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This week I want to introduce a 
very special couple, Jim and Sandy 
Gingerich, the aunt and uncle of 
camp director Ken Bontrager. 

Jim and Sandy have been married 51 
years and are now retired. I had the 
pleasure of an interview with them 
earlier and I will do my best to relay 
a little about them to you.

Jim and Sandy owned a camp 
ground for 13 years and just recently 
sold it. They realized most people 
spend their retirement golfing or 
camping, but personally felt like 
they should volunteer and help 
where they can, while they still can. I sincerely respect that.

Jim and Sandy have been to camp for family reunions and other family events 
through the years. Their daughter Bethany Gingerich also worked at camp one 
summer.

They are staying at camp for one month helping with volunteer work. Jim 
is helping out with maintenance projects and also some tough mechanical 

projects. His help in maintenance 
takes a load off of Sean, our 
maintenance director, and is 
greatly appreciated by all of us. 
Sandy is helping with various 
projects like document scanning 
in the office, sewing curtains 
for Promise Woods cabins and 
planting flowers. Huge thank you 
to this couple as they volunteer 
here at Camp Deerpark. 

What’s Happening at
Camp Deerpark
An Exerpt from the Camp Deerpark Newsletter                      
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I’ve spent a lot of my time lately looking down at the ground. I have been watching the 
ground as I walk with my parents, continually looking for things that might trip them up so 
that I can do my best to protect them from injuring themselves. As I walk with them I am 
seeing things that I never would have if I was walking alone.  But the flip side of that is that 
because my eyes are on the ground there are so many other things around me that I don’t 
see at all.  This revelation was brought to my attention as I was reading Genesis.  The Holy 
Spirit kept pointing out to me people who either lifted their eyes or were told to lift their 
eyes. It wasn’t clear to me why this kept drawing my eye, but I tucked it away to roll around 
in my mind until the Holy Spirit would show me more.  And today, He showed me a bit more.

You see, today stress took over my life.  It is a funny thing how in the height of chaos and 
struggle something in you rises up and helps you to cope.  You put one foot in front of the 
other and somehow you get through.  Then when things get better, minor irritants happen in 
your life and you react as if a bomb went off that destroyed the world.  That is pretty much 
where I am at today.  The last 3 months, between Dad’s accident, Curt’s emergency surgery 
and a few other things tossed in, have been incredibly difficult.  However, God has been so 
visible.  I made a purposeful decision early on to praise God no matter what was happening.   
I will testify that whenever I took time to praise God, layers of struggle would fall off my 
shoulders.  There are no words to fully describe the difference this spiritual discipline made.  
But then things improved, and I let this spiritual discipline begin to slip.

There was enough improvement in my life that I thought I could handle my life with my 
own strength. The last couple of weeks I have been pushing and straining to accomplish 
everything that needs done.  Meanwhile, I haven’t taken the time for God that I need in order 
to maintain the relationship that God desires for me to have with Him.  I’ve been reading my 
Bible and doing my devotions, but I haven’t been taking the time to praise God, to listen for 
His Voice or to share my cares with Him.  And today, God allowed me to crash and burn.

Today, I felt like I was alone.  I have felt like I am failing at everything.  I have felt like I am 
not capable of healthy relationships.  I have felt like I should quit trying to do anything at all 
because I am not capable of accomplishing anything of value.  I have felt like a failure in all 
things.  Today has not been a good day, except when I sat down to write.  That is when the 
Holy Spirit showed me why He was showing me people lifting their eyes or being told to lift 
their eyes.

It was because I needed to start lifting my eyes to Him.  It was because I needed to go back 
to the spiritual discipline of praising God in all situations.  After all, this is a way to lift my 
eyes to God.  I must admit I still don’t feel great about a lot of things in my life, but once I 
started lifting my eyes to God the weight of my feelings lifted off of me.  There is a hope 
from God that He will handle things and lead me through them that is filling my heart.  And I 
am grateful.

I am grateful to the Holy Spirit for laying the groundwork over the last few weeks so that 
when I got to the end of my rope He had my way back all set up.  What a great God we 
have!  What would we do without Him?  So, are you going through a good time right now?  I 
encourage you to lift up your eyes to God and praise Him.  Is your life a struggle right now?  
I encourage you to lift up your eyes to God and praise Him.  Or is your life somewhere in 
between? I encourage you to lift up your eyes to God and praise Him.  If you take your eyes 
off God they will rest on things that are not of God and you will miss what He desires for you 
to see.  So lift up your eyes to God and praise Him.  It will make all the difference! 
As always, in pursuit.

Lift Up Your Eyes and See
by Dawn Wyse
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As I sit here writing this (on May 1st), four men from Kalona Mennonite are outside my 
window mowing my lawn.  I must say it definitely isn’t easy sitting here while others 
volunteer to serve me.  So how did I get here, and what am I learning?  Monday I started 
some pain in my abdomen but it wasn’t really bad, so I ignored it. As it continued, 
I tried some laxative, but that didn’t really make a difference.  Tuesday the pain 
continued and my wife suggested I see a doctor.  I took another laxative.  You know, 
just because it didn’t work last time doesn’t mean it wouldn’t this time.  I ignored her 
advice on the doctor, because I was afraid it would turn into an all-day event, sending 
me for tests etc., only to figure out it was something simple (like maybe I needed a 
better laxative).  Already down a key full-time employee this week, I didn’t think I could 
take any more time off.  Wednesday the pain continued and increased some and Dawn 
called me at work.  “I woke up and ‘gallbladder’ was vividly on my mind, so I googled 
it and that may be what is going on with you,” she said.  I broke down and called my 
doctor in Washington who got me in for a 10:15 appointment.  He didn’t give me a 
lot of indication, but I was right, he wanted me to go have more tests, specifically an 
ultrasound.  I finally got back to work a little after noon only to receive a phone call 
saying they had the ultrasound results and thought I should talk with a surgeon.

I figured if I was talking to a surgeon, I should probably have my wife with me as she 
asks a lot better questions and retains much more of what is said than I ever do, so 
before long we were back in the car headed to Washington.  The surgeon told me that 
my gallbladder needed to come out, but there weren’t any anesthesiologists available 
that late in the afternoon, so I could either wait until the following morning or head to 
Iowa City for surgery that night.  He strongly suggested we go to Iowa City.  I was still 
not overly concerned but agreed to head to Iowa City.  Then he said, “I’m not going 
to send you by ambulance or helicopter, but when you leave here, I don’t want you 
stopping anywhere along the way, not even at home to feed the dog.”  At that point, I 
began to think maybe this was serious.  So, it was off to Mercy Hospital, and at 6:00pm 
I was wheeled into the operating room where I had my gallbladder removed.  Surgery 
went very well and I returned home the following morning 

So, what does all this have to do with four men outside my window mowing my lawn?  
After I was home, I was talking with my daughter and telling her that I didn’t know how 
I was going to get things done.  We had a shelter that needed to be put up for the 
greenhouse and the lawn needed mowed.  There is no way I could do either of those.  
“Ask for help,” she said.  “I can’t ask for help.  Maybe I can hire someone,” I replied.  
“Dad,” she said, “everyone has different gifts.  Some people have the gift of service.  It 
is the gift God has given them and they want to exercise it.  If you don’t ask and allow 
them, you are denying them the opportunity to use their gifts.”  Ouch.  Sometimes 
raising children right comes back to bite you.

She was right, but I was still struggling.  Why?  Because I’m proud.  I don’t like to ask 
for help.  I can do it on my own.  Or I can pay someone.  I don’t need charity.  That’s the 
American way, right?  To do it ourselves, to not rely on others… be a self-made man, 
they say.  And then I thought back to a time I interviewed for a position at a church.  
One of the few times in my life someone has come straight out and asked, “What sin 
do you struggle with in your life?”  And I thought back to my honest reply, “Pride.”  And 
here I was again, too proud to ask for help and at the same time, denying others the 
opportunity to exercise their spiritual gifts.

Lessons in Humility & Service
by Curt Wyse
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Minutes later my daughter called again.  “Don’t be mad at me,” she said, “but I think 
some guys are going to mow your grass.  I said something to one of my Kalona friends, 
and a little later another of my friends told me their dad was already planning on 
coming to mow.”

So here I sit, humbly and thankfully watching as five busy men give up some of their 
time to serve.  It isn’t easy because I am proud, but God and I are working on that and I 
think we’re making progress. Some of these guys are the same ones I asked to help set 
up the other greenhouse shelter at the store.  These guys meet every Friday morning at 
6:00 at JW’s to discuss what they’ve been learning in God’s Word, and because of this 
they are also a group that I’ve gotten to know on a much deeper level.  They are in a 
group text on my phone.  When we wanted extra prayers or to celebrate how God was 
healing John, they are the group I would text.  When Dawn was driving me to Iowa City 
for surgery, they are the group, along with my family, that I informed and asked to pray.

So, l apologize to all of you for my stubbornness and pride, and I apologize for the 
times I have denied you the opportunities to use whatever gifts God has given you.  
Let’s continue to grow together, and if you are not in a small group, please consider 
one.  They are where real Christian community happens.  They are a place where we can 
be honest with our hurts, our shortcomings and our joys.  They are a place to dig into 
God’s Word and learn to know Him better.  And they are a place where we are more 
in tune with the needs of those around us, so we can support our brothers and sisters 
both physically and spiritually when they need our help.  Thanks to everyone at KMC for 
your support, but special thanks to the Friday morning men’s group, which is open to 
anyone who would like to join, for not only helping set up the greenhouse shelter and 
mowing my lawn, but also for helping me address the pride in my life.

(Lessons in Humility & Service)


