
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   

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. 
 

December 8, 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                                                                                                                
 

December 15, 2019 
Greeters: Terry Reader Ken Davis 

Announcements:  Pete Miller 

Song Leader: Terry Reader 

Opening Prayer:  Ian Stewart 

Closing Prayer:  Pete Miller 

Lord’s Table:  Joe Autry Stacey Moss 

 Dan Greene Larry Fulton 

Coordinator:  Terry Reader 

 

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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________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________ 

December Birthdays December Anniversaries 

Anniversaries 
2 Al Olguin   

5 Gabriel Davis   

5 Judy Taylor   

13 Larry Fulton   

14 Sybil Atha   

23 Sandy Cavasos   

23 Jessica Cavasos   

23 Teclia Cunningham   

25 Linda Beek   

27 Steve Carricato   

                                

 

 

            

 
New Prayer Requests 

Margie Miller – broken ankle and possibly a broken wrist 

Judeen Petersen – biopsy came back clean. She will have some radiation 
treatments as preventive medicine.  

Melissa Wagle (Fulton’s daughter) – Believe the problems were due to pain 
medications.  

Judy Fulton – torn meniscus and fracture in her shin. Her pain is manageable 
but she is to stay off her feet. 

 

 

 

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) 

Beth Pedrie Joan Lawrence (stroke) 

Marilyn Strickland Christy Reader & kids – Preston & 
Penelope (custody issue) Ann Nettles  

Eunice Nettles (Dave’s Mom) – 103 
yrs. Old – broken hip 

Zoe Ann & Sarah Kozak – Kidney issues 
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A Cab Ride 
Twenty years ago, I drove a cab for a living. Early one morning, I was 
dispatched to a fare. When I arrived at 
2:30 a.m., the building was dark except 
for a single light in a ground floor 
window. Under these circumstances, 
many drivers would just honk once or 
twice, wait a minute, then drive away. 

But I had seen too many impoverished people who depended on taxis as 
their only means of transportation. Unless a situation smelled of danger, 
I always went to the door. This passenger might be someone who needs 
my assistance, I reasoned to myself. 

So I walked to the door and knocked. “Just a minute,” answered a frail, 
elderly voice. I could hear something being dragged across the floor. 

After a long pause, the door opened. A small woman who seemed to be 
well into her 80’s stood before me. She was wearing a print dress and a 
pillbox hat with a veil pinned on it, like somebody out of a 1940’s movie. 

By her side was a small nylon suitcase. The apartment looked as if no one 
had lived in it for years. All the furniture was covered with sheets. There 
were no clocks on the walls, no knick-knacks or utensils on the counters. 
In the corner was a cardboard box filled with photos and glassware. 

“Would you please carry my bag out to the car?” she said. 

I took the suitcase to the cab, then returned to assist the woman. She 
took my arm and we walked slowly toward the curb. She kept thanking 
me for my kindness. 

“It’s nothing,” I told her. “I just try to treat my passengers the way I would 
want my mother treated.” 

“Oh, you’re such a good boy,” she said. 

When we got in the cab, she gave me an address, then asked, “Could you 
drive through downtown?” 

“It’s not the shortest way,” I answered quickly. 

“Oh, I don’t mind,” she said. “I’m in no hurry. I’m on my way to a 
hospice”. 

I looked in the rearview mirror. Her eyes were glistening. “I don’t have 
any family left,” she continued. “The doctor says I don’t have very long.” 

I quietly reached over and shut off the meter. 

“What route would you like me to take?” I asked. 

For the next two hours, we drove through the city. She showed me the 
building where she had once worked as an elevator operator. We drove 

through the neighborhood where she and her husband had lived when 
they were newlyweds. She had me pull up in front of a furniture 
warehouse that had once been a ballroom where she had gone dancing 
as a girl. Sometimes she’d ask me to slow in front of a particular building 
or corner and would sit staring into the darkness, saying nothing. 

As the first hint of the sun tinting the horizon, she suddenly said, “I’m 
tired. Let’s go now.” 

We drove in silence to the address she had given me. It was a low 
building, like a small convalescent home, with a driveway that passed 
under a portico. Two orderlies came out to the cab as soon as we pulled 
up. They were solicitous and intent, watching her every move. They must 
have been expecting her. 

I opened the trunk and took the small suitcase to the door. The woman 
was already seated in a wheelchair. 

“How much do I owe you?” she asked, reaching into her purse. 

“Nothing,” I said. 

“You have to make a living,” she answered. 

“There are other passengers,” I responded. Almost without thinking, I 
bent and gave her a hug. 

She held onto me tightly. “You gave an old woman a little moment of 
joy,” she said. “Thank you.” 

I squeezed her hand, then walked into the dim morning light. Behind me, 
a door shut. It was the sound of the closing of a life. 

I didn’t pick up any more passengers that shift. I drove aimlessly, lost in 
thought. For the rest of that day, I could hardly talk. What if that woman 
had gotten an angry driver, or one who was impatient to end his shift? 
What if I had refused to take the run, or had honked once, then driven 
away? 

On a quick review, I don’t think that I have done anything more important 
in my entire life. We’re conditioned to think that our lives revolve around 
great moments, but in reality, great moments catch us unaware -- 
beautifully wrapped in what others may consider only a fleeting or small 
one. People may not remember exactly what you did; some will not 
remember what you said. But they will always remember how you made 
them feel. 

If you share this with your friends, there is no promise that anything 
spectacular will happen to you in two days, five days, or even ten days. 
But just perhaps you will have helped make the world a little kinder and 
more compassionate.  

- author: an unknown cab driver with a great heart 

NEXT WEEKEND  

Youth Service Project 

Saturday, December 14 – 1:30-4:00 

The Youth Group is planning a service project for the nursing 

home in Salida. They will meet at the church at 1:30 PM to put 

together the gift bags containing holiday socks and handmade 

Christmas ornaments and then they will head to the Columbine 

Manor in Salida.  

If anyone would like to contribute to help defray costs, it 

would be appreciated.  Also volunteers to aid in the 

construction of the ornaments will be needed. The youth group 

would like to invite the congregation to accompany them to the 

nursing home on the day of the event.  

 For your calendar……   
1st Wednesday Singing  Dec. 11th – 7:00 PM 

Youth Project – Columbine 
Manor 

 Dec. 14th – 1:30 PM – 4:00 PM 

New Year’s Eve Party  Dec. 31st – 7:00 PM 

   

   

 
 


