 
  

     
Missions 2010: If not now, when?
Theme: Because He First Loved Us

Faith Bible Baptist Church
8688 South Main Street - Eden, New York 14057
716-992-2091 - www.fbbc.com

Sunday:
Care Ministry Meeting
9:30 am
Music Practice
"
Sunday School for all ages
10:00 am
Morning Service
11:00 am
Spaghetti Dinner at the American Legion Barn
Nursery: Renae Garland, Rachel Czech
Ushers: Ty Worden, Don Golabek, Brian Polakiewicz, Terry Benkelman
No Training Hour Tonight
5:30 pm
Orchestra Practice
6:00 pm
Evening Service - Missionary Nemuel Lasada
6:30 pm
Nursery: Faith Garland, Volunteer Needed
Ushers: Ty Worden, John Czech, Ken Beebe
Monday:
Hopevale Ministry
5:45 pm

Tuesday:

Next Sunday am:
Nursery: Pam & Grace Golabek
Ushers: John Czech, Rick Vespa, Andy Allen, Ken Beebe

19 Isaiah Paradiso
20 Missy Harzewski
23 Andrew Baran
24 Jason Lape

September 19, 2010
Please Pray for This Week’s Events:

Ladies’ Visitation
Wednesday:
Adult & Teen Bible Study
Kids Clubs
Nursery: Jen O’Mara, Payge Aldridge
Ushers: John Czech, Henry Moore, Rick Vespa
Thursday:
Evans Chapel
Saturday:
Bus Visitation

Sunday - Missionaries all day
Monday - International Dinner at 6pm
Tuesday - ―What did they do in Peru?‖
Wednesday - Missionaries ministering, 7pm




11:00am
7:00 pm
"

Pastor Kohl is speaking at the Victory
Baptist Church in Fredonia, NY tonight. In
his place, Pastor Nemuel Lasada, a
missionary in the Philippines, will be
speaking.

Thanks to all the bread bakers last
week. The seniors appreciated it!

24 Mike O‘Mara



No anniversaries
this week.

   
Turn left on Rt. 62 and head north through 2 lights to Legion Dr. Turn
right and look for the red metal barn near the baseball field. That‘s it!
If you pass Tim Hortons or Dollar General, you have gone too far.

    
In the silence that falls on my spirit When the clamor of life loudest seems,
Comes a voice that floats in tremulous notes Far over my sea of dreams.
I remember the family altar, and my father kneeling there;
And the old tones thrill with the memory still Of my Father‘s voice in prayer.
I can see the glance of approval As my part in the reading I took;
I remember the grace of my mother‘s face, And the tenderness of her look.

7:00 pm

And I know that a gracious memory cast it‘s light on that face so fair,
As her cheek, flushed faint—O Mother, My saint! At my Father‘s voice in prayer.

10:30 am

‗Neath the stress of that marvelous pleading all childish dissensions died;
Each rebellious will sank conquered and still in a passion of love and pride.
Ah, the years have held dear voices and melodies tender and rare,
But tenderest seems the voice of my dreams– My father‘s voice in prayer.

    
―On Tuesday I invited to my house five elderly, consecrated Christian
men. I took them to the top of the house and said, ‗I have called you here
for special prayer. I am in agony for a great turning to God of the people.
We have vast multitudes in attendance, and they are attentive and
respectful, but I cannot see that they are saved.
‗Let us kneel down and each one pray and not leave this room until we
are all assured that the blessing will come and has come!‘ It was a most
intense crying unto God. I said, ‗Brethren, let this meeting be secret,‘ and
they said, ‗It shall be so.‘
The next Friday night came the usual prayer meeting. No one knew
what had occurred on Tuesday night, but the meeting was unusually
thronged. Men accustomed to pray with great composure broke down
under emotion. The people were in tears. There were sobs and silences and
solemnity of such unusual power that the worshipers looked into each
other‘s faces as much as to say, ‗What does this mean?‘
And when the following Lord‘s day came, although we were in a
secular place, over four hundred arose for prayer, and a religious
awakening took place that made the winter memorable.‖
- T Dewitt Talmage
The best way to revive a church is to build a fire in the pulpit.
- DL Moody

   
I remembered one town that Mr. Sankey and myself visited. For a week
it seemed as if we were beating the air; there was no power in the meetings.
At last, one day, I said that perhaps there was someone cultivating the
unforgiving spirit.
The chairman of our committee, who was sitting next to me, got up and
left the meeting right in view of the audience. The arrow had hit the mark,
and gone home to the heart of the chairman of the committee. He had had
trouble with someone for about six months. He at once hunted up this man
and asked him to forgive him. He came to me with tears in his eyes, and
said: ―I thank God you ever came here.‖
That night the inquiry-room was thronged. The chairman became one of
the best workers I have ever known, and he has been active in Christian
service ever since.
- DL Moody

