
Graham Michael Willis 

Was born on July 20th .  Graham weighed 7 pounds and 14 ounces  

and was 19 and  1/2  inches tall.   

Proud Parents Jordan And Dalyce are both fine and promise to  be back in worship 
with Graham as soon as possible. 

Congratulations to the proud parents from your church family.  

W HATõS NEW 

FELLOWSHIP O PPORTUNITIES 

Fellowship Lunch  

This Sunday 

August 3rd 
Bring a dish and a friend and share this fellowship opportunity. 
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Menõs Fishing Fellowship for August is Canceled 

The Summerõs Greatest Hits 
Will be winding down over the next few weeks. Donõt miss this opportunity for a 
fellowship of singing as we sing more songs to get in all of the hundreds of requests 

from the past 3 months.  

 

Choir Rehearsal Wednesday August 6th at 7:30 

Join us as we learn another song for our  

òOne Practice, One Song  - Choir.ó 



 

 

PRAYER REQUESTS 
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Members With Health Concerns ñ 

Barbara Cole 

Marceline Lively  

Helen Ledbetter 

Jo Ann McNatt 

Constance Moch, Recovering from knee surgery 

Alma Smolka 

Margaret Smolka 

Alan and Jo Ann Wright 

Friends and Relatives With Health Concerns ñ 

Allen Wrightõs  brother Paul. 

Tina Stelnickiõs nephew, Thomas.  

Jo Ann Wrightõs cousin, Ruth Stanford, and friends Denise Sanders, Bill Hitchcock and  
Terry Wood. 

Rachael Stoffregenõs grandmother, Mimi    

Tom Sorrellsõ niece, Stacy 

Halõs cousin, David Allen 

Barbara Coleõs friend, Donita 

With Ongoing Concern ñ 

Joe Carlisle, Dannaõs Son redeploying to Iraq 

Our Soldiers Worldwide 

Ryan Horton, a friends of Lynne and Hal, serving in Iraq 

In Joy ñ 

The Willisõ New Baby Boy Graham Michael Willis 

The Prestenbergs, in their anticipation. 

Sunday School For All Ages 

A Choir!!! 

Our Growing Congregation 

MENõS FISHING 

FELLOWSHIP 

SATURDAY   

AUGUST 2 

IS CANCELED. 



 

 

8/10 �³  Jennifer Hollinsworth  

8/23 �³  Leslie White  

Make sure the church office 
knows your Birthday!  

Journey through the Bible  
August 3 ñChapter 3.  Focus on Acts 6:1-10 òConflictó  

August 10ñChapter 4. Focus on Acts 8:4-25 òPoweró 

BIRTHDAYS 

JULY ELDER D EACON  SCHEDULE 

Elder ñ Matt Prestenberg 

Deacons ñ  Constance and Mike Moch 

 

D ONõT  FORGET 

CHILDRENõS SUNDAY  

SCHOOL  AT  10 

M ISS DEBBIE AND  

M ISS DANA  ARE 

READY FOR YOU . 

 

O UR YOUTH  CLASS 

MEETS IN  THE 

U PPER ROOM  OF 

THE GYM   AT  10 

ON  SUNDAYS  
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LOOKING  FORWARD  

Lost In the Waves 

 Summer time is such a great time to have fun with the fam-
ily. Lynne  and I have always been òlake people.ó Summer for us is a 
time to spend hours on the lake with our children and friends.  But, 
every summer I am reminded of my favorite lake story ever.  It was 
the summer of ô95, not an ordinary summer by any means.  We had 
been nursing my mother through a losing battle with cancer, and to-
ward the end of June she succumbed to this terrible disease.  The de-
light of her last year was the little dog that was always by her side.  
Sandy was five at the time, and was still much like a puppy. She was 
quite frisky, and loved to spend the hot summer months in water.  It 
didnõt matter whether it was a big pool, or a back yard splash pool, or 
the lake, Sandy liked to swim.  We had taken her to the lake many 
times and her behavior was predictable.  She would run out to the end 
of a dock, jump in, and swim to shore. This behavior was repeated 
until she just couldnõt go any more, and had to curl up for a long nap.  
She was the light of my motherõs life, and was the consuming thought 
on my motherõs mind in her last days.  When we agreed to care for 
Sandy after momõs rapidly approaching death she was at peace with 
the world. 

 Thus begins my favorite lake story.  A couple of weeks later, 
when the family was gone, and the services and business of death were 
under control, we decided to go to the lake.  It was just Lynne and I 
and a couple of the kids, and of course, Sandy.  It was a fun outing that 
was meant to relieve some of the stress of the prior months.  The kids 
skied, and Lynne and I relaxed.  Sandy was just happy to be on the 
water.  We must have been there for a couple of hours, and were all 
tired, so we decided to just cruise around.  Lynne stretched out across 
the back of the boat, above the motor, and Sandy perched happily 
between her legs.  The kids and I took up the front seats, and off we 
went, out across the choppy expanse of Lake Ray Hubbard.  We must 
have gone about a mile, when I looked back and no longer saw Sandy.  
I stopped the boat with a sudden lurch that landed Lynne on the floor.  
She asked what was wrong, and I shouted in desperation, òWhereõs 
Sandy!ó  In a state of panic, we searched the boat, and she was not 
there. 

 Turning the boat around, and giving it full throttle, we 
headed back across the lake following what was left of our wake.  We 
looked and looked, and as we went along the thoughts kept rolling 
over and over in my mind, òMom trusted me with her dearest posses-
sion, and I have failed.ó  You see, the waves were so high that we 
could not see between them.  We could not see what was in the water 
until we were near.  We proceeded about as far as our trail would 
allow, and saw nothing but waves.  When the trail of the wake ran 
out, we just kept going in the same direction, hoping that in this 
choppy water we would just stumble across her.  And we did. 

 There between two waves, in the middle of the lake, Sandy 
was swimming just like she always did.  The problem was, she was 
lost in those waves, and didnõt know which way it was to the shore.  
She was just treading water, waiting for a miracle.  As we approached 
her at full speed, I killed the engine, and jumped over the side with 
the boat still moving.  I swam to her as fast as I could and handed her 
up to her waiting family.  The day was done, frightened and relieved 
we headed for home. 

 When I preached my first sermon here in Sachse, I told the 
story of Sandy and the lake.  I reminded our congregation that there 
are many people in our community that are like Sandy, just treading 
water and unable to see shore.  People have family problems, of finan-
cial problems, or others that are too numerous and varied to name, 
but in any case, they feel like they are just treading water; wondering 
if they will ever find a way back to the shore. Iõd like to think that the 
Church has all the answers, but we donõt.  What we do have is a hand 
of hope.  If you feel like you are sinking, or if you know someone who 
does, a helping hand is always the first step to safety.  Our job is to 
reach out to those in need, or to reach out to grasp an outstretched 
hand. 

 Summer can be a time of great fun, but it can also be a time 
of great peril. If you know someone who is desperate for help, reach 
out of your boat, and help them in.  If you are someone in trouble, 
and donõt see any outstretched hands, talk to your pastor.  We are 

here to offer you comfort and peace.  The helping hand of Jesus is 
always reaching for you.       Blessings, Hal 


