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KID'S SUNDAY SERVICE SUNDAY SCHOOL
& STRAWBERRY SPORTS DAY 2025
FUNDRAISER

On November 16th, EPC held our first On 22" November, EPC held its first ever

Kids and Youth Sunday where kids from Sports Day. The day was filled with a lot of

different classes led the Praise and games divided for each child’s age.

Worship. God moved powerfully, and it

gave kids the confidence to come The four teams being David (Red), Deborah

forward and share the word of God. (Purple), Joshua (Blue) and Caleb (Green)
were representing that day. Each team had

The service ended with a Strawberry their own band colors and face paintings to

Fundraiser which turned out to be a support their team.

huge success for the purchase of a new . o

church. This was a great initiative taken Everyone was filled with joyful laughter's and

by the kids and youth. excitement throughout the whole day.

WWW.EPCNZ.COM
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66 If you believe in a
N OV N EWS God who controls the
big things, you have to

WEDDING BELLS believe in a God who

controls the little things.
It's we, of course, to
whom things look ‘little’

or ‘big’ 99
-Elizabeth Elliot

CONTACT US
www.epchz.com

ADDRESS:

AUCKLAND

6 Culperry Road
Congrats Br. Sibin & Sr. Alwin Glendene,

for your marriage. Auckland 0602

o HAMILTON
May God bless you both in this 131 Ohaupo Road,

new chapter of your life! Melville,
Hamilton 3206
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‘JESUS AT THE CRUCIFIXION
PAINTING BY JYOTSNA SHAJI FOR THE SUNDAY SCHOOL ANNIVERSARY SKIT
LIFEAS A CANVAS
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POEM BY LOVISE SHAII

| AM NOT THE TYPE TO BE WRITTEN ABOUT BY THE GREAT POETS IN THEIR
SONGS OR SONNETS, OR BECOME THE INSPIRATION BEHIND SHEETS OF
BEAUTIFUL MUSIC

| MAY NEVER BECOME A MUSE, WHO
CAPTIVATES GENERATIONS OF ART
AND ARTISTS, AND | SURELY DO NOT
HAVE A FACE THAT COULD LAUNCH A
THOUSAND SHIPS,

BUT EVEN AMIDST MY ORDINARINESS,
YOU DEEMED ME WORTHY OF
RECEIVING YOUR LOVE AND
AFFECTION. YOU DID NOT HOLD
BACK, BUT GAVE YOURSELF UP FULLY,
EVEN WHEN | LEFT YOU ON PURPOSE.

IT WAS NOT WITH GOLD OR
PERISHABLE THINGS THAT YOU USED
TO BRING ME BACK, NO, IT WAS YOUR
OWN LIFE-BLOOD THAT WAS GIVEN
UP TO MAKE FOR MY RANSOM.

NO, | AM NOT THE TYPE TO BE
WRITTEN ABOUT BY THE GREAT POETS
IN THEIR SONGS AND SONNETS,
WHICH IS WHY | WILL FOREVER SPEND
ETERNITY QUESTIONING MY
WORTHINESS.

HOW IS IT POSSIBLE THAT AN EXTRAORDINARY LOVE WOULD TAKE SUCH
LENGTHS TO FIND AN ORDINARY ME?



