
Hey! What’s for dinner? 
CPC Wednesday Night Fellowship 

 

9/3/2008 
Pork Tenderloin w/Peach Sauce 

Sesame Coleslaw, Corn 
Pound Cake w/Ice Cream 

 
 9/10/2008  

Country French Chicken 
Lima Beans 

Rice Pilaf 
Apple Spice Cake 

 
 9/17/2008 

Shepherds Pie 
Salad 

Fruit Cobbler 

 
 9/24/2008 

Slow Cooker Roast 
Mashed Potatoes, Peas 
Mississippi Mud Cake 

 
  

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 

Thank You 
To my many friends at College Park:   
Thank you all so much for your lovely cards and kind words following the death of 
my father.  I have felt much support from members of this church during this time.  
Your kindness has helped me in ways words do not express.  Please know that you 
are appreciated.  May you all be blessed by the Heavenly Father.   
  

 Thank you,  
Terry Brown 

 
Dear friends, 
I want to send my deepest thanks for the beautiful stole you have given me.  This is 
a gift I will carry with me for many years to come.  Know that every time I wear it I 
will remember the congregation of College Park Baptist Church and I will give 
thanks to God for how you have shaped me and my ministry.  Words cannot ex-
press my gratitude for all of your love, prayers, and continued support. 
  
I also wanted to pass along a few updates!  Seth and I have recently moved to 
Knightdale, NC and are very proud first-time homeowners.  I also have just begun 
serving as the Pastor for Discipleship at the Zebulon Baptist Church.  I am working 
with a wonderful staff and congregation and I am thrilled to have been called to 
such an incredible church.   
  
Please feel free to visit anytime you are down our way!  
  

Blessings,  
Jennifer Ingold Asbill 

Water volleyball comes to an end this month for another year.  I play on weekends 
at Hamilton Lakes Pool, near Morehead Elementary.  There is a group of mostly 
guys, and a few women, who play 3-4 times a week during the summer.  They play 
on Wednesday nights, and some other times too, and I make it as I can.  Most Sat-
urday & Sunday afternoons late, from 4-6, Iôm in the lap pool jumping with the 
young bucks and old men as we act out Olympic glory.  There are about 40 people 
who play semi-regularly at Hamilton Lakes.  As with any sport, some are much 
better than others. 
 
There are very few rules: no hitting the ball through the net is the main one.  Oth-
erwise, most of the regular volleyball rules applyðonly 3 hits, let serves are good, 
the ball is dead when it hits the waterðbut more liberally.  One can, for example, 
hit the ball when itôs on the other side of the net as long you go over the net.  One 
can spike the ball in thy neighborôs head, so that the word Voit can be seen on the 
spikeeôs forehead.  This makes for some atomic slams and forceful blocks.  Some-
times the ball, boomed down on a Pete Townsend windmill spike, skips over the 
fence into the pee, uh, é baby pool.   
 
Playful taunting and good-natured trash talking are parts of the game.  The play-
ers call Ron Skinny, and he is anything but.  Tobyôs nickname is Tobiwan-kenobi; 
they call Matt Moby, and Tommy has a -gun added to his name.  A well-known 
religious leader in Greensboro name Rick is affectionately called Shamu, for the 
splash he makes entering the pool. They have called me Reverend Moon ever 
since I lost some weight and worn a swimsuit that was a little too big for me.  I 
donôt play volleyball for added dignity. 
 
My phys-ed major friends have all long said that, if you want to know about a per-
sonôs character, you only have a play a game or sport with that person.  This is 
true about our neighborhood v-ball games.  Some players set the ball so that an-
other (usually taller) player can spike the ball into the other team.  This is selfless 
play, really, and normally the team who sets the ball the most wins.  Volleyball is 
not a complex sport. 
 
Other players never set the ball to another player.  It is such a drag to play next to 
one of these turkeys.  A few are so skilled that this egotism is overlooked, but usu-
ally not for long.  For them the motto is, ñThere is no team in I.ò  A third group 
just hit the ball over the net without using all three hits.  This is most frustrating.  
After a while, people shy away from having them on their team.  On the other 
hand, there are five or six players who are not tall but who are so team-oriented 
that they will enable a group of average players to beat a great team most every 
time. 
 
One of the pleasant qualities about this group is that we have a couple of guys 
over 70 who play, and by and large the group welcomes them.  Typically they can-
not play that well, and one or two create a dead spot for a team.  But they are em-
braced and welcomed.  Serving the ball to them is considered unsportsmanlike 
conduct, and doing it twice will earn you a red card.  One of the older guys keeps 
the score, and, while he misses the ball almost every time it is hit to him, he 
makes up for it by cheating on the scoreðadding a point to two to his team, sub-
tracting the same for his opponent.  Old age craftiness beats youthful exuberance 
every time.  When this guy is on the opposite team, I keep careful track of the 
score; when heôs on my team, not so much. 
 
 I suppose there are any number of life-lessons here.   
Å You donôt have to be the biggest or the tallest to beat someone at the netðit is 
 all about physics: get closer to the net than the other guy, jump on time, and 
 youôre likely to win the point. Is it the same with God: the closer we are, the 
 better chance we have? 
Å Selfless play by team players is worth ten times that of great egotistic play by 
 ball-hogs. 

You See 

Bible study resumes on Tuesday Nights from 6-7 PM in the Church Parlor.  Dates 
and topics for the study are: 
 

 September 2 Psalm 1  Praying our Inattention   
 September 9 Psalm 2   Praying our Intimidation  
 September 16 Psalm 3 Praying our Trouble   
 September 23 Psalm 8 Praying our Creation   
 September 30 Psalm 51 Praying our Sin     
 October 7  Psalm 103 Praying our Salvation   
 October 14  Psalm 23 Praying our Fear   
 October 21  Psalm 137    Praying our Hate   
 October 28  Psalm 6 Praying our Tears   
 November 4 Psalm 73 Praying our Doubt   
 November 11 Psalm 90 Praying our Death   

 November 18     Psalm 150 Praying our Praise 

Fall Bible Study 

No Child Left Inside 
Richard Louv, author of Last Child in the Woods: Saving Our Children from Na-
ture -Deficit Disorder , will be speaking at Greensboro Montessori School, 2856 
Horse Pen Creek Road, on Thursday, September 25, at 7 p.m. The talk is free and 
open to the public. For more information, call Kerry Meyers, 668-0119, Ext. 273 or 
go to www.thegms.org. 

Å A pool is a fantastic place to spend some days of the summer, and every com
 munity (rich, poor, or in between) should have access to one.  Every one should 
 learn how to swim, too.   
Å Itôs hard to be in a foul mood swimming in a clean cold pool on a hot summer 
 day, or playing a v-ball in the water with a bunch of friends. 
Å You donôt really know someone until youôve seen him or her in a swimsuit.  
 This could be good or bad. 
Å Itôs crucial to stay active and to glory in the bodies we have been given, even if 
 some days I canôt hit the ball to save my life.   
Å If you taunt another player, volleyball karma (called ñvarmaò) dictates you will 
 likely miss the next pointðitôs an ancient formula: hubris brings nemesis.  
Å Nathan, our son, was a part-time lifeguard this summer.  How odd and won -
 derful it was to see my 15-year-old in the guard chair surveying the big pool for 
 safety.  It wasnôt that long ago he was being whistled down for running, and 
 now heôs the one with the whistle.  He was especially concerned that no cute 
 girls get injured or drown on his watch.  How deeply Christian of him. 
Å Watching the fine HBO mini -series Generation Kill this summer made think 
 sometimes as I arrive at the pool, how many of our soldiers in Iraq, and the 
 Iraqis too, especially the children, would love to have an afternoon swimming, 
 splashing, floating, dunking, and even spiking the volleyball.  When we have 
 fine moments in our too short lives, itôs a great good to recognize them. 
         Michael 
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 God Says Yes to Me 
 

 I asked God if it was okay to be melodramatic 

And she said yes 

I asked her if it was okay to be short 

And she said it sure is 

I asked her if I could wear nail polish 

Or not wear nail polish 

And she said honey 

She calls me that sometimes 

She said you can do just exactly 

What you want to 

Thanks God I said 

And is it even okay if I donôt paragraph 

My letters 

Sweetcakes God said 

Who knows where she picked that up 

What Iôm telling you is 

Yes Yes Yes 
  Kaylin Haught 

 
   

  

 
     

 

Prayer for the World 

Dear Lord,  it is 11:10 on Sunday August 25th , 2008.  This is College Park Baptist 
Church in Greensboro NC.  Right now, millions of people around the world are 
praying and somehow you hear them all.  You hear the thumping bass guitar from 
praise band at a contemporary worship service.  You can smell the incense from a 
Sunday morning mass.  You can hear bells ringing in small chapels, and mam-
moth cathedrals.    You can hear the 200 member mega church choir singing in 
perfect harmony and the  lone hiker whistling a praise hymn as she hikes the Ap-
palachian trail this morning. 
 
Most importantly, you can hear the quiet prayers deep inside each of us, the 
prayers we would never say in front of our friends or family out of fear or embar-
rassment.  Prayers of confession.  Prayers for forgiveness.  Desperate pleas for a 
shard of hope for a situation that by all logic offers none.   Prayers that arenôt even 
fully formed ideas, just cries for help or angry screams, or quiet sobs of ñwhy?ò. 
 
Lord, you know what we need before we ask.  But you still want us to ask.  And we 
still believe that asking makes us a difference.  
 
Lord we give you our time and our attention this morning.  Please help us to hear 
your voice.   Amen. 

Matt Cravey 

Prayer of Praise & Thanksgiving 

Lord, we are amazed whenever humanity seems to get something right.  When 
athletes from around the world compete peacefully, celebrating the amazing bod-
ies you gave us.  When loving families adopt abandoned children  from distant 
countries.  When people from different faiths work together to build a home for a 
neighbor.  When firemen, police, and other public servants risk their lives to save 
strangers.  When tribes who are sworn enemies decide to compromise, forgive 
and work towards a previously unimaginable peace.  
 
At these times, we are humbled because for just a moment, we get a glimpse of 
what you intended for us to be.  
 
Lord, itôs hard to feel like we can make any lasting difference for people who are 
suffering around the world.  What would life on earth look like without war, pov-
erty, or crime?  God, you know the answer to that question.  Please use us as part 
of the solution. 
 
Our Fatheré. 

Matt Cravey 

The most clever accountants, the luckiest investments, and most frugal manage-
ment of our funds can stretch a little a long way.  
 
In your hands though, Lord, our tithes and offering can do things we never imag-
ined that bills, checks, and coins could do.  
 
Lord, help us to share freely the blessings youôve given us all. 

Matt Cravey 

Offertory Prayer 


