A SPECIAL WEEK
This week has been set aside for our “fall
gospel meeting”. This is a special week for us here
at Knightsville. We will be able to come together
and study God’s word six days in a row.
How will you manage this week? You still
have to work or do your normal activities and have
these special services on top all those things you
normally do. It is interesting that we sometimes
forget that the folks back in the New Testament
time also had things to do. Aquila and Priscilla had
tents to make. Cornelius had a regiment to look
after. The folks that we read about in the Holy
Scriptures had work to do to support them—just
like we do.
While they may not have had basketball
practice, band practice, etc. , they had activities in
their lives that took time. We need to consider the
fact that these folks had to make sacrifices of
things of this world and of their time to serve the
Lord also. Yet, they had to overcome physical persecutions that we do not have to overcome in our
country at this time. I wonder how they would
have responded to a week like we are going to be
having this week.
\
This week is not only special for us; it is
special for the community of Knightsville. We have
invited many. The gospel of Jesus is going to be
taught—we are going to study about God’s word
and His plan for us and we get to share this with
others. How are you as a member going to handle
this? Someone you invited may show up to a service and if you are not here I wonder what they
will think?
Yes it is a special week for us. How will
you manage? God will be interested in your answer
shown by your actions this week!

“Let your light so shine before men, that they
may see your good works and glorify your Father in heaven.”
Matt. 5:14
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The Knightsville Lamp
“Your word is a lamp to my feet and a
light to my path”
(Ps. 119:105)
THE KNIGHTSVILLE
CHURCH OF CHRIST
905 Pieske St.
Knightsville,IN. 47850

GOSPEL MEETING Nov. 13-18
Brandon Hathaway
“Man vs God”
Please keep the following in your prayers
and/or encourage:
-Diane Hedge
-Kurt Doughty
-Our College Students and Youth
______________________________________
______________________________________
______________________________________
______________________________________
Sunday Bible Study 9:30 am
Sunday Worship Service 10:30 am
Sunday Evening Worship Service 5:30 pm
Wednesday Bible Study 7:00 pm
ELDERS
Steve Reynolds 812-878-6216
Tom Hathaway 812-605-1206
Rich Arnold 765-592-0350
Rob Dispennett 812-241-0927

GOSPEL MEETING WITH
BRANDON HATHAWAY
November 13th to 18th
Sunday Morning Bible 9:30
am - Faith in Men ‘vs’ Faith in
God
Sunday Morning
Worship 10:30am = Man’s
word ‘vs’ God’s Bible
Sunday Singing -2:30 pm
Sunday Evening Worship 3:30
pm -Man’s Theory of Creation
‘vs’ God’s Creation
Monday 7:00 pm - Man’s Idea
to Grow ‘vs’ God’s Plan
Tuesday 7:00 pm - Man’s Idea
Spreading the Gospel ‘vs’ God’s
Plan
Wednesday 7:00 pm - Man’s
Plan to be Saved ‘vs’ God’s Plan
of Salvation
Thursday 7:00 pm -Man’s Idea
of Marriage ‘vs’ God’s Law
Friday 7:00 pm - Man’s Idea for
End of Time ‘vs’ God’s Plan

The Knightsville Lamp
“Lessons in Love from a Goalie and His Dad”
Author Unknown

I was watching some little kids play soccer.
These kids were only five or six years old, but they
were playing a real game...a serious game two
teams, complete with coaches, uniforms, and parents.
I didn’t know any of them, so I was able to
enjoy the game without the distraction of being anxious about winning or losing - I wished the parents
and coaches could have done the same. The teams
were pretty evenly matched. I will just call them
Team One and Team Two. Nobody scored in the
first half. The kids were hilarious. They were
clumsy and terribly inefficient. They fell over their
own feet, they stumbled over the ball , they kicked
at the ball and missed it but they didn’t seem to
care. They were having fun.
In the second half, the Team One coach
pulled out what must have been his first team and
put in the scrubs, except for his best player who
now guarded the goal. The game took a dramatic
turn. I guess winning is important even when you’re
five years old—because Team One scrubs were no
match for them. Team Two swarmed around the
little guy who was now the Team One goalie. He
was an outstanding athlete, but he was no match for
three or four who were also very good. Team Two
began to score. The lone goalie gave it everything
he had, recklessly throwing his body in front of incoming balls, trying valiantly to stop them. Team
Two scored two goals in quick succession. It infur-

ated the young boy. He became a raging maniac—
shouting, running, diving. With all the stamina he
could muster, he covered the boy who now had the
ball, but that boy kicked it to another boy twenty
feet away, and by the time he repositioned himself,
it was late—they scored a third goal.

Held him and cried with him. I’ve never been so
proud of a man in my life. He carried him off the
field, and when he got close to the sidelines I heard
him say, ―Scotty, I’m so proud of you. You were
great out there. I want everybody to know that you
are my son.‖

I soon learned who the goalie’s parents
were. They were nice, decent looking people. I
could tell that his dad had just come from the office
- - he still had his suit and tie on. They yelled encouragement to their son. I became totally absorbed, watching the boy on the field and his parents on the sidelines. After the third goal, the little
kid changed. He could see it was no use; he couldn’t stop them. He didn’t quit, but he became quietly
desperate ; futility was written all over him. His
father changed too. He had been urging his on to
try harder—yelling advice and encouragement. But
then he changed. He became anxious. He tried to
say that it was okay—to hang in there. He grieved
for the pain his son was feeling.

―Daddy,‖ the boy sobbed, ―I couldn’t stop
them. I tried, Daddy, I tried and tried, and they
scored on me.‖ Scotty, it doesn’t matter how many
times the scored on you. You’re my son, and I’m
proud of you. I want you to go back out there and
finish the game. I know you want to quit, but you
can’t. And, son, you’re going to get scored on
again, but it doesn’t matter. Go on, now.‖ It made a
difference—I could tell it did.

After the fourth goal was, I knew what was
going to happen. I’ve seen it before. The little boy
needed help so badly, and there was no help to be
had. He retrieved the ball from the net and handed
to the referee and then he cried. He just went to his
knees and put his fists to his eyes—and he cried the
tears of helpless and brokenhearted.
When the boy went to his knees, I saw the
father start onto the field. His wife clutched his arm
and said, ―Jim, don’t. You’ll embarrass him.‖ But
he tore loose from her and ran onto the field. He
wasn’t supposed to, the game was still in progress.
Suit, tie, dress shoes, and all—he charged onto the
field, and he picked up his son so everybody would
know that this was his boy, and hugged him and

When you’re all alone, and you’re getting
scored on—and you can’t stop them—it means a lot
to know that it doesn’t matter to those who love
you. The little guy ran back on to the field – and
they scored two more times—but it was okay.
I get scored on every day. I try so hard. I
recklessly throw my body in every direction. I
fume and rage. I struggle with temptation and sin
with every ounce of my being—Satan laughs. And
he scores again, and the tears come, and I go to my
knees—sinful, convicted, helpless. And my
Father—my Father rushes right out on the field—
right in front of the whole crowd—the whole
jeering, laughing world—and he picks me up, and
he hugs me and he says, ―Son, I’m proud of you. I
want everybody to know that you are my son, and
with My help you will be the winner.‖

“Failures are divided into two classes: those
who thought and never did, and those who
did and never thought!”

