
Dear Friends of College Park, 
I wish to thank you for the cards, phone calls, and visits during my recent ill-
ness.  It was heart warming to be remembered by you folks.  The laughter and joy 
you brought to my recovery was much needed.  I don't know if the cardiologist 
would appreciate all the excitement, but I sure did!   Jack & I still cherish our 
friendships at CPBC and know we appreciate your thoughtfulness, prayers, and 
concerns over the past weeks.  I am much better and should be able to resume my 
normal activities later this week.   Thanks again for being there for us.   
 Love,  
 Susan Steelman 

 
Dear Fellow Members of College Park, 
Diane & I want to thank you for everything that you did to make Jennifer's recent 
ordination so meaningful. Many of you were able to attend the service, and it was 
good to see you there. Many others offered comments of praise and congratula-
tions.  
  
A large part of who Jennifer has become, and the type of ministry she will pro-
vide, is a direct result of her experiences at our church. We thank you for every-
thing you have meant to her for so many years. 

 Bill & Diane Ingold  
  

Thank you 

Countdown: three months and sixteen days.  NC State University here I come.  I 
canôt wait.  I plan to attend the School of Mechanical Engineering.  And just imag-
ine, now Iôll be able to blow things up for college credit. 
 
The first thing that I can remember blowing up was Legos.  When a child is first 
given that wonderful gift of Legos there are only a few things on their mind: How 
far can a Lego travel when hurled across a room; how do they taste; and how 
quickly can one pass through the digestive tract.  As the child matures, he then real-
izes that they are actually used for building structures, and one can make fantastic 
masterpieces.  Of course, every now and then someone will mix it up and get you 
the cheap-o brand Mega-Bloks.  You know, the ones that donôt fit with Legos and 
arenôt even the same color; they just mess everything up. 
 
I view my life a lot like Legos.  At the beginning of my life there was no plan for me, 
it was just chaos.  As I grew older a structure began to appear.  Just like Legos I 
have had people add on to me and make me who I am today, but I have also had 
some ñMega-Blokò incidents where something just didnôt go right and construction 
was halted.  I will explain how my life and faith have been built by the wonderful 
community around me.  

 
When I first arrived in the world I was greeted by many people who would serve as 
builders in my life.  I was blessed with a mother, a father, two brothers, four grand-
parents, six aunts and uncles, and two great-grandmothers.  My parents were the 
first people to enlighten me on the idea of faith in God.  I was raised going to 
church and have remained in the same special church that I was first introduced to: 
College Park.  I knew my mom and dad were married in this church so it held 
something special right away.  Yet, even with that special something, I held an in-
credible boredom for worship like most of the younger children.  I wondered why I 
went to church and how it would help me on my journey in life.  Later, when I was 
older, I could see myself in worship, but for the time being I would continue trying 
to sneak my Gameboy in.  I realize now that my earliest years at the church laid out 
the base structure for my faith.  The plans were set and the base was laid; it was 
time to expand. 
 
As I grew up in this church I had come to understand more about my faith in God. I 
had made some incredible friends from the members of the church and had some 
new additions to my growing faith.  I had also had a new member added to my fam-
ily.  With two older brothers before me, our family was finally  blessed with a girl.  
This addition of a new family member was a great progress in my faith.  The mira-
cle of life made me realize how truly awesome God really was.  The structure of my 
faith grew by leaps and bounds.  A few years later, I figured it was time to get bap-
tized. 
 
Getting baptized was yet another stage in my life where I had a tremendous growth 
towards God.  That wonderful day seemed to immerse me in absolute joy.  As I was 
up front awaiting people to come greet me, I noticed the glowing looks on their 
faces.  It was then that I truly realized I had become incredibly closer to God and 
added another level to my structure of faith.  But, I wondered how far off I was 
from being completed. 
 
I encountered my first Mega-Blok incidents when I lost my great -grandmothers: 
Grandmama Jenkins and Nanny Hall.  These two wonderful ladies held an unend-
ing love for God and for their families.  Grandmama Jenkins showed her love by 
crocheting each of her great-grandsons an afghan. She carefully and lovingly chose 
a color that would be special to them.  Grandmama Jenkins died when I was young.  
I had just reached that level of maturity when I actually understood what death 
was.  I was devastated.  There would no longer be visits to her yellow house that 
had the large brown banister that I could slide down.  She was gone. 

Youth Sunday Sermon 
(Others will be in future Collages)  

 
When we went to visit Nanny Hall, she would always tell us stories about her child-
hood that contained a lesson or showed her love for God.  When she was ninety-five 
she had to be moved to a nursing home for her health.  Although, she appeared a frail 
woman, whenever we came to visit her she lit up and the whole room glowed.  When 
she died at the age of ninety-eight, I began to question some things.  It seemed to me 
that I was the only one of my friends to have great-grandparents.  That means none 
of theirs died while they knew them.  I thought to myself, having Grandmama Jen-
kins and Nanny Hall was great.  But, in the end it was just two more people who 
would die, leaving me with a lonesome feeling, and two more times that my heart 
would be broken.  I would never again visit them, hear them, see them or feel them.  
They had disappeared from my life and left me with a gaping hole in my Legos. 

 
That is where I was wrong.  Although I would not see them or hear them I could feel 
them.  I realized now that these were not setbacks at all.  Their deaths put me closer 
to God by now having two guiding forces in my life.  And I know for a fact in more 
than one situation that Grandmama Jenkins and Nanny Hall have guided me in the 
right path.  Their deaths made me realize that I one day will die too.  And I can only 
hope that I have left a legacy that is half as great as the legacy of each of my great 
grandmothers. 
 
Another time I believed that I had a Mega-Blok incident was the divorce of my par-
ents.  In fourth grade my mom and dad split up and, like most children of a divorcing 
family, I believed that it was my fault even though they assured me that it was not.  
My dad was leaving and it would just be my mom, my sister and me.  I didnôt know 
what to do.  I had grown up with my dad teaching me sports and the ñman stuff,ò but 
now he was gone.  I constantly prayed for him to come back and hoped that they 
could work things out.  God was there for me.  My dad came back for the time that I 
needed him.  Having one of my most needed prayers answered confirmed to me that 
there was a God and that he would not abandon me.  Although my father did not stay 
and the divorce occurred, I realized that I could get through it.  The fact that he came 
back for a time was answer enough from God. 
 
I had a great help in keeping my faith through the divorce.  The church and my mom 
were always there to talk me through it.  I feel that I have a closer relationship with 
my mother because of the divorce.  We always used to talk about it.  I knew God 
would be there for me but our house seemed so empty without my dad.  My mom 
and I used to sit on my bed and just discuss how our days were and she would always 
ask how I was feeling.  A weaker woman could not have endured as much as she.  
With one less around the house and still a lot of work we were able to pull through.  
My mom has been the guiding force in my life and I donôt believe that I could have 
pulled it all together without her.  
 
During the divorce we still went to church and I am extremely grateful that she con-
tinued to take us.  Her faith has been a great example for me. 
 
The members of College park have always been there for me whether it was me need-
ing a ride home or just someone to comfort me.  The congregation, the ministers, 
Sunday school teachers, and youth members were always willing to spend time with 
me and help me add more to my faith. 

 
One of the biggest influences on my faith has been Rydell.  Before I met him I tried to 
be more like my older brothers in youth group.  I was a fun-loving guy bent on caus-
ing a little mischief.  On every youth trip that I have been on with Rydell, we have 
always stayed up into the wee hours of the morning telling stories.  His life stories all 
had great lessons that I learned from, and he has always been sure to keep me in 
check if needed and with Rydellôs wisdom and guidance, I was able to shed the side of 
me that was my brothers and become the person that is standing here in front of you 
now.  In all my years in the College Park Youth Group I have had many influences, 
and I want to thank all of them: Michael, Dorisanne, Monica, Marnie and Daniel, 
Adam and Sue Ellen, Rydell, Rachel, Lin and Jeremy.  From the bottom of my heart I 

thank all of you for your contributions that have guided me and helped develop 
my faith.  I have become a truly authentic person because there is no other Alex 
Turner in the world unless you count that famous singer from The Arctic Mon-
keys. 

 
With the help of many people my faith has been engineered into what it is today.  
From the start of my journey where I headed toward completion, I have made 
tremendous progress.  From what seemed to be setbacks, I have realized that  
everything I experienced has added to my faith and made it stronger.  And hope-
fully, sometime soon, you guys can help me construct a nice, hot lady in my future 
to help me through the hard times.  

 
In Ephesians, Paul says: ñWe are Godôs workmanship,ò and the word he uses 
means we are Godôs works of art.  And, I feel that I am just one of many of Godôs 
works of art.  For now I realize itôs not being completed that matters.  I realize 
that I am Jesusô work in progress and I may never be a complete Lego monument.  
What does matter is what pieces that God gives me and what I choose to do with 
them. 

 Alex Turner 
 

Youth Fundraiser 
Be sure to mark May 28 on your calendars for the Boston or Bust Luau and Silent 
Auction! Donation forms can be picked up from the table outside the church of-
fice.  All proceeds from the auction will go towards travel costs for the youth mis-
sion trip.   

Childrenõs Music Year-End Celebration 
Join us on Wednesday, May 28, after the Youth Fundraiser for a fun-filled  
celebration of our awesome year in childrenôs music.  We will be having lots of 
fun with games, prizes, and a Bouncy Castle. 



Fingerprints Abound  
1 Samuel 3.1 -10 
 
 ñWell, he certainly left his mark, didnôt he?ò said my husband David as he walked 
into the kitchen and checked out the ketchup fingerprints all over the lower cabi-
net doors.  Given a chance at eating at the table instead of his high chair, our 
nineteen-month -old Adam had made his escape in the blink of an eye, leaving his 
ñkekupò trail as he went.  It was a messy, though mostly harmless, reminder of 
how many things toddlers touch.  And though we cleaned them up pretty fast 
(and, thankfully, him too before he made it to the den), it was an interesting re-
minder of how usually when we say things like, ñWell her fingerprints are just all 
over that,ò weôd really rather not have to mean it literally.   
 
Sure we mean it on some surface level, those things about people and experiences 
that on the outside show a certain influence, but we mean it to go beyond that too, 
a phrase to mean that something has taken deep hold of someone or something.   
 
When I hear the story of Samuel, I always wonder if his mother Hannah didnôt 
pray that her fingerprints would continue to be obvious all over his life, on the 
surface and down deep.  Giving him up at such an early age, to be raised in the 
temple and dedicated to God, she had to hope that some of who she was would 
stay evident in him.  And from our vantage point it did.  Her pure devotion, for 
instance, her persistence in the face of adversityðthese werenôt just surface quali-
ties in Samuel, they were part of who he was too.  Which was why he was ableð
eventuallyðto answer the call of God.  But also why he was able to do it in the 
midst of a profoundly challenging set of circumstances, circumstances that ironi-
cally are also why reading this story on a day like today seemed like the fitting 
thing to do.   
 
Of course, on the surface, the call of Samuel seems like the perfect passage to read 
on an ordination Sunday because itôs about a young person hearing the call of 
God, and yes, perhaps not recognizing it at first; but then with the help of an-
other, his community you could say, he finally is awakened to the fact that it is 
Godôs call he hears and so he moves to respond.  Thatôs a fitting passage for today 
with so many people gathered in one place who have both witnessed and helped 
hear Godôs call with Jennifer, a call that has brought her to this place, to the com-
mitment of her life to ministry.  It is a commitment in some ways shaped by all of 
you, but into a form that is uniquely her own.  After all, today she is committing 
her intellect and her hearing, her questions and her responding to her  
understanding of Godôs call in the world.  And in so many ways celebrating that  is 
what weôre doing here today. 
 
And it might be a nice and good day if thatôs all we were here to acknowledge.  But 
it wouldnôt be as full a day as it needs to be.  And we have some guidance on this 
because this passage weôve chosen is just as fitting a passage for today because all 
around that pure call experience of Samuel is a devastatingly harsh reality.  Re-
member Eli, the older priest, is awaiting the judgment of God for the terrible be-
havior of his sons and how he didnôt respond to it.  Israel itself is in the midst of 
troubled times.  ñThe word of the Lord was rare in those times,ò the text says.  Itôs 
a context that makes clear both before and after our selected passage that some 
difficult truths will have to be faced.  One need read no further ahead than Sam-
uelôs first ñassignmentò from God if you doubt that.   

 
And in truth, thatôs part of why weôre here too.  Not just to honor Jenniferôs call, 
but also to say that we can acknowledge some of the harsh realities within which 
she will minister, within which she will be called to speak the truth, within which 
she will have to work against discouragement and burnout and fatigue.  You can 
take your pick as to where to apply thisða world increasingly complicated and 
hostile, families that hurt so deeply, teenagers confronted with cruelty from their 

peers, and children who inherit not just the problems of the future, but increasingly 
adult problems, now.   
 
All of this is important for us to acknowledge on a day like today because, Jennifer, 
as you know, a lot of people think that being in ministry means you put on rose-
colored glasses to view the world.  That somehow you as a minister in the world will 
be more fragile than most, that you as someone who will be preaching about love and 
peace and joy and hope will be more in need of protection from how the world can 
really be.  So we need to name today that nothing could be further from the truth.  
Because of course, ministry is about the opposite of dressing things up.  Itôs about not 
being afraid of acknowledging pain and hardship in peopleôs lives.  Itôs about some-
times being called to strip away the ways that people try to hide from harsh reality.  
Itôs about opening up your eyes to the flaws of the world and not being afraid to name 
them or the pain they can cause and speaking of Godôs presence nonetheless.   

 
I know you know this because Iôve been there when youôve witnessed great hardship, 
when youôve personally experienced great pain and when youôve cared for others as 
they did.  I donôt think you have any illusions about this, but itôs important to men-
tion today, because there will  be days when it will be tempting to want life with God 
to result in everything going right and to forget that itôs into darkness that Godôs light 
comes.   

 
Speaking of a harsh reality, one more thing has to be said.  Iôm sure that most of you 
have noticed that weôre ordaining a woman  today.  In a Baptist church.  Something 
that coupled with this world of ours means weôre not at all sure there will be a place 
for her to serve.  So maybe what weôre doing here is at least in part also an act of defi-
ance.  And though from the outside some might think weôre encouraging false hope, 
we know that what weôre also doing today is living out a promise.   
 
Like the promise of Samuel and how he would lead people in the way of God, weôre 
naming a promise todayðthe promise of this young woman and the promise of each 
of us as the church and even the promise of all that weôre called to be.  There is prom-
ise today and in Jenniferôs future when there will be moments like this when the 
church will get it right, will follow through with what is right despite the odds, will 
risk acceptance and understanding when the world says not to.   

 
But we should acknowledge, like the context out of which Samuel was called, there 
will also be in Jenniferôs future the devastation of times when the church does not 
live up to its potential.  We can acknowledge that today too, that we understand that 
churches, no matter how much good they can do, are still made up of people who are 
broken and that we can often hurt each other better than we can love.   

 
It helps then to remember that this passage is also about new beginnings too.  And 
not just that but a new beginning when it didnôt seem that there was room for any-
thing new.  Thatôs another truth about ministryðyouôll be invited, you will be chal-
lenged to begin anew in all kinds of circumstances.  Youôll begin anew when you 
eventually move from this place, when your role changes, or your job title, when you 
have different people to work with, when you have children.   
 
Those are the more obvious places for new ways of being to come.  Much more often 
there will be times youôll be called to begin anew with hope in the midst of pain, other 
peopleôs and your own.  Youôll be called to begin anew with trust when you are tired, 
to begin anew with grace in relationships that are broken.  In another era, Plato said, 
ñBe kind, my friends, for everyone you meet is fighting a hard battle.ò  Beginning 
anew may mean remembering that when you encounter someone whom you want to 
write off.  Or when you ask for forgiveness when you have messed up.  And some-
times it even means knowing that sometimes you are called to leave what finger-
prints of love and challenge you can and move on from a situation.   

 
I know you have been in a lot of these kinds of situations already.  As I said, Iôve been 
there for a lot of them.  Iôve seen you in times of great lossðwhen you were called 

upon both to be strong and to let others be strong for you.  Remember that both 
sides of that dynamic are important and always will be.  Sometimes youôll be 
tempted to think that as a minister youôre not really supposed to feel.  Donôt make 
that mistake.  In fact, sometimes go ahead and feel a little more than you need to.  
Youôll get enough practice putting feelings aside. 
 
You know that my all -time favorite picture of you is the one where you are about 
five-years-old at the lake holding up this little fish you caught, looking like youôre 
absolutely going to burst with the delight of the moment.  Every now and then 
channel that five-year-old you and joyfully delight in the God -given moment in 
front of you.  It will tend to you in ways you can only imagine now.  
 
We started this time talking about fingerprints, and I think thatôs where we need 
to end.  First naming all the fingerprints you walked in here with already on you ð
the fingerprints of the people who have taught you, people who have loved you, 
who have nurtured you, challenged you, ministered to you.  But you have on you 
too, the fingerprints of those you have taught and loved and nurtured and chal-
lenged and ministered to as well.  If we looked closely enough we might even be 
able to see some of them.  A few smudged or finger-paint -y prints of children, 
some teenaged prints weary (or is it strong?) from texting, some cappuccino-
stained prints from fellow students, and, of course, those from your parents and 
friends.  There are those from teachers or colleagues, maybe some from plastic 
gloves that have served a Wednesday night meal or colored fingerprints of some-
one who has just finished face painting on a mission trip. 
 
If you are here today, then likely a lot of them are yours and youôre about to get 
the chance to give more.  As we lay our hands on Jennifer this day weôre offering 
fingerprints of blessing and encouragement and love and support, prints that will 
remind Jennifer of Godôs presence and care in those who love her, prints that we 
hope sheôll feel during the times when she is overwhelmed and feels alone and 
discouraged.   
 
Jennifer, these are prints that we want you to remember and feel as Christ who 
walks before, behind, beneath and above you, tending to you all your days.  Like 
Samuel, youôre here to answer a call.  Like Samuel, it may not be the easiest road 
ahead.  But, like with Samuel, God will be with you and so will we.  Not always in 
person, of course, but in your remembering of this day and in our remembering it 
with you.  Because we will remind you of it as we all go from here, and weôll expect 
you to remind us too so we can all remember that despite the different contexts 
we find ourselves in, weôre all to keep touching those in our midst with the finger-
prints of hope.  Weôre to keep touching those among us with the fingerprints of 
grace, with the fingerprints of a thinking, living, challenging, caring, courageous 
faith, for Jesus calls us to no less.  We are here to keep covering the world with 
fingerprints that show we have been loved by God and that despite all the current 
climate of the world, we dare to love in response.  For we have been, we are, you 
are touched and called by God.  And that leaves a mark that never fades.  Amen. 
 

Dorisanne Cooper 

Ordination of Jennifer Ingold-Asbill 



Hey! Whatõs for dinner? 
CPC Wednesday Night Fellowship 

 

5/7/2008  

Saucy Pork Chops 
Red skinned Mashed Potatoes, Peas 

German Chocolate Cake 

5/14/2008  

Pasta w/ Grilled Chicken & Zucchini  
Mixed Green Salad 

Pecan Pie 

 5/21/2008  

Pork Chops w/ Chili -Apricot Glaze 
Penne Pasta w/ parm, Squash w/ Peppers 

Coconut Cream Pie 

 5/28/2008  

Hawaiian Chicken 
Couscous, Green Beans 

Banana Pudding  
   

Vegetarian Alert:  To the extent possible, all meals will have a vegetarian 
counterpart or sufficient vegetarian sides to make a perfectly delicious 
meal. 
 

Kid Alert :  In addition to any meal made especially for you, peanut  
butter & jelly is ALWAYS an option  

2008 Graduates 
 

High School Graduates 
 

 Chad Lowrance is graduating from Southeast Guilford 

High School and will attend GTCC. 
 

Brenna Riley is graduating from Ragsdale High 

 School and will attend UNCG. 
 

Josh Stocks is graduating from International  
Christian School in Budapest and plans to attend  

Mercer University. 
 

Alex Turner is graduating from Western Guilford 

 High School and will attend NC State. 
 

Dennis Xenos is graduating from Ragsdale High 

 School and will attend GTCC. 

 

College Graduates 
 
 

Jennifer Ingold-Asbill graduates from  

Duke University with a Masters of Divinity and a 

 Certificate in Baptist Studies. 
 

Mike Baumann graduates from UNCG with  

a BS in Elementary Education, Summa Cum 

laude. 
 

Erin Byers graduates from UNCG with a degree  
in Apparel Marketing. 

 

Brandon Chamberlain graduates from UNCG. 
 

Cameron Clark graduates from UNCG with a 

 degree in Broadcasting & Cinema. 
 

Stephanie LaHaie graduates from Western Carolina  
with a degree in Nursing. 

 

Chase Lowrance graduates from UNC-Chapel Hill  

with a BA degree in Economics and a  

BA in Romance Language-Spanish. 
 

Rydell Harrison graduates from UNCG  
with a Masters Degree in School Administration. 

 

Kristi Laster is graduation from UNC-Wilmington with 

a BS in Elementary Education. 
 

Jordan Parker graduates from UNC-Asheville 
 

Gray Previtte is graduating from Western Carolina  

with a BS in Computer Information Systems. 
 

  

Backpacking for Jesus 
$6.25 -  not a whole lot of money is it? I think I spent more than that last night at 
McDonalds. Most books at Barnes & Noble cost more than that. But for 5 area chil-
dren, it can buy so much more than that. For these kids, it can buy breakfast, lunch, 
dinner, and a snack for an entire weekend. Now, I am not talking about stretching an 
Extra-Value Size Burger combo out for the weekend. I mean real food. The Backpack 
Club, as the Missions Committee has dubbed it, is a program to provide food for an 
entire weekend to local underprivileged children in our area.   
 
Most of us have never gone hungry. Many of us know where our next meal is coming 
from. But many people in our community do not have this kind of assurance. A 
frightening number of people are single parents, struggling to make ends meet, 
working several jobs just to keep a roof over their childrenôs heads and donôt know 
from month to month whether they will even be able to pay the power bill. Enter the 
Backpack Club. 
 
Introduced to the concept by our own Rydell Harrison, the program is pretty simple. 
Food is purchased and packed in backpacks. Backpacks are common among school 
kids, so no one has to know the child and his/her family is receiving food assistance. 
The backpack contains enough food for a weekend, and it is delivered to the school 
on Friday morning. On Friday afternoon, kids selected to receive the backpacks pick 
them up and carry them home. On Monday morning, the child brings the empty 
backpack to school, where it is picked up by a volunteer. Then the cycle starts again.  
 
But why do it? Because Jesus commanded us to. With 5 loaves and 2 fish, He fed the 
multitudes. In Matthew 25:  35 He says ñ For I was hungry and you gave me some-
thing to eatò Can we truly feed the world and neglect our own backyard? What better 
place to start than our own neighborhood? Greensboro Urban Ministry and the Sal-
vation Army can do a lot but things are getting tighter everywhere and children are 
the ones who suffer the most. I personally can think of few things that I was so pas-
sionate about that I said to myself ñOur church needs to be doing this.ò 
 
ñBut Michael,ò you may say, ñCan we really afford to do this?ò The answer is YES! 
Missions has budgeted $469 for the rest of the school year, at which point we will 
evaluate things and see where we stand. In the meantime, let me remind you that 
there is plenty of ways to involve yourself. 
 
 1) Volunteer to help pack the backpacks. Its assembly line work that takes very  lit-
tle time at all.  
2) Delivery/pickup - Someone has to take the backpacks to the school on Friday and 
 pick them up on Monday. That someone could be you. 
3) Prayer- of course, this is a given. Pray for the children and their families, as well 
 as those we are unable to help at this time. 
4) Offering - put a little something in an offering envelope and mark it Backpack 
 Club. Remember, $6.25 will sponsor a child for a weekend. And do we really 
 need to Super-size ourselves, when we can buy spaghetti, juice boxes and snack 
 bars for those less fortunate than ourselves? 
 
As a final thought, I offer an experiment that Cindy Ruble mentioned when she vis-
ited some time ago. Try waiting until your stomach growls before you actually eat, 
rather than eat at designated times during the day. Then think about the fact that 5 
children will not have to go through this thanks to the Backpack Club. Now thatôs 
food for the soul. 

Mike Cumbus 

Dear Fellow Baptists: 
The time has come for Baptists to speak positively about public education and to take 
proactive initiatives that advance a constructive future for America's public school 
system. 
 
We recognize the need for reforms in public schools, as all organizations need refor-
mation, including churches and corporations. Reforms to improve all facets of public 
education should be a constant goal of our nation. 
 
While every family is free to decide the course of their children's education, we be-

Sunday School Workdays 
...are scheduled for Saturday, May 10 and  Saturday, June 14 from 9:00 amð11:30 
am with  lunch to follow in the Fellowship Hall.  In an effort to promote greater 
safety and continuity for our Childrenôs Sunday School, the Preschool Room (305) 
and Childrenôs II Room (106) will be swapped.  If  you can help sort through toys, 
move tables, and arrange chairs, please come! 

Ultimate Frisbee 

New Faces 
Are you having trouble putting new faces and names together?  Check out the bulle-
tin board between the restrooms and the chapel to see pictures and read tidbits 
about the newest members of the College Park flock. 



Number 149                                                  May 2008  

 

E
v
e
ry

 M
e
m

b
e
r a

 M
in

is
te

r
 

L
in

 B
u

n
c
e
, W

a
k
e
 F

o
re

st In
te

rn
 

P
h
y
llis

 C
a
lv

e
rt, T

re
a
su

re
r 

C
in

d
y
 D

illo
n

, M
in

is
te

r o
f S

m
a
ll G

ro
u
p

s
 

J
e
re

m
y
 F

o
x
, W

a
k
e
 F

o
re

s
t In

te
rn

 
R

y
d

e
ll H

a
rris

o
n

, M
in

iste
r o

f M
u

s
ic

 &
 W

o
rsh

ip
 

P
a
tsy

 K
e
n

d
a
ll, D

e
a
c
o
n

 C
h

a
ir  

R
a
c
h

e
l L

u
ck

, A
s
s
o
c
ia

te
 M

in
iste

r  
G

e
o

rg
ia

 M
u

rra
y
, O

ffic
e
 &

 M
e
d

ia
 M

a
n

a
g
e
r 

H
e
le

n
 M

o
re

h
e
a
d

, S
e
x
to

n 
W

e
n

d
y
 S

m
ith

e
y
, P

a
rk

 P
ic

n
ic

 P
rin

c
e
s
s 

D
a
v
id

 S
o
y
a
rs

, O
rg

a
n

is
t 

R
a
lp

h
 &

 T
a
m

m
y
 S

to
ck

s
, M

is
s
io

n
a
rie

s 
M

ic
h

a
e
l S

. U
s
e
y
, P

a
sto

r 
S

a
lly

 W
h

ite
, H

a
n

d
b

e
ll D

ire
c
to

r
 

 w
w

w
.c

o
lle

g
e
p

a
rk

ch
u

rc
h

.co
m

 
                       

c
p

b
c
g
b

o
@

b
e
lls

o
u
th

.n
e
t 

 

 P
ro

g
re

s
s
iv

e
 -  D

iv
e

rs
e

  -  E
cu

m
e

n
ic

a
l 

C
o

lle
g
e
 P

a
rk

 
 

 
N

o
n

-P
ro

fit O
rg

a
n
iz

a
tio

n
                                

A
n
 A

m
e
ric

a
n

 B
a

p
tis

t C
h

u
rc

h
                 

 
U

.S
. P

O
S

T
A

G
E

 P
A

ID
 

                                 
1
6
0

1
 W

a
lk

e
r A

v
e
n
u

e
 

P
e
rm

it 2
4
5

 
G

re
e
n
s
b
o

ro
, N

C
 2

7
4
0

3
 

G
re

e
n
sb

o
ro

, N
C

 
         

 C
h

a
n

g
e

 S
e
rv

ice
 R

e
q
u

e
s
te

d
 

  

P
u

b
lis

h
e
d

 m
o

n
th

ly
 b

y
 C

o
lle

g
e
 P

a
rk

 C
h

u
rc

h
                                              O

u
r C

o
m

m
u

n
io

n
 b

re
a

d
 is

 g
ra

c
io

u
s
ly

 d
o

n
a

t
e
d

  

B
u

lk
 ra

te
 p

a
id

 a
t G

re
e
n
s
b
o

ro
, N

C
  2

7
4
0

7
                                                    b

y
 G

re
a

t H
a

rv
e
s
t in

 F
rie

n
d

ly
 C

e
n
te

r. 

_
_
_
_
_
_
_
_
_

_
_
_
_
_
_
_

_
_
_
_
_
_
_

_
_
_
_
_
_

_
_
_
_
_
_
_
_
_

_
_
_
_

 
  

     1
6

0
1

 W
a
lk

e
r A

v
e

n
u
e
, G

re
e
n
s
b

o
ro

, N
o

rth
 C

a
ro

lin
a
 2

7
4

0
3-2

3
1

8 
 

C
h
u

rch
 T

e
le

p
h

o
n

e
:  3

3
6-2

7
3-1

7
7

9
; F

a
x
: 2

7
3-9

6
3
7
 

w
w

w
.c

o
lle

g
e
p

a
rk

ch
u

rc
h

.co
m

        c
p
b

c
g
b
o

@
b

e
lls

o
u
th

.n
e
t 

 

A
llia

n
c
e
 o

f B
a
p

tis
ts - A

m
e
ric

a
n
 B

a
p

tis
t C

h
u
rc

h
e
s
 - C

o
o
p

e
ra

tive
 B

a
p

tis
t F

e
llo

w
s
h
ip

 
      

 
 

 
                 

 

 

 

Prayer for Our Daughters 
 

May they never be lonely at parties 
Or wait for mail from people they haven't written  
Or still in middle age ask God for favors 
Or forbid their children things they were never forbidden.  
 
May hatred be like a habit they never developed 
And can't see the point of, like gambling or heavy  
drinking. If they forget themselves, may it be in music  
Or the kind of prayer that makes a garden of thinking.  

 
May they enter the coming century 
Like swans under a bridge into enchantment 
And take with them enough of this century  
To assure their grandchildren it really happened. 
 
May they find a place to love, without nostalgia 
For some place else that they can never go back to. 
And may they find themselves, as we have found them, 
Complete at each stage of their lives, each part they add to. 
 
May they be themselves, long after we've stopped 
watching.  
 
May they return from every kind of suffering (Except the 
last, which doesn't bear repeating) And be  
themselves again, both blessed and blessing. 

 
by Mark Jarman  

From the book of Poems, To the Green Man 
(Contributed by Kari Baumann)  

 
 
 

 
  

    
  

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

  
 

 
   

Members and visitors have arrived at College Park on Sundays to find there is no 
parking space for them. In fact, we hear of potential visitors who drove away due 
to no parking.  
 
We used to be a neighborhood church where the members could walk to church. 
Those days are gone. We no longer live close and must drive cars to get here. The 
good news is that our members are willing to drive from all over Guilford County 
and beyond in order to worship God here at College Park.  
 
In order to expand our parking, the Church voted in November to embark on a 
$130,000 Capital Campaign. These funds will enable us to remove the two story 
house on our property, grade that lot to the level of the existing parking lot, pave 
the entire, expanded parking lot and install fencing, lighting and landscaping. The 
fence will shield the parking lot from the back of the houses that abut our prop-
erty in order to improve the appearance.  
 
There will be a much wider entrance off of Aycock so that your tires do not hit the 
curb when you turn in. There will also be two entrances off of Morton Street. The 
project will add over 30 parking spaces, representing a 30% increase in member-
ship capacity. 
 
Some of you may not be aware that we rent out our parking spaces during the 
week. Last year, we received $29,000 from renting them out. The increase in the 
number of parking spaces will allow us to increase that income.   
 
We have already obtained bids on the fencing and demolition of the two story 
house. The demolition will begin the week of May 19, which is the first day after 
UNCG is out for the summer. We should also have bids next week to do the grad-
ing and repaving work. We want to have all the work completed before the UNCG 
students come back for the Fall Semester.  
 
Each of you received a letter in December stating that a $1000 contribution from 
every family would provide the necessary funding. Recognizing that some mem-
bers are not in a position to contribute that much, we asked those who could to 
give more. Since this project will benefit the entire church, we hope that every 
single person will contribute some amount.  
 
Folks, this project is underway. But there is one small problem. Through this 
week, we have received about $42,000 toward the campaign ï far short of what 
we need. For those of you who have been waiting to contribute until the money is 
needed, that would be right now.  
 
Let me repeat: For those of you who have been waiting to contribute until the 
money is needed, that would be right now.  You can use the envelopes in the 
pews to submit your contribution. Please note on your check or envelope that it is 
for the parking lot.  
 
There is a drawing of the new parking lot in the entrance coming in from the 
parking lot. We welcome you to stop by to take a look at it and talk to any Finance 
Committee member regarding any questions. 

 Frank Kendall  

Parking Lot Campaign 


