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   RIVERVIEW BREEZES 
           Elsie Gingerich 

 
~Congratulations to Caleb and Kayla  

Miller on the birth of their son Owen 

 Luke on Monday, May 15. 

~Ashley Stevens and Harlee Bontrager  

went on a mission trip to Ukraine. 

~Dominick Bontrager and his brothers  

Nathan, Ryan and Jeremy participated 

in a drama weekend sponsored by The 

Academy of Arts Ministries.  They per- 

formed The Little Red Hen and Esther. 

~April 30 was Baptism Sunday for  

Atlee Lambright, Fawn Montague and  

Marcus Miller.  Welcome to the body  

of Christ. 

~India was the destination for Kris and  

Daniel Reckers, Merlin and Bryce Bon- 

trager, Andrew Stevens and Kervin 

Hershberger.  They came back excited  

about their ministry with Serve India. 

~Riverview participated with “40 Days  

For Life Vigil” at the Planned Parent- 

hood Clinic in Kalamazoo.   

~Trent Miller has finished his term of  

service with REACH in Montana and is  

home again. 

~Riverview put on a Serve India Dinner 

as a benefit to the ministry. 

~Maxine Nelson volunteered to help  

youngsters at the Ladies’ Sewing learn 

how to use a sewing machine and make 

pillow cases for themselves. 

~Riverview Youth served in KY for  a  

week on a mission trip. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

~The Joyful Spirit Choir gave a pro- 

gram at Riverview on April 9. 

~Autumn Stevens and Suzanne Glass 

finished their term of Bible Institute 

at Ellerslie.  Autumn is helping with 

homecare for her great grandfather 

and Suzanne is a nanny in WI. 

~Our condolences to John Boyer 

whose father passed away. 

~The annual church business meet- 

ing was held May 31. 

~Congratulations to Nyal Beachy  

and Natasha Byler on their engag- 

ment to be married on October 7. 

~Sixteen people from Riverview  

took a 15-week class, “Perspectives  

On The World Christian Movement” 

this winter.   

~The Haven Staff put on a year-end  

Carnival for the Haven Kids. 

~Our condolences to Kathy Bon- 

trager on the sudden loss of her  

brother in Kansas.  Mervin and Kathy 

will be bringing Kathy’s father from 

Kansas to live with them.   

~Edwin Bontrager has moved to 

his grandson’s place. 

~Jeffrey Stevens went on a turkey  

Hunt with his Dad.  He got to shoot  

the gun but didn’t bag any turkeys.  

~Jerry and Ruby Bontrager visited 

their family, Jason & Joyce Weber 

in AL over Mother’s Day weekend. 

 

 



2 

 

  
RIVERVIEW MESSENGER 

is a publication of 
Riverview Christian Fellowship 

White Pigeon, Michigan 
 

Pastor -- Merlin Miller 
Editor – Elsie Gingerich 

Assistant Editor – Ruby Bontrager 
Please send articles for publication to: 
70613 Eagley Rd., White Pigeon,  
MI  49099  

E-mail:  ggingerich2@frontier.com 
 

 

PASTOR’S MESSAGE . . .  
 

YOUR PATIENCE OF 
HOPE 

    By Overseer Don Showalter 

 
   So many places we could go 
as we think about the theme 
of hope. But I can’t help but 
think of the joy that has been 
mine to journey with you as a 
church family here at 
Riverview! My life with Jesus 
has been enriched, enlarged, 
expanded, and inspired 
through friendships and 
connections here. I’ve been 
blessed!!  And that takes me 
to Paul’s greeting to the 
church at what is today the 
modern city of Thessaloniki 
on the Grecian coast. 
   “Every time we think of you, 
we thank God for you. Day 

and night you’re in our 
prayers 3as we call to mind 
your work of faith, your labor 
of love, and your patience of 
hope in following our Master, 
Jesus Christ, before God our 
Father.” 
   So often in this adventure of 
faith, life can be hard, and 
perhaps a monotonous 
drudgery ~ same old, same 
old!! Paul uses the picture of 
work. Work that grows out of 
faith in the Person and the 
Work of Jesus Christ. It is 
because of Who He is that we 
persist and endure in this 

walk with Him. And as we 
learn to hear His voice and 
walk in the Spirit, the work 
turns into a joy and delight. It 
is energized by the Holy Spirit 
within. I am grateful for you 
as a church family for the 
ways you have invested in my 
life and ministry, for your 
work of faith. 
   Then Paul goes on to the 
labor of love. I’m sure many of 
you could tell the stories of 
the ways you have sacrificed 
and given till it hurts in your 
choosing to live in love. Laying 
down your lives for others in 
the Kingdom. Showing 
yourselves to be His disciples 
in your love for one another. 
Thank you for the ways 
through the years that I have 
been the recipient of your 
practical and tangible 
expressions of love! 
   But what does Paul mean 
when he talks about their 
patience of hope in following 
Jesus? Perhaps he is 
reminding us of his theme in 
his letter to the Christians in 
Rome, when he says, “we were 
saved in this hope, but hope 
that is seen is not hope; for 
why does one still hope for 
what he sees? But if we hope 

for what we do not see, we 
eagerly wait for it with 
perseverance.”  
   Many of us have family and 
friends who have gone on 
Home to Glory. We know the 
pain and loss of separation 
here, but we celebrate with 
hope the anticipation of 
seeing them again. In the 
words of Paul, we eagerly 
await for it with perseverance, 
with hope.  
   My prayer for each of us 
comes from Paul’s blessing in 
Romans 15:13: 

“May the God of hope fill you 
with all joy and peace in 
believing, so that by the power 
of the Holy Spirit you may 
abound in hope.” 

 

 

  WHO IS THIS?? 

       
 

Riverview has very few people  

between the ages of 25 and 50  

who were born while their  

parents attended this church.  

This little girl is one of them.  

Who is she? 
                       Answer on page 9 

 
A Word in Edgewise. . . 

 

TRUE HOPE IN THIS LIFE  
Joyce Weber 

   If there were a guaranteed 
recipe for a mama’s frustration, 
it would call for only two 
ingredients: adventurous 
children and a house full of white 
walls. Since I’ve got four kids 
ages 5-12 plus a long, white 
hallway, this is a concoction 
that’s been simmering since the 
oldest one reached for his first 
light switch. Although they 
periodically are made to scrub 
the prints away, their automatic 
response of cleaning up after 
themselves is not yet fully 

mailto:ggingerich2@frontier.com


3 

 

developed. In fact, it remains in 
my dusky realm of wishful 
thinking. Also included on my 
dream/wish list are non-stick 
floors, disappearing dirty dishes 
and an endless supply of 
shredded cheese. 

   Since none of these wishes will 
be magically appearing soon, I 
have to add something to my 
recipe for craziness to keep 
myself from going nuts. I have 
long suspected the secret 
ingredient is a huge, continuous 
dose of hope. I don’t mean the 
kind of faint hope that Auburn 
fans share as they pull for a 
decent football team this fall, or 
the straining, desperate type of 
hope that a newborn’s parents 
have for 3-4 hours of 
uninterrupted sleep. Not even 
the Disney-wish-upon-a-star 
variety of hope, the kind you 
cross your fingers over and wear 
your lucky socks for. All of these 
hopes are based on what one 
really, really wants to happen, 
without any promise of 
actualization. I’m talking about 
true hope that is found in the 
promise of Christ and the new 
life He has given me. True 
hopeful thinking, embedded in 
the faithfulness of Christ, says 
there is more to this life than 
how my house looks, or even 
how my children handle 
themselves in public.  

   When I take the focus of my 
hope off of Christ and let it slip 
onto the people surrounding me, 
or even onto myself, I am setting 
myself up for disappointment 
and despair, or pride if I succeed. 

But when I mother with the hope 
of Jesus, I am able to put things 
into perspective, gain back my 
sense of humor and calmly teach 
the kids to use the spray bottle 
and cleaning rags. Oh, and 
remember that I have a can of 
Benjamin Moore OC-85 
Mayonnaise out in the shop for 
the occasional wall touch-up. 
 
Joyce (Bontrager) Weber lives in 
Atmore, Alabama, with her husband, 
Jason, and their children:  Owen, Helen, 
Jack and Hank. Springtime finds her 
getting back into the routines of taking 
meals to her farmer hubby out in the 
fields, as planting season is in full swing. 
Hobbies include sewing, cooking and 
running—a time-out from the busy 
routines of life.  She fills in for her 
mother, Ruby Bontrager, in writing the 
Edgewise column for this issue, and her 
mother thanks her! 

 

 

  

MEET ATLEE LAMBRIGHT...  
 

 
 
   I was born on March 9, 1982, 

raised south and east of Emma, IN 

and still live there today.  I am the 

second to youngest, with five 

brothers and one sister.  I grew up 

Amish, on a dairy farm, milking 20+ 

cows by hand twice a day.  When I 

wasn’t in school I was always busy 

helping with the farm work.  

    

 

   A special memory for me as a boy 

was having a pet Canadian Goose 

for three years.  This goose was 

friendly to me and my constant 

companion, but did not get along 

with anyone else.  I always liked 

that I could pick on my brothers 

then run to the goose and it would 

protect me!  

    When I was 17 I began working 

in an RV factory.  Now I work at 

Forest River in Goshen as a 

swingman, which means I float 

around and help where needed on 

the assembly line.  

    In my spare time I have several 

things that I like to do.  First and 

foremost is taking a nap!  I also 

enjoy running, having run 7 

marathons (26.2 miles) and lots of 

other shorter races.  Currently I 

run around 30 miles a week.  My 

favorite race that I’ve done is the 

Boston Marathon, which I have run 

three times.   

    I also raise, train and compete 

in field trials with Beagles.  In 

these field trials the Beagles are 

judged on their rabbit hunting and 

tracking abilities.  The four that I 

have trained are named Bella, 

Hoosier, Rock and Classy.  Three 

of these four have qualified and 

competed in the US Championship 

Hunt.  My highest placing at this 

Championship was with Classy two 

years ago when he placed in the 

top 50 out of 205 dogs.  This year 

Rock and Classy are both qualified 

for the Championship, which will be 

held at the LaGrange County 

Fairgrounds September 29 - 

October 1.  

    A recent highlight for me was 

getting baptized and I have 

enjoyed getting to know people 

here at church.   ~Atlee Lambright 
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Mission Trip . . . 

GOD’S WORK IN UKRAINE   
Ashley Stevens 

   When asked about my time in Ukraine 

I always struggle to come up with a good 

answer.  How do you describe such a 

short but yet impacting trip? A good way 

to begin would be to explain why and 

how I ended up in Ukraine. The mission 

that I traveled with is called, Force for 

Christ Orphan Outreach. They make 

connections with Orphanages (currently 

in Ukraine and Malawi) and match 

children from these orphanages with 

Christian host families in the US. The 

children who are hosted come to 

America and stay with their host family 

for a short period of time and then return 

to their orphanage. The goal in this short 

term hosting is that these children would 

be introduced to the Gospel and given a 

hope of something greater. Also that 

families who host would take an interest 

in possibly adopting their host child (if 

that is legally possible for that particular 

child).        

   My family had the awesome 

opportunity to host a young girl from 

Ukraine last summer. Another very 

important aspect of hosting is that you 

stay in contact with your host child and 

continually let them know they are loved 

and wanted.  Nastia, our host girl, and 

my family have stayed in contact and 

kept a very close relationship since the 

time she was in our home. Nastia, like 

many other children in Ukraine, is a 

refugee and has been brought to the 

orphanage because of the war 

happening in Ukraine.  

   I was told last fall that I would possibly 

be able to go and visit Nastia in her 

orphanage this spring and I was praying 

about that opportunity during the winter. 

Thankfully, this spring the leaders of the 

organization were able to put a mission 

trip together, mostly made up of host 

families. I was so excited about this 

opportunity to go and see Nastia again 

and all the other children!  My cousin 

Harlee went with me.  We were in 

Ukraine eight days and we spent the 

entire time in one particular orphanage 

made up of about 60 children. During the 

day while the children attended school 

we did work projects. This included 

cleaning, yard work, painting and 

helping with the smaller children.  In the 

evenings after all the kids were home 

from school we did a VBS type program 

that we had prepared previous to the trip.  

   The most stretching and shocking 

thing about being in the orphanage with 

the children for a week was actually not 

the poverty level. What was most 

challenging to process was the lack of 

care and supervision given to the 

children. For these children, living is 

mostly a survival of the fittest mindset. 

There is no one to care for them or make 

sure they are healthy and well. They 

must simply fend for themselves.  Pray 

that families would chose to invest in the 

children’s lives and give them love and 

opportunity. 

    I look forward to hosting Nastia again 

this summer and continuing to stay in 

contact and invest in the children from 

Ukraine. Thank you to all of you who 

supported me and made it possible for 

me to go out and be the light of Jesus to 

his orphans!  

 
 

BOOK REPORT . . .  

 
A BOOK FOR YOU TO 

ENJOY 
Ruby Bontrager 

 
   In a book entitled The Price of 
Freedom, the story of Simon 

Ivascu and Wesley Pop, young 

men who fled from Romania, is 
told.  They feared the Romanian 

laws about conscription into the 

army and knew the persecution 

they would face as Christians.  

Thus they fled for their lives in 

harrowing escapes that included 
not only leaving Romania for 

Italy, but seeking to hide in a 

container bound for the 

unknown.  They hoped to arrive 

in a free country. 
  The only thing that kept them                            

going was their hope in God.  

When in the midst of a terrible 

storm, and hiding in a container 

in the hold of a ship, Wesley 

wasn’t even sure what hope felt 
like.  Yet he cried out, “God, you 

are still my hope.”  Thankfully, 

the story ends on a happier 
note—that was my only hope as I 

agonized through the pages of 

seeming hopelessness these two 
men endured! 

   Hope in a God who had 

watched over every step of their 

journey—they were firmly 

convinced that he had, and that 
also helped them hold on to 

hope. 

   This book is a great read for 

anyone who loves adventure and 

excitement.  It was almost too 

much excitement for this old 
woman, but I promise that it 

ends well. 

    
This book may be ordered on Amazon 
or other Websites, simply by 
“Googling” the title. It would be a 
great addition to our church library.   
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RECIPE OF THE MONTH . . . 
 

     CARAMEL CRUMB PIE 

       Arlene Gingerich 

 
¾ c. brown sugar 
¾ c. white sugar 
2 c. light Karo 
4 c. cold water 
3 T. flour, heaping 
2 eggs, well beaten 
1 T. caramel extract 
2 (9”) unbaked pie shells 
 
Stir first 6 ingredients in a saucepan 
and bring to a boil; add caramel. 
Pour into pie shells. 
 
Crumbs:  
2 c. flour 
1 tsp. soda 
½ c. white sugar 
1 tsp. cream of tartar 
½ c. butter 
 
Mix all ingredients together and cover pies 
with crumbs. Bake at 350 F  
for 35-40 minutes.  
 
This is our family’s favorite pie.  I changed the 
vanilla extract to caramel extract one day 
while making this pie and we loved it.  Hope 
you enjoy it! 

 

   

NEWBORN!!       
  

 
 

CONGRATULATIONS TO CALEB & 
KAYLA MILLER & EMMA 

OWEN LUKE born May 15 

    

           
 

EAGLEY ROAD CHRONICLES 

           Jon Gingerich 
 
     “You can’t judge a book by its 
cover.”  I’m sure you’ve heard this 
wise saying many times since you 
were young; and yet, when your 

preconceived notions are turned 
upside down, you find yourself 
repeating it in a surprised sort of 
way, as if realizing it for the first 
time…  Of course there’s a story that 
accompanies this. 
     Not long ago I made a delivery to 
a business in a small town just north 
of Ft. Wayne, IN.  I was in a hurry 
that day.  My next stop was a 
hundred miles away in Logansport, 
and I just wanted to pick up the 
delivery check and hit the road.  
Time was a-wastin’, but when I 
entered the office I discovered that 
the staff was on lunch break.  I was 
told that when the sandwiches were 
finished the check would be written.  

I was stewing impatiently in the 
waiting room when the owner walked 
past the doorway and glanced in at 
me.  He’s an older Amish man who is 
known for his gruff manner.  A 
typical “Type A” successful 
businessman who seems used to 
getting what he wants.  He did a bit 
of a double take, backed up and said 
“What are you waiting around for?”  

I mentally passed over a few replies 
and settled on, “Waiting on a check.”  
With that, he sat down and pulled a 
cell phone out, made a quick call to 
someone upstairs and demanded to 
know what’s going on. “We’ve got a 
guy down here waiting on a check” 
he says.  I raised my eyebrows a bit 
and waited while he listened.  When 
he disconnected, he explained that 
the sandwiches still weren’t finished, 
but it wouldn’t be long… The 
sandwiches were getting on my 
nerves at this point.  Upon relaying 
this news he lapsed into silence on 
his chair and stared at the wall.   
     I watched him for a minute, 

contemplating using a “Type A” 
approach and telling him I didn’t 
have all day.  Instead, in the silence, 

I glanced around his waiting room at 
the different things hanging on the 
walls and found an aerial photo of 
his little empire he’d built.  I 
examined it for a bit, and then asked 
him how old the picture was.  He 
gave me the year the picture was 
taken, then back into his meditative 
state he went.  So I told him he had 
a nice place and commented on how 
everything was neat and well 
organized.  He suddenly stood up, 
came and stood beside me at the 
photo, and started explaining what 

each building was, and how he got 
his business started.  He was 
suddenly eager to impress and 

stated in a way that left no wiggle 
room, “Come with me.”  At this point 
I wasn’t too excited about spending 
more time with him, but didn’t seem 
to have much of a choice.  
     We proceeded down a hallway 
and came to a door with a keypad 
entry.  He huddled up to it, glancing 
over his shoulder like he had the 
code to the bank vault.  He punched 
in some numbers, the door opened, 
and away we went.  He led me up a 
finely tiled stairway with varnished 
hardwood planking on the walls and 
into another hallway lined with 
nicely furnished offices.  We stopped 
at each door and he proudly 
explained the purpose of every room.  
One door led to a conference room 
that was grand enough for the finest 
of hunting lodges.  Bay windows 
looking over the grounds were at one 
end of a long dark-paneled room.  
Around a massive wooden table were 

gathered a few young Amish men 
polishing off the last of a plate of 
sandwiches that I was thinking 

better be the best sandwiches they’d 
ever eaten.  “Here’s the brain trust,” 
he says.  Then, “You want something 
to eat?”  He led me on down the hall 
to a kitchen. “I can fry up some eggs 
if you like.”  I assured him I had a 
lunch and I better be going, but he 
wasn’t to be so easily deterred. “I was 
chust about to put my lunch on the 
grill.”  He pulled a single steak out of 
the fridge and put it in a George 
Foreman Grill that was heating up 
on a countertop.  “You like trail 
bologna with cheese?”  There was no 
stopping him now, he had a plate out 
and started slicing meat and cheese 
into it. “Root Beer? Chips?”  After 
loading me down with a plateful he 
says again, “Come with me.”   
     At the end of the hallway was a 
small office with a girl working 
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diligently at a desk.  He pulled a 
chair out beside her and said, “Sit 
down.”  The poor girl jumped up and 
scurried off, so I dutifully sat down 
and began munching while he 
hitched himself up on a countertop 
and watched me eat.  He asked me 
about my family then started talking 
about his family, how many 
children, who’s married, 
grandchildren, etc… Then, “My 
family likes to sing,” he told me.  I 
kept chewing and nodding, then 
realized he was waiting for 

something.  “What do you sing?” I 
asked with my mouth full.  “We like 
the old Gospel hymns,” he replied.  

      I should’ve seen it coming, but 
still about choked on some cheese, 
when in a full baritone voice he 
broke into a solo rendition of a song 
I didn’t recognize.  When he was 
done with a verse I assured him that 
was nice, and then for some reason 
felt like volunteering that our family 
likes to sing too.  “Oh? What do you 
like to sing?”  “We like the older 
hymns too,” I said.  “Like what?” he 
pressed.  I fumbled around a little bit 
and came up with “When the Roll is 
Called Up Yonder.” Then I quick took 
a huge bite so he wouldn’t make me 
sing it.  He nodded, slid down from 
the counter and out the door he 
went.  I quickly polished off my plate 
of food and was wondering where to 
go when he came back in and again 
said, “Come with me.”  
     Next stop was the conference 
room where he introduced me to the 
guys gathered there.  They suddenly 

seemed eager to be off, but he 
stopped them with, “This guy here 
likes to sing.”  Oh good grief!  And 

then he informs them, “He wants to 
sing ‘When the Roll is Called Up 
Yonder.”  For pity sakes!  
   He motioned at the guys, “Stand 
up here.”  Well the guys looked about 
as comfortable at this prospect as I 
felt, but reluctantly gathered 
around.  With lots of vigor he broke 
into the first line. “When the trumpet 
of the Lord shall sound…”  We all 
stood looking at each other and 
looking at him.  He stopped his 
singing and pointed at one 
unfortunate guy, “C’mon! You sing 
tenor.” He pointed at another, “You 
sing melody with me.”  With a 
gesture at me, “This guy sings bass.”  
At this point we realized it was all or 
nothing, so we cleared our throats, 
hummed a few times and took a deep 
breath. Our fearless leader led the 

way and we all jumped in with him.  
“When the trumpet of the Lord shall    
sound, and time shall be no more, 
and the morning breaks eternal 
bright and fair…”  We gathered 
momentum and more volume and by 
George, those Amish boys could 
sing.  We lifted our voices in that 
huge conference room and by the 
chorus we were grinning at each 
other and really getting into it.  We 
had the harmonies working, we had 
his strong baritone leading the way, 
and all together we belted out, 

“When the roll is called up yonder, 
I’ll be there…!”  What a sound we 
made!  It rose and fell in the upper 

corridors of that office building and 
the camaraderie was contagious.  We 
ended the last note in laughter and 
each one talking about what we liked 
about singing parts.   
     I was amazed at how this 
seemingly cantankerous old codger 
had come to life with the joy of 
singing and talking about family.  
And somehow he had dragged the 
rest of us with him, resulting in a 
kind of joyous connection I never 
could have predicted.  But the 
adventure wasn’t over. 
      The steak was ready, and he was  
willing to share.  With a fork and a 
steak knife he cut pieces onto my 
plate and insisted I enjoy it with him.  
Then a jar of pickles appeared.  
While I ate my steak he hovered over 
my plate with his knife, cutting 
pickle slices into it, then large hunks 
of cheese until the plate was full of 
food again.  As if that wasn’t enough, 

one of his sons appeared with a 
container of homemade maple ice 
cream that needed to be shared!  We 

all sat at his table and swapped 
stories and good food for a 
considerable length of time until 
finally he gave permission for one of 
his guys to go “Cut this brother a 
check.”   
     So after the grand tour, the food, 
the singing, more food, and story 
hour, I was ushered out the door 
with my check and an invitation to 
come to a benefit auction where his 
family would be singing.  What a 
turn of opinion I had endured.  
During our visiting he shared with 
me his heart for using his business 
success to help the downtrodden, 
the widows, and orphans, and less 
fortunate. I’m not sure which of 
those categories I belonged to, but 
felt like this gruff and tough man 
had reached out to me and somehow 

included me in his world for an hour 
of my day.  I was humbled, a little off 
balance, and yet grateful to him for 
opening up to me and making me 
shake my head and say with a 
measure of surprise.  “I guess you 
can’t judge a book by its cover!”   
 

 
CONGRATULATIONS 

TO OUR GRADUATES! 

 
             DEREK MILLER 
 

“My graduation open house is going to 
be on Sunday, June 11th from 3 to 
7pm. All are welcome to come. I am 
having it at my house. If people don't 
know where that is, it is close to Eric's 
and Alan's. The address is 7350 North 
350 West Shipshewana.” 

 
 

BRIDGETTE NOEL YODER 
 

Bridgette is graduating from Warsaw 
Community High School.   
A date for her open house has not yet 
been set. 
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 YOUTH MISSION TRIP 
                   

                 Kayla Miller 
 
    On Sunday morning, April 2, 
fifteen youth from Riverview, along 
with four sponsors and one child, 
loaded up their bags and headed off 
to Wilmore, Kentucky for a week 
long missions trip. Adventure Serve 
Ministries organized the details and 
provided lodging for the week. The 
theme for the week was 
servanthood, which was defined as 
the characteristic of voluntarily 
submitting to Christ through 
compassion and action for the 
glorification of God. Different service 
and outreach projects were planned 
for our group. 
    Monday morning, after the daily 
devotional time, we went to a 
community garden plot to pull 
weeds, clear brush, and clean up the 
area. It was rainy and challenging to 
have a good attitude at times, but the 
youth worked hard and entertained 
themselves with the gardener 
snakes they found. In the afternoon 
we went to a local soup kitchen and 
served in different ways. Some 
helped prepare the lunch, and others 
helped serve the lunch to the 
homeless. Another group did some 
cleaning while others sorted shoes. 
After this we went to a park and 
played team building games. Each 
evening we had a youth led worship 
time and debriefing, where we 
discussed the day.  
    On Tuesday we went to a 
homeless shelter in Jessamine 
County. The facility had just recently 
opened so there were many projects 
to accomplish. A few of the guys 
caulked the bunk beds, while a few 
of the girls made lunch for the 
homeless living there.  The majority 
of the group worked at sorting, 
folding, hanging, and organizing 
clothes in a semi-trailer, which was 
set up as a clothing bank. In the 
afternoon a group went to stock a 
local food pantry.  
    Wednesday morning we went to 
God’s Pantry, a food bank in 
Lexington, Kentucky. We packaged 
marshmallows into bags. The youth 
set up an assembly line and did an  
 

 
 
awesome job working through the 
two- five hundred pound boxes of 
marshmallows. After getting a tour of 
the facility, we went to a coffee shop 
for our next assignment. The youth 
were divided into groups, each with 
a chaperone, and each person was 
given a dollar. The task was to walk 
around downtown Lexington 
blessing people with random acts of 
grace and service. Some groups 
used their money to buy a meal for 
someone, while others bought water 
bottles to hand out. We were also 
encouraged to pray with the people 
we met. This was a stretching 
activity for many, but also rewarding.  
            In the evening, a storm was 
passing through during worship time 
so we ran to the safest place, a 
women’s restroom, where we 
finished our time singing old bible 
school songs and laughing together.  
 On Thursday we spent the 
day at Quest Farms, a facility that 
cares for individuals with intellectual 
and developmental disabilities. The 
youth interacted with the adults by 
playing games, singing, dancing, 
and sharing stories. This day turned 
out to be one of the favorites from 
the week.  
 Friday was the fun day of the 
week. The youth chose to go hiking, 
so we went to Jessamine Creek 
Gorge. It was not the typical walk-
along-the-path hike, but instead 
quite rugged terrain. The youth 
enjoyed the day and beautiful 
scenery. Many pictures were 
captured and memories made.  
 On Saturday we loaded up 
the vans, ate breakfast, said our 
goodbyes, and started on the 
journey home soon after eight 
o’clock in the morning. After 
stopping for lunch, we arrived back 
to the church around four o’clock in 
the afternoon. Although many tired 
faces returned home, the lessons 
learned were plentiful. It was a joy to 
watch the youth bond as a group and 
grow in their personal leadership 
skills all while blessing others 
through service.  

 

SERVE INDIA Mission Trip . . . 

 

THOUGHTS OF INDIA 
Kris Reckers 

   I was on the plane sitting 
next to Daniel listening to all 
the different people talk in 
different languages that I 
realized this trip was for real.  
This was my first trip out of 
the country and has been a 
dream of mine for years.  I 
have wanted to travel to the 
mission field and I was 

blessed to have my son Daniel 
with me. 
    When we landed in 
Chennai and worked our way 
to the parking lot to meet our 
guide the sight was 
overwhelming.  It was the 
middle of the night and there 
were people everywhere, 
horns blowing, cars driving by 
and people standing around.  
We loaded into a van and 
headed four hours north to 
our field of Pastors.  At this 
point our adventure was in 
full force.  We spent the next 
several days having the 
privilege to see the Lord at 
work in India.   
   One of the highlights for me 
was the opportunity to preach 
at the Pastors training day.  It 

was humbling to share to 
brothers but the Lord was 
faithful to meet with us in a 
special way.   The people of 
India are ripe for the gospel 
and it was great to see the zeal 
of the pastors we support. 
   My favorite was Pastor 
Daniel, he was our host 
family.  He was short in 
stature but was mighty in 
spirit.   He was fearless in the 
way he shared the gospel, 
what a testimony.  
    I encourage the men of the 
church to go and see what the 
Lord is doing in India. 
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 WEDDING BELLS  
                    

 
    HARLEE BONTRAGER & ERIC MAST 
         Wedding date – Sept 23, 2017 
   
 
  

 
    NYAL BEACHY & NATASHA BYLER 

    Wedding date – October 7, 2017 

 

                           

      
 
         NOAH RECKERS & AVERY DENNIS 
                          No date set 

 

 
FAWN MONTAGUE & 
HARLEY HOSTETLER 

 Wedding date –July 15, 2017 
         

 
      

     

          

      
 

WHISPERING HOPE 
Alice Hawthorne 

 
Soft as the voice of an angel, 
Breathing a lesson unheard, 
Hope with a gentle persuasion 
Whispers her comforting word; 
Wait till the darkness is over, 
Wait till the tempest is done, 
Hope for the sunshine tomorrow, 
After the shower is gone. 
 
Whispering hope, 
O how welcome thy voice, 
Making my heart 
In its sorrow rejoice. 
 

If in the dusk of the twilight, 
Dim be the region afar, 
Will not the deepening darkness 
Brighten the glimmering star? 
Then when the night is upon us, 
Why should the heart sink away? 
When the dark midnight is over, 
Watch for the breaking of day. 
 
Hope as an anchor so steadfast; 
Rends the dark veil for the soul, 
Whither the Master has entered, 
Robbing the grave of its goal; 
Come then, O come, glad fruition, 
Come to my sad, weary heart; 
Come O Thou blest hope of glory, 
Never, O never depart. 

 

 
 

DEFENDING THE FAITH:  

  
EXPLAINING FINE-TUNING 

 IN OUR UNIVERSE 
Darrin Miller 

 

  “By the word of the Lord were 

the heavens made, their starry 

host by the breath of His mouth.” 
Psalm 33:6 

   My past several articles have 

laid out the evidence of the Fine-

Tuning argument for God’s 

existence.  The Universe, the 

Earth, and even our own bodies 
are structured by incredibly 

precise measurements that defy 

comprehension. If these 

variables were altered even 

slightly, life would not be 

possible.  This reality is accepted 
as fact and not debated by any 

serious scientist.  The only real 

question is why?  Why is it that 

these variables do in fact exist as 

they do?  Why are things set for 
us to be here at all? 

   It turns out that there are only 

three live options available to us 

to try and explain fine tuning:  

physical necessity, chance, or 

design.  Let’s look at each of 
these in turn to determine which 

the most plausible explanation 

is.  Physical necessity asserts 

that things must be the way they 

are and could not have been 
otherwise.  In other words, the 

constants and variable we 

observe that create an 

environment where life can 

thrive could only be set at the 

amounts they are.  To ask why 
they are at those levels and 

hence why life exists is simply 

begging the question:  it had to 

be that way.  Is this option 

viable?  In short, no.  There is 
currently no evidence in modern 

science that would indicate the 

constants and other variables 

had to be at the levels we 

observe.  Nothing in the laws of 

nature require it to be so.  
Renowned cosmologist Stephen 

Hawking as much as admitted 

this in 2003 when he was quoted 

as saying, “Obviously, the values 
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of the parameters we measure 

must be compatible with the 

development of life (otherwise we 
wouldn’t be around to measure 

them) …But within the 

anthropically allowed range, the 

parameters can have any 

values.”  In summary, there is 

simply no compelling reason to 
believe in physical necessity. 

 

   But what about chance?  Isn’t 

it true that while these variables 

could have been set at many 
different values, we just happen 

to live in a Universe where they 

were set for life to exist?  Maybe 

we just got really, really lucky 

and hit the Cosmic Jackpot.  

After all, if we didn’t live in such 
a Universe, we wouldn’t be here 

to debate its cause!  It turns out, 

however, that the probabilities of 

this type of chance are so 

infinitesimally small as to render 
them virtually impossible.  In 

fact, the odds are smaller than 1 

divided by the number of cells in 

the entire Universe!  When odds 

are this small, our only 

conclusion can be that the 
chance of it occurring is zero.  To 

combat this, many have turned 

to an alternate Multiverse 

Theory.  Perhaps there are 

multiple, or even an infinite 
number of universes with 

different parameters and 

combinations of these variables.  

Given the huge number, chances 

are at least one would have a 

combination allowing for life, 
which is what we experience.  

This theory represents a wild 

grasping at anything that will 

explain the Universe without 

pointing to a Designer.  There is 
no evidence for such a 

Multiverse, it is pure 

speculation.  Additionally, the 

Multiverse would only increase 

the problem of Fine-Tuning!  

Imagine what set of precise 
variables would be needed to 

allow for a mechanism capable of 

birthing countless universes; 

this seems far more improbable 

than our single Universe.  

   With only three available 

explanations, and with both 

physical necessity and chance 
falling hopelessly short, we are 

left with only one option:  that 

our Universe is the product of an 

Intelligent Designer who 

intentionally set the parameters 

we observe so that life can exist 
and flourish.  We call this Being 

God.  As English astronomer 

Fred Hoyle concluded, “If one 

proceeds directly and 

straightforwardly in this matter, 
without being deflected by a fear 

of incurring the wrath of 

scientific opinion, one arrives at 

the conclusion that biomaterials 

with their amazing measure of 

order must be the outcome 
of intelligent design. No other 

possibility I have been able to 

think of.. 

 
 

 
 

 

“And now abideth Faith, 
Hope, Charity, these 

three; but the 
greatest of these is 

Charity.” 
I Cor. 13:13 

 

 
 

 
ANSWER TO WHO IS THIS? 

                       Lisa Byler 
 

 

 

BIRTHDAYS & 
ANNIVERSARIES 

 
Chris Stutzman – Mar 4 

Lori Yoder – Mar 8 

Les Yoder – Mar 10 

Isabella Curiel – Mar 12 

Leah Bontrager – Mar 12 

Ethan Reckers – Mar 20 
Mr & Mrs Merlin Bontrager – 

Mar 23 

Amber Yoder – Mar 23 

Chris Miller – Mar 25 

Linda Boling – Mar 25 

Derek Miller – Mar 28 
Phyllis Miller – Mar 28 

Eric Mast – Mar 31 

Irvin Eby - Apr 7 

 Mr & Mrs Kervin Hershberger- 

Apr 11 
Elaine Troyer – Apr 13 

Edgar Miller – Apr 15 

Mr & Mrs Les Yoder – Apr 18 

Ted Bierdeman – Apr 19 

Viola Beechy – Apr 19 

Andrew Stevens – Apr 21 
Isaac Hartley – Apr 23 

Mr & Mrs Ed Miller – Apr 23 

Dominick Bontrager – Apr 25 

Mr & Mrs Ed VanKirk – Apr -26 

Gina Bontrager – Apr 26 
Mr & Mrs Irvin Eby - Apr 27 

Don Showalter – Apr 29 

Kennedy Stutzman – Apr 30 

Olivia Yoder – May 2 

Mr & Mrs Ernie Miller – May 2 

Megan McNamara – May 2  
Denise Troyer – May 3 

Casey Gingerich – May 3 

Glen Gingerich – May 4 

Karista Stutzman – May 4 

Donna Jones – May 6 
Isaiah Stevens – May 9 

Leonard Troyer – May 11 

Nathan Bontrager – May 11 

Kelli Boling – May 12 

David LaFluer – May 13 

Marc McNamara – May 14 
Owen Luke Miller – May 15 

Andre Martin – May 15 

David Stevens – May 19 

Wanda Garden – May 22 

Madison Forrester – May 24 
Jeremy Bontrager – May 25 

Benjamin Stevens – May 30 
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