“...strengthen thy brethren”
Luke 22:32

SERMONS

AM Why Every Person Should Be A Member Of The Church Of Christ
PM Don't Make Things Your God

REQUESTED PRAYERS

2 Timothy 2:15 “Study to shew thyself approved unto
God, a workman that needeth not to be ashamed,
rightly dividing the word of truth.”

CHURCH OF CHRIST
of Genesee County

5284 Fenton Road, Flint, Michigan 48507

November 4, 2018
Schedule of Services
Worship…
Sunday
11:00 a.m.
Sunday
6:00 p.m.
Bible Study… Sunday
10:00 a.m.
Wednesday
6:00 p.m.
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Cindy Atkinson—health. (knee)
Al Haskell - kidney problems.
Marty Stearns– Slowly recovering.
Joe and Bev Wilkerson-health-under hospice care
Ken Faris-colon cancer-Al’s co-worker
Joan’s brother Hurley and Opal, sister Christena Apostolico in
Ohio—health problems
Chere’— Pryia Vannoy (daughter) and family
Edith Taylor-Bill’s mother is slowly recovering at home.
Cody Cantrell-coma-Bill’s friend.
Rachel Hall—health problems
Cindy’s friends-Ireland Family, Wayne Hamilton, Kathy
and Misty Davis, Jody Rynca-cancer, Marie Hall and
Mitchell Larson
Betty requests prayers for Earlene Currier-health-Betty’s
Aunt, Betty’s daughters: Donna, Carrie, Susan Wills,
Debra, also, Lauren Weidner-grand-daughter.
Margaret Yowell—Friend of Bev in Arizona has brain cancer.
Lee Skaggs-Mike’s cousin has cancer.
Katherine Brooks - prayers for her niece and great-niece.

Pray and send a card to those supporting our work.
Thomas and Kathryn Van Alstine 1136 Ballard St. Lansing, Michigan 48906
East Alameda Church of Christ, 13605 E. Alameda Ave. Aurora, Colorado 80012
Crandull Church of Christ 120 Stegall Rd Shady Valley, TN 37688

Food closet: Paper Products
Ladies Bible Class November 13 and 27 (10 am)
Church of Christ of Genesee County
Worship Service
House to House / Heart to Heart
Internet Telecast of Sermons
Online Academy of Biblical Studies
Food Closet
Seek the Old Paths
Gospel Broadcasting Network

Bible Classes
Tracts and DVDs
Evangelism / Gospel Meetings
Mission Work
Apologetics Press
World Video Bible School
The Spiritual Sword

The Richest Man in Idaho

During the waning years of the depression in a small southeastern
Idaho community, I used to stop by Mr. Miller’s roadside stand for farm
-fresh produce as the season made it available. Since food and
money were scarce, bartering was used extensively. One day Mr.
Miller was bagging some early potatoes for me. I noticed a small boy,
delicate, ragged but clean, hungrily apprising a basket of freshly picked
green peas. I paid for my potatoes but was also drawn to the peas. I
am a pushover for creamed peas and new potatoes. I could not help
overhearing the conversation between Mr. Miller and the boy next to
me. “Hello, Barry, how are you today?” “H’lo, Mr. Miller. Fine, thank
ya. Jus’ admiring’ them peas . . . Sure look good.” “They are good,
Barry. How’s your ma?” “Fine. Gittin’ stronger alla’ time.” “Good.
Anything I can help you with?” “No, sir. Jus’ admiring’ them peas.”
“Would you like to take some home?” “No, sir. Got nuthin’ to pay for
’ern with.” “Well, what have you to trade?” “All I got’s my prize marble
here.” “Is that right? Let me see it.” “Here ‘tis. She’s a dandy.” “I can
see that. Hmm, only thing is this one is blue, and I sort of go for red.
Do you have a red one at home?” “Not ’zackley . . . almost.” “Tell you
what. Take this sack of peas home and next trip let me look at that red
marble.” “Sure will. Thanks, Mr. Miller.”

Mrs. Miller came over and with a smile said, “There are two other boys
like him in our community; all three are in very poor circumstances. Jim
just loves to bargain with them for peas, apples, tomatoes, or whatever.
When they come back with their red marbles, and they always do, he
decides he doesn’t like red after all, and he sends them home with a bag
of produce for a green marble or an orange one.” I left the stand, smiling to myself, impressed with this man. A short time later I moved to
Utah but never forgot this man, the boys, or their bartering. Several
years went by, but just recently I had occasion to visit some old friends
in that Idaho community. While I was there, I learned that Mr. Miller had
died. They were having his viewing that evening, and knowing my
friends wanted to go, I agreed to accompany them. At the mortuary, we
fell into line to meet the relatives and to offer whatever words of comfort
we could. Ahead of us in line were three young men. One was in an army uniform, and the other two wore nice haircuts, dark suits, and white
shirts—very professional looking. They approached Mrs. Miller who was
standing, smiling and composed, by her husband’s casket. Each of the
young men hugged her, kissed her on the cheek, spoke briefly with her,
and moved on to the casket. Her misty light blue eyes followed them as
one by one, each young man stopped briefly and placed his own warm
hand over the cold pale hand in the casket. Each left the mortuary, awkwardly wiping his eyes. Our turn came to meet Mrs. Miller. I told her who
I was and mentioned the story she had told me about the marbles. Eyes
glistening she led me to the casket. “Those three young men that just
left were the boys I told you about. They just told me how they appreciated the things Jim ‘traded’ them. Now, at last, when Jim could not change
his mind about color or size they came to pay their debt. “We’ve never
had a great deal of the wealth of this world,” she confided, “but right
now, Jim would consider himself the richest man in Idaho.” With gentleness, she lifted her husband’s lifeless fingers. Resting underneath were
three magnificently shiny red marbles. If true wealth is measured, not by
what you made but by what you left behind, then he could have been the
richest man in Idaho. “Distribute to the poor, and you will have treasure
in heaven” Luke 18:22
House to House / Heart to Heart

