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Dear Reader, 
    It is hard to believe that 2019 is over and 2020 is 
already upon us. This year instead of writing New 
Year’s resolutions, I have decided to claim a verse 
for 2020. I chose 1 Peter 5:7, “Casting all your care 
upon him; for he careth for you.”  
    This verse is really meaningful to me because I 
tend to dwell on my problems instead of giving 
them over to God. I want to learn to give them up 
without hesitation to the One who loves and 
knows me completely. 
    I encourage you to choose and claim a verse for 
2020. But, don't just leave it at that! Memorize it 
and use it whenever you need to remember God’s 
promise (or promises) to you. Write it down and 
stick it different places throughout your house, put 
it on the lock screen of your phone, or on your 
school notebook. Think of places where you’re 
most likely to see it and give yourself a reminder. 

-Janessa Hochstetler  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Cover photo by: Alanna Coblentz and Leslie Hochstetler 
Hand lettered scriptures by: Brenna Webb 
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Monica of Montana  

Chapter 8 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Words by: Elisheva Kauffman 
Photography by: Leslie Hochstetler 
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    Monica turned to Travis in astonishment.  
    "Your father?" she gasped, as Sarah inhaled quickly.  

    Travis nodded grimly, and it almost seemed as though 
his eyes filled with tears, but just for a second. Then he 
looked up. 

     "Monica, I think I need to get home. Talk tomorrow?" 
With that he turned, mounted his horse and rode off.  

    Monica stared after him, then she turned to Sarah.  

    "Sorry for biting your head off." Then she added quickly, 
"Did it look like Travis was crying?" 

    “Yeah. Now that I think about it, it did; I wonder why," 
Sarah responded thoughtfully.  

    "Yeah, I wonder too. Well, I should probably head out. 
Sorry again and talk to you later!" Monica said as she 
mounted her horse and waved at Sarah.  

    "Yep, see ya another time," Sarah said as she stepped in-
side the house. 

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

    My father? Now that can't be true! How can my father be 
caught up in all of this? And it isn't like I can just go and ask 
him what is going on either! Travis thought. Why did all this 
need to happen now? he thought as he rode into his uncle's 
lane. Maybe Uncle will know something. 
    He rode up to the barn, dismounted, took care of the 
horse, and then quickly trotted into the house. 
    "Aunt Anna?" he called. "Aunt Anna? You around?" he 
called again with still no answer, "Uncle Shawn?"  

    "Yes, son, in the sitting room," his uncle responded. 
Travis hurried to the sitting room, ready to spout out every-
thing he had heard, when he saw a lady sitting across the 
room.  
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    "Mother?" he gasped. "What are you doing here?" he 
asked in astonishment.  
    "Oh, Travis! How good to see you!" his mother said as 
she rose and gave him a hug. She was about to sit down 
again, but Travis stopped her.  
    "I asked, what are you doing here? You weren't supposed 
to be here for another couple weeks!" he exclaimed. 
    "Well, aren't you glad to see me early? I finished the busi-
ness earlier than I thought, so now we can head to our new 
home! Oh, I am so excited to show you the house! It has--"  

    His mother was starting to ramble; knowing that she 
might never stop, he interrupted. "Well, I was kind of 
counting on the next couple weeks. I just started making 
new friends, and now there is something including F--" He 
stopped--he had almost let the secret out to his talkative 
mother! 
    "Are you going to finish? Because the first reason you 
gave is not enough,” his mother said, clearing her throat.  
    "Oh, well, it was nothing important," he finished quickly, 
looking toward his uncle. Thankfully his uncle seemed to 
understand.  
    "Well, Travis, since you are leaving soon, there is some-
thing I would like to show you," his uncle said, standing 
up. Travis grinned, knowing that he was getting a private 
time for them.  
    But then: "Oh, I would love to see what is new around 
here! Let's go!" his mother said briskly and hurried out in 
front of them. It burst Travis's bubble, but he couldn't help 
but laugh at Uncle Shawn's disgusted look!  

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

    Travis stepped onto the front porch, still smiling to him-
self. He had thought Uncle Shawn had done it, but here 
Mom thought she needed to come too. He shook in head in 
wonder. How does she manage to weasel into everything?  
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    At that moment, he heard a familiar voice. "Travis!" 
    "Monica? What are you doing here?" he asked, too sur-
prised to say anything else. 
    "I need to talk to you about your d--” Monica was inter-
rupted by Travis's hand put on her mouth. But before he 
could tell her anything, his mom walked up and Travis 
dropped his hand.  
    "Well, hello there! Who are you? I have to say, you could 
use a little help with your fashion. And your hair? Humph! 
But then again, I guess that is how you country people do 
things--isn't that right, Shawn?" Mary finished with a sigh.  
   "Well, um, yes, maybe. Why don't we go in and let them 
talk?" Shawn suggested, standing near the door.  

    "Let them talk? What about me? I would love to find out 
more about--this--” she stumbled over what to call her, "--
well, this girl!" Mary finished lamely.  
    "Mother!" It was the last straw for Travis. Where did all her 
manners go? That city must really be friendly! he thought sar-
castically.  
    "What, son? I am ju-" 
    "Wait! This is your mother?" gasped Monica. Travis 
looked at her and nodded. 

    "Why, yes! I am his mother; again, who are you?" his 
mother asked, almost in disgust.  
    "My name is Monica, and what might yours be?" Monica 
said briskly, making Travis smile.  

    She will be able to take care of herself around Mother, he 
thought.  
    "Why, well, it is Mary," Mary responded lamely. 
    "Well, nice to meet you," Monica said, offering her hand. 
"You have quite the nice son, Mary; we have become good 
friends over the time he has been here. But I have to admit, 
I have no idea where he learned his manners, because you 
sure didn't teach him!" Monica finished, looking her 
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straight in the face. 

    That was it for Travis. He just burst out laughing. Maybe I 
do like that Nica is independent and stubborn; it might sober 
Mother, he thought, still laughing. Mary turned to him and 
Monica was looking at him, trying to keep her own laugh-
ter in. 
    "Travis Alexander McAdams!" exclaimed his mother. 
Travis stepped back; his mother rarely called him by his 
full name. Why did she need to say it in front of Nica? He 
looked toward Monica, who was giving him a teasing grin. 
Well, at least she isn't laughing, he thought gratefully.  
    "I can't believe you guys! Shawn, I think we should go 
have that talk!" Mary said as she stomped into the house. 
Travis watched her go.  
    "Alexander, huh?" Monica's voice made him turn.  

    He smiled sheepishly. "Yup, sure is!" 

    And then they both burst out laughing. 

 

Elisheva Kauffman 
Elisheva loves babies, writing, and reading. She also enjoys 

to sing and play music.  
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Better Plans 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Words by: Avery Nowojeski 
Photography by: Alanna Coblentz 
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    Not again. Another group of women strolled past the ta-
ble where I was seated without so much as a five-second 
glance. Why am I even here? I wondered. No one is buying 
anything! Had I been wrong in thinking the Lord wanted 
me to be at this craft fair? All the pieces had seemed to fall 
into place. My Spanish teacher had given half the usual 
homework. My English teacher had extended the deadline 
for the Shakespeare essay. My application to be a vender 
had been accepted past the deadline because another 
vender had cancelled just a few hours before. Had I spent 
all those afternoons sewing to fundraise for my mission trip 
in vain? Or was there a different reason why I was here?  
    I looked down. A smiling face looked back at me. Resting 
on the table was the business card of the vender beside me. 
My mother had chatted with her when we had arrived. She 
sure is an interesting lady, I thought, recalling how open she 
was. She had told us she had moved to the U. S. from Rus-
sia. Although she was declaredly a Muslim, she believed all 
religions lead to the same god. Her husband and her had 
met, got engaged, and married within two months. Tap-
ping quickly on her iPhone, she had shown us pictures of 
her two beautiful little girls.  
    If only someone would talk to her. She needs some John 14:6. 
But I didn’t feel like being that “someone.” I sat dejectedly 
at my booth late into the night. Soon the craft show ended, 
my mom drove me home, and I fell into bed.  
    The next morning, I couldn’t stop thinking about the 
woman I had met. Nothing could erase her. At random 
times during the day, I felt compelled to pray for her and 
her family. I’m sorry, Lord, I prayed, I should have done some-
thing. Finally, I realized I could still do something. I 
grabbed the business card. Her email was printed on the 
front. After one more prayer, I started writing. Bit by bit, I 
shared how different the Lord I serve is from all other 
“gods.” I decided not to have a religious debate, but instead 
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share my personal story about the Lord How He was with 
me when my family moved, and I felt alone and friendless. 
How He brought comfort when my friend’s father died. But 
first I shared John 14:6-- 
    Jesus said, “I am the way, the truth, and the life. No one comes 
to the Father except through me.” 
    I found the Way. Jesus rescued me from my sin. His gift 
of salvation was and still is completely free for those who 
confess and are washed in the blood. I have new life in 
Christ. 
    When I sent that email, my heart regained peace. I never 
received a response, but that doesn’t bother me. I obeyed 
the Lord (finally) and the rest is up to Him. I learned an im-
portant lesson from that craft show--what I think is the goal 
may not be what the Lord has in mind. Now whenever my 
plans start to be destroyed, I remember that maybe my fail-
ure is just the beginning of something better. For-- 

We can make our plans, but the Lord determines our 
steps. Proverbs 16:9 

 

Avery Nowojeski 

Avery enjoys reading, playing piano, baking, making hand-

made cards, sewing, and practicing her narration skills. Her 

favorite school assignment thus far? To write a Shakespear-

ean sonnet for health class entitled, “O! How Thy Worth, 

Magnesium, I Sing!” 
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Creative Corner 

Tiffany Webb, IN 

Aubrie Hochstetler, IN 

Mary Pratt, MI 

Angela Lopez, IN 
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Send us your artwork, photos, poems, and recipes to  
magazine@pricelessmagazine.com with the subject line 

“submission”. Please tell us your name and the state/province 
you live in. If you send  a recipe and have a photo of the  

finished product, feel free to include that as well. 

Brenna Webb, IN 

Janetta Hochstetler, OH 
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Words by: Marlene Yoder 
Photography by: Alanna Coblentz and Leslie 

Hochstetler  
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“Behold, I am doing a new thing; now it springs forth, do you 

not perceive it? I will make a way in the wilderness and rivers in 

the desert.” 

Isaiah 43:19    

My last year was filled with new beginnings--a new 

home, a new country to explore, a new culture to discover, 

a new language to get to know, a new baby to hold and call 

my own--all very fun and exciting things. I love adventure 

and exploring new places.  

But what happens when all those new things become 

normal and lose their glamour? What do I do with the lone-

liness, the people around me I don’t know, the culture that 

makes no sense, and the sweet baby that just cries? Those 

were the questions I asked myself this past year as God 

called my husband and I to live in Malaysia.   

We moved to Kuala Lumpur (KL), Malaysia in No-

vember 2018. We were excited to go where God called us. 

We knew some of the people we would be working with 

and were excited to jump in and figure things out. The city 

was big and new and fun to explore. The diversity in cul-

ture was so different from my small town where it was 

mostly white Americans. I loved looking around and seeing 

Chinese, Indian, or Malay people. God created each ethnic-

ity so unique and special.  

But what I didn’t expect was feeling so sick because 

of my pregnancy that all I could do was go get groceries 

and sometimes make food. No going out and seeing new 

attractions, hiking new trails, or meeting new people and 

wanting to get to know them. God taught me how to slow 

down, to hear Him, to let other people care for me, and to 

rejoice in Him.  
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“O give thanks unto the Lord; for he is good: for his mercy 

endureth for ever.”--Psalms 118:29. I loved the peace that 

came when I focused on what Jesus did and who He was 

instead of on my struggles. He gave me strength. Jesus 

wants us to keep looking to Him; He will “make a way in 

the wilderness, and rivers in the desert,” but I must lean on 

Him.   

On May 29, we got to meet our new little son. I just 

loved being able to hold him for the first time and feel his 

fingers grasp mine, and seeing his first smile; he is doing so 

many new things. He is such a blessing and I am enjoying 

every minute with him. I am so proud to call him my child 

and love seeing him do each new thing. How much more is 

my Father, Jesus, proud of me just because I’m his daugh-

ter? He loves me because He created me. 

I love this journey God has me on, this invitation to 

walk beside God. Sometimes He carries me and sometimes 

He pushes me, but He is always there! I’m not alone.   

 

Marlene Yoder 
I am from Angola, IN; but one year ago we moved to Kuala 

Lumpur, Malaysia, to work with GTO as the Edge direc-

tors. I am a full-time mom, living in a big city with a grow-

ing young boy. I love playing games, cooking, going on 

walks, and digital scrapbooking.   
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Orange Garland 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

DIY and Photography by: Alexis Gingerich 
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Items you need: 
 Oranges, lemons, grapefruit, etc. 
 Essential Oils (optional) 
 String (I found that twine works the best) 
 Wax paper 

Instructions: 
1. First of all, turn on your oven to as low as it goes (I 

bake mine at 175˚F, but you can do 200˚, just make 
sure you adjust your baking time). 

2. Second, you cut up the fruit. You want to make sure 
that you cut them very thin, otherwise they won’t 
dry properly. 

3. Next, place the fruit on a cookie sheet (if you want 
you can sprinkle some essential oil on the slices). 
Make sure you put wax paper on the cookie sheet 
before you put the fruit on or else it will stick. 
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4.  Then, place the cookie sheet(s) in the oven. I typi-

cally bake them for about 2-3 hours or until they are 
crispy. 
5.  When you take them out, place them onto drying 
racks and let them dry until they are completely cool. 
6. Once they are completely dry you can decorate! 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Alexis Gingerich 
Alexis loves music, reading, baking, photography, hanging 
out with friends, and playing piano. She is the oldest of six 
and enjoys babysitting her younger siblings. 
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A World of White 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Words by: Wilma Webb 
Photography by: Alanna Coblentz 
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Transfixed, I stood in awe— 
O beautiful the sight! 

My world in just a night 
Became a world of white. 

 
Snowflakes around me swirled— 

I viewed the drifts so deep. 
Snow covered roofs appeared 

As hills so tall and steep. 
 

Tall trees were ladies grand 
In gowns of snowy lace; 
Poles, snowy sentinels, 

Stood guard each in his place. 
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The ground—a carpet now 
Of shining satin white; 

All things, it seemed were robed 
In glistening garments bright. 

 
Snow brings the children out— 

I hear their merry cries! 
Now hills become the place  

For sleds to nearly fly. 
 

Praise God who planned for us 
This beautiful surprise. 

Draw near to Him today— 
Our God so good and wise. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Wilma Webb 
First and foremost I’m a daughter of the King Jesus. I am 
grandma to 26 and great-grandma to 2. I also have a won-
derful husband, Lloyd, who is always an encouragement to 
me. I love writing—poems, short stories, and books.  
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Recipe Corner 

Mocha Punch 
 1 ½ qts. of water 
 1/2 cup Nesquick 
 1/2 cup sugar 
 1/4 cup instant coffee granules 
 1/2 gal. vanilla ice cream 
 1/2 gal. chocolate ice cream 
 1 cup whipped cream 

Instructions: 
1. In a large saucepan, bring water to boil. 
2.   Remove from heat and add Nesquick, sugar, and coffee. 

Stir until dissolved. 
3. Cover and refrigerate for 4 hours or overnight. 
4. When ready to serve, scoop ice cream into a large bowl and 

pour concentrate over it. Serve immediately. 
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Bacon Ranch Cheddar Cheeseball 
 2 (8 oz.) packages cream cheese, softened 
 1 (1oz) package ranch dressing mix 
 1 cup shredded cheddar cheese 
 1/4 cup chives, diced 
 6 strips of bacon, cooked 

Instructions: 
1. Whip cream cheese with hand mixer. 
2. Add remaining ingredients and mix until well combined. 
3. Form into a ball shape. If not serving right away, you can 

wrap it in plastic wrap and refrigerate until ready to serve. 
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Peppy Lasagna 
 1 lb. hamburger 
 1-2 pts. pizza sauce 
 10 oz. lasagna noodles 
 2 beaten eggs 
 2 cups cottage cheese  
 1/2 cup grated parmesan cheese 
 2 Tablespoons parsley 
 16 oz. mozzarella cheese 
 1/4 teaspoon black pepper 

Instructions: 
1. Cook hamburger, then drain. 
2. Stir in pizza sauce and simmer uncovered for 20 minutes, 

stirring occasionally.  
3. Cook lasagna noodles according to package directions, then 

drain well. 
4. Combine eggs, cottage cheese, parmesan cheese, parsley, 

and pepper. 
5. Arrange half the noodles in a greased 9x13 pan. 
6. Spread with half the cream cheese filling and half the meat 

and mozzarella cheese. 
7. Repeat layers. 
8. Bake at 375˚ about 40 minutes. 
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Gingerbread Men 
 2/3 cup canola oil 
 1/4 cup blackstrap molasses 
 1 cup dark brown sugar 
 2 eggs 
 3 cups flour 
 2 teaspoons cinnamon 
 2 teaspoons ginger 
 1 teaspoon cloves 
 1 teaspoon baking soda 
 1/2 teaspoon salt 

Instructions 
1. Whisk together the flour, spices, soda, and salt. Set aside. 
2. Using a mixer, mix the oil, molasses, and brown sugar.  
3. Add the eggs, one at a time. 
4. Slowly stir in the flour mixture. 
5. The dough will be quite sticky. Place the dough onto a 

heavily floured surface and with hands, work in more flour 
with your hands until the dough is no longer sticky. 

6. Wrap the dough in plastic wrap and refrigerate for 3 hours. 
7. Preheat oven to 350˚F.  
8. On a lightly floured surface, roll out dough 1/4 inch thick 

and cut out.  
9. Bake for 8 minutes on un-greased cookie sheets until 

“cracked”.  
10.  Let cool before decorating. 
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Words by: Julie Hochstetler 
Photography by: Alanna Coblentz 
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    For the New Year, we often make resolutions, saying 

we want to accomplish this or change that. We often 

say we’re turning over a new leaf.  

    And, if you think about it, Jesus is the reason we can 

have a new beginning, another chance. That’s why He 

came.  

    You see, the people of Israel were lost and confused. 

Their lives were filled with endless rituals, attempting 

to appease God and live a good life so that they could 

make it to heaven. They were slaves to the Roman Em-

pire, as they had been to several other empires 

throughout their history. They perhaps were begin-

ning to lose hope, thinking that it was always going to 

be like this. And then...  

    A Baby was born in Bethlehem. When He grew up, 

He was a great teacher, teaching them a new way to 

live; He performed miracles. Many followed Him.  

    He exposed their sacrifices as worthless, and showed 

them another way--the way--to cleanse themselves of 

their sins and be made right with God.  

    He brought healing and hope, and told them they 

were forgiven.  

    And one day He was crucified; people later realized 

it was a fulfillment of prophecy, that this Man was ac-

tually the long-awaited Messiah come to save them--

not from the Romans, as many had thought, but from 

their sins and their selves.  
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    And after His death, after His disciples had buried 

Him and were hiding in fear, after people thought it 

was all over, the stone was rolled away from the empty 

tomb. He appeared to His disciples, alive and well. He 

filled them with light and joy love, and they spread it 

to others.  

    Jesus makes it possible for us to start once again; He 

came to give us the chance of a new beginning—He is 

our New Beginning.  

Julie Hochstetler 
Julie is a ninth-grader in her first year of violin lessons. She 
enjoys reading, writing, finding new songs to listen to, and 
cuddling little children. Check out her blog at wordslikea-
waterfall.com to read some of her writings!  
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DIY by Alanna Coblentz 
Photography by: Alanna Coblentz and Leslie 

Hochstetler 
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Décor:  
~string lights 

~candles 

~dim lights 

~soft, classical music 

 

Set up: 
~chairs or couches 

~food table  

~extra blankets and pillows 

 

Facials: 
~facemasks 

~cucumbers (optional) 

~wash cloths 
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Hands: 
~lotion 

~nail files 

~nail clippers 

~nail buffer block 

 

Feet: 
~bowls of hot water 

~towels 

~lotion 

~essential oils (lavender for exam-

ple) or sugar scrub  
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Food: 
~Salty snacks—chips, pretzels, pop-

corn, etc. 

~Sweet snacks—chocolate, cookies, 

fruit, etc. 

~Drinks—hot drinks, sparkling grape 

juice, punch, etc. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Alanna Coblentz 
I am just a buckeye girl that loves photography, coffee, 
fuzzy blankets, a good book, and hanging out with friends! 
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Tips to get Through  
the Long Winter 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Compiled by: The Priceless Staff 
Photography by: Alanna Coblentz and Leslie 

Hochstetler 
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 Make a list of books to read 

 Write an actual letter (possibly to a grandparent 
or friend) 

 Visit someone who is housebound 

 Try a new hot drink recipe 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 Do a winter sport—ice skating, snowboarding, 
skiing, etc. 

 Make cookies 

 Build a snowman 

 Host a cozy movie night 
 Mail a gift to a friend 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



39 

 Learn a new skill (a musical instrument, knit-
ting, drawing) 

  Clean out your room 

 Put together a puzzle 

 Make a meal for your family 

  Make a craft 
 Have a PJ day 

 Have a winter photo shoot 
  Make peanut brittle or peppermint bark 

 Play an instrument or sing at your local nursing 
home  

 Memorize verses and study books of the Bible 
you are interested in 

 Listen to/learn new songs 
 Take brisk walks (or runs) 

 Make baked goods to give to your neighbors 
 Keep a journal 

 Host a sleepover with your friends 
 Every day find at least one thing to thank God 

for 
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