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Contending for the Faith 

Corporate worship is designed to 
confront you with the glory of the 

grace of Jesus so you won’t look for 
life, help, and hope elsewhere. 

 
 As I sat in the balcony with 

my wife Luella, I remembered how 

important and wonderful corporate 

worship is.  It was Tenth Presbyterian 

Church’s Spring Choral Worship  

Service.  It featured the original com-

positions and hymn arrangements of 

Robert Elmore.  We were reminded 

in song of the miserable condition in 

which sin left us and our world, and 

of the glorious rescue of redeeming 

grace.  Each piece was so full of the 

gospel that I felt as if my heart could 

not contain anything more.  I was 

thinking of the words of Psalm 89:1: 

“I will sing of the steadfast love of 

the Lord, forever; with my mouth I 

will make known Your faithfulness to 

all generations.”  I thought we could 

sing and sing and sing and never   

exhaust the stunning redemptive 

themes of the gospel of the Lord   

Jesus Christ. 

 Finally, after a lavish gospel 

meal, the crescendo anthem came.  It 

was such a beautiful celebration of 

the glory of the gospel that when we 

came to the last two lines, I quit sing-

ing and began to repeat over and  

over again: “Amen! Amen! Amen!”  

Corporate worship had performed its 

work in my heart once again. 

 Very honestly, I hadn’t come 

to the service with a celebratory 

heart.  I had grumbled my way into 

the room.  It had been a long ministry 

weekend.  I wouldn’t have gone to 

that Sunday evening service if Luella 

hadn’t begged me to.  I really didn’t 

want to be there.  But in the middle 

of it all, something captured my 

heart—glory.  The glory of the grace 

of Jesus suddenly loomed larger than 

the exhaustion of my body or the 

weariness of my mind.  My cold 

heart was enlivened by the fire of the 

gospel of the grace of the Lord Jesus 

Christ.  The talents of the musicians 

and the voices of the congregation 

reminded me once again of who I 

was and what I had been given in   

the grace of the cross of Jesus.  Once 

again, this grumbler became a cele-

brant.  Once again, the gathering of 

God’s people for worship had done 

its job. 

 God ordained for us to gather 

for worship because he knows us   

and the weaknesses of our fickle, 

grumbling, and easily distracted 

hearts.  He knows how soon we    

forget the depth of our need as      

sinners and the expansiveness of his 

provisions in Jesus Christ.  He knows 

that little lies can deceive us and   

little obstacles can discourage us.  He 

knows that self-righteousness still has 

the power to delude us.  So in grace 

he calls us to gather and consider glo-

ry once again, to be excited once 

again, and to be rescued once again.  

It’s not only that corporate worship 

reminds us of God’s grace.  Corporate 

worship is itself a gift of grace.  Run 

with celebration to its recue any time 

it is available to you. 

 
Taken from Paul David Tripp’s  
New Morning Mercies, A Daily Gospel 
Devotional. 
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My preferred exercise is cycling 

which best fits my needs at this stage 

of life.  It was not always so.  In the 

early years I ran, and in 1988, 

reached my optimum goal of 1,500 

miles.  However, in the early 1990’s, 

my knees gave out, so I switched to 

lap swimming at the YMCA.  At my 

best, I swam a mile a day five days a 

week, but as I aged, and especially 

after I developed a-fib, my heart pro-

tested when I swam more than a few 

laps, and I slowly reduced my routine 

until I eventually quit swimming alto-

gether.  That’s how I discovered bi-

cycling.  It started sporadically, as 

Marti and I would rent bikes whenev-

er we vacationed at the beach, but 

biking at home was daunting because 

we live on a busy road with no biking 

lanes and the traffic moves swiftly.  

But when the city of Graham devel-

oped a regional park near our house 

with a nicely paved quarter mile track 

marked for both pedestrians and cy-

clers, we recognized this as a God-

given opportunity.  Purchasing a cou-

ple of bikes at Walmart got us started 

on a new chapter in our exercise pro-

gram.  Everything was great until 

Covid closed the park.  What now?  

There is an industrial park not far 

away, with a thirty-five miles an hour 

speed limit, and I began to cycle the 

six plus mile roundtrip from my 

house to Trollingwood Road as a 

temporary expediency.  It didn’t take 

long to realize that I liked this route 

better than Graham Park, so I contin-

ued to bike in the Industrial Park, 

though Marti prefers the re-opened 

Graham facility.  Having time to ob-

serve my surroundings while I peddle 

is an added benefit, so please indulge 

me as I share some of my musings. 

DAYLIGHT SAVINGS TIME.  I’ve 

never been a big fan, but I dislike it 

now more than ever.  The best time 

for biking is early morning, but that’s 

not possible in the dark, so I really 

value the longer days of Summer.  

Morning daylight increases just 

enough to allow me to begin in April 

when, wham, the onset of Daylight 

Savings plunges me back into morn-

ing darkness.  I can get out on my 

bike at 6:00 a.m. in June, but by Au-

gust, darkness delays me until 6:30.  

Come September, morning biking 

becomes practically impossible.  In 

Summer, I normally bike at 6:00, re-

turning home for a 7:00 breakfast 

followed by family devotions with 

Marti.  In August, we switch the 

schedule around and have devotions 

first at 6:00, biking second, and 

breakfast third.  Not far into Septem-

ber, darkness forces me down into 

our basement fitness center at 6:00, 

and I try to schedule a bike ride later 

in the day.  However, ministry obli-

gations make it impossible to ride 

every day, so biking is reduced from 

five days a week to two or three.  If 

Eastern Standard Time was all year 

around, I’d have three or four more 

months of morning biking.  Why 

can’t the powers that be just leave 

things alone, and let daylight occur in 

its natural cycle as it has for thou-

sands of years?  I remind myself of 

the gracious purposes of our sover-

eign God, and try to cheerfully adjust 

my exercise schedule accordingly. 

 

TRAFFIC.  Some are surprised that I 

bike in an Industrial Park with the 

many Semi’s rolling into the Walmart 

and Lidle Distribution Centers.  It 

won’t be long until Amazon opens 

their new 300,000 square feet facility 

with five hundred plus employees, 

and the new UPS Distribution Center 

will not be far behind.  Both car and 

truck traffic will increase significant-

ly.  The truth is, I’d rather be sur-

rounded by Semi’s than cars.  Semi 

drivers are professionals who almost 

always drive safely and courteously.  

Most cars are careful, but some are 

not.  I was nearly blown off the road 

recently by a white Honda Civic fly-

ing past at what looked like at least 

seventy-five miles an hour. (Hmmm. 

Is somebody late to work again?)  

I’ve never had a problem with the big 

rigs, but I sure do dread some cars!  I 

ask God for protection as I ride, and 

thus far, He has graciously answered 

my prayers. 

 

TRASH.  Who can fail to notice the 

piles of trash strewn everywhere 

along the roadside?  Why do some 

people think it’s permissible to throw 

their waste out the window?  Can this 

be yet another manifestation of the 

coarsening of American culture?  It 

seems that more and more Americans 

are satisfied to live in filth, evidenc-

ing little regard for others.  It’s a sad 

sign of the times.  There is one road-

side sign warning about a $200 fine 

for throwing out trash, but nobody 

seems to pay it any attention.  Why 

 
(Continued on page 3) 

MUSINGS FROM THE SEAT 
 

 OF A BICYCLE 
by Greg Barkman 

 

“For bodily exercise 
profits a little, but 

godliness is profitable 
for all things, having 
promise of the life 

that now is and  
of that which  
is to come.” 

 
I Timothy 4:8 
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should they?  Do you know of anyone 

who has ever been fined for discard-

ing trash on the road?  If a law goes 

unenforced, will anyone take it seri-

ously?  “Because the sentence against 

an evil work is not executed speedily, 

therefore the heart of the sons of   

men is fully set in them to do 

evil” (Ecclesiastes 8:11).  That’s the 

way fallen human nature works.  The 

very presence of a warning sign caus-

es some to throw out garbage as an 

act of defiance.  This is not much dif-

ferent from the principle at work in 

those cities where governments have 

decided to de-fund the police.  Appar-

ently they think that fewer police will 

convince people to behave more nice-

ly.  Wrong!  Failing to enforce laws 

encourages people to break them with 

impunity.  When police decrease, 

crimes increase.  You’d think every-

body would understand that, as it’s 

simply common sense.  But common 

sense seems to be in short supply in 

America today.  It was encouraging 

on a recent morning, to ride past two 

municipal employees cleaning up 

trash from the shoulders of the road.  

Hooray!  Things are looking so much 

better.  Imagine my disappointment 

two days later when I found a whole 

new supply of trash.  Nobody can stay 

ahead of such trashy behavior.  If we 

are unwilling to penalize law breakers 

for their misdeeds, we must resign 

ourselves to living in a world of litter.  

Oh where has my beloved America 

gone?  Does anyone even care? 

 

WILDLIFE.  A special joy of riding 

early in the day is the frequent en-

counters with wildlife which is more 

active early in the morning.  I have to 

keep a sharp watch for the deer who 

often bound across my path.  When 

riding in a car, an encounter with a 

deer is distressing, but usually not 

injurious.  No one enjoys dealing with 

a banged-up vehicle, but if I collide 

with a deer while biking, I will proba-

bly end up at the Emergency Room 

and a long period of convalescence.  

Those beautiful creatures can surely 

cause a heap of trouble.  I love to 

watch the rabbits hopping swiftly 

back into the brush whenever I dis-

turb their breakfast on the grassy 

shoulder of the road, and the variety 

of birds is amazing.  I’ll never forget 

the hawk who tracked me closely for 

more than a quarter of a mile, lighting 

upon telephone wires along the way 

in order to inspect me carefully before 

moving to another perch to repeat the 

process.  Recently, a beautiful for-

mation of Canadian Geese noisily 

announced their presence, honking as 

they soared through the sky in perfect 

formation.  Dozens of birds sing their 

morning cantatas, and beautiful ducks 

float gracefully on a roadside pond.  

But the grand prize goes to the majes-

tic blue heron which I startled while it 

was busily fishing in a small stream.  

I’ve looked in vain to see it again, but 

hope it may yet pay me another visit 

on a future ride.  God’s creation is 

beyond beautiful, even in this fallen 

world.  Just imagine what we shall 

behold in the perfect world to come.  

(Continued from page 2) 

 

 “When our hopes are most alive, it is less from a view of the imperfect beginnings of grace in our hearts, than from 
an apprehension of him who is our all in all. His person, his love, his sufferings, his intercession, his compassion, his 
fullness, and his faithfulness—these are our delightful themes, which leave us little leisure, when in our best frames, to 
speak of ourselves... If any people have contributed a mite to their own salvation, it was more than we could do. If any 
were obedient and faithful to the first calls and impressions of his Spirit, it was not our case. If any were prepared to 
receive him beforehand, we know that we were in a state of alienation from him. We needed sovereign, irresistible 
grace to save us, or we would be lost forever! If there are any who have a power of their own, we must confess ourselves 
poorer than they are. We cannot watch, unless he watches with us; we cannot strive, unless he strives with us; we  
cannot stand one moment, unless he holds us up; and we believe we must perish after all, unless his faithfulness is  
engaged to keep us. But this we trust he will do, not for our righteousness, but for his own name's sake, and because, 
having loved us with an everlasting love, he has been pleased in loving kindness to draw us to himself, and to be found 
by us when we sought him not.” 

― John Newton, Select Letters of John Newton 

https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/60149.John_Newton
https://www.goodreads.com/work/quotes/18182467
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Summer Days, 2021 
 

* It was a working morning with an 

afternoon off, the perfect day for a 

late lunch/early supper out.  And we 

had some gift cards to use!  First 

choice… Red Lobster.  We assumed 

there would be no waiting line at 2 

pm on a Tuesday, but there was, a   

45 minute wait because the kitchen 

was understaffed.  No problem, we 

had a card for Chili’s, right across  

the street.  The wait there was long-

er.  Still not a problem…we’ll use 

that Cracker Barrel card we’ve had 

for a while.  It still has a balance. The 

wait was short but by the time  we 

were seated it had been exactly  45 

minutes since we had first walked 

into Red Lobster.  Balance left on the 

gift card?  13 cents. 

 

* Three-year- old grandson Noah was 

our houseguest while quarantined 

from daycare because of a cough.  It 

was a good time for a little boy to 

visit since big machines are their 

thing and big machines is what we 

have right now.  The ‘excabators’ 

were busy from 7 to 7 most days and 

watching them kept Noah well       

occupied.  Dump trucks, tree cutter 

machines, tree-dragging machines, 

machines that pick up trees to run 

them through another machine that 

cuts off the limbs and shortens them 

to the proper length for the machine 

that loads them on a really big 

truck.  On the other side of the house 

is a machine that is so heavy the 

whole house vibrates as it rolls back 

and forth, flattening and smoothing    

a new gravel road.  Hero of the 

day?  The dump truck driver who 

waved at Noah!  But little boys like 

small machines too.  When Grandpa 

drove off in his Miata, Noah said, 

“There goes Grandpa driving my 

car.”  Only thirteen more years and 

he’ll have his license!    

 

* A happy occasion:  Our dear Joan 

Zensen was a musician without an 

instrument to play.  Beacon in the 

Know alerted us to the fact, and it was 

not even an hour until several people 

had offered keyboards for her to 

use.  Many others offered to donate to 

the purchase of a keyboard.  Christa 

Wilson’s call came in first and on a 

Monday morning I delivered a key-

board to an astonished Joan.  I call 

her Joyful Joan and she really was 

extra joyful at this unexpected bless-

ing, as you can tell from the picture!  

 

* More from Noah…his most favorite 

thing when visiting us is a ride on   

the ‘lawn motor’ and Grandpa was 

getting ready to mow, so a ride before 

the blades are turned on is the high-

light.  But Noah had no shoes on, 

Grandpa was almost ready to go, and 

Mimi has a sore hand which makes 

putting on little shoes difficult. And if 

the little boy who needs his shoes put 

on is wiggling with a combination of 

excitement and fear he will miss his 

ride, that makes it take longer.  I 

knew Grandpa would not leave him, 

but could not convince the 3-year-

old.  While he waited for his rider, 

Grandpa backed the mower out of the 

garage, and convinced he had missed 

his ride, Noah dissolved in tears, his 

little heart sorely broken.  It made 

Mimi cry just seeing his heartbreak.  

It brought back memories of a time I 

think of often; I was 5 years old and 

the big kids had been given permis-

sion to go to the little park on Main 

Street in Draper, NC, and they were 

going to stop at the grocery store to 

buy those little envelopes of Kool-aid 

mix which we would lick from our 

fingers.  Did you ever do that?  But I 

was a ten-minute walk from home, 

with my mother and a friend of     

hers and they were walking SO 

SLOWLY!!  I kept running ahead, 

only to be told to wait for them. I  

was frantic at the prospect of being 

left!   Pandemic days have given us   

a name for that…FOMO…fear of 

missing out.  You can find articles 

about it in the newspapers.  Noah got 

his ride.  The big kids waited and I 

got Kool-aid-stained fingers along 

with them.    

 

* In June were treated to an extended 

visit from six of our nine grands.  I 

think the highlight of their time here 

was the afternoon we piled into the 

van…well, the days of piling kids 

into a car are long gone.  That is what 

I used to do with their mommies, but 

now we pull and tug and struggle 

with car seats and seat belts.  Once 

everyone was safely fastened and, 

with summer foods and lots of cold 

drinks packed, we drove to Greensbo-

ro for an afternoon of swimming 

where their mommies loved to 

swim…Aunt Jean Bolton’s country 

swimming pool.  The day was perfect, 

the setting gorgeous, and the menu 

was what Aunt Jean would have 

served—pigs in blankets and canta-

loupe slices, washed down with cold 

pineapple juice.    Watching the chil-

dren and Auntie Jess enjoy that halcy-

on day was a step back in     time and 

a memory-fest for me.  Even the drive 

home brought back memories…

(Continued on page 5) 

On The Feminine Side                          
by Marti Barkman 
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sunburned shoulders, little toes sore 

from the cement pool bottom, and 

little ones asleep long before    we 

arrived home…and don’t forget the 

pile of towels and swimsuits      on 

the laundry room floor!  The only 

downside of that week was the      

absence of our three farmer boys 

from Maine.  Wrenn, William, and 

Wyatt, we missed you so!!   

 

I love summer even if some of its 

days are called Dog Days. The name 

has nothing to do with those furry 

pets who lie around and do little       

in any weather, but the reference 

seems appropriate, for the confluence 

of heat and humidity produce       

lethargy in us two-legged creatures  

as well.  But a cooler season ap-

proaches, school has begun and we 

are hoping for a year that continues 

without drama and interruption.    

And there’s much more for which  

we hope.  We’ve been looking forward 

to a full calendar of activities at   

Beacon, praising God together in 

song, our full congregation worship-

ping and learning together once 

more.  It sounds wonderful.  We had 

no idea how blessed we were to have 

those privileges.  As they say, you 

don’t know what you have until    

you don’t. 

 

Why do we long to return to nor-

mal?  Because it was a time of      

perfection, of no trials, of all 

joy?  Certainly, it wasn’t!  Difficul-

ties are always a part of our 

lives.  But they were known difficul-

ties.  We had learned to live with 

many of them, and with some, grew 

almost comfortable, knew what to 

expect.  And now we’ve been shaken 

up a bit.  A line from an ad for 

“Jaws” comes to mind… “Just when 

you thought it was safe to go back in 

the water,” just when we thought it 

was safe to go back to the familiar—

now once again, we are faced with 

more uncertainty. The familiar is   

evidently not God’s plan for us.  He 

has something better. We can put our 

FOMO to rest.    

(Continued from page 4) 

 The sovereignty of God is the free exercise of His supreme authority in executing and adminis-

trating His eternal purposes.  God must be sovereign if He is to be truly God.  A god who is not sovereign 

is not God at all.  Such is an imposter, an idol, a mere caricature formed in man’s fallen imagination.  A 

god who is less than fully sovereign is not worthy of our worship, much less our witness.  But the Bible     

proclaims for all to hear that “the Lord reigns” (Ps. 93:1).  God is exactly who Scripture declares He is.  

He is the sovereign Lord of heaven and earth, whose supreme authority is over all.  This is the main 

premise of Scripture. 

 No where is God’s sovereignty more clearly demonstrated than in His salvation of the lost.     

God is free to bestow His saving mercy on whom He pleases. 

 From beginning to end, salvation is of God and, ultimately, for God.  The apostle Paul writes, 

“From him and through him and to him are all things” (Rom. 11:36).  In this comprehensive verse, God  

is declared to be the divine source, the determinative means, and the designated end of all things.  This   

is most true in salvation.  According to this text, every aspect of the operation of saving grace is          

God-initiated, God-directed, and God-glorifying.  Every dimension of salvation is from Him, through 

Him, and to Him.  This is to say, salvation originates from His sovereign will, proceeds through His   

sovereign activity, and leads to His sovereign glory. 
 

Steven  J. Lawson, Pillars of Grace 
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                              Let the Whole Creation Cry 

 

 

 “Creator” as a title conveys the ability to bring 

something new or original into existence. Following 

naturally from the ability to create is the ownership and 

control of that creation. Civilizations and governments 

generally acknowledge this creative ownership by      

providing for patents, copyrights, trademarks or similar 

protections. We find in the biblical illustration of the 

potter the unmistakable right of the creator over what he 

chooses to make. Mankind, unique among the created 

order, has filled the earth with all sorts of creations, and 

he deserves appropriate credit for his labors.  

 

 Yet God, the first Creator, holds a position     

inestimably superior to any of His image-bearers in cre-

ative prowess. He didn’t reshape or rephrase something 

already available. He created something from nothing; 

to be more accurate, he created everything from nothing. 

He created life when there was none. The    existence of 

everything is because God caused it to be. He is the ulti-

mate definition of “Creator.” God must be praised and 

worshipped precisely because He is the Creator. Now 

tell me, what or who should be praising the Creator of 

everything? The answer is everything  that He created. 

Psalm 148 describes the entire creation giving praise to 

its Creator.  

 

 Recently I came across an arrangement of “All 

Creatures of Our God and King,” a hymn dating back 

about 800 years, which omitted some familiar stanzas. 

Absent, for example was: 
 

     “Thou rushing wind that art so strong,  
     Ye clouds that sail in heav’n along, alleluia, alleluia! 

     Thou rising morn in praise rejoice,  

     Ye lights of evening, find a voice, 

     O sing ye, O sing ye, alleluia, alleluia, alleluia!”  

 
 To be clear, I am not arguing that hymn texts are inspired and should not be modified, but I wonder if the arranger 

had some discomfort with expecting inanimate objects to praise the Lord?   I have wondered myself at times about this 

very thing, because truly the greatest gratitude and praise I can bring is because of the redemption of this lost sinner to be a 

child of God. Yet I have come to appreciate the literary beauty of poetry that stirs our imagination and expands the vision 

of our praise beyond the bounds of ourselves. If God’s praise is just what I bring, then it is a good and necessary start, but 

it is inadequate. When my voice is joined with all the redeemed ones, and then joined with all the created order, including 

sea creatures, fire, and bugs, then everything is doing what it was created to do: Praise the Lord!   

 
 

Psalm 148 
 
1 Praise the Lord! 

   Praise the Lord from the heavens; 

 
(Continued on page 7) 

by Greg Phillips 
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   Praise Him in the heights! 

2 Praise Him, all His angels; 

   Praise Him, all His hosts! 

3 Praise Him, sun and moon; 

   Praise Him, all you stars of light! 

4 Praise Him, you heavens of  

   heavens, 

   And you waters above the heavens! 

 
5 Let them praise the name of the 

   Lord, 

   For He commanded and they were  

   created. 

6 He also established them forever  

   and ever; 

   He made a decree which shall not  

   pass away. 

 

7 Praise the Lord from the earth, 

   You great sea creatures and all the  

   depths; 

8 Fire and hail, snow and clouds; 

   Stormy wind, fulfilling His word; 

9 Mountains and all hills; 

   Fruitful trees and all cedars; 

 

10 Beasts and all cattle; 

     Creeping things and flying fowl; 

11 Kings of the earth and all peoples; 

     Princes and all judges of the earth; 

 

 

12 Both young men and maidens; 

     Old men and children. 

 

13 Let them praise the name of the 

     Lord, 

     For His name alone is exalted; 

      His glory is above the earth and 

      heaven. 

14 And He has exalted the horn of  

     His people, 

     Of the children of Israel, 

     A people near to Him. 

 
     Praise the Lord! 

(Continued from page 6) 

      Monday thru Friday  
 

WITA 1490 AM (Knoxville, TN)            9:30 a.m.              
WKBA 1550 AM (Roanoke, VA)          10:00 a.m. 
WKPA 1390 AM (Lynchburg, VA)       10:00 a.m. 
WBAG 1150 AM (Burlington, NC)       12:15 p.m.   
WBAG 105.9 FM (Burlington, NC)       12:15 p.m. 
WTRU 830 AM (Winston-Salem, NC)    2:00 p.m. 
WDZY 1290 AM (Richmond, VA)          6:15 a.m. 
                 10:00 a.m. 
WDZY 103.3 FM (Richmond, VA)          6:15 a.m. 
                 10:00 a.m. 
WSKY 1230 AM (Asheville, NC)             7:15 a.m. 
WYYC 1250 AM (York, PA)                   5:00 p.m. 
WYYC 98.1 FM (York, PA)                     5:00 p.m. 
 

Monday thru Sunday 
WXTH-LP 101.7 FM (Richwood, WV) 10:05 a.m. 
                 10:05 p.m. 

Sunday 
 

WCRU 960 AM (Charlotte, NC)               9:30 a.m. 
WBAG 1150 AM (Burlington, NC)         10:30 a.m.  
WTRU 830 AM (Winston-Salem, NC)    10:30 a.m. 
WDRU 1030 AM (Raleigh, NC)              10:30 a.m. 
WLES  590 AM (Richmond, VA)            10:30 a.m. 
Harbour Light of the Windwards   9:30 p.m. 
     1400 AM/94.5 FM (Caribbean) 
     
     
WGNQ mixlr.com/wgng-radio (M-F) 
                                   8:45-9 a.m. & 4:45-5:00 p.m. 
(Internet station based in Greenville/Washington, NC) 
 

The Beacon Broadcast 

 

A Prayer All of Us Must Pray 
 

 Father, in an age of rage, in an age of exaggeration and deception, help us not to turn to the right or the left.  Teach us when 
to speak and when to remain silent.  Grant us a firm place to stand and to speak and not be ashamed to remind this culture that   
Jesus said, “I am the way, and the truth, and the life.  No one comes to the Father except through me” (John 14:6). 
 Let us affirm with Paul, “We have renounced disgraceful, underhanded ways.  We refuse to practice cunning or to           
tamper with God’s word, but by the open statement of the truth we would commend ourselves to everyone’s conscience in the sight       
of God” (2 Corinthians 4:2). 
 Forgive us for flowing along with our culture’s ideological streams that lead to a life of defeat, emptiness, and loss.  Forgive us 
when our lives do not live up to the truth we profess.  Grant us the courage of Nathan, who spoke the truth to David, and the courage 
of Jeremiah, who spoke the truth to the king and was rewarded by being thrown into a pit.  We lack such courage.  But help us to know 
that we love people best when we speak the truth to them.  For it is the truth that sets people free. 
 Let us remember that we are accountable to Jesus Christ our Lord. 
 We pray this in Jesus’ name, amen. 

Erwin W. Lutzer, We Will Not Be Silenced 
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01 Sue Ann Phillips 

06 Dianna Wood 

07 Dawn Burns 

 Steve Lynch 

10 Jan Via 

14 Priscilla Starnes 

15 Corey Oakley 

 Kathy Rhoades 

16 Linda Nance 

 John Spencer 

21 Brenda Shaw 

22 Doris Loftis 

 Alan Starnes 

23 Toni Brown 

25 Bobby LaTour 

27 Ken Elliott 

The Beacon Beam 
Beacon Baptist Church 
PO Box 159 
Alamance, NC  27201 
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Beacon Highlights for September 

03 Luca Giuliani* 

04 David Vaughn 

16 Perpetua Johnson* 

28 Noah Johnson* 

 
 
*Children of Missionaries 
 
 

 

We express our heartfelt  
sympathy to the families of: 

 
Max Glomski 

Doug Humphrey 

Lucille Leatherwood 

Dr. Edward Panosian 

Sydney Tolbert 

Naomi Williams 

Calendar     Member Birthdays Missionary Birthdays 

05 Labor Day  

   (Church Office Closed) 

08 IMPACT Clubs 

11-15 Ocean City Bible  

    Conference-New Jersey 

12 ESL (English as a Second 

    Language)  

14 Coffee n’Courage 

 Elders/Deacons Meeting 

15 IMPACT Clubs 

16 Silver Saints 

19 Members Meeting 

 ESL 

21 Coffee n’Courage 

22 IMPACT Clubs 

26 ESL 

28 Coffee n’Courage 

29 IMPACT Clubs 


