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I Can Only Imagine  
 

òWho among the gods is like you, O Lord?  Who is like you--- majestic in holiness, awesome in 

glory, working wonders?ó  Exodus 15:11 

òThe heavens declare the glory of God; the skies proclaim the work of his hands.ó Psalm 19:1  

òBe exalted, O God, above the heavens; let your glory be over all the earth.ó  Psalm 57:5 
 

When I was younger so much of the Old Testament seemed scary and full of punishment,  

but through the years Iõve learned that there is so much more to be discover ed.  I see the love 

and  mercy and patience of God --- His fai thfulness to His promises, --- AND HIS GLORY!  How 

awesome that must have been to see and to participate in it.  The people would fall fa ce down 

in His presence --- in the midst of His great GLORY, Hi s pure and perfect love, His faithful and 

righteous judgment, and His all mighty power and authority.  How do we respond when we are 

surrounded by such unimaginable Holiness and Magnificence?  

One of my favorite songs, òI Can Only Imagineó, by Mercy Me, contains lyrics that are  very 

real and personal to me and express my wonder and awe.  
 

òSurrounded by your Glory,    

What will my heart feel?  

Will I dance for you Jesus,  

Or in awe of y ou be still?  

Will I stand in y our presence,  

Or to my knees will I fall?  

Wi ll I sing Hallelujah ,  

Will I be able to speak at a ll  

I can only imagine.  

I can only imagine.ó 

Are we living in the presence of His Glory  

 Julia Sullivan  
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The Prodigal  Children  
 

Gary and Pat Wyder were married in 1972, knowing God and right from wrong, in the 

denominational world.  Pat was of a Catholic background, and Gary was of a Lutheran one.  

From the beginning, we were at odds regarding religion, but we were marri ed in the 

Catholic Church that Pat grew up in.  

We moved from Wisconsin to Atlanta, Georgia  within a month of our wedding.  Pat 

found a job doing key punch, which is now obsolete, and Gary eventually became an 

insurance agent.  Life was a struggle from pay day to pay day, but we made it.  It didn't take 

long to fall away from going to church and from God.  

We spent our weekends often with friends from Gary's office, drinking quite a lot.  

That caused arguments between us, and eventually we separated for a few  weeks.  We 

missed each other though, and soon got back together again.  After a year or two, the 

drinking changed to drugs.  Not the serious drugs of today, just marijuana, but it was still 

against the law to purchase and use it.  However, we continued to  do that for some time.   

In 1976 Pat was facing open heart surgery.  Knowing that our life style of drinking 

and drugs and not going to church was against God's will, Pat decided to go back to church.  

She did not want to die in that sinful state, if the surgery did not go well.  We attended some 

Bible classes and masses at a Catholic church, but we left there unfulfilled  and thinking that 

we should just go by what the Bible teaches.  

Gary had some clients who kept inviting him to attend church with them at  Avondale 

Church of Christ.  We attended one Sunday, and were quite impressed. There was no statue, 

cross, stained glass window, or anyone in funny robes.  There was no organ or piano.  Many 

members participated in the service, and everyone was very friend ly.  Best of all, they 

seemed to just go by what the Bible taught!  It all made sense to us, and we agreed to go 

again.  However, the preacher there was moving to another state, and there was a 

congregation in Doraville, which was closer to our apartment.  So, we called the church 

there and began studying with the preacher and an elder there.  We saw the Jule Miller film 

strips, and after the last one, we were both baptized.  That was in August of 1977.  

The church in Doraville, Chestnut Drive Church of Chri st, had a preacher training 

school associated with it.  It was called Southeastern School of Evangelism, which later 

became Southeastern Biblical Institute, or SBI.  Gary began taking classes there and the 

more he studied, the more he wanted to learn.  He took classes there for about 3 years, 

taking almost every class they offered.  There were also classes for women on teaching Bible 

classes to children.  Pat availed herself of a few of these, and actually learned a lot of God's 

word that the Catholic C hurc h had failed to teach her during her 8 years of Catholic school.  

Gary began preaching and teaching classes at the church, and eventually went to area  
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congregations trying to raise support to continue taking  classes, since he had let his 

insurance business sort of slack off, so he could take classes full time.  

The brethren were all very supportive and encouraging.  Our lives were so blessed 

with our new friends and God took care of us in every way.  Our new b rothers and sisters 

were there for us in Bible study, worship, fellowship, and invited us into their homes for 

dinner and fellowship in our free time.  We did things together on weekends, like going to 

movies, and having each other into our homes for fello wship.  They were great mentors for 

us.  We still continue to have contact with some of these brethren today, even though we 

are states apart.   

In 1979 our son, Matthew, was born.  The church was there for us then, too, with a 

nice baby shower, and helped  out when we had trouble with him as a newborn, taking turns 

sitting with him so Pat could get some rest during the day.  They were fantastic!  

We believe that is what the Lord intended for the church to be.  Galatians 6:10 says, 

"Therefore, as we have oppo rtunity, let us do good to all people, especially to those who 

belong to the family of believers."  

After 3 years of taking almost every class SBI offered, Gary graduated.  He began 

looking for a job as a preacher, and ended up in Lake Butler, FL, as their full time Prison 

Minister, in 1982.  He continues in that role today.  

We are blessed to be a part of 2 congregations of the Lord's church, Lake Butler and 

UCCC.  We lived in Lake Butler for 3 years, and then moved to Gainesville in 1985.  While in 

Lake But ler, we would have fresh vegetables and watermelon just appear at our door during 

the summer.  The brethren actually remodeled a house just for us to live in there, and we 

are still considered a part of that congregation.  Gary is still invited back to hel p preach and 

do vacation Bible School, and help with funerals, etc., on occasion.  He is still their full time 

Prison Minister, and has an office at their church building.  He does go out around the State 

to raise financial support for the ministry, since Lake Butler is a small congregation, and 

cannot afford the entire salary.  UCCC is of course one of the many financial supporters of 

the prison ministry.  We chose to attend UCCC in 1985 when we moved to Gainesville, 

because they had several men in the con gregation who volunteered at the Road Prison, 

where Gary was the Chaplain for several years.  

We have truly been blessed by God and our brethren in so many ways.  We have a 

wonderful son, Matt, who is now 30 years old, and a faithful member of UCCC.  God al lowed 

us to build a modest house in 1988, and the UCCC brethren helped us with a surprise open 

house party.  Our house has been shared with many family and friends and ex - convicts for 

over 21 years now.  God continues to shower His blessings on us, as we c ontinue to share 

His love and His word with others, as others have done, and continue to do, for us.  

Gary & Pat Wyder  
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SIZZLAR DAYS OF AUGUST!!! 
 

The earth tilts and t he sun beams down hotter !  The 

word August means majestic, but growing up in Tennessee, 

pre air - conditioning, we just sweated and grumped our way 

thru August, nothing majestic about it!   After Labor Day 

school began and it was still very HOT!   Our starched  blouses 

wilted by noon and as we rode the city bus home after school, 

we looked as hot and tired as we wer e!   It was also pre -

deodorant  days too!  

But in Tennessee we could have a FROST by late S ept. and often snow in late 

October or Now!   One Thanksgivin g Day,  after a traditional lunch, Mother and I walked 

in pleasant warm sunshine to work off the food.   By the next morning Nashville was 

covered with snow.   Several inches deep!  

On long ago hot August Sundays after church and lunch, Daddy would push back 

his chair and ask, "Who wants ice cream?"  

Then he would drive to our nearby drug store which had the only chest freezer in 

our section of Chattanooga and buy a large carton of ice cream, usually vanilla, but 

sometimes chocolate or strawberry.   Of course we ate it all, because there was no extra 

freezer space in the old fridge at the house!   Room for just 2 or 3  tiny ice trays!  

My years at Lipscomb in Nashville are very dear to me and it was HOT even there 

in August.   I remember one summer I stay ed to work in  the mailing room  and be an R A 

(resident - assistant)in Johnson Hall.   Took no classes but had a good time and many 

small adventures with the dorm girls.   The temperatures at night in the halls of the 

dorm were often over l00 degrees, and remember, there w as no AC!   And few electric 

fans...  

We were even restricted to the first 2 floors of Johnson Hall because it was so HOT 

that summer.   Of course there were fewer summer school boarding students, too.   On 

boring, dull HOT nights we'd scare ourselves silly, c laiming to hear "someone on the 

third floor!"   When we knew no one was, was there?  

I've been hotter in west Tennessee  at Don's old family farmhouse than many a 

Florida HOT August day.   That Roberts tribe sweated a lot anyway, working everyday to 

just feed and shelter them - selves.   HOT was just one extra joy and privilege!   But we ate 

wonderful big tomatoes, corn on the cob and field peas when we visited, as we sweated.  
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And Tennessee  HOT summer nights were just B LACK not cooler!   The windows were 

open, however, and along toward daylight often a real breeze came in and soothed our 

perspiring bodies.  

Johnson Hall at Lipscomb has many memories for me. Our long - time dorm 

supervisor, Ruth Gleaves, was petite, mild - mann ered and ever watchful of "her girls".    

One night the 10 pm bed check revealed one girl was missing!   A thorough search of the 

building was done.   Several hot - heads wanted to call the Police at once, but Miss 

Gleaves said "No, not till midnight!"  

So we declared a "dorm party" to sit up with our supervisor.   As midnight neared 

there were only 2 or 3 of us older students left in the dorm lobby.   Also on our minds 

was another student who'd    had a very serious operation just a few days earlier.   She 

was in he r bed on the 2nd floor, still ill and groggy from anesthesia, etc.  

Midnight came and our little group tried to stay calm and we talked in low tones.   I 

had just handed Miss G. a cup of hot cocoa when we heard a terrible scream from the 

second floor!   Anoth er student and I rushed upstairs.   Some silly girl had earlier 

suggested a MURDER!   Or worse!   And all of us were jumpy anyway.  

Turned out the scream was from your young student just home from the hospital.   

She'd had a nightmare!   So we ran back to tell o ur dorm - mother.   By this time Miss 

Gleaves was crying and very distraught, herself!  

Miss Gleaves sent all the rest of us to our rooms and she called the Nashville 

Police.   I slept late that Saturday morning  and after breakfast I asked about our missing 

stu dent.   They had found her.   Alive!   She was living in  East Nashville with her aunt and 

uncles.   She had forgotten to "sign out!"   That was her story.   And she stuck to it.  

Several years later I was working on the President's staff as a minor secretary when  

Miss Gleaves  stuck her head in my little office.   She asked me did I remember the above 

incident,  and the student's name.   And I said, "of course"  (I still remember that name!)   

Then Miss Gleaves told me "that careless student" had applied for a job in so me 

department at Lipscomb.  From the look in Miss Gleavesõ eye that morning I don't believe 

that girl had a chance for ANY job in ANY department at Lipscomb!  

HOT is HOT.   Whether you are in the pre - air conditioning days in west Tennessee 

or Florida,  when th ey tell me there will be no more AC in Florida, I'm "out of here!"  

 

Bettye Roberts  
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TOWER OF BABEL 

 

It was a grand thing in our minds  
To build a city in our hour. 
We would make a name for ourselves  
And reach the heavens with our tower. 
Do you hear what I am saying? 
Do you understand? 
Across the world was but one language. 
It was known to every man. 
 

But the eyes of the Great One was not pleased  
Because the clay was thinking to unite. 
He knew they were in danger of staying in  
Place and believing in their own might. 
The tower cannot be built today for  
The tongue is confused in our land. 
No bricks and tar shall be gathered.  
Today; your lips move but I donõt understand. 
 

This was a grand thing in our hearts  
But now we can no longer be as one. 
Let us gather aside to his own tongue  
And scatter beneath the sun. 

Felton Woods  
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Summer Fellowship and Service 
 

July was a great time for summer fellowship a nd service for our church 

family.  Two events,  Youth Bible Camp and hosting of the Area - wide Church 

Worship , made Hebrew 10:24 - 25 relevant.  Like the first century Christians, 

fellowship provide s opportunities to encourage each other in  love and service.  

As Christians, summer i s an exciting time to share the  Gospel message.  

Summer camp  was a refreshing time for our youth, visiting youth and 

volunteers.  They had a wonderful week of Spiritual nurturing and recreation . 

Our church family volunteered  as counselors , teachers, mentors and food 

prep . Many acquaintances old and new were made.  

Later, UCCC hosted the Area - wide Churches of Christ meeting. Local 

churches came toge ther for unity and fellowship. The Apostle Paul address es 

the importance of unity among Christ ians in Ephesians 4:3 - 6.  Our unity 

requires  that we be in agreement on our basic doctrine.  We must stay 

steadfast on the gospel message . As we continue to enjoy our  summer, let  us 

look for opportunities to share the good news.   
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This has always been my favorite hymn lyric:  

 

GOD MOVES IN A MYSTERIOUS WAY 
by William Cowper 

 

God moves in a mysterious way, His wonders to perform;  

He plants His footsteps in the sea, And rides upon the storm.  

 

Deep in unfat homable mines Of never -failing skill,  

He treasures up His bright designs, And works His gracious will.  

 

Ye fearful saints fresh courage take; The clouds ye so much dread  

Are big with mercy, and shall break In blessings on your head.  

 

Judge not the Lord by  feeble sense, But trust Him for His grace;  

Behind a frowning providence, He hides a smiling face.  

 

His purposes will ripen fast, unfolding every hour;  

The bud may have a bitter taste, But sweet will be the flower.  

 

Blind unbelief is sure to err, And scan  His work in vain;  

God is His own interpreter, And He will make it plain.    

 

 

The author, William Cowper (1731 ð 1800), was an English poet  and hymnodist.   He suffered 

from severe manic depression, and although he found refuge in a fervent evangelical 

Chr istianity , the inspiration behind his much - loved hymns, he often experienced doubt and 

feared that he was doomed to eternal damnation .  His religious sentiment and association 

with John Newton  (who wrote the hymn " Amazing Grace ") led to much of the poetry for  

which he is best remembered.  

 

(Reference: Wikipedia  -  http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/William_Cowper ) 

 

Submitted by Haylee Slaughter  
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In  The Garden of Life  
 

Like the rich, fertile garden soil,  
Our lives are full of potential,  
Still the bountiful earth needs cultivation  
That makes it viable for planting.  
 

Our lives are no different,  
Each of our futures is dependent  
�2�Q���D���P�R�W�K�H�U�·�V���J�H�Q�W�O�H�����Qurturing love  
�$�Q�G���D���E�H�Q�H�Y�R�O�H�Q�W���I�D�W�K�H�U�·�V���J�X�L�G�D�Q�F�H�� 
 

As the fragile plant grows,  
�%�D�V�W�L�Q�J���L�Q���W�K�H���V�R�R�W�K�L�Q�J���U�D�L�Q���¶�Q�·���V�X�Q�V�K�L�Q�H�� 
We also mature from babes to toddlers;  
Then we take our first steps,  
Confident that our parents are near by.  
 

Sometimes we fall on lif �H�·�V���M�R�X�U�Q�H�\�� 
�%�X�W�����Z�H���D�U�H���D�V�V�X�U�H�G���R�I���*�R�G�·�V���O�R�Y�H�� 
To lend us a helping hand.  
In the  garden of life.  
 

He is always as near as a prayer,  
Offering joy and forgiveness.  
Our Heavenly Father desires  
That we walk, and then soar  
On the wings of eagles  

Leo Hines  
 


