
 I’m from Greensbor-
ough, North Carolina. My 
parents and their parents 
before them all came from 
Southeastern North Caro-
lina near the coast. I have 

one brother. 

My father worked for Wachovia Bank 
which required him to move around a lot. 
My mom worked as a Book Keeper. She 
was brilliant with numbers.  

I was sick a great deal which caused me 
to lose most of my hearing at age three. 
When I was five my parents decided that I 
needed the climate of Florida to deal with 
my illnesses so we moved to Bradenton, 
Florida along the southwest coast. 

When I was 13 we moved to Fort Myers, 
Florida. After graduating from high school, 
I attended Tift College in central Georgia. 
Tift was a women’s Southern Baptist Col-
lege. I majored in behavior sciences and 
Pre-Seminary earning a degree in Social 
Work. 

After graduating, I went back to Fort 
Myers  and gained employment as a social 
worker with an institution for seriously 
developmentally disabled people. This is 
where I met Dale. He was doing work at the 
institution and we dated and were eventu-
ally married. Eventually, I developed my 

own practice working with developmentally 
disabled deaf adults.  

After becoming a mother, I decided to 
quit working and become a full-time mom 
which is a full-time job in itself. 

Living in Fort Myers was a pleasant ex-
perience. The sun shone year round an   d 
most things were centered on the warm 
gulf waters. 

We attended church at the Disciples of 
Christ and became friends with the pastor 
there. Dale and I were very active in this 
church. I developed a children’s church 
program that met during services. I also 
served as an elder.  

After some time, we made a move to a 
local Presbyterian church. Our pastor 
friend became the minister there after be-
ing ordained as a Presbyterian minister. We 
loved this church. I taught Sunday school 
and tried to be involved as best I could. 

After many years living in Fort Myers, 
we decided to make a move to an area 
where we knew we wanted to retire. We 
spent three years traveling and looking over 
sites. Dale needed to find a dental practice 
that was for sale that would be suitable as 
well. Finally, we visited the Flathead Valley. 
It was perfect for what we were looking for 
and Dale found a practice to purchase. 

We love 
living in a 
small town. 
Fort Myers 
had grown 
into a huge 
sprawling city 
with horrible 
congestion 
and traffic 
problems. It 
seems the 
whole north-
ern and mid-
western part 
of the U. S. migrates to Florida during the 
winter. Fort Myers became unbearable to 
me and I wanted to go back to a small town 
environment. 

I used to ski a lot but I injured my neck 
so had to give that up. I have eight pets— 
three elderly dogs, three cats, and two pot 
bellied Vietnamese pigs. I read voraciously 
enjoying a variety of literature. I also love 
to cook. 

We used to attend Christ Lutheran 
Church where I was quite active. I worked 
with the Logos program there for several 
years. 

Last year, we desired a change so decid-
ed to attend FPC. I was asked about serving 
on the Session which I had experience in 
the past. I was happy to take the job. 

I think the major reason why we decided 
to make this church our home is because 
it’s always about people and the people at 
this church gave us such a warm loving 
feeling of acceptance when we first came 
here.  

Gayle Bax 
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 I was born in 
Lake City, Penn-
sylvania. My 
father worked as 
a school custodi-
an and was in 
charge of all the 
maintenance 
and buses of the 
school district. 
My mom sold 
Avon and 
worked in the 

school cafeteria. I have a younger sister 
who lives in Colorado Springs. 

Lake City is a small town of about 1800 
people. I was baptized in a Presbyterian 
church. Later, while in high school, I went 
to a Methodist church. After graduation, I 
attended Grove College which is a Presby-
terian school in Pennsylvania.  

I graduated in 1970 with a bachelor’s in 
Business Administration. I went to work for 
a factory in Ithaca, New York as a Sales 
Engineer trainee. One day I had an epipha-
ny moment and re-evaluated my career 
choice. 

The health professions appealed to me 
so I went back to Grove College and for the 
next three years earned the necessary 
course requirements to apply for Dental 
School at the University of Pittsburgh.  

I graduated in 1977 and sought an in-
ternship in Fort Myers, Florida. Gayle and I 
met in Fort Myers. We married, had three 
children (Graywyn, Caylor, and Sterling), 
and spent 19 years living there.  

We became very involved with The Dis-
ciples of Christ in Fort Myers and became 
close personal friends with the pastor. I 
served as Chairman of the Church Board 
and was on the Mission Committee. A cou-

ple years after the pastor had moved, we 
joined a local Presbyterian church. I served 
on Session and concentrated a lot of energy 
on the mission committee and also sang in 
the choir. 

We were so happy when our friend, the 
pastor of Disciples of Christ, changed his 
ordination to Presbyterian and accepted 
the pastorate of the church we were attend-
ing. We embarked on a building campaign 
and the church was really growing. 

After Sterling was born, we questioned if 
we wanted to spend another 18 years in 
Florida. Over the next three years, we fo-
cused on finding a new place to live. We 
visited many places but the location that 
really stood out was the Flathead Valley in 
Montana, particularly Whitefish. This area 
has it all for us—skiing, water sports, beau-
tiful scenery, and a great place to raise kids. 

In 1996 we made the move and bought 
two local dental practices in Whitefish and 
Columbia Falls. We looked around for a 
church home and settled in Christ Lutheran 
Church where we stayed for about 13 years. 
I served on Council. We went through a 
large building program, fund raising, and 
the youth program was thriving. However, 
as the Lutheran church was going through 
a transition, we were not feeling a part of it 
as we once did and decided it was time to 
make a move to a different church. 

We had visited FPC in the past and de-
cided to experience it again. We knew some 
of the people here and when we started to 
attend, the warm, sincere, and genuine 
welcome we experienced at FPC by the 
wonderful people here caused us to want to 
make this church our home. I have a pen-
chant for older buildings and the creaky 
floors, stained glass windows, and stately 
architecture of this church building really 
appealed to me. I consider the people of 

this church as being my extended family.  

Right away, I got involved with the choir. 
They needed a temporary fill-in but it 
turned into a permanent spot and I’m en-
joying every bit of it. I’m a hands-on kind of 
guy who enjoys serving in a public capacity 
like mission work. 

I would love to see a rebuilding of the 
youth group here at FPC and realize that 
it’s going to take awhile for this to happen. 

I like to ski during the winter and sail on 
Flathead Lake during the summer. I also 
play golf and enjoy time spent with my 
family. I mostly enjoy being around people. 
I’m working three days a week and expect 
to continue doing that for several years to 
come. 

I don’t think that huge growth within a 
church is a necessity. Rather, I think that 
vibrant energy and steady growth is im-
portant along with changing, adapting, and 
challenging ourselves to be Christ’s Church 
to its fullest potential. To do otherwise is to 
become stagnant.  

It’s important for us to ask, What would 
Jesus do? when we are faced with needing 
answers to problems that concern our 
church. The politics of religion concerns 
me. Christians can be very divisive bicker-
ing over issues that they themselves don’t 
have the answers to. It is more about what 
we do than what we say.  

I’ve been on seven mission trips to Haiti 
and two to Ecuador. This experience has 
made me realize how fortunate I am to live 
in a prosperous society and I have been 
humbled by the witness of many of the 
poor who possess such a depth of faith liv-
ing without the familiar trappings we 
Americans are so accustomed. They are 
truly inspirational. 

D a l e  B a x :  
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I’ve been writing some fairly heavy stuff 
lately and decided it was time to lighten-up 
a bit. So it’s trivia time! Ever wonder where 
some of the things we see around us every 
Sunday originates from? Nothing exists by 
accident. There is a story behind them. I’ve 
decided to tell the story behind a few prac-
tices and items we seldom think about. 

 

The 11:00 a.m. Sunday Service: 

Even though FPC presently meets at 
10:00 a.m., this is something new in its 
history. 11:oo a.m. has been the traditional 
time to meet for protestant churches since 
the 16th century. 

Martin Luther had just successfully 
made the break from Rome and Lutheran-
ism was flourishing. He still preached at 
dawn which the Catholic Church had been 
doing for eons. But Luther, being the full-
blooded German he was, grew accustomed 

to walking down to the local tavern or sit-
ting in his kitchen drinking beer with his 
friends and talking theology. In fact, the 
tune of his famous hymn, "A Mighty For-
tress Is Our God," was a popular German 
drinking song of his day. Luther had a stein 
that was held together by three metal rings. 
The first represented the Ten Command-
ments, the second the Apostles’ Creed, and 
the third the Lord’s Prayer. 

 As time progressed, Luther found the 
early dawn service as being a tad difficult to 
make so he changed it to 9 a.m. and 
promptly received a chorus of complaints 
from the early-bird faction. 

  This, of course, enabled Martin to spend 
a little more time with his friends and drink 
a little more beer. As he got older and the 
Saturday night socializing got longer, Lu-
ther decided to change the service time 
again— to 10 a.m. and also to the tune of 
more complaints.  

As Luther talked longer into Saturday 
night, even the 10 a.m. preaching time got 
pretty old so he changed it to 11 a.m. An 
associate pointed out to Martin that if he 
moved the time ahead any further, it will 
no longer be the Sunday morning service. 
Luther proclaimed he was right. He stated 
that from now on the service would begin 
at 11 a.m. permanently and never be 
changed again! 

So the next time you enjoy sleeping in on 
Sunday mornings, you can thank a beer 
loving gift for gab Marin Luther and his late
-night Bier-fests for those extra winks. 

 

The Pulpit: 

 I’ve heard a couple of stories about this 
one but I like the following the best. The 
center-piece of the Sunday service is the 
pulpit. It stands, practically enshrined, at 
the front of every protestant church Sunday 

 I was born in 
Gillet Grove, 
Iowa to a farm-
ing family. When 
I was quite 
young, we moved 
to Claremont, 
Minnesota and 
later to New Lon-
don, Minnesota 
where my par-
ents continued to 
earn their living 
by farming. I 

graduated from New London High School 
in 1953. 

In 1956, I married Bill Jensen. We lived 
in Duluth, Minnesota where we worked for 
a floor covering store doing installation of 
various types of floor coverings. Our son 
Mike was born in Duluth. After four years, 
we moved back to New London and contin-
ued to work installing floor covering and 
our daughter Marie was born there. We 
installed floor covering for 35 years until 
Bill needed a hip replacement. In fact, he 
had two of them done.  

I became a Security Park Ranger for Si-
bley State Park in Minnesota. I was also a 
building and grounds worker in the park. 

After 19 years of working at Sibley, I retired 
March 7th of this year. 

I’m a long-time Presbyterian and have 
been very active in a church in Minnesota. 
I’m a member of Hope Presbyterian Church 
on Green Lake near Spicer, Minnesota. I 
have served as a Deacon, Elder, Stephen 
Minister, and taught Sunday school for ten 
years. I helped with the building of our 
original church along with the building of 
two additions over the years I’ve attended 
there. I sang in the choir for 50 years. I also 
served on many committees and organized 
our church rummage sale each year. 

Bill and I spent our vacations with our 
two children in the west. We went hunting 
elk in Colorado for many years, moose 
hunting in Canada, and I’ve hunted Dall 
sheep in Alaska. Of course, there were also 
our family deer hunts in Minnesota. 

My husband Bill died two years ago in 
May. We had built three houses together, 
doing all the work ourselves. The last one 
was a log house and we did everything from 
peeling the logs to making the furniture 
and antler chandeliers. 

I sold the log house in November, 2009 
and with a 52 foot semi truck loaded to the 
gills, I moved to Columbia Falls where my 

daughter lives. The Flathead Valley is a 
beautiful place to live. I love it here with 
Glacier Park so close and the wondrous 
scenery all around to hike in. 

  I started attending FPC in February. I’m 
the new kid on the block. I’ve been a Pres-
byterian for so many years, it was natural 
that I looked for a Presbyterian church 
when I moved to the Valley. There wasn’t 
one in Columbia Falls so I started attending 
FPC. 

I have two grand children and two great 
grandchildren, all daughters. Our son lives 
in St. Cloud, Minnesota. Our daughter lives 
in Columbia Falls. 

I love to backpack, hike, quilt, draw, and 
paint wildlife. I also enjoy cutting wood for 
the winter. 

When I first came to FPC, I mentioned 
to a couple of people that I loved to hike. 
They said I had to meet Diana Stephens. 
Diana introduced me to her hiking club. I 
have truly, truly enjoyed hiking with these 
wonderful people!! 

The people at this church are wonderful 
and I enjoy attending here very much. I 
have found a church family at FPC. 

By Bob Paulus 

B a r b  J e n s e n :  



Page 4 I s s u e  1 9  

meeting in some form throughout Chris-
tendom. Martin Luther also gets credit for 
its hallowed spot at the front of the sanctu-
ary. 

  As Lutheranism spread across Germany, 
the conversion left scads of empty Catholic 
Church buildings. Well, the Lutherans 
weren’t going to let them go to waste so 
they moved in and set up shop. 

  Luther had the altar ripped out of the 
front of the sanctuary. He took note of the 
little rostrum that sat perched high above 
the faithful in a corner which the Catholic 
priest had climbed to by means of a circular 
staircase to read the weekly announce-
ments to the flock below. (If you’re ever in a 
medieval cathedral and no one is looking, 
climb up to the Ambo, as it is called, and 
experience the exhilarating feeling of power 
it can bring). 

 Since the front of the room was now 
bare, Luther had the Ambo moved up front 
which served as a nifty perch for the 
preacher (himself, and others) to proclaim 
the gospel from every Sunday morning. 
This was a brand new idea, unique to Prot-
estantism. So the next time you’re listening 
to a lively and profound sermon spoken 
from that familiar raised rostrum that 
serves as the center-piece of the sanctuary, 
thank a fire-brand German living in the 
sixteen century for giving it to. We in 
America refer to it as the pulpit.  

Another note of trivia: during the old 
whaling days, harpooners stood on a 
raised platform in the bow of the ship 
ready to hurl their deadly dart at a whale. 
This perch was called the pulpit. 

 

Dressing up to go to Church: 

Things get a little hazy on this one but 
there is a nice theory how this practice 
came into being: 

It is assumed by many that dressing up 
to go to church is what folks should do to 
show proper respect for God when wor-
shiping. This may very well be the motiva-
tion for many for wearing their Sunday best 
and it is certainly laudable in its application 
but there is no historical justification in its 

practice.  

It seems way back in the fourth century 
after church buildings became the rage, the 
Emperor Constantine and other real im-
portant officials would occasionally pop 
into a church service for a visit (After all, 
Constantine paid for those buildings). 
What if one ran into Mr. Constantine 
dressed poorly?  

Later during medieval times, cathedrals 
became the in thing for any self respecting 
city or even small town to possess and it 
was one of few places where aristocracy 
and commoners mingled together under 
one roof. It just wouldn’t do to be seen in 
common rough thread worker’s clothes 
would it? Sooooo… the practice of dressing 
up came into style so folks could feel com-
fortable hobnobbing with the upper classes 
of their society. But don’t let this stop you 
from wearing that tie or colorful dress 
next Sunday. I’m sure the Lord is quite 
pleased with your appearance as are your 
Christian brothers and sisters. 

 

The Clerical Collar: 

The clerical collar deserves to be men-
tioned here. For a brief period in European 
history, every man who owned a suit of 
sorts also had a reverse collar. It was simp-
ly the style of the day. This fad died out 
over time and no one wore it anymore. Ex-
cept, that is, for the clergy. Ministers and 
missionaries were very underpaid and had 
to make due with whatever means they 
had. Soooo…. the clergy continued the 
practice of wearing the outdated reverse 
collar and it eventually became part of their 
uniform by which folks recognized them. 

 

Stained Glass and Soaring Spires: 

 Cathedrals and the wondrous things 
within them actually originated with the 
philosopher Plato. 

Plato taught that sound, color, and light 
have profound mystical meanings. They 
effect moods and can bring one closer to 
the “Eternal good”. Plato insisted that man 
must go through a series of plateaued as-
censions to achieve the melding with the 

divine essence and only the gifted will suc-
ceed and that through much suffering. 
Catholics refer to this concept as the 
"Stages of Ascent." They can be found in 
virtually all their writings on the subject of 
knowing God. 

Now Plato had been given a firm foot-
hold within the church primarily through a 
fraud by the name of Pseudo Dionysius 
who lived in sixth century Syria (A whole 
chapter could be written about this rascal). 

Dionysius single-handedly wrecked in-
calculable damage to the faith by making 
Paul into a platonic philosopher. In the 
12th century, there lived a man named Ab-
bott Suger who was head of France’s na-
tional church in St. Denis. Suger built the 
first Gothic cathedral which profoundly 
influenced church architecture to the pre-
sent day. 

Suger emphasized the Platonic teachings 
of light, space, color— man’s littleness, 
God’s greatness and unknowableness. In 
order to prove all this was Christian, he 
quoted Dionysius whose writings was con-
sidered authoritative and had been for cen-
turies! (He first had to convince his boss, 
Bernard of Clairvaux the famous ascetic, 
who didn’t’ want to build it at all). 

Walk into a cathedral, any cathedral, and 
what you see will be stained glass (light), 
high ceilings, vaults, and arches – awe, 
wonderment, man’s littleness, and God 
soaring above in a state of overpowering 
unknowableness. It all possesses a touch of 
the sublime, a sense of awe. (See if you can 
keep from whispering). Has any of this got 
to do with the gospel of St. Paul? Not a 
thing. But the philosophy of Plato is very 
well represented. 

 I hope you’ve enjoyed this essay. There’s 
a story behind virtually everything we 
practice in the worship life of the church. 
For some, the subject can be fascinating. 
Others might find it troubling. Please keep 
in mind that when searching the dusty 
corridors of centuries past, there is always 
disagreement among fellow searchers as 
to how to interpret that past. I have pro-
vided just one viewpoint of each of the top-
ics covered. I’m sure there are others, how-
ever, I’ve never ran across any. 

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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