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GRACE TO YOU 
by 

Pastor Bruce Creswell 
 

A SHELTER IN THE TIME OF STORM 
 

Earlier this morning, I was encased in a gloomy overcast. Resigned that it was a carryover from the weekend, 
I paid it no mind. But oh, the welcome change that greeted me when I stepped outside at lunch time. There 
was the bluest sky, the puffiest white clouds, and the greenest lawn accenting the front entrance of our 
church. It was picture perfect! 

 

Since last Friday, we all prepared for what was to be the biggest storm to hit Charlotte in a long time! Having 
our cars tanked up, the bath tub filled with water, flashlights and candles ready, two pots of homemade soup: 
lentil and creamy vegetable, and all the porch furniture and flower pots secured, we were ready I thought.  

 

The rain, accompanied by the wind, continued through the night. Going on with our Saturday morning chores, 
the family room was vacuumed, the kitchen floor was vacuumed and mopped. Instead of listening to Pandora 
radio (as usual), we had the Weather Channel on with the latest update of Florence’s activity. Meanwhile, 
the rain was beginning to beat harder, and the trees were swaying even faster with the tempo of the wind.  

 

As the energy of the storm was constant throughout, its reality began to settle in—the somber greyness of 
the day, the rain coming down straight but blowing sideways, and the swollen doorways (caused by 
dampness) made the doors harder to shut. The shutdown of our internet and the cable losing its reception 
were the effects of the power failure.  

 

All of this brought about a fever—Cabin Fever! The only remedy was to sit in my favorite reading chair with 
a book with WDAV (classical music) softly in the background, which gave way to a much-needed nap. After 
a while, the slow steady drip of water began interfering with my nap causing me to investigate. Before my 
eyes was a leak coming from the ceiling over the bathtub filled with water. A leak was the last thing on my 
mind - we just had a new roof put on in June!   

 
With no Lord’s Day service, it was another dismal day of the storm confining us to our home.  As Monday 
morning appeared with the threat of thunderstorms, I drove to Brace YMCA for my daily cardio only to find it 
closed.  At least I was able to go outside and then on to church. 
 

(Continued on Page 2) 
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While in the pastors meeting, I noticed a gradual change - the sun was peeking through the blinds. The storm 
had lifted and the wind and rain had disappeared. I was thankful to see the sun, the blue sky, and clouds, 
and green grass.  
 

All of this is a reminder of the storms that our Lord allows to come into our life. We certainly don’t ask for 
them or go looking for them. They come many times with no warning or when things are going well. Certainly 
we don’t control how long they stay or when they leave. Just as we think we can control them, we soon 
realize that they are bigger than us. It is at  those times that we turn to the Lord for His grace and wisdom 
and find shelter in Him. As our Lord is sovereign over nature, over Hurricane Florence, likewise He is 
sovereign over the storms in our lives. 

 

He allows the storms to make us trust Him to pilot us through uncharted waters, as well as to show us His 
abiding presence and grace. These storms, like Florence, are dark, threatening, scary, making us fearful and 
vulnerable, but also causing us to look to Him and trust Him afresh, just like the Lord’s disciples in Matthew 
8:23-27. 

 

The disciples followed the Lord as He went into the boat. Unknowing to them, “a great storm” was coming 
while their Lord was asleep. Out of panic and desperation, they cried out to Him for help and deliverance. He 
arose and rebuked the winds and the sea, and there was a great calm. This storm caused them to see their 
dependency on the Lord and to see the power of their Lord. As they witnessed His grace and power, their 
faith was reinforced. It says in verse 27, “And the men marveled, saying, ‘What sort of man is this, that even 
the winds and the sea obey Him?’” Likewise, our storms not only grow our faith (I Peter 1:7) but reveal to us 
His abiding presence. 
 

Ira Sankey, Dwight Moody’s song leader, found this hymn while in London, l’ll let him tell the story: 
 

“I found this hymn in a small paper published in London, called The Postman. It was said to be a favorite 
song of the fisherman on the north coast of England, and they were often heard singing it as they approached 
their harbors in the time of storm. As the hymn was set to a weird minor tune, I decided to compose one that 
would be more practical, one that could be more easily sung by the people.” 

 

1. The Lord’s our Rock, in Him we hide, 
A Shelter in the time of storm; 

Secure whatever ill betide, 
A Shelter in the time of storm. 

Refrain: 

Oh, Jesus is a Rock in a weary land, 
A weary land, a weary land; 

Oh, Jesus is a Rock in a weary land, 
A Shelter in the time of storm. 

2. A shade by day, defense by night, 
A Shelter in the time of storm; 
No fears alarm, no foes afright, 
A Shelter in the time of storm. 

3. The raging storms may round us beat, 
A Shelter in the time of storm; 

We’ll never leave our safe Retreat, 
A Shelter in the time of storm. 

4. O Rock divine, O Refuge dear, 
A Shelter in the time of storm; 
Be Thou our Helper ever near, 
A Shelter in the time of storm. 

http://hymntime.com/tch/htm/l/o/s/t/lostfoun.htm
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HYMN HISTORY 
By 

Peggy Dear 

 

JESUS IS COMING AGAIN 
 

When Japanese troops forced General Douglas 
MacArthur out of the Philippines at the beginning 
of World War II, he made the promise, "I will 
return." Those words brought hope to American 
troops in the Pacific theater during the darkest 
days of the war. 
 
At times it looked as if MacArthur's promise would 
never be fulfilled. But MacArthur did return to the 
Philippines. He kept his promise. 
 
During World War II, John Peterson, a pilot in the 
U.S. Army Air Force, was flying dangerous 
missions over Southeast Asia. He was well aware 
of Someone else who had made a promise that he 
would return. 
 
Back in the States again, John Peterson became 
a gospel songwriter after World War II, and 
"JESUS IS COMING AGAIN" was one of his 
earlier songs. Jesus' promise that He would return 
is much more certain of fulfillment than the promise 
MacArthur made. And that promise gives us hope 
and assurance for the future. 
 

Marvelous message we bring,  
Glorious carol we sing, 
Wonderful word of the King— 
Jesus is coming again. 

 
Coming again, coming again; 
Maybe morning, maybe noon, maybe evening 
and maybe soon! 
Coming again, coming again; 
Oh what a wonderful day that will be--Jesus is 
coming again! 
 
Forest and flower exclaim,  
Mountain and meadow the same, 
All earth and heaven proclaim— 
Jesus is coming again. 
 
Standing before Him at last,  
Trial and trouble all past, 
Crowns at His feet we will cast— 
Jesus is coming again. 

John Peterson 1957 
 

 

 

 

Tuesday, October 30th – Friday, November 2nd 
Bonclarken Retreat Center 

500 Pine Dr., Flat Rock, NC  28731 
 

Guest Speaker:  Bruce Fiol 
 

The second installment of $125 is due by September 30th.  Checks should be made out to Christ Covenant 
Church with a memo noting Senior Retreat and given to Lucille Ruths or mailed to her at 737 Plantation 
Estates Dr., Apt. F-402, Matthews, NC  28105. 
 

Travel arrangements can be made through Jenn Dean at (704) 708-6104.  Please let her know if you need 
a ride or can provide a ride. 
 

Bring snacks and board games, and ladies your hair dryers.  Check in time is between 1:00-4:00 pm on 
Tuesday with dinner at 5:00 pm.  A schedule of activities will be available at that time. 
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Submitted by Dot Branson 

 

We are so happy to welcome two very active new 

members, Biff and Nan Bracy, to our Sunday 

Bible Study Class. 

 

Since Biff played professional ball with the 

Cardinals, this happy couple moved quite a bit.  

They live in Dilworth and moved to Charlotte in 

1984 after living in Columbia, SC for two years and 

in Mississippi for 13 years. 

 

They have been married for 53 years and have 3 

daughters: one near them in Dilworth, another 

daughter in Wilmington, and the third on Signal 

Mountain outside Chattanooga.  They have five 

wonderful grandchildren whom they enjoy visiting. 

 

Biff managed a brokerage company and retired 

last year.  Grateful for their good health, they enjoy 

traveling. 

 

Biff began serving as an Elder when Harry Reeder 

was our pastor, and he serves as a Trustee and 

Executive Committee member at RTS.  Both he 

and Nan are taking Mike Kruger’s class on the 

Gospels, and Biff is taking Kevin’s class on 

Pastoral Ministry. 

 

Nan taught school for 10 years and serves on the 

Board at Rosedale Historical Gardens, as she is a 

Master Gardener.  Her other interests include book 

clubs and playing bridge. 

 

Both Biff and Nan maintain a devotional life; Nan 

is organized and seriously prays for martyrs and 

missionaries.  Biff’s Bible verse at conversion was 

Matthew 11:38, and he lives now on John 16:33. 

 

The Bracys appreciate our class, as well as John 

Little’s emails. 

 

 

 

BLESS THIS HOUSE 
Submitted by Bob Parlante 

 

There is a plaque hanging on a wall in our kitchen 
with the following words emblazoned upon its four-
foot length: “Bless this house and all who enter.” 
 
I recall a person visiting our home who indicated 
the Lord does not bless inanimate objects like a 
house. That comment was made years ago, and 
the plaque is still hanging in our kitchen because 
Scripture indicates otherwise.  Proverbs 3:33 
reminds us: “The Lord's curse is on the house of 
the wicked, but he blesses the dwelling of the 
righteous.” 
 
One might consider a house to be lifeless and an 
inanimate structure. But when the Lord blesses our 
dwelling place, as well as the people who live 
within … and those people place their trust in the 
Lord, we can look forward to what follows: 
 

1. We can call upon the Lord for protection from 

possible events and intrusions that want to 

harm us. This does not mean we will never 

experience events that are painful and 

difficult. And it does not mean the 

unrighteous will not receive a measure of 

grace. Scripture reminds us it “rains on the 

just and the unjust.” 

 

2. The Lord orders the steps of a person 

seeking spiritual truth and directs those steps 

to places, situations, and righteous dwellings 

that minister to the sojourner. 

Placing our trust in Jesus Christ forms the 
foundation of a righteous dwelling. Welcome all 
peoples into our homes. Be an encourager. Pray 
for the Lord’s hand to be upon all who enter our 
homes, especially loved ones, and pray for any 
household that may be divided. 
 
 

NEWSLETTER ARTICLE DEADLINE 
 

All articles for the November newsletter should be 
submitted to Jane Yancey no later than 

 

October 20, 2018 
 

jane@yancey.com  
 

mailto:jane@yancey.com
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SUMMER’S END 

Submitted by Joan Bosko; 
Written by her mother 

 

There’s a touch of melancholy 
     As you watch the summer pass, 
And you see the dead leaves lying 
     Brown and dry upon the grass, 
And the flowers that bloomed all summer 
     Lovely petals all have lost, 
And the earth looks bleak and barren, 
     Touched by icy-fingered frost. 
 
All the song-birds that once nested 
     In my garden busily, 
For the Southland have departed 
     With their lilting cadency, 
And the sun delays his rising 
     And goes down before you’re through 
With the tasks that you’d expected 
     You would surely get to do. 
 
Oh, I know that winter passes, 
     And that spring will come again, 
And the flowers again will blossom 
     In the field and in the glen, 
But I often wish the beauty 
     Of the springtime could remain, 
And the loveliness of summer 
     I could for awhile detain. 
 
And I’m eager for that autumn 
     When I’ll be no longer here, 
When I’ll be in God’s fair city 
     In a heavenly atmosphere, 
Where the trees are never leafless 
     Stark and bare against the sky, 
And where beauty’s not ephemeral 
     Like a fragile butterfly. 
   Ida S. Eastman 

 

 
AROMAS 

 
Everyone enjoys the aroma of freshly baked goods 
from the oven, a fresh bouquet of flowers, or the 
various smells of colognes and perfumes.  
However, many people these days have serious 
allergies due to colognes and perfumes and must 
stay away from them at all costs.  Please be 
conscious of our friends with these issues and 
refrain from using colognes and perfumes when 
attending church.  Thank you! 

 

SOME MOTHER’S CHILD 
Submitted by Dave and Lucille Ruths 
From a California pastor’s newsletter 

 

At home or away, in the alley or street, 
Whenever I chance in this wide world to meet 
A girl that is thoughtless, or a boy that is wild, 
My heart echoes softly, “’Tis some mother’s 
child.” 
 
And when I see those o’er whom long years 
have rolled, 
Whose hearts have grown hardened, whose 
spirits are cold, 
Be it woman all fallen or man all defiled, 
A voice whispers sadly, “Ah, some mother’s 
child.” 
 
No matter how far from the right she hath 
strayed; 
No matter what inroads dishonor hath made: 
No matter what elements cankered the pearl –  
Though tarnished and sullied, she is some 
mother’s girl. 
 
No matter how wayward his footsteps have 
been; 
No matter how deep he is sunken in sin; 
No many how low is his standard of joy – 
Though guilty and loathsome, he is some 
mother’s boy. 
 
That head hath been pillowed on tenderest 
breast; 
That form hath been wept o’er, those lips have 
been pressed; 
That soul hath been prayed for, in tones sweet 
and mild; 
For her sake deal gently with some mother’s 
child. 
 
Immediately under the title of this poem, the 
author cites in small italics an old translation of 
the divine truth that inspired this meditation:  “And 
of some have compassion, making a difference.”  
Jude 22 
 
Let’s allow our days to be disrupted by some 
mothers’ children as often as we have opportunity 
to show and speak the love of God that is ours in 
Christ. 
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SENIORS MONTHLY FELLOWSHIP ACTIVITIES 
 
 

FIRST FRIDAY SOCIAL -  OCTOBER 5TH 
 

Our regular First Friday Luncheon is being replaced in October with our Low Country Boil and Burger Bar 
that had to be cancelled due to hurricane Florence.  We will meet in the lower lever of the Community Life 
Center at 5:00 pm.  The Low Country Boil will include shrimp, potatoes, corn, and sausage, as well as salad.  
A non-seafood option will be offered of hamburgers and cheeseburgers. 
 
Bring table games for fun and fellowship, and perhaps even get practiced up for the Retreat! 
 
 
 

 
By:  Dot Branson 

 

October 12th, 11:30 am 
Trio’s Restaurant 

 
The ladies in our Sunday Bible Study class will meet at Trio's Restaurant at 10709 McMullen Creek Parkway 
(off Hwy. 51) at 11:30 on Friday, October 12th, for a delicious lunch and sweet fellowship. Remember: we 
will celebrate the ladies with birthdays in October! Please join us! 
 
 
 

MEN’S LUNCH 
By:  Dave Ruths 

 
Park Place Restaurant 
October 19th, 11:30 am 

 
The men meet for lunch every third Friday of the month at Park Place Restaurant, 10517 Park Road, 
Charlotte.  Come join your Christian brothers for a time of fellowship and lunch. 

 
 
 

 
 

JOY SINGERS 
 

Joy Singers meet at 1:30 pm in the WC105 for an hour every Monday.  We prepare music for Sunday night 
services and to bless residents in nursing homes.  We are blessed to have our organist, Pam Eash, as our 
director.  Come and join us as we lift up our voices in praise to the Lord. 
 

 

calendar:T1:11:30%20
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OCTOBER  BIRTHDAYS 
 

  1 Bill Hough 

  2 Dick Evans 

  6 Ros Goodroe   

  7 Nan Bracy  

  8 Colin Gardiner 

  8 Marjorie Long 

10 Fred Kinney 

11 Lorraine Jacobs 

12 Paul Dvorak 

13 Darlene Richardson 

14 Ginny Cullen 

14 Nellie White 

20  Jean Depp  

22 Leonie Gilele 

23 Marian Protasewich 

26 Mitch Allison 

29 Carolyn Carpenter 

   

 

 
 

OCTOBER ANNIVERSARIES 
   

  1 Bob and Angela Parlante 

  3 Fred and Barbara Kinney 

13 Dave and Lucille Ruths 

24 Gordon and Lorraine Jacobs 

28 Granville and Toni Broome 

 
 
 

57 CENTS 
Submitted by Mary Webb 

 

A sobbing little girl stood near a small church from which she 
had been turned away because it “was too crowded.”  “I can’t 
go to Sunday School,” she sobbed to the Pastor as he 
walked by.  Seeing her shabby, unkempt appearance, the 
Pastor guessed the reason and, taking her by the hand, took 
her inside and found a place for her in the Sunday School 
class. 
 

The child was so happy that they found room for her that she 
went to bed that night thinking of the children who have no 
place to worship Jesus. 
 

Some two years later, this child lay dead in one of the poor 
tenement buildings, and the parents called for the 
kindhearted Pastor, who had befriended their daughter, to 
handle the final arrangements. 
 

As her poor little body was being moved, a worn and 
crumpled purse was found which seemed to have been 
rummaged from some trash dump.  Inside was found 57 
cents and a note scribbled in childish handwriting which read, 
“This is to help build the little Church bigger so more children 
can go to Sunday School.”  For two years she had saved for 
this offering of love. 
 

When the Pastor tearfully read that note, he knew instantly 
what he would do.  Carrying this note and the cracked, red 
pocketbook to the pulpit, he told the story of her unselfish 
love and devotion.  He challenged his Deacons to get busy 
and raise enough money for the larger building. 
 

But the story does not end there! 
 

A newspaper learned of the story and published it.  It was 
read by a Real Estate developer who offered them a parcel 
of land worth many thousands.  When told that the Church 
could nodt pay so much, he offered it for 57 cents. 
 

Church members made large donations.  Checks came from 
far and wide.  Within five years the little girl’s gift had 
increased to $250,000 – a huge sum for that time (near the 
turn of the century).  Her unselfish love had paid large 
dividends. 
 

When you are in the city of Philadelphia, look up Temple 
Baptist Church with a seating capacity of 3,300 and Temple 
University, where hundreds of students are trained.  Have a 
look, too, at the Good Samaritan Hospital and at a Sunday 
School building which houses hundreds of Sunday Scholars, 
so that no child in the area will ever need to be left outside 
during Sunday School time. 
 

In one of the rooms of this building may be seen the picture 
of the sweet face of the little girl whose 57 cents, so 
sacrificially saved, made such remarkable history.  Alongside 
of it is a portrait of her kind Pastor, Dr. Russell H. Conwell, 
author of the book, “Acres of Diamonds.”  A true story which 
goes to show WHAT GOD CAN DO WITH 57 cents. 
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Coram Deo Sunday School Class: 
Sundays:  9:00 AM, WC 201 (Choir Room) 
 
 
 
 
 

Pastor on Call:  (704) 708-6101 
 
 
 
 

Pastor of Senior Adults and Visitation: 
N. Bruce Creswell 
bcreswell@christcovenant.org 
Study:  (704) 708-6106 
 
 
 
 
 

Newsletter Editor: 
Jane Yancey 
jane@yancey.com 
 
 
 
 
 

Jennifer Dean, Assistant to Pastor Bruce: 
jdean@christcovenant.org 
(704) 708-6104 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Christ Covenant Church 
800 Fullwood Lane 
Matthews, NC  28105 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

MY ADVOCATE 
Submitted by Mary Webb 

 

I sinned.  And straighway, posthaste, Satan flew 
Before the presence of the most High God, 
And made a railing accusation there. 
He said, “this soul, this thing of clay and sod, 
Has sinned, Tis true that he was named Thy Name, 
But I demand his death, for Thou has said, 
‘The soul that sinneth, it shall die.’  Shall not 
Thy sentence be fulfilld?  Is justice dead? 
Send now this wretched sinner to his doom. 
What other thing can a righteous ruler do?” 
And thus he did accuse me day and night 
And every word he spoke, oh God, was true! 
 
Then quickly One rose up from God’s right hand,  
Before whose glory angels veiled their eyes, 
He spoke, “Each jot and tittle of the law 
Must be fulfilled; the guilty sinner dies! 
But wait – suppose his guilt were all transferred 
To Me, and that I paid his penalty! 
Behold My hands, My side, My feet!  One day 
I was made sin for him, and died that he 
Might be presented faultless, at thy throne!” 
And Satan fled away.  Full well he knew 
That he could not prevail against such love, 
For every word my dear Lord spoke was true! 
    By Martha Snell Nicholson 
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