
 Bruce wanted to write his own inter-
view. After reading the draft he wrote, I 
thought— sounds good to me. In fact, 
Bruce saying it all himself presented him 
much better than I ever could have done. 
Here it is. Bruce, in his own words: 

 Great Falls, Montana is where I was born 
and was the 7th child—weighed 7 lb. and 
born at 7 a.m. My dad, Bob, and mother, 
Lillian, took me home to our ranch on the 
foot hills of the Rockies where they raised 
horses. I was seven years old when we 
moved to Whitefish where I entered 1st 
grade. By that time, I had three sisters and 
four brothers. I left High School in 1949 
and entered the Army and was discharged 
in 1953. I was baptized in Tacoma, Wash-
ington in the Baptist Church while serving 
at the Army base in Fort Lewis, Washing-
ton. 

 I met my wife, Carolyn, while on leave in 
January of 1952. We were married the fol-
lowing June. Before I left for the Army, I 
was a Call Boy working for the Great 
Northern Railroad and upon returning to 

Whitefish, I continued my railroad career 
as a Brakeman which lasted until I retired 
41 years later. In between the times I was 
laid off, I went to the U of M in Missoula 
until I got called back to the railroad. I 
worked on various jobs during these off 
years including the aluminum plant as an 
Iron Worker, drove trucks, worked as a city 
policeman, plus I oil painted. Many of my 
paintings sold and were sent to all corners 
of the U.S.  

 I joined FPC in 1953, so I’ve been a 
member for 54 years. All three of our sons 
were baptized in this church and that may 
be the reason I wanted to be involved. I 
served as a Deacon and Trustee. I sang in 
the choir back in the 50s but railroading 
made it difficult to make practice and Sun-
day every week. 

 It seems the population in the church 
has dropped by over half during these 
years. Some pastors were popular but a few 
were here a short time because some mem-
bers were unhappy with them. I miss the 
large number of children that used to go to 

Sunday School when my boys attended. 

 My most treasured memory of FPC was 
the huge attendance that turned out for my 
mother’s funeral in 1965. She had been in 
charge of the nursery for many years and 
was loved by many. The church was packed 
and flowers were everywhere. 

 My hobbies are wood working, oil paint-
ing, and building. I should also note how 
much I enjoyed keeping the roads open 
with my plow during the winter so Carolyn 
could get to school. Filling out my wife’s 
honey do list fills the rest of my time! 

 I’m satisfied with the church the way it is 
and am pleased to have Dan as our pastor. I 
accept change as it comes with each new 
pastor. 

 I think we need less gossip, as in the 
past, about church members and pastors 
and more love thy neighbor as thy self. I’d 
like to see more support for our troops ex-
pressed in our congregation. 

Bruce Pfrimmer 
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C h r i s t i a n  f e l l o w s h i p  

B r u c e  P f r i m m e r :  

 When Bruce passed on, I decided to do a trib-

ute to his memory and came up with the montage 
you see above. I also felt it was important to say 
something relevant and compelling about Bruce. 

The fact is, I really didn’t know Bruce. What could I 
say about someone I scarcely knew? Dan had deliv-
ered an excellent eulogy at Bruce’s funeral which I 
couldn’t hope to top, let alone add to. 

 Bruce was a member of our church. To 
lose anyone from the body of Christ is a 
profound loss and we are poorer for it. How-
ever, there is one thing that comes to mind. 

 I recall the bio Bruce had written for a 
long past issue of Koinonia— Issue 6. Bruce 
declined meeting with me and made it clear 
he was going to write his own bio. It 
seemed he wanted to come across as him-
self from himself to the readers who wanted 

to know what he had to say. I’ve got a 
hunch this attitude was natural for Bruce—
genuine and unique. Bruce Pfrimmer was a 
man who valued being his own man in his 
own time. 

 The best tribute I can think of to present 
a fitting memorial to Bruce is to allow him to 
speak again telling his story in his own 
words. This is far better than someone at-

tempting to speak for him who wouldn’t really know 
what they were talking about, saying words con-
trived that sound good but fall short of presenting 
Bruce as he really was. 

 So with all of that said, here’s Bruce—in his own 
words. 

Bob Paulus 
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 I would like to 
claim being a 
Whitefish native.  
Actually, I was six 
months old when 
my parents, Alice 
and Lowell (Lokie) 
McKeen brought 
me home here. I 
was born in Spo-
kane when dad 
was working there 
for the summer. 

Dad told me one wasn’t a true “Whitefish 
Native” unless you were born here…he was. 
He and mother created and ran Camp Ala-
mak resort on Whitefish Lake. Dad was an 
engineer on the Great Northern and BN 
also. My grandparents, Pearl and Earl 
Gray, lived with us many years and helped 
run Camp Alamak.  

After graduating from high school in 
Whitefish, I received a degree at the Uni-
versity of Montana in Missoula in Educa-
tion, Health and P.E., and Home Econom-
ics.  

I married Tim Arnot while attending 
college. My first job was a teaching position 
in Libby and he worked at the local saw 
mill. A year later he worked for the state 
highway department and we moved to Pol-

son. I worked as a substitute teaching 
there. About a year-and-a-half later, we 
moved to Conrad where my husband be-
came part of the family’s Arnot’s Furniture. 
I lived in Conrad for 30 years raising our 
family. I often substitute taught on various 
levels there. Through those years, we were 
back and forth to spend time with my folks 
and grandparents here. Tim and I were 
divorced after the kids had all left home.  

    In 1995, I returned home to Whitefish. 
Gary Stephens and I renewed our high 
school friendship and we were later mar-
ried. He has spent most of his life owning 
and running The Toggery. His son Trek is 
now taking over the reins of the business 
although Gary still is involved doing the 
bookkeeping and managing his building. I 
spent eleven years there as a salesperson 
and helping Gary with the marketing. 
Three years ago I went to work at Montana 
Coffee Traders on Highway 93 south of 
town. I work in retail making lattes, weigh-
ing out beans, and doing merchandise dis-
plays. It is a part-time job with great peo-
ple. 

I have three children. Kevin Arnot lives 
in Potomac and is a partner in Flanagan 
Motors in Missoula. He has one grown son 
in Washington, MO.  Justin Arnot is the 
Executive Director of Christian World 

Adoption, and lives with his wife Nicole 
and four children in Hendersonville, NC.  
Cari Bailey, my daughter, lives in Bend, 
Oregon with her son Marshall and is a 
Physical Therapist.  

I started coming to First Presbyterian 
Church in the early fifties for Sunday school 
and Bible School. This church always felt 
like home to me. As an adult I attended 
First Presbyterian Church in Conrad and 
served as an elder on the Session. When I 
came back to Whitefish, this was the only 
church I wanted to attend. I wanted to be 
with the “old folks” I knew as a kid.  I have 
many fond memories of activities in the 
church basement and special people. The 
seniors in the church are especially dear to 
me. Attending here again felt like coming 
home.   

I enjoy hiking, bicycling, downhill skiing, 
cross country skiing, snow shoeing, horse-
back riding, rock climbing, and occasional-
ly wood carving, and watercolors. 

The people at First Presbyterian Church 
have a special place in my heart.  Our sen-
iors are especially dear to me.  I consider 
myself blessed to be a part of this congrega-
tion. 

D i a n a  S t e p h e n s :  

N a n c y  B o g a r t :  

 I was born in 
Medford, Massa-
chusetts. When I 
was 13 years old, 
we moved to 
Fullerton, Califor-
nia in the south-
ern part of the 
state. My dad had 
a television, stereo 
sales business 
which he ran out 
of our home. My 

mom worked as an Executive Secretary. I 
have one brother and one sister. I also have 
one half-brother and one half-sister. My 
parents divorced when I was 16 and my dad 
remarried to a woman who had two chil-
dren. I graduated from high school in 
Fullerton. 

I was raised Methodist but met Keith at 
the First Christian Church in Cypress, Cali-

fornia. He was also my boss at Robert Shaw 
Controls where we both worked. We were 
married and had one daughter. Sadly, she 
was killed by a drunk driver. I had two 
daughters from a previous marriage and 
Keith adopted them. We have three grand-
children, all girls—unfortunately for Keith. 
Maybe we’ll have great grand children and 
there will be some boys. 

We moved to Whitefish in 1978. At first, 
we lived in a trailer court where I met a 
woman who told me that she and about five 
other couples wanted to start an Alliance 
church in Whitefish. I decided to get in-
volved. The experience of forming that 
church was a truly wonderful experience 
for me and I treasure what I gained from it.  

After a few years, Keith and I built our 
house on Highway 93 south of town. We 
decided to attend the church across the 
road, Whitefish Church of God. We were 

very involved with that church and loved 
attended there. However, we’re from the 
old school of worship. We feel most com-
fortable with a traditional service that has a 
real peace to it and little in the way of dis-
tractions. First Presbyterian provides that. 

The music at FPC is fantastic! Kathy and 
Karla do such a good job and Karen is a 
wonderful music director. We love listening 
to the choir and singing the traditional mu-
sic that is offered here. 

Keith and I know about 75% of the peo-
ple at FPC so we felt very comfortable at-
tending here when we made the decision to 
move. 

I do a lot of volunteer work. I have al-
ways enjoyed helping with events like 
Christmas parties and other activities the 
women put together. 
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K e i t h  B o g a r t :  

I was born in 
Altadena, Califor-
nia and grew up 
moving around in 
Orange County, 
California. My dad 
worked for Robert 
Shaw Controls 
doing installation 
and trouble shoot-
ing of swimming 
pool’s water filtra-
tion systems. My 

mom was a full-time homemaker, taking 
care of my sister, two step-sisters, and my-
self.  

I spent grades 11 and 12 at the Elsnor 
Naval & Military School and shortly after 
graduation, I enlisted in the Army. My duty 
assignment took me to Germany for two 
years. 

After being discharged, I got married 
and went to work. My first marriage didn’t 
work out and after three years, we di-
vorced. I was working at Robert Shaw Con-
trols in Cypress, California when I met 

Nancy. In fact, I was her boss in the section 
where we worked. Robert Shaw Controls is 
an appliance parts manufacturer. 

Nancy and I did have three daughters 
but one was killed by a drunk driver. She 
had two girls from a previous marriage and 
I adopted them.  

After marrying, we continued to live in 
California for seven years. In 1976, we 
helped move a friend to Whitefish. After 
seeing the beautiful country here, we knew 
that this is where we wanted to live. Our 
house went up for sale but the market was 
in a slump. It took two years to sell it. We 
made the move in 1978 and I found a job at 
Plum Creek Lumber working as an electri-
cian. I retired from Plum Creek in 2006. 

About a year and a half ago, Nancy and I 
felt dissatisfied with the church we had 
attended for many years so we decided to 
go elsewhere. We knew many of the people 
at FPC so we gave it a try. I loved the music 
at FPC. The choir is beautiful and the songs 
are traditional which I prefer. I enjoy a 
peaceful Sunday service and this church 

provides that. 

Once in awhile, I help with maintenance 
work in the building and I hope to do more 
of that in the future. One of the goals I 
made after retiring was to help those who 
need it. I guess my main focus is on the 
elderly. As we age, we can’t do many things 
that we used to be able to do. Providing the 
help may be as simple as taking a bag of 
garbage out to the trashcan for someone or 
taking them to a doctor’s appointment. The 
list is endless. 

I love traveling on my motorcycle which 
is a three wheel trike Harley. I also enjoy 
RC flying, hunting, shooting, fishing, weld-
ing, woodwork, and tractor work. I have my 
own Kubota tractor. We own over eight 
acres and the tractor is used a lot. 

A fundamental belief I have is to accept 
and love all, no matter where they are in 
their Christian walk or color or religion or 
status in life but in doing so, we still must 
remember not to compromise our beliefs 
based on the word of God just for the sake 
of acceptance. 

I enjoy crocheting and working with 
ceramics. I’ve been donating my ceramics 
to the Colonial Manor for several years. The 
people there really enjoy it when I bring 
something in. I stared with needle work but 
it got to the point where I couldn’t do that 
anymore so I switched to ceramics. 

I realize we need to find a way to attract 
younger people to our congregation. How-
ever, I also believe there has to be a balance 
between what young people want in a 
church and what older people want. It 
would be a mistake to tilt too far in one 
direction to the detriment of the others who 

feel uncomfortable with the changes going 
on to attract the young. 

In closing, what Keith has for his closing 
statement is exactly what I would also say. 
I’ll just add—praise God! 

 I regret that I never interviewed Larry 

or have a photo of him. It seemed he at-

tended our church on a regular basis and I 

couldn’t help but notice that smile of his 

that seemed permanently stamped on his 

face.  

 I read Larry’s obituary in The Interlake 

and decided to use the information it pro-

vided to write a little background about 

him. He will be missed by the congrega-

tion, especially that smile that radiated 

and warmed the sanctuary on many Sun-

day mornings. 

 Larry Morrow was born in Coffeyville, 

Kansas. He graduated from high school 

and attended Kansas State University. 

While serving in the military, he married 

his first wife, Bonnie. They had two chil-

dren.  

 Larry was a World War II and Korean 

War veteran. He retired from Malmstrom 

AFB after 20 years of service, then moved 

to Bozeman, where he graduated with a 

master’s in Agriculture.  

 Larry taught school before retiring to 

Gold Beach, OR. He enjoyed coaching 

baseball and fishing. After Bonnie’s death 

in 1993, Larry married Dottie Sparrow in 

Gold Beach. They were active members of 

the Presbyterian Church.  

 Dottie died in 2006 and Larry moved to 

Montana. His last two years were spent in 

Columbia Falls, living with his daughter. 

L a r r y  M o r r o w :  



 I grew up in a 
small rice farming 
community in 
southeast Texas 
called El Campo 
(which means 
"The Prairie", not 
"The Camp", in 
Spanish). While 
attending Texas 
A&M University, I 
did an internship 
with the Big 

Mountain Events Department as part of my 
studies in Recreation, Park, and Tourism 
Sciences. I fell in love with Whitefish im-
mediately and have repeatedly lucked into 
situations that have made it possible for me 
to stay here. I am the PR Manager for 
Whitefish Mountain Resort and I can hard-
ly imagine a job I love more. I write copy, 
newsletters, and columns; I court and en-
tertain local and national media, and act as 

the general spokesman for the resort. I also 
ski a lot in the winter and mountain bike 
quite a bit in the summer on "short" breaks. 

 We've been coming to FPC for a couple 
of years. We liked the location and especial-
ly the layout (the altar is at the corner in-
stead of on one wall). That's what got us 
talking to people. What attracted us to start 
attending was Dan Davis. He reminded me 
a lot of my pastor back home and made it 
feel like a church we should give a chance 
to.  

 I am currently serving as an elder and on 
the Worship Ministry Team. I'm organizing 
a Worship Task Force (contact me if you're 
interested) to take a hard look at what we 
can do differently to make attracting new 
blood easier.  

 Obviously, I love skiing. I also really like 
reading, writing, hiking, biking, canoeing, 
fly fishing, woodworking, programming & 

web design, graphic design in general, pub-
lic speaking, motorcycle riding (if only I 
had a motorcycle), sailing (if only I had a 
sailboat), working with kids, fixing stuff, 
and hanging out with my new family.  

 I'm excited about the sanctuary im-
provements that are planned for the next 
couple of years. I'm excited to see what the 
Worship Task Force comes up with and 
where we go in the next few years. It is im-
perative that we figure out how to attract 
members of my generation to this church; 
otherwise, we'll surely die. I want to see 
this church come to reflect in its services 
and actions the beauty that is inside all of 
its wonderful members.  

 On the subject of change at FPC I'd like 
to say: don't sweat it. Operational changes 
can never change who you are, and who 
you are is what really makes this church 
great.  
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P a m  C l a p p :  

 I was born and 
raised in the sub-
urbs of Detroit, 
Michigan. (My 
parents, Jan & 
Bob Hadley, have 
always lived in 
Michigan and still 
live there today.) 
I'm one of three 
girls, sandwiched 
between my studi-
ous older sister, 

Margaret, and fashionable younger sister, 
Jill. My mother loves the arts and instilled 
that same love in all of her girls. Each of us 
has a love for the arts in different ways. 
Margaret is an Art historian. Jill is a fash-
ion guru and buyer for a trendy clothing 
store. And I am an artist. 

I went to Western Michigan University 
and graduated with a BFA in painting. But I 
have a passion for all mediums, especially 
printmaking. Before graduating from West-
ern, I studied abroad for a year in Salzburg, 
Austria. While studying abroad I met Chris-
ti Clapp and we became very good friends. 

She constantly nagged me about meeting 
her brother. But I didn't think that it was 
practical because he lived in Texas (at the 
time) and I lived in Michigan.  

After I returned home from my year 
abroad, I graduated from college. Christi 
invited me to be a bridesmaid at her wed-
ding. She was very excited for me to meet 
Donnie and I later learned that everyone in 
her family was equally excited. I spent four 
days in Texas and during that time I met 
Donnie and decided that he was the "one". I 
moved out to Whitefish three months after 
meeting him. On the anniversary of our 
first meeting, Donnie proposed to me un-
der the stars. We got married in Whitefish 
at FPC in July and in October we found out 
we were pregnant. Jackson Howard Clapp 
was born the day after his due date, July 9, 
2008. I have been a stay at home mom 
since Jackson arrived and love it.  

I have attended FPC since the fall of 
2006. Originally I was attracted to FPC 
because of its historic look (I was looking 
for a place to get married), but I stayed 

because of the kindness that was always 
shown to us when attending.  

I joined the choir shortly after I got mar-
ried in 2007 but have gotten preoccupied 
by being a mom. 

I love art, creating, learning, and exam-
ining it. I love to bake. I really like to watch 
movies, especially good ones. I love to hang 
out with my husband and son. I'm starting 
to really like running but I wish I loved it 
(maybe someday). I also love hiking in 
Glacier National Park because it makes me 
feel at home.  

I would love to see more young faces in 
the church.  

We need to get more butts in the seats by 
reaching out to the community and show-
ing them our kindness. Our congregation 
has plenty of love to spread into our com-
munity - the same kindness that kept me 
coming back to FPC. We need to be the 
example of loving kindness in the commu-
nity that we show each other in church.  

D o n n i e  C l a p p :  
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The air was damp with the smell of the 
freshly turned dirt of the skid trail. It was 
as fresh as the stump I sat on waiting for 
my new partner to finish the day. 

 I had finished my strip but Frank wanted 
me to help him finish up also. It was Friday 
and an awful long hike up the mountain 
from the pickups on Monday morning so I 
said yes. It sure wasn’t’ that I’d wanted to. 
Lord knows I had worked terribly hard 
finishing my strip that day and as I 
dropped my last fir and tipped my hard hat 
up a notch to wipe the sweat from my fore-
head, I sighed with relief knowing my day 

was done and it was Friday! 

After limbing and bucking the tree into 
peeler lengths, I had grabbed my gas and 
oil jugs and stepped unto the skid trail that 
led down to my pickup far down the moun-
tain side. “Hey Bob!” Frank called out. He 
was standing next to a little larch wearing 
that never ending smile of his but looking 
just as dirty, sweaty, and drug-out as I felt. 
He asked, “Bob, I hate to ask but it’s an 
awful long walk back up here and I’m afraid 
I’m not going to finish this strip today as 
late as it is. Would you mind helping me?” 

My hard hat tipped forward and my 

knees went weak but found myself saying, 
“Sure Frank. I’ll help you finish.” 

There was no way I could refuse. Saw-
yers just didn’t do that which Frank must 
have realized before he asked but I had no 
doubt he wouldn’t have asked if he didn’t 
really need the help. You see, this was 
Frank. And in my book, he was special. 

“We’ll saw back-to-back.” Frank said as 
he spun the gas cap off his saw for a fresh 
fill-up.  

I grabbed my jug to do the same and 
answered, “Of course. It’s the only way to 

 I grew up in 
Milton, Oregon. As 
a boy, I was pretty 
much a free spirit, 
roaming the hills, 
exploring. I fished 
most of the length 
of the Walla Walla 
River. I loved 
camping and hik-
ing and was a Boy 
Scout. My dad was 
the gasoline dis-

tributor for Standard Oil and my mom was 
a homemaker. I had one older brother. 

In high school, I lettered in every sport 
they had. I spent my summers working in 
the pea fields on the weevil crew and driv-
ing “cat” in wheat harvest. My dad was a 
sports fanatic. He talked me into repeating 
the 7th grade so I would be a year older for 
playing football in high school, much to my 
mother’s disgust. That backfired because 
after my junior year in 1945, I enlisted in 
the Navy to avoid the draft. I was stationed 
at Pearl Harbor for a year and got my high 
school diploma while in the Navy. (The 
school gave me some missing credits.) After 
discharge I attended Washington State 
University in Pullman and earned a bache-
lor’s degree in Forestry. 

After WSU, I went to Syracuse Universi-
ty in New York for graduate work. There I 
had a blind date with one Claire Church. 
When I graduated with a M. S., Claire and I 
were engaged. Claire was a junior so I took 
a job in Lebanon, OR at a plywood plant. 
One year later I drove to Great Falls and 
flew to Syracuse to get married. We were 
married in the University Chapel on the 
same day Claire graduated. We were going 
to see Glacier Park on our honeymoon but 

it was shrouded in clouds. 

After a year in Lebanon, Claire and I 
were both dissatisfied with our jobs, so we 
moved to a fruit ranch on the Snake River 
below Clarkston, WA that my dad had 
bought. Our first two children were born in 
Clarkston. The Corps of Engineers was go-
ing to build a dam that would flood our 
fruit acres, so I went to Washington State 
and obtained a job on the faculty. I started 
as an acting Jr. Wood Technologist in the 
Division of Industrial Research, College of 
Engineering. Nineteen years later I re-
signed as full professor of Materials Science 
with 60 publications to my credit and two 
patents. This was all research that included 
particle board, finger jointing, trusses, and 
glu-lam beams. I took a year’s leave of ab-
sence from WSU to study for my PhD at 
Duke University. 

We have three children: Jack, Zoe, and 
Walter.  I was a scoutmaster with the Boy 
Scouts while in Pullman and took scouts on 
long hikes including a 100-mile hike in the 
Bob Marshall Wilderness. Our family en-
joyed backpacking, but Claire couldn’t 
stand to kill a fish so she’d go looking for 
wildflowers while I fished. This led to a 
later occupation for me.  

One day a man named Keith Taylor from 
Whitefish came to visit me. He wanted to 
build a machine to finger-joint lumber us-
ing my process. I left WSU and we moved 
to Whitefish in 1976 to form the Strickler-
Taylor Lumber Co. This venture lasted al-
most four years until high interest rates 
shut us down. In 1979 we made one board 
measuring 554 feet long and John Carpen-
ter’s Jr. High kids carried it in the Winter 
Carnival Parade. We tried to enter it in 
Guinness’ Book of World Records as the 

world’s longest board, but they had no such 
category. 

We have attended Whitefish Presbyteri-
an Church since 1976. In 1982, Pastor Ken 
Peterson wanted to build an addition to the 
church. We raised $30,000 which was 
enough to get the project started and trust-
ed the Lord to provide the rest to complete 
the work. I did the design work for the ad-
dition and had a draftsman draw up the 
working plans. Once we got started, the 
money starting rolling in and we completed 
it in one year with no debt. Most of the 
work was done by men at FPC with some 
specialty work subbed out to contractors. I 
decided to add trusses to the roof which 
turned out to be a good thing because the 
winter of 1996 brought five feet of snow to 
the roof. It held! 

I used to hike with the Over the Hill 
Gang. Every Thursday, we’d hike to Glacier 
Park. Eventually my legs couldn’t handle it 
anymore. I had been photographing wild 
flowers for 20 years and decided to publish 
wild flower books. I did three books on wild 
flowers of the northern Rockies: Prairie, 
Forest and Alpine Wildflowers. Wayside 
Wildflowers of the Pacific Northwest  came 
next, followed by Northwest Penstemons.   

I still have a vegetable garden (which I 
share with the deer) and three wild flower 
beds. I love singing in the choir and have 
served as a Deacon and Financial Secretary 
for several years. You’ll see me in the kitch-
en washing dishes once in a while, too.  

I’d like to see our church grow, especially 
with young families. We need to keep the 
faith in our church and bring more people 
into our fellowship. 

D e e  S t r i c k l e r :  

By Bob Paulus 
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keep from killing each other.” 

Sawyers have to fall trees that are in very 
close proximity with each other if they are 
working a job close together. One man falls 
while the other watches so he knows he 
isn’t in the path of the falling tree. Then, 
the other man lets his go while his partner 
watches. The technique is called sawing 
back-to-back. Putting two sawyers on the 
same strip is a dangerous affair so until the 
wood hits the ground, both are vigilant. 

I waited for Frank to put his jugs in a 
safe place and get positioned where he 
wanted to start. The stump was handy so I 
settled my tired butt on it. After a couple of 
minutes, Frank called out he was ready. 

Frank dropped a good size larch first. He 
waited while I notched a Doug Fir and 
dropped it perpendicular to the larch. We 
attached our length tapes and with cork 
boots set to the bark, we headed toward the 
top, limbing and bucking as we went.  

Like I said, Frank was special. There was 
something about him I couldn’t put my 
finger on. Over the months of working with 
him, I had sawed next to Frank on several 
occasions. He wasn’t at all like me in any 
manner. I was always in a hurry, eager to 
make as much money as I could by putting 
as much wood on the ground as my mus-
cles, knees, and saw would allow. When 
something went wrong—like a tree hanging 
up, getting slapped in the face by a whip-
lashing branch, or chewing my chain on a 
rock hidden just below my cut, I would 
explode in fury! The cuss words would 
erupt from my mouth and scorch the air 
around me. I tried wrapping my saw 
around a tree so many times that it was a 
wonder it still ran. Once, I had slammed 
my Husky on the ground hard in a fit of 
temper not noticing the rock protruding 
through the pine needles and ruptured the 
magnesium casing. That tantrum cost me 
$135 at the saw shop. 

It seemed little was right on any job I 
worked. The wood was cull, the ground too 
steep, and the scale came as hard as sawing 
cedar in January. We got paid by how many 
logs per thousand board feet we cut. There 
were too many days I couldn’t top six or 
seven thousand and it barely seemed worth 

it while paying gas and equipment expens-
es with wood as limby and small as the 
Lodge pole and Alpine Fir I cut. 

Of course, when I sawed those bad strips 
up a mountain, I seemed to forget the good, 
even great strips I was blessed with on 
occasion where most of the wood was fir 
and slick larch—making high scale and 
$350 plus days. Nope, couldn’t recall that 
at all as I hurled my saw through the brush 
cursing the wood, mosquitoes, cuts, 
scrapes, and the air I breathed. 

Then there was Frank. 

Frank, sawing along and humming a 
tune I could hear if we both were filing our 
chains or gassing-up. I never once saw 
Frank lose it. He hung up trees, I saw it! He 
had pretty much the same wood as the rest 
of us too. Yet, I never heard him yell, let 
alone throw his saw. A couple times I sat 
above him on a rise and watched. What is 
with this guy? I wondered. 

Sometimes, most of the sawyers congre-
gated around the pickups having a bull-
session. The talk was course and crude as 
loggers tend to do. Everybody joined in the 
vulgar merriment except—Frank. He would 
stand there with that big smile seemingly 
permanently planted on his face and if he 
said anything, it was usually a joke. Can’t 
say I ever heard Frank bad-mouth anyone 
or wrinkle his nose in judgment. 

 One day, I was talking with Frank’s part-
ner who shared rides with him to work. I 
asked about Frank saying, “He comes 
across kind of different. He’s likeable all 
right, just different. Why is that?” 

 The man said, “You don’t know about 
Frank? He’s one of those Christians. You 
know, born-again.” 

 He didn’t say this with malice as Frank 
was highly respected among the crew—just 
stating a fact. 

 That got me thinking real hard. Could it 
be, I asked myself, that Frank’s cool dispo-
sition and general likeableness had some-
thing to do with being a Christian? 

 I found myself pondering this question 
and the man it focused on frequently as the 
weeks went by. You see, I wasn’t very hap-

py. Dark moods, excess drinking, and an 
almost constant general anxiety was the 
state of a large part of my existence. Plus, 
my marriage was failing but I was in full 
denial concerning that. 

 Frank had something I wanted. He had 
peace. I couldn’t think of anything on 
earth I wanted more than that calming of 
the mind and emotions that we call peace. I 
wondered—could the peace that Frank pos-
sessed come from his faith? Or was he 
simply naturally like that. Some folks are. 
One day I ate lunch with him and asked 
some probing questions. Frank eagerly 
talked about his past with only a mention 
of his faith and it was clear that Frank had 
suffered just as much as me or most folks I 
knew and hadn’t always sailed through it 
floating on a cloud of peace born-up by 
God. Something had happened and alt-
hough he didn’t say it directly, it was obvi-
ous that something was faith. 

 I left work early that day. I had finished 
my strip and could have started another 
but I needed time to think. Home was over 
an hour away and I had plenty of time. 
Frank’s disposition, demeanor, and that 
smiling face preoccupied my thoughts. He 
had what I wanted and I knew it had some-
thing to do with Jesus. 

 I wish I could say I fell on my knees that 
night and asked Jesus into my life but that 
isn’t what happened. A couple more years 
elapsed before I surrendered to the Living 
God. I needed to hit a bottom and when it 
came, I was thinking of Frank; or more 
specifically, on what Frank had. 

 Life has never been the same for me 
since and if I could know what happened to 
him, I’d give Frank a call. But…. perhaps 
the Lord planned it this way. He shined out 
a beacon of hope through a man without 
letting the man know the work He was do-
ing. Perhaps that is best, best for me and 
best for Frank. 

 Someday, perhaps Frank will stumble 
upon this story and recognize himself in it. 
If this day comes I’d like to say, “Thanks 
Frank. Thanks for letting the Lord have so 
much sway in your life that He reached out 
within you and blessed me with that amaz-
ing peace only He can give.” 

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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