
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   

When you visit us… 

You can expect to find your friendly neighbor, assembled to  
worship God the Father, and proclaim the love and grace He has 
given to us; and remember Jesus, the Christ, our example—our 
Savior.  We will strive always to provoke love and good deeds of 
one another. 

As in the 1st Century New Testament Church, our worship to 
God is simple - without mankind’s rituals.  You will find a 
wholesome respect for the Word of God as inspired by the Holy 
Spirit. We study only the Holy Scriptures—no human creeds will 
be used by us.  

In addition to the worship of our Creator, we strive to fulfill 
our Savior’s stated plan for us by sharing His Gospel message 
with this community and throughout the world.   

Sermons every Sunday will be based wholly upon the Word 
of God.  They will be Christ - centered and Biblically based so we 
can develop a deepening relationship with God through our 
understanding and personal involvement with Him and His truth 
in our everyday life. 
 

October 6, 2019 

 

Pulpit Minister—Stanten Sikes 
P.O.  Box 1479   *  16310 County Road 306   *   Buena Vista, CO 

81211 
(719) 395-8753   *   email: mvccbv@hotmail.com     

www.mountainviewchurchofchrist.org 
 

 Sunday                          Wednesday 
10:00 am ….Bible Class  7:00 pm…..Devotional                  
11:00 am…..Assembly                       or Bible Class              
Noon…………Fellowship Meal                                                                                                                
1:30 pm…….Devotional                                                                                                                
 

October 13, 2019 
Greeters: Larry Fulton Len Gates 

Announcements:  Ian Stewart 

Song Leader: Dan Greene 

Opening Prayer:  Stacey Moss 

Closing Prayer:  Terry Reader 

Lord’s Table:  Ken Davis Al Olguin 

 Dan Greene Pete Miller 

Coordinator:  Stacey Moss 

 Mission Work Areas 
Quito, Ecuador 

Mazatlán, Mexico 

 
Reitoca & San Carlos, Honduras 

 

Elders 
Stanten Sikes (719) 395-8689 
Ian Stewart (720) 878-2919 
Terry Reader (719) 486-3147 

    Deacons 
Wayne Bartlow (719) 395-2520 
Pete Miller (719) 221-0162 
Stacey Moss (719) 395-9294 
Ken Davis (719) 748-8654 
Kelly Beek (719) 342-5856 
Larry Fulton (719) 398-9987 
  
  

 

If you have bulletin information or updates, please send them to Terry 

or Linda Reader 

 Terry’s contact       (719)242-1843 tdr1960@yahoo.com  

 Linda’s contact        (928)965-5708 lntreader@q.com 
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October Birthdays October Anniversaries 

Anniversaries 
8 Landry Gates 4 Judy & Jim Taylor 

9 Linda Vardas 7 Mia & Ken Davis 

10 Doug Ward   

12 Gena Beeson   

20 Katie Isham   

23 Max Atha   

    

    

                                

 

 

            

 
New Prayer Requests 

Melissa Wagle (Fulton’s daughter) – has suffered two seizures for unknown 
reason. She is being seen by a neurologist. Please pray for that family.   

Judeen Petersen – has been diagnosed with cancer. Please keep her and Gene, 
as well as the doctors, in your prayers.  

Todd Collins (Petersens’ nephew) – Has been released and the doctor believes 
he is going to have a full recovery.  

Marilyn Strickland (friend of the Petersens) – Is doing well with her recovery.   

 

 

 

 

Long Term Prayer List 
Ron Hansen Richard Pedrie 

Jeri Obias (Colleen’s sister) Steve Iverson (friend of Petersens) 

Lauren Stewart Martha Kelly 

Ian Stewart  Marilyn Bartlow 

Julie Wilson (Rosie’s Sister) Wayne Bartlow 

Norma Bartlow Jan Paddock 

Greg Pyle Dwayne Reader (leukemia) 

Mike Cavasos (shoulder injury) Joan Lawrence (stroke) 

Beth Pedrie Christy Reader & kids – Preston & 
Penelope (custody issue) Gail Petersen (prostate cancer) 
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============================================= 

**** TODAY **** 
Semi-Annual Potluck & Singing  

with  

Poncha Springs Church of Christ 

This is our fall get together here at 

Mountain View Church of Christ 

Immediately following our morning services 
========================================= 
 

The Old Fisherman 

Our house was directly across the street from the clinic entrance of 

Johns Hopkins Hospital in Baltimore. We lived downstairs and rented 

the upstairs rooms to out-patients at the clinic. 

One summer evening as I was fixing supper, there was a knock at the 

door. I opened it to see a truly awful looking man. “Why, he’s hardly 

taller than my eight-year-old,” I thought as I stared at the stooped 

shriveled body. But the appalling thing was his face — lopsided from 

swelling, red and raw. 

Yet his voice was pleasant as he said, “Good evening. I’ve come to see 

if you’ve a room for just one night. I came for a treatment this 

morning from the eastern shore, and there’s no bus ‘til morning.” 

He told me he’d been hunting for a room since noon but with no 

success, no one seemed to have a room. “I guess it’s my face...I know 

it looks terrible, but my doctor says with a few more treatments...” 

For a moment I hesitated, but his next words convinced me: “I could 

sleep in this rocking chair on the porch. My bus leaves early in the 

morning.” I told him we would find him a bed, but to rest on the 

porch. We went inside and finished getting supper. When we were 

ready, I asked the old man if he would join us. “No thank you. I have 

plenty.” And he held up a brown paper bag. 

When I had finished the dishes, I went out on the porch to talk with 

him a few minutes. It didn’t take a long time to see that this old man 

had an oversized heart crowded into that tiny body. He told me he 

fished for a living to support his daughter, her five children, and her 

husband, who was hopelessly crippled from a back injury. 

He didn’t tell it by way of complaint; in fact, every other sentence was 

prefaced with a thanks to God for a blessing. He was grateful that no 

pain accompanied his disease, which was apparently a form of skin 

cancer. He thanked God for giving him the strength to keep going. At 

bedtime, we put a camp cot in the children’s room for him. 

When I got up in the morning, the bed linens were neatly folded and 

the little man was out on the porch. He refused breakfast, but just 

before he left for his bus, haltingly, as if asking a great favor, he said, 

“Could I please come back and stay the next time I have a treatment? 

I won’t put you out a bit. I can sleep fine in a chair.” He paused a 

moment and then added, “Your children made me feel at home. 

Grownups are bothered by my face, but children don’t seem to 

mind.” 

I told him he was welcome to come again. And on his next trip he 

arrived a little after seven in the morning. As a gift, he brought a big 

fish and a quart of the largest oysters I had ever seen. He said he had 

shucked them that morning before he left so that they’d be nice and 

fresh. I knew his bus left at 4:00 a.m. and I wondered what time he 

had to get up in order to do this for us. 

In the years he came to stay overnight with us there was never a time 

that he did not bring us fish or oysters or vegetables from his garden. 

Other times we received packages in the mail, always by special 

delivery; fish and oysters packed in a box of fresh young spinach or 

kale, every leaf carefully washed. Knowing that he must walk three 

miles to mail these, and knowing how little money he had made the 

gifts doubly precious. 

When I received these little remembrances, I often thought of a 

comment our next-door neighbor made after he left that first 

morning. “Did you keep that awful looking man last night? I turned 

him away! You can lose roomers by putting up such people!” Maybe 

we did lose roomers once or twice. But oh! If only they could have 

known him, perhaps their illness would have been easier to bear. I 

know our family always will be grateful to have known him; from him 

we learned what it was to accept the bad without complaint and the 

good with gratitude to God. 

Recently I was visiting a friend who has a greenhouse. As she showed 

me her flowers, we came to the most beautiful one of all, a golden 

chrysanthemum, bursting with blooms. But to my great surprise, it 

was growing in an old dented, rusty bucket. I thought to myself, “If 

this were my plant, I’d put it in the loveliest container I had!” 

 My friend changed my mind. “I ran short of pots,” she explained, 

“and knowing how beautiful this one would be, I thought it wouldn’t 

mind starting out in this old pail. It’s just for a little while, till I can put 

it out in the garden.” 

 She must have wondered why I 

laughed so delightedly, but I was 

imagining just such a scene in 

heaven. “Here’s an especially 

beautiful one,” God might have 

said when he came to the soul of 

the sweet old fisherman. “He 

won’t mind starting in this small 

body.” All this happened long ago 

— and now, in God’s garden, how 

tall this lovely soul must stand. 

 

The LORD does not look at the things man looks at. Man looks at the 

outward appearance, but the LORD looks at the heart” (1 Samuel 

16:7).  

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

 For your calendar……   
Sunday, Sept. 29  Mazatlan – Special Contribution 

Sunday, Oct. 6  Lunch & Singing with Poncha @ 
Mt. View Church of Christ 

Postponed- TBD  BBQ & Singing @ the Fulton’s 

TBD   Congregational Workday 
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