
I come from Indonesia which comprises 
thousands of islands. I was born in an east-
ern province called Mollucan and in the 
capital city of Ambon. I have four sisters 
and one brother. My father was a fisher-
man owning his own boat. My mother was 
mostly a stay-at-home mom but being a 
business minded person, she also ran a 
small restaurant.  

After graduating from high school I at-
tended a mission theological school in east 
Java. After five years I earned a degree and 
moved to Jakarta, the capital of Indonesia, 
to accept a position with the Indonesian 
Evangelical Church working in their mis-
sion department. Being the only single or-
dained woman in the church required ad-
justment for all but we got along fine. 

In 1991, with my family supporting me, I 
joined Operation Mobilization which links 
the church and family in mutual coopera-
tion. My first mission involved traveling on 
a “Book Ship” which is a floating book store 
stocking a wide assortment of literature. 
The topics covered include children books, 
computer books, spiritual literature, you 
name it. This aids in attracting people to 
the mission work that the crew focuses on. 
There are two ships based out of England 
and Germany. They travel around the 
world selling books, doing mission work, 
and are completely staffed by Christian 
volunteers. The ship I joined traveled all 
around Asia and Africa, the other travels to 
America and Europe. 

From Jakarta, I traveled to Taipei, Tai-
wan and then to Nagasaki, Japan where I 
boarded the ship. We sailed to Hong Kong, 
Singapore, Taiwan, and India. When the 
ship arrives in port, people come aboard 
where they can browse the book material 
and attend educational programs. Crew 
members go ashore and perhaps conduct 
ministry in the local churches where they 

are invited. 

When we arrived in south India, I left 
the ship and traveled by bus to New Delhi 
in northern India. My fellow missionaries 
and I started a Kantata Team which was a 
musical drama group. We traveled 
throughout India singing drama and 
preaching. The team consisted of Indians 
with the exception of a Norwegian lady and 
myself. At the end of the drama, I always 
shared the gospel. 

My visa would expire every six months 
so I had to move to other countries tempo-
rarily. I joined a team in Nepal for about 
eight months that distributed Christian 
tracts in the Himalaya Mountains. Moving 
back to India, I continued with the musical 
drama team and after six months, I moved 
to Pakistan where I joined a group, ESL, 
which taught English as a foreign language 
for Afghan refugee women. This lasted 
about a year and a half. It is very dangerous 
to travel to Afghanistan, Iran, or Iraq. A 
group of us formed a walking prayer group 
that ventured into these counties but only 
at night. We would return by morning. 
Once, we did enter Afghanistan for a week 
but flew a U. N. flag over the house we 
stayed at. When women attending the Eng-
lish class accepted Christ, we sent them to 
Germany or Australia. 

In 1996, I was living back in India and 
decided to go to Maldives, which is an is-
land nation in the Indian Ocean, to do mis-
sionary work. In 1998, the government 
discovered the missionaries had a clinic 
and expelled them. I happened to stay be-
cause I had a friend who was the wife of a 
Governor. After some time, I traveled back 
to Jakarta, India and returned to the Indo-
nesian Evangelical Church working with 
children and youth. 

In 2003, I moved to America. In Aurora, 
Colorado they needed a pastor to shepherd 

an Indonesian 
church named 
Indonesian 
Ecumenical 
Christian Fel-
lowship or 
IECF. 

I had never 
considered 
marriage be-
cause I was 
totally commit-
ted to ministry. 
I had spent a 
couple weeks in Norwalk, California when 
first coming to America. During this time, I 
met a lady who drove me around seeing to 
my needs who was also a caregiver to Lar-
ry’s mom. Shortly after moving to Colora-
do, she was speaking to Larry and told him 
about me. She would call and insist I meet 
Larry so in early 2005, I went to California 
to spend a few days with my new friend 
and meet Larry. In the months that fol-
lowed, we frequently kept in touch with 
phone calls. Larry wanted me to return to 
California for a visit which I agreed to do in 
February, 2006 to celebrate our birthdays 
which were one day apart. Two days after 
arriving, we were engaged. I left the church 
in Aurora in May 2006 and traveled to 
Norwalk to be married to Larry. We actual-
ly lived in Artesia where Larry cared for his 
mother. She had Alzheimer’s and required 
full-time care. 

During the first few years living in Arte-
sia, I hosted a Catholic women’s group who 
wanted to learn more about the Bible. In 
2010, I got a call from an Indonesian com-
munity called The Ecumenical Church 
of Mollucan America (GOMA) located in 
Corona, California. They offered me a job 
as their pastor.    

In June, 2012 my mother-in-law passed 
away. Larry wasn’t comfortable staying in 
California and owned property in Whitefish 
so in the fall we moved here. We walked 
around town looking for a church that 
seemed right to us. FPC seemed so inviting 
because of the wonderful building and it 
was within walking distance of our house. 
The people here are so welcoming and 
friendly, we felt comfortable at once. 

I like to cook and clean. I also enjoy 
reading, writing, music, and poetry. Read-
ing the Bible is a passion of mine and John 
3:16 is one of my favorite verses. God loves 
me, I love people, and people need to love 
each other. 
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 I was raised 

in Artesia, Cali-
fornia. My dad 
was a dairy 
farmer and my 
mother a stay-
at-home mom. 
In addition to 
the farm, my 
dad also owned 
and operated 
two drive-in 
dairy stores 
selling his own 

milk. Later, he went into the real-estate 
business. I have three sisters and one 
brother with me being the youngest. 

When I was young, I worked at a variety 
of jobs in the area including a boat shop 
and as a truck driver. In around 1978, I 
moved to the Coos Bay area of Oregon. 
Working in local sawmills, I bought five 
acres of wooded land and lived a fairly se-
cluded life. 

After living in Oregon for about nine 
years, I helped move a friend who was a 
paraplegic to Whitefish. I ended up getting 
a job with a local stud-mill and lived in a 
cheap motel in Evergreen. I bought a car 
for a hundred dollars and decided to stay. 

Later I went to work for Idaho Timber for a 
couple years then moved to Stoltz Lumber.  

My Dad passed away December 1996. 
He was caring for my mom who had Alz-
heimer's disease. My nephew and niece 
took care of her for a year but were unable 
do it anymore. The other siblings decided 
to put mom in a nursing home. This was 
unacceptable to me so I decided to move 
back to Artesia to care for her. I had bought 
a house in Whitefish so I rented it out and 
made the move. 

I had a "special relationship" with 
my mother. At first she was difficult to deal 
with (paranoid, angry, etc) but as her men-
tal abilities deteriorated, she calmed down 
and decreased her medications from ten 
medicines to none. Her blood pressure 
went down, stress diminished, and I be-
lieve she was content, happy, and was able 
to walk with my help. However in time, her 
muscles slowly weakened to the point it 
was getting too hard for me to cope with 
taking care of her.  

God provided in a wonderful way. He 
sent me Conny and we enjoyed mom for 
another six years. We travelled with her 
everywhere, to the store, doctor appoint-
ments, Drive in Sunday Services with Indo-
nesian service in the evening and many 

other things which included our dog (Beau) 
accompanying us who was part of my little 
family. God took care of us daily. 

I took care of my mom for 14 years until 
June 29, 2012 when she passed away at 91 
years old. 

Conny and I were married in 2006. She 
brought much needed stability into my life. 
I had been a rebellious person for most of 
my life and knowing Conny and the experi-
ence of caring for my mom brought many 
welcome changes. 

Artesia was being transformed by urban 
sprawl and crime so Conny and I decided 
to move north back to Whitefish where I 
owned the house. We love the beautiful 
mountainous country atmosphere of north-
west Montana. I had always been attracted 
to the building architecture of FPC. Conny 
and I decided to attend one Sunday and 
liked what we experienced. The people here 
welcomed us with unconditional love and 
made us feel welcome. 

In California I did a lot of gardening and 
plan on continuing that here. I also enjoy 
fishing of any kind and bike riding. Both 
Conny and I are grateful for being led to 
this church and look forward to continuing 
fellowship with the people here and getting 
to know them. We are truly blessed. 

L a r r y  M i e r s m a  :  

 I was born in 

Seattle, WA. one 
month before 
Pearl Harbor 
was attacked. 
My father, who 
was an officer in 
the Navy, left us 
for WWII. My 
mother held our 
home, a new 
baby, two 
daughters, and a 

son together. We lived on a small farm 
north of Seattle and had a large vegetable 
garden, fruit trees, chickens, a horse, rab-
bits, and several dogs. My grandfather lived 
with us until his death in 1945. Mom made 
wonderful, happy memories for us during a 
very stressful time until my father returned 
home after being gone for over five years. 
We sold that home and moved to Millbrae, 

CA. and then back to Seattle when I was in 
the 4th grade. 

My father retired after the Korean War 
when I was in Jr. High. To make up for lost 
time I soon became his sidekick. He took 
me hiking— frequently in the shadow of 
Mt. Rainier where I made dams wherever I 
could. We did a lot of tent camping. When I 
was about 10 years old my dad decided I 
needed to learn to ski. He made my first 
pair of skis and I was so proud of them with 
their metal edges.  

I soon became consumed with the out-
doors. Dad & I were both getting older so 
when I was 14, he had me join the 
“Mountaineers”. I was building trails in the 
summer and skiing every weekend in the 
winter. With all the time he was spending 
with me, dad managed to instill his love for 
art, painting, reading, and gardening deep 
within my being. 

I was married after my second year at 
the University of Washington. I graduated 
two years later with a Bachelor of Science 
in Dental Hygiene and a beautiful two-
month-old baby boy. My first marriage did 
not go well and ended in divorce. However, 
I was blessed with three wonderful chil-
dren. 

I meet Bruce and his two children 35 
years ago (Christmas time 1977) while ski-
ing in Sun Valley with my children. My 
daughter asked his daughter to go ice-
skating. I asked her dad if that would be 
O.K. and it was instant love.  After a very 
exciting courtship we were married 10 
months later and moved to Arcadia, CA.  

We soon shared our love for the out-
doors by camping, back packing, hiking, 
and skiing. This, with scouting, school ac-
tivities, and now the ocean we were very 
busy.  ALL our children have graduated 

J e s s i e  F r a s e r  :  



Page 3 I s s u e  2 5  

B r u c e  F r a s e r :  

 My great 
grandfather 
came from 
Scotland and 
settled in Pasa-
dena, California 
in 1886. My 
grandfather, 
father, and I 
were all born in 
Pasadena. I was 
the second of 
two sons grow-

ing up in a suburb of Pasadena, Flintridge/
La Canada. Along with school and recrea-
tional sports, my brother and I had horses 
for several years. I attended school in Pasa-
dena graduating from John Muir High 
School in 1962.  

I wanted to go to college at Georgia Tech 
in Atlanta, Georgia but I broke my leg just 
before school started so I attended Stan-
ford University in Palo Alto, California. I 
was lucky enough to play football at Stan-
ford and after the season ended I trans-
ferred to Georgia Tech. I tried out for foot-
ball but the coaches encouraged me to go 
out for track and field instead. I graduated 
with a degree in Mechanical Engineering 
and joined the Navy.   

Just before my enlistment was to begin, 
a college friend and I went on a hunting 
trip to British Columbia, Canada. We took 
three horses into the backcountry and lived 
off the land for about four weeks killing 

grouse and a caribou for food and sleeping 
under the stars.   

I spent just under four years in the Navy 
and left active duty as a lieutenant. My last 
duty station was Adak, Alaska which is one 
of the last islands in the Aleutian chain 
where I was in charge of all the construc-
tion on the island. We built a new hospital 
and secret communications station.  

After being discharged I joined the fami-
ly business in Pasadena, California. We 
were a mechanical construction company 
doing institutional, commercial, and public 
works projects. I started as a plumbing 
foreman on an expansion of the Children’s 
Hospital in Los Angeles. After a short ap-
prenticeship, I started a new division of the 
company. We would contract with owners 
to perform the civil earthwork, concrete 
work, and architectural building as well as 
plumbing, heating, air conditioning, and 
fire protection. During this period we build 
or expanded dozens of water and 
wastewater treatment plants in Southern 
California.  

Although my first wife and I decided to 
go our separate ways, we did agree to help 
each other raise our two children. We re-
mained in the same area so the children 
could comfortably visit either home at will.   

I took my two kids skiing in Sun Valley, 
Idaho. We had never been skiing before 
and struggled as true rookies do but it was 
lots of fun. My daughter was befriended by 

a delightful young lady in her ski class. I 
met this young lady’s mom and was imme-
diately smitten with this lovely lady and 
impressed with her three outstanding kids. 
We started a long distance romance be-
tween her home in Seattle, Washington 
and mine in Pasadena. We soon decided to 
marry and moved the whole gang to Arca-
dia, California. We got all five through high 
school and graduated from college. But the 
greatest gift of all is that they are all strong, 
moral, and happy individuals. Four of them 
have started the greatest adventures of 
their lives with families of their own 
providing Jessie and I with a gift of eleven 
grandchildren.  

Eventually, I decided to pursue my own 
career apart from the family business and 
moved to Peter Kiewit and Son’s in Arca-
dia. They are a national contractor that 
does construction and mining.  I became 
an area manager in charge of all their me-
chanical construction in Southern Califor-
nia. I also was able to share my expertise in 
mechanical construction in public works 
with other Kiewit districts and lectured at 
their annual meetings in Omaha.  

The urge to try it on my own got the bet-
ter of me and in 1986 I left Kiewit and 
opened Fraser Corporation. We were suc-
cessful doing small public works jobs but 
circumstances caused me to close the busi-
ness after a couple years and I joined Ad-
vanco Constructors in Upland, California.  
Advanco was later bought by J. F. Shea Co. 

from Universities. We are so proud of this 
accomplishment. 

After our youngest graduated from high 
school, I retired from the dental field and 
moved to Huntington Beach, CA. I took up 
my outdoor activities on a grander scale.  
Bruce and I really became hikers. We even 
made it to the top of Mt. Whitney (Oct, 
2007).  

As Bruce was nearing retirement we 
decided to move to a resort town. After 
much searching of the western states, one 
of our daughters and her family discovered 
Whitefish and moved here. We followed 
them, bought a home, remodeled it, and 
moved permanently in 2011. We love a 
smaller community and it’s slower pace 
and have embraced its outdoor life style.  

For my 70th birthday my son gave me a 
chance to climb Mt. Rainer. This was the 

fulfillment of a dream I’d had since I was a 
child. I did not make it to the top but did 
cross two glaciers and jumped a crevasse. 
This is a trip I will always treasure and 
hope my father was looking down and ful-
filling his dream.  

I try to stay active and ski and hike fre-
quently. I keep trying to raise a vegetable 
garden and books are still a great love. I 
always manage to find a fun book club to 
join. Having fun with our friends, family, 
five children, their spouses, and 11 grand-
children makes our lives complete. 

The exquisite stained glass windows of 
FPCW had fascinated me for a very long 
time. They inspired me to research the 
Presbyterian Church and I liked the philos-
ophy, values and principles they set forth. 
When we first visited here, the members 
gave us a warm loving feeling of ac-

ceptance. We knew this was the home we 
were looking for to worship Christ. We 
joined the First Presbyterian Church and 
have become involved with some of their 
activities.  

I had a very eclectic religious back-
ground. When my father was home I was 
Catholic and when he was gone I was Lu-
theran. After I graduated from college I 
drifted to different churches and final left 
all for a time.   

We did instill faith in all our children. 
Each has taken their own path. One is Mor-
mon, one is Catholic, one is Lutheran, and 
two are Evangelicals. They are all active in 
their faiths and are raising their children to 
love Christ. 

The core message I would like to share 
is: Love God, Love Jesus, Love Family, 
Love Friends, and Love Life.  



Whitefish, Late 1960’s—a high-pitched 

rhythm of chimes fills the day for blocks 
around the red brick church building on 
Central Avenue. Everyone knows it’s 9:00 
a.m. but few take note as the chimes play 
every day on the hour. It’s one of those 
taken for granted things that one doesn’t 
notice much unless it is doesn’t happen and 
then they find they miss it. 

I can remember those chimes playing 
when I was a kid. You could hear them all 
over town it seemed. To this day, I run into 
people who grew up in Whitefish who men-
tion them. In 1961, Mr. Swan Swanson gave 

the Carillon 
Chimes to the 
church in honor of 
his wife. These 
chimes served for 
30 years but were 
removed because 
of high mainte-
nance cost and 
lack of spare parts. 
The new Chime 
Master Carillon 
system we enjoy today was dedicated in 
2000. My sister Joanne Hazel Boorse do-
nated this gift in memory of our mother, 
Alice Paulus. During the 1960’s on some 
late afternoons, the chimes played continu-
ously for a spell when Kathy Murphy was at 
the keyboard after deciding to play just 
because she enjoyed it. The organ was 
equipped with chimes that with a flick of a 
switch could be broadcast over the outside 
speakers to the ears of townsfolk for blocks 
around. Kathy played with a stress reduc-
ing passion that convinced most that all is 
right with the world if only for that brief 

interlude of music induced peace. First 
Presbyterian has a long history of stress 
reduction along with faith promotion 
throughout its history of producing some of 
the best spiritual music in the town of 
Whitefish.  

 

Within the light… ♪ ♫ ♬… within the 
light…. The cadence of the music filled the 
room like rich warm honey being pored 
over warm bread: within the light… ♪ ♫ ♬… 
within the light…. 
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where I finished my career as a project 
manager after 26 years with the company. 
Advanco/Shea did major public works pro-
jects self-performing the earthwork, con-
crete, and mechanical work throughout 
Southern California. I was a superinten-
dent and later project manager. We built 
the pumping station and emergence inlet/
outlet for the Diamond Valley Reservoir in 
Hemet, California. When the pumps are 
not adding water to the reservoir they turn 
into generators and create electricity for 
the homes in the area. This is the largest 
reservoir in Southern California supplying 
drinking water through pipelines from 
Northern California. The final project I 
worked on was a $300 million water treat-
ment plant that is unique for taking 
wastewater and turning it into drinking 
water for the public. It remains a favorite 
place to visit for scientist and engineers 
from around the world. 

Upon retirement, Jessie and I followed 
our love of the outdoors and moved to 
Whitefish. We enjoy the benefit of a popu-
lar summer and winter vacation destina-
tion while having a small town atmosphere 

and fabulous expanse of some of the most 
beautiful outdoors there is. It will remain 
our home as long as we can continue to 
have the warmth and love of family visiting 
us regularly.  

Jessie and I have been attending FPCW 
for about a year. Prior to FPCW I had not 
had an association with any church. I was 
brought up in a caring family environment 
and always was aware of having a responsi-
bility to be a good citizen and lead a moral 
and principled life. I think I succeeded in 
this endeavor but did so in lieu of church 
involvement. During college, I attended 
church several times with a girlfriend but 
have to admit finding religion was not my 
primary motive. Jessie and I met 35 years 
ago. We molded together our two sets of 
children and I think we were able to instill 
in them the type of upbringing we both 
had. But, we also continued my old habits 
and did not go to church but did insist on 
maintaining family activities.  All five of the 
kids have grown into valued individuals 
and all have joined churches and worship 
regularly.    

Jessie actually picked FPCW. I had al-
ways admired the building and with an 
honorable Scottish background, the First 
Presbyterian Church was good with me. I 
was sure of our choice after visiting and 
meeting many of the members and listen-
ing to Rev. Dudley Rose. After we made the 
decision to join the church I knew it was 
time that I commit to Jesus Christ and was 
baptized. I was baptized at FPCW in March 
2012. Wanting to participate in church 
activities, I have spent a day at Habitat for 
Humanity and work the dishwasher at 
Shepard’s Hand. I have come to enjoy the 
little involvement I have done and plan to 
do much more in the future. I will say that I 
have felt more and more at home in FPCW 
each Sunday as I am greeted by the other 
members and so warmly welcome by Rev. 
Tim Dalstrom with his thoughtful sermons 
and delightful personality. I have always 
felt I have lived a good Christian life and 
have instilled it into those around me. Now 
I have discovered not only a good life but 
also a life with Christ.                            
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I’m sitting in the balcony on a Monday 
night watching choir rehearsal. My camera 
lay on the pew bench beside me as I’d tak-
en all the photos I’d wanted and was just 
kicked-back listening and enjoying. Sud-
denly there’s a burst of laughter. One of the 
guys just popped a one-liner at a woman 
whose reaction brought howls of laughter 
from the assembled singers. After a few 
moments of gotcha… back and forth, Karen 
Leftwich, giggling herself, brought order to 
the hilarity and Dan Kohnstamm’s fingers 
hit the keys of the grand piano. Harmoni-
ous sound filled the room once again.  

They are good. I mean, they sound really 
good! I swear I could plop down in a pew 
on Sunday morning and do nothing but 
listen to these people sing for an hour and 
go home contented. Their singing, either as 
a large group, a small group of two or 
three, or a soloist takes me somewhere that 
has no name, except perhaps—peace:  
within the light…♪ ♫ ♬… within the light…. 

I’ve been thinking lately. Sure, I know 
what’s going through your mind, again 
Bob? But consider this—most show-up on 
Sunday, chit-chat with some folks, and sit 
in a chair or pew when the service begins. 
Soon, music fills the room and continues at 
intervals during the service. Most seem to 
enjoy it but how many realize how much 
work goes into producing it? I admit I take 
lots for granted but being a curious fellow, 
I decided to sleuth out what it takes to 
bring that wonderful music to our ears, 
minds, and hearts providing an avenue of 
worship that if missing, in my opinion, 
would create a huge hole in the Sunday 
morning service. I thought of many people 
to talk with as many are involved and be-
gan my search.  

Speaking with several people, I heard 
often repeated comments saying that peo-
ple perform musically simply because they 
enjoy it. Fay, who plays hand bells and 
sings in the choir, said she has always loved 
music and delights in the performing of it. 
Claire echoed similar sentiments as did 
Dewey and Hap. Caroline talked about di-
recting a children’s choir many years ago 
and Kathy provided some background info 

concerning the organ and piano. The com-
ments received and people involved  are 
simply too numerous to convey in one arti-
cle so I’ll hit the highlights and attempt to 
relate an understanding of the process and 
motivation behind the wonderful sound of 
worship we participate in while conducting 
the ministry of our church.  

 Musical Director Karen Leftwich was 
gracious enough to explain the process of 
creating the music we enjoy each week. I 
also included a few others who contribute 
to the music worship experience. 

 

Karen 

Why do the members of the Sanctuary 
Choir, Alpine Ringers Bell Choir, and 
Praise Team give of their time and talents? 
Why sing/ring/play? God gave us our mu-
sical gifts along with a desire to use them 
for His glory. Most of us simply love music 
and realize that the worship service would 
not be the same without it. Music is a basic 
communication form that speaks to the 
soul. When I hear wonderful music, I close 
my eyes and let it fill mine. 

The Sanctuary Choir is composed of very 
committed people with a wide variety of 
musical abilities. Some have problems 
reading music; others are very good at 
reading and counting and help the others. I 
find that the quickest way to learn a song is 
to listen to a recording of it. I make prac-
tice CDs for the choir members so they can 
learn the basics of a song’s melody and 
rhythm before we work on reading the mu-
sic.  I try to match the choir selections to 
the liturgical seasons that occur throughout 
the year. Of course there are general songs 
but Easter, Christmas, and other seasonal 
services require songs that match the sea-
son. Membership in the choir is open to 
everyone. We practice for about an hour 
each Monday night at 7pm. In my experi-
ence (and I think the choir will back me up 
on this), we always sound much better 
when we sing on Sunday morning than we 

ever do at practice. God blesses us with 
ability and inspiration when we are singing 
for Him.  

The Alpine Ringers Handbell Choir, 
sometimes known simply as the Bell Choir, 
is an ecumenical choir made up of mem-
bers from several local churches. Our 
church purchased the original bells so we 
store them and practice here. Currently we 
have members from the Church of the Naz-
arene, Whitefish United Methodist, and of 
course our church. We play at all three 
churches as often as we can, but everyone 
must be available for us to perform. Unlike 
playing an instrument or singing, a bell 
choir player only plays specific notes. There 
is often a lapse of time in-between the 
notes you are assigned and you must be 
able to know when to jump in with your 
bell to make those notes happen. It is not 
an easy thing to do at first, but after two 
practices it usually starts to make sense. 
Membership in the bell choir is open to 
everyone.  We practice for about an hour 
and a half on Monday afternoons at 
5:30pm. On the last weekend in April, 
there is an annual regional bell choir festi-
val that many of our ringers choose to at-
tend. Around 50 choirs meet for a series of 
intensive practice sessions with a world-
renowned clinician and then play a free 
concert together for the host community. 
This year’s festival is being held in Great 
Falls. 

The Presbyterian Book of Common Wor-
ship outlines the content and flow of a wor-
ship service and music is an integral part of 
it. Pastor Tim and the Worship Ministry 
Team realize that the same style of music 
does not inspire everyone. That is why we 
conduct a “blended” service, one that uses 
both praise songs and traditional hymns. 
Most of the songs found in a hymnal are 
traditional, meaning they are the songs 
people grew up singing in church prior to 
the 1970s. Many of these hymns date back 
to the seventeen- and eighteen-hundreds. 
“Gospel” songs based on rural folk and 
Negro spiritual tunes were added in the 
late 19th and early 20th centuries and were 
basically the “praise songs” of that period. 
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Today’s praise songs are simply contempo-
rary hymns that use modern words and 
melodies, so they tend to appeal to a 
younger crowd. 

I attended a praise workshop along with 
several other members of our church about 
eight years ago. The workshop was given 
locally by a well-known Canadian Worship 
Leader and I bought a book of popular 
praise songs that he had simplified and 
arranged for congregational singing. The 
songs from this book are what we primarily 
use in our service, although I’ve added a 
few newer songs over the years and we still 
use some from the blue Praise & Worship 
songbook. We recently removed those 
praise books from the pews and transi-
tioned to only providing the praise song 
words on the projection screen because the 
Worship Ministry Team feels it allows the 
congregation to praise God communally 
instead of having their focus in a book.  
Our Praise Leaders are our two keyboard 
accompanists (Dan and Kathy), our guitar-
ists (Jeanette and Bill), and singers from 
our Sanctuary Choir. Participation in the 
Praise Team is open to everyone. We have 
an occasional practice following the Sanc-
tuary Choir rehearsal on Mondays, espe-
cially if we are preparing new songs. 

The music of our church is a blessing for 
us all. Some may find this a surprising 
statement but everyone in the congregation 
is involved in the music of our church. I 
have told several new pastors coming to 
FPC that the people of this church love to 
sing and they are very good at it. I’ve at-
tended churches where it seems most are 
barely attempting to sing the songs. Here, 
the congregation sings simply because they 
love to. 

  

Shelle 

I believe that if God gives you a gift you 
should share it. We are blessed with many 
having musical gifts in our congregation 
and they love to share. 

I love to sing, as does everyone else who 
participates in choir. Also, the choir is a 

nice social group. At practice, we work hard 
leaning the songs but we also have fun. 
There’s a lot of bantering back and forth 
between the members and we laugh a lot 
while we learn and help one another to 
develop our joyful noise unto the Lord. 

During practice, we don’t just rehearse 
the songs we are performing the coming 
Sunday. We also rehearse a multitude of 
songs so we learn them as we go. Karen is 
very diligent and committed to the music of 
the church. She finds all the songs and puts 
them on CD so we can know what the mu-
sic is supposed to sound like. Of course, 
Karen might make changes but at least we 
have a format to go by when beginning 
rehearsal.  

The choir consists of four sections. The 
soprano is the high section that usually 
sings the melody of the song. The alto 
makes up the lower voice of the women’s 
section and produces a harmony to the 
soprano. The men’s sections consist of the 
tenor which is the high register for men 
and the bass for the low notes. Some in the 
choir cannot read music so they are relying 
somewhat on those around them who do. 

I think music enhances the worship ser-
vice. I try to enunciate words well when I 
sing so the congregation knows what I’m 
singing and not just hearing the melody. 
We try to blend the music with contempo-
rary and traditional songs knowing the 
musical tastes of the congregation are di-
verse so we offer something for all.  

The hymns that are sung in worship are 
very important also, especially if one is 
focusing on the words. Personally, I love 
the hymns. They take me to a comfort place 
of memories of singing with my family. My 
mom was an organist and Choir Director 
for over 40 years in the church I grew up 
in. Aldo’s dad directed both a band and 
choir so we both have strong musical back-
grounds and love singing both at church 
and at home. 

I try to look at it this way: from our 
mouths to the congregation’s ears, God 
does wonders. If someone is singing for the 
glorification of God, people listening will be 
uplifted by the pouring out of the spirit 
within expressing itself through the perfor-
mance of music. 

  

Leslee 

My worship experience is enhanced if 
I’m participating in the music. Everyone 
has spiritual gifts they bring when they 
come together for worship. Mine is musical 
and I love to share that gift. God expresses 

Himself through the gifts He has given. 
Music is an expression of God’s love shared 
with all who come to worship Him. 

I grew up in a musical family with my 
parents singing in the choir and singing 
with my two sisters on various occasions. A 
worship service is not complete if you can’t 
rejoice through music. I have learned the 
importance of not only learning the sound 
of a song but also the message the song 
brings. 

  

Jeanette 

I started to play guitar in high school for 
the youth group of my church. As I went 
into college and on to my working career, I 
gave up guitar. After about 40 years, I felt 
motivated to return to the instrument for 
playing here at FPC. I didn’t even own a 
guitar so I bought one and began work on 
refreshing myself with the techniques of 
playing.  

I quickly discovered it is a joy to accom-
pany the people who sing. I consider the 
experience as being a blessing from God. I 
don’t really consider what I do as perform-
ing. It’s more like God is expressing Him-
self through the musical ability He gives. 
The expression of music is a wonderful way 
to praise the Lord. 

I think I’ll stop here. I could go on but I 
hope you, dear reader, got the point. The 
music of WFPC is a central part of our 
worship experience. It cannot be overstat-
ed that what motivates the people involved 
is a profound sense of devotion, dedica-
tion, and mostly love for the music they 
produce. This ministry is truly blessed by 
God and should be considered a precious 
asset of outreach to those who hunger for 
something of the spiritual sublime in a 
confusing and often painful world. Within 
the light… ♪ ♫ ♬… within the light…. 
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When God calls a man, he 

bids him… come and die. 

Dietrich Bonhoeffer 

 

This is the second installment of the 

series, “Dying to Self”. How many more 
will there be? To be honest, I don’t know! 

 “Dying to self” is an often used phrase 
in Christian teaching. I’ll attempt to offer 
an explanation regarding this concept as I 
understand it. That doesn’t mean you, dear 
reader, are expected to adopt as your own 
understanding anything remotely related 
with this rational; it’s just that I hope you 
find it an enlightening and thought provok-
ing article to enhance your walk with 
Christ. 

Man is body, soul, and spirit. I realize 
there is a debate on whether the soul and 
body are uniquely separate or one and the 
same but there you have it—it is a debate. 
I prefer to consider them uniquely sepa-
rate. 

When God created man, He breathed 
into man a human spirit. This was to serve 
as a receptacle for something remarkable—
life. The life God intended for man was 
nothing less than God Himself for He is 
life. John 14:6. Man was intended to be a 
citizen of two realms, the seen and the un-
seen, living on earth but under constant 
awareness and submission to the spirituals 
living in complete harmony with both. 
But…this wondrous event never happened. 
To find out why, I give you the story of the 
two trees.  

In the beginning of man’s experience 
were a garden and a tree. This tree takes 

center stage in the most cataclysmal event 
known to man. The Bible refers to it as “the 
tree of knowledge of good and evil”. In par-
taking of its fruit, Adam and Eve were 
doomed to banishment, endless toil, and 
pain throughout the remainder of their 
lives while scrapping a living from a pitiless 
earth. We all know this story well but… 
how often is it we ponder the other tree.  

There were two special trees in the gar-
den. The other was named, “the tree of 
life”. Obviously, Adam and Eve were not fit 
to eat of it after consuming the poisonous 
fruit of the tree of knowledge of good and 
evil for they had become corrupted. 

God had a purpose for man. To know the 
eternal purpose of God is beyond our grasp 
but it seems He created man for Himself. 
God intended Adam and Eve to eat from 
one of the two trees in Eden but not the 
tree of knowledge. They were meant to eat 
from the tree of life and have their spirits 
filled with God’s spirit—divine life. But, 
someone had other plans. They were fooled 
by an insanely egotistical fallen archangel 
surprisingly named “The angel of light”. 
Upon eating that fruit, something dark and 
fallen entered into man’s being poisoning 
his spirit reducing it to a shriveled black 
mass of lifeless form.  

Through the eating of the fruit of the 
forbidden tree, man experientially knew 
good and evil. Man now had experiential 
knowledge of sin. Before this event, he 
knew neither. Sin had entered man and 
destroyed his capacity to be a receptacle for 
life. The result of this calamitous event was 
devastating and irreversible leading to the 
final end of all, death. Without a function-
ing spirit, man was left to prevail using 
only a damaged psyche of humanness all 
the while knowing what was expected of 
him each and every day—goodness. Man 
had become wise. 

With this knowing came an obsession 
with being good and hating the cause of 
man’s fall, evil. However, a powerful desire 
lurked within to do the thing man so much 
abhorred, evil. This set up a sort of schizo-
phrenic mindset with man torn between a 
compulsion to do good while desiring to do 
bad. Its effects can be seen throughout his-
tory as man donates time and money to 
righteous projects after committing acts of 
self-centered sinfulness.  Andrew Carnegie 
spent decades building an empire of wealth 
and power at the expense of exploited steel 
workers toiling in appalling conditions only 
to later build hundreds of public libraries 
(with his name on them of course). It took 
him years but he ended up giving his entire 

fortune away. Every day events reflect the 
state of man acting by the means of fallen 
self-life.  An act of immorality may be fol-
lowed by an episode of volunteer work at 
the food bank; only to be followed by an-
other immoral episode, which is followed 
by… well, you get the point. 

The fixation to be good can drive man 
into a state of despair because with every 
effort expended to be good, man often suc-
ceeds in doing the opposite. The mental 
and emotional contradictions create a 
sense of hopelessness and helplessness 
pulling man into an abyss of failure and 
remorse with the process repeating forever 
and ever.  

Paul of in his letter to the Romans relat-
ed in stunning detail the human dilemma: 

We know that the law is spiritual; but I 
am unspiritual, sold as a slave to sin. I do 
not understand what I do. For what I 
want to do I do not do, but what I hate I 
do. And if I do what I do not want to do, I 
agree that the law is good. As it is, it is no 
longer I myself who do it, but it is sin liv-
ing in me. I know that nothing good lives 
in me, that is, in my sinful nature. For I 
have the desire to do what is good, but I 
cannot carry it out. For what I do is not 
the good I want to do; no, the evil I do not 
want to do—this I keep on doing. Now if I 
do what I do not want to do, it is no longer 
I who do it, but it is sin living in me that 
does it.  

So I find this law at work: When I want 
to do good, evil is right there with me. For 
in my inner being I delight in God’s law; 
but I see another law at work in the mem-
bers of my body, waging war against the 
law of my mind and making me a prisoner 
of the law of sin at work within my mem-
bers. What a wretched man I am! Who 
will rescue me from this body of death? 
Thanks be to God—through Jesus Christ 
our Lord! 

In the last sentence, Paul points to the 
instrument of his deliverance.  

To compensate for the loss of a function-
ing spirit, man’s soul enlarged. The mind 
became dominant and jeers at what it per-
ceives as the obvious inferiority of the emo-
tions of the soul and strives to enlarge itself 
and its own importance. 

The will, now set free from submission 
of the spiritual realm, seeks to find its own 
niche in winning victories over temptations 
and circumstances. Working in concert 
with the mind, the will creates a religion of 
success and accomplishment. 

By Bob Paulus 

Dying to SelfDying to SelfDying to Self   
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Emotion, subdued and humiliated by 
the mind, seeks its own thrills of unbridled 
ecstasy that eventually pops like a holiday 
balloon sending its owner to depths of de-
spondency the soul was never intended to 
endure.  

Out of necessity, will, mind, and emo-
tion join forces and create a pale substitute 
for walking in the spirit. This joining of 
parts that form a damaged soul is what 

makes man religious. And the soul con-
vinces man that his religious nature is actu-
ally his spiritual nature. The man ruled by 
this self-serving entity will be, to varying 
degrees, legalistic, dogmatic, and intolerant 
to most within his sphere including himself 
all the while living the fool being tossed to 
and fro by the storms and currents of good 
and bad thoughts and conflicting behaviors 
and emotions; all the while thinking that 
control of these human characteristics will 

bring righteousness to his soul. A small 
voice continuously echoes from within the 
taunting and damning phrase —“be good”. 

This concludes Part 2 of “Dying to Self”. 
With the next issue I will delve into life 
forms, things unseen, and perhaps—the 
necessity of a cross. 

It should be noted that any views or opinions expressed in this publication is not necessarily the 

views or opinions of the First Presbyterian Church USA.  
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