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BLODGETT CHURCH OF CHRIST


9278 FM127, Pittsburg, TX  75686


Email:  � HYPERLINK "mailto:blodgettcofc@gmail.com" �blodgettcofc@gmail.com�


Website:  blodgettcofc.com








Time of Services:


Sunday: 10:00 A.M. class, 11:00 A.M. worship, and 6:00 P.M. worship


Wednesday:   7:00 P.M. class








Preacher:


Larry Black	   (cell) 903-588-4253        email:  � HYPERLINK "mailto:lblk@peoplescom.net" �lblk@peoplescom.net�





Benevolence – Rick Toland:  903-452-1887


Evangelism - Heath Hines:  903-717-1423


Edification - H. L. Robertson:  903-856-5461


Building Maintenance - Dwayne Porter: 903-285-5548


Grounds & Van - John D. Porter:  903-563-5945


Finance - Larry Reynolds:  903-767-0742 





Wednesday Devotional Speaker: John D. Porter
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Three Little Bees


The story is told about a son’s visit to his dad who had become a bee keeper.  He tells how one day he was visiting and his dad was showing him the honey he had gotten from the hives.  He took the lid off a five-gallon bucket full of honey and on top of the honey there were three little bees struggling.  They were covered in sticky honey and drowning.  The son asked his dad if he could help them and he said he was sure they wouldn’t survive.  Causalities of honey collection I supposed.


The son asked his dad again if we would at least get them out of honey and kill them quickly, after all it was his dad that had taught him to put a suffering animal out of its misery.  Dad finally conceded and scooped the bees out of the honey and put them in an empty container and put the container outside.  Because he had disrupted the hive with the earlier honey collection, there were bees flying all over the outside so they left the three little bees in the container outside to their own fate.  


Later Dad called the son over and showed him what was happening.  There three little bees were surrounded by other bees that were cleaning the sticky from the near dead bees; helping them to get all the honey off their bodies.  The father and son again left but came back a short time later and there was only one bee of the three left in the container and it was still being tended to by the other bees.  


Going back to the house, when it was time for the son to leave, he checked one last time and all three of the bees had been cleaned off enough to fly away and the container was empty.  These three little bees lived because they were surrounded by family and friends who would not give up on them; family and friends who refused to let them drown in their own stickiness and resolved to help until the last bee could be set free.  We could all learn a thing or two from these bees. 


Galatians 6 helps us understand the importance of helping one another.  


(2)  Bear ye one another's burdens, and so fulfil the law of Christ.  (9) And let us not be weary in well doing: for in due season we shall reap, if we faint not   (10)  As we have therefore opportunity, let us do good unto all men, especially unto them who are of the household of faith.


I Want to Buy a Miracle


A little girl named Tess went to her bedroom and pulled a glass jelly jar from its hiding place in the closet. She poured the change out on the floor and counted it carefully.  The total had to be exactly perfect. No chance here for mistakes. Carefully placing the coins back in the jar and twisting on the cap, she slipped out the back door and made her way six blocks to the local drug store.  She waited patiently for the pharmacist to give her some attention, but he was too busy at this moment. Tess twisted her feet to make a scuffing noise and nothing. She cleared her throat with the most disgusting sound she could muster; still no good. Finally she took a quarter from her jar and banged it on the glass counter. That did it!


“'And what do you want?' the pharmacist asked in an annoyed tone of voice. “I'm talking to my brother from Chicago whom I haven't seen in ages,” he said without waiting for a reply to his question.


“'Well, I want to talk to you about my brother,” Tess answered back in the same annoyed tone.  “He's really, really sick . . . and I want to buy a miracle. His name is Andrew, and he has something bad growing inside his head and my Daddy says only a miracle can save him now. So how much does a miracle cost?”


“We don't sell miracles here, little girl. I'm sorry but I can't help you,” the pharmacist said, softening a little.


“Listen, I have the money to pay for it. If it isn't enough, I will get the rest. Just tell me how much it costs.”


The pharmacist's brother was a well-dressed man. He stooped down and asked the little girl, “What kind of a miracle does your brother need?”


“'I don't know,” Tess replied with her eyes welling up.  “I just know he's really sick and Mommy says he needs an operation. But my Daddy can't pay for it, so I want to use my money.”


“'How much do you have?” asked the man from Chicago.


“One dollar and eleven cents,” Tess answered barely audible. “And it's all the money I have, but I can get some more if I need to.”


“'Well, what a coincidence,” smiled the man. “A dollar and eleven cents; the exact price of a miracle for little brothers.” He took her money in one hand and with the other hand he grasped her mitten and said 'Take me to where you live. I want to see your brother and meet your parents. Let's see if I have the miracle you need.' That well-dressed man was Dr. Carlton Armstrong, a surgeon, specializing in neurosurgery. 


The operation was completed free of charge, and it wasn't long until Andrew was home again and doing well. Mom and Dad were happily talking about the chain of events that had led them to this place. “That surgery,” her Mom whispered “was a real miracle. I wonder how much it would have cost?”  Tess smiled. She knew exactly how much a miracle cost; one dollar and eleven cents plus the faith of a little child. 


In our lives, we never know how many miracles we will need.  While a miracle is the suspension of natural law, let’s not overlook the providential operation of a higher law that can work in a seemingly miraculous way.  











Family News


Both Frank and Darlene Caldwell have been diagnosed with Covid.


Sharon Fields is having severe sciatic nerve pain.


Today will be our monthly covered-dish luncheon following services.


The HRR pantry item for May is vegetable soup.





SPECIAL NOTICE:


The time of Sunday services will be changing effective May 21.  This change will be re-evaluated after a month to decide if this should be a permanent change.  We want what works best for the congregation and welcome your feedback.  There are suggestion boxes in the foyer for your comments.  The new interim times are:


Sunday morning class: 9:00 a.m.; Sunday worship: 10:00 a.m.; 5:00 p.m.





Hurt People Hurt People


Several years ago, I had a dog that was hit by a car. Her leg and hip were broken in the accident. Obviously, she was in a lot of pain. So when I picked her up to take her to the vet, do you know what she did? She bit me! I was only trying to be kind and help, but she bit me.


 	Same song, second verse. Have you ever tried to reach out to someone who was obviously in pain in an effort to help them? When you have done so, have you ever been “bitten” by those you were trying to help? If so, I wouldn’t be at all surprised. You see, I’ve come to realize that hurt people hurt people. 


 	So here are two challenges.  


1) Don’t let your fear of being “bitten” keep you from doing good for others. Seldom does doing good and helping another come without cost.


2) When you’re hurting, and someone tries to reach out to you and offer you help, resist the urge to “bite” and graciously accept their help, understanding that they are seeking your good.


 — Steve Higginbotham
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