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Manor Care: Hazel Franck,  

At Home: Jean Allison, Winston & Thresa Sandlin 

 

Thresa Sandlin is home in Hospice care; Gordon 
Methvin Palm Gardens Rehab Rm. 311; Jane 
Cuckler, Helen Stingle and Steve Sarver for 
chemo trmt; Sandy Caldwell recovering from 
back surgery at Largo Medical Rehab Center 
and hoping to go home soon; Judy Cole– is in 
rehab healing from a fractured knee. 
 

Prayer requests for family/friends;  
Mattie Simmons daughter Davonda is home 
healing from broken arm; Jean Allison’s—
daughter, Robin/ knee injury; Past member 
Harm Wilder for an operation on his leg April 
16th; Prayers for cancer– Debbie Adams friend 
MariJane; Verla Krula’s brother Gaylin; The 
Harris’s daughter Kim in rehab after chemo 
trmt; Mattie Simmons friend William; Kim Tay-
lor’s relative Diane; Sandy Caldwell’s—bro-in-
law Larry. 
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WTIS (1110 
kHz) at 7:30 
am Sunday 
hear Jody Ap-
ple  as speak-
er. 

TV Channel 44 (WTOG) at 
7:30am Sunday watch & 
hear Phil Sanders - Speaker. 

Elders:  
Joe Bonelli 
Charles Broyles 
James George 
Gordon Methvin 

 
 

Greeters  
    Max/Vicki Herman 
Announcement 

    Charles Broyles 
Song Leaders 

     James George/Joe Bonelli 
       Wed.—James George 
Readers 

    Dave Coombs/Chad Broyles 
Lead Prayer 
    Jim Follis/Mark Bernhardt 
Serve at Lord’s Table 

     Max Herman/Matthew Kropp 

     Bill Ingram/Ben Follis 

 Ladies Bible Class— This Tuesday, April  
16th at 10AM in the small building. 

Thursday Bible Class– This Thursday, April 
18th at 6PM in the library. 

Ladies Tea—At Palm Harbor Church of Christ 
on Saturday,  May 4th from 1:00pm—3:00pm. 

Orange Street Youth Retreat—At Weeki 
Wachee Christian Camp from May 3rd –5th. 
Flyers are in the foyer. 

Spring Gospel Meeting 

Invite your friends and family to our Gospel 
Meeting beginning next Sunday the 21st 
through the 24th with David Sain. We will 
have a fellowship dinner on Sunday the 21st 
after the morning service. Flyers are in the foy-
er to share with family and friends. 

Sympathy— Our deepest sympathy to Joyce 
Feazell and family on the loss of her daughter, 
Amanda Knous. Amanda passed away peace-
fully Thursday evening at home with her hus-
band Wayne.  Remember Joyce, Wayne and 
family in your prayers. 
 

Pray for our service men— Sam Wagner has 
completed basic training in United States Navy 
and will attend school in Pensacola.  Mark 
Wagner  will be leaving for training  in April. 

Thank You— A special thank you to everyone 
who participated in the recent work day.  
There were 28 total working inside and out. A 
lot was accomplished!   

Ben Olbricht— April 16th 

Gordon and Eva Jane Methvin— April 14th 

 

Sunday Bible Study—9:30 

Charles Broyles 

Major Prophets 

Isaiah 48 
——————————————————————————————————————— 

Sunday AM Worship—10:30  

Charles Broyles 

ABC’s of Christianity—New 

2 Corinthians 5:17 
——————————–——————————————————————————————— 

Pew Packers— 5:40pm 
———————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————–———————————————————————————————————————————————————————-  

Sunday PM Worship— 6:00 

Charles Broyles 

Songs In The Night 

It Is Well With My Soul 

1 John 5:13 
———————————————————————————————————————————— 

Ladies Bible Study-Tuesday 

10:00am—April 16th 
——————————————————————————————————- 

Wed. Bible Study— 7:00pm 

Charles Broyles 
———————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————— 

Thurs. Bible Study—6:00pm 

April 18th 

General Bible Knowledge 
 

Deacons: 
Max Herman 
Jim Follis 
Chad Broyles 
Matthew Kropp 

Preacher:  Charles Broyles  
Office: 727-446-4808      Cell #: 423-240-9075 



leg. If only I were given a chance, I know I could show them love—it's the one thing I’ve learned 
about in my short life. 

Wait a minute, I hear voices again, but not those familiar voices that I love to hear. These voices are 
different. There is the voice of a man, and he is giving orders to a woman. What’s that he’s saying? 
[―WE’RE READY‖] Ready for what? Oh how I wish someone would take this pain away from my 
head. Maybe if I wiggle just a little more it will ease the pain. The man is talking again. I hear him 
more clearly now, he must be close by. Maybe he will help me. Maybe he will show me love. He’s 
talking to his helper. I can hear their words. He’s telling her something. [―TURN ON THE 
SUCTION.‖] I don’t know what that means but a lightening bolt of pain just hit me…and I scream. 
[And that’s the last entry that will ever be recorded from this young life.] 
January 22, 2019 was the 46th anniversary of the landmark abortion case, Roe v. Wade. For forty-six years 
our nation has legalized killing unborn children. Isn’t it time New Testament Christians speak up and act 
for those who can’t speak up? 

***************************************************************** 

UNPLANNED 
This is the title of a new movie that came out a few days ago. There has been very little hype about 
this movie. Why? Because it involves Planned Parenthood and abortion. 

The movie is just under 2 hours long. It stars Ashely Bratcher, Brooks Ryan, Robia Scott, and Jared 
Lotz. The movie carries an "R" rating. They say that it is rated "R" due to the bloody scenes in the 
movie. I have seen as much blood, however, on evening television shows. 

The movie involves a period of time in the life of a young woman named Abby Johnson. She 
becomes one of the youngest women to ever become a director of a Planned Parenthood Clinic. The 
movie details her experiences as she climbs the ladder from volunteer to director. It reveals some of 
the things that happened to Abby that ultimately led to her resigning from non-profit corporation to 
join the fight against abortion. 

Her experiences involve: 

1. An abortion she had at a clinic. 

2. A second abortion that she went through at her home. It lasted 22 hours. The pain continued for 
some 2 weeks. 

3. A friend who came close to dying at the clinic where she worked. 

4. The lies that were told to the women who came to clinic. 

5. The pressure that was put on the women who came to the clinic in order for them not to change 
their minds. 

6. Seeing the "profit motive" involved in this non-profit. Abortion is where they "make their money." 

7. The callous attitudes of the administration and doctors who work at the clinics. 

8. The change of the rules to allow women to get abortions later in their pregnancies. 

9. The anger and threats that were brought against employees who questioned anything said or done 
by their superiors. 

10. The cover-ups when things went wrong so there was no bad publicity brought upon the Planned 
Parenthood organization. 

11. Her viewing an actual abortion taking place, seeing it on an ultrasound. 

The movie is an eye-opener to those who do not really seen anything wrong with abortion. For those 
of us who already oppose abortion, it only solidifies the evil of the practice.The Bible says that one of 
the things that God hates, in fact, is an abomination unto Him, are hands that shed innocent blood 
(Prov. 6:16-19). There is nothing more innocent and more helpless than an infant in his/her mother's 
womb. The hands that shed that blood are not innocent. Those who support the practice of abortion, 
whether by voice or vote, are not innocent. Abortion is a barbaric practice that involves the murder of 
innocent children, children whom God is forming in the womb at the time of their death. 

From the Preacher’s Pen      Voices… Brad Harrub, Ph.D. 

It’s the kind of good sleep that is hard to describe. It’s so good that you literally 
sink into it—deeper and deeper—and all of your cares seem to just wash away. It’s 
that ―exhausted‖ sleep that you discover when you lay your head back and the 
sleep envelopes you—but not so exhausted that you can’t fall to sleep. No this is 
that glorious kind of sleep that when someone wakes you up from it, that it takes 
you a minute to think about where you are. Well, that is precisely the kind of sleep 

I was in until…. Until, in fact, someone woke me up—and rather abruptly. But I’m getting ahead of 
myself. 

For the past few weeks I have spent my life doing nothing but loving and feeling loved. It’s like an 
experiment—to wrap myself completely in unconditional love. Oh sure, I’ve gotten the required 
exercise and nourishment, but what I’ve really been focused on is love. I’ve finally woken up enough 
to truly listen to the words of those around me. In fact, it has taken a while, but I’ve learned to turn 
my head and face those who are talking—to really listen while they are talking. You can tell so much 
about people just by the tone in which they deliver their words. Have you ever noticed that there are 
some people whose voice alone can cause your heart rate to increase, in a good way? (Of course there 
are others who can make it increase in a negative way.) 

How can I adequately describe my experiment about love? How do you tell people about the feeling 
of warmth or the peace it can bring? It’s a level of blissfulness that is literally indescribable. And yet, 
this is what I have come to know and cherish every day. Pure warmth and peace, wrapped up in a 
cocoon of love. My perfect day is alternating between that deep sleep I mentioned earlier and this 
blissful love. And lately, I’ve experienced so many of these ―perfect‖ days. 

But all of that has come crashing down. My experiment is over. And the love I once felt so strongly is 
now vanishing. For you see, I am an unborn child—and I was experiencing some of the best sleep 
when I felt a sharp pain in my thigh. The abrupt pain startled me out of my blissful sleep. It was the 
first pain I had ever experienced. For several months I was in the perfect environment, and this 
morning I woke up only to have someone jabbing a sharp suction tube against my leg. By the time I 
was fully awake I realized that my ―perfect‖ days had come to an end. I leaned over to look, just in 
time to verify my greatest nightmare. 

That tube means I will never feed on my mother’s breast. It means no one will ever tickle my belly or 
blow bubbles in my face. It means I will never have anyone read me a bedtime story or plug in a 
special nightlight. That tube will take away the possibility of cookie crumbs hanging from the corner 
of my mouth or a milk mustache. It means I will never play hide-n-seek or baseball, have sleepovers, 
or build forts with couch pillows. It means I will never hear the sound of hymns sung sweetly on 
Sunday morning. It means I will never go to school and bring home artwork for the refrigerator. It 
means I will never hold the hand of a girl or watch her walk down the aisle. It means I will never feel 
the joy of having children or grandchildren. That tube is taking away the one thing I have come to 
know—love. 

Ouch, it’s poking me again. I know what they are trying to do—place it in the right position. But it 
hurts. Ow! I try to move away but they just jab even harder. In fact, I think I see blood trickling down 
my leg. Oh how I long for that perfect sleep again. Oh how I wish for that blissful feeling of love—
the peace and warmth. All I feel right now is the cold metal tube that is piercing into my thigh. 
It doesn’t have to be like this. But how do I tell anyone. How do I reach out to those voices that I have 
grown to love? But it’s too late now. I’ll never hear those voices again. Oww, I can’t get away. I feel 
trapped. My cocoon has become my coffin—I’m trying to move my legs away, but there is nowhere 
to go. I spin around in an effort to get away, but now the tube is pushing into the top of my head. 
Tears are running down my face; tears that are instantly washed away in the precious fluid that I have 
swam in the past few months. The fluid has taken on a pinkish tink, due to the blood coming from my 


