
����������	��
������������	��
������������	��
������������	��
��
��	
����	
����	
����	
������

�

THE WORD 

 

�Each morning I will sing 
with joy about your 
unfailing love.�  
�
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THINK AB OU T IT �

A Lasting Impact 
Cinnamon Danielson 
 

I love a new year!!! It is an opportunity to make changes & plans and to start fresh. What I 

don�t like is setting goals I never achieve or going through a year without change. The way I 

guard against this is by setting small achievable goals that affect my character. I came across 

some thought provoking questions that really helped me focus on some areas that could have a 

lasting impact this year. Here are a few of them; 
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Today I can sing for joy 
because: 

______________________ 

______________________ 

______________________ 

______________________ 

______________________ 
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Beef and Barley Soup 
*��������)��
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Beef and Barley is an iconic wintertime basic. It is hearty and robust 
and sticks to your ribs while warming you up. Pearled barley has had 
its rough outer shell removed and polished allowing for a faster cook 
time, regular barley will require a longer simmer, but either way 
barley adds a little something special to this stew by offering a supple 
and nutty texture and flavor. This stew is great served over a root 
vegetable mash or with egg noodles, or simply with good crusty bread. 
 
2 tbsp extra virgin olive oil 
1 lb beef short ribs or stew meat 
Salt and pepper 
‰ an onion 
3 garlic cloves 
‰ cup red wine 
1 ‰ cups beef stock 
1 ‰ cups chicken stock 
2 carrots, sliced 
… pound red potatoes, diced 
1 cup frozen peas 
1/3 cup pearled barley 
‰ tsp dried thyme 
2 bay leaves 
  
In a heavy bottomed pot or Dutch oven heat olive oil over 
medium-high heat. Add meat and sprinkle with salt and pepper 
and brown on all sides, about ten minutes, reduce heat to 
medium. Using a box grater, grate onion and add to hot pot, 
cook until soft, about five minutes. Mince garlic and add. 
Reduce heat to medium-low and deglaze the pot with red wine, 
stirring vigorously to get all the brown bits from the bottom of 
the pot. Add in both stocks and raise heat to bring to a boil. Add 
in remaining ingredients and simmer until everything is tender, 
about 20 minutes. Taste for seasoning. Enjoy. 

 

 

Upcoming Events  
Progressive Valentines Dinner 

 

Save the Date 

 
 

Dixon Community Church 
Presents:�

2012 Women’s Retreat 
"How do I Look" 

 
�A Crown of Beauty instead of Ashes, the Oil of 
Gladness instead of Mourning and a Garment of 

Praise instead of a Spirit of Despair� 
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It Goes Both Ways 
�

I woke up grumpy that day. The baby did not grant me much sleep, it was Saturday, but my husband was working, I had 
company coming and the house was a disaster. The plan was to put everyone to work and get in some fun time before 
our guests arrived. 
My younger children are great helpers and usually eager to please. It�s my oldest that requires a wrestling match, 
however. Lunch was fast approaching and there was still plenty to do, and since all things annoy me this day, the house 
is not getting cleaned fast enough. The boys are keeping themselves busy with chores realizing the fumes coming from 
my ears and finding it best to avoid contact. Yet my daughter is no where to be found, granting the circumstances, she is 
hiding. 
�Violet!� I start yelling. �Violet where the heck a re you!?� �Typical,� I think to myself. �She is pro bably sitting on her bed 
staring at her ipod.� I go to open her bedroom door and it�s locked. Not my favorite thing, especially this day. My anger is 
growing, and I am most likely making ogre like grunting sounds. My frustrations with her had been piling up. The girl is 
excellent at delegation and fortunately for her, she has brothers who are happy to do her bidding. In days prior, I would 
ask her to do something, only to find out that her little brother ended up doing it for her. No conversations were 
happening, just epic fails in my mind and I was letting her know. She was the oldest after all. 
The door opens, I vowed to keep my cool ... and that was a fleeting fancy. �Nice, you�re in here all cozied up in bed being 
lazy, while we are all out here working!� I knew she�d come back with how she was somehow doing something 
important, but I didn�t care. 
�No Mom, I am sorting the cards like you asked me to.� This was indeed something I asked her to do, days ago! I had 
reminded her that morning to get it done, but this chore was no longer good enough. Who sits down while they are doing 
chores? I needed to see some discomfort happening. 
�Come in the kitchen and fold the laundry.� I say i n a dry and cool voice, at least I am not yelling. I begin cleaning the 
kitchen, while she folds the laundry. I start feeling better now that everyone is doing something responsible, life begins to 
get brighter. Then my delusion is shattered by my daughter�s voice. Strong, but kind and respectful, �Mom, I feel like 
everything I do lately frustrates you, like I can�t do anything right and that you think I�m lazy. And I�m not.� Stunned by 
her honesty, and so proud of her courage at the same time ( I am no fool to my intimidation factor when I am stressed 
out!) I look over at her. I see the sadness in her eyes and I visualize the word �Lazy� written across  her forehead- put 
there by me, because yes it�s the word I keep using when I talk to her, or at her rather. 
�I am so sorry, Violet. You are absolutely right. I have been a complete jerk. You are not lazy and I don�t want you to 
think that I think you are. Will you please forgive me.� Honesty is the virtue I treasure most and to see my daughter value 
herself enough to express her heart and to trust me enough to let me see inside of it brought me to my knees. I had not 
been doing a good job taking care of her heart. This is how we explain it to our kids. We have a piece of their heart to 
take care of and they have a piece of ours to take care of, it goes both ways. I have been spending her eleven years 
trying to figure out how to do this. I have found that being quick to recognize my faults, keeps me 
humble and my children feeling like they can come to me with anything, even when I�m scary, because they have seen 
me choose their hearts over my injustices time and time again. 
Violet went on to say how she wants to help, but doesn�t always understand what exactly I want and �how I just expect it 
to click in her head because she�s the oldest.� Impressing me all the more with her amazing communication skills, I 
listen and validate her. When it�s my turn, I explained to her that it was hard for me that her brothers were so quick to 
help, when she- my oldest and most capable was so resistant. I make it a point to not demand too much from her, since 
she is the oldest and I don�t want her to wrongly feel that, but that this is a family and we all have to contribute. We 
hugged. We 
finished our chores. 
Since that day, she has voluntarily helped around the house and with the little ones, and none of it has gone unnoticed 
by me. Every time, I look into her eyes, smile and say, �Thank you, Violet!� I am so proud of this gir l.  
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Contact for more information 
Contact Name: Cinnamon Danielson 

Phone: 707-678-1981 

E-mail: cdanielson@dixoncommunitychurch.org 
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