
 Mary Jane Street is 
another native. She was 
born and raised in White-
fish. She recalled, “My 
dad came from Iowa and 

my mom was from South 
Dakota. They came to Whitefish in 1913. 
My father worked as a Traveling Engineer 
for the Great Northern Railroad. He was 
gone from home a great deal supervising 
work in different areas. My mother was a 
home maker, raising my two sisters and 
myself.  

“I was born in 1922. Being the oldest 
child, I helped mom with household duties 
a great deal. Life was somewhat harder 
back then. Whitefish has gone through 
changes over the years. I recall never lock-
ing the door to our house. Some folks didn’t 
even have locks on their doors—didn’t need 
them. Neighborhoods were helpful and 
friendly back then with everyone knowing 
everybody and looking out after each other. 
Tourists didn’t come here then. Whitefish 
was a working class town with a simple life 
style. 

“The only school in town was what is 
now known as Central School. I graduated 
from High School there in 1940 and mar-
ried Russ Street in 1941. Russ was born in 
Whitefish in 1921.  

“I worked for a physician as a reception-
ist before and after I was married. He was-
n’t an M.D. but could write prescriptions. 
Kind of like a Nurse Practitioner today.  

“In 1942, Russ went into the Army and 
was stationed in San Antonio, Texas. I 
worked at Fort Sam Houston while Russ 
served but he was discharged with eye 
problems after several months so we moved 
back to Whitefish.  

“Russ worked at Great Northern Rail-
road for a time but had to leave because of 
his eye problems. He became a butcher 
working for Marcus Grocery for awhile un-
til we started our own store. It was named 
Street’s Grocery and was located on Cen-
tral Avenue. The building was also our 
home as we lived in rooms above the store. 
We eventually bought Bay Point Resort 
with another couple which had 14 cabins 
and lived there. In time, Russ wanted to 
build condominiums and we bought out the 
other owners and expanded the resort. 

“Russ developed a meat seasoning prod-
uct and named it Alpine Touch. He held the 
patent on it and we marketed it in the 
northwest. The product was very successful 
and we eventually sold the rights to another 
company. We traveled a lot promoting Al-
pine Touch to stores around the northwest. 
When we would walk into a grocery store 

and say we wanted to demonstrate our 
product, the owner would roll his eyes at 
us. When we told him we were going to 
cook steak with the demo, the owners usu-
ally agreed. It brought in the customers. 

“We adopted two boys in 1950, Doug 
and Roger. They were brothers who were 
shuffled around among various foster 
homes until we adopted them. Both gradu-
ated from here. Doug went into the Ma-
rines but, sadly, he was killed in Vietnam. 
Roger died last winter. I have three grand-
children. 

“Russ and I did a lot of traveling. We 
visited places around the world. Many 
years ago, we opened our home to a young 
lady with a little boy from France. Her hus-
band had deserted her and they needed 
help in a bad way. She had been a Regis-
tered Nurse in France so she got certified 
for working in the U.S and worked at North 
Valley Hospital. Eventually, her dad came 
over from France and took her and the little 
boy back with him. Several years later, we 
were thrilled to go to France to visit her and 
her family. 

“I started attending the Presbyterian 
Church in the mid-seventies which was 
over 30 years ago. My parents were Meth-
odists and I had attended the Methodist 
church but I became dissatisfied with it and 
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M a r y  J a n e  S t r e e t :  

 Mary Jane was a quiet private lady. She was 
known to keep her opinions to herself. If one in-

quired diligently, it would be discovered that she 
possessed a profound quality of personal giving to 
others. Martha and Mary of Bethany come to mind 
when seeking a biblical parallel to Mary Jane. With 
her faith guiding her, she gave selflessly not only of 
her money, but also of herself.  

 Occasionally, a matriarch emerges in a church 
family. Usually they are women who stand out in 
dramatic ways. In a sense, Mary Jane possessed the 
characteristics of feminine leadership but in a quiet 
unassuming manner few would notice. Over the 
span of more than thirty years, Mary Jane attended 
and deeply cared for our church and any who per-
sonally came to know her became aware of her 
heart filled commitment and deeds of selflessness. 
It seems she wanted it that way, to be a quiet un-
pretentious example of humble sharing of faith. Well 
done Mary Jane. We noticed and thank you for the 

sharing. 
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began attending evening bible study classes 
at the Presbyterian. The people I met and 
the classes were wonderful so I decided to 
attend Sunday services full-time. Oh, there 
are times I feel bad about not going to the 
Methodist because I was raised there but I 
truly like the Presbyterian Church and feel 
a sense of belonging. 

“Working kept me from being very active 
in the church. Running a business is a sev-
en day a week job. I simply didn’t have the 
time. I always have enjoyed going to the 
classes though. 

“I don’t do the hobbies I used to do like 
knitting and crocheting. My hands are too 
sore for that now. 

“Like most, I would like to see more 
young people in our church. I real like Dan 
and appreciate the services he does at Riv-
erside Manor. I like our church pretty 
much the way it is and feel very happy 
here.” 

A n n  T a r r :  

 When I think of Ann Tarr, I 
think of someone who was 
there. Oh, I didn’t notice Ann 
standing out in any particular 
manner but still, one couldn’t 
help but notice her. She had 

that certain something that I 
suspect few could readily define 
or feel a pressing need to for 
that matter. She blended in so 
naturally yet still possessed a 
quiet uniqueness so that one 
would take notice if she wasn’t 
there but not really understand 
the why. 

 Such is the charisma of the 
humble in spirit—not standing 
out in a crowd but without that 
precious soul, that crowd is 

merely a crowd, lacking charac-
ter or significance. Ann gave 
any group significance in a qui-
et unassuming mannerism that 
blended flawlessly into the fab-
ric of the occasion. She was 

neither intense nor subdued. 
Perhaps blended like coordinat-
ed colors on a soft patch quilt 
could better describe Ann, 
providing balance and harmony 
like the bells she rang in unison 
with her fellow soul-mates of 
Alpine Ringers. No, Ann Tarr 
didn’t stand out. She didn’t 
need to nor, I suspect, want to. 
Ann was there, always there. 
She is missed but the memory 

of her diffused sublimity will 
stay with us forever. 

 I was born in Coulterville, a small town 
in Illinois, and was raised in Villa Park, a 
suburb of Chicago. I lived there until Bill 
and I married. Dad was a postal clerk and 
Mom, after we were grown, worked at Sears 
Roebuck as a keypunch operator.   

 After high school graduation in 1955, I 
was a secretary at Sears in Chicago. I 
worked in the Floor-Covering and the Na-
tional Advertising Departments. Bill and I 
were married in the Presbyterian Church in 
Elmhurst, Illinois in 1959. Shortly after our 
older son, Mark, was born, we became 
members. After our second son, Warren, 
was born, we became more involved with 
church activities. Both Bill and I taught 
Sunday School and became very involved in 
the Couples Club. I attended one of the 
ladies’ Circles and taught at Vacation Bible 
Schools. 

 We moved to Whitefish in1968. The first 
Sunday we attended FPC, we were greeted 
by Thelma Smith and Bonnie Houston. The 
warmth of the congregation really im-
pressed us. A short time later, Cec Lantz 

and Phyllis Bjorsness came to visit and 
invited me to come to Wednesday Morning 
Bible Study. I attended that group for many 
years. I was in the church nursery for sever-
al years when it was on the basement stage, 
then taught Sunday School and also helped 
with VBS.   

 In our early years at FPC, we did a lot of 
outdoor activities as a family – camping, 
hiking, fishing, and skiing. I was a Cub 
Scout den mother and remember the Pack 
36 meetings held in the old basement of the 
church. Both boys played Little League 
baseball and we attended every game, rain 
or shine. The boys were involved with 
sports over the years and we did a lot of 
traveling to keep up with the football, wres-
tling, and track teams. Mark was the first 
Whitefish High School State Wrestling 
Champion. Warren was a two-time State 
Wrestling Champion and two-time State 
Champion in the pole vault. They both 
graduated from Montana State. Warren 
was inducted into the Whitefish High 
School Sports Hall of Fame several years 
ago. In later years, we’ve traveled to keep 

up with the activities of four grandchildren.   

 In 1982, I began work as a Special Ser-
vices Aide at Whitefish High School. In 
1988, I was transferred to the office at 
Muldown where I  worked in various Aide 
positions until my retirement in 1999.   

 In 1979, I was ordained as an Elder and 
elected Clerk. Eventually, I expressed my 
frustration to Ken Peterson that I had not 
been an effective Elder as I was too busy 
taking notes to take part in discussions. 
Ken suggested that I continue on as Clerk, 
which I agreed to do. I continue in that 
capacity. I am currently serving as a Dea-
con.  I look forward to A Time to Share on 
Wednesdays and each time I see the beauti-
ful banner made as a memorial to Thelma 
Smith, I think of the good fellowship we 
had making it. This group has also begun a 
Prayer Shawl Ministry and we have given 
eight knitted shawls, plus our prayers, to 
those who are seriously ill or grieving. 
About four years ago, I joined the Alpine 
Ringers when they said anyone who could 
read music and count was welcome. Well, it 
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wasn’t as easy as that but I’ve learned a lot 
and have attended four Big Sky Hand Bell 
Festivals. I enjoy helping at the PW Bazaar 
and their rummage sale. 

 “Bill and I like traveling and have taken 
trips the past two years with two of his high 
school friends and their wives. In 1999, we 
did a 30-day, 1,500-mile bicycle trip to 
Chicago for his 45th high school reunion. 
Life with Bill is always an adventure. We 
have taken several other bike and canoe 

trips, hiked the Olympic Peninsula, and 
were involved in running and canoe racing. 
I enjoy knitting, counted cross-stitch, quilt-
ing, wood carving, gardening, reading, ge-
nealogy, and Sudoku puzzles.  

 “The older I get the less I like change. 
But sometimes change is necessary and I 
think we have to determine when that is. 
When things aren’t working but continue 
because “that’s the way we’ve always done 
it”— then we need to step back and take a 

look at what we’re doing. If we have an old-
er congregation, we need to minister to that 
congregation and not worry that we have 
no children. In the 40 years Bill and I have 
been here, our congregation has fluctuated 
up and down several times and I’m sure it 
will again.   

 “I was impressed that the Nominating 
Committee focused on individual talents 
and plugged people in where they can use 
those talents to the fullest. Each and every 

Dot Ann Ricker was born and raised in 
La Grande, Oregon. The city’s name comes 
from an early French settler, Charles 
Dause, who often used the phrase "La 
Grande" to describe the area's beauty.  

Dot Ann lived on the family farm and 
had one sister. She recalled, “My father was 
a wheat farmer. My mom was primarily a 
home maker but she was very active in Girl 
Scouts of America for many years. She and 
my father also operated a ski shop during 
the winter. I loved skiing and raced in the 
Junior Nationals when I was in High 
School. 

“My mother got tired of living out of 
town on the farm so we bought a town 
house. After graduation from High School, 
I attended Eastern Oregon College in La 
Grande and the University of Oregon in 
Eugene, Oregon. I earned a degree in Phys-

ical Education. 

“I met Mick in La Grande. We were mar-
ried during his 3rd year of medical school. 
He enjoyed skiing and horses also so I 
thought; I have to get to know this guy.  

“Mick was in med school at Seattle, 
Washington so we lived there and I worked 
teaching. Later, we moved to St. Paul, Min-
nesota where Mick continued his training. 
We also lived in Nevada for two years. In 
1967, we moved to Whitefish. I had raced in 
the Junior National skiing competition at 
Big Mountain while in High School and 
encouraged Mick to check out Whitefish 
when he was looking to make a move with 
his medical practice. 

“We have three children, one girl and 
two boys. We also have 11 grand children. 
One of our sons has a master’s degree from 

Denver Seminary. He is a Junior High 
Counselor. One of our children is a Mon-
tana Tech graduate and another is an MSU 
graduate. I recall being thrilled when our 
daughter was chosen as Winter Carnival 
Queen one year. 

“I had taught Physical Education in 
Portland and Seattle. I also taught in the 
Whitefish school system for a few years but 
decided to devote my time to raising our 
kids which is a full-time job in itself. I left 
teaching in the school system but I did con-
tinue teaching as a ski instructor and 
taught swimming for about 15 years. We 
used the pool at Depratu’s Motel and other 
facilities like the Viking and Ptarmigan. 

“I was raised in the Presbyterian Church 
and Mick and I attended that denomination 
while living in Nevada. So it was the natural 
thing to do to attend the Presbyterian when 

 They say eyes are windows unto your soul. Memories 

sparkle with a blanket of stars casting reflections of a long 

time past. On a quiet early evening, when day dims to dusk, 
one could catch a glimpse of those memories in Dot Ann’s 
eyes; memories of smiles like a candle in a window on a 
dreary fog filled night. One can hear a cry of freedom as her 
skis took to flight, soaring down a mountain laughing with 
delight. 

 There are memories of kids stumbling with awkwardness 
but eager to learn. Skiing down mountains or swimming in 
pools, they honed their skill and gave honor to their teacher 
Dot Ann.  

 Through windows of memories, one can see Dot Ann rid-
ing one of the horses she loved. She can ride into the dif-
fused burning colors of a mid-summer sunset or the brilliant 
birth of a new day’s dawn at sunrise.  

 Such are the qualities of memories that shift from a radi-
ant effervescence to a fading shimmer of color in our eyes. 
Blessed memories of those we love. 

D o t  A n n  R i c k e r :  
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we moved to Whitefish. Bob Laird was the 
pastor then and I recall the wonderful peo-
ple we met here. FPC was a great place for 
kids. There were scout meetings in the 
basement with lots of activities for kids to 
do. That was a major reason why we chose 
FPC for our church. 

“In past years, I’ve served on the Presby-

tery Worship Committee, Session, and 
presently serve on the Memorial Commit-
tee. I’ve enjoyed the Women’s’ Wednesday 
morning bible study for many years also. 

“For hobbies, we used to own a couple of 
horses and I loved horse back riding and, of 
course, skiing. I still love to read and play 
bridge. 

“I’d like to see more young couples at 
our church. I miss the children like most 
people do. I really like the people at FPC. 
They are hard working and friendly. I think 
the Prayer Chain is a very important thing 
we do and we should always keep it going. 
Many people have been blessed through 
this ministry.” 

 I was born in 
the coal fields 
of eastern Ken-
tucky in a small 
town named 
Harlan. My dad 
was a pastor at 
Clover Street 
Presbyterian 
church. When I 
was eight years 
old we moved 
to Decatur, 
Alabama which 

I consider my real home because that’s 
where I grew up. My mother and older 
brother still live near there and I love to 
visit them when I get the chance. 

After high school graduation, I attended 
The University of Tennessee at Knoxville 
earning a bachelor’s degree in Communica-
tions. I went into advertising and worked 
for Tennessee Public Television as a pro-
gram director. After about a year, I went to 
the Associated Press working in their Audio 
News Division. 

Nothing ever struck me as being very 
satisfying so I was always restlessly jump-
ing from job to job. It was during this time I 
met Mickey. We both were living in Knox-
ville and met through mutual friends. We 
dated for a little over a year and decided to 
get married in October of 1976. We have 
been blessed with two sons. 

My work was always a frustration. I just 
couldn’t get satisfied with what I was doing. 
We were attending a Presbyterian church at 
the time and the pastor and I developed a 
great relationship. He was developing a 
young adult’s ministry and Mickey and I 

became a part of it. The more I got involved 
in the church, the more I wondered if God 
was calling me to the ministry. I really did-
n’t know just what this calling was about 
but I knew I wanted it. Mickey and I dis-
cussed the idea of ministry work but she 
was a little luke-warm about the idea and 
we decided to shelve it for the time being. 

In 1978, the sense of God calling me in-
tensified and I talked with our pastor about 
it. Mickey and I had more discussions and 
she agreed that this was probably some-
thing I should pursue. We had just bought 
a house five months before and we put it on 
the market. The house sold and off we went 
to Princeton, New Jersey where I attended 
three years of seminary earning a Master’s 
of Divinity degree. 

My first church was in Annapolis, Mary-
land where I served as an Associate Pastor. 
I worked predominately in youth and mis-
sion ministry. After four years in Annapo-
lis, I accepted a call as pastor to a church in 
Long Branch, New Jersey. 

This is what was the beginning of a sort 
of pattern for me in the ministry. The 
church in Long Branch had recently gone 
through a split and the situation was so bad 
that people would not even talk with each 
other in the hallways such was the bitter-
ness. My first thought was, What in the 
world am I doing here? They had said they 
had about 250 members and only had 
around 80. It was a tremendous amount of 
work and God blessed our efforts because I 
can happily say that the church went from 
80 to 175 members during the 10 years I 
spent there. There were no children when 
we started and when we left, there were 30. 

One day, I had a sense of the Holy Spirit 

saying it was time to leave. We really want-
ed to go back south. There were three 
churches in Atlanta that were considering 
me to be their pastor. We felt a strong call 
to the First Presbyterian Church in Griffin, 
Georgia but I was also considering another 
church and had decided that if the Griffin 
church didn’t call by 5:00 p.m. that day, I 
was going to take the other call. They called 
at 4:30. 

I spent 16 years as Pastor Head of Staff 
in Griffin. The church had experienced a 
very bad experience with their former pas-
tor and gone through a split. They had gone 
from a 700 member church to around 400. 
It was a very challenging experience taking 
years to just stabilize the congregation. It 
took four to five years just to achieve heal-
ing in the congregation. Some folks never 
seemed to get over the hurt and I think this 
over-shadowed our ministry for years. 
There was a prevailing fear among some 
that what they had gone through in the past 
could happen again. 

It seems God has sent me to churches 
where there have been some issues that 
need to be dealt with. The strong part of my 
ministry seems to be in healing. I feel it is 
essential to instill in a congregation a sense 
of self worth, God is faithful, and we can do 
this attitude. 

About two years ago, I began to experi-
ence a need for a new adventure. I could 
have stayed at Griffin and retired from 
there but I felt it was time to move on. This 
last fall, the time became right. I was talk-
ing with Ed Albright, the General Presbyter 
here, and asked him if I could use him as a 
reference. Ed told me he knew of a church 
that might be right for me in Whitefish, 

T i m  D a l s t r o m :  
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Montana. After exchanging info with the 
PNC, Mickey and I visited Whitefish and 
liked what we found. After careful delibera-
tion, we made the decision to accept the 
call. 

I believe that the best days of this con-
gregation are ahead of us. God always puts 
us where he needs us to be for a reason. 
Scripture verifies that God wants growth. 
He wants us to grow personally and spiritu-
ally in Him and he wants other people to 
come into that same relationship with 
Christ. It’s going to happen here. I’m just 
interested to see how it happens.  

Whitefish offers a different life-style 
from what we’ve had in the past and I’m 
really looking forward to enjoying the rec-
reational opportunities that are available 
here. Mickey and I are outdoors people. I 
like to hike, hunt, and fish. I love to experi-
ment with cooking also. We had asked God 
for an adventure, something we hadn’t 
done before. We had never been to this part 
of the country and are looking forward to 
experiencing it to its fullest. 

I want the congregation to expect great 
things from God. He is calling this church 
to be a blessing to the community and will 

equip us in all we need. If you think you’ve 
seen what God is going to do in this church, 
you haven’t seen anything yet. 

I originally wrote a different article than 
the one you are about to read. After putting 
the final TLC on the prose and bending my 
arm back to an impossible angle, I gave a 
reassuring pat to my back congratulating 
myself on yet again, a fine work of author-
ship to grace the final pages of Koinonia. 
You see, I had penned an article that cor-
rected a prevailing erroneous attitude that, 
according to my spot-on perception, domi-
nates the mind-set of most congregants in 
every church across the land. My conviction 
in this matter was absolute and I couldn’t 
wait to enlighten the congregation on their 
need to correct an obviously faulty and de-
structive manner of practicing church on a 
daily basis. Oh, I am soooo right!  I rea-
soned. 

As always, I asked Sheila to read my 
article with full expectation of another 
glowing review. Fifteen minutes later she 
stood before me and without a twitch of 
hesitation said, “I think you’d better shelve 
this one. It’s a downer.” 

What?... With two days before the 
planned print, Sheila strongly suggested I 
write something entirely new? “Something 
positive”, she exclaimed. “The church needs 
to read a message of hope!” 

Well, of course I immediately agreed and 

thanked her whole-heartedly for her hon-
est, compelling, and critically correct cri-
tique and went straight to work: Right? 

The truth is I argued, defended, and hit 
her with every form of rational logic I could 
grasp that made my idea unassailable to 
any critic including my beloved dear-to-my
-heart wife – she stood her ground. 

After stewing for a few minutes in raw 
tormenting conviction of self-assured right-
fulness, I began to crack. Rising from my 
Archie Bunker recliner, I walked with shaky 
but determined strides back to the den 
where the keyboard awaited and stared at 
the huge one-eyed screen with blinking 
cursor beckoning me to create. Positive? 
Hopeful? Hmmmm. Fingers touched the 
keys and I floated into this. 

“All things are possible to him who be-
lieves, they are less difficult to him who 
hopes, they are easier to him who loves, 
and still more easy to him who practices 
and perseveres in these three virtues.” – 
Brother Lawrence 

Why is hope so elusive? I thought. Why 
the urge to verbalize criticism and ignore 
the positive? 

I found it takes some painful introspec-
tion to acknowledge a dark side lurking 
within straining to experience itself being 
heard in a public forum. Hope can be elu-
sive for some and to adopt that hope and 
invite it into your heart saying, “Welcome 
in; please stay, comfort, and inspire me for 
ever and ever without end”, can be practi-
cally impossible in some circumstances. It 
is so much easier to invite negative, com-
plaining, I’m so right and you’re so wrong 
attitudes into the center of your soul say-
ing, “Come on in; stay and breed!”  

In considering this topic, a passage came 
to mind from a well-worn tome on my 
bookshelf I acquired many years ago. At 
times, when the Lord knows I need it; He 
gives a gentle reminder of this quote from 
The Inward Journey by Gene Edwards: 

The whole exercise of blame and resent-
ment is a waste of time, accomplishing 
nothing. No matter how much fault you 
find in another person, nor the amount of 
blame you charge him with, it is not going 
to change you. 

The only thing you accomplish in such 
an exercise is to keep the spotlight off you. 
Looking for an external reason for what is 
going on inside you is to miss the point. 
You may succeed in making someone feel 

Hope By Bob Paulus 
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guilty, true; and you may discharge a lot 
of negative emotions, true; but you will 
not succeed in changing whatever it is 
about your innate disposition that is mak-
ing you unhappy. 

Such is the heart without hope. Joy can-
not exist in a cynical critical environment. 
The church needs hope. And cooperatively, 
we are the church. 

A passage from Hebrews comes to mind. 
I like to refer to chapter 11 as the faith-hope 
chapter. “Faith is the substance of things 
hoped for.” Hope and faith go hand-in-
hand.  One cannot exist without the other. 

The New Testament writers used the 
word hope a great deal. 

1 Corinthians 13:13 

And now these remain; faith, hope and 
love. But the greatest of these is love. 

Ephesians 4:1-5 

As a prisoner for the Lord, then, I urge 
you to live a life worthy of the calling you 
have received. Be completely humble and 
gentle; be patient, bearing with one anoth-
er in love. Make every effort to keep the 
unity of the Spirit through the bond of 
peace. There is one body and one Spirit—
just as you were called to one hope when 
you were called—one Lord, one faith, one 
baptism. 

Hebrews 3:6 

But Christ is faithful as a son over God’s 
house. And we are his house, if we hold on 
to our courage and the hope of which we 
boast. 

1 Peter 1:3 

Praise be to the God and Father of our 
Lord Jesus Christ! In his great mercy he 

has given us new birth into a living hope 
through the resurrection of Jesus Christ 
from the dead. 

Christians are called to have hope. To 
possess something that lifts them above the 
fray of life’s trials, turmoil’s, and heart 
breaks. The hope we seek and possess is 
embodied in none other than Jesus Christ. 
Christ is the head of the church. He is cen-
tral in all things. Our faith, joy, love, and 
hope all reside in Him and we have total 
unrestrained access to all these virtues by 
living in life-union fellowship with Christ as 
one body—His church. Just as the human 
body cannot live torn and divided, Christ’s 
body cannot survive split into competing 
sectarianism. Unity of spirit brings unity of 
hope because hope springs from the center 
of their beings in Jesus Christ. To such a 
people faith, hope, and love will be a natu-
ral by-product of the fellowship radiating 
from the center of their faith and body—
Jesus Christ. 

As the lyrics of the Enya song give wit-
ness, “Hope has a place in a lover’s heart.” I 
suspect most everyone has experienced the 
bitter pain of loss or the horrid fear of los-
ing something so precious you can’t stand 
the thought of going through the loss of it. 
We try to hang on to hope sometimes with 
a crushing death grip but a subjugating 
reality seeps relentlessly into the situation 
stripping away our hope like acid boiling 
away old paint. Despair comes to visit like a 
specter of doom at mid-night and our world 
turns black. Then, a diffused light pierces 
the gloom as our Lord reaches out His hand 
offering something we thought had been 
eternally lost—hope. If we dare accept it 
and allow it to settle into our hearts once 
again, it can be a dangerous thing. Hope 
can drive you insane. As the writer Thomas 
Hardy warned, “The sudden disappoint-
ment of a hope leaves a scar which the ulti-
mate fulfillment of that hope never entirely 
removes.” 

Hope needs to be tempered with a 
strong actualization of what is realistic. One 
of my favorite quotes comes from Chuck 
Swindoll, “Wisdom is the ability to per-

ceive reality with an uncommon clarity.” 
Yes, God is a wonder worker who occasion-
ally does a miracle. But, the reason why we 
call them miracles is because they happen 
so seldom. Far, far more common is God 
working within the natural scheme of 
things and from experience I have found 
that God desires we keep our expectations 
in line with sound judgment coupled with 
good ole common sense without turning 
our backs on the stark nakedness of reality. 
Hope is not an escape from reality but 
more often a means of getting through it. 

Sometimes being critical is necessary 
and if it’s legitimate in substance and ex-
pressed constructively with good will in-
tended, often positive results will follow. 
But sometimes people find fault for the 
simple reason that they are attempting to 
subordinate others to a lower plain than 
the one they live on. It sure feels good to 
feel at least a little loftier than someone 
else. If your perception of the mountain 
you live on is coated with dirty snow and 
stands in the shadow of those around you, 
it sure feels good to create an upheaval fol-
lowed by a bone chilling blizzard so you can 
feel soooo good towering in the blazing 
purity of being right among those are so 
wrong. Such is the state of the habitual 
complainer. 

A good dose of wisdom clears the view 
by seeing reality for what it really is. The 
mountain you live on is the same all other 
believers inhabit and the light shines just as 
bright for all—living in hope in Christ Je-
sus. 

Hmmm, my mountain looks a little 
shoddy. But what would it look like com-
pared to… Forget it. I don’t even want to go 
there. Well, I do; but reason prevails and 
ethics forbid, so I will not. Maybe in anoth-
er issue, if… I can get it past Sheila’s watch-
ful discriminating eye. 
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