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Church Announcements
My daughter Ruth and I want to thank all
the people of First Baptist Church for being
a part of our lives at the death of Mary
Anne. We value your prayers, cards, words,
and presence. Special thanks goes to Joel
Goodin and the Fellowship Committee for
the food after the Memorial Service.
Thank you, Jim and Ruth Woodring
130th Anniversary Items
Still Available!
$10 each. Contact the church office to order.

Staff
Rev. Zachary L. Bay
Pastor
Beth C. Parker
Minister of Music
Elizabeth Lowden
Office Administrator
Billy Hunter
Facilities Manager
Cherry Stamper

Child Care Coordinator
Phillip Akers
Media Coordinator
Janet Matthews
Organist
Teresa Brown
Organist/Pianist
Bonnie Daniels
Pianist
Rev. John E. Pennington, Jr.
Pastor Emeritus

Sunday Morning Lectionary
Texts
November 3, 2019
Habakkuk 1:1-4; 2:1-4
Psalm 119:137-144
2 Thessalonians 1:1-4; 11-12
Luke 19:1-10
November 10, 2019
Haggai 1:15b-2:9
Psalm 145:1-5, 17-21
2 Thessalonians 2:1-5, 13-17
Luke 20:27-38
November 17, 2019
Isaiah 65:17-25
Isaiah 12
2 Thessalonians 3:6-13
Luke 21:5-19
November 24, 2019
Jeremiah 23:1-6
Luke 1:68-79
Colossians 1:11-20
Luke 23:33-43

Revs. Zach Bay, Jack Pennington and Bill Daniel ring the church bell in celebration of the 130th Anniversary.

First Baptist Church Celebrates
130th Anniversary
“The Pinnacle” is the monthly publication of the First Baptist Church of Middlesboro, Ky.
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Coming Home To Ourselves
I’ve been reading a book. I know.
You’re surprised by that.

It is a small work—more of an
Rev. Zachary L. Bay extended essay than a book—by
German Catholic philosopher Josef
Pieper. I’ve owned the book since I was an
undergraduate student at Georgetown College, where
it was assigned reading for one of my upper-level
courses in my philosophy major. I’m now rereading it.
The title: In Tune With The World: A Theory of Festivity.
The front cover of the book features “The Wedding
Dance” by 16th-century painter Pieter Bruegel the Elder.
It is a marvelous Renaissance piece full of warmth and,
quoting J.K. Rowling’s Professor McGonagall, “wellmannered frivolity.”
Pieper’s book is an attempt, in my words, to
elevate parties to noble standing among other subjects
in philosophical discourse. His writing makes the
argument that for human beings to be fully human, we
must have work, and we must have festivals. We must
have ordinary, and we must have extra-ordinary. To be
fully human, we must have the usual, punctuated here
and there by celebrations.
On October 19-20, we had a party. Our fellowship
of Christians turned 130 years old. For mere mortals,
that concept is difficult to wrap our minds completely
around. As one church member said to me, “Our church
shares its birthday with Middlesboro? I didn’t know
that. That’s really something…that this began when
there was barely a town here!” Her eyes were glassy,
like eyes that had spent some time gazing up into the
sky on an especially clear night. I feel that way when I
occasionally stick my head in the history room on a
Tuesday morning or a Thursday afternoon and look at
the collar and tie around Rev. J.M. Roddy’s neck. From
1911-1920, Roddy pastored First Baptist Church, and in
1917, he offered the first sermon of thousands from
the very spot that I stand each Sunday morning. That’ll
make you starry-eyed. It does me, anyway.
When it comes to nailing down what it means to
be fully human, I’m with Pieper: it must include
festivity. He says it this way:
Festivity lives on affirmation. Even celebrations
of the dead, All Saints and Good Friday, can
never be truly celebrated except on the basis of

faith that all is well with the world and life as a
whole. … Festivity is in its essential core the
living out of this affirmation of the world. To
celebrate a festival means to live out, for some
special occasion and in an uncommon manner,
the universal assent to the world as a whole.
Philosophers, you might say, like to “church it up”
when they write. It used to drive me crazy as a
philosophy student at Georgetown. But buried in that
quote is the reason for a 130th Anniversary festival. It’s
not just to have a good time—though we do. It’s not to
honor the faithful dead who have gone before us—
though it does. The reason for a 130th Anniversary
festival is to work at becoming a little more fully
human. We celebrate because, as Pieper says in 50buck parlance, the world is good because the Creator
is good, and each time we celebrate, we tap into the
slow and steady bass line that has been playing
beneath all things since God says “Let there be…” To
party—whether it is an anniversary or a tailgate or a
Thanksgiving dinner or a Pastor’s Christmas Open
House—is to for a little while align ourselves with the
song that God has been singing over all creation since
there was a creation.
One of the prominent Early Church Fathers, John
Chrysostom, said it this way: Ubi caritas gaudet, ibi est
festivitas, or, “Where love rejoices, there is festivity.”
Love rejoiced here at the corner of 24th and
Cumberland this past weekend. Love rejoiced as some
who were members when Bill Daniel was pastor here
welcomed home an old friend. Love rejoiced as some
who are newer here heard not just a great sermon, but
an affirmation that the roots of the grace-filled
preaching they’ve come for run deep under the pulpit
of First Baptist Church. Love rejoiced when we laughed
at lyrics and enjoyed Eleanor dancing in front of Kurt
Thomas in the TEL Chapel like the world depended
upon it.
As I do my fatherly duty and watch my child
carefully, I realize that she’s right. The world does
depend on it. I realize how forgetful we adults are
about what is most important in the world. I realize the
truth of Isaiah’s words: “…and a little child shall lead
them.” We have more and more of those around the
church house these days. Sisters and brothers: look to
your leaders. They’ll remind us how to party, and teach
us how to be human.

The welcome I've received from First Baptist Church
has been incredible. Those of you who have
introduced yourselves over the past couple of weeks
have been nothing but genuinely friendly and helpful
to me while I've started to settle in. I'm so greatly
appreciative of each one of you; your candor, your
patience and your senses of humor. I couldn't have
asked for a better start.

We are remembering the saints of our
congregation and of our families on
November 3 in worship. Those are the
ones who have gone before us, those
“balcony” people that made a
significant mark upon us. The
Beth C. Parker
Sanctuary Choir is singing a new
anthem that day. It is called Cry No More by Dan Forrest
and words by Johanna Anderson . The words and music
have moved me. The prayer for Christ to hold us close in
the storm of life, until it passes, gives me hope and
courage.

To those of you who haven't yet met me, my name
is Elizabeth Lowden and I'm FBC's new Office
Administrator. Though I am a native Kentuckian, I'm
relatively new to Eastern Kentucky. I grew up in
Bagdad, Kentucky, a tiny town in Shelby County. I
currently live in Barbourville with Evie, my very cute,
very spoiled, very bad Labrador.

Dan Forrest has a statement on his website that spoke to
me. “All good things, including any beauty that we
encounter, are from God, through God and ultimately to
God. All beauty is God’s beauty, wherever it is found…
whatever abilities I have, for creating beauty, are gifts
from God. So, I will make the most beautiful music I can…
toward the true and ultimate end: glorifying God.” That is
my prayer, also.

FBC Welcomes New Office Administrator:
Elizabeth Lowden

When not at work, I spend most of my time working
on a series of half-finished craft projects (sewing,
crocheting, re-finishing furniture, the list goes on...),
playing with Evie, hitting some yard-sales, baking or
reading a good book -- currently David McCullough's
1776. Highly recommended for history lovers.
I’m always happy to answer your questions, help
with projects or assist with anything you might
need. You can find me in the Church Office on
weekdays between 9:00 and 1:00. Please don't
hesitate to drop by and say hello! You can also feel
free to call me at 606-248-2637 or to email me
at Elizabeth@fbcmiddlesboro.org.

Thank you again for
the warm
welcome. I'm
thrilled to be here
and I look forward to
getting to know each
of you!

Here are the words we will sing:
In the shadow where we linger, in this darkness we call
home, Where the sighs deep and doubtful and our
aspirations groan, All is not in vain, Beloved, our travail is
not unknown.
Christ within us, Christ among us, Christ the first and
Christ the last; Love Incarnate, hold your children till the
storm of life is past.
Though we have not faith to seek Him, Christ himself will
draw us near, Deep, abiding rays of mercy cast their light
on only fear. Cry no more, ye poor and weary, our
redeeming Lord is here.

Christ within us, Christ among us, Christ the first and
Christ the last; Love Incarnate, hold your children till the
storm of life is past.
Sure defender, never failing, Radiant Savior, Holy Friend,
Gift of glory, Hope of heaven, call us now to faith again!
Alleluia! Blest compassion, Grace is shining without end!
Christ within us, Christ among us, Christ the first and
Christ the last; Love Incarnate, hold your children till the
storm of life is past.

