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Howdy Readers!

Some days, I look around at what God has 
done in my life and I just shake my head. God is 
good! It was just a month ago, I was told by my 
employer that the budget had been slashed and 
they were letting me go. I prayed that God would 
show me where he wanted me, and He opened 
up a door for me. 

This wasn’t just any door, though, it was a door 
I had been trying to open on my own for 6 years. Ever since I moved out 
to Idaho, I have been trying to get a job as a Technical Writer. It was only 
when God opened the door that the plan succeeded. 

We don’t always understand. My trial was short, I was only unemployed 
for a month, but sometimes we have trials that are so long we can’t see an 
end. It is times like those that I turn to Genesis and remember the story of 
Joseph. He was enslaved by his brothers and wrongfully imprisoned, and 
yet he never turned his back on God. He continued through it and God 
showed him the plan He had in store. God lifted up Joseph to save his 
family...but it took years. 

So, let’s all be like Joseph and remember that God has a plan in store for 
us, usually better than our own with better timing. When you have some 
trials in your life, remember that no matter how big of trouble you are in, 
God is able to deliver you.

Jeremiah 29:11 “For I know the thoughts that I think toward you, 
saith the Lord, thoughts of peace, and not of evil, to give you an 
expected end.”

God bless, 

Craig Moore
Editor, ACTS Magazine
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I am the daughter of Mack Coyer, the man 
who wrote the following story. Dad shared this 
story on a warm Saturday night in July with my 
husband Rich and me. We all live in Oregon 
now, very far from where we were born and 
grew up in Upstate New York. We were relax-
ing in our living room as Dad reminisced once 
again about how he and Mom met and the 
tragedy that changed his life. We had heard 
the story before but this time it seemed to be 
more vivid, more detailed and with a sense of 
urgency. Maybe it was because Dad had just 
turned 88 or because it had been a year since 
Mom had died. I took careful note this time of 
the details Dad shared, impressed there was 
something to do  

The Red Thread 

It has been said that in the British Navy all 
the rope from time past to present has a red 
strand running through it. You don’t always 
see it there. It can’t be taken out. It can’t be 
ignored. So it is in this episode I am about 
to relate. God is in this from one end to the 
other which is still unfolding after 67 years. 
It is my story and most of it I didn’t even 
know He was there. 

Motorcycles were not too numerous in the 
period of a few years following the end 
of World War II. Not a lot of autos either. 
They were not built during the war years. 
The bobbing headlamp of the motorcycle 
attracted the attention of a couple parked 
near the four lane highway on this dark 
night in March of 1946. Off to the right of 
this fast approaching head light, a car was 
being pushed out of the tavern parking lot 
by another auto. Dead battery, no lights. 
The observer saw this and remarked, “This 
is looking bad!” 

The loud report sounded like a gunshot 
as the motorcycle T-boned the auto just 
forward of the driver’s door and catapulted 
fifteen feet in the air as the bike’s gas 
tanks exploded. The two riders on the 
bike, the driver flew almost 100 feet then 
cart wheeled like a rag doll, then lay in an 

unconscious heap, the passenger on the 
tandem seat was slammed down head first 
into the pavement and remained uncon-
scious. I was the driver. I was the lucky 
one. 

Ross was my friend and I hadn’t seen him 
since school days until that March night. I 
was back from the war in the Pacific, serv-
ing in the Navy. I had got a great deal on 
this Indian Motorcycle, Army model. Serving 
a hitch in the Navy, I never had a chance 
to get a driver’s license, nor did I register or 
insure the bike. I thought it more important 
to live the high life, partying and celebrating 
the war’s end. I was on a down road and 
forgot the God I really met for the fist time 
while serving in Panama Canal Zone. Here, 
through a group of Navy Christians called 
“The Navigators,” I found the “Born Again” 
experience and then could see how God 
had been working on me when I remained 
stubborn and indifferent to church life. This 
conversion I found in Panama, however, 
drifted away when I transferred to a ship 
bound for the Pacific war zone. I now lived 
the life of the then, typical sailor, my atti-
tude, “Let God wait, I have other things to 
do.” 

I had been discharged from the service. It 
was a Saint Patrick’s eve the night I met 
Ross in a restaurant. After a happy greet-
ing, he said, “I have to get back right away 
to my wife and baby daughter, can you take 
me quickly to the bus stop in town?” It was 
about 4 miles down the highway, running 
full throttle when life changed for both of us. 
Then the crash. As I came to, trying to get 
up from the pavement, I asked, “Where is 
Ross?” as a stranger forced me to lie down. 
The force of the accident broke the laces 
in my shoes, snapped the leather band 
on my watch, wore holes in the ankles of 
my socks, ripped the seam of my trousers 
completely from front to back, and shat-
tering my right wrist. We wore no safety 
helmets in those days. I was scraped and 
bleeding from head to foot. We were taken 
in the same ambulance. With the siren 

 
The Red Thread 
by Mack Coyer
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screaming I could hear Ross struggling to 
breathe. It was a busy time in the hospital 
emergency. With a holiday on a Saturday 
night it kept the medics going full time. It 
was around 2 am as a nurse came into my 
room, I asked, “How is Ross?” Her reply, 
“He is no longer with us, he never regained 
consciousness.” The sinking feeling was 
made even worse as I saw standing out-
side my open door, a pretty little 3 year 
old girl sobbing for the daddy she had just  
lost. 

Around day break the same morning, my 
brother, hearing about the tragedy, came 
to see me. I told him, “Find my clothes, 
help me get dressed, I want out of here!” 
Wheeling me down the corridor in a wheel-
chair, no one noticed as he lifted me into 
the car parked just outside. Carrying me 
up to our Mom’s apartment, I rested that 
day when word came to me that Ross’s 
two brothers were planning to kill me. 

On the third morning I dressed the best 
I could, limped to the bus stop, disem-
barked at the funeral home. On entering, 
as it was early in the day, only two people 
were in the parlor. Two men, Ross’s broth-
ers. Walking to the casket, I saw Ross for 
the last time, then turning for the door, one 
of the brothers blocked my way to the exit. 
He looked at me and softly spoke three 
words, “Thanks for coming.” 

The next few weeks were a trying time. 
All five occupants in the auto involved 
claimed to the media that I came off the 
pavement and struck their car as they 
slowly proceeded down the shoulder wait-
ing for me to go by. The County Sheriff 
that investigated the accident was to tes-
tify in my behalf, unfortunately, was killed 
in a chase a few weeks after my wreck. I 
was at a loss, I needed help. I remember 
clearly the day I turned to my mother and 
asked, “Mom, will you pray for me?” You 
know the answer. 

Word came to me that a witness, men-
tioned earlier, saw it all. The only clue I 
had was that he was a big heavy set guy 
who sold vegetables at the city public 

market. Taking a bus I visited the market. 
Wandering among scores of booths and 
vendors with a prayer on my lips, sud-
denly it had to be him! A big fellow stand-
ing among his fruits and vegetables. Yes, 
he said, he saw it all. He told me how the 
motorcycle struck the car at the center of 
the four lanes. Then the auto was able to 
pull off to the highway shoulder. He said 
he would testify in court that had been 
set for later that year. The God I knew in 
Panama was still there. He had never left 
me. 

Let’s turn back to shipboard in the South 
Pacific that had a direct bearing on the 
events to follow. I received a letter from 
a girl I’d never heard of who was to write 
lonely servicemen. She wrote she lived 
on a small farm near a remote town in 
Upstate New York. About 60 miles from 
where I lived when I enlisted. She and 
her mother ran a small dairy after her dad 
passed away a couple of years earlier. 
This sounded interesting so I wrote back, 
“Please send me your picture.” It took sev-
eral weeks to exchange letters, but one 
day another ship transferred several mail 
bags to us which included the picture. In 
her letter she explained it was the only one 
she had and it was not a very good like-
ness. I agreed after looking at it, threw it 
overboard and never answered her back. 

Going back to the year 1935, I was ten 
years old when my Pa took up with anoth-
er woman. Mom and Dad separated. With 
six sisters and brothers I still had plenty of 
people in the family and Pa didn’t really 
leave but came around weekends bring-
ing his woman friend. We kind of accepted 
her in the family. Even her and my mom 
got along pretty good. The three of them 
would occasionally go to a dance or house 
party together. Pa was still faithful to sup-
port us all best he could and would take us 
boys fishing quite often. 

The court date was set for December, 
1946. One day I decided to hitchhike out 
of town to see my Dad and Agnes, my 
step mom. While visiting them a pickup 
truck drove in, a young lady driving came 
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to the door. Agnes turned to me and said, 
“Meet my niece, she lives about 60 miles 
from here on a dairy farm with her mother.” 
“What! ... Who? .. She looked much better 
than the high school photo she sent me. I 
stammered, “Is that 36 Chevy pickup you 
drove up in, is it yours?” “Yes, she replied, 
my Dad left it to me when he passed 
away.” One big word flashed into my mind, 
“Wheels.” 

It was later in the day when I carefully worked 
around to ask her the question, “Would you 
like to go out on a date? I could take you 
in the truck?” I knew better than to tell her 
about the picture in the ocean. Remember 
the Red Thread? It was God’s plan that we 
should meet. 

The court date finally 
came up with a jury of 
thirteen involving a major 
insurance firm. The tes-
timony of the vehicle 
passengers, as they one 
by one took the stand, 
didn’t line up with the real 
story told by my witness. 
I was found, not liable 
and the court awarded 
me enough to settle with 
my attorney, hospital and 
doctor bills with money 
left over to purchase a 
small diamond engagement ring and wed-
ding band for the girl I now loved ... the girl 
who lived on a the dairy farm who wrote to 
me in the Navy. 

We were married in a church on Spring 
Street, Rochester, New York on March 1, 
1947. Over the years, whenever I related 
this story, Ruth would speak out ... “I should 
have sent a picture of the truck!” 

The Red Thread was never broken, and is 
still here. We both came to God in the early 
part of our marriage, raised a daughter and 
two sons in the Lord. After 65 years of mar-
riage, Ruth fell asleep, waiting the life call 
of Jesus in a small cemetery behind the 
house where I now reside. 

Epilogue to The Red Thread By Mack  
Coyer, Jr July, 2013 

After Dad went home the night after he told us 
the story, my husband said, “this still bothers 
Dad, he needs to get rid of it.” I knew this and 
even as Rich was confirming my feelings, I was 
looking up Ross’ last name on the Internet. I 
felt like I needed to help Dad find that little girl 
Dad saw at the hospital that night of the acci-
dent and know how she grew up and possibly 
help her know what happened the night her 
dad died. 

I found a family tree website and found Ross’ 
name and date of death but couldn’t access 
any more information unless I was a registered 

family member. 
I followed direc-
tions and emailed 
the website’s 
manager ask-
ing permission to 
get more detailed 
information. I fell 
asleep that night 
with an unspoken 
prayer, “if I was 
going to find that 
little girl, it was 
going to take a 
miracle.” 

The next night, 
Sunday, I was reviewing postings on Facebook 
regarding my cousin Johnny’s serious illness 
back in New York. He had been in the hospi-
tal for about 8 weeks. A year older than me, 
Johnny was another miracle of God and I was 
blessed to see the messages about and from 
him. Growing up, Dad used to bring Johnny 
out to the country where we lived for visits and 
he would attend church or camp meeting with 
us. Dad gave him a Bible. Johnny never forgot 
those experiences and continued to look up to 
“Uncle Mack” as a man of God. 

Cousin Johnny was a rascal. Covered in tat-
toos, he was a thief, a Martial Arts Black Belt 
instructor, a street fighter, a trouble maker and 
overall bad character. One of his means of 
support was to have an “accident” involving a 
law suit he hoped to win. Fortunately he wasn’t 
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too successful at that career. After 40 years 
of this godless life, Johnny accepted Jesus as 
his Savior and made an amazing about face 
in his life. He inspired me with his ministry and 
his complete change in attitude. When he told 
me he went back to the store where he stole a 
package of toilet paper to make it right, I knew 
he was a new man. Over the next l0 years he 
gave out hundreds of Bibles, sent untold num-
bers of boxes of Christian books over seas and 
touched so many lives. He was a living adver-
tisement for Jesus. His shirts always had a God 
message on them; his vehicle posted with signs 
asking if anyone needed a free Bible and his  
yard decorated with a lighted cross year 
round. 

Now Johnny was very ill but his postings on 
Facebook were a glorious testimony to God’s 
faithfulness. Around 10 pm that Sunday I eagerly 
looked to see how he was doing and see all the 
messages posted there. As I scrolled down on 
my smart phone, a chill ran through me. There 
was a message from someone named Ed with 
the same last name as Ross’s. With my hands 
shaking I quickly posted to Ed and asked him 
if he knew a Ross with the same last name 
who died March 17, 1946. I briefly explained 
that my Dad knew Ross and had told me a 
story about them. Understand there is a 3 hour 
time difference so I was shocked when a reply 
came back instantly from Ed who was still up 
after 1 am! Yes, Ross was his Uncle. His own 
dad, Ross’s brother, had died “too young” also, 
and he regularly visited their graves. He added, 
“my cousin Gloria is Ross’ daughter, would 
you like to contact her?” So within 24 hours 
of Dad telling us the story I had that little girl’s 
name. I wondered if Ed’s dad was the one who  
spoke to my father at the funeral home and 
thanked him for coming. 

The following day Ed sent me Gloria’s email 
address and phone number. I prayerfully com-
posed an email to Gloria explaining that my 
Dad had shared this story that I thought she 
should hear. I told her that my father was tak-
ing her dad to her and her mother that night 
of the accident. We corresponded over a few 
weeks as I gently probed about her knowledge 
of her dad’s death. She shared wonderful 
things about the love her mother had for her 
dad and how she had “kept her dad alive for 

her over the years.” She was 2 ~ and barely 
remembers that night except for her dad being 
in a big bed all covered in white sheets and 
she was wearing a red coat. She shared that 
she had a newspaper clipping of the accident 
and her mother had told her some but it wasn’t 
very clear. Her mother had passed away many 
years before. She mentioned that my Dad must 
have had nightmares over the accident and for 
God to bless him. 

Gloria shared about her life in Florida then 
back to New York where she now lives in the 
same town near Rochester where my parents 
first lived after I was born. She, like me is also 
a nurse. She shared about her children and 
grandchildren. She even went to school with 
my cousin Stayton Coyer. He has lived in 
Texas for 50 years. Each email was amazing 
as I drank in every detail to share with Dad. 

“Dad, you need to write this story”, I told him. 
Dad is a good writer and has had many of his 
articles published in magazines, particularly 
treasure hunting, which has been a big hobby 
for 20+ years. So Dad wrote the story and it is 
being shared with friends and family. He’s let-
ting God take it where He wants. 

I must add a follow up to my cousin Johnny. 
He passed away peacefully with my Aunt, 
(Dad’s sister) and other family members and 
close friends by his side, including Ed. I was 
so comforted to get regular updates from Ed. 
He posted to me on Facebook that to the end 
Johnny was comforting those around him and 
praising Jesus. 

Once the story was written by Dad, I emailed 
Gloria and asked if my father could call her 
and then I would mail the story. She was eager 
to hear from Dad. He called her one Saturday 
afternoon. 67 years later, that little girl and my 
Dad talked, another evidence that the Red 
Thread continues. 

Ginny Coyer Pecora August 2013 
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Love. 

A simple word. A complex emotion. What 
is it and what does it mean?

Most people believe that it is a feeling, 
but have also been told that it is an ac-
tion instead. So what truly is love? 

One of the best ways to show love is to 
choose someone else’s wants and needs 
above your own, regardless of how you 
feel. When you are mad at someone you 
love (yes, it does happen!), you can still 
show your love for that person. It can be a 
simple ges-
ture, getting 
them some-
thing they 
need, helping 
them out...
anything 
that you 
don’t feel like 
doing, but 
would be good to do anyway.

Christ showed us the ultimate amount 
of love when he chose to go to the cross 
to die for us. The Bible says “While we 
were yet sinners, Christ died for us.” That 
means that we had refused him, turned  
away from him, and yet he still loved us 
enough to do the unselfish act of laying 
his life down so that we could choose him. 

How do we show that much love to one 
another? It starts with a change of 
heart. When we are in pain, our reaction 
is not to show love to the person that hurt 
us. It is to try to hurt that person, but 
that does not work the righteousness of 

God. Instead, we need to care more about 
them than we do for ourselves.

It requires us to have a change of heart. 
Heart surgery. Luckily, we have the 
Great Physician to do it. In Ezekiel 
36:26, we read “A new heart also will 
I give you, and a new spirit will I put 
within you: and I will take away the 
stony heart out of your flesh, and I will 
give you an heart of flesh.” God is there 
and ready to give us a “change of heart” 
and help us become the new creature that 
He designed us to be. Once our heart of 
stone is gone and we have our new heart 

of flesh, the 
love of God 
will flow 
through us 
to the people 
around us. 

That doesn’t 
mean it will 
be easy. It 

won’t. It is unnatural for us to choose to 
show love to the people that hurt us, but 
with God’s love inside us, we can conquer 
our human nature. 

Now for homework. It is all well and good 
if you read this article, agree with it, nod 
your head, and tell others about it, but it 
doesn’t do you any good unless you put it 
to practice. Your homework is to work out 
your heart muscle in your daily life. Our 
lives can always use some love in them!

Give it a try, see what showing Christ’s 
love can do in your life!

What is Love?
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Hello!

We hope this issue finds you blessed, because we know you are 
highly favored by the Lord Almighty!

Some of you may know who I am, however, let me take a mo-
ment to introduce myself. My name is Sophia Fleming and I was 
reborn by submersion into a new  life with Christ on October, 31st, 
1993 with my husband, Patrick, 6 weeks after we were married! 
The Lord is amazing, and we have spent the last 23 years on the 
sanctification journey. We met my first day of work, 25 years ago, 
at the company we have now owned for nearly 14 years.  We have 
been blessed with four wonderful children, two son-in-laws and 
one grandchild. My education and career has centered around 
bookkeeping and office management, most of which has been 
side-by-side with Patrick. My greatest blessings, however, have 
always come when we’ve worked side-by-side for the Lord! This 
has been true with the raising of our children and, for the past 6+ 
years, in prison ministry. 

Proverbs 16:9 has come so true in my life, on more than one oc-
casion, the  most recent was with this new job title! In the Spring 
of 2015 I volunteered to lead the  Children’s Program for the 2015 
Campmeeting, this was my “deviseth” way of helping. Through the 
interaction with many wonderful, faith filled,  men and women 
of the Lord who serve the Council for God’s glory, I became more 
and more involved: Board Secretary, Office Manager and now Ad-
ministrator. Before the 2015 Campmeeting I knew of the Council, 
over the past year and a half I’ve been learning the who, what, 
where, and why of the Council. Believe God has asked me to help 
with the “how”, I am in constant prayer that He continue to direct 
my steps. Truly blessed each day when I sit at my desk with Randy 
smiling back at me from his desk, we look to the Lord to see how 
to tackle the next steps in organizing and updating. 

So, what has been happening? Since the Spring of 2015 we have 
been working with the local city government to update the Tab-
ernacle and grounds to meet the current code requirements. 
This has involved updating areas like the stage’s handicap ramp 
and the building’s electrical, as well as the adding of approved 
fire exits. The largest project, and the most expensive upgrade, 
has been the paving of the parking lot. This, due to weather and 

Proverbs 16:9 KJV
A man’s heart deviseth his way:     
   but the Lord directeth his steps.

Headquarter
Happenings

by Sophia Fleming
G.C. Administrator/Manager

Welcome to our new ministers!

Licensee:
Alejandr Cabrera, Cancun, MX

Provisional Licensees:
Andrew Fauth, ID, US
Basil Straker, NY, US
Dextha Clarke, NY, US
Headley Deacon, NY, US
Leslie DeSouza, ON, CA
(Final approval subject to review at the 
2017 Campmeeting.)

Welcome to our newest 
affiliated church!

Church of God (Seventh Day) 
Fellowship Centre, ON, Canada
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scheduling conflicts, has been moved to the Spring of 2017. We 
have nearly reached our estimated financial goal for this project, 
praise the Lord.  When this is complete we should be re-issued our 
special use permit and allowed to use the building for Campmeet-
ing.  This could never have been accomplished if it weren’t for the 
financial gifts and volunteered labor of so many lead by God.

The multi-purpose building has had a long term tenant that has 
recently moved into their very own building, even as the paint was 
drying! This has opened up the building to a multitude of options, 
all of which are very exciting and centered around witnessing to 
the local community with the prayer for a global effect. Events 
such as a fundraiser for a local couple dealing with expenses due 
to cancer treatment and a monthly community movie night have 
already warmed the building. Starting in January we are hoping to 
host the 16 week Restoration Series by Restoration Ministries out 
of Junction City, Oregon. With the Board’s permission we are plan-
ning to set aside the first ten percent of all revenues for mission 
work. This may only be a drop in the bucket, but, we frequently 
receive requests for study material for foreign countries and have 
been unable to accommodate these requests due to the high ship-
ping rates. This fund will be dedicated to sending those resources. 
Additionally we are hoping to set aside some of the proceeds for 
much needed repairs. The building has served well over the years 
and it’s starting to show it. Everything from leaking sinks to miss-
ing weather stripping and burned out lighting all seems to take 
more than a little know how to fix. The long term hopes are for 
areas regarding sound quality, as well as carpeting for the upstairs 
classrooms and kitchen upgrades.

The publishing at the publishing house has greatly diminished 
over the years and the equipment is dated and much is in need 
of repair. The cost of repairing the equipment makes replacement 
a better option. With newer more compact technology we could 
free up the basement of the publishing house for other uses. Per-
haps God’s planning for a youth center, or maybe a christian day-
care, or even a training/study center.  The newer equipment would 
also allow us to print orders on demand versus storing overstock. 
All of these ideas, are just that, ideas. God alone knows the plan 
for these facilities and I am giddy with anticipation as He reveals 
His plan!

Currently I am in the process of digitalizing the adult quarterlies. 
This update will allow anyone with internet access to download 
the studies from our store and use as they are lead. As these are 

Headquarter Prayer Needs:

• Guidance for the use of the 
Multi-Purpose building and 
Godly groups to fill it with 
the warmth of His service.

• Funding for minor repairs 
and upkeep of Headquarter 
grounds and facilities.

• Helpers to organize and in-
ventory the kitchen and oth-
er areas of the facilities.

• Writers for youth and adult 
studies and articles for the 
ACTS.
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uploaded they will be free for download. We have already updated 
the store on the www.ACTSforGod.org website to reflect the new 
price, however, there is only a limited variety currently available. 
In addition to the quarterlies we would like to do the same for all 
of our tracts. The Children’s Corner, Intermediate and Teen stud-
ies are also in need of updating.  Although filled with wonderful 
stories, many haven’t been updated since their original printing 
in the 1950’s. The time consuming part of digitizing these docu-
ments has been proofreading and formatting the scanned docu-
ments in OCR format.  If you know what that means and you have 
some spare time, God and I might have a project for ya! (He does 
“directeth” other folk’s steps too I’ve noticed!)

If you would like to receive a monthly newsletter from our desk to 
yours, please send us a note and we’ll add you to our list! We have 
many ideas in the works. For example a book sale at campmeet-
ing, work days,  and possibly a community BBQ! 

As I sit at my desk and look out my window, I rejoice in Isaiah 28:29; 
begin to comprehend the depths of Isaiah 55:8: and hold fastly 
to the promise of Proverbs 16:3! For each of you, as you seek His 
guidance, I pray, “May He grant you your heart’s desire and fulfill 
all your plans!” (Psalm 20:4 ESV)

Budget vs Actual Balances: 

December 15th, 2016
Current General Fund:  $  -128
Est. Monthly Expenses: $6,500
(This amount varies monthly due to 
literature distribution times)

Current Tabernacle Fund: $19,544
Est. Tabernacle Expenses: $20,000

Current Campmeeting Fund: $3,989
Est. Campmeeting Expenses: $5,500

Missions Fund: $1,510

Sophia and her husband, Patrick



Children’s Corner
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Tasty Edible Play Dough

This recipe is a delicious way to give kids a way to play with their 

food! It is simple and quick, it only takes about 5 minutes.

2 cups powedered milk

2 cups peanut butter

2 cups honey

Mix together all ingredients in a bowl, separate into portions for 

handing out. Let them play!

Colorful Play Dough

This is not as delicious as the above recipe, but it is very colorful and 

will probably get played with more. 

2 cups water 

2 1/2 cups white flour

1/2 cup of salt

1 tablespoon cream of tartar 

2 (0.13 ounce) packages unsweetened, fruit-flavored soft drink mix

 3 tablespoons vegetable oil

1) Boil the water in a large pot. Remove from heat.

2) whisk flour, salt, cream of tartar, and soft drink mix together.

3) Using a spoon, stir in vegetable oil to the flour mixture. Pour in 

hot water and continue to stir until it is cool enough to handle. 

Knead it into a lightly floured surface until smooth and elastic. 

4) Play!

Store any portion that is not used in the refrigerator



The Daughters of the King are 
going to be having an auction 
again NEXT year! We know 
many of you are VERY skilled, 
so we would love to have 
hand-made items from you! 
This year was a HUGE success 
with many people contribut-
ing quilted, painted, and hand-
made items.

The Daughters of the King are 
also looking for items for the 
booth that will be sold through 
out Campmeeting next year. If 
you have any items, let 
Melanie Moore know. 

GoodSearch! It’s been a while 
since we had this in here, so 
we thought we would remind 
everyone that you can sup-
port the General Council by 
using GoodSearch as your 
search engine, and they will 
automatically filter out unsafe 
content! You can also support 
us by shopping at your favorite 

online retailers through their 
GoodShop store. 

The Daughters of the King are 
looking for a volunteer to lead 
children’s classes and volun-
teers to be group leaders/teach-
ers at Campmeeting for 2017. 
Contact Melanie Moore if you 
are interested in helping.

We were able to hold part of 
Campmeeting in the Taber-
nacle, thanks to all the people 
that helped get all the work 
done. 

If you or someone you know 
have any pictures or articles 
that might go well in the 
ACTS, feel free to contact us 
adminasst@cogpublishing.org.

The Publishing House is going 
to have a book sale fundraiser 
at Campmeeting! We hope to 
see you there!

Information and Announcements
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These are recipes that were submitted by Daughters of the King for the 40th Anniver-
sary edition of th cookbook “Memories of the Past.”

Red Velvet Cake

2 1/2 cups sifted flour
2 cups sugar
6 Tbsp. cocoa
2 tsp. soda
4 well-beaten eggs
2 cups sour cream
1 tsp. each of vanilla and red 
food coloring

Directions: Sift together dry 
ingredients, stir in eggs, cream 
and vanilla mixture and beat 3 
minutes. Pour into greased and 
lightly floured 9x13 cake pan. 
Bake at 350 degrees for 45  
minutes.

Lettie Siddens 
Missouri

Cherry Blossoms Cheese Cake

2 eggs
2 8oz. cream cheese
3/4 cup sugar
1 tsp. vanilla
vanilla wafers
1 can of fruit pie filling
foil cupcake holders

Directions: Mix well: Place 
vanilla wafers in bottom of 
cupcake cups. Spoon mixture 
to make 2/3 or 3/4 full. Bake 
10 minutes at 375. Cool. When 
cool, fill with any fruit filling. 
Chill. Makes 24.

Terri Moore 
Missouri



Licensing and Credentials:
 Jonathan Carson
 Roger Boone 
 Ken Walker 
 Steve Boone
 Bill Siddens

By-Laws: 
 Roger Boone 
 Mary Ann Syvanen
 Earl Rice

Finance/Facility: 
 Roger Boone 
 Rodney Boone
 Charles Ward 
 Jonathan Carson 
 Marilyn Sheldahl -    
   As Treasurer

Tabernacle - Sub-committee: 
 Rodney Boone 
 Don Smith 
 Craig Moore

Camp Meeting: 
 Craig Moore
 Melanie Moore
 Brittany Boone
 Millie Palmer 
 Brock Thompson 

Daughters of the King
 Melanie Moore -    
   President

Facility - Subcommittee
 Don Smith
 Mariah Rice-Wilson
 Earl Rice
 Randy Sedlacek
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General Council Committee Members

You may contact our members through our adminasst@cogpublishing.org email and it will be 
forwarded to the people accordingly. We would love to hear from you!



General CounCil ChurChes of God
(seventh) day inC.
1827 West 3rd st
Meridian id  83646-1653

Non-Profit Organization
PAID

Permit Number 25
Meridian, Idaho

Contact us: by Mail         Phone  (208) 888-3380        E-mail  adminasst@cogpublishing.org  
       or    Website:  www.actsforgod.org 

It may seem like it is a little early to have your plans set 
in stone, but we hope you have this year’s Campmeeting 
circled in your calendars! We are planning another great 
Campmeeting for this year. We are still working out all 
the specifics, but we can promise that it will be fun!

We hope that you can join us!


