
I started doing this tribute to Jerry by 
rewriting the bio that is presented in the 
Interlake obituary but it seemed obvious 
that if someone wanted to read a brief bio 
of Jerry, they could simply read it in the 
paper and most probably have.  

But what did I know about Jerry? I 
couldn’t begin to count the times I had 
seen him sitting in the pew or at a table in 
the Fellowship Hall but… I had to admit 
precious little passed between us over the 
years except for some light-hearted banter-
ing we both enjoyed. What to write?  

Allowing my memory to drift, recollec-
tions slowly emerged. Like butter on hot 
toasted bread, a warm glow of remem-
brance soaked deep into my mind . Ahhh, I 
remember…. 

When I asked Jerry a few years ago 
about doing his bio, he just smiled and said 
with his signature chuckle, “Naw, don’t 
think I really want to do that.”  

Jerry was a guy who pretty much kept to 
himself always sitting in the same pew (far-
left center-row) and, it seemed, always 
wore a sweater. Oh, I’m sure that sweater 
wasn’t gracing his frame during the sum-
mer but ya know, I have a hard time pictur-
ing Jerry without a sweater.  

It was rare that he approached anyone to 
share a word on Sunday mornings; howev-
er, if one approached Jerry they would like-
ly encounter a beaming smile and a word of 
wit followed by a laugh. 

I called Jerry the Weather Man. When-
ever I approached him I’d usually say, 
“What’s the forecast Jerry?”  

He would invariably reply with a pessi-
mistic weather prediction that’d destroy 
the plans of any weekend. “Rain, wind, and 
a high of 42 degrees,” would be a typical 
response for any day in July. Winters were 
worse, “22 below with 15 inches of snow.” 
Groan…..Of course, he would laugh and I 
would be laughing while secretly plotting a 
get even line for the next Sunday.  

He always saw me coming. That Jerry 
grin would beam with sinister delight as 
his eyes locked-on-target (me) as I saun-
tered toward his table, “Wind and freezing 
rain for the next five days.” chuckle… 
chuckle. 

“I’ll get you Jerry,” I’d mutter while 
heading for the cookie line.  

Why the weather? Probably comes from 
the farmer in Jerry. Farmers are always 
thinking about the weather; and, I might 
add, ways to torment sensitive editors/
photographers. 

Those were my memories and fun they 
are but I needed something to share with 
substance that folks couldn’t find in a 
newspaper obituary. 

I figured the best place to find info about 
him was to ask Marlene. We met at her 
house where she spoke of Jerry with that 
contagious Barnes smile. As we sat at the 
kitchen table and Marlene reminisced of 
farming, cows, church life, and bowling 
with a touch of humor and a hint of long-
ing, I listened and gazed out the window at 
the farm fields lying quiet and still under a 
cloudy sky. Jerry loved it here, I thought. 
One can feel it in the air and read it in the 
sky. How he must have loved it. 

Marlene related, “Jerry spent his entire 
life in Whitefish. He grew up on the family 
farm where he continued to live all his life. 
Dairy farming was the family’s main busi-
ness. 

“He was a quiet man who sat in the 
same location of the sanctuary every Sun-
day. If one wanted to talk, they had to 
approach him. He never approached any-
one during “time to greet one another” but 
always smiled when anyone went over to 
greet him. He enjoyed coffee hour in the 
Fellowship Hall after services. The sports 
fans gathered around him to discuss the 
week’s sports events playing on TV or at 
the Whitefish gym. 

“Jerry would want to be remembered 
first as father to his three sons and grand-
father to his four granddaughters and two 
grandsons. He grew up in this church and 
was a lifetime member but farming chores 
frequently prevented him from attending. 
One of his treasured memories is going 
fishing with Reverend Dana who lived 
close by the family farm. His church life 
included growing rutabagas for the Har-
vest Home Dinner. He loved sports of all 
kinds and played basketball in the church 
basement before it was renovated. My 
memories of Jerry are sweet and full and I 
thank God for the wonderful years we 
spent together.” 

Your wit, charm, and weather predic-
tions will be missed Jerry. Where you are 
now the days are warm, the sun shines, and 
rain only falls when it’s needed. Seventy 
eight degrees, wispy white clouds against 
a blue sky, and zero chance of rain. 
(chuckle, chuckle.) 
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C h r i s t i a n  f e l l o w s h i p  

J e r r y  B a r n e s :  

God is with farmers, delighting in their toil.  

Making their crops bountiful while they till the rich black 

soil.  

 

Sunup to sundown they work the land and herds, only 

taking time to wipe the sweat off brows furrowed from 

years.  

 

They thank themselves for working hard and thank their 

families, for allowing them to love the land and bounties 

that it brings.  

 

At sunset when the sky’s a-glow kissing the day good-

night, the farmer knows what he must do to make it all 

seem right.  

 

He bends his head toward the soil and whispers words of 

praise, to the one who makes it so and thanks Him for his 

grace. 

Jerry Barnes 

 

Mary Schwada 

Dan Kohnstamm 

 

Bob McConnell 

Shepherd’s Hand 

Community Meal 

Dying to Self 

Inside This 

A l l  i n t e r v i e w s  c o n d u c t e d  b y  B o b  P a u l u s  
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 On Septem-

ber 1, 1953 I was 
born in Hanni-
bal, Mo—the 
middle child of 
John and Danner 
Yeager. Older 
sister, Becky, 
lives in Sylvania, 
OH and younger 
sister, Ann, lives 
in Sarasota, FL. I 
thought I was the 

luckiest of us three girls because I always 
had someone to play with.    

 I was raised on a farm in Palmyra, MO 
and graduated from high school in 1971. 
During my first year of college at William 
Jewell in Liberty, MO, my parents sold the 
farm to follow their dream to retire in Flori-
da.  

 I was in love with my high school sweet-
heart, Rob Schwada, and did not have any 
desire to move to Florida with my parents 
and younger sister so I enrolled in Culver 
Stockton College in Canton, MO for anoth-
er year of dorm life. Rob and his parents 
welcomed me into their home just about 
every weekend so they became my surro-
gate parents. Upon completion of that year 
of school I moved across the Mississippi 
River to Quincy, IL to begin my career as a 
working girl.  

 Rob and I agreed to get married so we 
built a one-room log cabin in the woods on 
his folk’s farm and lived a simple life with-
out running water or electricity. The west 
beckoned us and we ended up moving and 
working in Bozeman from 1976-1977. 

 Rob’s father needed him to take care of 
the farm while he recuperated from an acci-
dent so we headed back to Missouri. He 
healed in about a year and then Alaska 
beckoned us to explore which we did for 
about three months but decided to head 
back to Montana to live. In 1979 we settled 
in Whitefish after visiting my cousins, Mary 
Beth Montgomery and Frances Sundelius 
of Kalispell. Our neighbors, across the 
street were Albert and Vivian Hull.  

 Our first child, Trebor, was born in 1981 
and that’s about when I started attending 
First Presbyterian Church after being invit-
ed both by the Montgomery’s and the 
Hulls. Treb is now married and lives in 
Happy Valley with his wife, Allyson. Our 
middle child, Thomas, was born in 1986 

but only lived for 12 days. This church 
helped me so much during this difficult 
time of dealing with grief. The chairs in the 
back of the church where I like to sit show 
the generosity of those who gave memorials 
in Thomas’s name. Our daughter and fel-
low WFPC member, Tracy, is now 24 and 
lives and works in Spokane, WA. She is 
engaged to be married in July 2013. I was 
able to be a stay-at-home-mom while keep-
ing the books for Rob’s construction com-
pany, Master Builders, Inc. and loving the 
role of motherhood full time. Now as empty
-nesters I still do the office work while Rob 
hammers the nails and we enjoy camping, 
boating, fishing, rafting and relaxing in our 
log house (with running water and electric-
ity) that we built so many years ago here. 

That was what I’ve done—now here’s part 
of who I am: 

 I love to hike, skate-ski, classic-ski and 
snowshoe 

 I am hooked on Shelties—Tango is my 
5th  

 I am a follower--not a leader 

 I used to keep a clean house 

 I am a woman of faith. I believe in the 
power of prayer 

 I can’t pass up an opportunity to pick 
huckleberries 

 I like to go to any kind of music event 
or concert 

 I work hard at eating healthy and am 
allergic to chocolate 

 My motto is about simple abundance—
All you have is all you Need 

 I am fortunate to have so many friends 

 I have been a part of a Kalispell drum 
circle for 6 or 7 years 

 I am a crafter—especially quilts 

 Even as a young girl I have always 
wanted to go to Manchu Picchu 

 I shy away from conflict 

 I hope to be able to run my first mara-
thon when I turn 60 

 I am grateful for the many Bible study 
groups of which I’ve been a part 

 I am emotional and cry way too easily 

 I love to lose myself in a good book 

 I work best when I’m not pressured 

 I’ve never missed a season of 
“Survivor” 

 I love the stained glass windows of our 
church 

 I find I’m becoming a procrastinator  

 I would drop anything to attend an air 
show 

 I enjoy time alone 

 I look forward every year to our FPC 
Christmas Eve Candlelight Service 

 I’m excited to start a garden for the 
first time in nearly 35 years next sum-
mer! 

 I’m also excited for the new growth and 
energy taking place in our church. It seems 
our members are open for challenges and 
changes—we know that God is working 
through each of as we move in new direc-
tions to strengthen our church. Spread con-
tagious enthusiasm whenever you can! 

M a r y  S c h w a d a :  
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B o b  M c C o n n e l l :  

 I was born 

and raised in 
Hastings, Ne-
braska. Both 
sides of my fam-
ily were farming 
families in Ne-
braska so I 
spent a lot of my 
youth on the 
farm. My dad, 
who worked for 
the Soil Conser-

vation Service, was transferred to Helena, 
MT in 1968 where I finished high school. 
Between the Army, school, and a couple job 
assignments, I have had the pleasure of 
living in several cities in the Pacific North-
west as well as most of Montana’s major 

communities. I consider Whitefish home as 
I have lived here longer than any other 
place in my life. Vicki and I moved here 
from Eugene OR in 1995 when our daugh-
ter Molly was seven years old. She is now 
nearly 25 and a graduate of the U. of M. 
living and working in Whitefish.  Vicki and 
I each have sons from previous marriages. 
Vicki’s son Brooks, his wife Robyn, and 
their three month old daughter, Kyan, live 
in California between Sacramento and 
South Lake Tahoe. My son Lincoln, his wife 
Lizzie, and their three children, Phoenix, 
Kellan, and Mina live in Albuquerque NM.   

 Vicki and I just celebrated our 27th anni-
versary. I’ve been a stock and bond broker 
for 32 years and have spent the last 25 
years with a group of like-minded inde-
pendent money managers out of Seattle. 

 When it comes time to relax, being on 
the river is my “happy place”. I have a drift 
boat and love to fly fish. By concentrating 
on a small dry fly floating with the current 
and getting the drift right, all tension goes 
away. I am at peace. 

 Over the years, we attended a couple of 
local churches but really didn’t feel right 
about them. In 2005, we visited FPC and 
liked what we saw and experienced. We 
wanted a church that stresses the bible and 
was conservative. The Presbyterian Church 
has a healthy organizational structure and 
we are comfortable with the theology. 
Something that really impressed Vicki and 
I when we first came to this church was the 
fact that even though Andy had just left 
and there was no pastor present, the 
church functioned. Lay people preached, 

 I grew up in a 

suburb of New 
York City. My 
father owned a 
fourth genera-
tion family 
chemical manu-
facturing busi-
ness located in 
New York City. 
My mother, who 
is in her late 
eighties, has 

been a musician all her life.  Mom got me 
started early at the age of five studying pi-
ano. I studied with Michel Yuspeh at the 
Juilliard School of Music in New York City 
until the age of 15. He taught me funda-
mentals of music which I’m extremely 
grateful. In 7th grade, I enrolled at the Juil-
liard School taking theory, piano, ensem-
ble, and ear training. After graduating from 
high school, I was a performance major of 
music at Beloit College in southern Wiscon-
sin where I studied piano and organ. My 
instructor was an organist and theory 
teacher, Dr. Max Yount. 

 After earning my degree, I moved to 
Philadelphia where I accompanied ballet 
dance classes at the Philadelphia Dance 
Academy which later became the Universi-
ty of the Arts. I also worked at my father’s 
business in Camden, New Jersey, as a Safe-

ty Supervisor.  In the early 80s, I moved to 
New York City to attend Columbia Univer-
sity where I earned a master of arts in Ele-
mentary Education.  It’s not easy making a 
living being a musician and I decided that I 
wanted to be a librarian. I moved to Indi-
ana to get my master’s degree in Library 
Science from Indiana University located in 
Bloomington.  

 Upon graduation in 1987, I was newly 
married and seeking a position as a librari-
an. I had traveled through Montana at the 
age of four with my father on a Great 
Northern Railroad passenger train. Mon-
tana made a huge impression on me I had 
never forgotten. I applied for and got the 
librarian job at Whitefish High School and 
have been there 25 years working as Head 
Librarian. For the past 22 years, I’ve also 
been an Honor Society Advisor. 

 My wife, Betsy, helped co-found the 
North Valley Music School. She is also a 
cellist and performs with the Glacier Sym-
phony Orchestra. Betsy and I have two chil-
dren. This is the first year we have been 
empty nesters. Our daughter graduated in 
2011 from St. Lawrence University. Our son 
is a freshman at Quest University in British 
Columbia. Betsy works at the Ruder Ele-
mentary School as a Reading Specialist. We 
both work in education and share a love of 
performing music. 

 In addition to my work at Whitefish 

Presbyterian, I sing in the Glacier Chorale 
and accompany them playing piano. Glaci-
er Chorale will be doing the Pirates of Pen-
zance, March 15-17th at the Whitefish Per-
forming Arts Center. I also accompany a 
vocal quartet called The Great Pretenders. 
We will be performing during the First 
Night celebrations in Kalispell doing 
Broadway tunes and fifties music. I also 
will be accompanying the Glacier Chorale 
Chamber Singers in their “So in Love” Val-
entine’s program on February 8th & 9th  at 
the O'Shaughnessy Cultural Arts Center . I 
am also a member of the Crown Continent 
Choir led by Kevin Allen-Schmid.  

 For hobbies I would say music is my 
major joy. I also lead a readers group at the 
high school and my son and I love to hike 
Glacier Park. Last year, we covered over 50 
miles in three days hiking the northern 
area of Glacier from Belly River to Bowman 
Lake. Our dog, Beau, is a constant compan-
ion on walks around Whitefish. 

 I’m a member of the Unitarian Church in 
Kalispell and divide my time by playing 
piano at my church in Kalispell two Sun-
days and playing here two Sundays, rotat-
ing between the two. Playing at Whitefish 
Presbyterian is a great opportunity for me. 
I enjoy playing piano and the people at this 
church are very welcoming, friendly people 
as well as great singers! 

D a n  K o h n s t a m m :  



 About three years ago, Willo Harris and 

I were getting similar "nudges" from the 
Holy Spirit convicting us that our church 
needed to do more helping to feed hungry 
people in Whitefish.  Willo discovered that 
Shepherd's Hand Clinic was seeking to 
enlist more churches to be involved with 
their meals ministry. The Catholic Church 
had agreed to serve for two Monday nights 
per month but more were needed to fill the 
gap for the other nights. FPC had been sup-
porting Shepherd's Hand financially and 
with volunteers since their inception in 
1995; but this felt like an exciting new op-
portunity. We found several in our church 
that were willing to help. 

 Our people volunteer their time every 
second Monday of the month. The Knights 
of Columbus, Catholic Women, and Lu-
therans are regular contributors but the 
Whitefish Mormon Church, Whitefish High 
School Honor Society and WHS soccer 
team have also served meals that I'm aware 
of. 

 At first, the meals were only being 
served to clinic patients. The nurses come 
in at 6:00 p.m. and get things coordinated 
with the patients. The doctors show up 
around 7:00 p.m. after office hours. This 
makes for a long wait for the patients so 

the meals are served during this time start-
ing at 5:30. This past spring, the meal was 
opened up for the entire community with 
everyone welcome. Most participants are 
patients but we are getting more folks from 
the community all the time. The Lutherans 
are providing transportation to several in 
senior living complexes who normally don't 
get out very often. Several live alone but 
don't like to eat alone. 

 When we began doing this ministry, our 
church members were cooking food at 
home and delivering it to the Lutheran 
church. This was wasteful in terms of time 
and gas. The Lutheran Church has an ex-
tremely well equipped kitchen so we now 
transport the food and do much of the 
cooking on site. Thanks to generous mone-
tary donations purchasing food has not 
been a problem. I buy in quantity at Cost-
co and shop sales at other local stores. 
Fresh fruit and vegetables and the occa-
sional dessert are brought to the church. 
We serve about 50 people each Monday 
night. Our busiest night was September 10 
when we served 58, and ran out of food 
before any of the servers could eat! 

 In preparing the meals, we take special 
care to emphasize high protein with low 
carbohydrates because many people are 
overweight and some are diabetic. Mary 
Williamson has been instrumental in find-
ing suitable, yummy recipes for diabetics. 
Not everyone has to cook! There is a con-
structive role for anyone to serve who wish-
es to contribute their time to the Clinic. 
Mickey Dalstrom keeps busy walking with 
the patients for exercise before their doctor 
visit which the clinic staff encourages them 
to do. All the people who volunteer their 
time make this program a successful minis-
try. 

 Here is a list in alphabetical order of 

people who support Shepherd's 
Hand Community Meal from our church: 

 

Allyce Street, Ann Pinon 

Arline Hankins, Beth Dunagan 

Diana Stephens, Donna Maddux 

Evelyn Peterson, Flossie Fletcher 

Glenn & Jack Strickler, Jeanette Cheney 

Jesse and Bruce Fraser, Jill Waddell 

John & Jane Forsberg, K.C. Slikkerveer 

Karen Leftwich, Kathy Neff 

Kathy Shigo, Leslee and Chris Washer 

Lynda Nelson, Marlene Barnes 

Mary Ellen & John Barr 

Mary Schwada, Merri & John Williamson 

Mickey Dalstrom — 

 (Shepherd's Hand Clinic staff) 

Miriam Foster, Pat Rice 

Phyllis Bjorness, Susan Tate 

Susie Moore, The Bible Babes 

Tom Brown, Judy Smith 

Vickie McConnell, Vivian & Al Hull 

Willo Harris 

 

 I have included all these names so that 
you will know this is truly an all-church 
project. If I've left anyone off you can 
blame in it on my age. I am most grateful 
for all the tremendous support and hard 
work from so many individuals! The people 
we feed are grateful too. Many come back 
to the serving counter to express their grat-
itude. 
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the music continued, and the people were 
welcoming. It was obvious that this church 
was run by the people who attended. Over 
the years, I’ve helped with church life 
where I could and served on the PNC which 
ultimately led to Tim being hired. I found 
that it was one of the best group experienc-
es of my life. I’ve developed an excitement 
about our church and its future impact on 
Whitefish.  

 I’d like to see our church grow with 
young families and I think we are heading 
in the right direction. I’d prefer to see this 
growth come from un-churched people 

rather than poaching unhappy congregants 
elsewhere but hopefully former members 
will feel encouraged to return to First Pres. 
I’d also love to see teams of us going out 
knocking on doors inviting people to 
church. Tim is active in the community in a 
very positive way. He’s doing home visits 
and being involved in people’s lives. Now 
it’s our turn to join him. We have a leader 
showing us the way and we need to be ac-
tive in evangelism.  Whitefish is a town full 
of people who are very blessed with materi-
al possessions. However, many of those 
who are blessed the most do not know the 

true source of their provision. This town is 
a rich mission field and we need to get after 
it. 

 A statement that has made a lasting im-
pression on me regarding church growth 
comes from Rick Warren who said, “You 
can’t control and grow at the same time.” 
This to me means that as we grow we have 
to let go and allow the new members 
enough room to participate, lead, and grow 
into the congregation. That may seem a 
small and obvious thing but it is hard for 
people to get out of God’s way. And, after 
all, it’s all about God’s way. 

by Claire Strickler 

Shepherd’s Hand  

Community Meals 
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The purpose of Shepherd’s Hand Clinic 

is to share the love of Christ within our 
community by providing medical care 
and food through ministry programs that 
offer people hope and encouragement. 
Over 100 volunteers are involved with 
giving this help. 

The clinic provides comprehensive medi-
cal care for those who do not have health 
insurance and cannot access care through 
other means. The Community meal is 
open to the public and provides a well-
balanced meal for all who partake of it. 

The free clinic and community meal op-
erate every Monday night and are staffed 
by a committed group of volunteer physi-

cians, nurses, pharmacists, and lay ser-
vice providers. 

Shepherd’s Hand Clinic opened in 1995 
and has averaged over 1250 patient visits 
each year. Recently, because of depressed 
economic conditions, that number has 
risen to over 1700 visits per year. 

Their services have included: 160,000 
prescriptions, 3,000 referrals, 22,000 
patient visits, and 8,000 North Valley 
Hospital Lab tests. 

Medical specialists provide free referral 
visits. North Valley Hospital & Kalispell 
Regional Medical Center provide free lab 
and radiology services. Five area pharma-
cies discount prescriptions allowing them 

to provide free medications. Christ Lu-
theran Church supports the mission by 
providing free space to operate the clinic 
and meal. 

Jim Cummings is the Director of the din-
ner program. Meg Erickson is the Direc-
tor of Shepherd’s Hand. They are work-
ing to raise $1,000,000 by 2015 as an 
endowment to support the clinic. The 
revenue generated from this investment 
will cover the organizational expenses 
required to run the weekly clinic and 
community meal. The program is fully 
supported through private donations and 
the entire program and expenses are 
funded through the generosity of people 
in the community. 

Copied from Shepherd’s Hand brochure 
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Dying to SelfDying to SelfDying to Self   
This is the first part of a series of articles 

dealing with the concept “dying to self”.  The 
phrase is often used among Christians but how 
many have really contemplated its meaning? 

There was a man who lived in Jerusalem 
several years after Christ’s crucifixion 
searching for the meaning of Christianity.   

He was walking down a road when he 
met a Christian who was somewhat new to 
the faith.  He asked, "Tell me, what was 
crucified on that cross?" 

The Christian replied, "My Lord Jesus 
Christ was crucified on that cross." 

Later, the man encountered another 
Christian but this Christian was a little 
more mature.  He asked, "Tell me, what 
was crucified on that cross?"  The Christian 
answered, "My Lord Jesus Christ was cruci-
fied on that cross along with my sins." 

Continuing down the road, he met an-
other Christian.  Now this Christian was 
immersed more deeply in the faith. The 
man asked, "Tell me, what was crucified on 
that cross?" The man gently looked at the 
curious inquirer, faintly smiled and said, 
"My Lord Jesus Christ was crucified on that 
cross, along with my sins, and me. I also 
died on that cross.” 

The Dying: 
(circa 33 C.E. Jerusalem) 

 
What a sight it must have been, a man 

riding down the Mount of Olives on a don-
key towards the city gate. His followers lay 
down their garments in his path. Soon oth-

ers hear of his approach and rush out of the 
city and cheer his arrival. 

Some consider him an enemy. Even 
though he is despised and feared by the 
men in power, he doesn't have to sneak 
through the back gate in disguise, or creep 
through in the dead of night. 

The man rides boldly into town being 
welcomed by a huge crowd laying palm 
branches in his path and implying  him to 
be a savior (Hosanna)! He brings with him 
a kingdom, the kingdom of his father. With 
this glorious entry to the home of Zion, all 
seems well. But it wouldn't last for long, his 
father has other plans. 

It was not the man's own initiative he 
was following; he always followed the will 
of his father who had led him here for a 
purpose. The father had even told his son 
what the purpose was and how it would be 
fulfilled. The son did not question his fa-
ther but obeyed because he loved him. He 
constantly beheld his father and his father 
constantly beheld his son. They were that 
close. 

A few days passed. The son was standing 
in a temple with his friends. He knew his 
purpose was close at hand like a black 
shrouded fist of steeled perdition knocking 
at the door. Dread overtook him. He looked 
towards his friends with anguished eyes 
and spoke some abstract idea about if a 
grain of wheat doesn't fall into the ground 
and die it will dwell alone. His friends 
couldn't understand. 

The son wanted to have one last meeting 
with them. They met in an upper room of a 
house and ate a large meal complimented 
with bread and wine. The son talked to his 
friends about leaving them. They still 
couldn't understand. He even washed their 
feet ignoring their grumbles of protest 
while saying that they should do the same 
to others. He broke bread and called it his 
body and poured wine and called it his 
blood. His friends couldn't quite figure out 
what this man was trying to teach them. 

Taking three of his friends, the son went 
out into a garden. Instructing them to wait, 
he walked a few yards ahead and knelt to 
talk to his father.  

Anguish as real and present as a jagged 

shard of ice plunged into his heart. Fear 
and dread of the horror that awaited him 
wrenched drops of sweat falling from his 
face like blood dripping from an assassin’s 
knife.  

It was the only time the son had ever had 
an issue with his father. He said, "Father, I 
don't want to do this. I want out of it. 
Please, if there is a way, let me not have to 
go through with this. But father, let your 
will be done, not mine." 

A crowd of angry men entered the gar-
den. They arrested him and took him away 
for trial. The religious leaders found him 
guilty; the king found him guilty; the gov-
ernment found him guilty. After a horrible 
beating, they took him outside the city 
gates to a small hill called Place of the 
Skull. There he was stripped and nailed to a 
cross of wood. The son hung on that cross 
of exquisite pain and public humiliation as 
insects swarmed around his bruised broken 
body and life slowly ebbed into oblivion. He 
tried to remember who he was and say the 
right thing—the kind of thing his father 
would want him to say, "Father, forgive 
them for they know not what they do." 

The son knew he was dying. Even know-
ing the reason didn't help anymore. His 
father had made him a promise of rising 
from the dead but he doubted it; the pain 
was too great and the loss was too much to 
bear. No one wants to lose all he has 
dreamed and worked for and no one wants 
to die; not even the son who lived only to 
do the will of his father whom he loved and 
was convinced loved him. 

As sweat poured down his bruised swol-
len face, the son raised his head one last 
time to look toward the sky. With a last 
gasp of breath he cried the words that tor-
tured him so, "Why!!! 

My Father, my Father, why have you 
forsaken me?" 

He lowered his head knowing there was 
nothing more to say, nothing more to do. 
Finally, the son gave one last gasp, his 
words barely heard, "It is finished." With 
these words, Jesus of Nazareth, the Son of 
God, went to His death. 

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 :  

By Bob Paulus 


