
 Mary Jane Street is 
another native. She was 
born and raised in White-
fish. She recalled, “My dad 
came from Iowa and my 

mom was from South Da-
kota. They came to Whitefish in 1913. My 
father worked as a Traveling Engineer for 
the Great Northern Railroad. He was gone 
from home a great deal supervising work in 
different areas. My mother was a home 
maker, raising my two sisters and myself.  

“I was born in 1922. Being the oldest 
child, I helped mom with household duties 
a great deal. Life was somewhat harder 
back then. Whitefish has gone through 
changes over the years. I recall never lock-
ing the door to our house. Some folks didn’t 
even have locks on their doors—didn’t need 
them. Neighborhoods were helpful and 
friendly back then with everyone knowing 
everybody and looking out after each other. 
Tourists didn’t come here then. Whitefish 
was a working class town with a simple life 
style. 

“The only school in town was what is 
now known as Central School. I graduated 
from High School there in 1940 and mar-
ried Russ Street in 1941. Russ was born in 
Whitefish in 1921.  

“I worked for a physician as a reception-
ist before and after I was married. He was-

n’t an M.D. but could write prescriptions. 
Kind of like a Nurse Practitioner today.  

“In 1942, Russ went into the Army and 
was stationed in San Antonio, Texas. I 
worked at Fort Sam Houston while Russ 
served but he was discharged with eye 
problems after several months so we moved 
back to Whitefish.  

“Russ worked at Great Northern Rail-
road for a time but had to leave because of 
his eye problems. He became a butcher 
working for Marcus Grocery for awhile un-
til we started our own store. It was named 
Street’s Grocery and was located on Cen-
tral Avenue. The building was also our 
home as we lived in rooms above the store. 
We eventually bought Bay Point Resort 
with another couple which had 14 cabins 
and lived there. In time, Russ wanted to 
build condominiums and we bought out the 
other owners and expanded the resort. 

“Russ developed a meat seasoning prod-
uct and named it Alpine Touch. He held the 
patent on it and we marketed it in the 
northwest. The product was very successful 
and we eventually sold the rights to another 
company. We traveled a lot promoting Al-
pine Touch to stores around the northwest. 
When we would walk into a grocery store 
and say we wanted to demonstrate our 
product, the owner would roll his eyes at 
us. When we told him we were going to 

cook steak with 
the demo, the 
owners usually 
agreed. It 
brought in the 
customers. 

“We adopted 
two boys in 1950, 
Doug and Roger. 
They were broth-
ers who were 
shuffled around 
among various 
foster homes until we adopted them. Both 
graduated from here. Doug went into the 
Marines but, sadly, he was killed in Vi-
etnam. Roger died last winter. I have three 
grandchildren. 

“Russ and I did a lot of traveling. We 
visited places around the world. Many 
years ago, we opened our home to a young 
lady with a little boy from France. Her hus-
band had deserted her and they needed 
help in a bad way. She had been a Regis-
tered Nurse in France so she got certified 
for working in the U.S and worked at North 
Valley Hospital. Eventually, her dad came 
over from France and took her and the little 
boy back with him. Several years later, we 
were thrilled to go to France to visit her and 
her family. 

“I started attending the Presbyterian 
Church in the mid-seventies which was 
over 30 years ago. My parents were Meth-
odists and I had attended the Methodist 
church but I became dissatisfied with it and 
began attending evening bible study classes 
at the Presbyterian. The people I met and 
the classes were wonderful so I decided to 
attend Sunday services full-time. Oh, there 
are times I feel bad about not going to the 
Methodist because I was raised there but I 
truly like the Presbyterian Church and feel 
a sense of belonging. 

“Working kept me from being very active 
in the church. Running a business is a sev-
en day a week job. I simply didn’t have the 
time. I always have enjoyed going to the 
classes though. 

“I don’t do the hobbies I used to do like 
knitting and crocheting. My hands are too 
sore for that now. 

“Like most, I would like to see more 
young people in our church. I real like Dan 
and appreciate the services he does at Riv-
erside Manor. I like our church pretty much 
the way it is and feel very happy here.” 
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 Janet McCo-
neghy was born and 
raised in Chicago, 
Illinois. Her par-
ents were from 
Scotland. They im-
migrated to the 
United States when 
in their twenties. 
Janet’s grandfather 
was a Sea Captain 
on the North Sea 

sailing a two-masted Schooner. 

Janet recalls, “My mom was a nurse and 
my dad was the Western Division Manager 
for a mercantile agency.  

“I attended the University of Chicago 
High School and after graduation in 1929, 
my twin sister and I graduated from Ste-
ven’s College in Columbia, Missouri. I did 
secretarial work until I married and raised 
a family. In later years, I returned to work 
and worked for the State of Illinois as sec-
retary for the assistant superintendant. 

“I have three children, six grandchildren, 
and three great grandchildren. 

“I married a second time to Jack McCo-
neghy who was retired from Citi Bank of 
New York, after working there for 44 years. 
We took many wonderful trips over the 
years. We went on voyages on the Great 
Lakes and the ocean. Jack passed away 
after twenty years of a beautiful marriage. 

“We lived in Florida where we owned a 
nice two bedroom condo, but I didn’t like 
living alone after Jack died. One day my 
daughter Joan said, Mom, come up to 
Montana. There are some nice places to 
live here. So I sold the condo in Florida and 
moved to Whitefish. I’ve lived here for four 
years now. 

“I was brought up in the Presbyterian 
Church in Chicago. My twin sister and I 
went every Sunday to Sunday School at the 
Fourth Presbyterian Church which was 
later changed to the First Presbyterian. I 
have never had any desire to attend any 
other church but the Presbyterian so it was 

quite natural that I attend First Presbyteri-
an when I came to Whitefish.  

“I raised my children to attend church 
but made it clear to them that they were 
free to choose whatever church they wanted 
to attend after they grew up. 

“I had but one hobby, and that was the 
love of horses and riding. When I lived in 
Illinois, I had a horse and barn. I belonged 
to a trail riding club and we rode every Sun-
day. 

“I love the people here at FPC— they are 
so warm and accepting of everyone. I am so 
happy attending the church services and 
can’t think of a thing I’d like to seen 
changed. I’m presently attending new 
member classes. Dan is teaching us about 
the history of the Presbyterian Church. 

“The church seems like home to me and 
gives me a sense of belonging—along with 
going into the Fellowship Hall after the 
services and joining with everyone there. 
Thanks.” 

J a n e t  M c C o n e g h y :  

Leslee was born in Idaho Falls, Idaho 
and grew up (attended school K – 12) in 
Forsyth, Montana. Forsyth is a small town 
in southeastern Montana, 100 miles east of 
Billings.  She definitely considers herself a 
Montana girl. Her father is a retired Veteri-
narian and her mother a full-time volunteer 
and homemaker. She has two sisters and a 
brother.  

Leslee recalls, “We were all active in 
sports, music, and academics. Our family 
grew up singing together. Daddy played the 
banjo and sang with us girls. We all sang 
together in the church choir at the Presby-

terian Church in Forsyth. It was a small 
congregation so if we weren’t there on Sun-
day, there wasn’t much of a choir because 
all five of us sang in it. 

“After graduating from High School, I 
went to the Air Force Academy in Colorado 
Springs, Colorado. I took the five-year pro-
gram that included one year of Prep 
School.”   

The Academy doesn’t allow much time 
for extra activities beyond academic and 
military commitments, but Leslee was able 
to sing with the Cadet Chorale. This was a 

non-denominational group that sang at 
special events in the local area and traveled 
all over the United States visiting high 
schools and churches. AF Academy parents 
clubs usually sponsored their travel. “We 
also had special invitations to perform on 
the Barbara Mandrel Show, the Miss U.S.A 
Pageant, and sing the National Anthem at 
professional sporting events when I was a 
member of the group.”   

Leslee has a BS and Master’s degree in 
Operations Research and worked as an 
analyst for the Air Force. Her work entailed 
projects needing a strong background of 

L e s l e e  W a s h e r :  

Leslee Washer Chris Washer Mick Ricker Dot Ann Ricker 
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C h r i s  W a s h e r :  

“My Mom calls me Christopher; my Air 
Force Academy buddies call me Dish and 
my son’s friends call me Washer’s Dad. But 
you can call me Chris. I was born in Akron, 
Ohio and grew up in a small town in south-
western Ohio called Troy. Troy is the home 
of many famous people and organizations 
and with only 20,000 residents; it was a 
great place to grow up. Google Troy, Ohio 
and see what you find. One famous person 
was Clayton Bruckner who was an inventor 
and philanthropist around the time of the 
Wright Brothers and Henry Ford. He had 
many inventions (one popular with Mon-
tana residents is the “Lickety Splitter” for 
splitting logs). Bruckner also oversaw the 
development of the Waco bi-wing aircraft 
and the gliders that invaded France on D-
Day. Another famous group from Troy was 
the Hobart brothers (Hobart welders, Ho-
bart kitchen appliances, etc). So you’re 
asking yourself, what does this have to do 
with Chris Washer? It has a lot to do with 
the opportunities, choices, and decisions 
I’ve made in my life. These individuals and 
their legacies they left provided the com-
munity with the tools, infrastructure, and 
character that made it a great place to grow 
up. 

“My Dad worked for BF Goodrich and as 
a salesman traveled the globe selling air-
craft wheels and brakes. My Mom taught 
music in a rural community smaller than 
Troy where she taught K-12 for over 30 
years. I have one younger sister who was an 
Olympic hopeful as a pair’s figure skater 
and she now lives in South Lake, Texas 
with her husband Steve and son Eli.  Me? I 
was the biggest kid on the block. I grew up 
enjoying school, sports (golf, football, and 
baseball), fishing, bowling, etc… We be-
longed to the Methodist Church where my 
Mom played the piano on Sundays and my 
Dad occasionally snoozed in the balcony. 
Both of my parents were, and my Mom still 
is a volunteer (my Dad passed away in 
2000) and from a very young age, we be-
came volunteers as a family in the commu-
nity and in the church. 

“I was a good student athlete in high 
school and I accepted the opportunity to 
attend the US Air Force Academy. I played 
football, held leadership positions, strug-
gled in the classroom, and eventually met 
Leslee. I thought I grew up in small town 
until I went to Forsyth, MT. I graduated in 
1982 and entered the AF as a 2nd LT. A year 

later, Leslee graduated. A year later, we got 
married. We have a needlepoint hanging in 
our house that says, “Home is where the AF 
sends you”. No matter where the AF sent 
us, we found a church family whether it 
was Presbyterian or Methodist. I worked in 
the Nurseries, Leslee sang in the choir, and 
we contributed our time, offerings, council, 
and experience to the church community.   

“Then came the kids—Rebecca in 1988 
and Jacob in 1992. They grew up AF brats 
and along with the moves, new schools, and 
new friends—they became good students 
and citizens. I coached soccer, baseball, and 
football; helped out with Girl Scouts, sold 
countless boxes of candy, and cooked a few 
youth group meals along the way. Rebecca 
is now at MSU Bozeman and will transfer 
to Great Falls in January to continue her 
clinical work in Nursing. Jacob is a junior 
at Whitefish High where he is good student 
plays sports and is first chair trombone in 
the band. Good thing they take after their 
mother. 

“On January 1, 2003, the Washer family 
retired from the AF. Leslee and I both had 
over 20 years of service and it was time for 

math, economics, and marketing and ap-
plying it to real-world challenges. The Air 
Force was Leslee’s career for the next 20+ 
years and she retired a Lieutenant Colonel.  

“I met Chris at the Air Force Academy in 
1981 and we married in 1984 after we both 
graduated and were commissioned in the 
AF. We both worked the business side of 
the Air Force and were stationed stateside. 
Our first assignment was in Dayton, Ohio 
working on the acquisition side of the F-16 
program. Later, I went back to the Acade-
my to teach math. We then moved to Hill 
Air Force base in Ogden, Utah, again work-
ing in the F-16 program, now the sustain-
ment side. Our next move was to Albuquer-
que, New Mexico where I worked in an AF 
test organization. AF testing is done inde-
pendently on anything they have that is 
new or in development.  If the AF is devel-
oping or upgrading a new flight suit, air-
plane, radar system, or missile—it has to go 
through tests. I oversaw the analysts and 
engineers who supported the test team 
analysis.” 

The Washers moved to Whitefish in Au-

gust 2004 after retiring from the Air Force 
in Albuquerque in January 2003. “My par-
ents have been in Whitefish for 22 years 
and we visited here often and bought land 
in 1989. Whitefish had everything we want-
ed. It’s like a playland and a good place for 
the kids.”  

Leslee and Chris have two children, Rebec-
ca and Jacob. Leslee substitutes at the High 
School teaching math and science. She also 
keeps busy with her hobbies of golfing, 
skiing, and running.  

“We’ve attended FPC for the past three 
years. When we moved here, we visited 
many of the churches in Whitefish. We 
looked for a church where we can serve in a 
helping capacity. It was our experience 
living in the larger cities that some church-
es are so big that it seems they ‘don’t need 
anybody.’ We wanted a church where we 
could all participate. A smaller church pro-
vides that opportunity. Also, my parents 
attend here and we knew a lot of people at 
FPC, having visited here frequently for 
more than 20 years.  The people at FPC are 
very loving and make everyone feel wel-

come. 

“I love to sing in the choir and play bells. 
Presently, I am also serving on the Session 
and chair the Stewardship Committee. We 
are responsible for the church’s finances—
conducting pledge drives and budget plan-
ning. I make sure the bills are paid and 
money is going where it should. 

“I would like to see growth at FPC. How-
ever, I realize growth takes on different 
forms. Whether our church grows in faith, 
the personal character of its members, or 
numbers, it is growth and that is good. 
Growth that is positive in whatever form it 
takes is what our church needs. 

“I would like our members to realize that 
this is their church. The members, the el-
ders, the deacons, the visitors, and the pas-
tor are here serving the Lord and our 
church. We, as a congregation, run the 
church. Everyone has a voice, everyone 
matters, and we can all join together in the 
unity of Christ to make a difference.” 



Page 4 I s s u e  1 1  

a change. I retired on a Friday and went 
back to work on Monday doing the same 
thing I had done for the AF. I work for a 
company that provides scientists and engi-
neers for the military and other govern-
ment organizations to supplement short-
falls they have in manning and specific 
technical skills. I am currently the Director 
of Projects and as many of you know, I 
travel quite a lot to fulfill my job duties. 
When we moved to Whitefish in 2004, we 
attended several churches and settled in at 
the Lutheran church. It was the youth pro-
gram and music that caught our attention.  
But something was missing so we reinitiat-
ed our search and came to FPC and there 
was Louis. His messages hit home and we 
felt we could contribute to the church fami-
ly.  Jacob still attends youth group at the 
Lutheran church on Wednesdays and Re-
becca found a place with the high school 
group led by Shelle. 

“We have been attending FPC for almost 
four years and I’m there every Sunday 

when I’m in town. I enjoy hearing Dan, the 
fellowship, and doing what I can to make 
FPC a better experience for all.  I have a 
question: Why is it that people sit in the 
same seats? I’m guilty.  I remember going 
to the Old North Church in Boston and 
hearing the tour guide say that each family 
had an assigned pew. The pews were as-
signed by how much money the family con-
tributed to the church. Now, the guy who 
contributed the most sat closer to the front, 
ie.. closer to God.  I’m not saying we should 
do that (the Stewardship Committee might 
not agree with this) but maybe we should 
have a Musical Chairs Sunday or Fellow-
ship Sunday to give everyone a different 
view. We have a Joke Sunday and a Color-
ful Dress Sunday. Think about it and let 
Dan know.  

“Whitefish is a great place to live and I 
love being back in the small town environ-
ment.  There are so many things to do and 
ways to become a part of its future. We as 
citizens and as a church family have a re-

sponsibility to ourselves and to the commu-
nity to contribute our gifts and talents. FPC 
is a place where people step up when called 
and I’m proud to be a part of the team.  I 
have a quote that I remember memorizing 
for the 8th grade Optimists speech contest 
that I want to share. I don’t remember who 
said it but it’s stuck with me for many 
years. It goes, I am only one, but still I am 
one. I can not do everything, but still I can 
do something, and because I can not do 
everything, I will not refuse to do the 
something that I can do.  

“I look forward to helping the church 
grow and to making it a place where people 
feel welcome and willing to participate and 
benefit personally and spiritually in our 
adventure.” 

D o t  A n n  R i c k e r :  

Dot Ann Ricker was born and raised in 
La Grande, Oregon. The city’s name comes 
from an early French settler, Charles 
Dause, who often used the phrase "La 
Grande" to describe the area's beauty.  

Dot Ann lived on the family farm and 
had one sister. She recalled, “My father was 
a wheat farmer. My mom was primarily a 
home maker but she was very active in Girl 
Scouts of America for many years. She and 
my father also operated a ski shop during 
the winter. I loved skiing and raced in the 
Junior Nationals when I was in High 
School. 

“My mother got tired of living out of 
town on the farm so we bought a town 
house. After graduation from High School, 
I attended Eastern Oregon College in La 
Grande and the University of Oregon in 
Eugene, Oregon. I earned a degree in Phys-
ical Education. 

“I met Mick in La Grande. We were mar-
ried during his 3rd year of medical school. 
He enjoyed skiing and horses also so I 
thought; I have to get to know this guy.  

“Mick was in med school at Seattle, 
Washington so we lived there and I worked 

teaching. Later, we moved to St. Paul, Min-
nesota where Mick continued his training. 
We also lived in Nevada for two years. In 
1967, we moved to Whitefish. I had raced in 
the Junior National skiing competition at 
Big Mountain while in High School and 
encouraged Mick to check out Whitefish 
when he was looking to make a move with 
his medical practice. 

“We have three children, one girl and 
two boys. We also have 11 grand children. 
One of our sons has a master’s degree from 
Denver Seminary. He is a Junior High 
Counselor. One of our children is a Mon-
tana Tech graduate and another is an MSU 
graduate. I recall being thrilled when our 
daughter was chosen as Winter Carnival 
Queen one year. 

“I had taught Physical Education in 
Portland and Seattle. I also taught in the 
Whitefish school system for a few years but 
decided to devote my time to raising our 
kids which is a full-time job in itself. I left 
teaching in the school system but I did con-
tinue teaching as a ski instructor and 
taught swimming for about 15 years. We 
used the pool at Depratu’s Motel and other 
facilities like the Viking and Ptarmigan. 

“I was raised in the Presbyterian Church 
and Mick and I attended that denomination 
while living in Nevada. So it was the natural 
thing to do to attend the Presbyterian when 
we moved to Whitefish. Bob Laird was the 
pastor then and I recall the wonderful peo-
ple we met here. FPC was a great place for 
kids. There were scout meetings in the 
basement with lots of activities for kids to 
do. That was a major reason why we chose 
FPC for our church. 

“In past years, I’ve served on the Presby-
tery Worship Committee, Session, and 
presently serve on the Memorial Commit-
tee. I’ve enjoyed the Women’s’ Wednesday 
morning bible study for many years also. 

“For hobbies, we used to own a couple of 
horses and I loved horse back riding and, of 
course, skiing. I still love to read and play 
bridge. 

“I’d like to see more young couples at 
our church. I miss the children like most 
people do. I really like the people at FPC. 
They are hard working and friendly. I think 
the Prayer Chain is a very important thing 
we do and we should always keep it going. 
Many people have been blessed through 
this ministry.” 
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“I was born in eastern Oregon near the 
town of Union to a fourth generation of 
ranchers and farmers. I have two brothers 
and three sisters. We raised cattle and 
wheat on open land with a lot of lava rock 
and sage brush. Sports was a major part of 
my school experience playing football, bas-
ketball, baseball, and track. I loved the out-
doors and worked summers and holidays at 
the forest service or logging. This was also a 
source of employment through college va-
cations. My work consisted of road pioneer-
ing, setting chokers, hooking, and bumping 
knots on the landing. I also did some ama-
teur rodeo events. My summer work also 
included getting stuck on the fire line for a 
few forest fires. We had some up-close bo-
rate retardant drops that seemed to cover 
more firefighters than fire.  

“After graduating from high school, I 
attended two years at Eastern Oregon Col-
lege in La Grande and then transferred to 
the University of Oregon in Eugene. I was 
accepted into medical school at the Univer-
sity of Washington at Seattle. The U of W 
was a new developing medical school which 
appealed to me.  

“When I decided on medical school, I 
completely changed gears. I sold the cattle I 
had, left two horses and my saddle at home, 
put the cork boots and chain saw away, and 
went to full-time studying. I spent three 
medical school summers in the research lab 
doing work under the head of rheumatolo-
gy. By the end of the second year, I was the 
top student in my class. Then I got de-
railed because I got married. (Mick and Dot 

Ann laugh). 

“Don Ann and I met in La Grande when 
I was home on summer break. We later 
dated kind of long distance when she was 
teaching in Portland. Dot Ann finally made 
it easier by moving to Seattle where we 
eventually were married. I attended med 
school for four years and did my internship 
in St. Paul, Minnesota. This was the Vi-
etnam War years and I was commissioned 
a Public Health Services Officer. They as-
signed me to the Indian Health Service at 
the Owyhee Indian Reservation in northern 
Nevada. I worked at the only public hospi-
tal for a hundred miles in any direction. 

“We lived in Nevada for two years. In 
1967, I was looking for a move with my 
practice and Dot Ann suggested I take a 
look at Whitefish, Montana. She had been 
in Whitefish for the Junior Nationals ski 
competition. We made a family agreement 
to go to Whitefish for one year and then 
find a real place to live. We discovered that 
Whitefish was a real place and loved it. 
We’ve raised our two sons and daughter 
here and have 11 grandchildren. 

“In addition to my family practice at 
Whitefish Medical Clinic in Whitefish, I 
also had a partnership in Columbia Falls 
for awhile. For several years, I ran the med-
ical service in Glacier Park but the red tape 
and bureaucracy got too cumbersome so I 
bailed out of that. WMC had the Glacier 
Park contract. Various other doctors were 
associated with WMC during my years 
there.  It was a great experience trying to be 

of help to all the patients I came to know. I 
retired from medicine in 2005. 

“Soon after we arrived in Whitefish, we 
started attending the Presbyterian Church. 
The Presbyterians had a Mission Church on 
the reservation in Nevada. We became 
good friends with the minister and our chil-
dren were baptized in that church. It 
seemed natural for us to continue to go to 
the Presbyterian when we moved to White-
fish. We really liked Bob Laird and the peo-
ple at FPC. It was very family oriented. I 
mostly go to FPC to worship but I did serve 
on the Pastor Nominating Committee after 
Andy left. 

“I’m an avid reader and an outdoor kind 
of guy. I love to hike, fish, hunt, and gener-
ally get into the hills and enjoy the out-
doors. I shoot and reload my own ammuni-
tion. My reloading hobby may have saved 
our house. Eight years ago, I had my equip-
ment in the garage. A fire started there and 
a neighbor heard the ammo going off. He 
looked and saw the flames and called the 
fire in. The house suffered a lot of smoke 
damage and we had to replace quite a bit 
but most of our possessions were saved. 

“I’d like to see our church continue to be 
a resource for all the different people we 
have. I like the diversity at FPC and our 
church needs to be something for everyone 
who wants to attend.  

“God is amazing. I’d encourage folks to 
focus their worship and time on what God 
can do in their lives.“ 

The leaves are dying and falling to the 
ground. I watched one spiral slowly 
through the air on a cold grey afternoon 
coming to rest on brown dead grass. They 
will rest on frozen ground covered with 
snow—cold, dark, and lifeless.  The leaves 
wait without knowing for the warm moist 
air of spring when they will finally pass into 
oblivion decomposing and fertilizing the 
ground to bring new life from the death of 
autumn. 

Nature is a very good teacher. New life 
comes from death. It’s amazing what spir-

itual truths emerge from observing nature. 
After the leaves of autumn have fallen, no-
tice the bare limbs of the trees. They stand 
out in stark contrast against a grey late 
autumn sky. I read in that tree the symbol-
ism of real life concepts. From the roots 
grow the trunk and great limbs extend out-
ward slanting gently toward the sky. Small-
er limbs extend from the larger ones and 
even smaller ones shoot at divers angles 
from them—all seeking the golden orb in 
the heavens above. This continues for years 
unabated until eventually, it is time to die. 

The tree withers and falls to the ground, 
decomposing and enriching the soil. The 
cycle of death and rebirth continues with 
the seasons of nature bringing new life 
from death again and again marching end-
lessly through the corridors of time. 

One could say the tree fought the good 
fight but ultimately lost. It overcame 
astounding odds battling bugs and blight, 
and drought and storms. The tree pros-
pered to maturity expanding upward to-
ward its source of life—the sun blazing so 
brightly in the sky. But in the end, it sur-

M i c k  R i c k e r :  

By Bob Paulus 
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rendered to the will of its maker and died. 
But in dying, gave life to others making the 
journey to the sky. 

This is the way of God—creating, toiling, 
and planning for centuries. God builds and 
enriches a work and then without explana-
tion, decrees that it will all come to naught. 
He will lose it all! It will die. 

You see loss is not the terrible thing to 
God that it is to most of us. We can’t know 
the future. All we see is the gut wrenching, 
agonizing, and terrible loss we just experi-
enced after investing our heart, mind, body, 
and soul into the thing we just witnessed 
vaporize into oblivion. At such times, it is 
virtually impossible to believe that any-
thing could save our situation. Our hopes 
and dreams are as good as dead, never to 
rise again. It is Friday and there will be no 
Sunday morning. To lose in agonizing de-
feat is our fate. 

Or is it?  

Is losing all a horrible thing? The apostle 
Paul didn’t seem to think so. He pro-
claimed, “I have suffered the loss of all 
things.” Then he went on to say, “I count 
them but rubbish so that I may gain 
Christ.” 

What did Paul lose when he said all 
things? Some may identify with losing 
money, property, and other material 
things. Read Paul’s record. He was a super 
Pharisee who upheld the law better than 
anyone he knew. He had respect, honor, 
and integrity with his fellow colleagues. An 
encounter with Christ changed all that.  

Paul launched a missionary career as a 
part-time church planter. He paid his own 
way wherever he went by working his trade 
as a tent maker. Was Paul successful? It 
appears he was largely not.  He was stoned, 
beaten, thrown into prison, and kicked out 
of every town he preached in. He would 
found a small gathering of believers who he 
knew stood about as much chance of sur-
viving as a snow ball in Sinai in August; 
then watch as enemies from his Jewish 
brethren smeared his name and reputation 
and perverted the gospel he preached and 
would ultimately instigate the riot that 

would drive him out of town. 

Paul, who would be bleeding, feverish, 
and 90 % dead, would pick himself up and 
struggle down a dusty road saying, “Yes, I 
will accept the loss of that also.” He then 
would travel to another town and start all 
over again. And again, failure tugged at his 
sleeve. He fretted and worried over these 
small bands of Christians he had brought 
together. Anxiously he wrote from Athens, 
“Are you still there?” 

When he was arrested after three mis-
sionary journeys in Jerusalem, the soldiers 
who were about to beat him must have 
been aghast gazing at the plowed furrowed 
scars that covered his back. When he 
counted them earlier half-way through his 
travels, they numbered 159 but he had 
since been beaten with rods and the lash in 
more encounters with hate.  

Paul was a hated man. Do you know 
what it’s like to be hated? Paul lost his rep-
utation, respect, health, freedom, and 
friends. Tradition tells us that he was be-
headed during the reign of Nero while im-
prisoned for his ministry in Christ. Paul of 
Tarsus knew what it was to suffer the loss 
of all things. But… Paul penned these 
words—“I count them but rubbish so that I 
may gain Christ.” 

Paul also penned to the Gauls, “I have 
been crucified with Christ and I am dead. 
Even though I am dead, yet I live: for Jesus 
Christ lives within me.” Paul knew what it 
was to die and be reborn. The bible calls it 
“Born from above.” Not, born again, as 
most believe. 

Unless a grain of wheat falls into the 
earth and dies, it remains alone; but if it 
dies, it bears much fruit. (John 12:24) 

The above verse was spoken by our Lord. 
He was a victorious Christian: the first 
Christian in fact. He entered Jerusalem a 
winner bringing the kingdom of his father 
while followers proclaimed 
“Hosanna” (God save us). Jesus could have 
set up the kingdom right there on earth. A 
legion of angles would have protected him 
from any enemies seeking to do him harm. 
What a day that must have been!  

Later, Jesus spoke to his disciples about his 
agonizing impending loss he knew he had 
to experience. They were totally bewil-
dered! In a garden late at night, Jesus had 
an issue with his father. He said he didn’t 
want to go through with it. It was too horri-
ble, too terrible of a burden of loss. The 
physical suffering he anticipated wore like a 
mill stone made of lead but the anguish he 
felt penetrated much deeper than that. Je-
sus was expected to experience the loss of 
over three years of hard, tearful, joyous, 
despondent, and uplifting work with noth-
ing less than the kingdom hanging in the 
balance.  

His father was clear—lose it all: even the 
kingdom. Lay it all down and go to the 
cross where the entire world can witness 
the great enemy death triumph in gory, 
ignominious, hideous victory. 

It was Friday. Jesus went— and lost. It 
was time for him and all he had worked for 
to die. He was laid into the ground. But… 
Sunday’s coming. 

Sunday came for Christ and Sunday 
comes for you. Resurrected life rising from 
the ground by the power of the brilliant orb 
in the sky is a reality. God wins just as He 
knew He would. He wins in the manner he 
has always won—by losing. Jesus went to 
the grave and held death there until even 
death was dead. He arose victoriously! He 
lives in each of us. The worst that can pos-
sibly happen is to lose all, die, and be laid 
into the ground. When Jesus was resurrect-
ed, he overcame the worst. He made it. His 
life radiating within you guarantees you 
will make it too. Paul made it. The church 
made it and will continue to do so, forever 
and ever, amen.  

Winter approaches. It will be long and 
cold. Nature seems suspended, trapped in 
frozen time waiting for the fullness of the 
purpose that spring will bring.  

On a warm Sunday morning new life 
rises from the ground and seeks its journey 
upward toward the radiance of its creator. 

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.  
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