
June 12, 2022 
Thank you to those who served last Sunday! I appreciate you and your faithfulness serving the 
Lord in our ministry. 
We began distribution of new practice CDs last week and revamped thumb drives for those who 
brought them. If you need a CD, there is a sign-up sheet with Jenks at the welcome area. If your 
thumb drive needs the new songs, bring it with you this afternoon, place it in the box at the 
welcome area, and it will be returned to you at the end of rehearsal. 
 

AM – Rise Again (Forrest) PM – Only Worthy One 
Song demos are available on Page 298 of the fbtmusic.org web site. The password for the page is 
musictime2308. 

Sunday, July 3 – God and Country Day 

Sunday, July 17 – The National Ice Cream Day Spectacular! (Ice Cream Social after PM service) 

This week, one of our very special people celebrates a birthday. Send a card, email, text, or call 
and sing Happy Birthday. 
 
Jeff Johnson (orch) – Thu, June 16 
 

Angela Barber (sop1) – Fri, June 17 
 

Thank you for your faithful service to the Lord in the ministry we share. It is truly a joy serving 
the Lord with you and being your Minister of Music!                    blessings!
4:15 Choir 

4:15 Evidence (Octavo) 

4:22 Still I Will Praise You (SttL p.106) 

4:30 TBA 

4:37 Thank You Jesus for the Blood (PBF p.35) 

4:45 Goodness of God (Octavo) 

4:52 Heal Our Land (JITH p.144) 

5:00 Only Worthy One (OWO p.29) 

5:07 Your Grace Still Amazes Me (R&R p.51) 

5:15 Psalm 100 (Enter In) (Octavo) 

5:22 Thou, O Lord (Octavo) 

 
 

5:35 Together 

5:35 Psalm 100 

5:42 Only Worthy One 

5:50  

6:00 PM SERVICE 

Only Worthy One 

Caitlin Butler 

 

On Tuesday morning, we said goodbye to a dear friend, Spencer Tracey. If there are seven dog-years 
to every people-year, Spencer made it past his 100th dog-years birthday. I learned many things from 
him during the fourteen years he lived with us. Here are but a few of the things I learned from 
Spencer Tracey. 

Enjoy treats. Every time we went into the kitchen and he heard a paper or wrapper, he would come 
check it out, hoping there was a treat in it for him. Just as soon as he scarfed down the treat, he 
would look up with the “more, please,” look on his face. He enjoyed his treats. 



Eat with the family. In our home, breakfast is “on your own,” most mornings and supper is always 
together. Our dogs have always enjoyed an “open buffet” when it comes to food; the dish always 
has food and they could eat at any time. When I ate my breakfast, Spencer would head to the food 
bowl and eat his food when I ate mine. When Lady Victoria and I ate supper, he would make his way 
to the bowl and eat, but only after we thanked God for the food. 

Enjoy the warm sunshine on a cold morning. Our back door opens easterly to the morning sun and 
on cold mornings, about an hour after the sun rises, there is warm sunshine and bright light 
beaming through the full glass outer door. Spencer stood in front of the door and gave the look that 
seemed to say, “Hey, open the door, it’s time to sun.” When I opened the door, he would find his 
spot in the sun and nap there until the sun passed over. Once I figured out how nice that sunshine 
feels there on a cold morning, I started taking my breakfast over to the door and enjoying it with 
him. 

Be happy when your people come home and meet them at the door. If you ever had a dog that 
came to the door when you left and came to the door when you returned, you understand. When 
we left the house, he would seem to say, “Not taking me? Ok. Hurry back.” When we returned to 
the house, he would be at the door to meet us and seem to say, “I’m so glad you’re home! I missed 
you so much.” 

Enjoy the ride. Spencer had his special place in our cars—in a raised up bed on top of the center 
console between the driver and front passenger seats. He would dived his time between sitting up 
and watching the action and sleeping if the ride got boring for him. Either way, he would certainly 
seem to enjoy the ride. 

Speak to strangers of all kinds. It didn’t matter if it was another dog, a cat, a squirrel, a walker, a 
cyclist, a golf cart, a man, a woman, or a child, Spencer would always speak to them—and keep 
speaking long after they were out of site. I interpreted it as just his way of being friendly. 

Make new friends. Spencer’s place in our home predates those of our son-in-law and grandsons but 
when each of them arrived—after the initial checking them out—he accepted and loved each of 
them. On many occasions when the boys stayed at the house, several hours after we put them to 
bed, we would find Spencer upstairs “checking on them.” If he though one of the boys was sleeping 
too late in the morning, he would go upstairs to check on him.  

Sing along with the music. As you might understand, in our home recorded music is played 
frequently. It never bothered him and he never responded to it. (Although he did seem to prefer 
Siriusly Sinatra on Sirius XM) However, when I practiced saxophone, Spencer would often come 
running up the steps, push open the door to my practice room, and start howling along as I played. 
At other times, he “sang along” from the downstairs.  

Sit at the feet of the master. Most mornings of the fourteen years we had Spencer, my routine 
included making the coffee, changing the water in the water bowl, walking the dog, pouring a cup of 
coffee and settling in to the big blue chair with the matching ottoman to check the weather, read 
the news, delete overnight emails, and read my Bible. Although Spencer had a nice dog bed, his 
preferred location was at my feet on top of the ottoman. When I think about Spencer at my feet, I 
am reminded of that wonderful Brooklyn Tabernacle song, Sitting at His Feet. Sitting at His feet, 
Sitting at His feet; That is where my life’s complete, Sitting at His feet. 

As stated previously, I learned many things from Spencer Tracey. He was a very good dog, a dear 
friend, and we already miss him. 


