
 I was born in a small 
town in east Tennessee 
named Andersonville. 
There was a gas station, 

Post Office, and a library 
about the size of a bathroom; three people 
could overwhelm it.  

 My parents were farmers but my father 
also worked for the government in the mail 
room at the Oak Ridge National Laboratory 
and my mom worked as a maid. Since we 
lived on a farm, we grew most everything 
we needed for food. I have four brothers 
and three sisters.  

 After graduating from high school, I 
went to Knoxville, Tennessee to attend 
school at South College. I was working at 
City and County Bank and met Tim 
through a friend. He worked for a radio 
station at the time. We dated for about a 
year and he proposed to me. Like most 
young married couples, it took some time 
but we eventually were able to buy a house. 
Three months after moving in, Tim came 
home from work and said he would like to 
go to seminary. Well, the house went on 
the market and sold within a few months 
and off we went. 

 We moved to Princeton, New Jersey 
where Tim attended Princeton Theological 
Seminary. I worked at Princeton University 
in the Student Loan Department and Ad-
ministrative Services. Our son Mathew was 

born during this time. 

 After Tim graduated, we moved to An-
napolis, Maryland where he worked as an 
Assistant Pastor. Our second son Taylor 
was born three years after moving there. I 
was a stay-at-home mom during the An-
napolis years. 

 After about three years, Tim took a posi-
tion at a church in Long Branch, New Jer-
sey but we lived 30 minutes away in Farm-
ingdale. During the 10 years we lived there, 
I worked with special needs children at a 
day care center. During my off time, I 
worked my garden and grew over 100 ros-
es. The church kept me active teaching 
Sunday school and in a way, I was Tim’s 
right-hand person doing a lot of the things 
most others didn’t want to do.  

 Tim felt a need to move on and accepted 
a call from a church in Griffin, Georgia. We 
had a big yard in Griffin which required a 
lot of clearing but I got the job done and 
planted a large garden. I worked at a tax 
service company for a short while but being 
home with Tim and the boys was very im-
portant to me so I didn’t work a great deal. 
I had a small furniture refinishing business 
going for a while that was fun but didn’t 
make much money. I love working by my-
self, being my own boss, and getting things 
done my way. 

 We lived in Griffin almost 16 years. I 
served as Deacon, Stephen Minister, taught 

Sunday school, 
did Wednes-
day night din-
ners and deliv-
ered meals, 
and coordinat-
ed Christmas 
day dinners. I 
was never 
bored and had 
something to 
do every day. I 
love garden-
ing. Tim was 
too busy to do 
yard work so I managed all of that plus 
growing vegetables, flowers, and other 
greenery.  

 Last fall, Tim felt the Lord calling again 
when he received a call from WFPC. This 
past spring, we made the move to White-
fish. 

 Living in Whitefish is very different from 

other places we’ve lived. I love the beauty 

of the mountains but it’s going to take 

some getting used to concerning the wild 

animals. I’ll be glad when the bears are in 

hibernation :-).  

 Diana Stephens, Barb Jensen, and I hike 
on Wednesdays. They have taken me to 
some beautiful locations like Tally Lake, 
Avalanche Lake, and various other places 
in Glacier Park. We’ve seen a fantastic vari-
ety of wild flowers! It’ll take a while to 
learn the species and I just adore them. 

 I really love living here. If God had sent 
us here instead of Georgia after living in 
New Jersey, I would have thought I had 
died and gone to heaven. 

 The church is wonderful. Everyone is 
warm, accepting, and loving. I noticed that 
when I first came here, I couldn’t help but 
feel I’ve always been here. I was talking 
with a new-comer recently and she told me 
how wonderful it was to attend WFPC be-
cause she immediately felt welcomed un-
conditionally when she walked in the door. 
In the south, the church atmosphere is 
quite rigid and regimented. At WFPC, 
things are more relaxed. People here seem 
more spontaneous, laid-back, and open to 
sharing their faith on a personal level. This 
is a wonderful church and I love the people 
at WFPC. 
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 I’ve always 
believed it’s better 
to look back on 
what I did, rather 
than what I did 
not do. Even the 
bad choices pro-
duced outcomes 
that I could never 
have predicted, 
ones that were 
often blessings in 
disguise. I have 

never doubted the presence of an omnisci-
ent, omnipotent, and omnipresent God and 
even in the worst of times, knew my life was 
not entirely in my own hands. 

 Despite that, until my 50s, I had no con-
cept of a personal relationship with God 
through Jesus Christ. Until I moved to Io-
wa for a job and began attending a Congre-
gational Church pastored by another 
“Pastor Tim”, I believed that God was 
graced by my attendance on Sunday! The 
audacity of that statement strikes me with 
shame even as I write the sentence. It was 
by the grace of God, a wonderful church 
family, a loving pastor who insisted on Bib-
lical education, personal study and prayer, 
and relationships with brothers and sisters 
in Christ, that my relationship with God 
changed forever.   

 How did I get there? Definitely by a cir-
cuitous route! I’ve been a nomad and a 
seeker all my life, starting out as the daugh-
ter of a Navy pilot. My family (parents, sis-
ter, and grandmother) moved every couple 
of years. We lived on Navy bases, in big 
cities, and in rural areas. I accepted, and 
actually enjoyed, the constant change. 
There was always tomorrow, and always a 
new beginning just around the corner. I 
was a very good student, and made my way 
in new places by excelling in the classroom.   

 One of the many blessings bestowed 
upon me during my life was my opportuni-
ty to go to college. In 1960, women weren’t 
expected to find jobs as they would 
(presumably) get married, and college was 
for those whose families either had money 
(mine didn’t!) or simply wanted more for 
their daughters. My mother, who had want-
ed to be a nurse and wasn’t allowed to fol-
low that dream, wanted me to “have some-
thing to fall back on in case something hap-
pens to your husband.” Yes, people did say 
those things, even in the 60s! I was the first 
in my family to go to college (UCLA, major-

ing in English Literature) and, actually, the 
first woman in the family to hold a job. 

 I got married my senior year to a PhD 
candidate in Nuclear Physics who went on 
to become California’s Teacher of the Year 
during the 12 years of our marriage. 
Through this union, I had my only child, a 
daughter. My husband and I divorced when 
she was six. I raised her as a single parent, 
working two jobs most of the time to keep 
our heads above water.  

 I went on to nursing school, earning my 
RN, and enlisted in the Air Force Reserves 
as a Flight Nurse. Over the years, I held a 
variety of jobs in health care, moving stead-
ily up the corporate ladder. I was so fortu-
nate to have the CEO of the hospital where 
I worked in Risk Management (the legal 
part of medical care) take an interest in my 
future. I was sent to the University of Colo-
rado to get my MBA, and subsequently won 
a two-year fellowship in upper level health 
care management at the corporate office in 
San Francisco and at a large teaching hos-
pital in Phoenix, Arizona. 

 Eventually I realized that if I wanted to 
make a real change in my life, the decision 
to do so was now or never. I moved to Iowa, 
never having set foot in the Midwest in my 
entire life.  It was a move of faith, but the 
opportunity of a lifetime. I took over man-
agement of a rural health care system and 
spent 13 years as its CEO. I found that the 
joy in this position was the opportunity to 
play a role in the professional, and occa-
sionally personal, lives of some of my best 
employees. Several went to college, getting 
degrees they never anticipated or thought 
themselves capable of accomplishing. I 
found my true love in supporting and 
coaching others to reach their dreams. 

 It was during this time that I began to 
attend First Congregational Church with 
Pastor Tim. This was a tremendous move 
for me because it appealed to me on an 
emotional and personal level.  

 I had always been a wizard at choosing 
churches for their pipe organs and Wednes-
day night Bach fugue rehearsals, or the 
intellectual challenges of the Augustinian 
Fathers in the Catholic Church; but this 
new venture called on me for commitment 
and a personal relationship with my God. I 
remember standing on a street corner look-
ing at the brick structure of Congregational 
Church and being drawn to it like I had 

never been drawn to anything before. I 
spent nine years as part of that body of 
Christ, being pastored, educated, and 
strengthened in my personal relationship 
with my Lord and Savior. 

 My retirement in 2007, and subsequent 
settling down in Montana, was a winding 
road involving several (more than I ever 
wanted) moves. I finally came here perma-
nently in the fall of 2009, following my 
daughter and her family back to Whitefish 
from Portland, Oregon. I attended a couple 
of churches but never really felt comforta-
ble. One day, I wandered into Whitefish 
First Presbyterian and it was like I had 
come home. I received such a warm wel-
come from the members, meaningful and 
beautiful worship on Sundays, and the 
kindness and friendliness of Pastor Tim 
that I am happy to report I became an offi-
cial member of WFPC in October.   

 God has blessed me in so many ways, 
has given so much, and I believe, also ex-
pects much. As I put my professional life 
and identity behind me, I look to find ways 
to make a difference in my new home at 
WFPC. I continue to treasure my relation-
ship with Christ Jesus but realize I slip far 
too often when things go wrong, reverting 
back to the old pattern of depending upon 
me! I’m learning to lean on the rock He is 
and to look to myself less.   

E l i z a b e t h  D o t y :  
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 At the time I 
was born in Deer 
Lodge, Montana, 
my parents, 
Leonard and Ver-
neita Bergstrom, 
were living near 
both sets of their 
parents. My 
grandfather was 
the warden of the 
State Penitentiary 
and my mother’s 

family were the original founders of Avon, 
Montana. In 1946 my parents moved to 
Missoula where my father was employed as 
a plumbing and heating contractor until he 
opened his own company. He was awarded 
the contracts for several University of Mon-
tana buildings along with many sororities 
and fraternities. My mom was the office 
manager and together they made a very 
successful team for 20 years. 

      My childhood years in Missoula were 
surrounded by my paternal grandparents. 
My grandmother, Stella, was my mentor in 
my Christian faith. She was a survivor of 
the Depression years in eastern Montana 
and her strong faith brought her through 
those tough years living on the farm. I also 
am blessed with two sisters, Barbara (four 
years older) and Kathy (three years young-
er). Yes, I am the middle child!!  I am 
grateful for the wonderful home life my 
parents provided and especially the lessons 
I learned from my mother. She taught me 
how to can fruits and vegetables, to garden, 
to knit, and to appreciate the fruits of one’s 
labors. She was my best friend throughout 
my life and I was so happy to be her care-
giver in her later years. 

 I was educated in the Missoula public 
school system and graduated from the Uni-
versity of Montana with a degree in For-
eign Languages and a teaching certificate. 
While in college, I was active in student 
government, Alpha Phi sorority, Dream 
Girl of Theta Chi fraternity (I still keep in 
touch with the guys), and did accounting 
work for a CPA. 

   In college at the U of M in 1964, I met 
Bruce in a British Writer’s class.  He was a 
very serious student and I was still figuring 
out my life path!! We dated for about three 
years and after we had both graduated in 
1968, we were married in the Presbyterian 
Church in Missoula. My family had been 
members there all of my life and my father 

was an Elder and my mother, a Deacon. I 
was baptized and confirmed there and was 
the youth group leader for my high school 
years. My faith has always been the main-
stay of my life and I remember giving my 
life to Christ at a Salvation Army Bible 
Camp when I was 7 years old. 

 My career has included teaching French 
and Spanish and in 1987 returning to col-
lege and earned an Elementary Education 
degree. I couldn’t teach in the Whitefish 
School district because I served on the 
Whitefish School Board which lasted for six 
years. God does provide many opportuni-
ties and I taught at Cross Currents Chris-
tian School for several years until we 
moved to Seattle in 1991. I have been in-
volved in many volunteer positions as 
CARE coordinator, PTA, church activities, 
and the sports my kids were involved in. It 
was also a pleasure to be a caregiver for my 
mom and also Bruce’s mom, Helen Tate. 

 My greatest joy is my family and provid-
ing a safe and nurturing home for my two 
children, Tiffany and Casey, as well as be-
ing a supportive and loving wife to my hus-
band. I am blessed with my children’s mar-
riages and terrific grandsons. I prayed for a 
long time for a grandchild and God truly 
surprised me with four in the short period 
of 2 years!! Sometimes I still can’t believe 
it. It was a special blessing to have two 
grandsons baptized in our congregation 
and another baptized by a Presbyterian 
pastor in our home.  

 We have been members of First Presby-
terian Church since 1975 and have always 
felt it was our home. We have been nur-
tured by many members that are there to-
day and also many who have passed on. It 
is such a blessing to have a history and a 
connection with so many members and to 
have witnessed how God works in all of our 
lives especially through the joys and sor-
rows that life brings.  

 In the years my children were active in 
the church, I was the leader of Sunday 
school, VBS, youth group, and social events 
like the Harvest Home dinner. I think I 
have always been a member of Presbyteri-
an Women and was moderator for six years 
and selected to receive the PW Lifetime 
Membership award. I have served two six- 
year terms as an Elder and been in charge 
of the Fellowship Committee, the Memorial 
Committee, and the Nominating Commit-
tee. I can even remember volunteering to 
clean the church until we could afford a 

janitor! I especially enjoyed taking com-
munion and visiting with the “shut-ins” 
with the minister. 

 Hobbies and interests include reading 
and playing with my grandsons. I baby-sit 
two days a week and delight in every mi-
nute I spend with them. Of course, I love to 
read, play tennis and golf, and my most 
fulfilling passion is being a prayer warrior 
and watching God work in the lives of each 
of us. 

 I am grateful for all the positive changes 
unfolding in our church. Pastor Tim 
Dalstrom and his wife, Mickey, are a won-
derful addition. I am thankful to Aldo 
Kuntz and Bill Tarr, who have been in 
charge of the renovations, and the others 
who have provided their time, resources, 
and talents. I am looking forward to watch-
ing the church grow with young families 
and children and nurturing our faithful 
members. 

S u s a n  T a t e :  
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B r u c e  T a t e :  

 I’m a Whitefish 

native as was my 

mom. She was born 

in 1913. The Pres-

byterian Church 

photo taken in the 

early 1920s show-

ing the construction 

of the building has 

many people pos-

ing on the site. My 

mom (Helen Jones 

Tate) was there. 

 My dad moved to Whitefish in 1926, coach-

ing high school basketball and teaching history. 

In 1930 he became School Principal until 1953, 

when was offered the job of Superintendent of 

Schools in Libby. 

 My mom worked as the school secretary in 

Whitefish, then for Dr. Simons until we made 

the move to Libby, when she became the man-

ager of the General Telephone Company’s 

office. I have an older sister, Jean. 

 While in Libby High School, I was active in 

athletics doing football, track, and basketball. I 

participated in band, sang in the chorus, and 

participated in Student Government…elected 

Student Body President my senior year. 

 After graduating in 1963, I attended the 

University of Montana in Missoula. My degree, 

which was Liberal Arts, focused on preparation 

for a business career. To pay for college, I had 

a house painting company that kept me busy 

seven days a week. As a result, I never had to 

borrow money for school. 

 My sophomore year, I met Susan in a British 

Writers class. We dated for about four years 

and after my graduation in 1967, I trained as a 

combat engineer, and served in the Army Re-

serves for the next 6 years. Upon Susan’ gradu-

ation, we were married in July of 1968.   

 In  September 1968, we moved to Glendale, 

Arizona where I attended The Thunderbird 

Graduate School for International Management. 

I knew I wanted a sales career in the woods 

products industry based on my experience 

working at the J. Neils lumber mill in Libby. 

 After earning my graduate degree, I accept-

ed a position at Potlatch Forests and started my 

career in Portland, Oregon working in their 

cedar specialty products. Later, we moved to 

Spokane, Washington selling the variety of 

woods products Potlatch manufactured. Spo-

kane was our home for just under five years 

where I was made Marketing Manager for the 

western region.  

 While working at Potlatch, I was involved 

with a study on a new product called medium 

density fiberboard (MDF). Potlatch ultimately 

decided not to go with MDF but Plum Creek 

Lumber in Columbia Falls announced they 

were building a new MDF plant (which became 

the 4th in the world). I saw this as a fantastic 

opportunity so I started pursuing Plum Creek 

for a sales career. . 

 Actually, I was hired in late summer of 1973 

and we moved over here only to find the job 

wasn’t ready yet, so I sold cars at Rygg Ford 

for six months until the Plum Creek job materi-

alized in June 1974. 

 Being a MDF salesman involved extensive 

traveling all over North America, and eventual-

ly Asia and Europe. During the first two years I 

worked at Plum Creek, I traveled about 46 

weeks out of the year. In 1980, I was promoted 

to Sales Manager, a position I kept until leaving 

in 1987. 

 Wanting to do something different, I became 

licensed in life insurance, disability income 

insurance, and securities. I worked out of my 

home for three years while Susan taught at 

Cross Currents School. 

 In time, I missed the team environment of 

the wood products industries. One day I got a 

call from Weyerhaeuser offering me a manage-

ment position. In 1990, we moved to Seattle 

where I was National Sales Manager for 

Weyerhaeuser’s composites products division. 

In 1999, I was promoted to Vice President of 

Sales for all of their plywood products and 

more than 50% for all the softwood lumber.   

This required a move to Hot Springs, Arkansas.  

The hours were long, but the company was 

great to work for, and I enjoyed leading a large 

sales organization of 75 people.  

 After about three years, I decided it was 

time for me to retire. Susan had already moved 

back to Whitefish to take care of my mother 

who was in declining health, and I joined her 

permanently in 2001. The best thing about re-

tirement has been to have time to spend with 

Susan, and to make choices as to what to do 

each day.   

 Retirement has been good to me and I’ve 

managed to stay active. Ted Lund and I became 

good friends and I eventually became a sort of 

health advocate for him. For nine years, I saw 

Ted at least five days a week helping with vari-

ous health related issues, and walking his dog, 

Brandi. 

 I have helped people doing everything from 

walking dogs, minor construction projects, to 

doing yard work…always on a volunteer basis. 

I served as chairman of the Whitefish City 

Christmas Decorations for nine years.  Susan 

and I love to golf, spend time in Glacier Park, 

enjoy the lake, and go to Grizzly football 

games in the fall.  

 My ties to the Whitefish Presbyterian 

Church go back throughout my entire life, hav-

ing been baptized here in 1945. As a child I 

attended Sunday school while we lived in 

Whitefish. In later years, during a two-week 

vacation while working for Plum Creek, I 

painted all the exterior trim on the building and 

repeated that task (with the help of my son 

Casey)  while working for Weyerhaeuser, about 

8 years later. I’ve served as Elder and been 

active in the Tuesday morning Bible study 

group.  

 I expect the church to grow with more age 

diversity as we attract new people. We have a 

great building and location. It’s important to 

recognize that we represent the body of the 

church and we need to provide a warm and 

friendly place for people to come to worship.  

 Lately, I’ve been featuring ministries our 
church or individual church member are involved 

in. Bike & Build was featured last issue.  

 I knew that Sid House did volunteer work 
with something that had to do with horse thera-
py but hadn’t a clue as to what it was. Sid of-

fered to let me visit the site and see first-hand 
what the program was about. The next two pag-
es cover what I experienced that day.  I was 
fascinated, thrilled, and awed by this ministry 
and hope at least some of that is conveyed 

through the final two pages of this issue.  

 Mission outreach is important to our church 
and takes on diver’s forms. The diversity of this 
work often compliments the diversity of the con-
gregation. It is my hope to continue featuring the 
ministries our members serve. If anyone has ideas 

concerning this endeavor, I’d love to hear them. 

Editor’s Note: 
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 Driving west on the narrow country 
road, I spotted a barn that resembled the 
one Sid House told me to look for. Parking 
30 feet from a simple side door and hefting 
my camera pack to my shoulder, I heard a, 
“Hi!” as a door swung open revealing a 
smiling lady greeted me with a wave that 
beckoned, come on in. 

 I felt a little bewildered thinking, 
where’s the horses? Don’t they ride horses 
outside within a coral or something? I 
watch T.V. enough to know. 

 With a slight hesitation I entered into a 
dimly lit room. The floor was covered deep 
with fine wood chips and two men were 
leading a horse with a young boy on its 
back around in a circle. One man was 
speaking with the boy while gripping a 
wide leather belt fastened around the boy’s 
midsection obviously placed there as a 
safety devise to prevent a fall. 

 The horse stopped— “Go horse go,” the 
man said. The boy looked into his eyes, 
hesitated, and with a small smile barely 
discernible repeated, “Go horse go.” The 
man holding the reins wearing a cowboy 
hat gently tugged on the leather and the 
horse began his circular journey again.  

 Sid House walked the gentle horse over 
the wood chips around that circle as Bob 
Burmood spoke with gentle persuasion 
guiding, coaxing, and nurturing the four 
year old autistic boy.  

 Timi Burmood stood nearby and occa-
sionally joined the trio offering help wher-
ever she was needed. I took out my camera, 
set the ISO to the max because of the low 
light and began clicking the shutter. At 
times the boy seemed joyful, at times fear-
ful, and at times confused. He responded to 
Bob’s coaxing haltingly but always re-
sponded just the same. Around they went, 
stopping occasionally— “Go horse go”. 

 The scene before me was enchanting. I 
was struck by the gentleness of the horse, 
the careful guidance and professionalism of 
the Burmoods, and, of course, the slow 
even cadence of a man many have learned 
to respect for simply being who God made 
him to be. Sid House led a horse with a 
child upon it with a gentle patience shin-
ning in his eyes. 

 While I was there, two more clients 
stopped by for their riding session. A lady 
confined to a wheelchair unable to com-
municate rode with glee. Bob later told me 
she didn’t even have a “yes” or “no” to ex-

press when she first came to S.A.M.S. but 
now has that and more. The smile she 
beamed riding on that gentle horse told me 
she had most of what she needed. 

 A man in his 50s was the last rider. He 
had suffered brain damage from a child-
hood illness causing severe motor impair-
ment and memory dysfunction. He could-
n’t dress himself or get up from a fall when 
he came to S.A.M.S. From the therapy of 
the horse and professionalism of the 
Burmoods, he is now able to care for many 
of his needs and communicate with his 
loved ones. 

 I snapped pictures, Bob and Timi 
Burmood did their therapy, and Sid led 
that wonderful horse around the circuit of 
blessed hope. It’s an experience I’ll never 
forget and I feel proud to bring this story to 
you, dear reader. This is a ministry our own 
Sid House has been doing for 18 years and 
after seeing it for myself, the wonderment 
of it doesn’t surprise me a bit. You see, Sid 
walked up to me one time and said, “Bless 
you Bob in the name of Jesus Christ.” He 
said this with more conviction and genuine 
thoughtfulness than anyone I’ve encoun-
tered and that includes me. He just walked 
up and said it. What a guy. 
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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.  

 

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

 I’ve been in Special Education my whole 

career. One day, I guess you could say I had a 

Divine Call.   

 I started this program in 1989 at Western 

Montana Comprehensive Developmental Cen-

ter. When I graduated from Concordia Teachers 

College in 1976 while working in Nebraska as 

director of Child Development Center which 

was part of Mid-Nebraska Mental Retardation 

Services, I got a phone call from Montana. 

They wanted to start a de-institutionalization 

program— a program designed to help children 

with developmental disabilities stay in the com-

munity. 

 In January of 1977, I made the move and 

went to work for CDC (Comprehensive Devel-

opment Center). The first time I did a session 

using horses as a therapy instrument was at Dr. 

Little’s barn here in the Flathead.  Dr. William 

Little provided horses for our use; on that day I 

knew God had called me to this work of thera-

py utilizing the horse and its movement. 

 My wife Timi and I had only worked with 

CDC kids and we wanted to expand this treat-

ment to adults. In 1991, we were successful in 

proving the horse therapy treatment was effec-

tive. We set up in a barn, which was also our 

home for the next 10 years, and began the pro-

gram which we named S.A.M.S.—Sensory and 

Motor Stimulation. 

 After 10 years of trying, we had to admit we 

couldn’t make a living doing this and were 

faced with having to close the doors to the pro-

gram. An idea was presented by a friend to 

establish a non-profit organization to fund the 

riders who participated in S.A.M.S.  

 Human Therapy on Horseback (HTH) was 

started for this purpose. In fact, Sid House was 

on the first Board of Directors for HTH which 

is a non-profit organization which raises fund-

ing for riders in our program. 

 S.A.M.S is different from many other simi-

lar programs. We only serve one rider at a time 

where others may have five or six. We use a 

safety belt in place of helmets because we fre-

quently work with people with low muscle tone 

who cannot lift their head with a bicycle helmet 

on. In 25 years, we’ve never had an accident.  

We individualize each session based on rider’s 

need. 

 The movement of the horse is a unique ther-

apy tool which moves the upper body within 

eight degrees of the “normal” movement you 

experience when you walk.  This allows the 

body and brain to experience correct move-

ment. For some people, the only time they get 

this body movement is when riding our horse. 

 Horses are non-judgmental. They don’t see a 

handicapped person come through the door. 

They respond to a human being. To give an 

example, one of our clients, who is wheelchair 

bound and has no method of communication, 

was not even able to communicate “yes” or 

“no” when she first came here many years ago. 

Now, she has a yes and no, has graduated from 

high school, and has a beautiful personality 

with a wonderful sense of humor.  

 Horse therapy improves coordination and 

cardiovascular endurance. Motor pathways are 

not necessarily lost in physical trauma but per-

haps the sensory issues are. The horse gives 

feedback that the brain picks up. We get kids 

that we put on a choppy gaited horse back-

wards and those kids start to sit up on their own 

because the horse causes a co-contraction of the 

spine. The brain receives that feedback and 

learns this is what it’s like to sit-up. 

 We take kids that can’t sleep and lay them 

down face-up on the horse. This position helps 

them integrate their senses. Movement increas-

es the production of the neurotransmitter sero-

tonin which aids the brain in processing infor-

mation. 

 Some of the clients that come to see us 

could not take care of themselves. Perhaps they 

would   fall and couldn’t get up, or do a simple 

task like walking up and down steps. Through 

this therapy, they have gained the skills to do 

these things most people take for granted.  

 We don’t cure anyone but we do make the 

quality of their life better. As a result, the quali-

ty of a family’s life is improved along with the 

community. 

 Skylar is a young man with autism who 

came into the program at age three.  He would 

not communicate with anyone and existed in 

his own little world. When he was in the 6th 

grade, we graduated him. He was ready to fly 

on his own. Skylar graduates from high school 

this year and scored in the upper 99% on his 

ACT test. A perfect score is 2400 on the SAT 

and Skylar scored 2100. He came back and 

volunteered this summer to work with kids with 

autism. The hope he gave parents is incredible. 

At S.A.M.S, families have hope where they 

were desperate before. 

 I’ve been doing this for 25 years and some 

things I can’t explain. I’ve seen seizures stop 

by a horse breathing on a client’s head. They 

tune into people in ways we simply cannot 

understand and the people seem to connect with 

this even if it’s not on a conscious level. Even 

after 25 years, I still find it incredible. 

 Sid House started as a volunteer with us in 

1994. We worked with geriatrics clients and 

some of them were wheelchair bound. We 

needed an extra set of strong arms to lift the 

clients on a horse. Over the 18 years Sid has 

volunteered his services, I can’t emphasize 

enough how valuable he has been to the pro-

gram. Timi refers to him as our angel. The 

ministry Sid does in his quiet gentle manner is 

inspirational to us and the families who come 

here. If someone comes in for a riding session 

and Sid isn’t here, the first thing they say is, 

“Where is Sid?”  

 It’s hard to find heroes in this day and age 

but Sid is definitely a hero to me. He has 

brought in many cords of wood and fencing 

material and provided the hands-on skills we 

need in caring for our facility. He has become 

my mentor and friend and I’m extremely proud 

to have known him.  

 A prayer I say every day is, “Lord, make us 

vessels of your healing grace.” This is God’s 

program. A horse is an incredible instrument 

God has given us and through this blessing we 

get to see a miracle every day.  
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