
Did you learn this rhyme when you were a kid? 
 

Here is the Church 
Here is the steeple 
Open the door 
And here are the people 
 

That rhyme is a great way to help children understand that people are actually the 
Church. That concept is also why our sign outside does not say College Park Bap-
tist Church. Rather, our sign says College Park Baptist Church meets here.  
 
WE  - you, me and all the people sitting here - are College Park Church. WE  are 
the body of Christ. WE  are the people to whom God has entrusted the responsi-
bility of bringing about the Kingdom of God.  
 

Whooo! That is an awesome responsibility. We fulfill that responsibility every day 
as we try to live lives that Jesus modeled for us. Do we ever fail? Oh yeah, we fail! 
But in the ways we spend our time and our talents, we sometimes get it right.  
 
Much of our individual ministry occurs in the everyday activities of our lives. But 
we also meet together in this building to worship together, to celebrate our good 
times, and to comfort each other when we have problems. We set aside ministers 
to help us and we pay them so they have the time available to provide us that 
help. But WE  are the people; WE  are the Church; and the work of the Church 
does not get done unless WE  do it.  
 
At College Park, each person decides in what way they would like to participate in 
the work of the Church. Members fill out a Places To Serve form to tell the Nomi-
nating Committee, Deacons and staff in what capacity you would like to serve 
during the next year. 
 
Many of you have already received an email from Cindy Dillon with an attached 
Places to Serve form. There also is one in each of the bulletins today. Please turn 
to that form and letôs look at it for a minute. The first area is music. You can share 
your talents by performing or by teaching.  
 
The next area is the Educational Ministry, which extends into the inside page 
also. There are numerous opportunities to serve as teachers of all ages. Following 
that is Worship, where you can participate in worship services or, also very im-
portantly, help with child care during worship services. Following that is Wednes-
day Night Fellowship and Youth ministry.  
 

On the second inside page are the committees of the Church. Our Church actually 
entrusts to these committees the operation of the Church. Examples are Building 
& Grounds, Missions, Social and Ushers. Also note the Greensboro Urban Minis-
try and miscellaneous other offices at the bottom. It takes a lot of people to staff 
these committees.  
 
And on the back page are the Deacon Ministry Teams, which are how we minister 
to Church members. All members are invited to serve in this ministry and not just 
Deacons. 
 

College Park Church will be what WE  members make of it. Please take the few 
minutes required to consider these service opportunities and fill out the form. If 
you are comfortable with computers, we ask that you find the email from Cindy, 
fill it out electronically and email it to Cindy or the Church. If not, just fill out a 
paper form and turn it into the office or put it in the collection plate.  
 

Just be sure to let us know in what way you would like to serve. Thank you in  
advance for your service.  

Frank Kendall  

 

PROMOTION SUNDAY 
 

August 24, 2008  

 
Come and join us at 9:30 a.m. for a hearty breakfast cooked by some  

of College Park's greatest cooks!  Breakfast will take place in the  
Fellowship Hall and last until 10:15 a.m. or so.  Following will be a brief  

orientation for returning Adult Classes, new Adult teachers, and an  
orientation for our new Children's Classes and teachers!    

 
Children will be escorted to their new classrooms for a brief 

 introduction and activity.    
 

Breakfast @ 9:30 a.m. 
Brief orientation of returning Adult Classes  

Brief Introduction of New Children's Classes and Teachers 
Fellowship Hall  

 

No, I would not say that I am anal retentive, but I really am a stickler for being on 
time.  So when all 28 of us are loaded on the bus only a few minutes after our original 
departure time, I am highly pleased!  óSurely,ô I think, óthis is a sign of things to 
come!ô   
 
I have never planned a Passport trip from beginning to end.  So this whole ñBoston or 
Bustò endeavor has proven to be a real adventure for me.  I have never planned a 
fundraiser or a silent auction.  I have never organized the whoôs, whatôs, whenôs, and 
whereôs of a youth mission trip.  And I have never been to Boston.  So any indication 
that the week ahead might go smoothly, gives me just a little extra nudge of reassur-
ance that all would be okay. 
 
It takes us approximately 13 hours to our breakfast stop at McDonaldôs just an hour 
south of Boston.  In those 13 hours of close-quartered togetherness, we watched 
movies, listened to IPODôs, talked, and yes, slept.  It is a nice surprise to wake up 
with only one more hour to go and hot cakes at our door step.   
 
With full tummies and an ñare we there yet?ò eagerness, we make our way to Fenway 
park, the famous home of the Boston Red Sox, via a 30 minute navigational side bar 
through the city streets in a charter bus.  But alas, our arrival is timely, the tour is 
interesting, and the weather is surprisingly hot for what I expected to be a mild New 
England summer day.  That Global Warming is messing up my idealistic expecta-
tions!  
 
And finally, we make it to our final destination.  Boston or bust is actualized.  Regis-
tration goes beautifully; check in goes beautifully; assigning rooms & room mates 
goes beautifully with minimal eye rolls.  Our week at Passport begins. 
 
Each of the youth are assigned to a Bible study group that is made up of various stu-
dents from other churches.  These groups double as a mission group, going to various 
assigned work sites throughout the week.  The idea is to form cohesiveness within 
each group through bible study activities, building relationships with strangers, and 
working together towards a common goal (mission site) as they spend the week to-
gether learning about God.  Deep friendships are generally born out of such circum-
stances, and a deeper understanding of being part of a community of faith.  I think 
you might find this to be the case with many of our young people on this trip.  I 
would invite you to ask them about it?  
 
Some of the mission work includes nursing home ministry, working with a girlsô club, 
helping with a Childrenôs Carnival, preparing and cleaning out several public schools 
for the upcoming school year, and doing light repairs on two local churches.  It is at 
these sites where each group ate lunch together, worked together, cleaned together, 
and learned how to ñbeò together.   
 
Each afternoon, the students have structured free time with ultimate Frisbee, flag 
football and making various crafts.  This, of course, gives the adults just a little break 
to walk around, relax, and maybe even grab a quick nap.  Then we have dinner to-
gether, and then worship together, and then the meat of it allé youth group devo-
tions. 
 
This is the time in which I can really get a chance to engage with our youth; to check 
in with them to see what is going on.  Our discussions consists of a little house keep-
ing (ñWho wants to take up the offering tomorrow?ò, ñWho wants to sign up for the 
volleyball tournament?ò, ñLetôs meet at the picnic tables on Thursday at 3:00pm.ò), 
and some of it consists of just general goofing off.  But most of it consists of meaning-
ful god-talk like stuff.  I mean, these kids are really like sponges, so curious about 
what is going on around them, so curious about where God might be in all of this, 
and trying to balance that with their own identities and struggles.  It is so amazing to 
see how God is so much bigger than whether or not we make it on time, or whether 

or not I make sure all the movies are no more than PG-13.   
 
I would be lying if I did not say that 10:00 pm feels really late and I really just want 
to crawl into my 5 inch thick foam bed.  But 10:00 pm is when this magic happen 
the allotted time for our group to be together in this way.  And it is precisely during 
this late night rendezvous, that I truly get to see a glimpse of what is going on inside 
their adolescent and hormonal heads.  God is doing something here, and God con-
tinues to do it every day. 
 
This is the kind of conversation and rapport I long to continue throughout the up-
coming year.  This is the kind of stuff that youth ministers dream about!  And this is 
the kind of stuff that you might be interested in doing tooéengaging in the life of 
one of our young folks.  You donôt have to have kids (I have a dog, but that doesnôt 
count), or a degree, or a clean track record.  You just need a pair of ears and a de-
sire to learn more about God.  You might be surprised what you learn from a per-
son who cannot even legally drive. 
 
At the weekôs end, we are all a weird mix of exhaustion, weariness, sadness, joy, 
excitement and expectancy.  The 13 hours that lie ahead will feel a bit longer than 
the previous set, maybe because we are all a little anxious to get home to our own 
beds.  And yet, there is this presence on the bus of simple contentmentéof sleepi-
nessé and of believing that God is way bigger than me. 
 
Thanks to all of you for supporting this trip.  Thanks for your prayers, your contri-
butions, your donations, your time, your sweat and your dedication to picking up 
groggy teens at 4 am.  Thanks to Rydell Harrison, Lin Bunce, Sarah Rogers, Amy 
Stocks and Mike Pendergraft for partnering with me in this experience.  I cannot  
do this alone.  And all of you have helped to make this happen.     

Rachel 

Boston or Bust Places to Serve 



Michael announced last week that I would be giving a sermon on our time in  
Africa.  I am uncomfortable with the word sermon, to me it implies order, you 
know three points and a poem and these last three years have been anything but 
orderly.  My first draft of this talk could have been called Hannibal Lector meets 
Marco Polo, but after considering the Baptist (or as close as you get to Baptist) 
crowd in this room, I left all the scary people, dark alleys, and knife carrying  
stories out of this talk.  
  
College Park has changed a lot since we have been gone. Many of your faces are 
unfamiliar to me  but luckily there is enough of the old guard remaining  that it still 
seems like home.  I have more grey hair than I had when I left here, but it has 
been a rough couple of years.  Sarah and I have lost seven family members while 
we were away. Sarah's Aunt Elizabeth and Uncle Walt, who were dear to both of 
us, my Aunt Jody, my cousin Carol, my brother Henry, my mother Corinne,  and 
my son Andrew who was killed in Iraq and who would have celebrated his 24th 
birthday on this very day of July 20th.  
  
Frederick Nietzsche said ñlife breaks us all and we heal stronger at the broken 
places."  The Joker in the new Batman movie said, "what doesn't kill me makes 
me stranger,ñ both quotes have a strong element of truth connected to them.   
Andrew's death was devastating to me, the mental pain was so intense, I couldn't 
run far enough or fast enough to get away from it, and in the night streets of  
Ulanbaatar, Mongolia,  I often welcomed an opportunity to inflict some justice on 
the unjust world that took away my son, but luckily the only thing that I found   
was a certain calm that came from the absence of fear in dark places.  Wendell 
Berry once wrote ñTo go in the dark with a light is to know the light.  To know the 
dark, go dark, go without sight and find that the dark, too, blooms and sings and 
is traveled by dark feet and dark wings." 
   
Luckily time passed and the Buddhist idea of being in the moment began to sink 
in and I began to look for something positive to do.  The orphanage run by the 
French nuns was a God send, even though my first job there was to be in charge of 
the homeless men's shower, which was a community outreach part of the orphan-
age.  Having at least 15 men on any given morning with at least half of them 
drunk and at least a third of those throwing up on themselves and always fighting 
to get in from the cold, was an experience I will never forget.  The orphans them-
selves were magic, such incredible joy.  I am talking about 12 boys and 12 girls 
who range in age from 4 to 7 that even though one, such as young Joseph, who 
was pulled out of a garbage can as a baby where he had been left to die, can still 
display a zest for life that would put most of us to shame. 
  
There was absolute joy that Sarah and I were privileged to experience, especially 
during the two Christmas's that we were allowed to spend with them.  We 
bought them new toys instead of  hand me downs they were use to getting, and 
actually got the opportunity to look into their eyes (as I was dressed as Santa 
Claus giving them their packages) and see real magic as their little faces lit up the 
room.  We had given them candy canes, with the gifts and each one of them sat 
down on the floor and ate the candy canes first before even looking at their 
wrapped gifts.  Those children knew how to appreciate and savor every little  
pleasurable moment that came their way.  When the children of College Park  sent 
handmade valentines to them, they each received a valentine and they made us 
read the cards and they laughed and showed each other this unusual treasure 
from a far away land.   We could all learn much from watching these children 
whose families gave them away. 
 
The only thing that Mongolia and Mauritania have in common is the letter M.  
The principal religion in Mongolia is primarily Buddhist, Mauritania is only Mus-
lim.  Both the Arabs or White and Black Moors and the African tribes which in-
clude the Pular, Wolof, and Soninke, all practice the same religion.  The lowest 

Roland Russoli Sermon temperature that we experienced in Mongolia was 45 plus degrees below zero and 
the highest temperature in Mauritania was 140 plus degrees above zero. 
  
Mongolia has four thousand street children who in the winter, live in the sewers, 
where the heating pipes of the city are located, in order to keep warm.  Try to imag-
ine children 10 or 12 years old having to deal with all of the creatures that go bump in 
the night, who live in such places, and the horrors that must occur on every cold  
winter night.  
 
As you drive down the streets of Nouakchott, Mauritania, the center of the road 
where a medium strip ought to be instead is lined with beggars many with gross de-
formities, that I can hardly describe to you.  People crawling on the hot macadam on 
their knees with twisted hands and feet from a variety of birth defects that would 
have been taken care of at birth here in the U.S.   All  of them begging for their daily 
bread each and every day. 
  
In both Africa  and Asia there are no enforced traffic rules.  If traffic in the street gets 
too frustrating cars simply drive up on the sidewalk leaving the pedestrians running 
for their lives.  The drivers and I use the term loosely, consistently make right hand 
turns from the left lane or visa versa with no signals or regard for the other drivers. 
They talk on their cell phones and don't even cast a glance to the street in front of 
them.   (I guess that happens here too.)   I actually broke the horn in our car from 
pounding it in frustration at the idiots I would encounter every day.   And  the things 
that  I was saying as I was pounding the horn, I won't even attempt to relate, even 
though this is College Park and you have probably heard much worse coming from 
the pulpit.  
  
The Mongolian Buddhists have a love of the earth and nature.  They are accepting, 
friendly, engaging, and a joy to be around. The Mauritanian Muslims are serious.  
Many of them complete fatalists in their attitudes about the world and how man can 
impact his society.   And joy is missing from their lives; the word "amusement" seems 
to be the closest thing in translation of fun that they can understand.  
 
Mongolian holidays are about family, food and presents.  They eat mutton dumplings 
called " bootz " and boast about how many they made and consumed.  They eat 
horse, camel, and curds and they drink airag, which is fermented mare's milk and 
even though it is slightly alcoholic, even the children love it.  When you serve slightly 
alcoholic horse milk to children you  usually have quieter children, some of you might 
want to look into that.  The adults consume vodka like it was water.   Once you open 
a bottle of vodka you do straight shots with plenty of toasts until the bottle is finished 
or you are face down in the dirt.  We attended a picnic one day and there were 20 
people and about fifteen bottles of vodka which by the end of the picnic were all con-
sumed. One van did have to stay behind and wait for several of the revelers to wake 
up.  Mongolia was very hard on our livers. 
  
Mauritanian holidays are primarily religious.  Their holidays all include praying at 
the mosque and in some cases eating mutton and drinking sweet tea.  In Mauritania 
you are served tea three times a day; five times a day both men and women go down 
on their knees, face Mecca and pray.  The only time of the year that dancing is com-
mon is on Mauritanian Independence Day but the men dance with the men and 
women with women, there isn't any public touching between men and women not 
even holding hands. 
 
Mongolians hate the Chinese, they say they smell funny, they walk like Charlie Chap-
lin, and they are always taking Mongolian women back to China.  The Mauritanians 
who are Arabs hate the Africans and consider them low class.  The Africans say that 
the Mauritanians don't wash and they don't take care of anything.  They run their 
cars into the ground and let their houses go to waste and then simply move.  Mauri-
tanians don't think much about nature, plastic bags and bottles are just thrown all 
over the streets and the streets are continuously being used as a toilet.  I worked for 
the Finance Ministry for  six months and the only inside toilet was stopped up all that 

time even though it was used every day, the last month I was there the air condi-
tioner was broken and even though I complained about both of these issues 
daily, the repairs never took place. 
  
Mongolia had street cleaners out every day with brooms sweeping the public streets 
and Mongolians had almost a fetish for scrubbing the floors and steps of the build-
ings.  The Arab women wear mulafas, which are long bolts of cloth that covers them 
completely, in fact, if a single Arab woman wanted to be more alluring to a prospec-
tive suitor (who was first approved by the family), she would show a little more 
wrist of a hint of ankle.   (And that's it  so don't wonder why the Muslims always 
seem angry at everything.)  The African women wear bright colors and over the 
shoulder dresses that only accentuate their jet black skin and are quite stunning. 
The Mongolian women wear tight western clothes; enjoy karaoke bars and danc-
ing and even when there is ice on the ground wear leather boots with four inch sti-
letto heels....................mercy.  The men both wear men clothes except in Maurita-
nia where the men clothes are covered with a Booboo which is basically a bed sheet 
in either white or blue.  
  
These three years have truly been a journey that included the Great Wall of 
China, climbing the  temple steps of Angkor Watt in Cambodia,  the markets 
of Saigon, the breathtaking beauty of Thailand, and the intrigue of  the back streets 
of Morocco.  Moments like coming out of Mongolian ger in the middle of the night 
and having to walk through a herd of horses (watching where I stepped of course) 
and seeing a sky so huge and full of stars that they seemed to go on forever, made 
this a journey that I will always remember.  
  
Sarah and I will always remember your generosity with the orphanage and the en-
couragement, thoughts and prayers from you that sustained us daily.  I must give a 
special thank you to Michael who sent us books and videos at least once a month 
for the three years we were gone.  And I would also thank Mark File for the hard 
work and faithfulness in doing that incredible blog site that allowed us to share our 
experience with the whole church. 
   
Michael asked me to relate what I learned in the last three years:  
 

¶ I learned that life is pain, and if you don't hold on to the pain, most of it will 
pass through you given a little time.  

¶ I learned that the Buddhist practice of staying in the moment will allow you a 
measure of joy that you would never otherwise experience.  

¶ I learned that you should never pass up an opportunity to share a moment with 
someone you love because when those moments pass they are sometimes gone 
forever.  

¶ And most importantly, I learned  from some movie that " life isn't about the 
breathes you take, itôs about the moments that take your breath away.ò  

 
Never let those pass you by, keep the faith..............thank you. 

Roland  


