
 Pittsfield, MA was my 
home town. I had an older 
brother who was one of 
my best friends. My dad, a 
lawyer, worked in a bank, 
while my mom was a 
homemaker but also 
worked part-time as a 

legal secretary and later as 
a teacher. When I was 13, my parents di-
vorced which was unheard of at that time 
and was truly devastating. After moving 
around to two different schools my fresh-
man year, my mom settled us in Morris-
ville, VT where I graduated from high 
school. Most every summer was spent on 
the coast of Maine at my grandparent’s 
summer home, of which I have the fondest 
memories to this day. 

John and I met after our freshman year 
in college. I worked as a waitress and he 
was a bellman at this elegant summer hotel 
in New Hampshire. Ours was a long dis-
tance relationship for four years as I at-
tended the University of Vermont in Bur-
lington while John attended Marshall Col-
lege in Huntington, WV and then the Uni-
versity of Maryland Dental School in Balti-
more.  

We worked together every summer at 
various resorts and traveled between states 
to see each other when we could. We were 
married in 1957. After a brief honeymoon, 
we worked together at a restaurant in the 
Catskills, making enough money for John’s 
tuition and a used car!  

During my first year in Baltimore, I 
taught General Science but it really wasn’t 
my area of expertise so I obtained work in a 
Genetics lab at Johns Hopkins University. I 
really loved it there! 

After graduation from Dental School, 
John went into the Air Force and we moved 
to Michigan, living there for two years and 
having our first son, Rick. Our next move 
was to Denver where John had an intern-
ship; then on to Alamosa, CO where our 
second son, Wade, was born.  

By this time John knew he wanted us to 
live in Montana so when he was able to get 
out of his associateship, we made the move. 
In February, 1964, I flew east in a blizzard 
with the boys to live with my mom while 
John headed north to set up practice in 
Kalispell. A week later John called and 
asked, “How would you like to live in 
Whitefish?” I had never seen Kalispell, let 
alone Whitefish, but he said that it was 
close to a major ski resort and the schools 
were good so I said, “Yes!” The boys and I 
joined John in May, and I’ve never regret-
ted the move here. Our first home was on 
Lupfer Ave. but after our 1st daughter, Kim, 
was born in 1966 and we adopted our 2nd 
daughter, Joy, we needed a larger house. 
We moved to Columbia Ave. where we lived 
until 1986. We had previously purchased 10 
acres on East Edgewood. We had a well 
drilled right away and built the first barn so 
we could put two horses out here. Our pre-
sent home was finished in 1986. 

John and I did a lot of hiking in wilder-

ness areas but 
felt our back-
packs were 
becoming too 
heavy. Friends 
told us that 
llamas made 
excellent pack 
animals and 
were very easy 
to care for. We 
purchased our 
first llamas in 
the early 90’s 
and expanded 
to raising our own. At one time, we had a 
herd of 32. We now have 17, but plan to 
scale down within the next couple of years. 

I think we started attending FPC in 
1986. Prior to this, we were attending the 
Methodist. Bob Laird was a neighbor of 
ours on Lupfer Ave. We became friends and 
had several other friends attending FPC; 
thus, it seemed natural to make the move. 
The people at FPC were wonderful and ac-
cepting. We loved it, and have been mem-
bers ever since. I have never served in any 
official position at the church, but have 
tried to be active and jump in where need-
ed. After a 30 year hiatus, I have started 
singing with the choir again, been an ar-
dent bell ringer for many years, and was 
enjoying the Time to Share group during 
which we made the memorial banner for 
Thelma Smith until surgery on my right 
hand limited some of my favorite things to 
do. I am back to quilting occasionally, and 
plan on hitting the ski slopes this year—
literally and figuratively! 

For close to 30 years, I was involved with 
the project that eventually became The 
Wave. As the mother of four swimmers, I 
knew that Whitefish needed a pool and 
worked hard toward making that happen. I 
also worked as a volunteer for the Violence 
Free Crisis Line for 14 years—an extremely 
meaningful experience. Fortunately, I was a 
stay at home mom, allowing me to be active 
in various community affairs—you name it, 
I’ve done it. I still love our PW bridge club 
which has been ongoing for many years. 

Like so many others, I would like to see 
more young people join our church. I think 
our congregation is great, but the young 
have vitality and energy which many of us 
older folks lack. Dan is doing wonderful 
work offering something for everyone. FPC 
is a great church with great people. I’m so 
glad to be part of this church body! 

Fay Atchinson 
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 I was born 
and raised in 
Ticonderoga, 
New York. My 
dad was an elec-
trical appliance 
dealer and my 
mom a home 
maker. When I 
was 15, my par-
ents were di-
vorced. My mom 
moved my broth-

er, sister, and me 
to West Palm Beach, Florida. Money was 
tight for us. I worked for J.C. Penny while 
in high school.  

At this time, Jim Crow laws were in ef-
fect. We had colored drinking fountains 
and back-of-the-bus laws. Being rebellious 
teens, my friends and I would sometimes 
ride in the back of the bus which, ironically, 
would upset the black people and white 
people alike. I guess it was our way of pro-
testing the establishment. 

One summer, I went to visit my father. I 
bragged I was going to hitch-hike back to 
Florida. Well, my father bought me a bag, 
painted West Palm Beach on it, took me the 
first 100 miles down the road, and dropped 
me off. I got rides along the way and I recall 
going past the dental school I’d be attend-
ing in a few years but, of course, I didn’t’ 
know that at the time. I didn’t want to hitch
-hike in Georgia because they put vagrants 
on the chain-gang. I ended up getting a 
long ride that delivered me at my front 
door. 

After graduating from high school, I 
attended Florida Southern College in Lake-
land. One summer, some fraternity broth-
ers and I decided to go north and work in a 

hotel. I met Fay while working at Went-
worth Hall in New Hampshire. We contin-
ued dating by traveling back and forth be-
tween West Virginia and Vermont where 
she attended college. 

My mom decided to move back to her 
family home of Huntington, West Virginia. 
I transferred to Marshall College and at-
tended my remaining three years until I 
applied for Dental School. I was accepted at 
the University of Maryland in Baltimore 
even though I was not a particularly good 
student. In fact, my aptitude tests showed I 
should stay out of the sciences. I was a little 
upset that everyone said I couldn’t do it so I 
determined that I was going to do it. 

While in dental school, I did nothing but 
study. The hard work paid off because I 
graduated 20 out of 120 in my class.  

Fay and I married the summer after my 
freshman year. Fay had a biology degree 
and worked in the genetics lab at John 
Hopkins in Baltimore. We both worked and 
the first year, we had nine W2 forms. I 
worked in teen centers, a brewery, and var-
ious other jobs. One night I was stopped by 
the cops for a routine check and since I 
reeked of beer smell, I was afraid they 
would haul me in but they believed me 
when I told them where I worked. 

After graduating, I had an internship set
-up for Denver but I wanted to go into the 
Air Force. They accepted me and I served at 
a base in Michigan for two years where our 
first son, Rick, was born.  

After I was discharged, we moved to 
Denver to accept that internship I was pre-
viously offered. Even though money was 
scarce, we enjoyed the year we lived in 
Denver. I also was associated with a dentist 
in Alamosa, Colorado where our second 

son, Wade, was born.  

I had heard about the beauty of Montana 
and decided to check it out. The Flathead 
brought back fine memories of an area in 
New York I was acquainted with so decided 
that this was the place for us to live. I set up 
practice in Whitefish and Fay and the kids 
joined me here. This was in 1964—the year 
of the big flood.  

We lived on Lupfer, Ave. where our 
daughter, Kim, was born. Three years later, 
we adopted three year old Joy. Today, we 
have 10 grandchildren. Eventually, we 
bought 30 acres where we built our house 
and raised llamas. There used to be a good 
market for llamas but there isn’t now so our 
herd has been reduced from 35 to around 
15. 

I have always enjoyed dentistry. I still 
work at it three days a week and plan not to 
retire. 

I enjoy skiing, hunting, and reading. Our 
30 acres takes a lot of work time also. 

FPC became our church in around 1968. 
We really liked Bob Laird and the people 
were wonderful. I served as an elder once. 
Bob called me the Eldorado.  

I’d like to see our church concentrate on 
attracting younger people. I look around 
our congregation and notice that most of 
the hair I see is either gray or white. Some 
think that there should be a return to a 
stronger emphasis on fundamentals. I 
question that. It seems the church has be-
come irrelevant to younger people. Howev-
er, I do believe that fundamentals are im-
portant. Perhaps we need a church that is 
relevant to younger people but doesn’t cut 
away the bed rock foundation the church 
needs for stability.  

J o h n  A t c h i n s o n :  

John Atchinson 

Deb House Jerry House Donna Maddux Donna Lee 
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D o n n a  M a d d u x :  

Growing up in a big family was the best 
preparation for life. I was born into posi-
tional leadership as the oldest of three boys 
and two girls. That gave me a certain au-
thority unless I couldn’t substantiate it or 
made unreasonable demands. I quickly 
learned to engage others in my vision of 
reality. Luckily, the five of us are still good 
friends and have been there for each other 
through life’s twists and turns. 

I arrived in Whitefish in 1964 to begin 
my first teaching job as a wet behind the 
ears nineteen year old. Fortunately, some 
of the same folks with whom I shared 

teaching the students at Central School, the 
only elementary/ middle school in town, 
also attended FPC. My family had been one 
of six that left other churches in Helena to 
plant the Plymouth Congregational Church; 
but the UCC was not in Whitefish. So, alt-
hough my background was UCC, Presbyter-
ian, or Methodist—depending on what was 
available, I decided to begin my church 
search at FPC.   

One of my first acquaintances was Mar-
lene Barnes and I was teaching Wanda 
Harris Wooten; so you know I didn’t stand 
a chance. I was quickly involved in projects 

at the church including teaching Sunday 
school. While I never lied about my age, I 
got pretty close as I implied that I was 
“about 25”. I felt if people knew how really 
young I was, they might not have much 
confidence in me. Outside of church and 
school, I was dating Dick Maddux, brother 
of Jeanne Thorson and Janice Maddux. We 
were married at the end of the school year. 
Lloyd “Mully” Muldown took a lot of razing 
over that. The three new teachers he’d 
hired in the fall were all married by spring. 

The church family was there helping us 
raise our two daughters. They attended 

I was born in Michigan in a small town 
named Gregory. My father was a farmer 
and mom a home maker raising three 
daughters. I recall my mother taking care of 
all our relatives who were sick. She was a 
real care taker. 

Our farm was diverse in crops. We raised 
hay to feed cows and horses. Forty acres 
were devoted to sweet corn and 20 acres 
was planted with melons. 

My two sisters and I worked in the fields. 
I began when I was 12 years old. Dad gave 
us an option of paying us 10 cents an hour 
and we buy our own clothes. Or, he would 
buy them and we’d work for nothing. Natu-
rally, we would go with earning the money. 
Dad didn’t like hiring boys to do the field 
work. He noticed that they were unreliable 
and tended to drive the tractor too fast so 
he hired all girls after we had grown up and 
left the farm.  

We attended country school a mile and a 
half away which I walked every day. Begin-
ning with 9th grade, I rode seven miles to 
Stockbridge to attend high school. I gradu-
ated in 1944. 

I recall taking our crops to Ann Arbor to 
sell them at the Farmer’s Market. We’d 
strip one side of corn and lay them on a 
table. The horses and cows loved those 
husks we’d bring back for them. They’d act 
like we had brought them candy. 

In the fall when we would sell our mel-
ons in Ann Arbor, we would go to town and 
spend the money we earned buying clothes 
for high school. 

After graduating, I went to work in a 
factory in Chelsea, Michigan. World War II 
was going on then and Chelsea had more 
factories in that town than any other place 
in the U.S. At first, I worked in a Fiber 
Plant. Later, I got a job in a Spring Plant, 
which has to do with auto assembly, and 
worked there for seven years. 

My future husband Bill lived about five 
miles from our farm. We stared dating 
when I was a senior. After marrying, we 
lived upstairs at his folk’s place. There was 
no running water and I carried water up 
the stairs everyday for the first 18 months 
that we lived there. I lost our baby and I 
think those water trips might have caused 
that. 

Bill worked with his dad on his farm but 
eventually, we bought our own place. It was 
a real old farm and Bill worked four winters 
with $18 worth of tools and no electricity 
fixing up that old farm. We raised hay and 
corn and milked cows. Over the years, Bill 
built a kind of chicken empire- the first in 
Michigan in fact. Eventually, we had 35 
thousand chickens! 

We adopted a boy and girl. I was room 
mother for both all through elementary 
school. Now, I have three grand children. 
One of our grandsons is the reason we 
moved to Whitefish. He was born to our 
daughter Dawn with multiple physical 
problems and was hospitalized a year be-
fore he could come home. When they 
moved to Whitefish, Bill and I would come 
to visit and bring canned goods and such. 
We wanted the kids to go to good schools 

that also had special facilities so we sent all 
three to a Christian school. Bill and I decid-
ed to move to Whitefish in 2000 to be clos-
er to our grandkids.  

Our son Todd passed away Oct. 25, 2008 
from Parkinson’s disease.  

I have been a Presbyterian all my life. I 
went to the same church for 40 years and 
played piano for 20 years. When we moved 
to Stockbridge, we were members in a Pres-
byterian church for another 25 years. We 
both sang in the choir. My mother saw to it 
that I took music lessons and to this day, I 
have a hard time singing to music displayed 
on the screen without notes to look at. 

It was natural that Bill and I attended 
FPC. The people here are so friendly and 
made us feel welcome immediately when 
we first started to attend. 

Bill passed away in May of 2006. 

I was pretty active in the church in Mich-
igan playing piano and serving in the Dea-
cons and Women’s Association. Baking the 
cookies was a hobby of mine. Bill was a 
Deacon at FPC and at that time, I accompa-
nied him. 

I keep active where I live at Riverside. 
They have shopping, bingo, and daily exer-
cising. It is really appreciated when Dan 
comes here to conduct the Sunday services.  

I wish more young people would come to 
services. I know many are very busy but I 
would like to see more people put church 
first in their lives. I love FPC and all the 
people here. May God bless them. 

D o n n a  L e e :  
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FPC Sunday School and went to Glacier 
Camp. Meanwhile, I’ve held every office the 
church offers except Pastor. Perhaps that’s 
why I have long wanted to study the Word 
and Sacrament? With Linda and R.E. 
McMaster— who were Baptists, Linda Nel-
son, Clair Strickler, and several others, 
Dick and I started Cross Currents Christian 
School, which is now Whitefish Christian 
Academy. I never actually worked in the 
school. Frankly, I had no concept of what 
the Lord was doing there!  My vision was so 
much smaller than the reality of today. I 
think I may have a glimpse of where God’s 
taking this project; but only time will tell.   

I don’t know how long God will leave me 
in Missoula but meanwhile I am acclimat-
ing  by working two shifts a week at the UM 
Bookstore, serving one lunch a week at the 
Poverella Center, bowling Wednesday 
mornings, and being in the rewrite process 

for Little Claw. Little Claw is the title of a 
book for children about Chief Charlo, the 
Salish Chief who I believe is in the same 
genre’ as Martin Luther King Jr. and Gan-
dhi. My choice of name was a “clever” use 
of Charlo’s Indian name, Little Claw of the 
Grizzly Bear.   

I still begin every day in prayer, some-
times for Whitefish Church, and always for 
my five grandkids, my siblings, and my 
daughters. That bothered me for a few 
minutes when I heard that most of us pray 
“more for me and mine” prayers; but I 
quickly decided if I don’t pray for mine, 
who will?! 

When our girls were little, we lived in 
Missoula while Dick attended the UM Law 
School. Anita attended the Kindergarten at 
FPC and Angey went to preschool across 
the street at the Greek Orthodox Church. 

We became dear friends with a little girl 
named Katja and her parents. Her mother, 
Rene, continues to be one of my best 
friends to this day. 

Rene is braver than I am as she’s done in-
ternational mission work in regions which 
don’t welcome women with open arms. 
Rene has asked me to join her in a future 
prayer retreat for our nation. She would be 
in Minnesota and I’d be here with our re-
spective cohorts. Bob asked for a vision for 
Whitefish Church and it’s two fold: One, 
continue to offer the shelter of the building 
to organizations that serve God’s purposes 
even when the result is less than perfect! 
Two, Whitefish First Presbyterian Church 
has the strongest prayer presence of any 
church I’ve experienced! Please keep it up, 
nurture it, and consider a prayer retreat 
opened to members of other churches who 
would want to attend.   

D e b  H o u s e :  

I was born and raised in Concord, North 
Carolina. My dad was/is a music teacher 
and met my mom while he was in the Naval 
School of music in WA State. She came 
from Washington State and they eventually 
decided to move back to WA when I was 
about 12. We lived in Yelm, Washington. 
My mom was a homemaker taking care of 
my two brothers, my sister, and I.  

As the years went by living in Yelm, my 
southern accent faded away and I became 
an integrated Washingtonian. After gradua-
tion from high school, I became a dental 
hygienist. Later, I worked for the school 
district as an administrative assistant for 14 
years. This is where I met my husband Jer-
ry. He was the principal at the middle 
school. We were married and when Jerry 
was offered a job of School Superintendent 
of Schools, we moved to the Yakima Valley 
area in a little town called Granger. I be-
came very involved in volunteering in the 
schools and the community. I worked at 
fund raising and as an advocate of kids and 
parents, encouraging them to come togeth-
er and to become an active and effective 
part of the school.  

I consider volunteer work to be a bless-
ing. It is always my prayer to say, “God, 
mold me; shape me to do your work.” 
There was a lot of poverty in the Yakima 
area. We were over 80% Hispanic popula-
tion in our schools. I wanted to start a PTA/
PTO and many of my friends said that it 

would never work here because of the lan-
guage barriers. That challenged me. We 
started a PTO organization and had the 
meetings in both English and Spanish lan-
guages—including free babysitting. One of 
our big fundraisers each year was our an-
nual authentic Mexican dinner complete 
with piñatas and music. They all laughed 
when we were planning our first dinner and 
I asked a group of women how many cans 
of refried beans they thought we might 
need. They all laughed and said, “Doesn’t 
she know we make our own?” 

The best compliment I’ve ever received 
came from a Hispanic friend who had a son 
in special Ed. She told me, “You are the 
only superintendent’s wife who has ever 
worked amongst our people. God Bless 
you.” My experience in Granger was a true 
blessing in my life, which I realize more 
and more as I continue my work in the 
schools in Whitefish. 

Jerry and I have two children—a son, 
Colby, and a daughter, Erin.  Erin lives in 
Coeur ‘d Alene and works for Alliance Fam-
ily Services--plus is getting her Master’s 
degree in Social Work from Eastern WA 
University. She will graduate in May. Colby 
is a senior at Montana State University 
majoring in Japanese.   

We lived in a hundred year old home in 
Granger WA. It sat on 68 acres of apple 
orchards. They call the Yakima Valley the 
“Palm Springs of Washington”.  

It’s a beautiful place to live. 

In 2000, Jerry landed the job of Super-
intendent of Schools in Whitefish. At first, I 
felt apprehensive about moving to Mon-
tana, a place I had never been to in my life. 
We came to Whitefish in April and I imme-
diately fell in love with it. The kids were 
still in school so we made it a family deci-
sion. All were in favor of the move. We left 
a lot of friends and good memories behind 
but I’ve never looked back. I love it here. I 
also love to cross-country ski on the golf 
course next to where we live. 

Volunteer work is my full time job. I 
serve on the Care Board (with Shelle Kuntz) 
and the Education Foundation Board. The 
Whitefish Education Foundation is a 5013c, 
tax deductible organization that raise mon-
ies for curriculum-based teacher/classroom 
grant projects, which include:  teacher 
training, science equipment, digital camer-
as, orchestra uniforms, band instruments, 
and the list goes on.  Last year, we raised 
over $22,000. I just recently became Fund-
raising Chair.  Check out our High Five 
project at www.wfps.k12.mt.us 

I’m also involved with raising money for 
Holiday Snacks for Kids. This program 
supplements the Rotarian Christmas by 
providing snack items for over 200 kids. 
This is under the Whitefish School District 
Care umbrella. We raised over $2,000 in 
approximately one week. 
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We started going to FPC about two years 
ago. I came to be friends and associates 
with several women from our church—
prior to attending our church. I wanted to 
share more deeply in their lives so we de-
cided to attend FPC. Dan and the people 
here are very warm and welcomed us with 
loving hearts. 

When I think of change within the 
church, I think of the changes that I need to 
make to be the member of our church God 
wants me to be. I would like to be more 
involved than I have been.  

We are the church. Yearning for things 
that we do not have won’t make those 

things come to us. We need involvement, 
not criticism, and that philosophy begins 
with me. Our church is a beautiful facility 
and well located. I think we need to em-
brace what we have and each other. The 
fruits will follow. Love isn’t love until it’s 
given away. 

J e r r y  H o u s e :  

I was born and raised in Seattle, Wash-
ington. My parents came from North Dako-
ta and moved to Seattle during WW II. 
They worked in the war industries such as 
Boeing and Pacific Car building the equip-
ment needed for the war. Later, my dad 
worked at a variety of jobs including saw 
mills and as a glazier. He finished his ca-
reer working as a janitor at an elementary 
school. My mother worked for several years 
supporting our family which was a necessi-
ty at that time of our lives. 

There were six children in our family 
with me being the oldest and the only boy. 
With five sisters, I did a lot of baby sitting 
because both my parents worked and I 
soon found out what a full time job with no 
pay really meant! The kitchen table was 
always the meeting place for the family 
where everyone had their place. 

As a family, we moved to Renton, Wash-
ington but I graduated from Issaquah High 
School where I was active in the sports pro-
gram—football and baseball. After gradua-
tion, I attended Skagit Valley Junior Col-
lege and Central Washington University in 
Ellensburg majoring in education. While at 
both schools I played baseball as well as 
enjoying the rigors of college life.  

During my senior year of college, I was 
drafted into the Army serving from 1966 
through 1969 in the Signals Corp. After 
being discharge from the Army, I worked 
for a year earning money so that I could go 
back to school and finish my degree. I final-
ly earned a B. Ed. degree in Education with 
a minor in Professionalized Subjects. This 
gave me a broad based educational back-
ground so that I could teach in several sub-
jects and at several grade levels. I did earn 
my Master’s Degree and principal creden-
tials from Central and my superintendent 
credentials from Washington State Univer-
sity. 

My first teaching job was at Sumner, 
Washington in a small district called Dier-

inger School District. I taught English, So-
cial Studies, and coached Swimming, Wres-
tling, and Track & Field.  The most interest-
ing fact for this school was the swimming 
pool that was build during the later 1940’s 
and was the only school for several years 
that had a swimming pool and a first cali-
ber swimming team.  

My next teaching position was in Maple 
Valley, Washington in a school district 
called  Tahoma. My teaching positions were 
varied in subjects as they included U. S. 
History, English, Photography, Journalism, 
and Physical Education. For extra-
curricular assignments, I was very fortu-
nate to coach Girls’ Basketball, Wrestling, 
and Baseball.  Besides sports, Student 
Council, and the Yearbook were great 
learning experiences for both the students 
and me.  My final assignments at Tahoma 
included being an Assistant Principal and 
the Athletic Director. I even had two years 
saving our cheerleader program by coach-
ing several “well behaved” ladies…end of 
speech! 

I moved to my first full-time Assistant 
Principal job at Renton, Washington and 
served for five years. My only Principalship 
came from the Yelm School District located 
in Yelm, Washington. I thoroughly enjoyed 
both positions as the cultures of both towns 
were very diverse in nature and provided 
great learning experiences for future lead-
ership positions. But overall, it was the best 
life changing experience of all! This is 
where I met Deb and the learning curve 
just continues to grow. I love it! 

My first job as a Superintendant of 
Schools was in Granger, Washington.  Early 
in the first year of this assignment, Deb and 
I were married. We spent nine years there 
raising our two kids. I retired out of the 
Washington school system after 29 years 
but felt I was too young to sit around doing 
little so in 2000, I applied for the job of 
Superintendent of Whitefish School Dis-
trict. To my delight, they offered me the job 

and I’m now in my ninth school year in 
Whitefish.  

As a young man, I was pretty much an 
agnostic. Too many religious things did not 
make sense to me. I was really focused on 
what I was doing in life. There was my 
school work and being athletic, I ran many 
5K and 10K runs and many marathons over 
several years.  I still like running and I’m 
going to try another marathon next year. I 
also love to golf and do some down-hill and 
cross country skiing.  

Even though I was very busy and fo-
cused, I was aware that something was 
missing. What I later discovered was; I had 
a hole in my heart. All the busy work was 
not enough. I met a pastor I really liked in 
the Granger area and became a Christian. 
The Promise Keepers organization really 
appealed to me and I attended conferences 
all over the northwest. I was very active in 
the church we attended in Grandview, 
Washington. When we moved to Whitefish, 
I was looking for a church which would 
continue to deliver a message that I could 
carry over into my daily life. We looked at 
several churches in Whitefish and eventual-
ly settled at FPC. I like the atmosphere and 
structure here and Dan does a great job. 

Personally, I’d like to see younger fami-
lies come into our church. We currently 
have a very positive, established group of 
people who are experienced in life. Howev-
er, we need diversity of age to provide a 
blending of ideas and experiences into our 
church. This will allow for continued 
growth of our church and to the ever in-
creasing Christians who live and serve 
within our Whitefish community. 

In a nut’s shell, that’s it!  God Bless… 
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She walked up the stairs and stood be-
fore the large door. She hesitated. Hesita-
tion was a life-long habit for the young 
woman. Placing a hand on the gleaming 
brass handle, she pulled the door toward 
her and entered the foyer. A feeling of ap-
prehension gripped her as she pondered 
the ten or so steps leading to the threshold 
of the sanctuary. “He said they would wel-
come me,” she whispered to herself.  

The woman climbed the stairs slowly 
with unsteady legs, clutching the colors and 
vase she cradled close and tenderly against 
her bosom as a mother would a new born 
baby.  

Standing before the isle that bisected the 
room called the sanctuary, she noticed a 
small table to her left with papers, a basket, 
and a tissue box arranged on its polished 
surface. 

Only a few people had arrived. They 
seemed busy and preoccupied with their 
duties, busying the church with preparation 
for the Sunday service. No one seemed to 
notice her.  

The woman was young. Blond flowing 
hair covered her thin shoulders and specta-
cles perched half way down her nose. She 
gave them an upward push which she fre-
quently did because the lenses were thick 
and heavy. 

With a bit of tremble in her hands, she 
brought the vase forward toward the table. 
For an instant, the solemn gesture ap-
peared as an offering as her hands placed 
the vase of color upon the gleaming surface.  

The woman backed to the wall six paces 
behind her. With darting eyes and flutter-
ing heart, she fidgeted with her hands not 
knowing what to do. Should she leave? 
Stay? Sit? And if sit, where? Not knowing 
what to do and being afraid to do, she did 
nothing. “I wish someone would notice 
me,” she pleaded within. 

People began to arrive in numbers. Some 
were solemnly serious; others wore smiles, 

and a 
few tittered with laughter and took seats 
around the sanctuary. The pews were filling 
up. The woman heard a matronly lady who 
looked well into her seventies exclaim to 
her husband, “Oh, look at the splash of 
color!” as she stopped beside the table. 
“Isn’t that beautiful!” another remarked. 
The men folks sauntered by not noticing as 
did most everyone except for a few. But 
those few exclaimed with joy seeing the 
beautifully coordinated colors perched up-
on the table. The amber vase complimented 
the green stems and blues, yellows, and 
purples rising above. A splash of color 
pushed shadows into corners and gave 
warmth and peace in a glow of hope.  

Flowers had been a part of the woman’s 
life as far back as she could remember. Her 
mother taught her to raise them beginning 
at the age of three. She recalled bringing 
home a bouquet of dandelions held in a 
tarnished coffee can half-filled with water 
and giving them with a radiant smile to her 
mom. Her mother’s smile was even more 
glorious as she accepted them and placed 
the dandelions in a clear glass vase and put 
the collection of yellow on the hallowed 
spot of the kitchen window sill where the 
bright sun accented the yellow to a brilliant 
contrast of the drab room with ancient 
scratched appliances and badly chipped 
sink. 

The woman loved the flowers she nur-
tured. The petals were silky soft and re-
minded her of her mother’s cheek. Now, 
she thought, those cheeks were wrinkled 
with age but still remained soft to the 
touch. 

The flow of people into the sanctuary 
was down to a trickle. An organ pulsed mu-
sic through the room. Few noticed but 
those who did commented and smiled at 
the splash of color in the amber vase. But…. 
no one noticed the blond woman standing 
against the wall six paces from the table. 
No one noticed her at all. 

A swirling cloud of confusion covered 
the woman. Ambivalent emotions danced 

through her mind and tapped on her heart. 
She felt happy people had noticed her gift 
of color but sad no one had noticed the 
giver. Am I wrong? an inner voice nearly 
sobbed. Am I wrong to feel the way I do? I 
think I’m supposed to feel pleased that I’ve 
brightened someone’s day even though… 
they didn’t notice it was me who gave the 
light. Which is more important—the gift or 
the giver? It seems without the one, the 
other doesn’t exist. 

A middle aged couple passed the table 
and both were drawn to the brilliant color. 
The man happened to look a little farther to 
his left toward the wall bordering the back 
of the sanctuary. 

They chose a pew mid-way down the 
isle. As they sat, the man turned to look 
behind him.  

A wisp of gold, a closing door, the wall 
was bare. Didn’t I see someone standing 
against that wall? he questioned silently. 
The music was building to full intensity 
with a deep throbbing tempo, a man strode 
to the pulpit, and the golden hair woman— 
like morning mist in a breeze, vanished 
from his mind. 

A week later… Gail Shipley was tidying 
up before services. She liked to come early 
and this morning was no exception. First 
one here, she thought with quiet satisfac-
tion. Her attention was drawn to the splash 
of color in the back of the sanctuary. “Those 
are so beautiful.” Gail remarked out loud. 
“But, they’re beginning to whither. I’d best 
throw them out. Too bad flowers don’t last 
longer. It’s as if their beauty drains them of 
life after being separated from the life giv-
ing ground they are born into.” 

The gift served a purpose. A few were 
blessed. No one saw the young blond wom-
an with the heavy lens glasses again. But… 
did they ever see her? 

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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