An obscure patriot

   By AgnesHelsley

   While rummaging through my library recently, I found an interesting book titled America's God and Country by William J. Federer. As I leafed through the book this little known (at least to me) patriot caught my attention. His name is Richard Bassett, and he was one of the signers of the Constitution of the United States and was instrumental in leading his state of Delaware to be the first to ratify the constitution.
   He helped write the constitution of the state of Delaware, and he was appointed by President Adams as a United States Circuit Court judge. In addition, he was a United States Senator, Governor of Delaware, Chief Justice of the Supreme Court of Delaware and a captain in the Revolutionary War. Pretty impressive credentials!

   He was a devoted Christian who freed his slaves and then paid them as hired laborers. On his way to Methodist camp meetings, frequently held on his plantation, he would ride with his former slaves joining enthusiastically with their hymn singing as they traveled.  
   The following portion of the brief article on Mr. Bassett really surprised me: “Article XXII of the Constitution of the State of Delaware states: Every person who shall be chosen a member of either house, or appointed to any office or place of trust…shall…make and subscribe to the following declaration: 'I, _____, do profess faith in God the Father, and in Jesus Christ his only Son, and in the Holy Ghost, one God, blessed for evermore; 
and I do acknowledge the Holy Scriptures of the Old and New 

Testament to be given by divine
inspiration.'" 

   Imagine the outcry in today's world! I wonder if that is still part of Delaware's constitution. This amazing tidbit is on pages 38-39 of Federer's encyclopedia of quotations and is well documented in a lengthy footnote.

   I'll probably be spending quite a bit of time reading this goldmine of patriots. It is edifying to read of the faith of so many of the early builders of this great nation of ours. I find myself agreeing more and more with Thomas Jefferson's words, "I tremble for my country when I reflect that God is just; that his justice cannot sleep forever."

     _____________________

Jesus, our sea anchor

   Most people who have experience with boating know that a "sea anchor" is thrown into the water to anchor the boat and allow it to drift and move about within that particular area.

   Someone once said to me "Your husband is a good sea anchor for you." And in retrospect I have to agree. While I was out doing my own thing, bouncing around with various interests, I always knew I had the love and stability of my husband who was not as "out there."  He was, however, a lot wiser, and may have appeared to be “low key," but in reality was busy cementing his relationship with Jesus without any fanfare. At times I'd wake at night and there he'd be quietly praying a rosary. Originally a Methodist, he converted to Catholicism and became a lector and Eucharistic minister. He had a tranquil quality about himself, and in his daily life, no matter what problem might arise, he handled it with calmness. He also had a great sense of humor.
   As I think about it, our Lord Jesus is our sea anchor as we travel about our lives with various trials and joys while at the same time still being tied to Jesus, our anchor. And when we decide to "pull anchor" and travel farther, the anchor is stowed on board which puts Jesus back in our boat and closer to us.

   In these days of instability, our lives are filled with many annoyances which cause quick excitability and anger. By giving Jesus more of our quiet time and keeping him "in the boat" closer to us, we'll be able to manage things in our lives with more assurance and calmness.

     ___________________

De-lightful blinks from page 2
a special power in the combined "wattage" of so many little lights blinking away in a tight cluster.

   Recently I was all hot and bothered, wrestling with a gardening project that I needed to complete before full dark. Fearfully, I stopped to look closely at something hovering a few inches from my left elbow;. Instead of a spider I saw the miniature brown silhouette of a typical flying angel. After he blinked I became aware of other movements—other fireflies—hovering and blinking all around the yard. I felt a wave of love and peace wash over me, as if I was surrounded by those protecting angels promised in Psalm 91:11.

3
3

