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May and June 

Financial Reports 
 

We hope that you find this information helpful 

as you pray for this congregation and evaluate 

your giving and participation in the worship, 

work and mission of this part of the Body of 

Christ.             Sincerely, the Session and Pastor  
   

Tithes and Offerings needed for each week of 

this year = $1,702.00. This figure is based on a 

total 2016 budget of $88,504.00 which was 

approved by the Session on December 27, 2015. 
 

MAY 
Total Tithes and Offerings  

needed (4 weeks)                        $8,510.00 

Actual Tithes and Offerings 

received (4 weeks)                           $9,653.00 

This results in a budget  

overage for this month                    $1,143.00 
 

Total Expenses (4 weeks)                $5,675.54 

resulting in an overage for   

the month                                 $3,977.46 
 

JUNE 

Total Tithes and Offerings  

needed (3 of 4 weeks)                      $5,106.00 

Actual Tithes and Offerings 

received (3 of 4 weeks)                    $3,793.00 

This results in a budget  

shortage for this month                 ($1,313.00) 
 

Total Expenses (3 of 4 weeks)         $4,684.06 

resulting in a shortage for   

the month                         ($891.06) 
  

YEAR-TO-DATE 
Total Tithes and Offerings  

needed (25 weeks)                          $42,550.00 

Actual Tithes and Offerings  

(25 weeks) received                        $35,038.00 

This results in a budget  

shortage to this point                     ($7,512.00) 
 

Total Expenses (25 weeks)             $35,985.93 

This results in a shortage  

to expenses for the year                    ($947.93) 

For those of you who understand a chart better 

than a bunch of numbers, below is the ‘picture’ 

of our YTD finances for May 2016 (through 

week 3): 

 
 

************************************** 

Session Highlights 
 

At the time of publishing for this newsletter, 

the Session had not met, so there is no news 

to report. 

 

************************************ 

The Pastor’s Ponderings 
 

As most of you probably know, my sister 

(Shirley) and I took a trip to the Grand Canyon 

in May to celebrate my 60th birthday. Even 

though photographs do not truly capture the 

beauty and majesty of this treasure of our 

country, I wanted to share some of my favorite 

pictures with you. 
 

The North Rim begins about 22 miles north of 

the park entrance. 
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On the second day, Shirley and I took a 

helicopter ride over parts of the North Rim. 

When the helicopter reached the edge of the 

canyon, our distance from the ground went from 

about 100 feet to over a mile. The rivers you see 

in the pictures are the Colorado (the greenish 

looking one) and the Little Colorado (which 

appears white due to high concentrations of lime 

silt). 

 
The Colorado River 
 

 
 

 
The Little Colorado River 



4 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

The South Rim, beginning near the Visitors’ 

Center at the park entrance. 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 



5 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Elly Paul shared with me, before my trip, that 

Howard said many times, his trip to the Grand 

Canyon was a spiritual experience. I can say a 

hardy ‘Amen’ to that. I had seen canyon-like 

scenery before: Providence Canyon and the 

Tallulah Falls Gorge (both in Georgia) and I 

have driven around in the mountains of North 

Carolina and seen deep valleys (which resemble 

canyons), but standing near the edge of the 

Grand Canyon (at my very first look), I was 

quite awestruck. That feeling was multiplied the 

next day when my sister and I took the 

helicopter ride. When the ground dropped out 

from below us – as we crossed over the rim of 

the canyon, and our view opened up to reveal the 

expanse of the canyon – it took my breath away 

for a moment and I almost began to cry. But, I 

didn’t allow myself to cry since I wanted to be 

able to see the beauty below me and take a lot of 

photographs. 
 

The next day, as Shirley and I walked along the 

rim of the canyon, making our way to the south 

end, a Scripture passage began to replay in my 

mind, over and over. I could not quite remember 

the complete passage but knew it was one of the 

Psalms. After a while, we discovered (almost in 

the middle of nowhere) the picnic table in the 

next picture. We stopped to take a snack break 

and I tried to access the internet so that I could 

find the Psalm and read it. For me, the three days 

at the canyon was calling for a response of praise 
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and worship. Unfortunately, we were out of 

range for both phone and internet service and so 

I had to rely on what I could remember of the 

Psalm: ‘O Lord, our Lord, how majestic is your 

name in all the earth. You have established the 

earth upon its foundations and it shall not be 

moved.’  
 

 
 

When Shirley and I were resting in our hotel 

room later that day, I looked up the Scripture 

passage to confirm which Psalm it was. Even 

though I had combined wording from two 

Psalms (8:1 and 104:5), Psalm 8 was the one 

which I was trying to remember.  
 

1 LORD, our Lord, how majestic is Your 

name in all the earth, who have displayed 

Your splendor above the heavens! 

2 From the mouth of infants and nursing 

babes You have established strength  

because of Your adversaries, to make the 

enemy and the revengeful cease. 

3 When I consider Your heavens, the work of 

Your fingers, the moon and the stars, which 

You have ordained; 

4 What is man that You take thought of him, 

and the son of man that You care for him? 

5  Yet You have made him a little lower 

than God, and You crown him with glory 

and majesty! 

6 You make him to rule over the works of 

Your hands; You have put all things under 

his feet, 

7 All sheep and oxen, and also the beasts of 

the field, 

8 The birds of the heavens and the fish of the 

sea, whatever passes through the paths of 

the seas. 

9 O LORD, our Lord, how majestic is Your 

name in all the earth! 
 

When I was standing on the side of the Grand 

Canyon and especially when I was flying over 

it, I had the awareness of how very small I am 

(What is humanity, O God, that You take any 

thought of us?) and at the same time I was aware 

that God has cared enough about me to make 

himself known to me in a personal way – that he 

has given me life, allows me to enjoy the beauty 

and bounty of his creation and has helped me in 

all kinds of situations. – The same is true for all 

of us. God has blessed us in so many ways and 

he has promised never to forsake us no matter 

what happens in our lives.  
 

So, what can you praise God for today? If you 

need some inspiration, take a drive to the 

mountains and consider both how small you are 

in the universe and yet how much God loves you 

– so much that he would send Jesus to provide 

you with the way to eternal life.  
 

Thanks be to God for his amazing grace and 

bountiful love towards us.  

Pastor Yvonne 
************************************** 

 
 

Quaker Meadows Presbyterian Church has 

pledged and budgeted $2,500.00 this year in 

support of the Guatemala Scholarships. We 

currently have $814.11 in that account and 

$500.00 set aside in the budget. Therefore, we 
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still need $1,185.89 before October 01st for this 

ministry outreach. If you are interested in 

contributing to this ministry please designate 

your gift to the Guatemala Scholarship Fund.  
 

************************************** 

“Emergency Numbers” 
 

Here are some emergency numbers that might 

come in handy!!! 

1. When in sorrow – call John 14 

2. When men fail you – call Psalm 27 

3. If  you want to be fruitful – call John 15 

4. When you have sinned – call Psalm 51 

5. When you worry – call Matthew 6:19-34 

6. When you are in danger – call Psalm 91 

7. When God seems far away – call Psalm 139 

8. When your faith need stirring – call  

Hebrews 11 

9. When you are lonely and fearful – call 

Psalm 23  

10. When you grow bitter and critical – call 

First Corinthians 3:12-17 

11. For Paul's secret to happiness – call 

Colossians 3:12-17 

12. For understanding of Christianity – call 

Second Corinthians 5:15-19 

13. When you feel down and out – call Romans 

8:31 

14. When you want  peace and rest – call 

Matthew 11:25-30 

15. When the world seems bigger than God 

– call Psalm 90 

16. When you want Christian assurance – call 

Romans 8:1-30 

17. When you leave home for labor or travel 

call – Psalm 121 

18. When your prayers grow narrow or selfish 

– call Psalm 67 

19. For a great adventure/opportunity – call 

Isaiah 55 

20. When you want courage for a task – call 

Joshua 1 

21. For how to get along with your fellow 

man – call Romans 12 

22. When you think of investments and returns 

– call Mark 10 

23. If you are depressed – call  Psalm 27 

24. If your purse/wallet is empty – call Psalm 

37  

25. If you are losing confidence in people – 

call First Corinthians 13 

26. If people seem unkind – call John 15 

27. If you are discouraged about your work 

– call Psalm 126 

28. If you find the world growing small and 

yourself great – call Psalm 1 
 

************************************ 

“Independence Day” (4thof July) 
 

Since this will be our nation’s 240th Birthday, 

I would like to remind you of the history of 

our independence. 
 

In the United States, the 4th of July is a 

federal holiday commemorating the adoption 

of the Declaration of Independence on July 4, 

1776, by the Continental Congress declaring 

that the Thirteen American Colonies regarded 

themselves as a new nation, the United States 

of America, and no longer part of the British 

Empire. 
 

Independence Day is commonly associated 

with fireworks, parades, barbecues, fairs, 

carnivals, picnics, etc. In addition to various 

other public and private events celebrating the 

history, government, and traditions of the 

U.S. Independence Day is the National Day 

of the United States. 
 

During the American Revolution, the legal 

separation of the 13 Colonies from Great 

Britain occurred on July 2, 1776, when the 

Second Continental Congress voted to 

approve a resolution of independence that had 

been proposed in June by Richard Henry Lee 

of Virginia declaring the U.S. independent 

from Great Britain’s rule. After voting for 

independence, Congress turned its attention 

to the Declaration of Independence, a 

statement explaining this decision, which had 
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been prepared by a Committee of five, with 

Thomas Jefferson as its principal author. 

Congress debated and revised the wording of 

the Declaration, finally approving it on July 4. 

A day earlier, John Adams had written to his 

wife Abigail: “The second day of July, 1776, 

will be the most memorable epoch in the 

history of America. I am apt to believe that it 

will be celebrated by succeeding generations 

as the great anniversary festival. It ought to be 

commemorated as the day of deliverance, by 

solemn acts of devotion to God Almighty. It 

ought to be solemnized with pomp and 

parade, with shows, games, sports, guns, 

bells, bonfires, and illuminations, from one 

end of this continent to the other, from this 

time forward forever more.” 
 

Adams’ prediction was off by two days. From 

the very beginning, Americans celebrated 

independence on July 4th, the date shown on 

the much-publicized Declaration of 

Independence, rather than on July 2nd, the 

date the resolution of independence was 

actually approved, in a closed session of 

Congress. 
 

Coincidentally, both John Adams and 

Thomas Jefferson, the only signers of the  

Declaration Independence later to serve as 

Presidents of the U.S., died on the same day, 

July 4, 1826, which was the 50th anniversary 

of the Declaration. Although not a signer of 

the Declaration of Independence, but another 

Founding Father who became a President, 

James Monroe, died on July 4, 1831, thus 

becoming the 3rd President in a row who died 

on the holiday. Calvin Coolidge, the 30th 

President, was born on July 4, 1872, and so 

far, is the only U.S. Presidents to have been 

born on Independence Day.  

Ref: (Independence Day (U.S.) 
https://en.wikipedia.org/ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

************************************* 

“Children of ‘The Greatest Generation’ 

A Short Memoir” 
 

Born in the 1930's and early 40's, we exist as 

a very special age cohort. We are the Silent 

Generation. We are the smallest number of 

children born since the early 1900's. We are 

the “last ones.” 
 

We are the last generation, climbing out of the 

depression, who can remember the winds of 

war and the impact of the world at war which 

rattled the structure of our daily lives for 

years. We are the last to remember ration 

books for everything from gas to sugar to 

shoes to stoves. We saved tinfoil and poured 

fat into tin cans. We hand mixed “white stuff” 

with “yellow stuff” to make fake butter. We 

saw cars up on blocks because tires weren't 

available. We can remember milk being 

delivered to our houses early in the morning 

and placed in the “milk box” on the porch.  (A 

friend's mother delivered milk in a horse 

drawn cart.) We are the last to hear 

Roosevelt's radio assurances and to see gold 

stars in the front windows of our grieving 

neighbors. We can also remember the parades 

on August 15, 1945 – VJ Day.  We saw the 

“boys” home from the war build their Cape 
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Cod style houses, pouring the cellar, tar 

papering it over and living there until they 

could afford the time and money to build it 

out. 
 

We are the last generation who spent 

childhood without television; instead we 

imagined what we heard on the radio. As we 

all like to brag, with no TV, we spent our 

childhood “playing outside until the street 

lights came on.” 
 

We did play outside and we did play on our 

own. There was no little league. There was no 

city playground for kids, to play in the water. 

We turned the fire hydrants on and ran 

through the spray. 
 

The lack of television in our early years 

meant, for most of us, that we had little real 

understanding of what the world was like. Our 

Saturday afternoons, if at the movies, gave us 

newsreels of the war and the holocaust 

sandwiched in between westerns and 

cartoons. 
 

Telephones were one to a house, often shared 

and hung on the wall. Computers were called 

calculators and were hand cranked; 

typewriters were driven by pounding fingers, 

throwing the carriage, and changing the 

ribbon. The “Internet” and “Google” were 

words that didn't exist. Newspapers and 

magazines were written for adults. We are the 

last group who had to find out for themselves. 
 

As we grew up, the country was exploding 

with growth. The G.I. Bill gave returning 

veterans the means to get an education and 

spurred colleges to grow. VA loans fanned a 

housing boom. Pent up demand coupled with 

new installment payment plans put factories 

to work. New highways would bring jobs and 

mobility. 
 

The veterans joined civic clubs and became 

active in politics. In the late 40s and early 50s 

the country seemed to lie in the embrace of 

brisk but quiet order as it gave birth to its new 

middle class (which became known as “Baby 

Boomers”). The radio network expanded 

from three stations to thousands of stations. 

And the telephone started to become the most 

common method of communication. Our 

parents were suddenly free from the confines 

of the depression and the war and they threw 

themselves into exploring opportunities they 

had never imagined. 
 

We weren't neglected but we weren't today's 

all-consuming family focus. Our parents were 

glad we played by ourselves “until the street 

lights came on.” They were discovering the 

post war world. Most of us had no life plan, 

out with the unexpected virtue of ignorance 

and an economic rising tide we simply 

stepped into the world and started to find out 

what the world was about. We entered a world 

of overflowing plenty and opportunity; a 

world where we were welcomed. Based on 

our naïve belief that there was more where this 

came from, we shaped life as we went. 
 

We enjoyed a luxury. We felt secure in our 

future, of course, just as today, but not all 

Americans shared in this experience. 

Depression poverty was deep rooted. Polio 

was still a crippler. The Korean War was a 

dark presage in the early 50s and by mid-

decade school children were ducking under 

desks. Russia built the “Iron Curtain” and 

China became “Red China”. Kennedy sent the 

first “advisors” to Vietnam; and years later, 

Johnson invented a war there. Castro set up 

camp in Cuba and Khrushchev came to power. 

We are the last generation to experience an 

interlude when there were no existential 

threats to our homeland. We came of age in 

the 40s and early 50s. The war was over and 

the cold war, terrorism, Martin Luther King, 

civil rights, technological upheaval, “global 

warming” and perpetual economic insecurity 
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had yet begun to haunt life with insistent 

unease. 
 

Only our generation can remember both a 

time of apocalyptic war and a time when our 

world was secure and full of bright promise 

and plenty. We have lived through both. 
 

We grew up at the best possible time, a time 

when the world was getting better; not worse. 

We are the Silent Generation; “the last ones.” 

The last of us were born in 1942, more than 

99.9% of us are either retired or dead; and all 

of us believe we grew up in the best of times! 

Author Unknown 
 

************************************** 

“Letters from Camp” 
 

Dear Mom, 
 

Our scoutmaster told us to write to our parents 

in case you saw the flood on TV and got 

worried. We are okay. Only one of our tents 

and two sleeping bags got washed away. 

Luckily, none of us got drowned because we 

were all up on the mountain looking for Adam 

when it happened. 
 

Oh yes, please call Adam's mother and tell her 

he is okay. He can't write because of the cast. 

I got to ride in one of the search and rescue 

Jeeps. It was great. We never would have 

found Adam in the dark if it hadn't been for 

the lightning. Scoutmaster Ted got mad at 

Adam for going on a hike alone without 

telling anyone. Adam said he did tell him, but 

it was during the fire so he probably didn't 

hear him. Did you know that if you put gas on 

a fire, the gas will blow up?  
 

The wet wood didn't burn, but one of the tents 

did, and also some of our clothes. Matthew is 

going to look weird until his hair grows back. 
 

We will be home on Saturday, if Scoutmaster 

Ted gets the bus fixed. It wasn't his fault about 

the crash. The brakes worked okay when we 

left, Scoutmaster Ted said that with a bus that 

old, you have to expect something to break 

down; that's probably why he can't get 

insurance. We think it's a super bus. He 

doesn't care if we get it dirty, and if it's hot, 

sometimes he lets us ride on the bumpers. It 

gets pretty hot with 45 people in a bus made 

for 24. He let us take turns riding in the trailer 

until the policeman stopped and talked to us. 
 

Scoutmaster Ted is a neat guy. Don't worry, 

he is a good driver. In fact, he is teaching 

Horace how to drive on the mountain roads 

where there aren't any cops. All we ever see 

up there are huge logging trucks. 
 

This morning all of the guys were diving off 

the rocks and swimming out to the rapids. 

Scoutmaster Ted wouldn't let me because I 

can't swim, and Adam was afraid he would 

sink because of his cast (it's concrete because 

we didn't have any plaster), so he let us take 

the canoe out. It was great. You can still see 

some of the trees under the water from the 

flood. 
 

Scoutmaster Ted isn't crabby like some 

scoutmasters. He didn't even get mad about 

the lifejackets. He has to spend a lot of time 

working on the bus so we are trying not to 

cause him any trouble. 
 

Guess what? We have all passed our first- aid 

merit badges. When Andrew dived into the 

lake and cut his arm, we all got to see how a 

tourniquet works. Steve and I threw up, but 

Scoutmaster Ted said it was probably just 

food poisoning from the left-over chicken. He 

said they got sick that way with food they ate 

in prison. I'm so glad he got out and became 

our Scoutmaster. He said he sure figured out 

how to get things done better while he was 

doing his time. 
 

By the way, what is a pedal-file? I have to go 

now. We are going to town to post our letters 

and buy some more beer and ammo. 
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Don't worry about anything. We are fine and 

tonight it's my turn to sleep in the 

Scoutmaster's tent. 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

********************************** 

“An Elderly Gentleman” 
 

An elderly gentleman had serious hearing 

problems for a number of years. He went to 

the doctor and the doctor was able to have 

him fitted for a set of hearing aids that 

allowed the gentleman to hear 100%. The 

elderly gentleman went back in a month to 

the doctor and the doctor said, “Your hearing 

is perfect. Your family must be really 

pleased that you can hear again.” The 

gentleman replied, “Oh, I haven't told my 

family yet. I just sit around and listen to the 

conversations. I've changed my will three 

times.” 
 

************************************ 

One Sunday in a Midwest City, a young 

child was “acting up” during the morning 

worship hour. His parents did their best to 

maintain some sense of order in the pew but 

were losing the battle. Finally, the father 

picked the little fellow up and walked sternly 

up the aisle on his way out. Just before 

reaching the safety of the foyer, the little one 

called loudly to the congregation, “Pray for 

me!” “Pray for me!” 
 

*********************************** 

One particular four-year old prayed, “And 

forgive us our trash baskets as we forgive 

those who put trash in our baskets.” 
 

*********************************** 

 

 

What's Happening at QMPC in July 
 

Elders on Call for July: 

03rd-09th – Riddle Smith 

10th-16th – Doris Whisnant 

17th-23rd – Rich Bruder  

24th-30th – Bennett Ross 

 

Children's Sermons: 

09th – Heather Kramer 

 Kalah Freeman (downstairs)  

10th – Ruth Pershing 

 Betty Williams (downstairs) 

17th – Darleen Caputo (outing) 

24th – Heather Kramer 

   Gladys Ross (downstairs) 

31st – Ruth Pershing 

          Leila Bruder (downstairs) 
 

********************************** 

"An Elderly Couple” 
 

An elderly couple had dinner at another 

couple's house, and after eating, the wives 

left the table and went into the kitchen. The 

two men were talking, and one said, “Last 

night we went out to a new restaurant, and it 

was really great! I would recommend it very 

highly.” The other man said, “What is the 

name of the restaurant?” The first man 

thought and thought and finally said, “What 

is the name of that flower you give to 

someone you love? You know … the one 

that's red and has thorns.” “Do you mean a 

rose?” “Yes, that's the one,” replied the man. 

He then turned towards the kitchen and 

yelled, “Rose, what's the name of that 

restaurant we went to last night?” 
 

*********************************** 

Six year old Angie, and her four-year old 

brother, Joel, were sitting together in church. 

Joel giggled, sang and talked out loud. 

Finally, his big sister had had enough. 

“You're not supposed to talk out loud in 

church.”  
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“Why? Who's going to stop me?” Joel asked. 
 

Angie pointed to the back of the church and 

said, “See those two men standing by the 

door?” “They're hushers.” 
 

*********************************** 

Morris, an 82 year old man, went to the 

doctor to get a physical. A few days later, the 

doctor saw Morris walking down the street 

with a gorgeous young woman on his arm. A 

couple days of days later, the doctor spoke to 

Morris and said, “You're really doing great, 

aren't you?” Morris replied, “Just doing what 

you said Doc: “Get a hot mama and be 

cheerful.” The doctor said, “I didn't say that. 

I said, “You've got a heart murmur; be 

careful.” 
 

*********************************** 

“Holiday Plans” 
 

Dear Friends, 

We are having a couple of weeks in the sun 

shortly and thought you would be interested 

to see our plans for the rest of 2016: 

 We have been in many places, but we've 

never been in Kahoots. Apparently, you 

can't go alone. You have to be in Kahoots 

with someone. 

 We've also never been in Cognito. We 

hear no one recognizes you there. 

 We have, however, been in Sane. They 

don't have an airport. You have to be 

driven there. We have made several trips 

there, thanks to our children, friends, 

family and work. 

 We would like to go to Conclusions, but 

you have to jump, and we're not too good 

at physical activity anymore.  

 We have also been in Doubt. That is a sad 

·place to go, and we try not to visit there 

too often. 

 We've been in Flexible, but only when it 

was very important to stand firm. 

 Sometimes we're in Capable. We go there 

more often as we're getting older. 

 One of our favorite places to be is in 

Suspense! It really gets the adrenalin 

flowing and pumps up the old heart! At 

our age we need all the stimuli we can 

get! 

 We may have been in Continent, but we 

can't recall which country we were in. It's 

an age thing. They tell us it is very wet 

and damp there. 
 

Finally, please do your part by remembering 

to mail this to at least one unstable person. 

Our job is done. 
 

Life is too short for negative drama and petty 

things. So laugh insanely, love truly and 

forgive quickly. 
 

From one unstable friend to another, I hope 

everyone is happy in your head. We're all 

doing pretty well in mine! 

Author Unknown 
 

*********************************** 

A little boy was overheard praying: “Lord, if 

you can't make me a better boy, don't worry 

about it. I'm having a real good time like I 

am.” 
 

*********************************** 

“Words I Live By” 

(random thoughts) 
 

1. I changed my car horn to gunshot sounds, 

people get out of the way much faster 

now. 

2. Gone are the days when girls used to cook 

like their mothers. Now they drink like 

their fathers. 

3. You know that tingly little feeling you get 

when you really like someone? That's 

common sense leaving your body. 

4. I didn't make it to the gym today. That 

makes five years in a row. 

5. I decided to change calling the bathroom 
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the John and renamed it Jim. I feel so 

much better saying I went to the Jim this 

morning. 

6. Old age is coming at a really bad time. 

When I was a child I thought "nap time" 

was a punishment. Now, as a grownup, it 

feels like a small vacation." 

7. The biggest lie I tell myself is.... “I don't 

need to write that down, I'll remember it.” 

8. I don't have gray hair; I have “wisdom 

highlights”. So, I'm just very wise. 

9. Teach your daughter how to shoot, 

because a restraining order is just a piece 

of paper. 

10. If God wanted me to touch my toes, He 

would've put them on my knees. 

11. Last year I joined a support group for 

procrastinators. We haven't met yet. 

12. Why do I have to press one for English 

when you're just going to transfer me to 

someone I can't understand anyway? 

13. Of course I talk to myself; sometimes I 

need expert advice. 

14. At my age “getting lucky” means 

walking into a room and remembering 

what I came in for. 
 

********************************** 

A little boy was in a relative's wedding. As 

he was coming down the aisle, he would take 

two steps, stop, and turn to the crowd. While 

facing the crowd, he would put his hands up 

like claws and roar. So it went, step, step, 

ROAR, step, step, ROAR, all the way down 

the aisle. As you can imagine, the crowd was 

near tears from laughing so hard by the time 

he reached the pulpit. When asked what he 

was doing, the child sniffed and said. “I was 

being the ring bear.” 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 


