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Text: Isaiah 43:10-12 
 

God’s Witness 
 

 It is my privilege to speak to you today about my friend, Dick Goertemiller, and about 
what God has done in Dick’s life.  God touches the life of every person He creates. And in the 
lives of those who let Him, God does marvelous things.   
 
 Dick Goertemiller was born in Pittsburgh and raised in Baltimore.  He worked for 20 
years in advertising art for companies in Baltimore and in High Point, North Carolina.  
Eventually, he wanted to go out on his own.  He and Dixie had been married just a couple of 
years when they got the idea to publish a magazine about life on the Chesapeake Bay.  They 
noticed that there were regional magazines in other parts of the United States, but there 
wasn’t one for the Chesapeake Bay region.  So in May 1971, they launched Bay Magazine, 
which eventually became the Chesapeake Bay Magazine. 
 
 Dick was a right-brain kind of guy.  He thought and operated as an artist.  He was 
great at vision and design.  He painted pretty pictures and told good stories.  But he wasn’t a 
business man.  God blessed Dick with a left-brain wife, Dixie.  Together, they were a very 
effective team.  For their whole 43 years together, they worked side-by-side, mostly right in 
their own home. 
 
 After they sold the Chesapeake Bay Magazine, they continued their association with 
the publisher.  Dixie worked as his assistant, and Dick wrote and illustrated articles.  Dick and 
Dixie loved boating on the bay and finding interesting or romantic or unique places to layover 
for the night.  And that was Dick’s specialty as writer and illustrator.  He wrote about these 
trips and these destinations, marinas and anchorages.  He drew pictures of them.  And this 
grew into the well-known “Guide to Cruising the Chesapeake Bay.”  
  
 When I set out to find a Dick Goertemiller illustration for the cover of today’s bulletin, I 
found watercolors by the score from articles in the magazine.  There were his illustrated 
aerial maps, and his boating scenes and bayside pictures.  It was a joy to see them all, telling 
their many different stories. 
 
 Dick was a musical artist as well.  He was a tenor in our church choir, and a charter 
member of the Northern Neck Bay Tones of Kilmarnock, Virginia.  The Bay Tones are a 
Barber Shop society whose members sing their distinctive four-part harmony in a chorus and 
in quartets.  Dick sang baritone in the Riversong quartet. The Bay Tones have become a 
signature of our area, and I see a few members here today. 
 
 In 1989, Dick was diagnosed with Leukemia.  He underwent aggressive 
chemotherapy.  It was an up and down ordeal.  He was in remission and relapse four times 
over the next two years.  He suffered many of the debilitating effects of chemotherapy, and 
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he contracted hepatitis C.  Ultimately, Dick was healed.  But because of all the relapses, it 
took people two years to recognize that he was actually healed.  Many of us knew Dick as the 
miracle man, not only for this episode but for other deadly challenges his body survived over 
the years. 
 
 He has been in failing health for many months now, and he finally succumbed on 
January 15, 2013, with Dixie at his side day and night for his last 9 weeks.  As always, they 
were as close as any two human beings can be. 
 
 There was something I wondered about Dick as I watched him over those final weeks..  
Everyone knew him as a fighter when it came to his health.  He seemed to will himself to live 
when others would have given up.  I wondered why Dick clung so vehemently to life, even 
though he knew that what awaited him in the hereafter was beyond wonderful.  We all know 
the scripture:  “Eye has not seen, nor ear heard, nor the mind of man conceived what God 
has prepared for those who love Him.” (I Corinthians 2:9) 
 
 Dixie had an 80th birthday party for Dick on Thanksgiving weekend.  Right after that, 
he was taken to the hospital for about the fourth time in a couple of months.  On Wednesday 
of the following week, he said to Dixie, “I’m ready to go.”  Susan Thomas was there with 
them.  Dixie and Susan grabbed hands over Dick’s legs, and they prayed, commending him 
into God’s hands.  About 20 minutes went by, and Dick opened his eyes and said, “But not 
just yet.”  
  
 Why did Dick work so hard to cheat death?  I think it was because he saw this life 
through eyes that perceived its beauty.  
 

• His visual art testified to that. 

• He celebrated beauty in music. 

• His love for Dixie and hers for him was beautiful. 

• He found beauty in children, whom he loved. 

• The love of his church family was a beautiful thing. 

 Dick understood what eternal life is.  It is that gift that God has prepared for those who 
love Him.  It is, on the one hand, the promise of everlasting life after death.  And it is also the 
new kind of life we enjoy right here and right now. 
 
 A few moments ago we read these words from the Prophet Isaiah: 
 

This is what the Lord says,..... “Fear not, for I have redeemed you; I have summoned 
you by name; you are mine.  When you pass through the waters, I will be with you; 
and when you pass through the rivers, they will not sweep over you.  When you walk 
through the fire, you will not be burned; the flames will not set you ablaze.” [Isaiah 
43:1-2] 
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 Through the grace of God, the waters never overwhelmed Dick, and the flames never 
set him ablaze.  When Dick was about 11 years old, he seriously injured his hand, severing 
all the tendon to his fingers and the main nerves.  After the doctor did what he could to repair 
the damage, he told young Dick that if he was ever going to have the use of that hand, he 
would have to do some regular exercise.  He suggested that Dick start drawing things, 
everything he could think of.  And that is how, instead of a man with a crippled hand, Dick 
became an artist.  
  
 Dick was able to be joyful and thankful in the midst of illness, loss and disappointment.  
Dick had many challenges in life:  
  

• The heartbreak of a failed first marriage. 

• The loss of loved ones. 

• Disillusionment with the advertising business 

• He was never a rich man; he always had to be careful with money. 

• And his body was threatened repeatedly by illness and weakened by treatment. 

And yet,  

o He was always optimistic.   

o He had a disarming smile.   

o He always had a joke to tell.   

o He always had time to listen to you.   

o He was a man of gentleness and peace.   

o And he was quick to give thanks and praise to God for the many blessings he enjoyed. 

 That same passage in Isaiah ends with God calling His people to be His witnesses: 

12 I have revealed and saved and proclaimed— 
    I, and not some foreign god among you. 
You are my witnesses,” declares the Lord, “that I am God. [Isaiah 43:12] 
 

 Dick was a witness to the existence of God, the goodness of God, and the hope of 
those who put their trust in Him.  It was his wish that he would be remembered as a man who 
loved his Lord, Jesus.  I think he will be remembered that way.  Are there any people here 
from the Cursillo community?  Dick and Dixie attended the first Cursillo weekend in central 
Virginia in 1980.  This 3-day conference is a short course in Christianity.  It emphasizes the 
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love God has for us, and the love that God manifests in the community of His believers.  I 
can’t help but think that is when the seed was planted that made Dick say that he wanted to 
be remembered as a man who loved the Lord. 
 
 Not all of you share Dick Goertemiller’s Christian faith.  Some of you may think that 
Christianity is about pie in the sky by and by.  You may see it as believing in a God who asks  
people to give up a lot of fun things and He will reward you by letting you go to heaven when 
you die. 
 
 That isn’t our faith at all.  We believe in Jesus, the Son of God, who came into this 
world to rescue us from our sin and all its catastrophic consequences.  We believe that when 
we put our faith in Him, He doesn’t just give us a ticket to heaven when we die; He gives us 
a new life in the here and now.  He doesn’t set us on easy street. 
 

• We still get sick  

• and have accidents  

• We still suffer loss  

• and disappointment 

• and heartbreak. 

 But  

o We can face each day with hope and joy, as Dick did, because: 
 

o We know that God loves us; 
 

o And that He is in charge of our life, 
 

o And that He will never leave us or forsake us. 
 

o And we know that life has meaning, rich, satisfying meaning. 
 

 And, at the same time, we can be confident that when the day comes to let go of this 
life, we will smoothly move on to an everlasting life that makes this one pale by comparison. 
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 When I look at that picture on the front of the bulletin for today’s service, I see Dick 
and Dixie on that boat.  They are anchored somewhere in a quiet cove on the Wye River.  
That’s Dick on the bow, pointing up at the shooting stars.  And I picture him sitting back down 
next to Dixie and saying, “It doesn’t get any better than this.”   
 
 What beauty God has created for us to enjoy.  But on the other side, to which Dick has 
now sailed on, it does get better than this—much better.  For “no eye has seen, nor ear 
heard, nor has the mind of man conceived what God has prepared for those who love Him.” 
  
  Dick left us a lot of things to remember him by.  But his best gift was his witness to the 
goodness and love of God.  There is no God like the one we know in Jesus Christ.  If we will 
let Him, 
 

o He will transform our lives,  

o He will open our eyes to His beauty, 

o and He will take us to that place where the beauty is beyond anything we can imagine. 

 
  © The Rev. Jeffrey O. Cerar, 2013 

Illustration by Richard C. Goertemiller from The Chesapeake Bay Magazine, August 2007 
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