
Several people have asked me when I was going to fea-
ture myself in Koinonia. I would typically reply, “When 
there is a popular mandate.” Well, I’ve been informed by a 

couple of folks that that mandate has arrived. I decided 
that instead of simply putting myself and Sheila’s smiling 
faces and bios on a page in this publication, I would in-
clude my brother Chuck. Then the thought struck me, 
Why not do a Paulus family issue? My mother, Alice Paulus, 
was well known and respected in this church for over 40 
years and several people here new her well. I don’t’ think 
that to say mom was a pillar within the walls of FPC would 
be an understatement. Many have stated that sentiment to 
the family. It seems right to me that to dedicate an issue to 
Alice Paulus and the legacy she left to FPC would be both 
proper and perhaps inspiring to the readers of this church. 
You, dear reader, be the judge of that sentiment. 

My sister, Joanne, is also featured. Joanne has a strong 
emotional bond with FPC and has been an enthusiastic 
supporter of our church over many years. She lives in 
Portland, Oregon. 

Bob Paulus 

 In speaking about Alice, 
I’m sure that I could be 
speaking about many peo-
ple who our Lord has 
blessed our church with 
over decades of service. 

She left a legacy of devo-
tion, motherhood, and discipleship that 
inspires the heart and mind to emulate. 

I recall several names mom would refer 
to frequently—Thelma, Mary Beth, Helen, 
and Flossy to mention a few. What did Al-
ice and these peoples have in common that 
causes them to stand out like beacons of 
devotion and servitude in the pages of the 
history of FPC? I like to think they had a 
light in them— a brightly burning flame of 
humility, devotion, and servitude to others 
that can only be properly described as the 
light of Christ. 

Alice’s strengths were honed in the Wis-
consin dairy land where she was raised. She 
loved to sing in the choir and her broad 
abilities complimented the harmony reso-
nating in the sanctuary Sunday mornings. 
Alice was very active in PW, experiencing 
the various name changes of that noble 
organization over decades of service. Since 
she was a teacher for over 40 years, Alice 
brought her education skills to our church 
and taught Sunday School and Vacation 
Bible School. She was the treasurer of the 
Lambda chapter of Delta Kappa Gamma (a 
teacher’s organization) for 22 years. Alice 

served on Session and the Deacons and was 
almost always present at the Women’s Bi-
ble Study group. In the days when FPC ran 
a cafeteria in the basement for outreach 
into the community and to raise funds for 
the operation of the church, Alice would be 
there cooking, serving, and greeting all with 
the wit and charm she was famous for. 

I was looking for comments concerning 
my mom from people who knew her well 
within the church. I think Donna Maddux 
summed up the sentiment I’ve heard from 
several concerning her: “Most importantly, 
she was first and foremost an elemen-
tary teacher. That's someone who under-
stands the big picture in order to share the 
portion the student is prepared to ab-
sorb. She saw the good in people and never 
gave up on anyone! She was always helping 
others to develop their potential, even 
those who didn't see it in themselves. Alt-
hough she couldn't have always been hav-
ing a good day, I never knew her to be 
mean-spirited in any way.  

I don't think she did music as a disci-
pline as some do.  My sense is that she did 
music for the sheer love of it!!!  I believe 
she left herself in music and let her soul fly! 

Finally, Alice was consistent!  She wasn't 
self righteous at church and arrogant at 
school.  She was the personification of Mi-
cah 6: 6-8, the General Assembly's chosen 
verses for 2008-2010. DO JUSTICE, LOVE 

KINDNESS, AND 
WALK HUMBLY 
WITH YOUR 
GOD!” 

A lot of people 
speak of personal 
values. Joanne, 
Chuck, and I have 
examined the 
values we share 
and the contribu-
tion our mom 
provided in shap-
ing who we are. 
Faults abound, to be sure; however, much 
remains within our being that has the char-
acteristics of the values of our mother and, 
I hope, a glimmer of that radiant light with-
in of our Lord that radiated so brilliantly 
from her.  

I’ve heard it said that people who are 
truly humble are the last ones to know it. 
They are that detached from themselves to 
notice— how am I doing? I believe this 
term called humility describes Alice Paulus. 

The Paulus family carries the  legacy of 
Alice Paulus. But that legacy extends to 
FPC as well, embedded in its foundational 
values and people who worship within its 
walls. May we aspire to live up to it in 
heart, mind, body, and spirit. 

 Alice Paulus 
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“The First Presbyterian Church was 
home base to my mother, Alice Paulus. The 
church provided her with: 

 

 A venue to worship Christ 

 An extended family 

 Social network 

 Opportunities for community ser-
vice 

 And a basis for the values and 
principles she lived and passed on 
to her children.  She taught us that 
the church was our home base too. 

 

“Alice and her family moved to White-
fish in 1945.  My brother Chuck and I were 
immediately enrolled in Sunday School; he 
was two years old and I was four. At that 
time, Whitefish was a small unsophisticat-
ed town with several churches. But as I 

recall, the Presbyterian Church was home 
base to many families. The youth group 
was large and provided wonderful activities 
for us in high school. My favorite leader 
was Marlene Barnes who we quickly initiat-
ed her first year teaching in Whitefish.   

“I moved from Whitefish to attend nurs-
ing school in Spokane where I met my hus-
band. We returned to home base to be mar-
ried. During our 25 year marriage, we en-
joyed many wonderful summer and winter 
vacations in Whitefish.  While in town, we 
brought our children to home base where 
they were welcomed and made to feel spe-
cial by being allowed to light the candles 
and where my youngest, who was baptized 
in the church, sang Jesus Loves Me during 
Sunday service. I still have the tapes of her 
small voice singing in the same place I 
learned to sing the hymns I continue to 
love. 

“My husband passed away a number of 
years ago.  When he became ill, the first call 
I made was to my mother who marshaled 
the prayer chains at home base. Reverend 

Laird, who was the pastor who married us 
was then living in Portland; he conducted 
my husband’s memorial service. After his 
death, I was sustained by the prayers and 
notes I received from the church family 
who had not forgotten me even though I 
lived many miles from home base. 

“When I was a child, I remember the 
excitement and pride we had when the 
chimes were installed in OUR church.  
Their lovely music pealed throughout our 
town celebrating Christ each Sunday and 
Christian holidays. I was heartsick the Sun-
day I visited and realized they had been 
removed.  By then my mother had passed 
away but I felt especially close to her when 
I visited home base. I was honored when I 
had the opportunity to make a donation to 
replace the chimes in her memory.    

“In my heart, the First Presbyterian 
Church in Whitefish is home base – what a 
wonderful legacy my mother gave me!” 

J o a n n e  P a u l u s  H a z e l :  

“I was born and raised in Stockton, Cali-
fornia. My dad was a physician and my 
mom a Book Keeper. When I was three 
years old, my parents got a divorce. It was a 
hard experience for me. They both remar-
ried by the time I was seven to spouses who 
had several children so I had quite a few 
step brothers and sisters.  

“I lived between two different homes but 
my fondest memories are of spending time 
with my dad each summer. We would go up 

into the Mendocino Mountains for a 
month. Our whole archery club would go. 
The men would go hunting and the women 
stayed in camp and basically took it over. 
There was a big swimming hole and us kids 
would spend the whole day jumping off the 
big rocks and swimming. It was great! 

“I went to archery tournaments the rest 
of the year with the Inland Bow Hunters 
Association. We competed all over north-
ern California and I ended up being the 

Junior Champion for the Region. 

“After I graduated from High School, I 
went to nursing school in Stockton. My dad 
had terminal cancer and he wanted me to 
become a nurse. I wanted to be a Marine 
Biologist but I couldn’t refuse my dad’s 
request and money wasn’t available for 
university schooling anyway. When I was 
twenty years old, my dad died and it devas-
tated me. 

“While in nursing training, I got mar-

S h e i l a  P a u l u s :  

Bob Paulus Chuck Paulus Sheila Paulus 

A legacy:  

The Paulus’s: 

Joanne sent this tribute about our mother and her legacy. Since she does not live here and isn’t a member of FPC, she did 

not want her photo displayed. I have respected her wishes. 
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B o b  P a u l u s :  

“I’m another of those semi-rare natives. 
I was born in Whitefish, graduated from 
high school, and worked in the Flathead 
Valley all my life. The only time I spent any 
length of time away from the Flathead was 
when I served a stint in the Air Force—
stationed in the Mohave Desert.  I felt 
picked on so I saw a psychiatrist and relat-
ed horror stories of heavy drinking, depres-
sion, and anxiety that were increasing dai-
ly. He decided the service was not for me 
and granted a discharge. Oh, I wasn’t mak-
ing anything up. I really did experience all I 
related and it was a blessing I got out. 

“After the military, I decided to go to 
college at FVCC. Since my head was pretty 
messed up, I didn’t really apply myself but 
ended up with an AA degree in Human 
Services, which in itself, was basically 
worthless in the job market. 

“I was married while at FVCC. Neither of 
us was mature enough to realize that love 
don’t pay the rent and struggling financial-

ly was a daily routine. 

“Realizing that being a professional ca-
reerist was not my calling, I reasoned that I 
functioned best working at labor jobs. I had 
wanted to be a logger for years. I fancied 
myself as a macho, mean, lean Sawyer fall-
ing the big pines that’d make the ground 
shake. Of course I, like most people in their 
twenties, couldn’t envision beyond five or 
six years looking toward the future so I 
talked myself into a Sawyer’s job, bought a 
chain saw, and went off to riches and glo-
ry— darn near starved! Didn’t make a dime 
the first two months and we had just had a 
baby. But I finally got the hang of falling 
trees and made good money at it. However, 
after a year of this, the Aluminum Plant 
was hiring and the reality of aching joints, 
muscles, and daily risk of life and limb took 
hold and I made the move to the Plant. I 
also had two sons to support.  

“I worked at CFAC for 25 years. My mar-
riage ended in 1985 and I descended into a 

black hole of depression, anxiety, booze, 
and paranoia. The truly bright spot of all 
this was the experience of becoming a 
Christian. This happened immediately after 
the divorce but the black hole yawed before 
me anyway and I sank ever deeper into the 
abyss. I recall sitting in church services 
with a horrible hangover every time I at-
tended and praying God would heal me of 
the drinking curse. He seemed not in the 
least interested in getting involved in my 
problem and I sunk ever deeper.  

“In 1986, I experienced a miracle. I had 
awoken in my one room apartment with a 
head-killing hangover from the previous 
night’s binge. There was no memory of 
coming home and I went to my truck look-
ing for dents or worse realizing I had expe-
rienced my first black-out. I felt helpless 
and hopeless. 

“I went to a bible study that night but my 
mind was somewhere else. For the first 
time in my adult life, I was acutely aware 

ried. After graduating and becoming an 
RN, I worked mostly in New Born and In-
tensive Care Nurseries. We had a daughter, 
Keirsten, in 1967. Stockton was a danger-
ous place to raise a child with the drugs and 
violence in the schools and my husband 
had family living in Whitefish. We heard 
Whitefish was a good place to raise 
Keirsten so we moved here in 1979. By that 
time I was burned out on nursing and nev-
er wanted to go back to it again. 

“My marriage ended in 1982. I worked at 
various jobs but needed to make more 
money. Keirsten wanted to go to college so 
I went back to nursing at North Valley Hos-
pital. 

“Nursing was something I never liked 
but I always liked gardening. I retired from 
nursing in 1995 and went into Landscap-
ing. It paid well and was fun to do. After 
receiving an inheritance and with money I 
had invested, I was able to retire in 2002. 

“When I first moved here, I was not a 
Christian. Keirsten became a Christian and 
influenced me to explore the faith. At first, 
I attended the Catholic Church but the doc-
trine and teachings didn’t agree with me. 
Diane Helgath, who was a friend from the 
hospital, invited me to go with her to FPC. I 
was a new Christian and found the experi-
ence to be uplifting and I’ve never wanted 
to go anywhere else. I felt like I was home. 

The teachings and doctrine of the Presby-
terian seemed true and the people were 
wonderful. I was accepted for who I was—
an insecure single mom who needed that 
acceptance. 

“I served as a Deacon for a couple of 
years but found it overwhelming. It was a 
mistake to take the position because I was 
too new to the faith and my working hours 
interfered with me doing a very good job. I 
presently serve on the Education Commit-
tee and enjoy helping organize things to do 
at the church like the No-Motor-Boaters 
outings. I’ve attended the Wednesday 
morning bible study since I first started 
going here. 

“I recall meeting Bob when I first started 
attending. I felt attracted to him but being a 
newly divorced woman recovering from a 
horrible marriage experience— I would run 
from any single guy. 

“In the fall of 2004, God worked a major 
change in my heart. Suddenly, I was aware 
that I no longer wanted to be alone. In the 
spring of 2005, I noticed Bob working in 
the church office and we’d occasionally 
visit. One day he asked me to go kayaking 
and I jumped at the chance. We were mar-
ried in March of 2006. I’ve found that be-
ing a Paulus is quite an experience. The 
family is wonderful. They’re a little weird, 
very eccentric, and very blunt but I’ve never 

met any of them I didn’t like. Their charac-
teristics are rubbing off on me. 

“Kayaking is a passion for me. I also 
enjoy gardening and reading. 

“I’ve been asked about what changes I 
would like to see at FPC. What comes to 
mind is: I wish it were more like the neigh-
borhood where Bob and I live. Everybody is 
sociable and eager to help each other. Pri-
vacy is respected but we take care of each 
other. It is a real community and feels like 
one. I would like to see our church display 
more of this neighborly community atmos-
phere and not just Sunday services and 
morning and evening classes. We do occa-
sionally meet together outside of the 
church building but only infrequently.  I 
would like to see our members more in-
volved in each other’s lives on a personal 
level. 

“In closing, I’d like to say to my brothers 
and sisters in Christ at FPC— grow where 
you’re planted. I think there is too much 
worry about drawing young families with 
children into our church. We can focus on 
what God has provided us with the people 
who walk through the door. They are there 
for a purpose and I’d like to see us focus on 
what we have instead of worrying over 
what we don’t have.” 
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that I had NO desire to drink! Now, it’s 
pretty easy to stay away from something 
that you don’t want and I’ve been sober 
ever since. I am convinced that God worked 
his wonder that day.  

“Mom raised me to attend Sunday 
school and youth group at FPC. I can’t say I 
ever liked it but mom persuaded (forced) 
me to go until I graduated. After my con-
version, it was natural that I return to my 
roots at FPC. I thought it might be different 
now that I’m truly enthusiastic about Jesus. 
It didn’t take long for me to realize that 
nothing had changed. The church hadn’t 
changed and neither had I, at least when it 
came to meeting for  Sunday worship. 

“The institutional church never appealed 
to me. Lord knows how I tried to fit in and 
get something out of it like other folks said 
they did. After a couple of years, I dropped 
out. I simply couldn’t stand being what I 
perceived as a pew potato. 

“For about 18 years, I lived the Lone 
Ranger Christian experience. I can say 
with confidence that it is very difficult to 
live the Christian life alone! Most Chris-
tians need other Christians. I say most be-

cause I won’t put God in a box (He’s broke 
out of every one I’ve ever tried to put him 
in). 

“When I was laid off from CFAC in 2003, 
I went to back to FVCC and got a degree in 
Office Tech. I decided to do volunteer work 
and relished the time I had free to kayak 
which I was addicted to (alcoholics get ad-
dicted to things easily).  

“I worked with Mila in the church office 
and one day Sheila Smalley walked in and I 
jokingly said, “Sheila, I’ve got to get you 
into a kayak.” To my shock, she replied, “I 
would love to go kayaking with you.” We 
had known each other for 20 years and 
Sheila wouldn’t go around the block with 
me. Well, the kayak did it! We were mar-
ried in 2006. 

“I attend most of the services, primarily 
to please Sheila. She likes me with her and 
I enjoy making her happy. I serve on the 
Education Committee and have co-
facilitated a couple of Tuesday night classes 
with Ada. I also work on the newsletter and 
am the editor of Koinonia. It’s been a 
dream of mine for decades to publish 
something—like a novel of course but fail-

ing that, I would settle for a magazine. I 
can’t remember how I got the idea for Koi-
nonia but I recall it had to do with some-
thing that Ada Casazza said. I did a pilot 
issue, people liked it, and so it continues. I 
love doing Koinonia but realize that it will 
eventually have to end as a publication as 
we now know it. I’m going to run out of 
people! Either I’ll have to change the scope 
of it or move to another church and start all 
over. Time will tell. 

“I always ask everyone I interview if they 
have one core message they would like to 
share with the congregation of FPC. After 
putting some thought into my message, I’ve 
decided on this one. 

“I would like to encourage everyone to 
stop trying to live the Christian life. It is 
my firm conviction that there is only one 
person who has ever walked this fallen 
planet who was able to live the Christian 
life or ever will be able to. That person is 
Jesus Christ. He is the Christian life and He 
is an indwelling Lord. Give it up, surren-
der, lay it down, and let our Lord live out 
His life within you.” 

C h u c k  P a u l u s :  

“I was born in Redwing, Minnesota. My 
parents moved to Whitefish when I was one 
year old. Dad worked for Great Northern 
Railroad as a Civil Engineer and mom was 
a school teacher.  

“Whitefish back in those days was a low-
er middle class town. Most worked either 
for the railroad or logging and frequently 
didn’t work during the winter. Many were 
terribly poor.  

“I have a very distinct memory of a kid 
who lived in an abandoned car below our 
house when we lived on Cemetery Hill. It 
was fun to visit him and I thought it would 
be so cool to live like he did. He acted like 
he thought it was cool too but he sure en-
joyed coming home with someone to get a 
meal. I suppose there was Welfare back 
then but people didn’t’ seem to use it. 

“I recall when I was in High School; the 
railroad was beginning to pull out of White-
fish. The speculation was that Whitefish 
was dying. Some very wise people looked 
around, saw the potential, and focused on 
tourism. It all took off! 

“I graduated from High School and went 
into the Air Force. I was stationed in Spo-

kane when I was discharged and decided to 
live there. I was married and my son, Mike, 
was born in Spokane. I got a job as a fur-
nace repairman and worked at that for sev-
eral years until I came down with encepha-
litis. I was living in Portland, Oregon at the 
time (See Chuck’s story in this issue). 

“After recovering from encephalitis, I 
attended Portland Community College and 
the University of Portland earning a degree 
in Mechanical Engineering. I worked at 
Portland Community as a Lab Technician. 
My alcoholism was being perfected during 
these years. I came back to Whitefish in 
1982.  

“The alcoholism progressed and I decid-
ed to enter treatment. I credit my recovery 
to the highly spiritual Alcoholics Anony-
mous program (A.A).  

“A.A. taught me how to pray and rely on 
a higher power which I eventually learned 
to call God. One day a friend invited me to 
go to an ATEC retreat with him. Ken Pe-
tersen was there. At the end of the retreat, 
he asked everyone individually if they ac-
cepted Christ. When he asked me, I replied, 
“No Ken, not yet.” The next two weeks were 

the most miserable of my life. I went to see 
Ken several times. One day I bluntly asked, 
“What about the Hindus and the Jews? Are 
they all going to hell or what?” Ken an-
swered, “I don’t’ know but there are a lot of 
them and God must have a plan for them.” 
This struck me as the perfect answer. I 
made the decision to accept Jesus as my 
savior. 

“The first Sunday I went to services, Pol-
ly Petersen was the greeter. When she saw 
me coming up the stairs, she deliberately 
looked up to the ceiling. When I ap-
proached, she said, “No. It’s not falling in.” 

  “I went every Sunday and the Men’s 
Prayer Breakfast.  

“After Ken left, FPC got weird so I joined 
the Lutheran Church. About a year ago, it 
struck me that it was time to come home to 
FPC. This church has that home quality to 
it and I have a lot of fond memories from 
growing up here especially of the basement. 

“I’d like to tell a story about the early 
days of A.A. in Whitefish during the mid-
fifties. Dad was one of the founders of the 
Whitefish chapter and they originally met 
in the basement of FPC. The Ladies Aid 
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Society was active here at that time and 
they decided that it wasn’t proper that a 
bunch of drunks meet in their basement so 
A.A. was asked to leave. Rusty Abell co-
owned the Toggery and provided space 
upstairs for A.A. to meet. There was a wood 
stove in the room and during the winter, 
everyone attending the meeting had to 
bring a piece of wood for the stove. It was 
dad’s job to bring the kindling. The atti-
tudes were different back then. Now, we 
welcome A.A. to our church. 

“I like to be active and Glacier Presby-
tery needed someone to do their Web Page 
so I volunteered. I also video tape each 
Sunday’s sermon. Video Editing is a hobby 
of mine. I manage Classic Car Wash and 
still do some computer repair services 
mainly to keep up on the technology. 

“As far as changes to FPC, I’d like to see 
the building space better utilized. The base-
ment could be renovated and the sanctuary 
expanded perhaps by expanding the choir 

loft by removing the wall where the Memo-
rial Room is at. The sound system needs 
upgrading and a video screen located in a 
better position. 

“In closing, I’d like to say: let go and let 
God. We work really hard to make things 
happen in the church. We need to realize 
we operate under the illusion that we have 
something to do with it; when in fact, the 
Lord is really in charge.” 

I was 27 years old, married, with a young 
son living in Spokane. I worked as a ser-
viceman for a heating/cooling company 
and was living a comfortable middle class 
life style. 

One day I quit—no reason—just quit the 
job. I loaded a rental truck with everything 
I owned and took my wife and baby to Port-
land, Oregon.  

 I easily got a job and shortly after com-
ing home after the second day at work, I 
told my wife I wasn’t feeling well and was 
going to see a doctor. The last thing I clear-
ly remember was lying in bed and not being 
able to swallow. Didn’t know it then but 
later found out that difficulty swallowing is 
a sign of neurological disorder. 

I went into convulsions and my wife 
called an ambulance. They took me to 
Dwyer Hospital in Milwaukee, Oregon. I 
was shaking violently for minutes at a time.  

For a while, it was not known if I’d sur-
vive. I found out later that a young doctor 
sat with me all one night. Had he not done 
so, I probably would not have lived. The 
next day he got on an airplane to some-
where I do not know. I can only assume he 
had left with not a wink of sleep. I wish I 
could recall the guy’s name so I could say 
thank you. 

I recall a very nice lady saying, “You 
won’t hurt me, will you?” She was feeding 
me and apparently I was violent. They had 
to keep everything I could throw out of 
reach. 

Later, I was transferred to the VA hospi-
tal.  

A few years later I was going to Portland 
Community College. A friend worked at the 
VA hospital. I told him part of my story and 
he took me to the section where I had been 

a patient to see if anyone remembered me 
but none of the nurses we talked to had 
been there when I was. We were on our way 
out of the building when a short black Or-
derly came by. My friend called him by 
name and told him mine. He said, “You’re 
Charles Paulus? Man, you called me every 
kind of black son-of-a-so & so there is! 
Good to see you. How you doing?” He took 
my hand and shook it. He said, “The nurses 
couldn’t handle you. I was the only one that 
could get you to do anything.” 

I was mentally incapacitated and have 
almost no memory of that experience. Only 
a vague memory exists of my wife pushing 
me in a wheelchair and of seeing different 
colored lines on the floor. I found out later 
the lines were real. The VA hospital in Port-
land is a big place. They have different col-
ored lines going to different sections of the 
hospital. Seeing them later was a really 
strange experience.  

I recall an incident of hearing a lot of 
people talking about me. There was a lot of 
pity—poor Chuck, things like that. Don’t 
know who they were but probably my fami-
ly was visiting me. They didn’t seem to 
think I could hear. My thought was, “Why 
are they feeling sorry for me? I’m ok.” I 
believe the Lord put me in a state where 
everything was OK, at least to me. 

At one point I believe I had a conversa-
tion with God. I was someplace and very 
happy to be there. A voice said I needed to 
go back. I gave reasons why I didn’t want to 
go back, arguing saying it was terrible back 
where I came from. The voice said it would 
be different from now on.  

Shortly after my recovery when I was 
able to function again, things were very 
different. All my life I’d been a follower, a 
very insecure person, and an alcoholic. 

For the first year or two, it was wonderful 
and I was very confident in everything I 
did. I was going to Portland Community 
College and maintained a 4-point GPA. I 
was a leader! There were always people 
around asking advice or just wanting to be 
around. I dated the prettiest girls, went to 
parties, and didn’t care if there was booze 
around. My drinking was minimal. My 
lack of interest in alcohol wasn’t because I 
was watching my consumption. Alcohol 
just wasn’t very important to me anymore. 
After a time, the alcoholism reoccurred. 
However, now I know what it’s like to be a 
social drinker—most of the time, one 
drinks little or not at all even if others are 
and one doesn’t give a twit about it. 

At the time of my illness, the VA hospital 
was not a good place to be a patient. I be-
came 40 lbs underweight. Apparently the 
medication destroyed my appetite and the 
staff didn’t care if I ate or not. I remember 
the daily milkshakes my sister Joanne 
would bring. The shakes had eggs, cream, 
and lots of stuff in them designed to get my 
weight back. 

They gave me medication because I was 
violent. I was also given psychological tests 
to see if I’d recover my mental faculties. I 
don’t remember the tests but later learned I 
had simply sat there unresponsive. I was so 
drugged up, I couldn’t do anything else. 
The test results strongly indicated that I 
would live but be in a vegetable-like state 
for the rest of my life. Arrangements were 
made to send me to a mental hospital in 
Roseburg, Oregon. My stay was to be per-
manent. 

I thank God for my sister Joanne. She 
wouldn’t accept my diagnosed fate and 
convinced a doctor friend to take me as a 
patient. I was moved to a nursing home in 
Clackamas, Oregon where I remember tak-
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ing pills by the handful. 

This is where normal memory functions 
began to return. Up to this point memories 
were dreamlike. Only in retrospect could I 
tell if they were real or not. At the nursing 
home in Clackamas, memories became 
real. 

My first vivid memory  was being given 
letters from my mother. I tried to read 
them but my eyes wouldn’t focus properly 
to make out the words so I threw them 
away. It never occurred to me to ask some-
one to read them to me. 

I also recall those mean nurses hiding 
my bed. Encephalitis has been called the 
sleeping sickness. I’d eat breakfast, lie 
down, and sleep. Have lunch, lie down, and 
sleep. So they began hiding my bed. I re-
member getting angry and stomping up 
and down the halls until I found it—usually 
just stuck around a corner. My mind was 
such that they didn’t have to work very 
hard at hiding it.  

Once I got mad and took a fire extin-
guisher off the wall and sprayed every 
nurse in sight. Fortunately, it was an old-
fashioned water extinguisher so they just 
got wet. One of them was the nursing home 
administrator. Joanne got an extremely 
excited call from her describing the fire 
extinguisher episode. Her mind raced, “Oh 
no, now I have to find another place for 
him!” But the administrator laughed and 
said she was positively excited. This was 
the first sign they’d observed that indicated 
my mind was becoming active. I believe 
that was the end of the rage episodes          
(I don’t think they hid my bed anymore 
either). 

I recall a couple of mornings when I 
awoke to a room full of nurses. One of the 
more senior nurses came in and chased 
them away. It seems they were part-time 
high school and college girls. The general 
population of the home was probably 70 
years old. I was 28. The girls wanted to help 
me get dressed. I only wish that I’d been 
more aware of things back then. 

My dad was staying at Joanne’s house. 
He’d come get me and I’d spend weekends 
there. During the presidential election of 

1972 , I kept expecting someone to come 
get me so I could vote. I was going to vote 
for Richard Nixon. No one ever came. I 
remember being confused about that. Now 
I realize this was probably divine interven-
tion because of whom I was intending on 
voting for:-) 

Eventually, Joanne got me a room at a 
house only a block away from RIO, Reha-
bilitation Institute of Oregon, so I could 
keep appointments three times a week. 
This is where I became functional mentally 
and physically.  

At RIO I saw a psychiatrist, speech ther-
apist, and underwent physical and occupa-
tional therapy. On the days when I didn’t 
go to RIO, I took long walks to downtown 
Portland. 

I wrote several letters while there. I was 
not a churchgoer or said prayers but my 
mom was. She had the Presbyterian Church 
in Whitefish praying for me. When I was 
able, I began to write letters. The first one I 
wrote was to the Presbyterian Church in 
Whitefish. I told them I knew they had 
been praying for me and expressed my 
gratitude. The pastor had my letter printed 
in the bulletin. Mom sent me a copy. I re-
member being confused as to why they 
thought it was a big deal. Today I recognize 
this was God showing love and mercy even 
to those who reject him. 

Those prayers had a very profound influ-
ence however I didn’t start going to church 
probably because no one in my immediate 
surroundings were going and I wasn’t yet 
able to make many decisions on my own.  

As time progressed, I visited Whitefish. I 
told my best friend how God had done the 
healing and I owed Him a great deal. I did-
n’t say saving or any colorful words like 
that. It was just matter-of-fact talking. Now 
this was a guy I’d known since the 2nd 
grade and possibly the greatest influence in 
my life as to the why I had abandoned the 
Church. I don’t recall his response but he 
later told my mom I’d said some very inter-
esting things and he was going to start go-
ing to Church. Unfortunately, he never has. 

I recall a very profound incident while 
living in Oregon. I was driving my brother-

in-law’s pickup and stopped under an over-
pass on the freeway. I got out of the cab and 
sat on the fender. I didn’t know what to do. 
I wasn’t afraid or anxious; I just didn’t 
know what to do. A man stopped his car 
and asked if he could help. I asked him if he 
could give me a ride to Oregon City which 
was only about 4 miles away. He said, 
“Certainly.”  I got in his car and he started 
talking to me about God and told me he 
traveled around doing God’s work. We rode 
on past Oregon City, made several turns, 
and ended up at Joanne’s house. I don’t 
recall giving him directions. I believe I met 
one of the Lord’s angels that day. 

Many years have passed since the en-
cephalitis. My alcoholism eventually be-
came full blown. I entered the recovery 
process using a highly spiritual program 
and have now enjoyed sobriety for more 
than 23 years. For this, I thank God and the 
fellowship of Alcoholics Anonymous. Each 
morning I still say please and each night 
thank you. Approximately three years into 
sobriety, I rediscovered church. Pleasantly, 
it was the same as the one I was baptized 
and raised in—First Presbyterian of White-
fish. After a few years, I went to the Luther-
an church but have now returned home to 
the Presbyterian Church where I enjoy fel-
lowship with brother Bob, his wife Sheila, 
many old friends who knew my mom & 
dad, and many new friends I have met. 

It should be noted that any views or opinions expressed 

in this publication is not necessarily the views or opinions 

of the First Presbyterian Church USA.  

 

 

My contact information follows: 

Bob Paulus                     

bob@fpcwhitefish.org  

 A  n o t e  f r o m  t h e  E d i t o r :  

May 1, 1973 

Dear Rev. Laird, 

I am supposed to practice writing as part 
of my therapy so I thought I would start with 
you. 

Mom was here in Portland for Easter and 
told me you and the congregation was pray-
ing for me every week. I wanted to let you 
know how much I appreciate it. I’m sure it is 
doing much good as it seems I am progress-
ing rapidly now. God’s will is expressed in 
strange ways sometimes, but I think through 
the teachings of the church, I have learned 
enough to accept whatever He has planned 
for me. 

Sincerely, 


