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RIVERVIEW BREEZES 
 

Elsie Gingerich 
 

~Jerry and Ruby Bontrager traveled 

to AL to visit their family, Jason and 

Joyce Weber.  

~Levi and Kay Forrester and family 

have moved to their property in 

Upper Michigan.  We wish them 

God’s blessings as they get settled in 

their new home. 

~Nyal and Natasha Beachy were 

married Oct. 7 at the Living Water 

Church in Goshen IN.  They are living 

at Nyal’s house in Bristol.  

Congratulations! 

~Glen and Elsie Gingerich attended 

a Choice Books Team Meeting held 

in Holmes County OH.  They 

attended a play, toured Carlisle Press 

and The Farm, an exotic animal farm. 

~Israel Wayne was the guest speaker  

for our Fall Revival meetings. Joe and 

Lisa Byler hosted Israel and his 

family. 

~The Riverview Youth made and 

sold 500 pizzas as a fund raiser for a 

Youth trip. 

~Floyd and Ruby Miller left for a 

winter in FL on November 13. 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

~Note in the Bulletin from Bailey 

Yoder:  “Hey, I got my package and 

wanted to say thank you all so much!  

It means so much that you guys are 

praying and thinking about me!  I 

miss you and love you all.”  Bailey’s 

address: 51 Ellyson Ave AMS2, 

Pensacola FL 32506 

~Jeffrey Stevens traveled to Grayling 

MI to hunt deer and was successful!  

He bagged a 13 point buck!   

~Suzanne Glass was with us a few 

weeks in November as she was 

transitioning to a new job.  She will 

be a nanny in the Washington DC 

area. 

~A Chili Cook-Off and a grocery 

shower to bless Harley and Fawn 

Hostetler was the celebration on the 

5th Wednesday in November. 

 

Youth Pizza Fund 

Raiser 
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PASTOR’S MESSAGE . . . 

SALT AND LIGHT 
Merlin Miller 

    In the Gospel according to 
Matthew we see these words from 
Jesus:  

“You are the salt of the 
earth, but if salt has lost its 
taste, how shall its saltiness be 
restored? It is no longer good 
for anything except to be 
thrown out and trampled 
under people’s feet. You are 
the light of the world. A city set 
on a hill cannot be hidden. Nor 
do people light a lamp and put 
it under a basket, but on a 
stand, and it gives light to all 
in the house. In the same way, 
let your light shine before 
others, so that they may see 
your good works and give 
glory to your Father who is in 
heaven.” 

    
    It is fitting during the season of 
Thanksgiving to spend some time 
identifying times I see the body of 
Christ at Riverview being salt and 
light, giving the glory to God for the 
good works I see.  This is not an 
exhaustive list of all I have noticed, 
nor is it a complete list of all the 
good that’s happening since I am 
not aware of everything. 
    I see light when I see someone 
inviting a friend or family member 
or acquaintance to join them at a 

worship service.  A faith that is 
growing is contagious, and when I 
see people bringing a visitor with 
them it shows me that, at the very 
least, the person doing the inviting 
is excited about what God is doing in 
their own lives.  I see salt when I see 
the many times visitors to Riverview 
are warmly and genuinely greeted 
and welcomed into our midst.   
Seeing the love of Christ extended 
to a visitor, whether they are with 
us for only one time or considering 
making Riverview their home, is so 
vital. 
    I see light when I see someone 
praying with another following (or 
preceding) a service.  I know a need 
has been communicated, and the 
encouragement, strength and grace 
that is so necessary to make it 
through has just been asked for and 
provided.   I see salt when I see 
people conversing together about 
something that they learned or 
were challenged with during Sunday 
School or the worship service that 
day.  The reiteration of what the 
Holy Spirit has said to us during 
times of corporate worship is what 
takes these truths from head to 
heart.   
    I see salt when I look around to 
find those faithful few who attend 
pretty much every service that 
happens at Riverview.  I know not 
every service is your favorite, I know 
you have other things you could be 
doing (and perhaps might rather be 
doing), I know it requires a sacrifice, 
but I give glory to God that you 
recognize that every activity 
requires you to sacrifice something, 
so the question really is what are 
you willing to sacrifice for?  I see 
light when I see how this 
commitment to your church 
fellowship communicates volumes 
to your children, or if you don’t have 
any of your own, my children.   

    I see salt when I see the continued 
generosity in all things in the lives of 
many at Riverview: things physical, 
financial, time, talent or otherwise.  
Your ready sharing is a display of 
obedience as well as a statement of 
trust.  I see light when that 
generosity finds its match in the 
desperate, at-wits-end position 
others from within us find 
themselves.  When the 
hopelessness is ready to overwhelm 
your ready help is the light at the 
end of the tunnel, or at least give 
enough strength to take the next 
step. 
 

GUESS WHO?? 
 

   
 
Can you guess who this girl is in this 
sweet elementary school picture? 

(Answer on page 7) 

 
BLESSED BY MY CHURCH 

   Kathy Bontrager 
 I am thankful for my church.  I can 
worship and praise God with a body of 
believers.  I feel accepted there and 
missed when I am not there.  I am 
thankful that my church has people 
with joy, pain, hurt, and failures and 
they are open to sharing with each 
other.  I know that when I ask for prayer 
in my church I know they pray for me 
and some have prayed with me at the 
very moment I have shared with 

mailto:ggingerich2@frontier.com
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them.  I am blessed because of my 
church. 

 
 

CHANGES 
By Don Showalter 

 
 Time is filled with swift transition,  
 Naught of earth unmoved can stand,   
Build your hopes on things eternal,   
Hold to God’s unchanging hand.  
 
 Refrain:  Hold to God’s unchanging hand,  
Hold to God’s unchanging hand;  
Build your hopes on things eternal,   
Hold to God’s unchanging hand.  
 
Trust in Him who will not leave you,  
Whatsoever years may bring . . . 
   
When your journey is completed,  
If to God you have been true,   
Fair and bright the home in glory   
Your enraptured soul will view.  

 
     It was just a bit over nine years ago 
that Pastor Glen began conversations 
with me about coming to serve at 
Riverview as your overseer. It has been 
one of the highlights of my leadership 
journey to connect with you all over the 
past years. I will always be grateful to 
you and to the Father for that 
opportunity.  
     The leadership team began 
conversations about pastoral transition 
about six months after I joined the team. 
And then it was about a year later on 
May 2, 2010 that we saw the “handing 
off of the baton” from Pastor Glen to 
Pastor Merlin. I have reflected often (and 
shared with other pastors!) over these 
past nearly eight years how gracious and 
glorious that transition proved to be! In 
so many congregations such transition 

becomes painful and messy. I am 
convinced that the smooth change in 
leadership here at Riverview is a 
testament to the maturity and character 
of the Godly men who were deeply 
involved in those changes.  
   And what a delight to journey with you 
through the changes that have taken 
place under Pastor Merlin’s capable 

and maturing leadership. It has been 
such a joy to participate, and watch from 
a distance the “doing of church” here in 
good ways!  
   And now it is time in God’s plan for 
more changes. As my term expires, you 
will be moving on to other partnership 
with another overseer. I am confident 
Father God will hold you close in that 
transition, and I will pray for a smooth 
and gracious transition.   
   As you know, I am in the middle of my 
own journey with delightful changes 
taking place as we speak. After nearly 
five years of walking alone, and often 
longing for another soul mate, Father 
gave me a sweetheart in Bonnie 
Overholt Kurtz, now Bonnie Sue 
Showalter!! I write this from the 
mountains of Boone, NC where we are 
spending a couple days with daughter, 
Kris, and family. We left FL after a 
barefoot wedding on the beach on an 
extended “wedding trip” which took us to 
the Smokey Mountains of TN, on to 
Indiana, then to a board meeting in 
Ontario where Jesus seemed to think we 
need snow, so dumped 10” on us!! Then 
back to Goshen for a three-day marriage 
retreat ~ this time with a lovely wife after 
five years of attending and sharing as 
the only single man there!?! Then across 
to OH for another board meeting with my 
team, a side trip to PA to enjoy an 
afternoon concert of Heart & Voice 
where Bonnie’s brother was 
participating. And now to NC on our way 
back south to our “house on wheels” until 
the next commitment in the Kingdom!  
   Thanks for keeping us in your prayers 
as the Spirit brings us to your minds. We 
are eager to discover what Father has in 
mind for us in this new blending of lives 
and gifts for the next part of the journey. 
Our goal is to “build our hopes on things 

eternal, as we hold to God’s unchanging 
hand.” 

 
A Word in Edgewise. . . 

GRATEFUL FOR THE HELPING 
BODY OF CHRIST 

Ruby Bontrager 
 

   “I’m so excited about fall church 
cleaning day!” said no one—ever. 
This year was no different, and I felt 
a heavy reluctance to even 
approach the subject.  But it was 
time.  
    It’s the task of the trustees to 
head up this event, but usually the 
church women need to get the ball 
rolling, since not many men I know 
place a high priority on cleaning.  
We called a trustees and wives 
meeting in our home to make plans 
for the day.   
   We are all so busy, aren’t we?  It 
seems sometimes that one more 
thing to do just feels impossible! 
Then LaVern said something that 
changed the mood of the evening:  
“I say let’s just get in and get it done.  
That’s the way I look at it!”  That’s 
the spirit!  We set a date, realizing it 
would not suit everyone at this last 
minute.  Yes, we should have done 
it sooner, and yes, it would have 
been good to plan ahead a bit 
better.  That being said, we decided 
to just “get it done.” 
   The morning of Cleaning Day, I 
arrived at the church and found the 
elders in meeting.  It felt good to not 
be the only one there, even though 
they hadn’t come to clean.  Soon 
John Boyer arrived with a smile.  
“Where shall I start?” he asked, as 
he offered his services freely.  At the 
top, with the lights and fans in the 
auditorium!  You should have seen 
John and me carry that big old 
ladder down from the storage room 
upstairs.  (On second thought, you 
can be glad you did not see that!  
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And that makes three of us.)  The 
dust was soon coming down from 
those fans as John worked. 
   Soon Stephanie and her crew 
arrived, just in time to clean up 
behind John, dusting out hymnbook 
racks, sweeping the crevices and 
cushions on the benches, and 
cleaning baseboards.  Then Viola 
sashayed in with her cheerful smile 
and cleaning supplies, happily 
humming as she began defrosting 
the freezer and washing woodwork 
in the kitchen.  Samuel climbed up 
on the counters to retrieve items on 
top of the cabinets for Viola to 
wash.   
   I busied myself cleaning in the 
sewing room and helping folks find 
needed supplies and a place to start.  
Kaylene came and began tidying 
and scrubbing in the nursery.  And I 
should mention that Gina had 
cleaned a number of classrooms the 
day before, so we had a head start.  
Arlene and her boys washed dust 
from the artificial trees on the 
platform--outside.  Cale ran the 
vacuum on the stage. 
   On and on the day sped as more 
willing, helping hands and feet 
arrived on the scene.  The window 
washing crew, the men arriving 
from after a day at their jobs, along 
with more friendly faces.  “Put me 
to work!” was the attitude of the 
day.  Sunshine and breezes aided 
the good spirit of helpfulness.  A 
hornet nest came down from the 
eaves, siding was power-washed, 
windows were shined, dust and 
grime were scrubbed away and the 
building was clean once more. The 
whole place felt lighter.  The 
doughnuts and cider were 
rewarding.  The love in our hearts 
had leaked out into our hands and 
feet, and once more the cleaning 
had gotten done. 
   I’m so thankful for my church and 
for the spirit of joyful willingness 

that came through on Fall Cleaning 
Day of 2017.  (If you didn’t get to 
help this year, maybe next year you 
will have another opportunity!)  It’s 
like LaVern said, with his optimistic 
grin, “Just get it done!”  And so we 
did.  I believe the Lord is pleased 
when we work together.  He 
supplied both the love and the 
oomph! 
     

I AM THANKFUL FOR  
MY CHURCH 

By  Ed Miller 
 
     I am thankful for my church for 
many reasons.  We have good  
sound Bible preaching and 
teaching.  The elders work well with 
our pastor.  We are a friendly church 
and we pray for each other.  When 
there is a need,     people are willing 
to help.  Also we are mission 
minded.   
   I am thankful for so many children 
and youth in our church.  I like the 
Bible verse over the entrance door.  
“In this place will I give peace, saith 
the LORD of Hosts.”  Haggai 2:9 
   Let us believe it and keep peace in 
our church. 

 

WHAT I LIKE ABOUT 

OUR CHURCH 
By Dominick Bontrager 

   I like the sermons Pastor Merlin 

preaches.  And I like our youth 

group. 
 

MY CHURCH FAMILY 
By Brent Hershberger  

 
   The end of Acts 2 (The Fellowship of 
the Believers) has always intrigued me. 
I've often wondered if our churches will 
ever return to that same level of 
commitment to fellowship and 
ministry. That is why I'm thankful for my 
Riverview family. I'm not saying we are 
on the same level as the early church, 

but I feel that with Merlin's leadership 
we are moving in the right direction. 
Together we are seeking God's will for 
our lives. I also love the example that 
Merlin has set in striving to draw closer 
to God. As a result people from the 
community are being drawn to the light 
shining from our little church. That light 
doesn't come from us. It comes from 
God working through us. I pray that we 
will continue to be willing vessels for his 
kingdom. 

 

THANKFUL FOR MY 

SUNDAY SCHOOL CLASS 
Arlene Gingerich 

   
   I’m thankful for my church Sunday 
school class. I have really enjoyed 
having our Salt & Light class back 
together again. We are all on similar 
journeys in our lives, growing and 
teaching our little people. We have 
great camaraderie and no one takes 
each other too seriously. But when 
it’s time to get in the lesson we get 
into some deep discussions. Our 
men in the class have been taking 
“turns” teaching. (Don’t sit too close 
to the “teacher” or you might get 
picked.) I enjoy hearing from 
different people’s perspectives. 

 

LOVE AND SUPPORT 
Trent Miller 

 
   I’ve attended Riverview my whole 
life and have consistently seen the 
supportiveness and the sense of 
family that this church is. Having 
gone on a few mission trips, it was 
always great to know I had the love 
and support from a church family 
who cares. Riverview has always 
been there with prayers and 
support anytime it is needed. Not 
only for myself, but also for many 
others. 
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GUIDANCE AND 

ENCOURAGEMENT 
Nathanael Reed 

 

   I am thankful for my church 

for being here for me to guide me 

closer to the Lord. Also to 

encourage me to be there for 

others and to share the Word of 

God with the world. 
 

THANKFUL 

By Hannah Reckers 

 

  We have moved a lot in my life.  

One of the things I dreaded 

most about moving was finding 

a new church.  We visited a lot 

of churches and still didn’t find 

one that we felt called to stay 

at.  When we moved here we 

visited two churches.  The first 

time we came to Riverview we 

felt like this is where God wants 

us to be.  For that I’m thankful. 

   I’m thankful for the sound 

teaching, the youth group, the 

love for one another and the 

love for God and his Word at 

Riverview. 

 

CONGRATULATIONS 
TO  

THE NEWLYWEDS 

 
    Nyal & Natasha Beachy 

OCT 7, 2017 

RECIPE OF THE MONTH. . . 
WILD RICE SOUP 

By Nyal Beachy 
 

   Cook 1 cup wild rice in 3 cups 

water in large covered saucepan 

for 1 hour. (Bring to boil and 

simmer) Drain off excess liquid – 

set aside. Fry 2 strips of bacon 

until crisp, remove bacon and 

sauté in bacon grease: ¼ c. 

chopped onion, ¾ c. chopped 

celery, ½ c. sliced carrots. 

Then combine: 

 1 can (14 ½ oz.) chicken 

broth 

 2 cans (10 ¾ oz.) cream of 

mushroom soup 

 2 soups cans milk 

 1 can (4 oz.) mushrooms 

& liquid 

 (Optional: 3 cubed and 

lightly fried chicken breasts) 

 1 tsp. salt and pepper to 

taste, plus sautéed vegetables, 

crumbled bacon and rice. Simmer 

covered 1 hour. (Optional: Add ½ 

# Velveeta Cheese a bit before 

serving.) Serves 8. 

 
This soup was served at Nyal and 

Natasha’s wedding. 

 

DEFENDING THE FAITH: 
  The Undeniability of Morality 

Darrin Miller 
 

 I am the Lord your God, who 
brought you out of Egypt, out of the 
land of slavery.  You shall have no 

other gods before me. 
Exodus 20:2-3 

 
    In order to argue that morality 
serves as a proof for the reality of 
God, we must first answer an 
important question:  Does morality 
itself exist?  In other words, are 
there really any standards to which 

we are absolutely called to adhere, 
any authoritative prescription that 
defines right from wrong, good 
from evil?  After all, if absolute 
morality doesn’t exist, then it 
cannot be used to prove anything.   
    But what do we even mean when 
we use the term morality, or 
absolute morality?  This term refers 
to an overarching law or standard 
that is universal, applying to all 
people in all places at all times.  
Furthermore, it is known to be 
discovered, not created, by men.  
Indeed, the existence of moral truth 
is widely agreed to be self-evident, 
pre-dating human beings and 
wholly separate from culture or 
opinion. 
    Absolute morality, therefore, 
argues that the issue of right vs. 
wrong is already set and 
determined.  It is objectively true, 
not left up to the subjectivity of 
one’s thoughts on the matter.  It is 
unaffected by the changing of the 
times or by the deterioration of 
civility and decorum in society.  It is 
not altered by cultural zeitgeist, 
political opinion, or even consensus 
vote.  Rising above all these things, 
absolute morality perfectly 
describes not what is, but what 
ought to be.   
   Many try to argue against such an 
absolute standard.  They claim that 
morality is determined by cultural 
preference or that it is specific to 
each situation.  From this view, 
arguing for moral law is seen as 
intolerant and narrow-minded.  As 
Norman Geisler notes in his book 
Why I am a Christian, “The moral 
relativist embraces the view that 
one should not judge other cultures 
and individuals, for to do so would 
be intolerant.”  With so many 
differences of opinion, how could 
anyone be so bold as to claim who is 
right and who is wrong? 
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    While there are many ways to 
disprove moral relativism, reflecting 
on just one should suffice for our 
current purposes.  As it turns out, 
relativism disproves itself!  Let’s 
look at a couple of examples.  
Consider someone telling a lie.  Is 
this wrong or right?  For many, it 
depends on the situation.  Almost 
everyone would agree that lying just 
for the fun of it is wrong.  But many 
would argue that there are times 
when lying might be ok, for example 
to save someone’s life.  In other 
words, they would argue that there 
are exceptions to the rule which 
states that lying is wrong.  Whether 
you believe this to be true is beside 
the point.  The key to this example 
is the word exception.  In order for 
there to be an exception, there 
must first be a law or rule.  
Otherwise there would be nothing 
against which one could make the 
exception in the first place!  As it 
turns out, differences in moral 
choices during ambiguous 
situations actually helps to prove 
objective morality! 
    Another example can be seen in 
the self-defeating propositions put 
forward by moral relativism.  Think 
for a moment about what moral 
relativists assert:  that objective 
morality is wrong.  They believe this 
to be objectively and absolutely 
true.  So to believe moral relativism, 
you must believe in one moral 
absolute…that there are no moral 
absolutes!  But if there is one such 
absolute, why can’t there be more?  
In the face of such scrutiny, 
relativism crumbles. 
    So, absolute morality undeniably 
exists.  Its reality is all around us.  
But where did this morality come 
from?  And how can it be used to 
help prove that God exists?  These 
questions will be the subject of our 
next article. 

 

       
 

EAGLEY ROAD CHRONICLES… 

SYCAMORE TREE 
Jon Gingerich 

 
     Long ago, on the soft edges of a 
flooded river bottom, where the 
cattle grazed through the scraggly 
undergrowth in the shadows of the 
cottonwood trees, and the coyotes 
slinked through the brambles in 
search of an unsuspecting rabbit, 
stood a stout sycamore tree.  Its 
limbs were young and strong, and 
stretched out over the cows and the 
young calves that grazed in the 
grass around its trunk.  The 
sycamore tree stood over the land 
as years faded by.  Seasons passed 
and the flood waters came and 
went, the shrinking herd aged and 
passed on, yet the sycamore kept on 
stretching outward and skyward.  
When the cattle were gone, and the 
bulldozers and excavators 
appeared, the tree was large and 
impressive.  The equipment 
operators worked around the great 
shade tree.  From the big hill north 
of the tree, tons of dirt were 
removed and spread around its 
trunk and across the adjacent 
pasture land, protecting the land 
from the river and its floodwaters.  
Soon it offered shade to the workers 
who toiled to erect a new structure 
on the land and the tree became a 
landmark at the corner of the new 
building.  As the months turned into 
years, instead of newborn calves, 
the tree provided shade to a 
different group of newcomers.  
Children played in the grass around 

its trunk, and climbed amid its 
massive limbs.  The children came 
and went.  Some brought their 
children, and their children’s 
children to play, picnic, and relax 
under the shade of this towering 
sentinel that shaded them from the 
hot summer sun.  The young 
became old and eventually passed 
on.  Yet the tree remained, and 
silently stood over the little white 
church that now stood at the outer 
edges of its canopy.  The tree was 
there for baptisms, weddings, and 
then funerals.  It was there for the 
generations of worshippers that 
came and went at the little white 
church we know as Riverview 
Christian Fellowship. 
     I was one of the children’s 
children who played under that 
sycamore tree.  I have many great 
memories of the little white church 
that seemed to grow closer to the 
tree each year.  We had many 
church picnics in its shade, and took 
Sunday School pictures by its trunk.  
Like the tree, our church has 
provided shelter, stability, and has 
become a corner piece in my life.   
     The earliest memory I have of 
Riverview is being in Sunday School 
with my favorite teacher, Edna 
Miller.  I was scared to be away from 
Mom, and she had a very 
comforting way of making me feel 
unafraid and happy to be in her 
class.  For my birthday she gave me 
a book called “The Little Red 
Caboose,” which still has a spot in 
the Gingerich Library.  Edna and her 
husband Ezra farmed the land on 
which the church was built back in 
1952.   
     Another teacher was Joan Sutter.  
I was young enough that I couldn’t 
say her name right, and my big 
brothers would trick me in to saying 
her name so they could laugh at me 
saying “Joey-Ann”.  
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     As children we had our favorite 
grown-ups to follow on Sunday 
mornings.  There was Dan the-
candy-man Miller.  He always had a 
pocketful of candy and loved to 
share it with eager little kids.  
Another was a young man named 
Floyd Miller.  Floyd was always 
jingling the change in his pocket.  Oh 
the fascination.  He would attract a 
small crowd that wanted to guess 
how much money was in there.  If 
we guessed correctly he would give 
it all to us!  One Sunday morning at 
the back of the auditorium I became 
38 cents richer.  I don’t think I’ll ever 
forget that or the generosity he 
showed to us.  Thanks Floyd.  
     I was baptized at age 8.  My Dad 
baptized me and my cousins, Joyce 
Bontrager and Craig Graber.  We 
met in the basement kitchen for 
baptism classes.  What a special 
time for one-on-one interaction and 
foundational teaching on the what’s 
and why’s of the Christian walk.  We 
felt grown up to sit on the front 
bench on a Sunday morning and feel 
the water run over our heads and 
down our necks with our family and 
friends watching.  Life changing.   
Thanks Dad.   
     Another favorite teacher of mine 
was also someone you might know.  
When I was in the youth group, 
Elwood Miller taught us in a way 
that was new to my Sunday School 
experience.  Instead of retelling well 
known Bible stories, Elwood 
explored conundrums of our 
Christian walk with us.  I never knew 
that there were so many 
interesting, yet puzzling, life lessons 
to be learned from the Bible.  We 
tackled the theory of 
Predestination.  We explored our 
salvation and the line between 
“Once saved, always saved” and a 
fall from grace.  Elwood did not 
lecture.  He asked us questions and 
then grinned as we wrinkled our 

brows and debated through the 
issues.  When we thought we had it 
figured out, he would play “devil’s 
advocate” and have us defend our 
position.  When we started to 
doubt, he would slip in a few wise 
words of scripture and suggest to us 
some things he had learned in his 
life.  I appreciated the teaching that 
challenged our intellect and 
solidified our beliefs, by having us 
figure it out with some guidance.  
Thank you Elwood. 
     As I grow older I look back on my 
growing-up years with a new 
appreciation for the people of 
Riverview.  These people that take 
an active part in our lives are what 
make the church come alive with 
the love of Jesus.   
     When I was single, there were a 
few people that wanted to know if 
there’s a special young lady that 
might be catching my attention.  I 
would say no, no I’m quite single 
and feel happy with that.  Well, Ora 
Hochstetler was sure if there wasn’t 
someone who fit that description, 
maybe I needed some gentle 
prodding to start trying a little 
harder.  He would check with me on 
a regular basis to find out how the 
process was coming along. Ora told 
me he was praying for me, and for 
her, whoever that might be.  It 
became our little ritual that I began 
to look forward to. To the surprise 
of everyone, a beautiful young lady 
from Florida named Arlene cut me 
from the herd and lassoed my heart.  
Thanks for your prayers Ora. 
     Another church family that took 
an interest in me during those days 
was Vern & Alta Borntrager, and 
their children Kirby, & Dawn.  What 
a fun loving family.  I miss you guys.  
One night while eating ice cream at 
the White Pigeon Tasty Freeze with 
the youth group and Vern & Alta, we 
were discussing road rage and other 
driving habits.  Some Indiana 

resident pointed out that every slow 
driver on the road is a Michigan 
driver.  Being a resident of the great 
state of Michigan I felt the need to 
defend my fellow Michiganders.  
Having a checkered driving record, I 
should’ve known better, but 
mentioned that Michigan drivers 
are driving slowly because they’re at 
peace with God and their fellow 
man.  Well, Alta was quite aware of 
my long list of speeding tickets and 
looked at me skeptically and asked, 
“Well then, what’s your problem!?”  
LOL!  Thanks Alta. 
     I’m thankful for these people and 
many others from the past.  They 
are the sycamores that make up our 
lives.  The ever-present, strong and 
resilient people that protected us, 
watched us, and stood strong for us 
in our formative years.  As 
generations pass, we become the 
sycamores, the protectors.  It’s our 
turn to pass along God’s message 
and the wisdom learned in these 
pews and classrooms to the ones 
that will take our places.  Thanks to 
God for Riverview and her people.    
      
  Editor’s note:  A section of the 
sycamore tree now has a home in our 
fellowship hall.  Jerry Bontrager had a 
trunk section made into a table top.  
Count the rings to see how old it was 
when it was cut down.    

      

  Answer to Guess Who?? Chris Miller 
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Kid’s Page  
      By Natasha Beachy 

 
The Question of the day. . . 
“What do you like about our 

church?”   
Silas – That we praise God and that we 

can play with our friends                            

Sophia – Playing 

Zach – That we can play with our 

friends 

Tylar – The worship team 

Marcus – The drums 

Brea – Coffee 

Eliza – Tea 

Laura – Sunday school 

Hannah – That you don’t have to wake 

up at 6am and people don’t judge you 

Ruth L – Our Pastor 

Abigail – Everything 

Daniel – Our Pastor 

Matt – Seeing friends 

Jeremy – Because it’s big 

Kennedy – Singing 

RuthAnne – The fellowship we have 

Silvia – Like to hear the Gospel 

Benjamin – Like to hear the Gospel 

Bella – It’s fun 

Katrina – Our Pastor 

Grace – That we sing songs 

Nathan – Sunday school 

Samuel – Sunday school 

Joke Korner 
             

   Why can't you take a turkey to church?   
      They use FOWL language. 

 
     What kind of music did the Pilgrims like?   Plymouth Rock 

 
What do you get when you cross a turkey with a banjo?   A turkey that can 

pluck itself!  
 

What happened when the turkey got into a fight?  He got the stuffing 
knocked out of him! 

 
What do you call a running turkey?  Fast food.  

 
      Asked to write a composition entitled, "What I'm thankful for on 

Thanksgiving,"  Little Johnny wrote, 
"I am thankful that I'm not a turkey." 

 

          


