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August 16, 2020 
Elders 

Dan Wyatt 
  234-5069      
  wyattdr5@gmail.com 
Bill Jarnagin 
  468-4433     
jarnaginwmh@hotmail.com 

David Ulderich 
441-3964 
djulderich@gmail.com 

John Dawson 
  695-6780 
 

Deacons 
Dennis Richardson 
William Blow 
Tom Ulderich 
Joe Sisco 
Michael Laux 
Wesley Sparks 
Daniel Richardson 
Britt Johnson  
Sid Osment    
 

 Minister   
Daniel Cook 
  731.441.5217 

Youth Minister 
Paul Ulderich 
  731.792.5522 

Schedule of Services 
 
SUNDAY 
  Bible Study 9:00 am 
  Morning Worship 9:50 am  
  Evening Worship 6:00 pm 

WEDNESDAY 
  Bible Study 7:00 pm 

 
“A Boy Who Would Not Be Whipped” 

C. E. W. Dorris 
 
      The following is from The Ecclesiastical Observer, a religious 
journal, published in London and Birmingham, 1882, page 67. It is here 
reproduced, hoping that it may be beneficial to some young boys who 
may chance to read it. I think the boy in the story got a greater whipping 
than he would have received by the mother using the switch. The mother 
used good wisdom. Probably some mothers may be benefited by reading 
the story. In some cases a little wisdom used is far better than a switch. 
But here is the story.  
     “I may as well tell the boys now that my mother was a widow; and a 
woman of great firmness and decision of character, and of deep piety. 
When she said anything she meant it, and yet she was just as tender and 
gentle as a lamb. One time in the fall of the year, when I was about 
fifteen years old, I was out in the yard trying to move a heavy stick of 
timber, I asked my brother, then twelve years of age, to assist, but he 
stood stock still and laughed at me, while I almost strained my eyeballs 
out of my head. At last I lost my temper, grew hot, got mad, and picked 
up a switch and gave my brother a whipping. That was one thing mother 
did not allow—she did not permit one child to whip another on her place. 
When she heard the row, she came out of her house and gave brother a 
good thrashing, and made him help me put the timber in place, and then 
said to me; ‘Now, my son, I am going to whip you for whipping your 
brother.’ 
     “I had not had a whipping for a long time, and had begun to feel like a 
man. In fact I waited on the girls now and then, and some white downy 
looking stuff had begun to grow upon my chin, and I felt large over the 
prospects of a beard at no distant day. The fact is, I needed taking down a 
buttonhole or two. I had no idea of taking a whipping—none in the 
world. I had violated one of my mother’s rules, but the provocation had 
been a great one to a boy. True, if I had gone five steps to the door, and 
told Mother, she would have adjusted matters and made brother do what I 
wanted him to do. Instead of this, [Continued on third page]  



 
A WARM WELCOME TO OUR GUESTS.   
Please fill out a white visitor card, including your 
mailing address and email address, and drop it in 
the collection plate.  We are so glad we can worship 
together today. 
 
********************************************** 
Second Harvest – We invite you to come and help 
us each Monday from 3:30–6 p.m. Please keep an 
eye out for a post from Jennifer Barker about this on 
the church Facebook page. This will let us know if 
we are needed and whether we will be working in 
the freezer or not. 
********************************************** 
Mowing – There is a sign-up sheet on the board for 
those who are able to help mow with the tractor or 
zero-turn.  
 
********************************************** 
Wednesday Night Classes  
- All are welcome to join Tom’s class each 

Wednesday evening at 7:00 p.m. on Facebook 
live. 

- Daniel Cook has been posting classes each week 
to Facebook on anxiety and stress. These will be 
posted by Thursday morning each week to the 
church’s Facebook page.  
 

********************************************** 
Liberia – Students and the Ford-Madden Christian 
School in Monrovia Liberia are in need of support. 
For $325 we can sponsor a student and provide a 
Christian education for an entire year. Anyone 
wishing to sponsor a child may do so by giving that 
to Bill Jarnagin.  
 
********************************************** 

Wedding Shower – We will be having a wedding 
shower for Haley Brooke Howe and Gregory 
McDowell here at the church building on Sunday, 
August 30th, from 2–3p.m. They are registered at 
Walmart, Target, and Ivy Corner. This will be a 
drive through only shower. Please pull in from the 
bypass and go under the awning. We also ask that 
everyone please remain in your cars and Haley and 
Gregory will greet you and receive your gift. Then 
exit onto Thompson Road.  
 

 

Please Continue to Pray for: 
 

     Cancer:  Betty Hyde, Phyllis Sanders, Margaret 
Turner, Margaret Joyner, Wayne Johnson, Richard Fry, 
Hope Whetherford, Bill Cargle, Doug Rains,  Robert 
Blackstock (a friend of Greg Matlock), Charlotte Loggains 
(LaBriska Blow’s mother), Larry White (a friend of Greg 
Matlock), Angela Henry (Nancy Curtis’s niece), George 
Smith (brother of Brenda Travis), Marsha Hatley, Jace 
Jones (a friend of William Holder), Jimmy and JoAnn 
Arnold (friends of Tracy Tolley), Darlene Tunnel 
(Dwayne Robinson’s sister), Cindy Lomax (a friend of 
Mike Wilson), Lisa Lowry (a co-worker of Michelle 
Ballard), Bryant Allen (Michelle Ballard’s brother), 
Loman Ballard (Stacy’s father), Becky Orr (John Taylor’s 
Aunt), Lora Pettigrew (Glenda Sparks’ aunt), Lesia Jordan 
(a friend of Susie Belisle), Joe Garner (a friend of Ross 
Cole), Leslie Hicks (Susan Hicks’ husband), Faylene 
Marvin (Cecil Bates’ sister), Clyde Lindsey (Penny 
Wyatt’s uncle), and Eddie Breeden (a member of the 
Hustburg church of Christ).  
     Others: Luke Crossett, Joan Ballard, Eva Maiden, 
Dorothy Redden, Tarry Stockdale, Jewel Hatley, Susie 
Brackins, Tracy Tolley, Linda Hams, Tammy DeBruce, 
Lynn White, Lisa Haynie, Vickie Cox, Shirley Overby (a 
friend of Greg Matlock), Ann Dinkins  (Angela Hick’s 
mom), Janet Holland (friend of Rebecca Whitfield), 
Dorothy and Pete Chappell, Johnny (Susie Brackins’ 
brother), Rita Hatler, David Taylor, Larry Fisher (Jana 
Ulderich’s step-father), Walter Bryant (a friend of Ross 
Cole), Tommy Hams (the brother-in-law of Greg 
Matlock), Beau Griffin, Chesney Bell, Louise Holder 
(Jim’s mom), Russell Holmes, Aaron Roberts (a friend of 
Garrett Todd and Shawn McDowell), Donnie Cuthbertson 
(a friend of Ross Cole), Bonnie Fleischman (Georgia 
Lashlee’s daughter), Jeff Homan (a nephew of Emma and 
John Dawson), Brian Melton (a friend of John and Cindy 
Lumpkin), Buddie Webb, David Nowlin (a friend of Joan 
Phillips), Larry Yarbro (Grandfather of Mark and John 
Yarbro), Thomas Little (a friend’s grandson of Wanda 
Horner and Marge Phillips), Sue Bell, Mildred Hedge 
(J.C. Hedge’s widow), Keith Hamm (a friend of Greg 
Matlock), Janice and Billy Watkins, Janice White, Kim 
Fisher (a friend of Nicole Blackburn), Carolyn Farmer, 
Muriel Larkins (Bryan’s grandmother), Carlos 
Miranda, Brenda Travis, Donna Grimes, and Rebecca 
Whitfield. 
     Sympathy: To the family of Joe Swearingen (the 
husband of Zula Swearingen and Nancy Curtis’ 
brother-in-law). 
     Military:  Mallory Pratt Triplett, US Marine Corp; 
Joshua Melton, US Marine Corp; Austin Riley, US Navy  



 
Special Donations 

 
• Given to the building fund in memory of Joe 

Swearingen by m/m Bill Jarnagin.  
• Given to the building fund in memory of 

Douthitt & Laura Whitfield by m/m Andy 
Earheart.  

• Given to the building fund in memory of Joe 
Swearingen by Anita Boyd. 

• Given to the building fund in memory of Bobby 
Ragsdale Sr. by Pat Osment. 

• Given to the building fund in memory of Mary 
Belisle by Meg Floyd. 

• Given to for the benefit of students in Liberia, 
West Africa, in memory of Mary Belisle, by 
Jim and Jenny Bacon. 

• Given to the building fund in memory of Mary 
Belisle by m/m Dennis Richardson.  

• Given to the building fund in memory of Mary 
Belisle by Chris, Angela, and Doss Hicks. 

• Given to the building fund in memory of Mary  
Belisle by m/m Charles Whitfield. 

• Given to the building fund in memory of Mary 
Belisle by m/m Ira Riley. 

• Given to the building fund in memory of Mary 
Belisle by m/m Thomas Ray Townsend. 

• Given to the building fund in memory of Mary 
Belisle and Elton Hatley by m/m Cindy 
Lumpkin.  

 
Our caring remembrances are gratefully appreciated by the 
families and by the church. 

 
Recent Prayer Requests 

• Shane Woods, a friend of William Blow, needs 
prayers. 

• Hattie Freeland is at rehab in Huntingdon. 
• Betty White, a sister of the late, Dorothy Cain, 

has colon cancer. 
• Carlos Miranda had laser surgery on his eyes 

and is doing well.  
• Prayers are requested for Cindy Crossett Smith 

(a friend’s daughter-in-law of Gail Townsend 
and Jeff Crossett’s cousin). She is undergoing 
tests. 

 

FROM THE ELDERS 

The elders welcome all newcomers.  If you would 
like to be identified as a member here or if you have 
not had the opportunity to meet the eldership, we 
would like to meet with you briefly to introduce 
ourselves and to explain our position on certain 
issues and matters of doctrine. 

FOR THE RECORD 
Sunday, August 9, 2020 

 
Sunday morning worship: 96 
 
- All other services remain temporarily suspended due to covid-
19 concerns. 

[Continued from front cover] I had assumed 
authority, had taken the law into my own hands, and 
had done what I knew my mother did not allow.   
     “I said, ‘Mother, you shall not whip me.’ ‘But I 
will do it, my son,’ she replied, and started toward 
me with a purpose in her eye. I got out of her way, 
and, bad boy that I was, I turned my back upon home 
and mother, and went on about four miles and hired 
myself to a clever, thrifty, well-to-do farmer for five 
dollars a month. I told him what had occurred, and 
how I had been outraged at home, and that, too, by 
my mother. He told me I had done wrong, and that I 
ought to go back home, and he proposed to go with 
me, and intercede for me. I had too much of my 
mother in me to yield just then. I went to work, but 
was not happy. I lost my appetite and could not 
sleep. I grew worse and worse, and hoped all the 
time that Mother would send for me, and take me 
back ‘scot free,’ but I heard nothing from her. I 
began to feel that I needed Mother and home more 
than Mother and home needed me—a lesson that 
most boys do not learn until it is too late. At the end 
of the week, on Saturday morning, I told my 
employer I wanted to go home. He approved my 
purpose, and kindly offered to go with me, but I  

Sermon Outlines! Many have already noticed, 
I’m sure, but there are outlines for each Sunday’s 
sermon again for those who would like one. They 
will be setting beside the bulletins on the table in the 
foyer.   



 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Preferred to go alone. He paid me for my week’s work, 
but I hated the money. It felt like lead in my pocket, and 
grew heavier and heavier as I got nearer home, till, 
finally, I pulled it out and threw it as far as I could send 
it into the woods. I did not go home in a hurry. It was 
four miles, and I was four hours on the way—and mortal 
hours they were. I hesitated, and turned back, and 
resolved and resolved. The better thing in me said, ‘Go 
home, and yield to your mother, and obey her,’ but some 
other thing said, ‘I would die first.’ 
     “Those who have never been in the shoes of the 
‘prodigal son’ do not know what an effort that trip cost 
the poor body, nor how long he was making it. When I 
felt that I could go no farther, I would kneel down and 
pray. That always helped me. I felt firmer afterwards. 
The last hundred yards before I got home seemed to be a 
mile long. If it had been night, and no lights burning, so 
Mother could not see me, how glad I would have been; 
but there was a beautiful sunlit day in the calm, cool 
November. Oh, how black the bright light makes a 
guilty heart look! The last hour before day is said to be 
the darkest hour.  
     “When I got near enough to hear, Mother was 
singing: 
 ‘Jesus, lover of my soul, 
 Let me to thy bosom fly.’ 
     “Ah, that song! What mingled feelings it stirred in 
my heart, and how appropriate it was. Hope and shame 
had a struggle, but thank God, hope prevailed just as I 
reached the kitchen door where Mother was setting the 
table for dinner.  
     “‘Good morning, my son,’ she said, just as pleasantly 
as I had ever heard her speak in all my life. ‘Come in,’ 
she continued, ‘take a seat,’ setting a chair for me. ‘I 
hope you are well, my son,’ That word ‘son,’ how it hurt 
me. I was not worthy of it.  
     “‘Very well, I thank you’—I did not venture to say, 
‘Mother.’ ‘Are you well?’ I asked. 
     “‘Well, thank you, my son,’ and she went on chatting 
away just as pleasantly as if I had been a neighbor called 
in. I wanted to tell her my sin and shame, but did not 
know where or how to commence. Dinner was soon 
ready, and Mother asked me to dine with her, with all 
the politeness and deference due to a visitor.  
“When seated at the table, Mother said: ‘Will you please 
say grace for us?’ That was awful. The words choked 
me, though I had been accustomed to asking a blessing 
for a year or two. I could not eat; I was too full already. 
Mother hoped I was well. I told her I was.  
     “When dinner was over, I said, ‘Mother, what work 
do you want me to do?’  
     “‘None at all, my son, I do not expect visitors to 
work for me,’ she answered. 
     “‘But, Mother, I have come home, and I want to go to 
work and quit this foolishness,’ I said. 
      

                   

 

 

 

 

 

 
	
All	events	have	been	postponed	for	
now.		

Scripture Readers 
August 16th Paul Ulderich 
August 23rd Tom Ulderich 
August 30th John Dawson 
September 6th Cameron Ballard 
September 13th Aden Hardin 
September 20th CJ Baker 
September 27th Junah Smith 
October 4th Micheal Laux 
October 11th Paul Ulderich 
******************************************** 
     “She replied firmly, ‘Well, my son, to be candid 
with you, if you will now take a whipping you can 
stay, but if not, you can have your clothes and leave.’ 
     “I jumped up and pulled off my coat and vest, and 
sat down with my face toward the back of the chair, 
and my back toward Mother, and said, ‘Well, Mother, 
I will take a whipping, and stay at home with you. So 
get your switch and give it to me.’ 
     “Just then Mother burst into tears, caught me in her 
arms, and said:  
     “‘That will do, my son. Let us pray.’ Oh, that 
prayer, that prayer! It lingers yet like the refrain of 
some old song, grand with the melody of heaven. I 
then had a home and a mother, and was about as happy 
as boys ever get to be in this life. Now, boys, I’m 
ashamed of my sin till this day; but I am so proud of 
my mother, I thought I would tell you this story. –
Instructor.”  
 
* Gospel Advocate (Nashville, TN: May 8, 1952), 297. 
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