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JULY BIRTHDAYS 

M a r y  L o u 

Bigham 6th 

Joyce Hale 16th 

Brenda Baxter 

26th 

Judy Wilkerson 

26th 

Hester Whitson 

27th 

 

“In the game of life 
Christians are going to 
win-Jesus is the clean-

up batter.” 

“One thing you can’t re-
cycle is wasted time.” 

“Let us be sure we are 
heading in the right di-
rection before we get 
where we are going.” 

“The pursuit of happi-
ness is the chase of a 

lifetime.” 

“It is never too late to 
become what you might 

have been.” 

Our Young At Heart 
Group met on Tuesday, 
the 22nd at 10:00AM. 
Our opening prayer was 
led by Junior Latner, 
Jeremy Pate directed 
our singing, and Bill 
Wheeler presented a 
wonderful  thought-
provoking message. 
Each participant aided 
our devotional in a good 
way. Following our de-
votional, we were led in 
a closing prayer by Ad-
ron Porter. The ladies 
and male cooks blessed 
us all with a most deli-
cious meal consisting of 
salads, desserts, and 
drinks. While we missed 
several of our “regulars”, 
all who were present 
seemed to have had a 
great time of food and 
fellowship. 

A STATUE OF 
CHRIST 

A statue of Christ stands 
in South America in 
Buenos Aires, the capi-
tal of Argentina. It 
stands 120 feet tall and 
weighs 700 tons. The 
outstretched hands 
weigh 8 tons each. The 
head weighs 30 tons. It 
has obviously made an 
impact upon everyone 
who has seen it. But 
more important than the 
impact of this or any 
other statue, what im-
pact has Christ made 
upon your life? Do you 
live differently now than 
you did before you knew 
Him? If not, He has 
made very little impact 
upon your life. The true 
impact of Christ upon 
human life is not meas-

ured in statues, pictures, 
images, carvings, etc., 
but in the heart, the life. 
Jesus said, “Let your 
light so shine before 
men; that they may see 
your good works, and 
glorify your Father who 
is in heaven.”  (Matthew 
5: 13). Truthfully speak-
ing, God has not com-
missioned anyone to 
carve out a likeness of 
His Son, because no 
mortal knows what He 
looked like, but we’ll 
know eventually, be-
cause “we shall see Him 
even as He is.” (1 John 
3: 1-2). Until such a 
time, let Him be glorified 
not in a statue, but in 
life.  

-By Noah A. Hackworth 

June Review: 

Newsletter Date 

July Preview:     
Our next regular meeting will be on Tuesday, July 27th at 10:00AM. We have 
asked Grant Wilson to bring our message on this occa-
sion. He is checking his schedule and hopes to be with 
us this day. On July 13th at 8:30AM, all who can, are to 
meet at the building and we will travel to Clanton to the 
“peach” country for food and fellowship. On the 27th, 
we will eat at “Mr. Bill’s Restaurant” for lunch. We en-
courage our Young At Heart members to be present for 
these meetings and trips wherein possible. 



 

And life is what we make, always has 

been, always will be. Grandma Moses 

There were once two men, both seriously 
ill, in the same small room of a great hos-
pital. Quite a small room, it had one win-
dow looking out on the world. One of the 
men, as part of his treatment, was al-
lowed to sit up in bed for an hour in the 
afternoon (something to do with draining 
the fluid from his lungs). His bed was next 
to the window. But the other man had to 
spend all his time flat on his back. 

Every afternoon when the man next to the 
window was propped up for his hour, he 
would pass the time by describing what 
he could see outside. The window appar-
ently overlooked a park where there was 
a lake. There were ducks and swans in 
the lake, and children came to throw them 

bread and sail model boats. Young lovers 
walked hand in hand beneath the trees, 
and there were flowers and stretches of 
grass, games of softball. And at the back, 
behind the fringe of trees, was a fine view 
of the city skyline. 

The man on his back would listen to the 
other man describe all of this, enjoying 
every minute. He heard how a child 
nearly fell into the lake, and how beautiful 
the girls were in their summer dresses. 
His friend’s descriptions eventually made 
him feel he could almost see what was 
happening outside. 

Then one fine afternoon, the thought 
struck him: Why should the man next to 
the window have all the pleasure of see-
ing what was going on: Why shouldn’t he 
get the chance? He felt ashamed, but the 

more he tried not to think like that, the 
worse he wanted a change. He’d do any-
thing! One night as he stared at the ceil-
ing, the other man suddenly woke up, 
coughing and choking, his hands groping 
for the button that would bring the nurse 
running. But the man watched without 
moving-even when the sound of breath-
ing stopped. In the morning, the nurse 
found the other man dead, and quietly 
took his body away. 

As soon as it seemed decent, the man 
asked if he could be switched to the bed 
next to the window. So they moved him, 
tucked him in, and made him quite com-
fortable. The minute they left, he propped 
himself up on one elbow, painfully and 
laboriously, and looked out the window. 

It faced a blank wall! 

small talk with him, a little boy 
ÓÌÉÐÐÅÄ ÏÆÆ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÌÁÐ 
and walked over to the wheel-
chair. Placing his hand on the 
ÍÁÎȭÓȟ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÙÏÕ 
feel.  My mom makes me ride in 
Á ÓÔÒÏÌÌÅÒ ÔÏÏȢȱ 

While I sat in the reception 
ÁÒÅÁ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÄÏÃÔÏÒȭÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅȟ Á 
woman rolled an elderly man 
in a wheelchair into the 
room. As she went to the re-
ÃÅÐÔÉÏÎÉÓÔȭÓ ÄÅÓËȟ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎ ÓÁÔ 
there, alone and silent, just as 
I was thinking I should make 

QUOTES 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÔÏÎÇÕÅ ×ÅÉÇÈÓ ÐÒÁÃÔÉÃÁÌÌÙ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇȟ 
ÙÅÔ ÓÏ ÆÅ× ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÃÁÎ ÈÏÌÄ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÂÅÓÔ ÖÉÔÁÍÉÎ ÆÏÒ ÍÁËÉÎÇ 
ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȣȢȢȢ"ρȢȱ 

Ȱ)Æ ÙÏÕ ÌÁÃË ÔÈÅ ÃÏÕÒÁÇÅ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÒÔȟ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ 
ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄȢȱ 

Think This Overéé...    

ºThe Window»     

   A Childõs Comment: 

There are two days of every week about which we should not worry, two days which should be kept free from 
fear and apprehension. One of these days is yesterday with its mistakes and cares, its faults and blunders, its 
aches and pains. Yesterday has passed forever beyond our control. All the money in the world cannot bring 
back yesterday. We cannot undo a single act we performed; we cannot erase a single word we said. Yesterday 
is gone. The other day we should not worry about is tomorrow, with its possible adversaries, its burdens, its 
large promise and poor performance. Tomorrow is also beyond our immediate control. Tomorrow’s sun will rise, 
whether in splendor or behind a mask of clouds-but it will rise. Until it does, we have no stake in tomorrow, for it 
is as yet unborn. That leaves only one day-today. Any man can fight the battles of just one day. It is only when 
you and I add the burdens of these two awful eternities-yesterday and tomorrow-that we break down. 

It is not the experience of today that drives men mad-it is remorse or bitterness for something which happened 
yesterday and the dread of what tomorrow may bring.  Let us, therefore, live but one day at a time.  
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