
I was born and raised in Whitefish. My 
dad worked for the Great Northern Rail-
road as a Conductor and my mom was a 
stay-at-home-mom raising my three older 
brothers and me. I attended grade school 
which was originally located in the lakeside 
part of town and recall moving to the new 
building on Second Street. There were two 
elementary schools in Whitefish before the 
viaduct was built—the Lakeside School for 
those who lived north of the railroad tracks 
and the Central School for the town chil-
dren. The Lakeside School closed when the 
viaduct was built. The viaduct hadn’t been 
constructed yet when I grew up in White-
fish. To get to lakeside, one had to take a 
road that crosses the tracks down at where 
the stock yards used to be or take a single 
lane road that ran under the rail trestle. 
Before driving under the trestle, one would 
stop and honk their horn. If there was no 
reply, you’d drive forward; if a horn sound-
ed in return, you’d wait. My parents lived 
on Skyles Avenue close to the lake so I 
spent summers enjoying the water. 

Immediately after graduating from high 
school in May, 1941, I enlisted in the Navy. 
I was part of what was called “the Diaper 
Cruise”, referring to those enlistees that 
were under 18 years of age. They sent me to 
San Diego for boot camp and on to radar 
school at Annapolis, Maryland. Radar was 
a new technology that gave the allies an 
edge in World War II. There was a story 

that the Germans thought the British were 
eating a lot of carrots to improve their eye-
sight to explain the high loss of German 
aircraft being shot-down over England. 
They didn’t know the extent the Brits had 
developed ground based radar to vector 
their pilots to the German planes. 

After completing radar school, I was 
sent to Corpus Christi, Texas as an instruc-
tor. Wanting an over-seas assignment, I 
was thrilled when I got orders to North 
Africa and boarded the liner West Point 
sailing to Morocco. We landed in Casablan-
ca. I spent time in Sierra Leone and Agadir 
as a radar technician. 

In June, 1944 I came home on leave. 
One day I got a visit from Vivian. Every-
thing was written in the Pilot back then and 
her mother noticed I was on leave and 
talked her into dropping by. We started 
dating and after I returned to base, our 
courtship continued through letters.  

The Navy sent me to an island in the 
Marianas named Tinian. I flew as radar 
maintenance/operator with the squadrons 
doing patrol in the Pacific theater all the 
way from the Marianas to the coast of Ja-
pan. I also served in the Philippians. The 
Navy promoted me to Chief Petty Officer 
which, at the age of only 21, made me the 
youngest Petty Officer in the Pacific thea-
ter. 

After the 
war ended, I 
was trans-
ferred to Floyd 
Bennet Chief 
Field in New 
York. Vivian 
and I were 
married in 
January, 1946. 
I was stationed 
in North Caro-
lina when the 
Navy told me 
they were 
transferring me back to Corpus Christi, 
Texas as an instructor in aviation radar 
maintenance. I didn’t particularly like that 
idea so I told the Navy I had 15 days left of 
my enlistment and was getting out.  

After my discharge, Vivian and I moved 
to the Farragut, Naval Base in Idaho where 
they had set-up a community college. 
While in Idaho, I also worked on a survey 
crew with the state Highway Department. 
After returning to Whitefish, we moved 
into an apartment above Nelson Hardware 
and I worked at various jobs before settling 
in with the Great Northern Railroad work-
ing as a conductor and remained with them 
till retirement in 1986. We have three chil-
dren, two girls and a boy, two grandchil-
dren, and three great grandchildren. May 
22nd of this year marks my ninetieth birth-
day. 

Vivian and I liked to travel. We own a 
fifth-wheel and have traveled extensively 
around mostly the western part of the U.S. 
and Canada including Alaska. We also had 
a walking route we’d do daily but joint 
problems have curtailed that in recent 
years. I did quite a bit of remodeling work 
at the Stump Town Museum when they 
first got started. I’ve also done addition and 
remodeling on our home along with volun-
teer work at the Food Bank. Now I enjoy 
reading and puttering around the house 
and yard. 

Vivian went to FPC all her life. I didn’t 
attend regularly until after retirement. I 
enjoy our church just the way it is and look 
forward to attending the services. 
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 I was born, 
Mary Elizabeth 
Burckhartt, in 
Higbee, Mis-
souri, the young-
est of five chil-
dren, four girls 
and one boy. 
Higbee is a small 
farming town in 
the central part 
of the state. My 
parents were 

farmers. Dad ran the farm and did car-
pentry work building silos and my mother 
was a full-time mom. We didn’t have elec-
tricity so mom did all the washing by hand 
on a washboard and we all did farm chores. 
I can remember feeding the chickens, col-
lecting eggs, and baiting and tending the 
set line in the farm pond for fish and tur-
tles. I went to a country school on the edge 
of town walking the four miles from home 
to and from school. When my parents built 
their house, people came from a neighbor-
ing town on the train to help. Dad met 
them at the depot and brought them to the 
site. This went on every day until the house 
was finished. Folks needed to help other 
folks back then. The farm was worked by 
my nephew growing soybeans, corn, peas, 
cattle, and hogs until he recently retired.  

My mother passed away when I was 12 
years old so the following year I came to 
Kalispell to live with my sister, Francis, and 
her husband, Fred Sundelius. I rode from 
Missouri to Montana in a small coupe with 
my sister's brother-in law, Clarence, and 
his wife. There were three Sundelius boys 
and they all became osteopaths. They paid 
for their education by one going to school 
while the other two worked and continued 
this until all three completed their training. 
We lived on 2n Avenue East in Kalispell 
and they owned a cabin on Ashley Lake. 
During the winter, we’d cut ice from the 
lake and store it under sawdust in a small 
ice house and have ice all summer. 

I graduated from Kalispell High school 
and went to work for Montgomery Ward. 
In 1941, when I was 21 years old, I met Milo 
at a Rainbow -Demolay dance. He worked 
for the Great Northern Railroad as a Car 
Foreman. We married and moved into the 
house he owned on Kalispell Avenue in 
Whitefish.  

In 1942, we bought a couple lots and 
built a cabin on Whitefish Lake about half-

way up East Lake Shore drive. At the time, 
Milo took some criticism from folks asking 
why in the world he would buy a place so 
far out of town. Of course, in retrospect it is 
obvious that buying that property was a 
wise investment. Milo did all the land 
clearing for the power line and road by 
himself using hand tools. He never owned a 
chain saw until he retired. I recall Fred and 
him blasting a stump that was so close to 
the cabin, dirt and rocks rained down on 
the roof. We eventually expanded the cabin 
into a house and moved there in the mid-
60's. Milo and Fred, my brother in law, 
loved to fish and would often go out at 
dawn and fish till time to head for work. 
We sold the house in the mid-seventies and 
bought our home in Happy Valley. Milo did 
land clearing here also all by hand. He’d get 
up early and read the bible. After I’d get up, 
we’d go to McDonald’s for breakfast. After 
returning home he’d go to work clearing 
brush and trees and digging out stumps. 
He loved to work outdoors and had some 
beautiful gardens. A few years later we pur-
chased a small cabin on Ashley Lake espe-
cially for the grandchildren to enjoy. Milo 
said, “If you aren't at the lake it always feels 
like you are missing out on something.” 

We had two daughters and a son. Now I 
have six grandchildren and 12 great grand-
children. As the kids grew up, I decided to 
go to work and managed the Hinderman's 
Mountain Shop on Big Mountain during 
the winter and the Village Shop downtown 
the rest of the year. During the winter, the 
Big Mountain road was very treacherous so 
Milo bought me our first four-wheel drive. 
Often, I'd share a ride and Milo and Don 
would wait for me at the base of the moun-
tain to pick me up and be sure we made it 
down OK. It took some time but I finally 
figured out how to master that slippery 
road.  

Whitefish was a working class town 
then. Everybody knew each other and life 
was fairly simple. Many of you might recall 
Quick's shoe store where a pair of shoes 
sold for $2. Things have changed here over 
the years but I think generally for the bet-
ter. 

All my life I have gone by the name 
Marybeth and until filing the paper work 
for retirement I thought that was my full 
name. When the original birth certificate 
came I found that my given name was Mary 
Elizabeth, but Marybeth had been the 
name that stuck.  

I love to quilt and still do a little. Over 
the years, I’ve made many, many quilts for 
friends and relatives. I used to sew, espe-
cially for my grandchildren. Milo bought 
me a classic Pfaff sewing machine but one 
of my granddaughters talked me out of it 
some years ago. :-) 

When I was growing up in Higbee, I be-
longed to the Christian Church so it was 
natural for me to continue with that de-
nomination after moving to Kalispell. Milo 
was a Presbyterian so after we married, we 
attended FPC in Whitefish. We were mar-
ried at my sister's home in Kalispell and 
Reverend Dana came down from Whitefish 
and performed the ceremony. This was in 
1941 and I became a member right away. I 
think I’m the oldest living member at FPC. 
Our children all attended and there was a 
wonderful Sunday school for the kids. 
Many of the teachers then are still active 
members now. I was active in Eastern Star 
and Presbyterian Women for many years 
frequently hosting the meetings for PW at 
my home. I would love to see more young 
people going to our church. I do miss the 
children. Whitefish Presbyterian is a won-
derful church with wonderful people and I 
cherish the memories I have of the years 
spent here. 

M a r y b e t h  M o n t g o m e r y :  
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 I grew up in 
Shelby, Ohio. My 
father was an 
industrial arts 
high school 
teacher and my 
mother worked 
as a secretary. I 
have a younger 
sister. After grad-
uating from SHS, 
I received a 
scholarship from 

Anderson University in Indiana. Anderson 
is a Christian college affiliated with The 
Church of God. Several well-known gospel 
singers came from Anderson including 
Sandi Patty and The Gaither Trio. Sandi 
and I and her first family acted in theatre 
productions and remain friends to this day. 

Saved as a youngster at camp, I attended 
Christian and Missionary Alliance through-
out my school years. At AU, I ended up 
pursuing a degree in broadcasting and 
business and eventually ran the university 
radio station. I also managed public rela-
tions for the local chapter of the Associa-
tion of Retarded Citizens. While at Ander-
son, an innovative international service 
program gave me the opportunity to go to 
the UK and help re-build manor houses for 
Tibetan refugees. I also traveled to Guate-
mala where I worked on television produc-
tions. The broadcasting bug resulted in my 
first professional gig as a disc jockey and 
copywriter for WLHN.  

After graduation, I moved to New York 
City which held an allure for me having 
spent time there ‘inhaling’ Broadway pro-
ductions and sought employment with 
some people I had met during college. I 
ended up landing a job as a receptionist at 
a (very) small ad agency on Madison Ave-
nue where I learned how to place Yellow 
Pages advertising in my spare time. One 
day, I noticed an iconic advertising firm 
(Doyle Dane Bernbach) was looking for 
someone who had Yellow Pages advertising 
experience. I applied and got the job. DDB 
soon landed a Yellow Pages contract with 
Atari Video Games and put me work on 
their account. This was when Pac Man and 
other Atari video games were wildly popu-
lar. Atari liked my work and offered me a 
job in California as Advertising Manager 
for Product Services. Through this experi-
ence, I learned about a little known part of 
advertising called direct marketing. Direct 
Marketing is based on data/information a 
company has obtained about consumer’s 

shopping habits, interests, activities and is 
now the foundation of nearly all marketing.   

After a few years in Silicon Valley, I was 
recruited to come to work for an agency in 
Denver, CO. on the Mountain Bell account. 
I met my husband while in Denver and was 
married at a Presbyterian Church. I be-
came very involved in a small home study 
group with folks who remain close friends 
to this day. I loved Denver but the company 
wanted me to make a move to Dallas. Ra-
ther than opt for the city of glitz, I sought 
an over-seas assignment with another com-
pany and my new husband and I soon 
packed our bags and moved to Hong Kong.  

Hong Kong is one of my favorite cities 
with one of the most exciting business en-
vironments in the world. For the next five 
years, I built and ran direct marketing ad-
vertising agencies from Tokyo, Japan south 
to Bangalore, India.  

Both of our daughters were born in 
Hong Kong. Eighteen years later, we 
‘adopted’ a boy from XiangXhou, China. I 
would have happily stayed in Hong Kong, 
but my husband felt the girls should be 
educated in the U.S. We first went to Chi-
cago, IL and lived for 18 months but decid-
ed we wanted to live in a warm climate and 
moved to the Dallas/Fort Worth Metroplex 
where I had received a job offer. We had 
left the States with two suitcases and a box 
each and returned five years later with a 
40’ foot container, two kids, and a cat! 

We lived in Texas for 15 years initially 
building a house in Colleyville. At first, we 
attended a non-denominational church but 
eventually joined a Baptist congregation. 
We continued to travel going every winter 
on ski journeys to different locations and 
internationally. 

About halfway during our tenure in Tex-
as we felt we wanted to make a move to a 
more laid-back rural area and decided to 
locate in Brock, Texas. In the land of Texas 
Football, Brock was known for its State 
Championship Boys and Girls Basketball.  
We were in the midst of building our con-
temporary country home when a faulty 
appliance over-flowed causing us to have to 
tear up a huge area of flooring. As it hap-
pened, we had already completed a barn on 
the new property so decided to campout in 
it while extensive repairs were being made 
to the house. We anticipated a short stay 
but ended up living a full year in that barn 
with one wall separating us from the horses 
and chickens. It turned out to be a very 
humbling experience which gave us insight 

into areas we never would have known had 
things not unfolded as they did. I later 
wrote a book about the experience titled 
“SLAM.  Raising Teenagers in a Pole Barn”. 

My 30 year marketing career has been 
diverse across locations, industries, and 
companies but has always revolved around 
data-based marketing strategy and imple-
mentation. Whether in management for 
Ogilvy, Draft FCB, Yahoo, or Independent 
Consulting, I have always pursued my pas-
sion for helping companies and organiza-
tions grow and thrive.  My work has includ-
ed several international dealings two of 
which have been entrepreneurial ventures 
in France and India. India has become a bit 
of a second home to me and is the perfect 
counterpoint to life in the Flathead Valley.    

A few years ago, we were looking for a 
new place to ski-trip and a cousin, who 
lived in Lakeside, invited us to ski Big 
Mountain. We fell in love with the area and 
decided to move here from Texas. I formed 
a company named MarketingLever.com 
and started doing consulting work for some 
local businesses. I also became involved 
with working with the State of Montana on 
economic development initiatives. 

Unfortunately, my 25 year marriage 
dissolved but I loved living here and decid-
ed to stay. I currently reside just kitty-
corner to FPC and every morning was fas-
cinated with the beautiful carillon chimes. 
The architecture and gorgeous windows of 
FPC have always appealed to me and one 
Sunday I decided to check it out. I was de-
lighted with the intellect, ritual, and 
warmth of the service, the people, and the 
Edelweiss melody for the benediction 
sealed the deal for me! Also, I felt a connec-
tion to Tim in that we both hailed from the 
South. I’ve been attending FPC for a year 
and a half and have happily now trans-
ferred my membership. During the ser-
mon, most folks will notice two things 
about me:1) I never wear a nametag and 2) 
I use either IPhone or IPad to take sermon 
notes which I share with my extended fam-
ily and friends. I’ve named these tidbits 
PPG’s, or Presby Pulpit Gems. 

I enjoy skiing and hiking and I also love 
contemporary architecture and mentoring 
talented young creative-driven people. I 
appreciate all form of the arts and am in-
volved with The Crown of the Continent 
Guitar Foundation. I plan to live in White-
fish until I build my home overlooking 
Swan Lake. I feel blessed to be able to live 
and work and worship in this Last Best 
Place on Earth! It feels like home. 

D e b  C o u l s o n :  
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 My book really 
started years ago 
when I was doing 
graduate work at 
the University of 
Edinburgh in 
Scotland (in the 
1960’s). I started 
to explore how 
two specific disci-
plines fit together 
with faith— mod-
ern science and 
history. Were 

there real conflicts or not? I came to under-
stand that the apparent conflicts were not 
actually between faith and science or faith 
and historical science. The real conflicts 
were between materialism and a vital faith 
in the living God. Everything depends on 
how we view the results of modern 
knowledge. Do we use the lens of faith in 
God or the lens of materialism? Can we see 
“the hand of God” in the laws of nature, in 

miracles, and in human history or not? I 
believe that if we view modern knowledge 
with the lens of Christian faith it makes the 
most sense. Consequently, the so-called 
“conflicts” between faith and modern 
knowledge (i.e. such as the current evolu-
tion debate) can be eliminated. Christians 
and skeptics simply look at the same evi-
dence wearing different spectacles. Chris-
tians can feel comfortable then discussing 
their faith with non-believers because faith 
will no longer be seen as “blind faith” (or a 
“leap in the dark”) but as a reasonable 
faith. Faith is simply a different way of 
looking at the evidence. I believe, the right 
way! 

Over forty years of ministry I have 
watched as people struggled with some of 
life’s hardest issues and walked through 
the darkest valleys. This has led me to be-
lieve that the strongest evidence for Chris-
tian faith comes by “living the faith” in 
worship (private or public), prayer, and 
Christian service year in and year out. The 

final confirmation of our faith will only 
come with the resurrection (our and all 
creation) when God completes what he 
started with Israel and Jesus. This will be 
the final and full arrival of the promised 
“New Heaven and New Earth.” Then the 
debates about religion and theology will be 
over and “God will be all in all” (as St. Paul 
said). 

I wrote this book for those who may be 
fascinated or confused by some recent 
books written by modern, aggressive athe-
ists (like Richard Dawkins, Christopher 
Hitchens, Sam Harris, and a few others). I 
hope my book will bolster and challenge 
the faith of believers and also challenge the 
“materialistic views” of skeptics. I attempt 
to write with Christian charity instead of 
anger. I do this because this is how Christ 
wants us to engage with doubters and skep-
tics. I hope the book will lead some to re-
think and create some constructive conver-
sations.  

Is God Real? by Allen Foster 

 I grew up in 
the mountains of 
western Montana 
in Philipsburg. 
Marlene and I 
are twins. My 
dad was a dia-
mond driller 
working for a 
local mining 
company. He 
also served as 
Justice of the 

Peace and City Judge. Mom was a school 
teacher but mostly was a stay-at-home 
mom taking care of Marlene and I. She was 
a wonderful seamstress making all of our 
clothes. 

After graduating from high school, I 
attended MSU Northern in Havre where I 
earned an associate’s degree in Business. I 
met and married my first husband in 1958 
while attending MSU. The company he 
worked for wanted to send him to an urban 
area in another state but we decided we 
wanted the small town setting in Montana. 
He was offered a job at a Ford dealership in 
Conrad, Montana as Office Manager. We 

moved in 1963 and I worked as Adminis-
trative Assistant with Farm Credit for 25 
years. I was active in many organizations in 
Conrad such as: Eastern Star and Presby-
terian Women. I held a position with PW 
called East Leadership Coordinator. I was 
also active in Women of the Moose, Ameri-
can Legion Auxiliary, and FVW Auxiliary. 
The Presbyterian Church has been my 
home my entire life. I was active in the 
church in Conrad teaching junior high bi-
ble study, serving as elder, deacon, Clerk of 
Session, and participating in PW. 

My first husband died in 1989. We had 
two children together and now I have four 
grandchildren. In 1995, I married Ken 
Duncan. In doing so, I gained three step-
children, a girl and a boy, five more grand-
children, and 14 great grandchildren. Ken 
was a widower. We met while serving on 
the Hospital Board.  

One of the thrills of my life was to attend 
the Passion Play at Oberammergau, Ger-
many. Another favorite trip was to the 
South Pacific on a cruise visiting Tahiti, 
Bora Bora, Pago Pago, American Samoa, 
Fiji, New Zealand and Australia. Marlene 
and I, along with some family members, 

took a trip to England one year. 

Last August, Ken had a heart attack and 
was unable to assist in keeping up our large 
house and yard in Conrad. The Lord was 
working for us. An apartment came open at 
The Springs in Whitefish in December. Ken 
is in rehabilitation and lives at the Imman-
uel Lutheran Home where I visit him every 
evening. He will return home soon I hope. 
I’m so thankful to be living in the moun-
tains again. The plains of eastern Montana 
have a beauty of its own but I do love the 
mountains. God made a marvelous world 
and He wants us to take good care of it.  

 I’ve attended WFPC occasionally for the 
past 54 years. We would visit family fre-
quently and attend when in Whitefish. I’m 
active in PW and the LAMBS (Ladies A.M. 
Bible Study). I like to read, do bible study, 
knit prayer shawls, play piano for Eastern 
Star, and hike. I love attending this church. 
What is so striking about the congregation 
is the genuineness of the people when they 
express their love and acceptance. I appre-
ciate the services and look forward to at-
tending each week. By the way, if you speak 
to me be on my left side. I am totally deaf 
in my right ear. 

J e a n  D u n c a n :  

Allen Foster has published a book that gives a fascinating response to a question 

that has bewildered and challenged people for centuries. This response is both vital 

and urgent in a society of declining faith. 
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The annual Flower Sale began when 
Andy Kennaly was pastor and I was the 
Youth Minister. We were looking for ways 
to finance the youth’s mission trips. We 
needed to raise between three to five thou-
sand dollars per year and I wanted to ac-
complish that quickly rather than doing 
several projects over an extended period of 
time. Andy had done a flower sale with his 
former congregation in Washington. They 
went to a wholesale nursery to buy the 
flowers, marked them up to retail, and 
made a nice profit. I decided to explorer 
this concept as a fund raiser for our youth 
group. 

It took three years to find a wholesale 
nursery that would work with me. I called 
all over Montana and parts of Idaho with 
no success. Finally, I found Creach Green-
house in Spokane, Washington.  

Grandpa Creach, who has since passed 
away, was a pastor. He developed his 
greenhouse business while pastoring a 
church. His son Allen, who was a youth 
minister, was the first person I talked with. 
We spent more time talking ministry than 
talking flowers. Allen was very enthusiastic 

about supporting our ministry in White-
fish. 

The first year of the sale in 2005, one of 
the youth group moms and I drove to Spo-
kane. We really didn’t know what we were 
doing but we did have pre-orders. We 
learned as we went and pulled flowers and 
put them in the racks ready to ship. We 
started at 8:00 a.m. and finished at 7:00 
p.m. and drove back to Whitefish that 
night. Needless to say, we were exhausted. 
The sale made about $3,000 that year. 

The next year, we got a little more smart 
and invited more people to go to Spokane. 
Over time, the yearly event has developed 
into a fellowship time. Anyone is welcome 
to come. We usually go over two weeks 
before the sale and stay at a hotel.  

The Creach facility is huge covering 13 
greenhouses each the size of a football 
field! After getting coordinated with the 
staff regarding our orders, we systematical-
ly begin going through the greenhouses 
pulling the flowers to fulfill our orders. We 
then look at what would be appropriate for 
the extra tables. Every year we look at what 
we have left over and think we never 

should have ordered that many of these or 
that many of that, having to practically give 
them away. Through experience, the sale 
has developed and gotten more cost effec-
tive each year. Typically, seven people will 
go to Spokane. Two or four are needed just 
to run the carts transporting the flowers 
and plants to a storage area the Creaches 
have set aside for us. The rest of the people 
pull the flats off the ground and place them 
on the carts. 

Creach Greenhouses considers us one of 
their top customers bringing in $20,000 to 
$30,000 a year to their business. We’ve 
developed a bond with the folks in this 
family run business bringing gifts from the 
church for everyone each year. Their dona-
tion to us is to only charge $200 for ship-
ping a semi-truck and panel truck to 
Whitefish each May. All their drivers love 
coming to Whitefish and fight for the privi-
lege to make the delivery. Allen, the owner, 
made the trip a couple years ago to see first
-hand how we run the sale. 

The sale has gone from an event to fi-
nance the youth group to fund-raiser 
providing money for several Whitefish 
charities. Last year’s sale made $5000 
profit and was donated to Young Life, 
Shepherd’s Hand Clinic, North Valley Food 
Bank, and Habitat for Humanity. The 
Flower Sale has become a popular commu-
nity event for Whitefish over the years. 
Who wouldn’t want to see all that color and 
know the money raised is going to be given 
away to local charity organizations?  

Many people in our church volunteer to 
help with the sale. One may be manning a 
table taking money, or watering, or dead-
heading, or pulling all the pre-order flow-
ers. Everyone is welcome to share in this 
ministry and continue to make it a success 
for the mission of our church. 

By Bob Paulus 

Dying to Self Dying to Self Dying to Self Part IIIPart IIIPart III   

There exists five life forms; the lowest 
form is plant life. Plants pretty much sit 
there and exist. One step above plant life is 
animal life. Picture a dog, he barks, wags 
his tail, barks, runs around, and barks 
some more. However, animals are eons 
above plants on the life scale. The next step 
up is human life. Humans are galaxies 
above animal life (at least most are) in so-
phistication, reasoning ability, and down-
right usefulness. The comparison is ex-
treme to say the least.  

One notch above human life is angelic 
life; but what a notch that is—try to imag-

ine what a group of traveling angels would 
think if they happen to take a trip to planet 
earth. They soar in for a landing, look 
around, and…? The complexity of humans 
might positively baffle them. Angelic jaws 
would drop at observing people going 
about their day by day business of money 
grubbing, squabbling, happiness pursuing, 
fear mongering, physique fretting, one-up-
man-ship life styles that permeates the 
lives of at least 90% of humans that inhabit 
this planet. They’d beat wings to their gold-
en loft and sing praises of worship for 1000 
years just to get the sight erased from their 

by Shelle Kuntz 
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consciousness. 

The life form that reigns supreme in the 
all-of- all is divine life. It is one life form 
above angelic life and two life forms above 
human life. It is the life of God Himself and 
there is no higher. 

In the living out of our lives, we Chris-
tians have an amazingly unique opportuni-
ty. We can choose to live our lives by 
means of the fruit of that cursed tree which 
permeates our humanity or we can choose 
to live by the highest life, two life forms 
above the fallen human and even above the 
angels themselves. 

How does one live by divine life? First, 
one must die. That corrupted entity we call 
self that we protect with six feet of titanium 
armor must go to the cross, the great de-
stroyer of everything. Nothing else works 
like a cross.  

One can never be prepared for the cross, 
if one were, it wouldn’t be a cross. The 
cross is designed to kill and no one, I mean 
no one, wants to die. This was true for 
God’s Son, it is true for us (let us not forget 
our Lord’s words, “Father, if you are will-
ing, take this cup from me; yet not my 
will, but yours be done.” Luke 42:22) 

I’ve heard countless times a message 
delivered by Christians to other Christians 
through conversations, books, sermons, 
and classes stating that Christians should 
strive to employ their fallen, corrupted, 
human will to life’s situations to live-out a 
life of obedience to God; to do so centers 
the Christian in the fruit of the forbidden 
tree and doesn’t acknowledge the fruit of 
the tree of life. This may come as a surprise 
but God is not interested in human instru-
mentality; He desires divine instrumentali-
ty! He wants to live out His life within eve-
ry believer manifesting Himself however 
He chooses. To some, He is the gift of heal-
ing; to others, He is the gift of prophesy 
and so on. Consider all those wonderful 
spiritual gifts listed in holy writ. What they 
boil down to is— He is your gift. 

There are some Christians who may pray 
a foolish prayer. That prayer may go some-
thing like this: “Lord, make me into the 
likeness of your Son.” If our Lord chooses 
to answer that prayer, it will be the blackest 
day of their lives. They will experience the 
life of Christ and at the center of Christ, 

there exists a cross. Isaiah didn’t call Him 
the man of sorrows for nothing. Our Lord 
is the Lord of Easter Sunday but He is also 
the Lord of Golgotha. To experience Him in 
His fullness is to experience the cross. That 
self-serving self that tries so hard to be 
good and messes up so royally must go. It 
will only frustrate and accomplish nothing 
that is pleasing to the Lord. To employ its 
use in the living out of the Christian life is 
to attempt to sail an ocean in a rusted-out 
ship riddled with holes. 

Many people seem to think God is look-
ing for people He can bless. Actually, He is 
looking for people He can lead to the cross. 
Few go as willingly as Christ did; in fact, 
most try to avoid it. But when God is per-
sistent, He has a way of bringing the cross 
into a Christian’s life. That cross may con-
sist of diverse circumstances but all are 
designed to accomplish transformation of 
the believer into the image of Christ. At the 
very center of self resides the human will 
and it is just as fallen as all aspects of our 
humanity. The will must be abandoned as 
Christ proclaimed, “Not my will but 
yours.” With great pain and anguish, Christ 
laid down his human will (even though it 
was not corrupted) knowing the horrible 
event that would surely follow. Most will 
not relinquish so easily. When the human 
will, so deeply entrenched in the self, clash-
es with the divine, the resulting explosion 
can shake the heavens. 

Some think they are seeking the cross 
and willingly submit to painful loss. Per-
haps you give something up with great pain 
and sacrifice. With righteous conviction 
you tell yourself you are indeed suffering 
for Christ but reaping rewards of being 
transformed into the image of Christ. This 
is not the cross but a contrived substitute 
made real by a self-serving imagination. 
When a sincere and caring fellow believer 
confronts you by saying, “You are a self-
made martyr with a masochistic personal-
ity you use to hide your insecurities,” that 
is your cross! 

There is simply no way to prepare for it. 
The cross overwhelms your being till every 
circuit shorts and resistance fails. Death 
comes knocking and you sink into a black 
abyss. It feels as cold and devoid of hope as 
a tomb and just as empty. Satan dances a 
victory jig on the roof while you lay in a 

death grip of despair convinced that you 
will never rise again and experience a life 
that was promised. 

Suddenly, light pieces the darkness! 
Pulsating, radiant life surges into your re-
generated spirit as darkness dissolves into 
ash blown by divine wind. You have experi-
enced resurrection. Resurrection always 
follows the cross giving new life to a life-
less spirit—Divine Life! The highest life! 
God fills us with His spirit giving us the 
means to live each day by means of His life 
which permeates our very being. The old 
man is dead and we can proclaim with Paul 
who wrote to the Gauls, “I have been cruci-
fied with Christ; and it is no longer I who 
live, but Christ lives in me.” (Gal. 2:20) 

To die to self is to lose your life on the 
cross and embrace the highest life in the 
universe accepting it as your own. The dis-
ciples of Christ had nothing on you. You 
possess all they did to live out a life-union 
relationship with God having koinonia 
(fellowship) with Christ and His church. It 
is done through Christ and has been for 
close to two thousand years. The only thing 
that prevents anyone from experiencing 
the realization of this is their failure to rec-
ognize the truth of it. Christian tend to 
keep the self alive by protecting and nur-
turing it. It is ironic that this practice has 
been encouraged but understandable in 
light of the teaching proclaiming the self as 
being the seat of the spiritual side of man. 
Just listen to these influential thinkers to 
name just a few: “Man is body and soul, the 
soul is that part of him that is spiritual.”—
Plato. “Man is body and soul.”—Augustine.  
“Man is body and soul, the soul is that part 
of him that is spiritual.”—Thomas Aquinas. 
The list goes on and on. 

Now, consider this (to list a few): “May 
your spirit and soul and body be sancti-
fied.”—Paul. Or, “The word of God divides 
soul from spirit.”—Paul. 

Do we live by the means of fallen human 
life two rungs down the life scale of God’s 
creation? Or, do we live by the highest life? 
Trust that God will bring the living out of 
His life within you a present and daily ex-
perience that has existed in its fullest since 
the cross of Christ. Faith in Christ makes it 
so; experiencing it is something that hap-
pens to you. 

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