kicking.) I’m better now. Not one hundred percent, but better. I’m doing
physical therapy and have not been able to go back to work yet.
I work at a Christian preschool and as a non-profit organization, they don’t pay into
Disability. Therefore I was ineligible for SSI. However, the Lord sees the whole picture. I was
starting to worry about what we were going to do when I got a call from the woman who does
our payroll. She was calling me to find out how I wanted to work things out so I would still get a
paycheck and not lose my medical insurance. I reminded her that I had just cancelled my
medical in December due to my husband’s insurance taking over in January (and not a moment
too soon. I got sick January 17th and the coverage on his insurance was far superior to mine.)
She let me know that she sent a check for four sick days that I had not used prior to my
anniversary date, January 26 (I had gotten that check the day before she called). After my
anniversary date, not only did I now have five more sick days, I also had not just one week, but
two weeks vacation. Seems I just hit my five-year anniversary with the school. We worked it
out so I would get at least one weeks pay for each pay period that I am unable to work. Better
than nothing!
Earlier this week, I got another call from her. She got a call from the payroll company
saying that I had a payroll check from October that was never cashed. “That’s not possible”, I
said. “I have direct deposit, I would have noticed”. She said she would check back with the
payroll company. I thought about it and checked my statement for October and lo and behold,
they were right. That check never got deposited into my account. I called Pat back to let her
know and she told me to look for that check because it was a regular check, not the kind I usually
get. Paul and I tore everything apart looking for it. We found all the pay stubs before and all the
ones after but could not find that check. A couple days later, I left a message for Pat telling her I
could not find the check. Not even five minutes later, Paul picked up an envelope that was on
the computer table where our phone is. He looked at me and said, “How much you wanna bet
this is it”. Sure enough, it was the check. I promptly called Pat back up and told her to disregard
the previous message. We found the wayward check, praise the Lord!
He always meets us when we think we are at the end of the road.
By Francine Garcia
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Cranberry Pie

By Julie Anderson
1 ¼ cups fresh or frozen cranberries
¼ cup packed brown sugar
¼ cup chopped walnuts
1 egg
½ cup sugar
½ cup all purpose flour
1/3 cup butter, melted
Pinch of cinnamon

Place cranberries in a greased 9” pie plate;
sprinkle with brown sugar, cinnamon and nuts. In a
small mixing bowl, beat egg; gradually add sugar.
Beat in the flour and butter. Mix well. Pour over

berries. Bake at 325° for 40 – 45 minutes or until
golden brown. Serve warm. 6 – 8 servings
This is yummy and so easy to make – my criteria
for baking!
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Layered Ravioli Bake
By Julie Anderson
26 oz. jar spaghetti sauce, divided
26 oz. packaged frozen ravioli, divided
1 lb. ground beef, browned and divided
8 oz. package shredded mozzarella cheese, divided
Layer one cup spaghetti sauce, half the ravioli, half the
ground beef and half the cheese in an ungreased 11” x 7”
baking pan.
Repeat layering.
Bake at 425
for 30
35
minutes. Serves 4
6
I use ground turkey and cut the recipe in half by filling a 9”
x 9” baking dish in the same manner. I also add vegetables to
the layering.
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School House Cookie Bars
By Julie Anderson
1 pkg yellow cake mix (18 ½ oz)
2 cups quick cook oats, uncooked
¼ teaspoon vanilla
1 beaten egg
¾ cup oil
12 oz jar caramel topping
1 cup chocolate chips
½ cup nuts (optional)
Combine cake mix, vanilla, oats, oil and egg. Spread half into a greased 9” x 13”
pan. Drizzle with caramel; sprinkle with chocolate chips (and nuts if desired).
Top with remaining mixture. Bake at 350° for 28 – 30 minutes.
These are very easy to make. They taste better after they’ve cooled completely.
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RECIPES BY AILEEN SHOJI
Zucchini Cheese Casserole
1 ½ pound zucchini
1 onion (chopped)
1 ½ cup grated Monterey Jack cheese
1 4oz. can diced green chiles
1 cup sm. Curd cottage cheese
½ cup grated Parmesian cheese

¼ tsp pepper
2 T butter
1 egg
3 T flour
2 T minced parsley
½ tsp. Salt

Combine diced zucchini with onion and butter in skillet and saute’ until tender. Mix in
drained chiles, flour, salt and pepper. Turn into 9” pie plate or shallow 1 ½ quart baking
dish. Sprinkle with Jack cheese. Mix egg with cottage cheese and parsley. Spoon over top.
Sprinkle with Parmesian cheese. Bake uncovered in 400o oven for 20 minutes
Pecan Tarts Pastry
1 (3oz.) pkg. cream cheese
½ stick butter
1 cup flour
Mix together and blend well. Add flour and blend well with spoon or fork. Refrigerate for
about one hour.
Filling
¾ cup brown sugar
½ tsp. Vanilla
1 beaten egg
½ cup chopped pecans
dash of salt
Mix and blend well. Divide pastry dough in 24 balls. Line tiny muffin pans with each ball.
Flatten each ball with palms and place into tins. Sprinkle half the chopped nuts into each
pastry lined cup. Place about a teaspoon of filling in each cup and sprinkle again the
remaining chopped nuts. Bake at 3250 for 25 minutes.
Carmel Corn
6 cups of popped popcorn
2 cups cherries
1 cup pretzels
1 cup brown sugar

2 cups of wheat, corn, or rice chex or krispies
½ cup peanuts
1 cube of butter
6 tablespoons light Kayro© syrup

Heat butter, sugar, and syrup using medium heat and bring to boil. Boil 5 minutes. Add ¼
cup baking soda until it bubbles. Remove from heat and add 1 tsp. vanilla. Pour over
popcorn mixture & mix well until coated. Bake ½ hour at 2000 to 2500 . stirring every 10 to
15 minutes. Spread on opened brown bag and leave until cool. Break into pieces
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Prayer works! I’d like to tell you about one of the incidents I experienced
while working as a deputy sheriff.
I was assigned as an assisting unit on a missing child call. An eight-yearold autistic boy was missing from his school. We were assigned to an area
to search - as we call it a “grid”. As I drove from the school toward my
assigned search area I prayed, “Let me find him”. A very strong
impression came to me, not an audible voice, but such a strong impression
it was close to it. “Go to Rosecrans”. Rosecrans Avenue was more than a
mile from the school and it was not in my assigned grid. I drove on to
Rosecrans Avenue and as soon as I got there I saw a boy who matched
the description of the missing boy. As I drove toward him and pulled up
along side him the boy walked over to my radio car, opened the passenger
door, sat down in the car and put on the seatbelt. I didn’t have time to say
anything to him at that point and he said nothing to me. I drove the boy
back to school where his teacher gave him a hug. The boy then gave me
a hug.
Kris Anderson
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Many years ago when my daughter was in middle school, my (ex) husband and I moved
across the country to Tennessee. We located there for Kevin’s job, and went there not
knowing anyone, leaving other family here in California. The first winter there was a
bad storm. On a Thursday our phone lines were completely knocked out. The next day I
drove a short distance to the phone company. Many people were without phone service. I
was informed that our phone would be serviced on Monday. I went back home and back
inside, as the weather was still quite bad. Late the following afternoon (Saturday) a
strange thing happened…the phone rang! It was my sister-in-law, Lesley, informing us
that Kevin’s mother was going into the hospital. After hanging up the phone I called to
my daughter Emily and we prayed for Yvonne’s health and healing.
Monday came none too soon. The repairman fixed our telephone. I told him about the
call concerning my mother-in-laws health. He couldn’t believe that a call had gotten
through on a dead line. It was the only call we received in four days. It was our time to
receive the opportunity to pray. It was our miracle, and we gladly received it.
Julie Anderson
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Ellen Williams Famous Fried Chicken
Seasonings:
Use generous portions of seasonings so flour is colored.
2 cups flour
Pepper & lime seasoning
Garlic powder
Celery seed
Onion powder
Garlic pepper
Dash of kosher salt
Wash and dry chicken. Make sure oil, or even better Crisco, is hot. Flour chicken
in a Ziploc bag, then put chicken in hot oil. Oil will bubble when ready. Turn down
flame and put on lid and turn frequently to prevent chicken from burning but make
sure its cooked thoroughly. Turn flame high, take lid off and fry ‘til crunchy. Drain
off oil on a paper towel and serve.
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A Peace Amidst the Storm
By Dayani Gunesekera

It was towards the end of 2003 and I was in a nice period of my life. I had just gotten a
really great job and was beginning to advance myself. I was incredibly proud of myself since my
new job paid substantially more and was a gigantic improvement in my field. Before I started in
January 2004, I wanted to visit my home country, Sri Lanka. I had a number of reasons for
wanting to go back. I wanted a break and also wanted to spend some time with my eighty-fiveyear old mother. However, the main reason for my visit was my niece’s wedding. This was a
special occasion made even greater by my two daughters, Shanika and Tashiya being two of her
bridesmaids.
For many months prior to my departure, I had not been feeling well because of various
physical conditions. On vacation, I decided to go visit a doctor. I was told some unfortunate news.
There was a large cyst in my ovaries and I needed to undergo a hysterectomy. This was
disastrous. I could not travel back to California with my daughters. I chose to undergo the surgery
in Sri Lanka. It may seem strange but in Sri Lanka, I had the best medical care. I was also
surrounded by plenty of friends and extended family members that had the ability to take care of
me while I was sick.
After the surgery, I had more unpleasant news. The biopsy report came back reporting
that the cyst was not benign. It was in fact cancerous. I had ovarian cancer. This came as a huge
surprise. There is no history of cancer in my family. Thankfully, the cancer had not spread and
was treatable with chemotherapy. I suppose at this point I was supposed to feel devastated. Yet, I
did not. I was pleasantly surprised by my calmness. I felt the presence of God and experienced a
peace that is hard to describe in words. The Bible talks about a peace amidst a storm. I never
thought I would be able to find that peace but I did. The following circumstances were all in my
favor and for that I am grateful to God.
My five-week vacation ended up being an unexpected stay for nearly six months. I lost
my promising job but jobs can always be found. A life cannot be replaced. I was successfully
treated with six cycles of chemotherapy. I faced my cancer with a positive attitude and my
chemotherapy with a smile. It was hard as chemotherapy is not a pleasant treatment. Usually, I
react badly to drugs. However, I did not have a problem with the chemotherapy. My blood tests
showed positive change in record time. It was definitely the hand of God working in my favor. I
was happy to bring glory to God through my circumstances.
Even though I come from the Far East, I was born into a Christian family. Thirteen years
ago, I accepted Jesus Christ as my personal savior and since have developed a relationship with
my heavenly father. In the recent past, I have had to face many trials, tribulations and challenges.
It has not been easy for me. However, my circumstances have only allowed me to become closer
to God. I had a choice, and I choose to trust and hope in him for everything. I believe this is the
only way to live a victorious life amidst the storms we face every day. “Many are the problems of
the righteous but the Lord delivers him from them all”. “I am more than a conqueror in Christ
Jesus”.
I claim the above two verses of scripture because it is my daily food to survive. I thank
and praise God for his healing grace that set me free from a life threatening, serious disease. What
he did for me, he can do for anyone. We only need to accept him into our life and ask in prayer
for our needs. He has said he will never leave us or forsake us, and I believe him with all my
heart.
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PRAISE & THANKSGIVING
By Linda Biagini
Thou Who has protected me in troubled days
And lifted my soul in so many ways.
Undeserving of your generosity I have been,
I who have succumbed to Satan’s deadly sins.
One who has deviated from Thy path.
Still Thou adorned me with Thy spiritual bath.
You place truth in a smoke filled room.
And guided me from the path of doom.
Forgive me for my earthly errors
With all Thy kindness, why should I dare?
I know Thou calls me for Thy deeds,
And still entrusts in me Thy seeds.
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An Unexpected Chance
By Tashiya Gunesekera

It was definitely one of the strangest nights of my young life. The evening started out relatively
normally. My church had organized a trip to the Billy Graham Crusade. Everyone else was catching one of
four buses from Torrance to the Rose Bowl in Pasadena. Due to a previous engagement, my father dropped
me off at the Rose Bowl by myself. I was supposed to meet my church friends and we were planning to enjoy
the Billy Graham crusade together. Then we were going to eat dinner and drive the hour or so back to
Torrance. Everything had been planned out to the tiniest detail. Of course, nothing went the way it was
planned. November 20th 2004 turned out to be a peculiar night full of unexpected surprises.
I entered the Rose Bowl alone. It was a great night. I saw everything I wanted to see. It was Youth
Night and they had organized some great musical talent. I was inspired by Billy Graham’s message and
amazed by the sea of people that answered the altar call. I was impressed by the many interpreters present
that could speak anything from Spanish to Swedish. Unfortunately, I experienced all of this alone. The bus
driver of the leading bus bringing my friends had no idea where he was going. They had circled around and
around for hours not coming anywhere near the Rose Bowl. When they finally came close, they were stuck in
traffic. Finally, they arrived. As they walked towards the Rose Bowl, the doors opened and the people started
leaving. It was an exasperated, most uneventful moment. Since the bus was my ride home, I had to connect
with my friends somehow in the huge throng of people. My two youth leaders, Jeff and Paul, told me to stay
still as they were coming to get me inside. I met up with them, and heard their story. It was a real shame they
had missed such an incredible experience.
We then started walking up the hill to the place where the buses was supposed to be stationed. It
was no walk in the park (even though we did walk through a golf course), weaving ourselves through traffic
searching for buses that did not seem to be anywhere. Throughout the walk, Paul was in touch with his wife,
Francine. We got to the top of the hill and looked around for the buses. They were still nowhere to be seen.
Francine repeated the names of some of the streets around where she was. We asked a man directing
traffic, and he informed us the streets we were looking for were at the other side of the Rose Bowl. Jeff said
something along the lines of, “You’ve got to be kidding.” Paul looked exasperated, and I flung myself on the
pavement exclaiming, “This is unfair.” We did not have much of a chance. We could sit here twiddling our
thumbs, or walk all the way back to our ride home. We looked at each other.
“All right, I have no problem walking back, but can we make sure these roads are not the next road
to our right because I don’t want to walk all the way there and all the way back.” I said. Paul and Jeff agreed,
and we started walking up to the right. We were walking and quickly realized this was useless. I turned
around, right into some strange woman. I smiled weakly, and faced Paul and Jeff,
“This is useless. It was a stupid idea of mine. We should just walk to the others.” I turned back and
the strange woman was still there, listening to the conversation. This is where the evening took its strange
turn.
“Where do you want to go?” She asked. Huh, I thought, what is this? Taught fastidiously never to
accept rides from strangers no matter how nice they seemed, I kept walking. “To Torrance, near Long
Beach,” Paul replied. What is he doing? There is no way we were getting into the car of some unknown
woman. “I’ll take you each for $10,” the woman said. Okay that’s nice I thought, but we were not going to
take up her offer. Paul, Jeff, and I looked at each other.
- Continued on Next Page -
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- Continued From Previous Page “Okay, I’ll pay for you guys,” was Paul’s brilliant response. I looked at Jeff who seemed just as
confused as I felt. I did not know what to do. At that time my phone rang and it was Francine. I walked a
little farther behind, explained the situation, and how I felt about what was happening. “Let me talk to
Paul,” Francine said sounding worried. I handed Paul the phone. “Yes everything’s fine. We have a ride
back. I’ll meet you guys back in Torrance. Just go ahead and go.”
Feeling sure this was my last walk on free ground, I unwillingly followed the group to the lady’s
BMW car. What kind of person needs to charge people for rides if they drive a BMW? It just didn’t make
sense. We got into her car and found ourselves on the freeway. Paul jabbered on and on while Jeff and
I felt most uncomfortable. Finally she said, “There was another reason as to why I gave you guys a
ride.” Here it comes I thought. Well, they always say the good die young. At least I would be forever
considered good. “Tell me what happened at the Billy Graham crusade.” Huh, I thought. “I missed it
because I came late and they would not let me through.”
“So did we. Tash, tell her about the message.” Okay this was unexpected, but not a big deal.
Still feeling a little wary and confused, I gave a summary of what had happened. I explained to her the
idea of salvation. I explained that Billy Graham talked about a person’s search for something. The one
thing they need to make their life complete. Since it was youth night, Billy Graham concentrated a lot on
the youth. He talked about the need for something more causes teens to be involved in drugs, alcohol,
and sex. He talked about our need to fit in and be comfortable. Well, I went on to explain that the
comfort, fulfillment and something more comes from Jesus. Jesus is the thing we all need, not drugs or
alcohol. And then, something reminded me of an early lesson in Sunday School. The ABC’s of asking
for forgiveness and accepting Jesus into your heart. I explained to her that all you have to do is admit
you have done wrong, believe he can change you, and choose to accept him into your heart.
She listened intently and then asked questions. Paul and Jeff talked with her and answered all
her questions. They explained more about the Bible and God. It was an amazing chance to minister to
someone who would otherwise never hear this message. For quite awhile following, Paul and Jeff kept
talking with her. She told us about her own life. It seemed difficult as she had two jobs and was
attending school. She was also searching for that something extra in her life. We soon neared Torrance.
“Ok, I’d like you to pay me now.” She said. We were surprised to think she would still want the
money. We paid her. As we neared the McDonalds we were meeting at, we thought she would just drop
us off. Instead, she came in, bought us food, and gave us back the $30. We gave her directions to our
church along with an invitation to come anytime. Following that, she set off into the night, disappearing
as fast as had appeared.
I still haven’t seen or heard from her again. Maybe it was just a one-time thing. Maybe she was
just testing us. I like to believe it wasn’t just chance. I believe we met her on that dark street in
Pasadena for a reason. I know she listened to what we had to say. I believe she took it to heart. Maybe
she will not respond right away. That is fine. I know she was looking for some answers, and we planted
the seeds for them to grow. I pray that God will be with her and reveal himself to her in his perfect
timing. It was certainly a strange night but I am glad I was a part of it. It certainly struck a chord in my
memory and will be a night I will never forget.
“God works in mysterious ways.”
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Let the little children come to me, and do
not hinder them for the kingdom of heaven
belongs to such as these.
Matthew 19:14
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