
 I’m a Whitefish native. 
The furthest I’ve ever lived 
away from the Flathead 
Valley was Missoula where 
I worked for awhile on a 
ski hill. In 1982, I gradu-
ated from Whitefish High 
School. I’ve seen many 
changes in Whitefish over 
the years along with the 

famous mountain we call Big Mountain. 
This is a popular place to live and growth is 
inevitable along with the changes that come 
with it. 

I’ve done a lot of skiing and ridden many 
roads in the surrounding mountains on 
motorcycle. When I was a kid, I was on the 
Whitefish Swim Team called the Whitefish 
Bull Frogs. 

My life has been pretty simple over the 
years. My first job out of high school was 
shooting gofers. We called it “getting gofer 
tails”. I worked as a janitor for the old Or-
pheum Theater until it closed and my next 
employment was at Bay Point Resort doing 
yard work. I finally got a job at the Big 
Mountain (Winter Sports Incorporated) as 
a maintenance man and stayed there for 
around 12 years. Being an avid skier, I 
loved the work. 

I started skiing at eight years old and 
continued steady until 2000. The prices are 
outrageous now costing $60 a day. 

I’ve been doing flooring installation for 

the past 16 years, mostly carpet laying but 
also laminate, vinyl, and tile. I sub-contract 
my work through various dealers in the 
valley. 

I met my wife on the ski hill. The mar-
riage didn’t’ last long but we had Brianna 
and I ended up with sole custody of her. 
Being a single parent didn’t leave a lot of 
time for socializing so I never have remar-
ried. Brianna has given me two grandchil-
dren who I adore—Levi and Jesse. 

My parents went to FPC and made sure I 
attended Sunday school and, upon becom-
ing a teenager, youth group. I’ve many fond 
memories of the church back when I was in 
my youth. The basement was literally full of 
Boy Scouts and we performed plays on the 
stage. I sang in Youth Choir and performed 
in Bell Choir. Sometimes, two of us boys 
would light the candles for the Sunday ser-
vice. We wore the white robes they used 
back then and had to concentrate on light-
ing each candle in unison. Then, we’d go up 
into the balcony and hang out, peering over 
the railing, watching the service, and snick-
ering. It was great fun for a kid at the time. 

I have tried different churches over the 
years in Whitefish but I always come back 
home to First Presbyterian. This church is 
even based. It’s not too strict but not too 
relaxed. 

For recreation, I like skiing, photogra-
phy, swimming, hunting, and fishing. I love 
to take my grandkids bike riding and go 

roller blading 
with my dogs. 
I run the dogs 
ahead of me 
on a rope and 
tandem behind 
them and have 
them pull me. 

I pretty 
much like this 
church the way 
it is and Dan is 
an excellent 
pastor; however, I would like to see more 
contemporary music sang here. At times, 
the songs seem too slow and lack the feel-
ing I like to experience. When Jack Deere 
was here, there was more lively music with 
drums and guitars. I would like to see a 
return to that format. It would be nice if the 
screen could be moved to a different loca-
tion. It blocks the view of the choir loft. 

I also would like to see more young 
adults attend. I understand that when peo-
ple are promoting change, others can get 
defensive and strive to keep things the way 
it is. I would like the people here to find 
ways to compromise concerning changes 
that are needed. 

FPC is definitely a home based church. 
The people here are wonderful and they 
remember who you are and never forget 
you. 

Jerrold Pfrimmer 

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

 J e r r o l d  P f r i m m e r :  

“that he might give her to Himself as 
a glorious church without a single 
spot or wrinkle or any other blemish, 
being holy and without a single 
fault.”  

Ephesians 5:27 

 

The Bride of Christ. 



“The primary purpose of a home is to reflect and to 
distribute the love of Christ”.  What happened 20 
years ago is past.  What happened last year is past.  
What happened last month, yesterday, or this morn-
ing is past. 

Forgive the past, ancient and recent. Live in the pre-
sent moment.  Embrace all of its goodness, hope, and 
possibility.  Allow it to be the blessing that God in-
tended. 

Know how beautiful and perfect you each are in God’s 
eyes through the grace of Jesus.  Look at each other 
from this view, rather than that of a frail judgmental 
human.  Above all, love one another.  Jesus said this is 

God’s greatest command. 

This is not an option – it is God’s undeniable com-
mand.  Only through obedience can broken humans 
live the abundant and joyful life God intended for us.  
Disobedience to this greatest of all commands brings 
sorrow and difficulty. 

 

Love from Jeanette 
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B r i a n n a  P f r i m m e r :  

By Jeanette Cheney 

 I’m a White-
fish native. My 
dad sent me to 
Cross Currents 
Christian 
School where I 
attended from 
pre-school 
through fifth 
grade. I really 
wanted to go to 
public school to 
be with my 
friends so I 

made a deal with my dad that if I could go 
to Central School for sixth and seventh 
grade, I would go on a mission trip with 
Cross Currents during my eighth grade 
year. He agreed so off to Central School I 
went for two years. 

The trip during eight grade sponsored by 
Cross Currents was fantastic! We took two 
weeks off during the school year and went 
by bus to the Sun Valley Indian School in 
Arizona. We stayed at churches along the 
way. Salt Lake City was really fun. We went 
to an NBA game.  

At Sun Valley, we did painting, roofing, 
and other things they needed help with. We 

went on trips also and camped out.  Seeing 
the Grand Canyon was especially enjoyable. 
The trip left me with fond memories I’ll 
carry forever. 

Ninth grade brought me to Whitefish 
High School. During my sophomore year I 
was struggling with courses so I went to 
Whitefish Independent High school. They 
would furnish packets to the students that 
contained the materials for each course and 
one could work at their own pace, hence 
the name “Independent” schooling. 

While I was in my junior year, I realized 
that school wasn’t working out for me so I 
decided to leave and make my own way. I 
worked at odd jobs for awhile like The Big 
Mountain Ski Resort where I was a house 
keeper. About a year after leaving high 
school, I had my first son, Levi. It’s been 
three years since that blessed event and I 
just had my second son, Jesse.  

I’m a stay-at-home mom and live with 
Jesse’s father, Jimmy, who has his own 
business.  

Jimmy and I have four horses, three 
Tennessee Walkers and an Arabian. We 
also have ATVs (four-wheelers). Mine isn’t 

a slow hunting type but a racer which is a 
blast to ride! Jimmy also has a Monster 
Truck. The tires are bigger than I am. We 
love going to competition races each sum-
mer. 

First Presbyterian has always been my 
home church. When I was growing up, my 
mom lived in the Seattle area and dad was 
working a lot so I spent a lot of time with 
grandma and grandpa. Grandma brought 
me to church on Sundays where I attended 
Sunday school and youth group. I don’t 
attend as regularly now as I used to because 
I have a three year old running around and 
a newborn which takes up most of my time. 

I’m kind of saddened by the fact that 
when I was growing up here, this church 
was packed with people on Sunday morn-
ings. Lots of kids were running around and 
you could feel the excitement. I don’t know 
what happened but now the congregation 
mostly consists of older folks with practi-
cally no young adults or children. I love the 
people here and know everyone but none 
are my age. That makes it a little difficult to 
relate. I hope that FPC will get back into a 
growth mode again and find a way to at-
tract younger people. The memories I have 
of this church are very precious to me. 
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In 1981 I was on the Session of First 
Presbyterian Church of Whitefish when 
Ken Peterson was pastor. Ken made a 
strong case for building an addition onto 
the church because membership was grow-
ing and space for Sunday School was at a 
premium. We were using the building 
across the alley (now gone) for the Sunday 
School overflow. Also, some of the elderly 
members had a hard time, or were pre-
vented from, attending church functions 
(meetings and potlucks) in the basement 
because of the stairs. Since my business 
had recently closed, I volunteered to head a 
building committee for an addition. 

Our committee asked the congregation 
for pledges to a building fund. The initial 
pledges amounted to about $30,000, 
which we estimated would be enough to 
frame an addition, put brick on the outside 
(required by city code), and a roof on top. 
After considerable prayer we decided to go 
ahead with the framing and secured a con-
struction loan from the Whitefish Credit 
Union for $30K, on the assumption that it 
might take 20 years to finish the project. 

I designed the addition and had a drafts-
man make working drawings for the pro-
ject. The design was quite simple: it com-
pletely filled the available space except for 
a narrow strip on the north for a ramp 
down to the ground floor and a planter. 
The level of the second floor was deter-
mined by the floor of the old pastor's study 
(the small room between the sanctuary and 
the fellowship hall), so that people could 
walk out of the sanctuary into the hall with-
out negotiating stairs. 

The ground floor contained new church 
offices, a nursery, four Sunday School 
rooms, and two restrooms. The second 
story was mostly an open fellowship hall 
with a kitchen, a small storage room, and 
two restrooms along the south wall. Both 
floors had, by city code, two entrances/
exits. Cec Lantz, a long time member of the 
church, asked her brother-in-law, a Mis-
soula architect, to draw plans for the addi-
tion. His plan would have included an inte-
rior folded ramp between the two floors 
that would have wiped out almost a quarter 

to a third of the floor space in the fellow-
ship hall. I rejected that idea and opted 
instead for a stairwell and elevator. The 
part of his plan that we did retain was the 
narrow arched windows over the north 
entry. I also moved the round stained glass 
window from the former east wall of the 
church to the northeast corner of the fel-
lowship hall. 

The roof trusses for the addition were 
designed to be installed 24 inches on cen-
ter. Since I had considerable experience 
doing research on wood trusses, I opted to 
keep the same truss design, but to install 
five trusses every 8 feet instead of four 
trusses. The resulting space between 
trusses is therefore 19.2 inches. In the win-
ter of 96-97 when we had five feet of snow 
followed by two days of rain, I was very 
thankful that I had added that extra factor 
of safety. 

We began construction early in the 
spring of 1982 with Bill Walker, a Presbyte-
rian now living in Dayton, MT, as lead con-
tractor. Members of the congregation who 
worked full time on the project were Noel 
DeVries, brother-in-law of Bill Walker, 
Ralph Krona (father of Ed), Trent Oelberg, 
and myself. Tradesmen in the church who 
did their thing were Dave Lee, electrical; 
Pat Hartman, plumbing; and Jock Schor-
ger, cabinets and trim around the arched 
windows. Arlene Nelson and Susan Hart-
man , following the suggestions of the 
women of the church, took charge of de-
signing the kitchen and ordering the 
stoves, refrigerator/freezer and dish 
washer. Bruce Tate supplied and installed 
the wainscoting in the fellowship hall and 
stairwell. Numerous others in the church 
worked on special projects such as hanging 
the sheetrock and painting. We hired sub-
contractors for finishing the sheetrock, 
insulating the walls and ceiling, laying the 
carpet, tarring the roof and installing the 
furnace. Myrna Kline designed and made 
the stained glass for the narrow, arched 
windows over the entry. A gift from Art and 
Mabel Engelter paid for her work. 

Anderson Masonry did the brickwork on 
the outside. The bricks on the original 

church consist of the random placement of 
three different, but closely matched, colors 
of bricks. Anderson could only supply one 
of the three colors. Now you would have to 
look very closely to discern the difference. 

The roof on the addition slopes very 
gently toward the alley. We supplied a 
downspout pipe and underground drain to 
the city sump at the corner of 3rd street 
and the alley, at the city's insistence. The 
drain froze up the first winter, so the runoff 
from the addition's roof now just dumps 
into the alley. Fortunately, the alley has 
been paved since we built the addition. 

When hesitant members of the congre-
gation saw that we were actually building 
the addition and what it would look like, 
money began rolling in and by the time the 
roof was finished, we didn't even slow 
down construction. Consequently, we fin-
ished the entire project, except for install-
ing an elevator, in one year. That came a 
couple of years later when Ken Peterson 
performed a wedding and met a man 
whose business was elevators, including an 
affordable one. 

By the time we finished construction, 
the addition was paid for and we had 
enough money to remodel the basement 
the next year (or was it two years?). The 
original basement had been a basketball 
court with a small stage against the east 
wall. The area housed three Sunday school 
classes on a Sunday and it was noisy! The 
balcony on the north wall functioned as an 
office and housed the mimeograph ma-
chine on which the Sunday bulletins were 
run off. There was a kitchen, a furnace, and 
two restrooms against the north wall. Re-
modeling the basement is another story, 
however. 

Many people contributed time, money, 
and prayers toward the work on the church 
addition. If I have slighted anyone in this 
remembrance, please accept my apologies. 
It was a fun and rewarding project, work-
ing with a lot of congenial people from start 
to finish. 

 

— from memory 

By Dee Strickler 
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She walked among wildflowers in the 
bright afternoon. Sunlight washed her hair 
and a breeze teased playfully as she moved 
across the meadow. The collage of color of 
her dress blended seamlessly into the 
meadow of dazzling hues.  In a still soft 
voice the breeze whispered… we are one. 

Silky petals leaned into the embrace of 
her passing, kissing her hand with creamy 
softness that matched her unblemished 
skin unaffected by age. With the sun rising 
in her eyes, her head lifts towards the azure 
painted sky and she laughs from the depth 
of her heart born by a feeling of joy she can 
not comprehend and possesses no concern 
over the lack of understanding. 

The woman is filled with a radiant, vi-
brant, and passionate life that few experi-
ence. She was not born with this life; nor 
did she acquire it through her efforts. This 
life is unique from all life forms on earth. 
The woman throbs with Divine Life that 
overrules the humanity within. 

He watches from afar. His eyes glisten 
with moisture and his gaze never leaves 
her. Anticipation leaps in his heart---- Ah, 
it is all he can do to keep from bounding 
with winged feet over the flower leaden 
meadow and sweep her into his strong 
arms, covering her with kisses as their tears 
of joy mingle becoming soothing and puri-
fying as warm summer rain. 

With sunlight in his eyes and purpose in 
his heart, he gazed beyond what was and 
beheld the truth of now. “I love you,” he 
whispered. “Oh Jeru, how I love you. You 
are the most beautiful girl in the world.” 

His love burns with passion but he 
knows he must wait until the wedding day. 
How long will that be? Soon, he thinks, 

very soon. All he does, all he is, and all he 
plans, dreams, and hopes is for one singu-
lar purpose— the edification of his bride. 
The love that burns within him is like a 
raging fire and can not be quenched. It 
runs deeper than a river, higher than the 
highest mountain, and owns an obsession 
that he himself can barely fathom. He 
thinks of her day and night. Nothing! No, 
nothing will stand in his way. She is the 
most beautiful girl in the world and is be-
trothed to him. 

All creation groans with anticipation as 
the groom awaits the fullness of time to 
receive his beloved. What a glorious day 
that will be. 

 

One of my favorite authors, Gene Ed-
wards, wrote a book entitled, “The Divine 
Romance”. The title says it all concerning 
our Lord’s perspective concerning his 
church. This is His perspective. Is it ours? 
It can be. Give it some thought. 

When I first became a Christian, I heard 
about loving God. This puzzled me. I un-
derstood the meaning of love as being 
something that is intensely passionate and 
can even have the qualities of something 
that burns— at times, unbearingly so. This 
extends to love between man and woman, 
family, or friends. Deep passionate love is 
something that consumes. I thought, “Sure 
I love Christ but I’m not aware of passion 
being a part of it. I guess my relationship is 
pretty shallow.”  

Over the years, I’ve learned to consider a 
broader view concerning loving Christ. I 
once heard an astonishing statement; “I’ve 
got news for you. Christ does not love you. 
He loves the church.” 

This may sound like an incredible asser-
tion. The bible talks about how Christ loves 
you. However, those letters Paul wrote say-
ing so were not written to individuals. They 
were written to churches. Christ loves the 
church. Being members of His church 
means we get in on that. 

The churches in Paul’s day were not the 
organized, institutionalized entities we 
think of today. They consisted of organic, 
local, corporative communities of believers 
who lived a life-style 24/7s called church 
life. Through such a community, it is possi-
ble to love Christ with a passion. A passion 
that burns like fire! 

With an individualistic mindset, it is 
very difficult to realize this. But, a corpora-
tive community with one mind and heart 
consumed with Christ can. Christ is the 
head of the church. A church loving Christ 
with a passion keeps Christ central in all 
things: Christ’s centrality in all we think, all 
we do, all we are, undividedly focused on 
Him as our head. That is the church that 
can not fail. That church will burn like a 
beacon in the darkest tempestuous night 
guiding the lost and weary to a safe harbor 
they can call home.  

Paul refers to the church as being the 
bride of Christ. This is emphasized in Ephe-
sians 5:27 using the word church in the 
context of a wife— “that he might give her 
to Himself as a glorious church without a 
single spot or wrinkle or any other blemish, 
being holy and without a single fault.” NAS 

Our Lord is obsessed with his bride. She 
is all he thinks about day and night. Virtu-
ally all he plans and does is toward the edi-
fication of her. 

Too often we focus on the things we 
think we ought to do that will glorify Christ. 
I can’t help but ponder the thought of Jesus 
gazing upon our efforts and lamenting, “I 
don’t want your money. I don’t want your 
worship or your praise. The thing I most 
hunger for, what consumes me with an 
unquenchable need and burns like a white 
hot orb is the very thing you withhold. I 
want you to love me.” 

We worship our Lord to express our love 
for Him. I ask that you consider this state-
ment:  

Worship is a giving, not a getting.  

The love of God is a sacrificial love. Our 
love presented to Him and others has the 
same quality. Scores of people at FPC have 
given the most precious thing they have to 
their brothers and sisters by sharing their 
life stories in this publication and we, the 
church, are richer for it. 

If we could see ourselves as a church as 
Christ sees us—that beautiful young girl so 
full of life who he loves with a passion that 
defies words to describe, this vision would 
shape our present and determine our fu-
ture in ways we can neither ask or think or 
dream of being. This vision is worth a pon-
der. 

!!!!!!!!!!!!!!U if!Nptu!Cfbvujgvm!Hjsm!jo!uif!Xpsme! By Bob Paulus 
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 When I was eight 
years old I attended an 
elementary school in a 
small town in Pennsyl-
vania called Swarth-
more.  I can’t say we 
were poor, but money 
was tight and we 
skimped to get by. 
Christmas was coming 
soon and my parents 
reminded us more 

than once, that we might not have a Christ-
mas tree this year.  This worried me tre-
mendously so I prayed a great deal that 
God would provide a tree for us. 

At school one day, I noticed that every 
classroom had a Christmas tree. I contem-
plated the fact that school was dismissed a 
few days before Christmas and wondered 
what would become of all the trees in the 
classrooms. I finally deduced that they 
would be incinerated shortly after the 
school Christmas vacation began.  

I dreamed and prayed that somehow I 
could lay my hands on one of those trees to 
take home to my family. I gingerly walked 
by each classroom, peeked in and scruti-
nized each tree to determine which one, if 
given the chance, I would take home. After 
careful inspection, it seemed to me that the 
Assembly room had the best tree. It was the 
largest and fullest of the lot.  

At the end of the last day of school be-
fore the holiday break, I waited out on the 
playground for the janitor to emerge who I 
knew would bring the trees out for destruc-
tion. With a little trepidation, I approached 
the man and explained how my parents 
could not afford to buy a tree for Christ-
mas. I wondered if I could have the one 
from the Assembly room. He was delighted 
and quickly retrieved the tree from its As-
sembly moorings and presented it to me.   

I was more than excited. It was actually a 
certain celestial glory that I felt. I was the 
keeper of this tree and was as proud as I 
could be. I had saved the day and was pro-

viding a Christmas tree for my family.    

I dragged that tree down three blocks to 
our house. My mother was beyond excited.  
She was shocked!  She enthusiastically 
made the whole affair into a big family 
event, rousing everyone to come decorate 
the tree I had joyfully brought home. 

For the next two years, I continued the 
ritual of obtaining our Christmas tree from 
the kindly janitor who had the task of incin-
erating them. By the third year, I couldn’t 
help but notice that the initial excitement 
of getting the tree had diminished.  The 
ritual simply faded away.   

About seven years ago I was talking to 
my sister Dory who is two years younger 
than I am. I asked if she recalled those 
Christmas’s that so warmed my heart. I 
noticed a dour look on her face as I re-
counted the memories with joy.   When I 
finished, there was a long silence. Slowly 
and methodically she responded, “Ada, I 
don’t remember those three years like you 
do.”  

“Really”!……I responded.  

She continued, “The first year you 
brought the tree home was okay, but by the 
second and third year, it really bothered 
me. In your excitement, you probably did-
n’t notice that the trees were obviously sec-
ond hand quality.  They were wilted and 
tinged in brown.  Mother had to vacuum 
under and around the tree every day be-
cause the needles were constantly falling 
off. By the time Christmas was over, the 
trees were more brown and bare than 
green. 

“Besides that,” she continued, “I couldn’t 
help but feel a little ashamed when I would 
see you dragging those trees down the 
street to our house. It was like advertising 
to the neighbors that we were poor. One 
person at school even asked me why you 
were dragging these trees home every year. 
I felt like the whole thing labeled us as be-
ing strange. After all, we were immigrants 
and never did fit into the neighborhood as 
much as we tried. Frankly Ada, the whole 

thing caused me a lot of anxiety and embar-
rassment.”   

I was perplexed and surprised by this 
news. Hadn’t everyone in the family been 
overjoyed by my three year devotion of 
bringing the Christmas tree home?  I real-
ized I had imbued these memories with 
fairy tale fantasies and was shocked to 
hear, after all those years, that for my sis-
ter, the Christmas trees I dragged home 
resulted in her feeling awful.  

Memories can sometimes be embellish-
ments of facts turned into fantasies to con-
sole or make us special in our own eyes. 
Also memories are highly personal and 
subjective.  People see the same events dif-
ferently. Nowhere is that more obvious 
than between siblings who have grown up 
in the same family and experienced many 
of the same memories.    

My sister and I were estranged in our 
twenties and thirties. We had gone our own 
ways and had little in common. We have 
very different temperaments and could 
rarely agree on anything while we were 
growing up. But, in time, we made the jour-
ney back and what had separated us before 
now brought us together. We not only ac-
cept our differences but we appreciate 
them. Our discussions have lives of their 
own taking us to places that are sometimes 
deep and profound and other times, outra-
geous and frothy.   

After Dory finished her take on my 
Christmas memory, there was another awk-
ward silence. “You rained on my parade!” I 
exploded playfully.   

“You’ve always had your head in the 
clouds Ada”, she rebuffed quickly.  

We looked at each other and burst out 
laughing. Our teasing and laughter rolled 
out of us like two young children chasing 
each other over the hills and valleys of our 
youth. The good natured bantering was a 
celebration of our differences. The Christ-
mas tree memory had provided the gift for 
its expression.   

It should be noted that any views or opinions expressed 

in this publication is not necessarily the views or opinions 

of the First Presbyterian Church USA.  
 

 

My contact information follows: 

Bob Paulus                     

bob@fpcwhitefish.org  

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

By Ada Casazza 
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