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The cover has been torn off.
The pages are curled and spotted by spills,
but I still have a copy of
April 2014

my very first cookbook.
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So Many Memories
*an excerpt from the book Moments, Memories, and
Manna published in 1995.

“A Child’s First Cookbook” was given to me by my
mother. There are many memories
among the pages of that cookbook.
I remember making Candle Salad
for my family and proudly
displaying my masterpiece on the
dinner table.
Then there is the recipe for
Cavatini that I wrote on a napkin
while sitting at a pizza parlor in
Tampa, Florida, some 23 years ago.

We were raised with “a good breakfast to start the
day off right” concept. That is something that is still
important for me and our family.
Our breakfast table has shrunk over the years. In fact
for the first time in 27 years there are only three of
us. Our 20-year-old son, Jonathan,
has left the state for his junior
year of college, which leaves us
with David, myself and Natalie,
our 12-year-old daughter. Our
two eldest sons and one daughter
have homes and families of their
own.
One of our older sons related to
us recently his fond memory of
watching me early in the morning
walk down the hallway carrying a
cup of coffee to his father. He also
shared with fondness our every
morning routine of gathering
around the breakfast table before
dad went to work and they were

So many memories unfold as I
look at the collection of
recipes that have gathered in
my kitchen over the years.
Food and fellowship used to go
together. Today, with Overeaters Anonymous,
bulimia, anorexia, “don’t eat salt”, “butter is too high
in cholesterol”, family feuds over the dinner table,
too busy, dieting, finicky eaters… families have lost a
most memorable time of their lives.
I remember going to a Tupperware Party years ago
where the hostess was sharing about many of the
products. She held up a cereal keeper and said,
“This will make it easier for children to fix their own
breakfast without spills.” Somehow, children fixing
their own breakfast was a foreign concept to me.

off to school.
I realize that sounds very “June Cleaverish”. There is
something terribly amiss in families today, and I am
certainly not naïve enough to believe that restoring
families to the morning breakfast and family dinner
tables will restore the hurting, segmented families
today. However, it is my desire to pass on to my
children and their children part of a very
special heritage that we have, with lots of fond
and loving memories.
Today, God has called David and I to be directors of a
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We would like to thank NexTech Business
Intelligence and Analytics (pictured above) and
Keypoint Church (pictured below) volunteers for
their continued efforts in landscaping, painting, and
general maintenance of our property over the last
few weeks.

We so excited about our finished roads and
parking lots that have provided greater access
to the use of our land for our residents! Thank
you to everyone who contributed to our project that was so very needed. Our residents
have already begun taking advantage of the
smooth paths!

We are Ready to Get Set and Take Aim for
our 3rd annual Aim for Advocacy Event at
Spring Valley Anglers Rod and Gun Club on
Saturday, August 18th, and the Barn Bash at the
Coughlin Ranch on Friday night, August 17th.
Restoration Village’s AIM for Advocacy event is
the regions premier non-profit shooting sports
fundraiser. Join local and national business
representatives and dedicated individuals at these
events. Help us make a difference in the lives of
women and children when we come together in
support of our community. All donations are taxdeductible. You may contact us at
Beverly@restorationvillage.net or through our
website for sponsorships, silent auction items or
attendance at either event.
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Rebuilding Lives
Luncheon

There is a camp I know so well. It’s been a place of
residency for a long time. Many years ago, I was
tortured in this camp. I was the victim of others who
had once been tortured themselves. But then I took
over for them, the torture had become so
comfortable and it’s all I knew. This place of misery
and pain had
become my
norm, I also
tortured
everyone around
me. If you got too
close you could
see the bars and
walls I had built
around me. I put
on a good show,
so you couldn’t
see the fear and
terror I really felt.
Whatever you
needed me to be
I could be it, but
if you dared to
take away my
mask, I would get
angry and tear
you up. But you see, I was also tearing me up. One
more drink, one more drug, then it will all go away.
The madness, misery, and pain could go away if only
for a moment. I could block out the ugly truth of
whom and what I really was. I’ll be a better mom,
human, and wife.

Fo

But you see, the concentration camp is in me. It
destroys everything and everyone around me while I
pretend it’s not there. There’s been one motivation in
my life and that is to numb my reality. It has to be
this way; the torture is just too real. If you only knew
my pain and agony, you’d know why I do the things I

Then comes the rescue team. Brave men and women
in my life that saw my bars and walls to fence me in.
Because you see, I can’t let you see Jennifer; she’s
bad, ugly, fat, flat-chested, incompetent, a dumb
blonde, a big mouth, anxious, and a people pleaser.
But, these glorious, patient, and loving people did not
recognize masks. They patiently took one brick at a
time out of that wall. They helped me throw away one
mask at a time. Jennifer is beautiful- they said,
Jennifer is the apple of God’s eye, Jennifer is precious,
Jennifer is fearfully and wonderfully made, and
Jennifer does not have to hide anymore. Everyone
could see my beauty, except the one who counts, me.
The cuts and the bruises are healing into scars that
will be used to show others that there’s freedom in
facing you. God will heal you. In Jeremiah 29:11 it
says, “I know the
plans I have for you”
says the Lord,
“plans to prosper
you and not to harm
you, plans to give
you hope and a
future.” It may hurt
for awhile to let
someone in, oh, but
it’s worth it. You are
the only one God
created with your
finger print, you are
the only one who
can do what God
put in you to do.
Please don’t rob
this world of
encountering the
real you for some cheap imitation, stop holding on and
just be held, precious woman.
Oh God I am overwhelmed at the reality that you’ve
been here all of my life, you were never ashamed to be
seen with me. You were never far away even after I
broke your heart. I’ve never felt such love in my life; it’s
the one thing that I’ve been searching for in other
things. You have pursued me all of my life and I’m
drowning in your love, I am wrecked by your grace and
love.
-Jennifer S.
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very special ministry, to be an instrument of His in restoring the
broken hearted and wounded. In the midst of incredible
schedules and demands it still is important that we maintain
what structure we can to our family… our morning time
over breakfast with just our family in the parlor, and
the evening meal with our extended family is a most
significant part of that structure.

Also, it always meant a trip out under the railroad tracks to listen as
the train sped by and we would squeal with fear and excitement. It
meant bare feet and stone bruises, cows and pigs and chickens, and
exhausted bodies as we got in the car to travel back to the city.
It seems that this is a tradition that our children are
enjoying even today. July 4th is a special day to our family
and to our extended family at the Village. It, too, is a day
filled with flavored pop (plus the traditional “Coke”),
watermelon, Cyndi’s watermelon
cookies, trays filled with meats,
veggies, and all kinds of goodies,
bottle rocket wars (yes, I know how
dangerous they are, but somehow
God protects, and it seems to be a
badge of honor to have holes in your
shirt and black on your hands),
baseball games, relays, and fireworks
at night under God’s canopy.

There was a very special family in Tulsa that enriched our lives
in many ways. Dick and Gwen
Freeman had five children of their
own. They adopted a family of five
children after the tragic deaths of both
of their parents. They also opened
their hearts and homes for two
Vietnamese children, adding seven
more children to their own large
family. Our home church pooled their
talents and efforts together and added
on bedrooms and extra housing space
Recipes also bring a lump in my throat and
for their new additions.
tears brimming as I pick up a cookbook
July 4th, 1995
called “What’s for dinner, Mom?” by Beta Sigma Pi, and
One of my envied memories of the family was their after
read the inside pages.”… In memory of: Sheryl Malham. It is with
-church lunches. They would gather the whole family together,
sincere love and dedication that we, the members of the Eta Beta
even the ones that now had their own homes and families, for
chapter, dedicate this cookbook to our former sister, Sheryl. Sheryl
that ‘big’ Sunday lunch. I always longed for our family to follow
their example.
died April 14, 1981 at age 32. As a mother of three boys she was a
true example to all of us, because of her great love and dedication to
Sadly, jobs and new locations don’t always allow for all our
her family.”
children to come home for Sunday lunch. But, now and then it
Sheryl was my sister. She sat next to me at our breakfast
happens and my heart is filled with gratefulness.
So many
table and she ran with me out in my grandparent’s field.
Another “gift” from the Freeman family was Dick’s
memories unfold She was my “little sister.” She is now savoring all the
mother, “Granny” to all of us who loved her so. I
good tastes of heaven, preparing a meal where we will be
as I look at the able to join her, one day…soon.
remember, with chills running up my spine, the times
her precious voice lifted up “The Longer I serve Him,
collection of
the Sweeter is Grows” with our church choir.
Following, you will find recipes from family,
friends, other cookbooks, and some even
recipes.
Granny taught me how to make crepes, and to this day
conjured up in our own kitchen. I trust more than
when I make this family favorite my mind goes back to this saint anything that you can enjoy God’s bounty and the love and
that is now walking with her sweet Savior.
fellowship that He desires us to experience, not only at your
family table, but more importantly, at His table.
Holidays are also a special time of old favorite recipes.
However, this past Thanksgiving a tragic event happened. I took
my folder of holiday recipes to the grocery store to purchase
“He brought me to the banqueting house, and his banner
ingredients. Somehow I walked out with groceries in hand and
over me was love.”
left my folder of treasures behind. I just trust someone else is
enjoying my red folder filled with holiday memories.
Song of Solomon 2:5 Amplified.
This past July 4th I reflected back on childhood days and decided
that probably even as a child July 4th was one of my favorite
holidays.
Independence Day as a child meant going to the ‘farm’ where
our grandparents lived with an aunt and uncle, and cousins to
play with. It meant flavored pop, watermelon, and fireworks.

There are copies of this cookbook available for $13.00, if you are
interested in purchasing, please contact us at
beverly@restorationvillage.net.

