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Help us keep costs low!  Let us know before you move!
Thanks!
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New Hope Primitive Baptist Church
P.O. Box 771048
Winter Garden, FL 34777
(407) 656-7007

Elder Glenn Blanchard
2600 S. Diplomat Drive

Melbourne, FL 32901
(321) 727-3557

Services: Sundays 10:30 a.m.
Prayer Meeting/Bible Study: Thursdays 7:00 p.m.

When we are blessed to enter a New Year I believe it is a
time of reflection, and if need be, change.  Along those lines
I have made a decision this year to refrain from filling any
appointments outside the state of Florida.

I have been “on the go” since joining the Primitive Baptists
over fourteen years ago, and I would not trade the
experience for anything.  However, New Hope should be
constructing our new building this year, my wife has some
health problems and we still have hurricane damage to our
home that hasn’t been attended to.

New Hope Web Site w/Real Audio Sermons and Newsletters:  www.newhopepbc.com
Newsletter (hard copy/email) - Subscribe/Change Address/Cancel: newsletter@newhopepbc.com

Tape Ministry - Subscribe/Change Address/Cancel: tapes@newhopepbc.com
Pastor - pastor@newhopepbc.com

 I also feel like I need some time to reflect, pray and study
more.  You can only empty yourself so many times before
you need to stop and refill.

This means that pictures and news from around the country
will have to come from you, our readers.  Please send me
any reports of good meetings, pictures of new members and
ministers or anything else that you think others would like to
read.

Lord willing, I will resume filling appointments in 2006.

PPPPPASTORASTORASTORASTORASTOR’S LETTER ’S LETTER ’S LETTER ’S LETTER ’S LETTER !

New Hope’s DeWitt twins with some of their friends visiting New Hope.
LtoR:  Mariah DeWitt, Catie Thornton, LaDora Gilbert and Mary DeWitt.  Good to have you with us!
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Subtlety #2: Addition

By Elder Dolph Painter
Moriah Primitive Baptist Church
Moriah, GA

The serpent employed four subtleties in the garden (Gen.
3:1-5).  The first subtlety was to question the word of God,
the second was to add to the word of God, the third was to
deny the word of God and the fourth was enticement.  This
article deals with the second subtlety, adding to the word of
God.

Speaking of the forbidden fruit God said, “thou shalt not eat
of it” (Gen 2:17).  The Lord never said, “Do not touch it.”
Touch not was Eve’s addition.  Let us speculate how the
addition came about.  Suppose Eve reasoned, the best way
not to sin is to keep away.  She did not want to get near the
tree, so she purposed in her heart not to touch it.   A personal
commitment such as this is fine, but the commitment was
between her and God.  Such a commitment is not acceptable
when imposed on others, for that is adding to the word of
God.

One source of addition comes in the form of tradition, holding
people accountable to the way things have been done simply
because that is the way things have been done.  Primitive
Baptists have been guilty, for we had been knee-deep in such
traditions for years.  But we are getting better, for our ankles
are now showing.  I pray we can be like the Bereans, readily
receiving and then searching scripture to see what is so (Acts
17:11).

God is adamant.  He does not want His Word added to (Deut.
4:2, Prov. 30:5-6, Rev 22:18-19).  Thus saith the Word is our
guide, not thus saith grandpa, the deacons, the preacher, or
an association.  Let us try the spirits, whether they are of
God (1 John 4:1).  Let us worship Him in spirit and in truth,
without addition.

2005 Indiana Fellowship Meeting

Hosted by Fort Wayne Primitive Baptist Church, Fort Wayne,
Indiana, June 23-26, 2005.  PLEASE NOTE: This is our first
time to host a fellowship meeting.  As we make plans for the
meeting, it will be helpful if we can get an estimate of how
many will be in attendance.  Therefore, if you can inform us
in advance of your plans to come, we will be able to better
accommodate our guests.  Please refer to the contact
information [below]:

Schedule of Services:
Thursday at 7 p.m.
Friday and Saturday at 10 a.m., 2 p.m., & 7 p.m.
Sunday at 10:30 a.m.

Meals:
Lunch & Supper will be served on Friday and
Saturday; Lunch on Sunday.

Hotels:
We will be able to accommodate some of our guests
in the homes of members but we have also listed
several good quality, economically priced hotels.  The
travel time from the church to all of these hotels is
twenty minutes or less.
Extended Stay at Fort Wayne, 8309 West Jefferson
Blvd. (260) 432-1916; I-69, Exit 102
Fairfield Inn of Fort Wayne, 5710 Challenger
Parkway (260) 489-0050; I-69, Exit 111
Klopfenstein Inn & Suites, 1212 Magnavox Way
(260) 436-8600; I-69, Exit 105
StudioPlus, 5810 Challenger Parkway
(260) 490-0500; I69, Exit 111.
The best rates may be obtained by making your
reservation online at “Cheaptickets.com”,
“Expedia.com”, or “Travelocity.com”

Location of Church:
From Interstate 69 in Fort Wayne, take exit #105
and go east for two miles to the end of Illinois Road.
Turn left on West Jefferson Blvd. and go half a mile
to the second light and turn right on Freeman Street.
Go one and a half miles to the end of Freeman and
turn left on Nuttman Avenue.  Go ¾ of a mile to the
church on the left at 2006 Nuttman Avenue.

Contacts:
Elder Buddy Abernathy, (260) 625-8087 (home)

(260) 417-7839 (Cell);
BuddyAbernathy@juno.com

Ralph Chastain, (765) 536-2102 (home)
(765) 620-2537 (cell)

Phil Holmes, (419) 495-2200

(See Elder Abernathy’s letter in the “Letters from
Far Places” section).

Kim, Tanner, Mathew and Steve Engmann from Appleton, WI
visiting New Hope.  Kim is New Hope’s Sis. Jackie Watkins’

daughter.
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Hymn of the Month

Now the Day Is Over
By: Sabine Baring-Gould (1834-1924)

Now the day is over,
Night is drawing nigh,
Shadows of the evening
Steal across the sky.

After graduating from Cambridge, Sabine Baring-Gould
started a church in his two-floor apartment.  In that crowded
and noisy setting, the clergyman introduced this peaceful
hymn for children, based on Proverbs 3:24, “When thou liest
down, thou shalt not be afraid: yea, thou shalt lie down,
and thy sleep shall be sweet.”

This hymn is on page 104 in Old School Hymnal and page
551 in Primitive Baptist Hymnal.

Letters from Afar

Elder Blanchard,
Enclosed is a check to be used as you see fit.  God

bless you and yours in the new year.  Hope you get your
building done real soon.  I would love to visit you all some
time.  You are always welcome here in Arkansas.  Your
sister in Christ,

Virginia L. Reece, Little Rock Arkansas

P.S.  Love the newsletter.

Brother Blanchard,
Please use the enclosed check for your paper’s

expenses.  Also enclosed is a copy of a word study on I
Timothy, II Timothy and Titus which I recently did.  May the
Lord bless you in your ministry and your church as well!

Larry Jones, Scottsboro, AL

Ripley Primitive Baptist Church November 3, 2004
Dear Bro. Glenn,

I read about your church’s financial need, and we
wanted to get our finger in that pie.  We have experienced
particularly heavy financial burdens with two young women
(Ellen Halbgewachs Formsma and Sharon McAlister-my
wife’s sister) who are in a life and death struggle with cancer.
However, just because we cannot do a lot, we wanted to do
what we could.  If every Old Baptist Church in America
would band together to give just $100 a year – just think
what could be accomplished!  May God bless your church
to complete its building soon.  I am your servant,

[Elder] Mike Strevel, Ripley, MS

Dear Editor, December 14, 2004
Please announce the Second Annual Indiana

Fellowship Meeting of Primitive Baptists in one or all
editions of your paper published during the months of
February through April. The enclosed brochure [see
announcements] contains complete information but I realize
it is not practical or possible, due to space limitations, to
include all the information.  Therefore, I request that you
include the dates of the meeting, location of the church, my
contact information and the hotel information, if space allows.
It would also be helpful in planning for the meeting if you
could include the “PLEASE NOTE” item located on the in-
side of the brochure.  We are a small church but hope to
have a large crowd for the meeting.  Therefore we want to
make appropriate accommodations in advance for our guests.
This may include renting a facility if we anticipate more people
than our church building will seat.  Please encourage your
readers to contact me if they are interested in coming to the
meeting and I will mail them a copy of the enclosed brochure.
Also, if you would like additional copies of the brochure to
distribute at your church(es), please advise.  Thanks for all
you do to promote truth and fellowship among the Lord’s
saints in Zion.  A fellow servant in the gospel,

[Elder] Buddy Abernathy, Jr. Ft. Wayne, IN
[Please contact brother Abernathy or one of the contacts
mentioned in the announcement if you plan to attend. Thanks.
Brother Glenn].

Brother Glenn, January 3, 2005
Greetings to you and Pat in the name of our Lord

Jesus.  I trust this finds you both well and happy. The Lord
has certainly been good to us...bless His holy name!  Hey,
we are in a New Year. May we use it in wise and productive
ways.  Hope everything is going well at New Hope, and that
God is blessing there.  Enclosed is a check for your building
fund. I know you all will us it for God’s glory.  Give my
regards to the folk at New Hope.  I love them in Christ Jesus.
By His Mercy,

Elder Jerry Thomas, St. Petersburg, FL

Jerry, Elizabeth and LJ Winterstein visiting New Hope from
Camp Creek Primitive Baptist Church in Lilburn, Georgia.
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Dear Brother Glenn, December 28, 2004
I rejoiced recently to read the experience of a dear brother
in the state of Iowa, which I have pasted below {via email}.
Perhaps you know him already.  He has given permission to
share this, and I trust you will find kinship and blessing in
what he relates.  Would you consider publishing something
like this in the New Hope Newsletter?  Grace & peace,

[Elder] Andrew Huffman, Chattanooga, TN

[“A Recent Conversion in Iowa”]
Dear [Friends],

Well, it was a conversion to Jesus Christ.
Having been a minister in one of the liberal mainline churches
for quite awhile before, and latterly a Greek Orthodox priest,
my experience among the liberals was plenty bad enough,
what with their lady bishops and homosexual activists, there
being no regard for the law of God, the whole thing seemed
devoid of genuine piety. Even the devotional life had the
character of a series of fads and experiments.

But “out of the frying pan into the fire”, as they say.  My
years with the Orthodox were such, and so brutal, that –
after I and a dozen other priests were thrown out of the
priesthood by our pedophile archbishop for opposing his vices
– I resolved never to go to church again, not even for my
funeral, and so instructed my wife to that effect.

I thought it was all a cheat, a sham, and hypocrisy.  I
undertook to disprove Christianity and, by-and-by in course
of time, after trying to live without the Lord for several years,
and fighting Him in every public and private way I knew, I
got so downcast I would wake in the middle of the night and
cold sweats, feeling that I was falling in a black void in the

grip and fear of death, seeing and feeling nothing but the
passing away into dust of my life and of all whom I loved,
such that purely to comfort myself I took up my much-loved
old dulcimer and sang folk songs until I got sick of them, and
thought my voice surely could find a better use than pirate
songs and ballads of old fornicators such as Matty Groves.

In course of time I took up the music of the old 19th century
shape-note hymnals Southern Harmony and the Sacred Harp,
though strictly as folk music, to comfort myself with har-
mony, and with what I thought was nice mythology and fairy
tales. I often thought of the songs and singers as Christian
religion without churches or preachers, which is just what I
thought I wanted at the time, so it seemed to suit me.

At first I didn’t have a tune book, but I knew a few of those
old songs already, and would walk the timber singing them
and crying out to God, often with tears. Especially I was
haunted by the Blood of Jesus, or rather by the thought that
such a Man might have shed His blood for me. The thought
that such a thing could be done for me, and me hold it in utter
disdain as I had, was more than I could bear; whenever it
got a hold of me it would come near to crushing me to the
ground, such that I would have to get a hold of a tree to hold
myself up. Once my son came upon me in that state,
which embarrassed him a little and startled me quite a lot,
but I told him, “Son, I can’t stand it the way I was living and
have to find something better; so you will just have to bear
with me and let me alone for awhile.”

Letters... (Cont. from page 3)

Sis. Betsy (New Hope’s Sis. Trudy Jone’s daughter) and her
son Samuel on a visit to New Hope from Jacksonville, Florida.

New Hope members Felisha and Megan with their cousin
Beverly (center) who visited New Hope in December.
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Yet, for all that, it seemed the only thing that heard my voice
was the empty sky, and the cold vastness of space offered
no comfort whatsoever.

Thus the Lord let me taste the bitterness of life without Him,
and to know the fear of His judgment, and little-by-little the
Lord let me feel my desperate state and my need of Him,
and as I went on I sang from my heart with increasing feeling,
about the shortness, uncertainty, and misfortune of life.

“Death, ‘tis a melancholy day to those that have no God,”
“And am I born to die, to lay this body down? Soon as from
earth I go, what will become of me?”
That was what I wanted to know.

Then too, I gradually began to yearn for the peace and joy of
knowing Him that I sensed in the poetry of the Harp and in
the lives of some of the singers.  I cried out to God, “If there
was a God”, as I put it, that He would give me a little of that,
if indeed He could hear me and cared at all for me or for any
man. I liked the songs so well I decided to get a book, the old

oblong hymnal “Southern Harmony”, and as soon as it came
in the mail, the first song I opened to in it was the fine old
tune “Samanthra”, with the opening line in the poetry being,
“His voice as the sound of the dulcimer sweet is heard through
the shadows of death.”

Now, there aren’t that many songs that mention the dulcimer,
and the poetry about the shadows of death seemed exactly
suited to me under my circumstances, and the thought crossed
my mind that maybe there was a God, and maybe He was in
the matter, and maybe He was after me particularly in some
way, perhaps to my good, or perhaps to punish my unbelief.
For, if there was a God, I felt He would have nothing but
wrath for me, for [I] had not lived as I should by any standard,
not God’s or man’s or my own.

“Samanthra” reads on:
“Oh Thou, in whose presence my soul takes delight
On whom in affliction I call;
My comfort by day and my song in the night
My hope, my salvation, my all.
Where dost Thou at noontime resort with Thy sheep
To feed on the pastures of love?
Say why in the valley of death should I weep,
Or alone in the wilderness rove?”

Where were those sheep, I wondered, and could I ever find
them?

I thought to myself, and said to my wife one night, “If I ever
find a church where they sing these songs, I might like to go

Conversion... (Cont. from page 4)

Tim Touchton, a friend of New Hope’s Sis. Brittany Ulmer, has
been a frequent visitor to New Hope lately.

Dan Hyman and his wife Jamie and their children Johnny and
Madeline visiting New Hope recently.
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there sometime, just to visit.”  She appeared rather shocked,
as it went so counter to what I had been saying for years,
but said nothing.

At that time I knew next to nothing about Baptists, having
held them in disdain throughout my church life, and even less
about Primitive Baptists, but after awhile in due course of
time, I commenced to see this connection, with so many Harp
singings taking place at Primitive Baptist Churches in the
South, so many singers and Harp authors being Primitive
Baptists, etc....that I recognized there was some kind of
association there, between the Harp and the Primitive church.

And then, quite abruptly I noticed a little sign on a road right
nearby to my house, a sign that I had never seen before, a
sign that directed to a Primitive Baptist church and gave
their meeting times.  I went to peek in the windows of the
meeting house a few times when there was no one around,
to see what kind of hymnal they were singing out of, but I
couldn’t see inside to make it out.

Then I went on a Saturday to a far-away Harp singing where
there happened to be a man selling books, the “Old School
Hymnal,” and I asked him what it was.  He said it had
nothing to do with the Sacred Harp but was the hymnal of
the Primitive Baptists.  I grabbed it from him so hard and
fast I supposed he thought I wanted to steal it and run out
the door, but I just wanted to see what was in it.  I bought the
book, and when I saw what was in it I got real happy to think
that there might be some folk nearby to where I lived, who
sang these songs.

That day we sang #203 from the Harp, “Let sinners take
their course, and choose the road to death; but in the
worship of my God, I’ll spend my daily breath”, and I

thought, alright, maybe there’s nothing to it, but I can’t do
any better, I’ll sing praises as long as I live, at least I won’t
be doing more sin and wrong anymore that way.  I recall
also that I stood in the square and led #457 “Wayfaring
Stranger” at that singing that day.

Next day, Sunday, I was all alone at home and in my living
room, listening to a recording “Grace ‘tis a charming sound,
harmonious to the ear”.  I looked at my watch, it was a
quarter past eleven and I presently felt that I wanted so bad
to be with the people who sang those songs!  I thought the
church wasn’t even meeting then – I couldn’t keep straight
whether it was 1st and 3rd, 2nd and 4th, or even what Sunday
in the month it was on that particular day.  Compelled against
all common sense I headed for my car on a run, and, as I
was wearing shorts and a tee shirt, tossed my better clothes
in the back seat “just in case.”

I drove fast to the church, and when I got there, I saw there
were about ten cars in the lot. I sped up to the next corner
and pulled my better clothes on, then rushed into the church
and fell into a back pew as Elder Clyde preached the last 10
minutes of his sermon on Hebrews 11, on how we were
strangers and pilgrims here below.

Conversion... (Cont. from page 5)

Elder Glenn Blanchard’s son Richard with his wife, Laura, and
their children David, Hope and Bill at New Hope this past

Christmas.

Bro. Keith Watkins of Little Zion Primitive Baptist Church in
Bellflower, California visiting New Hope during Christmas.
Next Christmas we’ll be in our own building, Lord willing!
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I saw the old shape note hymnals, I looked at the elder, and
presently it struck me that he was preaching free grace.  My
heart broke wide open and [I] dissolved in tears because I
knew so well that that was the only way for the hopeless lost
sinner that I felt myself to be, and I looked out the window,
because I didn’t want to look at anybody, being in the
undignified state I was in, all wet with tears, and when I saw
the graveyard I felt my feelings change for the better, and
thought at last that I could lay there in peace and unafraid ‘til
the Morning Trumpet sounds.

Pause, oh my soul, and recall that spot in that little meeting
house!  “Through free grace and the dying Lamb, poor
mourners found a home at last”.

The Lord disclosed Himself to me as I sat there – not to the
eyes of mortal sight, it was by the Spirit, and spiritually
discerned, but I can’t help but describe it that way – I saw
everything as plainly as I saw the bench in front of me and
the window to my side.

He showed me Himself carrying the burden of all my sin on
Calvary’s dread cross.

He showed me myself held safe in the hollow of His Hands,
kept through all the years of my earthly trouble, wandering,
and rebellion, as He sheltered and protected me there.

He showed me the reason why I couldn’t ever forget Him
or be rid of Him, that it was impossible no matter how hard I
fought Him, no matter how hard I tried, because He had set
His love upon me and had made Himself one with me,
joining and uniting Himself to me, loving me with an
everlasting love and dying for me, and mercifully applying
Himself to me when I could do nothing to appropriate Him to
myself and indeed was wishing to do the very opposite.

He showed me that I had never truly proved to myself that
there was no God or heaven-sent Bible, and He showed me
that I could believe it if I wanted to.  And I knew then that I
wanted to so bad, I said, “Yes, Lord, I do believe.”  How
could I not believe it?  He’d showed it all to me in those
moments as He went about by His Spirit setting my heart
right with Himself.

I wept for joy and shame, joy for my Savior’s love and shame
for my many sins and denials.

And bless His kind compassion, in His love, His generous
love, he showed me that what I had hated was not Him, but
the false Christ of the modern churches, and what I had
shunned was not His church, the pure Bride, but the
posturing harlot of Babylon.

And what a silly old fool I felt myself to have been, not able
to tell the pure Bride from that painted lady!

And for it all, He showed me my pardon and redemption in
His Blood.

When the doors of the church were opened for membership
I shook hands with the elder and offered myself.  I said, “I
want to join your church.”  He said, “I beg your pardon?”  I
said, “I want to join your church.”  He said “We’ll take it
under advisement.”  I sat down and wondered what that
meant, unacquainted as I was with the ways of the Old
Baptists.

Then after shaking hands with the other people in line behind
me, Elder Clyde got the church’s attention and turned to me
and asked me my name, and if I believed in Jesus Christ.  I
said, “YES!”  I remember feeling kind of startled at that
question and my answer, because I had not expected it or
premeditated an answer.  I had not entered the
meetinghouse that day feeling myself to be a believer, and I
hadn’t yet got accustomed to considering myself to be such.
But that’s what he asked me, and what I replied.  It felt good
to confess the Name of the Lord that way, after my being so
much to the contrary.

Elder Clyde told the church what I had requested, and then
another brother asked why I went there.  I said, “Because
the songs of Zion are still being sung here.”  I also said
something about the Lord’s people being scattered on a
thousand hills and hidden away, how glad I was I found them,
and I said something about the Sacred Harp.

The oldest member of the church identified herself as such
and said it seemed to her “that if this fellow wanted to join

Conversion... (Cont. from page 6)

New Hope’s Sister Tara Ford with her aunt Bobbie Smith from
Jasper Primitive Baptist Church and her friend Rachel Lee

from Chicago on a recent visit to New Hope.
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our church, he ought to be allowed to do so.”  That was
Sister Edna.

Then they put it to a vote, and I was in.

I was never so happy or confident on any day in my life, not
until the next day, when I came in from mowing and my wife
asked me what Deacon Larry had told me about the service,
what had gone on before I got there.  I said, “Nothing, he
didn’t tell me a thing about the service.”  I asked her what
she meant and she said the deacon had just called on the
telephone and told her that just before Elder Clyde preached,
another deacon had got up in the stand and said, “We’ve
been praying for years that God would send someone to this
church, and He is sending someone.  When he comes,
receive him, for on taking in such, men of old have
entertained angels unawares.”

Then the elder got up to preach, and the next thing that
happened was I came rushing and tumbling in at a quarter to
twelve.

Well, I was dumbfounded when my wife told me that.  I had
no words to express my joy.  My assurance was already
abounding and my joy overflowing ever since I’d joined the
church, what could I say now?  Oh, what assurance and
comforts He lavished upon me in those days, and in the days
since!

Maybe it was prophecy or something very like it.  I don’t
know what it is, but God was speaking through that deacon
at the same time He was speaking to me in my living room,
like Peter and Cornelius in the Book of Acts.  The old time
preachers even had a name for it.  They called such a thing
a “Peter and Cornelius event.”

And as proof against my doubt – the flesh being weak, as
we know – the whole thing was witnessed by around a dozen
sober-minded Old Baptists and duly noted by the clerk in the
minutes of the church.  In this remarkable way God let me
know the whole thing wasn’t some fiction or mood or
imagination I’d worked myself into, but His own Almighty
Hand of sovereign grace outstretched to save.

That was just the beginning.  It’s continued apace from then
‘til now, and it just keeps getting better.  Glory to His Name!

That’s enough for now.  I can hardly begin to tell it, let alone
get to the end of it.  Oh, hallelujah to the Lamb!  In Christ,

Brother Stephen Conte
-Submitted by Elder Andrew Huffman-

“No Fish”

A country boy from the South wanted to go ice fishing, so
after getting all the right tools, he headed toward the nearest
frozen lake.  After getting comfy on his stool he started to
cut a circular hole in the ice.  Then from the heavens a voice
boomed, “THERE ARE NO FISH UNDER THE ICE!”
Startled the country boy moved further down the ice, poured
a thermos of hot chocolate and started to cut yet another
hole in the ice.  The voice boomed, “THERE ARE NO FISH
UNDER THE ICE!”

This time quite scared, the young man moved to the far end
of the ice.  Then he started yet another hole and once again
the voice said, “THERE ARE NO FISH UNDER THE
ICE!”  The very scared country boy raised his head and
said, “Is that you Lord?” The voice answered, “NO, IT IS
THE MANAGER OF THE ICE RINK.”

– Copied from the December 19, 2004, Point Remove PB
Church Newsletter, Elder Harold Stumbaugh, Pastor.

The country boy had a sister that was pregnant and she had
a car accident and went into a deep coma that lasted six
months. She finally wakes up and sees that she has deliv-
ered. Frantically she asks the doctor about her baby. The
doctor replies, “Ma’am, you had twins! A boy and a girl. The
babies are fine. Your brother came in and named them.”
The woman thinks to herself, “Oh no, not my brother...he’s
an idiot.” Expecting the worst, she asks the doctor, “Well
what is the girl’s name?” “Denise,” says the doctor. “I was
wrong about my brother. I like Denise,” [says the mother].
Then she asks the doctor, “What’s the boy’s name?”
“Denephew!” [He replied]. – Copied from November 7,
2004, Point Remove PB Church Newsletter, Elder Harold
Stumbaugh, Pastor.

Contributions

Newsletter/Tapes
Reuben & Susan Ball
Bobbie Smith
Larry Jones
Virginia Reece
Jerome & Joyce Mink

Building Fund
Brad Lord, Duluth, GA
Elder Jerry Thomas, St. Petersburg, FL
Ripley Primitive Baptist Church, Ripley, MS

Many thanks to you all and may the Lord bless your
generosity towards us.

Conversion... (Cont. from page 7)
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Answers to Last Month’s Bible Quiz

Blind People, January 2005

1.  (a)  Nahash (1 Sam. 11:1,2)
2.  (c)  Ahijah  (1 Kings 14:2-4)
3.  (c)  Elisha  (2 Kings 6:18)
4.  (a)  Elymas  (Acts 13:8-11)
5.  (b)  Lot  (Gen. 19:1-11)
6.  (c)  Isaac  (Gen. 27)
7.  (a)  Zedekiah  (2 Kings 25:5-7)
8.  (c)  Bartimaeus  (Mark 10:46-52)

2005 Florida Fellowship Meeting, February 17-20

Little Union Primitive Baptist Church in Lithia, Florida, will
be hosting the 2005 Florida Fellowship Meeting.

Schedule of Services:
Thursday, Feb. 17,  7:00 pm (service)
Friday, Feb. 18,  10:00 am (service - lunch after)

 2:00 pm (service)
 5:30 pm (dinner)
 7:00 pm (service)

Saturday, Feb. 19,  10:00 am (service - lunch after)
    2:00 pm (service)
    5:30 pm (dinner)
    7:00 pm (service)

Sunday, Feb. 20,   10:00 am (service - lunch after)

Hotels:
Comfort Inn, (20 miles from church), 2003 S. Frontage Rd.,
Plant City.  ph. (813)707-6000.  Reservations must be made
before Feb. 1st.  Mention meeting for special rate.

Ramada Inn (newly remodeled), (20 miles from church), 2011
N. Wheeler St., Plant City.  ph. (813)752-3141.
Reservations must be made before Feb. 3rd.  Mention
meeting for special rate.

Best Western, (25 miles from church), 9331 Adamo Dr.,
Tampa.  ph. (813)621-5555.  Reservations must be made by
Jan. 30th.  Mention meeting for special rate.

Red Roof Inn, (25 miles from the church), 5001 Hwy 301,
Tampa.  ph. (813)623-5245.

R.V. Sites:
Little Union.  Six (6) RV hookups on site for water and lights
ONLY.  Available on a first come, first serve basis.
Alafia River State Park. (less than 1 mile from church).
Beautiful, full service, less than 3 years old.
ph.(800)326-3521.

This is a very busy time in our area for tourism.
Reservations (especially RV) should be made as soon as
possible to insure availability.  We do hope you will make
plans to attend this always spirit-filled, uplifting meeting.

Contacts:
Elder Steve Wilkinson, (813)685-3750, cell(813)892-2795

          email: lwilkinson@tampabay.rr.com
Bro. Bobby Griffin, Clerk, (813)478-8300
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Some pictures from New Hope’s annual December hay ride, bon
fire and cookout at Bro. Ron and Sis. Sue Batton’s place.


