Marbleton Community Free Will Baptist Church

1703 Marbleton Road

Unicoi, TN 37692 Lighthouses
Website: marbletonfwb.com Not just a light for the nations, “
Cody Fox, Pastor not just being a light QBHB ﬂag’

Cell: 423/218-5807

WELCOME

the Light shining in the world,
in the darkness

Lighthouses, beacons, one Iﬂlﬁl,
keeping all safe,

away from the shoals, one beart,

Week of July 12. 2026 Schedule of Services:
the rocks, the hidden dangers

Sunday School 10:00 A.M. dangers hidden in the fog,
Sunday Morning Worship Service 10:45 A M. i c_lutter- of daily life one hanh’
Leading those out on the seas
Sunday Evening Worship Service 6:00 P.M. safely to shore ’
C to a sheltered harbor one Hﬂtlﬂl’l,
Tuesday, Second Harvest Food Distribution Truck 10:00 A.M. home in the arms of our Lord
Wednesday, Mid-Week Worship Service 7:00 P.M. . . Raymond A. Foss BhermurBY ”
Happy Birthday: Dan Johnson (July 10™)
Happy Anniversary:  Tim & Penny Erwin (July 6™) Oliver 1
er Wendell Holme
Sam Jr. & Shenna Williams (July 12™) Aol
Daryl & Kathy Broyles (July 12™)
4 N

Trust and Believe

345 4 : _ Whatever our problems, troubles, and sorrows,
With his hands, he built our home and fixed all the broken things. | If we trust in the Lord, there’ll be brighter tomorrows
Dad’s hands gave generously, served humbly, and loved mom tenderly, | For there’s nothing too much for the great God to do

unselfishly, completely, unendingly. | . i~
With his hand, Dad held me when | was small, steadied me when | @d alk ‘that i e;FpeLts.‘from e
| [s faith that’s unshaken by tribulations and tears

stumbled, and guided me in the right direction. - -
When | needed help, | could always count on Dad’s hands. | That keeps growing stronger along with the years,
Content in the knowledge that God knows best

Sometimes Dad’s hands corrected me, disciplined me, shielded me,
And that trouble and sorrow are only a test

Dad’s Hands

Dad’s hands were king-size and strong.

rescued me.
Dad’s hands protected me. ' For without God’s testing of our soul
Dad’s hand held mine when he walked me down the aisle. His hand gave I It never would reach its ultimate goal.

me to my forever love, who, not surprisingly, is very much like Dad. | So keep on believing, whatever betide you,
Dad’s hands were the instruments of his great big, rugged-tender heart. Knowing that God will be with you to guide you,

Dad’s hands were strength.

Dad’s hands were love.

With his hands he praised God.

And he prayed to the Father with those big hands.
Dad’s hands. They were like Jesus’ hands to me.

Mary Fairchild

And all that He promised will be yours to receive
If you trust Him completely and always believe.

Helen Steiner Rice




