
Hello First Baptist Family,  

 I hope this newsletter finds you all doing well and          

enjoying the beginning of the holiday season! You may recall 

for the last few months we have been taking a closer look at 

the newly adopted motto and vision statement of First Baptist ï 

Love. Grow. Commit. Go. We previously discussed the Grow and  

Commit components of this vision as we looked at the various services offered for preaching,           

teaching, and Bible study time as well as the opportunities we have for fellowship and commit our 

lives to one another.  This month we will look at the Go component of the vision.  

  

 Jesus words to his disciples in what we call the great commission are likely familiar to us. òGo 
therefore and make disciples of all nations, baptizing them in the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy   

Spiritéò Matthew 28:19. It is significant that Jesus choose for some of his last words to his disciples are 

words of actions. As believers in the Lord Jesus Christ we ð by our own confession ð believe that ñthere 
is salvation in no one else, for there is no other name under heaven given among men by which we must be saved.ò (Acts 

4:12). This tells me that as individual believers in Christ and as a church, one of the most fundamental 

things we should be doing is òGoingó ð and this going is two -fold in both 

local and international ways. Or as someone has said òacross the street 

and across the oceanó. Here at First Baptist, the Outreach Committee is 

working hard to lead in efforts that provide opportunities for gospel       

conversations to help (the Progressive Dinner, Fall Family Fun Fest,            

participation in various other community activities, as well as future        

outreach plans). While these opportunities are designed specifically for 

and aided greatly by your participation they are not the only outlet you 

have. What I mean to say is that Godõs design to reach our town and       

beyond is YOU. God has uniquely placed YOU in this community, with 

your family, your job, your friends, your neighborhood, and your gifting for 

the ultimate purpose that you might use those outlets as opportunities to 

communicate the hope that is only found in Jesus Christ. As clear as I can 

say it, You and I together and our church is Godõs plan to reach the 

world for Christ.  

  

 Would you commit to praying with me for opportunities to share 

the gospel as we are out and about in the community? Would you pray 

for boldness to have gospel conversations with our families, friends, 

neighbors, classmates, and coworkers? Would you pray that the Holy 

Spirit would convict those whom we share with? Would you pray for our 

church as we seek to engage the lost around us and that God would use 

us in his efforts to reach Taylorsville and beyond?  

Behold,  the  Lord's hand is not shortened, that it cannot save,  
    or his ear dull, that it cannot hear.  

Isaiah 59:1 
Because He Lives!   

Pastor Chance 
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 Two years ago, when I joined First Baptist it was 

with great joy and great trepidation. The joy came from 

knowing the opportunity set before me as the Worship 

Pastor of First Baptist was appointed by God and the   

ministry was exactly what I longed to do. The trepidation 

came when I learned of the Taylorsville Community Tree 

of Life. I envisioned a nightmare of logistics, music,        

planning, and work  beyond my wildest imagination. Yet, I 

knew God had prepared me for this place and so I 

moved with faith and caution.  

 Then came November! My first tree construction 

day was one for the record books! I watched as men   

older than me worked circles around me. Posts of painted 

steel transformed our beautiful sanctuary into a work site 

of green scaffolding. And before long the monstrous tree 

structure was erected in place where I had only led     

worship a few times.  

 That month flew by and before long we had 

passed Thanksgiving and flown right into the Tree     

Presentations the very next week. Then something       

beautiful happened. Amid the chaos and crazy of          

production week I found myself oddly at peace. The Lord 

had taken the one thing I was causing trepidation and 

calmed me. How? He showed me how we were sharing 

the gospel through music to hundreds of people across a 

single weekend. God reminded me of my love for music 

and the expression of our hearts that can come when we 

use it for worship.  

 Well, we are at that time of year once again! 

While the Tree of Life is a Christmas Presentation, it occurs 

so closely to Thanksgiving that we must address it sooner 

rather than later.  

 I want to encourage you to come to one of the 

Tree of Life presentations this year, but more importantly 

bring someone with you. Bring that person you know 

needs to hear the about the Good of News of Jesus. Bring 

the friend who is struggling to find joy during all their    

struggles. Bring the neighbor that is often forgotten and 

needs to experience the love of Christ.  

 Over the next several weeks as we plan to         

celebrate and worship through Thanksgiving, letõs not  

forget praying for the Tree of Life. Our message is clear, 

and the power of the Gospel is real.   

 

In Christ Alone,  

Bro. Carl 
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Love  the  Lord, your God,                      

with all your heart  and with 

all your soul and with all 

your strength.                                        
Deuteronomy 6:5 

Layliana Joy McConnell age 5 months            

with her parents Bro. Chance & Brittany. 

Colton Blake age 6 and Joshua Eugene Goodwin age 2 with 

their family Erica Stevens and Heaven Shelburne. 
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As we approach the Thanksgiving holiday, 
Kitty Miller shares a newspaper clipping 

she has tucked in her Bible.  The 
following Ann Landers column was       
published on November 25, 1999.  

Dear Ann: 

When you asked your readers to 
send those columns they had saved over the years, I 
thought it would be a good opportunity to send you one 
that has been tucked away in my Bible. Please print it 
again this Thanksgiving for those who may have missed it 
the last time.                                       --Bonnie in San Diego 

Thank you for the opportunity to loaf a little. I liked your 
selection. Here it is: 

Every Day Thanksgiving                                         
Even though I clutch my blanket and growl when the alarm 
rings each morning, thank you, Lord, that I can hear.       

There are many who are deaf.                                                      
Even though I keep my eyes tightly closed against the        
morning light as long as possible, thank you, Lord,                
that I can see. There are many who are blind.                       

Even though I huddle in my bed and put off the effort of 
rising, thank you, Lord, that I have the strength to rise.       

There are many who are bedridden.                                          
Even though the first hour of my day is hectic, when socks 
are lost, toast is burned and tempers are short, thank you, 
Lord, for my family.  There are many who are lonely.                                                                         

Even though our breakfast table never looks like the pictures 
in magazines and the menu is at times unbalanced, thank you, 
Lord, for the food we have. There are many who are hungry.                                                                   
Even though the routine of my job is often monotonous, 

thank you, Lord, for the opportunity to work.                                                                                
There are many who have no job.                                                                                              

Even though I grumble and bemoan my fate from day to day 
and wish my circumstances were not so modest,                

thank you, Lord, for the gift of life. 

 

Dear Friends:                                                           
What follows was written by Judy Vekasy, a 
registered nurse and director of activities at 
a nursing home in Savannah, Tenn. It 

originally appeared in the Memphis Commercial Appeal. 

In this season of thanksgiving and just plain giving, I have 
some suggestions for those who need something to be     
thankful for, or those who need someone to allow them to 
give of themselves. Nursing homes are full of opportunities. 

You say you can't do anything. Can you read? Good.          
Read to me. My eyes aren't what they used to be. 

Can you write? Good. Write a letter or a card for me.                 
My hands are shaky. 

Can you sing? Good. Help me with the words,                    
and I'll sing along. 

Can you tell me about your job? I was a nurse once myself. 

Can you listen? Wonderful. I'm starved for conversation. 

Can you bake a sponge cake or zucchini bread or angel         
biscuits, or make fudge? They aren't on the nursing home 
menu, but I remember how good they were, and I would like 
to taste them again. 

Do you play checkers or dominoes or rummy? Fine, so do I, 
but there is never anyone who has the time.                      
They are understaffed around here, you know. 

Do you play the violin or the flute or the piano? My hearing 
is poor, but I can hear any kind of music. Even if I fall asleep, 
you'll know I enjoyed it. 

Once we were somebodies, just like you. We were farmers 
and farmers' wives and teachers, nurses, beauticians,          
stockbrokers and electricians, bankers and sheriffs, and        
maybe a few outlaws, too. We're not all senile -- just old and 
needing more help than our families can give us.               
This home, whatever its name, is "home" to us, and you're an 
invited guest. 

Please come. The welcome mat is always out, not just on 
Thanksgiving. I hope you will keep this, and read it again in 
January, February, and every other month of the year. We'll 
still be here, and our needs will still be the same. 

Written By Cheryl Dyson  
On Veterans Day we honor all,                                                                          
who answered to a service call.  

Soldiers young and soldiers old,                                                                      
fought for freedom brave and bold.  

Some have lived, while others died,                                                                    
and all of them deserve our pride.  

Weõre proud of all the soldiers who,                                                                   
kept thinking of red, white, and blue.  

They fought for us and all our rights;                                                                 
they fought through many days and nights.  

And though we may not know each name,                                                            
we thank ALL  veterans just the same.  

ÎÎÎÎÎ 
 As our nation celebrates Veterans Day on November 11, please take 

time to thank a veteran and their family for their sacrifices.  Remember in prayer 

the many service men and women along with their families who are currently on 

active duty.   

 The first Sunday in October is the beginning of a new year of 

Sunday School.  Bro. Carl Newman recognized three students   

promoted to new classes!  Hannah Prater was promoted to the 

First and Second Grade 

Class.  Noah Bilger was     

promoted to the Junior      

Department.  Jacob Prater 

was promoted to the Youth.  

 Sunday School meets  

at 9:45 a.m. each Sunday 

morning.  Classes are        

available for children to 

adults.   Children classes 

meet in the Education   

Building while the Adult  

classes meet in the Annex.    Hannah Prater, Noah Bilger, Bro. Carl Newman, Jacob Prater 


