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The purpose of the Boys Bugle is to: 
 

Encourage young men to do what is right.  
Inspire boys to think, be creative, inventive, and stand for truth.  
Help boys to become men.  
Teach sound doctrine  
Spread the gospel to others that do not know. 
Promote Bible  
Communicate with others. 
Have fellowship, relate ideas, and learn from our readers. 
Bring people together. 
Publish people’s writing. 
Grow in the grace and knowledge of our Lord Jesus Christ. 
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Wanted: 
We have a limited supply of 
articles and pictures.  We need 
good sound articles, drawings, 
stories, questions etc.  We 
may edit your submission.  
We may print anything you 
send us (letters etc.) unless 
otherwise noted.  We also 
want your input as to how we 
can make the magazine better. 
 
 

Subscription Information: 
Send us a letter at least once a year, stating 
that you want to continue to receive The 
Boys Bugle.  Donations appreciated.  
Send to:  The Boys Bugle  
207 County RD 56 
Potsdam, N.Y. 13676 

Staff  
Melvin Martin: Editor 
Jason Martin: Assistant Editor 
Luray Martin: Assistant Editor 
Merle Martin: Assistant Editor 
 

Introduction to the Boys Bugle. 
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Proverbs  
                           1:1-7 

 
 “The proverbs of Solomon the son 
of David, king of Israel; To know 
wisdom and instruction; to 
perceive the words of 
understanding; To receive the 
instruction of wisdom, justice, and 
judgment, and equity; To give 
subtlety to the simple, to the young 
man knowledge and discretion.  A 
wise man will hear, and will 
increase learning; and a man of 
understanding shall attain unto 
wise counsels: To understand a 
proverb, and the interpretation; the 
words of the wise, and their dark 
sayings.   

 
   Meaning of some of the words in 
this passage: 
   Proverb: A wise saying or 
precept. 
   Equity: Just, right and fair. 
   Subtlety: discretion and 
prudence. 
   Discretion: thoughtfulness, 
commonsense, and looking at the 
consequences. 
   Interpretation: a riddle or 
enigma. 
  Dark sayings: riddles 

  
Greetings in Jesus’ name. 
I would like to tell you about 
the history of this magazine.  
A while ago, I got the idea to 
make a magazine for boys 
that promotes Biblical truth.  
I made the suggestion to my 
brother and two cousins and 
they were all for it.  
Therefore, we (us four boys) 
started.  Things went slowly, 
and it was so hard to decide 
the way we wanted it, things 
like the size, name, and the 
content.  I did not realize the 
amount of work that it took to 
make a magazine.  After a 
lot of dreaming and planning, 

we’re finally getting it off the 
ground.  Since we are just a 
bunch of country hicks and 
do not know that much about 
writing, we hope that you 
help by writing articles and 
sending them to us.  We 
need your contribution. 
 
I also want to thank all those 
that made it possible for this 
magazine to come into 
being, especially Sandy 
Maine, and my family. 
                       In His Service, 

                    Melvin Martin  
 

Editor’s Desk 
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A true story 

By Paul E. Kauffman 
 

  I was eight years old.  I was at 
home, in the house, with my sisters.  
I have 4 sisters; Elaine, Mary Lou, 
Esther and Stella.  Two are older than 
I am and two are younger.  I am the 
only boy in the family.  My name is 
Paul. 
     Mary Lou came into the living 
room.  "The machine shed is on fire!" 
she exclaimed.  We all l ooked at her 
with disbelief.  "The machine shed is 
burning!" she repeated excitedly.  
"You should see all the black smoke.  
Come and look!" she insisted.  We 
all rushed to the door and looked.  
Black smoke was bill owing into the 
air from the end of the shed. 
     Elaine was the oldest of us 
children, so she took charge.  "We 
better call someone for help!" she 
said.  Going to the phone, she called 
Bill Balko, our closest neighbor.  He 
said he would be right over.  
     Dad and Mom had left two or 
three hours earlier.  They were at the 
church, helping to prepare it for a 
conference to be held the next week 

     Dad noticed the smoke that was 
rising into the sky in the direction of 
home.  He pointed this out to the 
other men. 
     Dad ran to his pickup and raced 
toward home.  The closer he got the 
more it looked as though the smoke 
was coming from our place. 
     He drove faster.  The milk cans 
that were in the back of the pickup 
bounced into the air whenever he hit 
a bump.  By the time he bounced 
over the rail road track, one-half mile 
from home, the milk cans were 
falli ng out of the truck. 
     I was coming out of the house 
when Dad came racing up the 
driveway and slid to a stop, in front 
of the milkhouse.  "Paul, Paul!" he 
hollered as he jumped out of the 
pickup.  I ran from the porch toward 
him, and as I got close I stumbled 
and fell .  Dad reached down, grabbed 
my arm, and li fted me up. 
     "Did you start that fire?" he asked 
roughly.  "No!”  I cried out.  "You 
are hurting my arm.  I didn't start the 
fire.  Why do you think I did?"  I 
started to cry. 
     Dad dropped me and ran to the 
machine shed.  The roof was alive 
with flames.  The black smoke was 
bill owing high into the air.  He pulled 
open the big doors and disappeared 
inside.  A moment later he came out 
driving our almost new Farmall H.  
About that time Bill  Balko arrived.  
After him came the other neighbors 
and the men from the church.  
Everyone was busy trying to save the 
machinery from the burning shed. 
     I went and sat by the house.  I felt 
as though I had been kicked in the 
stomach.  "Why," I asked myself, 
"did Dad accuse me of starting that 
fire?"  It seemed as if my Dad was 
always accusing me of things.  Many 
memories came to my mind. 
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     I remembered the time I was 
helping chase the cattle out of the 
cornfield.  One heifer ran back and I 
wasn't quick enough.  Dad had yelled 
at me, "You dumb boy!"  It seemed 
as though nothing I could do ever 
pleased my Dad. 
     I sat and watched the men trying 
to get the machinery out of the shed.  
I thought about the new hay baler 
that Dad and Uncle Andrew had 
bought only a year before and the 
silo fill er and corn binder that Dad 
and Bill Balko had bought together 
two years before.  There were also 
wagons, a grain drill , and a 
cornplanter, almost all the machinery 
and tools that are needed to farm.  
The only thing they got out was the 
Farmall H. 
     A littl e more than a year before, I 
had been at school when Uncle 
Andrew, Aunt Aletha and some of 
the cousins had come to pick up 
Elaine, Mary Lou and I. "You're 
going to stay with us for awhile," 
they informed us.  “Your house 
burned down.”  Mom had been 
outside hanging clothes on the line.  
Esther and Stella were supposed to 
be taking a nap in Mom's bed.  
Through the cracks in the wall , they 
could see a funny light flickering.  
They got out of bed and ran outside 
to tell Mom. 
     When Mom came into the house 
to look, all she could save was the 
clothes that were in the closet and 
some of the dishes and the pictures in 
the family album. 
     We lived with Uncle Andrew for 
a couple of weeks, and then we 
moved into the granary, which was 
attached the machine shed, and lived 
there all that summer.  In the fall , 
Dad bought a house two miles away 
and we moved in there, until it could 

be moved to our farm.  The granary 
we lived in was now burning. 
     The question burned in my heart.  
"Did you start that fire?"  It isn't fair, 
isn't fair, I thought, and my heart 
fill ed with bitterness. 
     My Dad's name was Mark.  As a 
boy, he had a bone infection in his 
left arm, and because of this his arm 
was crippled, He couldn't straighten 
it out completely, and it was weaker 
than his right arm. 
     When I was five years old, Dad 
fell off a machine at a sawmill and 
broke his neck.  He was in a cast 
from the waist up for six months or 
more.  Because of these things, Dad 
developed a bad back. 
     I was always big and strong for 
my age, so by the time I was thirteen 
I had been appointed to do most of 
the heavy work around the farm. 
     It seemed to me Dad was always 
going somewhere.  He went to help a 
neighbor, or to an auction, or to visit 
a friend, or to shop for machinery, 
etc., etc.  I was stuck at home with a 
list of things to do.  Clean the calf 
pens, curry the cows, fix fence, 
always something, plus do the 
milking if Dad didn't get home in 
time.  "It isn't fair," I told myself. 
     Dad gave me a heifer calf.  When 
it freshened and was milking, Dad 
said I could have my own milk 
check.  The calf became a cow and I 
was getting my own milk check. 
     Then Dad bought a bulk tank.  
After that, there wasn't a way to keep 
my milk separate.  Dad said, "We'll 
keep track of how much milk your 
cow gives, and on payday I will pay 
you for your milk."  Dad didn't pay 
me for my milk.  Again, I told 
myself, "It isn't fair."  
 
Continued on page 12 
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The Old Time Farmer 
Taken from, “The Farmers’ , Gardeners’ and Stock-Raisers’ Guide.”  (1850) 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Boys Bugle does not endorse homeopathy. 
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Hogshead = 63-140 Gallons.  Another book says that a cord of green wood has 
up to 300 gallons of water in it. 
Rod = 16 ½ feet or 30 ¼ square yards 
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The Calli ng of:  
Luray Mar tin 

 
     1. Tell us about yourself. 
My name is Luray Zimmerman 
Martin.  I am 16 years old.  My 
birthday is September 20, 1984.  I 
weigh somewhere around 135 pounds, 
and I am 5 feet 8 inches tall .  I have 
blue eyes and short brown hair.  One 
interesting thing about my name is 
that when my parents named me they 
took the first part of Dad's name, (Lu) 
and the first part of Mom's name (ra) 
and put them together and added a Y 
and that made Luray. 
     2. Tell us about 
your family. 
My Dad (Luke), 49, 
logs with horses for a 
living and Mom 
(Rachel), 50 is a 
keeper at home.  I 
have 5 brothers and 5 
sisters: Daniel (28), 
who lives a few miles down the road, 
saws the logs into lumber; Ellen (27) 
is married to Mike Atnip who lives in 
Bolivia SA.  Timothy (25) is a 
beekeeper and blacksmith; Emily (23) 
is married to Robert Hall (24), who 
lives a couple of miles from here.  
Dawn (22) is our herb specialist.  Joy, 
(20) raises a few sheep.  Melvin (18) 
loves to do mechanic work, I am 16, 
Nathaniel (13) feeds the chickens, 
Larisa (11) is a bookworm, and 
Jonathan (9) is full of questions.  Then 
I have two nieces: Jessica (3) and 
Amanda (2), and one nephew Robert, 
just born last fall .   
     3. What is it li ke where you live? 
I live in upstate New York, about 20 
miles from Canada.  We are in the St. 
Lawrence River Valley, right next to 
the Adirondack Mountains.  We have 
cold winters and mild summers.  We 

live on a 275-acre farm, 2 miles from 
a small town called Parishvill e.  There 
is a good amount of forest here and it 
is slightly rolli ng.  
     4. Tell us about your schooling 
experience. 
I use Christian Light schoolbooks.  I 
am doing 9th grade Bible, Language 
Arts, Math, Science, and Social 
Studies.  
     5. Tell us about your  faith. 
I believe that all have sinned and need 

a savior, and that 
Jesus has died on the 
cross to save all men 
from their sins.  
Salvation is like a gift.  
If some one gives you 
something and you 
don't take it you don't 
have it; li kewise Jesus 
gave us salvation and 

if we don't accept it we die because 
the wages of sin is death and we didn't 
accept the gift that saves you from 
your sins.  We must believe that Jesus 
has died for our sins.  I came to know 
Jesus by hearing the word of God.  I 
accepted God's gift when I was 10 
years old.  I believe there are four 
ways to know if we are followers of 
Christ.  They are: 1.  If we believe that 
Jesus is the Son of God sent to 
Redeem mankind.  Read 1 John 5.  2. 
If we possess the Holy Spirit.  Read 1 
John 4: 13-21.  3. If we love the 
brethren.  Read 1 John 3: 14-24.  4. If 
we are obedient to the sayings of 
Jesus.  1 John 2:3-5.  I also believe 
that the Bible is inspired by God and 
it is the guide for my li fe.  If you want 
to know more of what I believe write 
to me at 156 Newton RD. Potsdam 
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N.Y.  13676, and read the Boy’s 
Bugle.  
      6. Tell us about your church. 
We have a small home church of a 
few famili es.  We start our Sunday 
morning services at 9:30.  All are 
welcome. 
       7. Tell us about your work. 
I have two greenhouses.  I raise early 
tomatoes in them.  In December I 
plant the seeds.  Then I must water 
them every day.  When they get about 
2 inches high, I have to transplant 
them into bigger pots.  About the 
middle of February I start my Dad’s 
bedding plant greenhouse and 
transplant the tomatoes again.  This 
means I must feed a 250-gallon drum 
stove at least once a day.  I also have 
to check the greenhouse frequently to 
make sure it doesn’ t get too hot or 
cold.  I also plant things for the 
garden.  There is weeding to do and 
lots of transplanting.  At the end of 
March, I start up the big tomato 
greenhouses.  This makes two more 
stoves to feed.  Then there are all 
kinds of things to do - plant, weed, tie 
up tomatoes, etc.  Then soon it is time 

to plant the garden, then more weeds, 
and before I know it it ’s time to 
harvest.  There are always lots of 
other jobs to do too - making hay, 
cutting firewood, fixing fence – well 
the list never ends.  
     8. Tell us what activities you 
enjoy doing in your spare time. 
Well I don’ t have a lot of spare time 
but when I get it I have plenty of 
things to do.  I enjoy gardening the 
most.  My Dad is letting me use about 
1/10 an acre of land.  I raise many 
different things on it.  Usually my 
main crop is garlic.  Then I have my 
greenhouses.  I also like to take junk 
and make things out of it.  I enjoy 
doing some woodworking.  I li ke to 
visit friends and neighbors.  I really 
enjoy the times when my family and 
me go traveling.  
     9. Tell us about your plans (Lord 
willi ng) for the future. 
I would like to raise produce for a 
living.  I would like to help spread the 
good news of salvation.  Also, I want 
to continue making this magazine. 
 

 

Questions and Answers 
In Matt. 12:40 the Bible says, ”For as Jonah was three days and three nights in 
the whale’s belly; so shall the son of man be three days and three nights in the 
heart of the earth.”  I would like to hear your thoughts on the relationship 
between the above verse and the amount of time between Good Friday and 
Easter Sunday morning. 
 
If you have questions or answers, please send them to The Boys Bugle at:  
207 County RD 56, Potsdam, N.Y. 13676 

 

For in Jesus Christ neither circumcision 
availeth anything, nor uncirumcision; but 
faith which worketh by love. Galations 5:6 
0 
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Starting a Fire without Matches 
 By Nathaniel Martin  

 

One evening we went to a 
friend’s house to visit around a 
campfire.  He used a fire stick 
to start the campfire.  He used 
a dried mullein stalk, (which 
he had smoothed) and a cedar 
board.  There can’ t be too 
much pith in the middle of the 
mullein stalk.  He found a 
piece of bark [or 
a leaf] and some 
really dry grass 
for tinder and 
some dry pine 
branches. 
 He cut a littl e 
notch in the side 
of the cedar 
board and a littl e 
depression on the 
top of the board, 
[right be side the 
notch], so the 
mullein stalk would stay in 
place.  Then he put the piece of 
bark under the notch, to catch 
the powder.  Then he took the 
mullein stalk and stuck one 
end in the depression.  Then he 
and my brother (works better 
with two people but one person 
can do it) took turns rubbing 
the stick in between their 

hands to make it spin back and 
forth while putting down 
pressure on with their hands.  
Their hands slowly went down 
to the bottom of the stick, then 
the other one would start at the 
top.  The mullein stick ground 
the wood into powder.  When 
they had pretty much powder 

on the piece of 
bark they started 
spinning the stick 
faster and soon 
the powder 
started smoking 
and got a littl e 
red.  Then he 
dumped the 
powder in the dry 
grass (which he 
had made into a 
round mat with 
finer grass in the 

middle) and closed the grass 
around the powder and blew 
on it [not too hard].  It smoked 
and smoked and soon the grass 
burst into flames.  Then he put 
it in the fire spot, and piled the 
dry pine sticks on it and soon 
we had a nice fire going!  
 

See Caution on next page 

7 KH�&KLOGUHQ·V�
&KDOOHQJ H�
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Dear Children, 
 

 Wouldn't it be fun to 
try to start a fire with a stick 
and a board?  Never try it 
though unless you have 
permission and supervision 
from your parents or other 
responsible adult.  Children 
should never play with fire or 
matches.  Probably you know 
why.  Fire is a good friend 
when we use it to cook our 
food or to keep warm.  
However, it becomes an enemy 
if you or buildings would get 
burned.  A tiny spark can grow 
and grow till it has destroyed a 
big barn or even a whole 
forest.  The Bible says in 
James 3:5 "Behold, how great 
a matter a littl e fire kindleth!"  
 Then in the next verse 
it goes on to say, "And the 
tongue is a fire, a world of 
iniquity: so is the tongue 
among our members, that it 
defileth the whole body, and 
setteth on fire the course of 
nature; and it is set on fire of 
hell ."     
 How is our tongue like a 
fire?  By saying kind things 
with our tongue, we can do a 
lot of good.  It will warm 
people’s hearts and feed their 
souls with love.  However, if 
we say unkind things we can 
do a lot of harm.  Our tongue is 
a littl e part of our body but it 

can say unkind words that can 
spread to many, many people 
and can destroy people.     
 James goes on to say 
that people can tame or control 
all kinds of wild animals but 
they cannot tame or control 
their tongues.  However, Jesus 
can help us control our tongue.  
We must ask Him to help us 
say kind things.  We do not 
want our tongue to be like a 
fire that is out of control and 
being destructive.    
 There is another lesson 
we can learn from the story.  
When two people work 
together, it is easier to start a 
fire with a stick and board.  
Many things in li fe are like 
that.  I am sure you can think 
of jobs that are easier when 
someone helps you.  If you 
learn to be helpful and work 
with others when you are littl e, 
it will help you be a useful 
worker in God's kingdom for 
the rest of your li fe. 

 Maybe you can write a 
story about something 
interesting you saw, or did, or 
learned, especially things that 
teach us how to be charitable 
(loving) and cheerful.  Send it 
to The Children’s Challenge at 
207 County RD 56 
Potsdam, N.Y. 13676.   
Maybe we can print it. 

May God bless you. 
The Children’s Challenge. 
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Continued from page 5. 
When I turned eighteen years old, I 
left home.  I had more than my share 
of not being treated fair.  Dad came 
after me and begged me to come 
back home.  He never offered to pay 
me.  He just wanted me to come 
home, work for free, and have a 
second job to support myself.  I 
didn't think that was fair, so I didn't 
go back home to live. 
     Twenty years have passed since I 
left home.  Many things have 
happened. I married and had three 
children.  I found it was easier to run 
away than to deal with my wife and 
be responsible for my children.  I 
became a truck driver and stayed 
away from my family most of the 
time. 
     I fell deeper and deeper into sin.  I 
began to drink and party with my 
friends on the road.  I had regular 
places where I stopped to party.  My 
li fe was fill ed with drunkenness, 
drinking, parties and the lusts of my 
flesh.     
     I told myself that it was all right 
to do these things.  After all , I 
thought,  “A man has a right to have 
some fun.”  I told myself I was doing 
a good job of supporting my family.  
"I give them money to live on, don't 
I?" 
     My wife was left in charge of the 
family.  She had to be both father and 
mother.  She did the best she could.  
The children grew up with out 
spiritual guidance, without spiritual 
roots. 
     One day God opened my eyes.  I 
could see the truth about myself.  
What an ugly, horrible, unclean thing 
I was.  I could see that I was 
completely under the control of ugly 
unclean spirits.  My sinfulness 
became so real to me that I can see it, 

in my mind's eye.  I could see the 
ugliness of my starved soul. 
     I remembered what I was taught 
as a child.  I had been taught that 
God is waiting for us to call on Him.  
If we come to God in repentance and 
faith in Jesus Christ, He will forgive 
and cleanse us. 
     I prayed the sinner's prayer, but 
there was no relief from the pain of 
my soul.  I was in great pain; the 
weight of my guilt was more than I 
could stand. 
     The pain was not entirely from the 
sins that I had committed.  The pain 
came from seeing my sinful heart 
that was in rebelli on against God-my 
heart that was so full of pride and 
deceitfulness.  I had always been full 
of pride and deceit.  My whole li fe 
was a long story of lies, and pride, 
and lust, and selfishness and then 
more pride, to keep from seeing the 
truth about myself.  Then more pride, 
to keep from seeing the truth, about 
not wanting to see the truth, and on 
and on. 
     God was showing me very clearly 
that He was not obligated to save me, 
just because I prayed the sinner's 
prayer.  I saw that I was even praying 
selfishly.  I realized that I was totally 
and eternally lost and there was 
nothing that I could do about it.  At 
last, I understood, I do not need 
fairness.  I need mercy.  If God was 
to treat me fairly, I would get what I 
deserve, Eternal Death. 
     My attitude toward God changed.  
I prayed: "Dear God, have mercy on 
me.  I know I don't deserve it.  I 
know that I am a vile sinner.  Jesus 
said that He came to save sinners.  I 
believe Father that He died for me.  
Forgive me Father and cleanse me 
and take this load of guilt and pain 
away.  In Jesus' name I ask." 
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     God forgave me.  Jesus cleansed 
me and gave me His peace and His 
joy.  The pain was gone.  The great 
load of Guilt was li fted.  May the 
name of the Lord Jesus Christ be 
praised, forever and ever. 
     Oh, how I mourned my sinful li fe, 
the pain I had caused my wife and 
children, all those wasted years!  I 
realize that, although God has 
forgiven me, my sin has set in motion 
things that are now out of my control.  
I pray that God in His mercy will 
change this also.  The Bible says,  
“The sins of the fathers, to the third 
and fourth generation." 
     My earthly father died fifteen 
years ago.  I wish that I had cleared 
these things up with him.  My father 
made many mistakes, but he was a 
humble man and a Christian.  I know 
if I would have told him how I felt, 
he would have understood and would 
have forgiven me and asked to be 
forgiven. 
     I can see now that many of the 
times, when I thought I was being 
treated unfairly, it was only my own 
imagination.  I was looking for faults 
in my Dad to justify the bitterness in 
my heart.  I did start that fire. 
     I was playing with fire in the loft 
of the machine shed.  I accidentally 
caught some of the bales of straw on 
fire.  I tried to put them out, but the 
fire kept spreading.  I ran to the 
house and left it.  I guess I was too 
dumb to realize the whole building 
would burn down. 
     Now that I have forgiven my 
father and have made peace with 
God, I have a different way of 
looking at Dad.  I see Dad as a man 
who knew his own weakness and 
looked to God for strength, a man 
who spent time seeking after God.  I 
remember, sometimes in the evening 
Dad would go for a walk in the 

woods.  When he returned, he had a 
calmness that I now know, comes 
from being alone with God. 
     I remember Dad took me with 
him almost everywhere he went.  
Many times, he told me how much he 
appreciated being able to depend on 
me to take care of things when he 
wasn't there.  Oh, how my bitterness 
kept me from a lot of good memories 
for all those years! 
      Before I forgave Dad, I saw how 
he was always going around helping 
other people and leaving me with the 
work.  Now I can see that he was 
serving God by helping others.  
When Dad had an important decision 
to make, he would make the rounds 
of his friends and ask their advice.  I 
thought that he was trying to get their 
approval.  Now I see that he was 
following the advice of Scripture.  
"In a multitude of counselors there is 
safety."  When he never said "no" to 
people when they asked to borrow 
things, I thought that he was a people 
pleaser.  Now I see that he was 
following the advice of Jesus Christ, 
who said, "When a man asks to 
borrow, turn him not away." 
     I remember when we would go to 
the feed mill , Dad would usually take 
me across the street to the corner 
store and we would share a malt.  
When we went places together we 
would stop at littl e cafes and have 
apple pie and ice cream.  If Dad 
bought a new piece of machinery, he 
would always let me try it first, to see 
how I liked it.  He enjoyed making 
me happy. 
     Dad liked horses.  Long after 
machinery had taken over, he worked 
in the woods, during the winter, with 
a team, skidding logs.  On Saturdays, 
I would go to the woods with him 
and sometimes he would let me drive 
the team. 
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     He taught me how to pick a good 
horse.  A good horse has a straight 
nose.  A horse that has a Roman nose 
is probably dumb and stubborn.  A 
horse with a watcheye (an eye with 
white around the pupil ) will almost 
always be a littl e crazy.  A good 
horse can roll all the way over.  Dad 
had a special appreciation for a 
matched team of sorrels.  It was 
better yet if they were Belgians.  
Dad's first rule for training horses 
was "You have to be smarter than the 
horse." 

     Dad had terminal cancer.  In the 
last year of his li fe, I heard him tell 
many people, "I have a one way 
ticket to heaven.  The ticket was 
bought and paid for by my Savior 
Jesus Christ." 
     I pray that the legacy I leave my 
children will be half as much as the 
legacy my Dad left me. 
 
Also read the article on “How to be 
Free from bitterness” that will be 
printed in the next issue.  The two go 
together good. 
 

 
WHAT CHURCH 

 
Folks are asking every day 
"To what church do you belong?" 
I answer "There is only one, 
I think your question is wrong. 
You mean what denomination? 
And I answer-none. 
I'm a member of the body 
Of Jesus Christ, God's Son." 
You cannot join this body, 
You are added by the Lord. 
Denominations are another thing; 
You join them with a card. 
The Church, which is Christ's body, 
Demands "Be born again!" 
To join denominations- 
Simply take the preacher's hand. 
Let's forget denominations 
And recognize one faith- 
As one body stand together 
I plead for Jesus' sake. 
If we're regenerated, 
Washed in the blood of Christ, 
There will be no division- 
We're one in our Father's sight. 
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In loving memory of our friends. 
They left their family and friends so suddenly there was 

no time to say good-bye. 

Andrew David Ferguson 
Age - 14  
Died - April 19, 2000 
A tractor overturned.  
Richvill e NY 

Zachary C White  
Age - 19 
Died - Feb. 21 2001 
A loaded dump truck hit a 
faulty bridge.  Canton NY 
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