
Merry Christmas from Damon & Becky 

Plans and Changes 

A wise lady Damon worked with often said: “The one who works the most makes the 
most mistakes,” a comforting thought when I made blunders. We have learned a 
parallel to that saying: “The one who makes a lot of plans will face a lot of changes.” 

Late last December, a day after Christmas, Becky 
left Damon and his reenactment gear aboard a 

keelboat, a replica of a boat in a story he’s written. The craft was manned by a 
crew he’d never met. They embarked on a three-day trip down the Black River in 
north Arkansas. A backup plan was that she’d be at the first stop to pick him up, 
should things just not work out well.  But in a matter of half a day and 7 1/2  river 
miles Damon had bonded with the crew. He stayed onboard, camping the next two 
nights on sandbars and muddy banks, rowing for cookies and rum during the day.  

The new year brought new plans. We almost scheduled a camping trip to a Bull 
Shoals eagle-watch weekend in January, but considering family and church 
obligations, we stayed at home base. Aunt Ellen turned 100 at the beginning of the 
month, and we met with cousins to celebrate a family milestone. 

February was quiet, but March was exciting. Our reenactment group had a “voo” (rendezvous) scheduled at White Oak 
State Park, including black powder rifle competition. Damon and brother Larry planned to compete. They practiced 
together a weekend prior. They were confident. When they arrived and met captain Ed, who had brought along a 
“galliper” (a small cannon), expectations changed. They were the only three reenactors attending. Nonetheless, they 
competed, and Larry beat Damon 
miserably. Shooting the cannon though, 
they learned the firing protocol followed by 
early soldiers. Later that week Becky and 
Damon met a friend in Little Rock for the 
Phantom of the Opera at the newly opened 
Robinson Center. Two weeks later we were 
camping again, at Lake Charles. 

April was back home…but not for long.  For a short 
early outing, Becky donned her pioneer dress, and 
we met her cousins at an historic church gathering. A 
longer outing  took us to the east coast, Carolina 
Beach State Park. We enjoyed the ocean, the small 
town.  Hiking through the coastal scrub dunes and 
marshes was new. Fishing off the pier was fantastic. 
Scurrying north, not planning for tire problems, by 

God’s grace a man pulled up beside us telling us a camper tire had a huge bubble on the inside.  
A whole new set of tires later, we proceeded to the Shenandoah Valley in Virginia. History, 

caves, a rolling river…what more could we want? 

Well, we wanted to keep Bethany a week…and got our chance in May.  We learned her 
routine and read lots of books while Dan and Jane enjoyed a trip to the coast. As June 
began we camped together at Lake Charles with 
them all, enjoying their annual church fish fry 
weekend. Some great hiking and kayaking and 
mountain-biking were included. And before the 
month expired, we found ourselves in the other 
corner of the state at Lake Catherine, camping 
alongside good friends Glenda and Wayne. 

At the end of that trip, we took a step toward a major change—we purchased a 2-acre 
lot in Jonesboro. This followed a lot of prayer and waiting., We feel God is leading us 
there, with no guarantees of course that anything is final.  We are learning that change 
is inevitable. Directions a not linear. There is rarely a path without surprises, but we 
went forward on faith. 

We had planned a late July week in Kansas, near enough 
to Tonya so that she could camp with us.  During a stopover at Fort Smith Lake State Park, 
we learned her stay would be cut short, Kansas heat was forecast in the 100’s, and our air 
conditioning at home had crashed. We postponed the Kansas journey to stay closer to 
home. We headed to Lake Charles instead. On the way, boom!  A tire exploded at 70 mph 



on I-40 surrounded by semi-trucks. By God’s grace we were in the right lane, with Jesus’ help Becky held it steady, and 
we pulled over. During roadside assistance, we got a call from a cousin—Aunt Ellen was very ill. Our plans became 
moment-to-moment choices, linked by prayer. We set up at Lake Charles, took a three-day sprint to see Tonya in Kansas 
City, and back to north Arkansas for a few days with Dan, Jane & Bethany. 

August rolled in, with us thankful that Aunt Ellen had improved. 
Grateful for safe travels. Praising God for care and blessings and 
especially His presence in twists, turns, and swerves. A relaxing 
weekend was in order, as we gathered with Becky’s sisters at 
Dorothy’s lakeside home at Greer’s Ferry. 

We longed for the ease of Fall as September began. At a Gideon 
banquet we gathered area pastors to connect with our mission of 
spreading God’s 
Word. Then the Jude 

softball tournament gathered community to raise funds for families in 
need at Children’s Hospital. But an unexpected ease followed, with 
unexpected gatherings. Mom was hospitalized for ten days. It was quite 
a setback for a 91-year old, serious enough to bring Damon’s siblings in. 
Hannah and Mark were half-way home in Mobile, evacuating from a 
hurricane, so they drove up. Tonya flew into Monroe. 

Mom was discharged, and Damon stayed with her for a while. With 
therapy and focused care, she reached a degree of independence, but 
still needs cautious monitoring. We thank God for the care she gets through assisted living. 

In October Mom seemed steady, so we kept a scheduled trip to Village Creek. We 
planned to meet Damon’s sister Marsha and Bruce there, but they were moving to a 
new home. Our friends Glenda and Wayne had to cancel as well. But newly-wed niece 
Haley and Josh were there, and we enjoyed them and their friends. The fall week 
offered challenging hikes, some enjoyable 
fishing, and kayaking. It was a refreshing time 
spiritually and emotionally. 

After two weeks at home base, we camped 
through Oklahoma, and a trekked up the edge 

of the Cross Timbers area into Kansas. Tonya was able to come, and we spent 
three days playing cards, visiting, and exploring. A day trip to the Tallgrass 
Prairie Preserve was amazing, as we hiked across rolling hills under wide-open 
skies, among humongous grazing bison. 

After two weeks back home, we took a week 
to Branson. Hoping family could join us, we 
were disappointed their plans fell through. 
We celebrated together, however, as Becky 
turned 65!  Italian dining, roses, and a trip 
on a zipline made it a special day. 

Now we wait for December to unfold, in 
whatever way it may.  We plan to camp 

again, at Davidsonville State Park, from where we will attend Bethany’s dance 
recital and have an early Christmas there. We also will finalize some changes to 
our house building plans. Then Home, hopefully, for a quiet time until month’s 
end, when Damon will be rowing a keelboat down the White River for a couple 
of days. 

Plans with changes are inevitable. Robert Burns famously wrote “The best laid 
schemes o’ mice an’ men / gang aft a-gley (go oft awry).” I wonder if a mouse 
on a stable rafter, witnessing the birth of Jesus, might have known that truth. 
Certainly, Mary and Joseph knew it, for already their ideal plans had been 
changed by God.  His favor on our lives has a way of taking us in different 
directions. But His sovereign ways, often surprisingly revealed, has two 
purposes: for His name’s sake, and for our good. This He has promised us, 
fulfilled in His life of sacrifice and His intervention in our lives, even now. 

May God’s workings in your life enrich you this Christmas season and in the 
year to come.   Love, Damon & Becky 


