
 Shelle Kuntz was born 
and raised on Whidbey 
Island in Washington 
state’s Puget Sound. Her 
dad was a teacher and her 
mom was the organist, 
choir director, and secre-
tary for the local Presby-
terian church. “I’m what 
you call a cradle Presby-
terian,” Shelle remarked. 

 Al Kuntz, a naval avia-
tor stationed on Whidbey 
Island, sang in her mom’s 
choir. “Mom was thrilled 
to have the star tenor in 
her choir so she fixed us 

up to start dating.” 

 Shelle attended Whitworth College in 
Spokane earning degrees in Accounting 
and Computer Science. Al and she married 
during her junior year. Military life is a 
nomadic one so the Kuntz’s moved a great 
deal. They have lived in Washington, Tex-
as, Japan, Rhode Island, and a host of oth-
er places. 

 Shelle was  involved with all aspects of 
the Presbyterian church on Whidbey. She 
was elected an elder in 1980 when she was 
a high school junior and attended the Gen-
eral Assembly in her senior year. Shelle 
reflected, “ I was elected to the Program 
Agency, a national Presbyterian governing 
board, and served there until 1986. I got to 
attend the first ever Presbyterian Youth 
Triennium. Every 3 years, over 5000 Pres-
byterian youth from over 50 countries 
come together at Purdue University. I 
helped organize the next two Trienniums. 
In the early eighties, I was the National 

Chair of the Presbyterian Youth and Young 
Adult Ministries Committee. I oversaw 
everything that happened with youth min-
istry in the Presbyterian Church.” 

 The Kuntz’s moved to Whitefish in 2000 
and started attending FPC in 2001. I asked 
Shelle what attracted her to FPC. She re-
plied, “We’ve always been Presbyterian. In 
the late 90’s, their Mukilteo, WA youth 
group did a mission trip to Glacier Camp. 
We actually stayed at this church with the 
youth group for a couple of days! 

 “It was logical that we attend First Pres-
byterian after we moved to Whitefish. But 
there’s a difference between what attracts 
you to a church and what keeps you at a 
church. What kept us here was the warmth 
we felt from the congregation. I remember 
when we first walked in the front door, 
Brad looked at me and said, ‘It just smells 
like a Presbyterian Church.’ Shelle laughs 
heartily. I think it was all the wood.” 

 Shelle has continued her passion for 
youth at FPC. A few months after joining 
our church, Shelle applied for the new part-
time position of Youth Minister. She was 
hired for 12 hours a week but after a year, 
expanded that role to 20 hours a week.  

 I asked Shelle what attracted her to 
youth ministry. She replied, “I’m enjoying 
my 23rd year of youth ministry. All that I’m 
doing is planting seeds and it can be years 
before I hear if those seeds ever started 
growing. Now that many years have gone 
by, Al and I laugh and talk about kids that 
have gone into adulthood, ministry, and 
mission work that have been directly af-
fected by what we did. It is great! Al and I 
both have a passion for teenagers. There’s 
something about the energy of kids and 

one of my gifts 
is that I’m able 
to take that en-
ergy and direct 
it into a positive 
impact on their 
lives.” 

 I asked Shelle 
what she hopes 
to accomplish 
with her work. 
She answered, “My  big goal is to bring 
people to the Kingdom. That’s what we all 
should be doing. I love the kids. I walk my 
faith instead of just talking about it. I be-
lieve that through my actions, if I can save 
even one for the Kingdom, I have accom-
plished my goal.” 

 I brought up the subject of hobbies to 
Shelle. She roared her big hearted conta-
gious laugh and said, “I have so many hob-
bies. I love to garden and have a Master 
Gardener certificate from Washington 
State University. I love anything to do with 
music. I love all kinds of sports.” 

 Shelle’s favorite bible verse is Philippi-
ans 4:13— I can do all things through 
Christ who strengthens me. She says, “It is 
written on the youth group wall with my 
signature. I have the youth group kids write 
their favorite verse on the wall so that 
when other kids come through, they’ll see it 
on there.” 

 Shelle’s encouragement for our church 
family is to continually think outside the 
church box and look into our community to 
see how we can help. “Sometimes, it’s just a 
smile but other times, it’s a matter of 
reaching out and building relationships 
even when we’re not in our comfort zone.” 
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 I sat in awe at-
tending the Youth 
Mission Dinner last 
November. Viewing 
the slide show of 
their trip to flood 
ravaged New Orle-
ans and listening to 
them speak about 

their experiences was inspirational to say the least. 
These kids not only talk the walk, they walk the walk 

with heads held high. I said to myself, “God, I’m proud to 
be a part of this church listening to what these kids give.” 

 FPC supports a youth ministry that  opens up our 
doors to any kids that want to come. That is one thing 
that makes us unique in our ministry.  Shelle Kuntz told 
me that the purpose of the youth group is to create a 
counter culture as to what is happening in our town right 
now. Youth group is a place where Christian values are 
stressed and kids can feel safe. The group doesn’t just 
involve a friendship. It’s a friendship that involves a spir-
ituality. 

A  P a s s i o n  f o r  Y o u t h - S h e l l e  K u n t z :  
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 I vivid memories of my mother talking about 

Thelma, Vivian, Helen, and a host of other women. 

She often referred to mysterious names such as, 

Evening Circle. This all sounded spooky to a kid of 

10 or 13 years. I had no idea what she was talking 

about and scarcely or didn’t know any of the names 

I overheard her referring to in her frequent tele-

phone conversations. Over the past couple of years, 

I’ve come to know some of these women and have 

heard about others, some of them legends, who have 

passed on. I have slowly realized that my heritage 

through my mom is linked to a fortress— a bastion 

of service that has sustained First Presbyterian 

Church since its inception in 1903. I am, of course, 

referring to Presbyterian Women. 

 You can read the history of this amazing group in 

our church publication— Centennial 1903-2003. 

T h e  M o d e r a t o r s  

Marlene Barnes 

Meet the 

Moderators:  

Our church has 

benefited greatly 

through the dedicated 

work of these 

Presbyterian women. 

M a r l e n e  B a r n e s  

 Marlene is a native Montanan. Her twin 
sister and she were born in Malta in east-
ern Montana and were raised in Philips-
burg in western Montana. With good hu-
mor and infectious laugh Marlene empha-
sized, “Superman was also born in August 
1938. I think there might be some signifi-
cance in that.”  

 Marlene attended Northern Montana 
College where she received an elementary 
education certificate. While teaching in 
Whitefish, she received her BA in Educa-
tion from the U of M in Missoula. Marlene 
taught in Whitefish for 25 years.  The long-
est stint she did teaching any one grade or 
course was Physical Education for 12 years 
(I think she still has the energy today). 

 Jerry and Marlene were married in 
1959. They built their home on the family 
farm just east of Whitefish. Five genera-
tions of Barnes’s have lived on this loca-
tion. They have three terrific sons, three 
lovely daughter in-laws, and six delightful 
grandchildren. 

 Walking is a favorite activity for Mar-
lene. “I used to walk to and from school 
when I was teaching. I also like to spend 
time at our cabin on Beaver Lake where we 
fish, swim, and hike. I’ve done a lot of trav-
eling. I enjoy photography. Pictures have 
such a lovely way of bringing back our 
memories.” 

 Shortly after arriving in Whitefish, Mar-
lene started attending FPC. I asked her 

what attracted her to FPC. She replied, “I 
joined on Easter Sunday in 1959. My moth-
er’s family attended the Presbyterian 
church in Havre. When we lived in Philips-
burg, the Presbytery provided some of our 
missionaries. I began teaching Sunday 
school in the eighth grade. I’ve always 
thought of myself as a Presbyterian.” 

 I asked Marlene what attracted her to 
get involved with Presbyterian Women. 
She answered, “When I first came here, I 
noticed that Presbyterian Women were 
willing to do meals for the community to 
raise money to help with church finance. I 
went to Missionary Society with my mother
-in-law and also joined Evening Circle and 
became a study leader.” 

 I inquired what PW does in our church. 
She answered, “To talk about what PW 
does in our church, you need to know what 
it did. PW have set up the kitchen and 
bought dishes and silver. They oversee the 
kitchen. We assist the Elders and Deacons 
to see that the needs of the church are met. 
In many small communities, the PW is the 
backbone of the church socially and finan-
cially.” I asked where PW gets the money to 
do what they do. Marlene replied, “We get 
the money by having bazaars, rummage 
sales, and giving of ourselves financially. 
Another goal is to present programs that 
interest and empower women. 

 “My calling to PW comes from the pro-
grams that PW sponsors. When I’m a 
member of PW, I know I’m involved in the 

Mission field. We buy material to do over-
seas missions. In almost every church PW 
sews. I don’t sew because I’m afraid of my 
sewing machine (Marlene chuckles) but I 
can tie a quilt. Our annual women’s retreat 
in August at Flathead Presbyterian Camp is 
a special event each year.” 

 Marlene serves as PW Moderator of 
Glacier Presbytery. Her role is to coordi-
nate. She oversees the business of GPW, 
reports to synod on work being done, leads 
in planning for speakers, ect. A moderator 
is someone who basically makes things 
happen. 

 Marlene emphasized the role of PW in 
the Presbytery, “Glacier Presbytery has a 
position on Council for PW because the 
Presbytery values our missions and studies. 
In many crisis situations, the churches 
have prevailed because of the dedicated 
work of the Presbyterian Women. We are 
highly respected in the churches because 
we’ve earned it. We have proved we have 
leadership abilities.” 

 There were two bible verses Marlene 
wanted to share. “Have you ever consid-
ered being a leader in any field?” She read  
I Corinthians 4:2 Now it is required that 
those who have been given a trust must 
prove faithful. And Romans 8:28 And we 
know that in all things God works for the 
good of those who love him, who have 
been called according to his purpose. “You 
just have to have faith in yourself.” 

Evelyn Peterson Arline Hankins Lynda Nelson 
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E v e l y n  P e t e r s o n  

 I arrived at the fellowship hall at 11:00 
a.m. to meet with Evelyn Peterson for our 
interview. Evelyn was doing what I always 
see her doing practically every time I see 
her. She was busy with the women bustling 
about, talking, and putting things in their 
proper place. Evelyn is a Presbyterian 
Woman in name, action, and spirit. 

 Evelyn was born in Canada. Her parents 
were American citizens and they moved to 
Great Falls when she was six years old.  
Evelyn grew up in Great Falls and married 
Art there. They have four children, three 
grandkids, and one great grandchild. Art 
worked for American Motors as an execu-
tive.  

 After Art retired in 1985, he and Evelyn 
moved to Whitefish. Evelyn said, “We 
looked around at quite a few churches. We 
liked First Presbyterian and felt a calling to 
it. We liked the architecture of the building 
and the stain glass windows. Also, we felt 
the warmth of the friendliness of the 
church. There was, of course, Thelma. If 
she saw a new face, well, no one got by 
Thelma. She would sit in a back pew and 
could catch anybody new who came 
through the door. I felt at home when we 
came in to this church.” 

 Presbyterian Women has always attract-
ed Evelyn. She related, “I’ve always been 
active in any church I’ve belonged to. I was 
active in PTA when our children were in 
school and served on the West Milwaukee 
School Board in Wisconsin for six years. It 
took a lot out of me. This was when the big 
cities were going through the forced bus-
sing problems and teacher strikes.  

 “When I first came here, PW was called 
Berean Circle. Being involved was just a 
natural thing for me to do. PW is where I 
could make friends. That’s where the best 
friendships come from is within the church 
and I’m very close to the circle of friends 
that I have here.” 

 At FPC, PW does a great deal. Evelyn 
explained, “Women organizations in the 
church are the emphasis for a lot of the 
things that go on. If it wasn’t for the wom-
en’s work in the church, it would not be as 
good as it is. We have missions that we 
contribute to. That’s why we have the ba-
zaars and rummage sales. The money made 
is not just to support this church. It is also 
to support the church at large.” 

 As Vice Moderator of Presbyterian 
Women of Glacier Presbytery, Evelyn’s role 

is to plan and conduct the Summer Retreat 
at Glacier Camp. She arranges for the ple-
nary speaker, plans the activities, and 
makes all the arrangements for a successful 
summer experience at the camp. 

 Evelyn enjoys playing bridge, reading, 
and spending time with family and friends. 
She says she used to love to bowl but had to 
give it up because of a bad arm. She still 
plays golf on occasion and claims, “I used 
to be better at my golf game than now.” I 
replied, “Didn’t we all?” 

 I asked Evelyn if she had a favorite bible 
verse. She replied, “Psalm 118:24 This is the 
day the Lord has made. Let us rejoice and 
be glad in it. It was my mother’s favorite 
verse. I heard it all my life. It has special 
meaning for me. This is the day the Lord 
has given you. It’s a gift so let’s rejoice and 
be glad we have that gift each day.” 

 I wound up my talk with Evelyn by ask-
ing her if she had any particular message to 
share. She replied, “I keep thinking that the 
more we love each other, the better we’re 
going to be. People should love each other. 
That’s the message I would like to share.” 

A r l i n e  H a n k i n s  

 Arline Hankins was raised in Visalia, 
California. She graduated from Occidental 
College in Los Angeles earning a Bachelors 
degree in Sociology. Arline worked as a 
probation officer in Oakland where she met 
her husband Rodger who was a Whitefish 
native. They have a son, daughter, and two 
grand children.  

 Rodger was a chemical engineer. Due to 
Rodger’s job responsibilities, the Hankins 
moved a great deal. They lived all over the 
U.S. and in Europe. After Rodger retired, 
they looked for a suitable place to call 
home. As Arline put it, “We traveled all 
over the country looking for the last best 
place.” In 1995, they decided on Rodger’s 
home town of Whitefish. 

 FPC was Arline’s first choice of churches 
when she moved here. She explains, “I was 
baptized and raised in the Presbyterian 
church. It was a natural that I would come 
here. What also drew me here was the 
church itself, both the physical building 
and the people too who were very warm 
and friendly.”  

 The Presbyterian Women of FPC strong-
ly appealed to Arline. She describes it this 
way, “I wanted to get to know them better. I 
was drawn to their fellowship and support. 

Also there was the fact that they were a big 
force and help in the Presbyterian Church. 
They exhibited true service and dedication 
to the people of the church.” 

 Arline had this to say about her involve-
ment with Presbyterian Women, “PW is a 
place where we gather women together to 
give support and encouragement. I think 
when you commit yourself to doing things, 
it helps you to grow both personally and 
spiritually. You have a stake in it. When 
you put yourself on the line and start work-
ing in the church, you’re living what you 
believe.” She especially loves the people of 
this church and loves working with them. 

 As PW Moderator for FPC,  Arline plans 
and organizes the schedule and conducts 
the meetings. She explains, “I’m like the 
conductor of an orchestra. I’m kind of up 
there leading but it’s all the women that 
actually make the whole thing work.” 

 Bell Choir is a favorite pastime for 
Arline. She loves music and regularly at-
tends the performances of Glacier Choral 
Orchestra. She also enjoys reading, cook-
ing, hiking, golfing, and skiing—downhill 
and cross country.  

 I asked Arline if she had any favorite 

bible verses that had special meaning for 
her. She replied, “I fall back on a couple of 
bible verses that I’ve memorized. Proverbs 
2, 5, and 6—Trust in the Lord with all your 
heart and lean not on your own under-
standing. In all your ways acknowledge 
Him and He will make your paths 
straight. Philippians 4:6,7—Do not be anx-
ious about anything. But in everything by 
prayer and petition with thanksgiving, 
present your requests to God and the 
peace of God which transcends all under-
standing will guard your hearts and your 
minds in Christ Jesus. Those are the ones 
that I find such comfort in.” 

 I asked Arline if she would like to em-
phasize any message in this interview. She 
thoughtfully replied, “ You know what? I 
think it’s Jesus as our Lord and Savior; 
Jesus and His love for us and the im-
portance of our love for our fellow man.  

 “Be a good finder. I believe in the im-
portance of looking for the good in every-
thing—people, situations, anything. Try to 
salvage and make something good out of it. 
Don’t look to the negative. I know this is 
easier said than done. We tend to have our 
own agendas. Try to keep Jesus central in 
all things.” 
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 When I was seventeen, I 
went to the First Presbyteri-
an Youth Group. We usually 
met in the basement on 
Sunday nights. It isn’t that I 
wanted to go, my Mom 
made me. I frequently pro-
tested but she said I had to 

go until I graduated. After that, I could de-
cide for myself if I wanted to go to church. 
Usually, I went. But sometimes, I played 
hooky and hung out with my friends up-
town telling Mom the group was just fine 
upon returning home—she always asked. 
Little known to me, there was an attend-
ance sheet some lady kept which ratted on 
those naughty kids who skipped and lied 
about it to their parents. Mom never failed 
to check that list and confronted me one 
night about my deceitful practice of skip-
ping the group. I decided to stand my 
ground and tell the truth.  

 I stated with deep conviction while 
thrusting out my underdeveloped chest, 

“Mom, I don’t want to go to that group. It’s 
boring and I want to hang-out with my 
friends instead.” I thought that would settle 
it. After all, I was seventeen! Mom did what 
she usually did when she wanted her way. 
She turned on the tears. Now mom was no 
dummy. She instinctively knew that no son 
(or husband or anyone else for that matter) 
could resist those tears. I caved in. 
“Alright,” I sputtered. “I’ll go to the youth 
group.” I didn’t skip any more groups after 
that, especially since my dad got into the 
act and gave me a thorough tongue lashing 
about lying to Mom.  

 Every Christmas, the youth group would 
put on a play—if you could call it that. I 
have no idea how far back this tradition 
went but judging by the condition of the 
prop, it went back a very long way. I did say 
prop. The reason why prop is singular is 
because we only used one and it consisted 
of a small wooden manger holding a bald 
headed baby doll laying in a pile of straw. 
This prop would be brought out every year 

and us kids would go to the front of the 
sanctuary during the Sunday Christmas 
service. Some luckless boy had been chosen 
to play Joseph and a girl had been persuad-
ed to play the part of Mary. I seriously 
doubt anyone volunteered! My only clear 
memory of this was of Stanley Weber and a 
girl who’s name escapes my memory stand-
ing in front of the pulpit making gestures 
toward the doll in the straw filled manger 
while us kids stood to the side and sang 
Christmas hymns with some adult standing 
in the choir loft singing with us. You see, 
we were scared to death and couldn’t sing 
our way through a kindergarten sing-a-
long so someone had to help us out. 

 Shortly after Bob and Flossie Laird came 
to our church, they decided to vamp-up the 
annual Christmas play. Flossie was really 
into music and had a knack for theater. 
Wade, their teenage son, told us when his 
dad pastored a church in New York, they 
did a really cool Christmas play. Flossie was 
going to do the same at our church. When 

By Bob Paulus 

 Lynda Nelson comes from Detroit, Mich-
igan. She grew up in the inner city. When 
she was 12 years old, her family moved to a 
suburb. Lynda graduated from Eastern 
Michigan University earning a bachelors 
degree in Education. She majored in art 
and music and has minors in literature and 
social science. 

 Teaching is a profession that Lynda has 
always aspired to. She began her teaching 
career in a suburb of Detroit where she 
taught for four years. Lynda also taught for 
26 years at Cross Currents Christian 
School. She retired in 2002 but later re-
turned to be the school administrator for 
one year. In 2005, Lynda made her retire-
ment final after 30 years of working in edu-
cation. 

 Terry and Lynda married in Wayne, 
Michigan. Terry also has an Education de-
gree and a master’s degree in Administra-
tion. They have three children, Mathew, 
Jeremy, and Paula. They also have six 
grand children. 

 Lynda has been a member of FPC for 36 
years. The Nelson’s moved here in 1969. 
They looked at many churches in Whitefish 
and finally settled on FPC in 1970. Lynda 
relates, “We visited several churches in the 
community and we liked FPC best because 
we very much enjoyed Rev. Laird and the 

people in this church greeted us with great 
friendliness and warmth.” Lynda has 
served as an elder, deacon, trustee, choir 
director, and Sunday school teacher during 
her years at FPC. 

 I asked Lynda about her involvement 
with Presbyterian Women. She replied, “I 
haven’t been deeply involved with PW until 
the past year. I’ve been teaching and unable 
to attend the meetings. I was asked to be 
Vice-Moderator this year and accepted it. 
I’m there to assist Arline who is the Moder-
ator. I’m really learning the ropes, as I go.” 

 What attracted Lynda to Presbyterian 
Women was the women in the organiza-
tion. As she put it, “It’s the fellowship with 
the women. They are such a special group 
of women and all through the years I’ve 
been at this church, I’ve always learned 
from the older women. The women who are 
older are always willing to share their 
knowledge and skills. I truly enjoy learning 
from them. I hope we can continue that 
role as women in the church; that is: help-
ing one another and teaching one another.” 

 Lynda explained the role of PW in this 
church. “One of our roles is to assist the 
members in this church. PW also has a very 
strong mission program to assist others in 
need. We also believe we have to assist 
needs within our community as well as 

within our church. We need to be locally 
minded as well as globally minded.” 

 Antiques collecting is one of Lynda’s 
hobbies. She especially likes old quilts and 
the old quilt patterns. She explains, “I’m 
fascinated by the stories that those patterns 
tell. There is usually a reason or story be-
hind quilt patterns.” Lynda is also an avid 
reader. When she was a teacher, she partic-
ularly enjoyed teaching children to read 
and sharing good literature with them. 

 I asked Lynda is she had a favorite bible 
verse or story. She replied, “I am particu-
larly drawn to the story of the woman at 
the well. I think that it was special for this 
woman to have that one-on-one time with 
Jesus. She was very fortunate to experience 
that. Even though her character was not 
what Jesus desired, He was not mean or 
rude to her. I don’t think He would be to 
anyone in that situation.” 

 I asked Lynda if she had a final message 
she would like to share with the congrega-
tion. She replied, “Our church is changing 
and change is inevitable as we move into 
the future. I think what we need to try not 
to do is dwell in the past. We need to look 
forward to the future and love one anoth-
er.” 

L y n d a  N e l s o n  

When I Was Seventeen 
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Wade described it, we all got really excited. 
He said all the kids got to wear authentic 
costumes and act out parts. I had seen the 
movie Lawrence of Arabia and really iden-
tified with Lawrence. I was thrilled at the 
prospect of looking like a real Bedouin with 
tunic and head gear flowing around my 
neck. The next Peter O’Toole, I dreamed.  

 Sure enough, Flossie got the women of 
the church busy making the costumes. Eve-
ryone in the youth group got a part and 
authentic era costumes to go with it. A fine 
repertoire of music was arranged. Then one 
night, the announcement came—dress re-
hearsal! Boy, we got into those oh-so-cool 
costumes and played a flawless perfor-
mance. Flossie was thrilled and we were 
thrilled! No more baby doll laying in a mi-
cro-manger stuffed with straw. We were 
ready for the big-time. Look out Peter 
O’Toole! My only gripe was not having a 
curved dagger suspended from my sash. 

 We got there early that Christmas Eve. I 
recall all us kids getting into our costumes 
and nervously chattering about the sea of 
faces about to greet us in the pews. Ordi-
narily, the pews were only about half full on 
any given Sunday but this was Christmas 
and you know how spiritual people get on 
Christmas so the sanctuary was packed to 
the balcony with good solid Presbyterians. 
The play began. Some man with a fantastic 
voice did all the singing while the youth 
group kids did the motions of the story. The 
choir loft was our stage. We even had spe-
cial lighting because I remember one of the 
kids controlled a spotlight while the sanctu-
ary was dimmed real low, just like in real 
theater.  

 I had a simple part as one of the three 
Wise Men along with Rick Hull and Wade 
Laird. We waited in giddy anticipation in 
the library just below the stairs going up 
into the choir loft. We had some time to kill 
and I got into an argument with Rick over 
our glasses. I said with authority, “They 
didn’t have glasses back in the days of the 
Wise Men Rick so I think we should take 
them off. We’ll look weird and dumb out 
there wearing these thick black rimmed 
glasses while playing the role of Lawrence, 
er , I mean Wise Men. Rick firmly stated 
that he had no intention of taking his glass-
es off because he wouldn’t be able to see 
and might trip on something and that 
would look weirder and dumber than look-
ing out of character. I pulled my glasses off 
and flipped them on a table just as the mu-
sic started signaling the opening of our act. 
Wade, Rick, and I climbed those stairs and 
emerged onto the stage. All we had to do 
was stand perfectly still while holding our 
hands up toward a brilliant star hanging on 
the far wall while a beautiful song was sung 

by the man with the golden voice. The sce-
ne ended and we exited down the stairs. 
 Later, I recall going back up to our stage 
with all the other kids as the play ended. 
The last strains of music faded away her-
alding the end of the production. I stared 
out into the audience while my heart 
soared with anticipation of thunderous 
applause. We had done it! We had executed 
a flawless performance after working so 
hard for weeks. The Youth Group was a 
very proud unit that night standing in that 
choir loft and couldn’t wait to receive the 
pay-off that would seal a perfect night—
smiles and applause from an appreciative 
audience we had worked so hard to please. 
A tingling feeling of satisfaction poured 
over me. They must be so proud of us, I 
thought. 

 As I stared out into that sea of faces, my 
smile melted! My heart sank! My hopes 
turned to ashes! Staring back at me were 
hundreds of dead –pan faces with not so 
much as a turned up mouth among them. It 
was so silent, you could have heard a 
mouse squeak. The entire sanctuary looked 
like rows of well dressed mannequins at-
tending a funeral. My mind screamed, 
“They didn’t like it!. They hated it! All that 
work for nothing. What do these people 
want from us?”  

 We took off our costumes in the base-
ment. I didn’t feel like hanging around for 
the festivities that followed the play so I 
walked past the food laden tables, up the 
stairs, and out the front door. I guess I went 
straight home. After all, it was Christmas 
Eve. I don’t recall anyone saying a word 
about that night. Maybe us kids talked 
about it later. Then again, maybe none of 
us mentioned a word. We were teenagers 
and like most teenagers of that era, we 
thought it wasn’t right to question adults— 
at least not to their face— especially in 
church. Nobody questions what goes on in 
church. Isn’t that a sin? I thought so. So did 
the other kids. We used to whisper about it. 
In fact, most things were sins that seemed 
natural to us—like questioning. Or so we 
thought. I wonder where we got that idea? 

 After I graduated from high school, my 
mom asked if I wanted to attend church. I 
immediately answered, “No”, and that set-
tled it. She didn’t try the never fail tears 
routine this time. Mom knew I was beyond 
that and besides, mom was a woman of her 
word. She had said it would be my choice 
and she had meant it. I don’t think I ever 
got over the horrible disappointment of 
that Christmas Eve play. For the next 20 
years, if anyone mentioned going to 
church, I would cringe. Not that I’m saying 
my experiences with the youth group and 

that disastrous play was the sole reason for 
my aversion to going to church. But it cer-
tainly was a factor.  

 In 1985 a miracle happened. I became a 
Christian. The first thing I decided to do 
was return to my roots at First Presbyteri-
an. Ken Peterson was pastor at this time 
and I noticed the sanctuary was a whole lot 
fuller on Sunday morning than I remem-
bered it when I was a kid at seventeen. An-
other thing I took immediate note of was 
the tendency of the congregation to smile 
radiantly while clapping their hands in 
applause after a person or group had com-
pleted a performance.  

 Within a brief period of time, I had 
joined a home bible study group. One 
night, there was a discussion on the subject 
of clapping applause during the Sunday 
service. It was noted that not everyone did 
this. Some seemed to have reservations 
about this exuberant display of emotion. A 
women member of our group explained. 
She told us that the traditional teaching in 
the Presbyterian church forbids emotional 
displays of praise for anyone but God. So, 
the reasoning went, if folks applauded a 
performance by a lowly human being, they 
were robbing God of the glory that was 
rightfully His in a church meeting.  

 A light blinked on in my mind! I related 
the story to the home group of the youth 
group Christmas play 20 years in the past. 
After I had finished I asked, “Was this for-
bidden display of emotion teaching the 
reason the audience of our play took on the 
form of dead- quiet, morbidly-serious zom-
bies when our performance had ended?” 
Most thought so.  

 I grew very quiet for the rest of the 
night’s study. My mind was preoccupied 
with distant memories of a night of painful 
disappointment. I inwardly asked, “Why? 
Why didn’t someone explain? Why is it 
necessary for teenage kids to have to ask for 
explanations for things that hurt and bewil-
der them when they’re taught not to ask 
questions concerning Godly things in the 
first place? We were just kids who didn’t 
want to be kids caught in that never-never 
land of adolescence impatiently waiting to 
be considered adults. I just didn’t under-
stand. But who ever does— when they’re 
seventeen?” 

 Over the passage of decades, I’ve noticed 
that some things have changed at FPC. 
Some folks do have the tendency to ap-
plaud a performance during a Sunday 
morning service. However, some folks still 
do not. I don’t think either are wrong. I 
encourage anyone to live their beliefs. It’s 
just that I suspect that youth continues to 



 I’m sure there are many in our congregation that love 

to write or perhaps have a favorite article, poem, or book 
they would like to feature. Please remember to get copy-

right permission from the publisher before submitting it 
for print.  

 It should be noted that any views or opinions ex-

pressed in this publication is not necessarily the views or 
opinions of the First Presbyterian Church USA. 
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The Heart of Worship 

Submitted by Ada Casazza, written by  
Jill Turner. 

 I call them “The Love Boat Band.” Actu-
ally, their real name has much more spir-
itual significance, but “ The Love Boat 
Band,” though slightly irreverent, just fits 
better. 

 I’d like to be able to say I came up with 
that title all by myself, but it was a fellow 
thirty-something church goer who coined 
the expression. A group of us twenty and 
thirty-something's were “fellowshipping” 
after Sunday service at a neighborhood 
restaurant when someone brought up the 
subject of our church’s middle-aged, pseu-
do-lounge act praise band. 

 “Oh, you mean the Love Boat Band?” 
Alex, the thirty-something church goer, 
said between bites of his quesadilla. 

 The name stuck. 

 I am in no way saying that “The Love 
Boat Band” members are doing anything 
wrong in crooning their simplistic contem-
porary praise songs and vacillating be-
tween worshipful moments of euphoria 
and lachrymosity. In fact, they are probably 
doing a lot of things right considering they 
are reaching a targeted audience. 

 I’m not sure how much I like being a 
member of a targeted audience though. It 
makes me feel like a dartboard. If it’s a 
bulls-eye churches want, I’m not too sure 
about their aim. 

 There are the contemporary services 
with songs that are comprised of lifting the 
Lord’s name on high and yes Lord, yes 
Lord, yes, yes, yes, all of which has to be 
accompanied by jumping around in the 
pulpit in the hopes that God will notice. 

 Then we have the teeny-bopper services 
which consist of pretty much the same 
thing, only with younger band members 
and less jumping around because that 
would be “totally embarrassing.” 

 Lastly, we have the traditional services 
with “I come to the garden alone” and 
“blessed assurance, Jesus is mine.” If 
you’re lucky, there’s still an organ in this 
service and this service only, but any sort of 
quality choral music has usually been com-
pletely eradicated. Hymnals are of no use 
anymore. Who needs to read notes and 
rhythms when we can read words projected 
onto a screen in front of us? 

 Any time someone or some entity at-
tempts to manipulate me into a targeted 
audience, my response is, “Ha ha! I will not 
be a demographic. Target this, Love Boat 
Band!” 

 My father was a minister with somewhat 
hippie-ish musical taste, I grew up thinking 
“Put Your Hand in the Hand” and “Jesus is 
Just Alright With Me” could be considered 
church standards just as easily as “Because 
He Lives” and “Blessed Be the Tie That 
Binds.” In Sunday school, I would break 
out into selections from Jesus Christ Su-
perstar when we would read about Jesus 
turning the tables over in the temple. “One 
toke over the line, sweet Jesus. One toke 

over the line” – you mean that doesn’t 
qualify as contemporary Christian music? 

 I am also a classical musician. I’d much 
rather hear Mozart’s “Exsultate Jubilate” or 
Gounod’s “O Divine Redeemer” than 
“Shout to the Lord. All the Earth let us 
sing.” No praise song can compete with the 
high C on Mozart’s final Alleluia or the 
soaring A-flat as Gounod begs God for a 
pardon. 

 So, how do churches go about exposing 
their congregation to such musical eclecti-
cism? 

 They don’t. 

 But does it really matter? Even though 
my life revolves around my passion for 
music, I really don’t care if a church hits 
my musical bulls-eye or not. That’s not why 
I go to church. 

 Most of the time, my husband and I at-
tend the traditional service at our church, 
not because we’re dying to sing only hymns 
every Sunday and not because we’re trying 
to avoid the exuberance of “The Love Boat 
Band.” 

 Our reason is a matter of simple logis-
tics. The traditional service falls between 
the two contemporary services. It is exactly 
fifty minutes long. And if it gets started five 
minutes late, the service only lasts forty-
five minutes! 

 Hey, I was a preacher’s kid. I think I’ve 
paid my dues when it comes to sitting 
through long church services. 

Bob Paulus                     

bob@fpcwhitefish.org  

 A  n o t e  f r o m  t h e  E d i t o r ,  P u b l i s h e r ,  P r i n t e r ,  a n d  C o p y b o y :  

have hesitancy in asking adults questions 
about their faith or the protocol of the 
church. I’m not sure if we adults today are 
more willing to share that information with 
our youth than our parents were. We fre-
quently take it for granted that they’ll just 
know. Perhaps it takes someone with an 

invisible antennae to search the tenuous 
heart of a young person no matter what the 
era. Then again, perhaps we adults are little 
different than youths. We question, think 
something’s wrong with our questions, and 
keep our mouths shut too. Maybe—
something’s never change. 

 As for me, I still think of the Christmas 
Play from time to time. The sting of  disap-
pointment is gone although I still remem-
ber with a smile— secretly becoming        
Lawrence of Arabia for all of five minutes 
on the stage of the choir loft.   


