
I was born in Tuxedo Park, New York 
and attended elementary school at Spring 
Valley, New York. My dad was a doctor and 
my mom worked as a nurse, teacher, got an 
art degree and worked at a florist, and 
eventually went back to teaching. I have 
two sisters and a brother with me being the 
second oldest of four. 

When I entered ninth grade, I went to an 
all-girls boarding school in Pittsfield, Mas-
sachusetts. After graduation, I attended the 
University of New Hampshire graduating 
in 1989 with a degree in Outdoor Education 
and Studio Arts. I had a passion for art, 
back packing, rock climbing, and leading 
outdoor groups. 

While doing student teaching at the 
boarding school I attended in Pittsfield, I 
made friends with a woman who was from 
Whitefish who told me about the wonderful 
skiing and beauty of the Flathead Valley. 
My boyfriend and I were looking for a ski-
ing location to move to and we read an arti-
cle in Snow Board Magazine about Big 
Mountain. I recalled what my friend had 
told me about Whitefish so we decided to 
make the move. I later married him but 
unfortunately, the marriage ended in di-
vorce. We have two girls who are now 18 
and 15 years old. 

Shortly after arriving in Whitefish I got a 

job on Big Mountain with their day care 
center, Kiddie Corner, and eventually be-
came manager. After getting pregnant with 
my first child, I decided to work in town 
and helped a friend start a day care facility 
called Little Britches which I also helped 
run. After both my girls were in Kindergar-
ten, we closed Little Britches and turned it 
into Whitefish Community School which is 
a non-profit organization. I bought the Kid-
die Corner on Big Mountain and ran it for 
four years until the mountain bought me 
out and I decided to come down to the new-
ly built health club facility called The Wave 
to run their child care facility as Children 
Activities Manager which is my present 
vocation.  

I’ve worked with children for the past 25 
years. It is a labor I love. I’ve found that 
children keep me humble and focused on 
the most important things in life as they 
provide an inner joy that nothing else can 
give with their unconditional love. Some 
days it seems the most important thing I 
can do is hold a baby knowing I’m keeping 
it safe. 

I love living in Whitefish and appreciate 
the wonderful outdoor opportunities this 
area has to offer. I like to golf, ski, and knit. 
I also enjoy reading various types of books 
including novels, self-help, and spiritual 
literature. 

I came to 
FPC 
through the 
basement. 
I’ve been 
attending 
the A.A. 
program for 
about six 
years. A.A. 
is the first 
place I ever 
found God. 
My friends 
Dale and 
Gayle Bax had been encouraging me to 
attend the church for some time and I final-
ly felt like I was ready to explore and expe-
rience more of God working in my life and 
hoped the church environment would pro-
vide that. 

It took a long time for me to entertain 
religion in my life. My mother is Jewish 
and my father is Catholic. We attended a 
Unitarian church while I was growing up. 
The Tuxedo Park school was Episcopalian. 
I was baptized there and experienced the 
Episcopal teaching for about three years. 
However, after I entered high school I lost 
interest in religion and dropped out entire-
ly. It wasn’t until recently that I felt a need 
for spirituality in my life. The divorce was 
devastating and I turned to alcohol. There 
was not any amount of drugs including 
alcohol that could make the terrible feel-
ings I was experiencing about myself go 
away. With my life spiraling out of control 
it became unmanageable and I decided to 
attend A.A. where I found the presence and 
peace of God and wonderful support peo-
ple. I am very thankful to the A.A. program. 
I could never have gotten my life in order 
alone. 

I have found the people at FPC to be 
warm and welcoming and Pastor Tim is 
such a down-to-earth non-judgmental man. 
I feel very comfortable here. I have the de-
sire to be more active in the church but 
with work and commitments, it’s difficult 
to find the time. I am thankful to the people 
of FPC for being so welcoming and I plan 
on passing on that unconditional love and 
acceptance to future people who decide to 
attend FPC. 
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 I grew 
up in Troy, 
Alabama. 
My dad 
worked for 
the Soil 
Conserva-
tion Service 
and my 
mom taught 
school 
teaching 
2nd and 5th 

grade. They are both retired and have 
moved back to the town they grew up in, 
Auburn, Alabama. After high school gradu-
ation, I attended college in Auburn and 
earned a bachelor’s degree in nursing.  

I developed a love for the western life-
style while spending a semester working at 
a dude ranch in Colorado. Living in north-
west Montana appealed.  After graduating 
from college, I moved to Missoula and 
found employment at Saint Patrick Hospi-
tal. After about a year, I made a move to 
work at the NICU (new-born intensive care 
unit) at Community Hospital. About two 
and a half years later, I decided to work 
toward getting my master’s in nursing. 
MSU has a distance learning program 

where one can get a degree from them but 
attend class on the U of M Campus.  I ob-
tained my master’s degree from MSU.  

After graduating I accepted an intern-
ship at Evergreen Clinic in Kalispell. I end-
ed up working there as a nurse practitioner. 
I lived in Whitefish and commuted to work 
in Kalispell. After living here for a few 
years, I met Josh. We began dating and 
discovered that our families live about four 
hours apart with Josh’s living in Georgia 
and mine in Alabama. Our upbringing was 
very similar and our interests are the same 
or complimentary. We were married in 
2005. 

In 2009, I took a job at the North Valley 
Hospital’s Urgent Care clinic at Whitefish 
Mountain Resort. I enjoyed the close-knit 
community that the resort fosters. Later,  I 
accepted a job at North Valley Hospital in 
the  Emergency Department where I’m 
employed at the present. 

In March of 2012, Josh and I were 
blessed with our daughter Mary Hannah. 
She’s almost two years old and every day 
brings something new and exciting. 

I visited FPC off and on during 2002 
along with a few other churches trying to 
get a feel for how each conducted worship 

and over-all church experience. The Pres-
byterian Church really appealed to me after 
enjoying the RUF ministries in college. I 
had experienced churches that are non-
denominational and  independent in their 
theology/leadership.  I found many church-
es with a contemporary style of music. I 
wanted something more traditional and 
well defined in the church’s belief system 
and liturgy. I attended  Faith Covenant 
Presbyterian  Church  for several years.  
Both before  I met Josh and after we were 
married. Ultimately,  Josh and I decided we 
wanted to be a part of a church in our own 
community.    

Dudley Rose was Interim pastor here 
during the time  when Josh and I began to  
visit churches in Whitefish again. We relat-
ed well to Dudley and the people in the 
congregation made us feel welcome and 
accepted into the church family. We love 
the diversity of the people’s backgrounds 
we have encountered at FPC. Folks seem to 
have immigrated here from all over the 
country with some being native to this area 
and formed a close-knit faith community 
that radiates unconditional love towards 
each other regardless of who they are or 
where they come from. I’m thankful for the 
good people at FPC for making Josh and I 
feel so welcome into the church family. 

J u d y  S m i t h :  

 I was 
born in 
Miami, 
Florida in 
1975. My 
family 
moved to 
Augusta, 
Georgia 
when I was 
about two 
years old. 
My dad 

worked for the government and mom 
worked with developmentally disabled peo-
ple. I lived in Augusta my entire life until I 
moved to Whitefish. 

After graduating from high school, I at-
tended Berry College at Rome, Georgia for 
a couple of years majoring in Criminal Jus-
tice. Starting at the age of 13, I had worked 
sweeping floors at an outdoors store in Au-

gusta. I came back from college and began 
working there again during summers and 
eventually full-time. All toll, I worked at 
that store for 10 years. 

I have a love for the outdoors. Several 
years ago, I visited a friend who lives in the 
Whitefish area and literally fell in love with 
the beauty and outdoors opportunities this 
area has to offer so in May 2001 I moved to 
Whitefish. My first job was working for the 
Great Northern Bar flipping hamburgers 
till October when I landed a job with 
Kimber Manufacturing in Kalispell. Kimber 
manufactures firearms and their national 
sales office is in Kalispell. I still lived in 
Whitefish but commuted to Kalispell. 

In March of 2004 I met my wife Judy. 
We were married in July 2005. Our daugh-
ter was born in March 2012. 

Recently I opened my business Reggie's 
Quick Lube in Whitefish. I was tired of 

commuting and wanted to make Whitefish 
not only where I lived but also where I 
worked. We opened in November and just 
performed our 100th oil change. We hope to 
be doing 100 oil changes a week as our 
business progresses. 

Judy is from Alabama and I’m from 
Georgia. We share similar backgrounds and 
hail from the same part of the country but 
we met out here in Whitefish. God obvious-
ly does his work even though one doesn’t 
realize it till things fall into place. We 
looked for a church to attend and started 
with Faith Covenant in Kalispell. The pas-
tor was a fantastic man who we chose to 
marry us. We continued to explore around 
for a church often attending Faith Covenant 
but we wanted a church to really call home. 
My background was Presbyterian PTA and 
Judy’s was Southern Baptist. After visiting 
FPC Whitefish, we requested a visit and 
Dudley Rose stopped by to see us. He came 

J o s h  S m i t h :  
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from Georgia and we immediately connect-
ed with him. We visited for several weeks to 
get the pulse of FPC and were very im-
pressed by the family atmosphere we found 
here. There are many folks who have taken 
a true interest in our lives and some have 
given presents of toys to give to our daugh-
ter. The people at FPC have truly warmed 
our hearts in a special way. Tim is a great 
asset to the church and I enjoy his messag-
es and the fact he is a fan of college foot-
ball. I’m a Georgia Bulldog fan and Tim 
likes the Tennessee Volunteers. We have 
had a few opportunities to help with the 
Bike & Build crews in the summer and with 

the flower sales. I’ve also participated in the 
Habitat for Humanity home in Columbia 
Falls.   

The churches Judy and I attended in the 
past were very formal and I expected the 
authority structure of FPC Whitefish to be 
about the same so when I was asked to 
serve on Session a year ago, I declined be-
cause I have a hard time coping with that 
much seriousness. I was asked again re-
cently to serve on Session and this time I 
accepted. In getting to know the other Ses-
sion members I feel more relaxed about 
serving and also realize that being on Ses-
sion is an opportunity for me to truly serve 

the church. I’d love to see the church grow 
especially in attracting young people. When 
we first visited FPC, we did notice there 
were few young adults in attendance. How-
ever, we also noticed how genuinely the 
folks here cared about us. 

I enjoy any activity that is “outside”. I 
love to ski, fish and hunt, especially bird 
hunt mainly upland and waterfowl. The 
name of my business is Reggie’s, named 
after my bird dog. Judy and I also love to 
camp and enjoy Hungry Horse Reservoir 
frequently. I also love College Football. I try 
not to take life too seriously. If something is 
fun, I’ll do it. 

 I was born in 
Miami, Florida. 
My dad was a 
foreman for Flori-
da Power & Light 
Company and 
mom was a home-
maker. I have two 
older brothers, 
one in Dallas, 
Texas, and one in 
Augusta, Georgia. 

Tom and I dated in high school. In fact, 
our parents were concerned that we were 
too young to get married, so off to college 
we went after graduation. I attended Miami 
Dade for the first two years working as a 
secretary to make tuition costs. I trans-
ferred to Florida State University majoring 
in Business Education, did my student 
teaching in Miami, and graduated in 1967..  

Tom and I were married in Miami in 
December, 1967. We moved to Knoxville, 
Tennessee where I worked as Executive 
Secretary for the city’s mayor. I began work 
on my master’s degree at the University of 
Tennessee along with Tom. After earning 
my master’s degree in Business Education, 
I accepted a teaching position at Southwest 
Virginia Community College in Richlands, 
Virginia. Our lives got complicated for a 
while as Tom took a job in Johnson City, 
Tennessee.  For several years, our weekly 
schedule included two nights (Monday and 
Wednesday) in Johnson City, two nights 
(Tuesday and Thursday) in Abingdon, Vir-
ginia, and three nights (Friday, Saturday, 
and Sunday) skiing on Beech Mountain, 
North Carolina.  

I taught at Southwest Virginia Commu-
nity College for five years until I became 

pregnant with our first daughter, Terri.  We 
bought a home in Johnson City where Tom 
worked. After some time, I became bored 
and decided to work toward a doctorate 
degree at East Tennessee State University 
in Johnson City. I earned the doctorate in 
Educational Administration and Supervi-
sion in 1979. 

Tom got a job in Janesville, Wisconsin, 
so we made the move north. My mom was 
undergoing treatment for breast cancer so 
she came to live with us. We had two more 
children, Traci and Tommy, and I was a 
stay-at-home mom. When the kids went to 
school, I started teaching at the University 
of Wisconsin at Whitewater working as 
Program Coordinator for Business Educa-
tion in the College of Education, teaching 
methods courses in Accounting, Keyboard-
ing, Computer Applications, Marketing, 
Personal Finance, Business Law, etc.  I 
placed and supervised student teachers at 
the elementary, middle, and high school 
levels.  I retire in 2007 after more than 28 
years in teaching. 

Tom and I retired together. Being avid 
skiers, we placed at the top of our bucket 
list the intention to travel in our motor 
home to all the ski resorts we read or heard 
about in the west. We visited 17 ski resorts 
that winter in the U. S. and Canada.  
Friends had advised us to not miss Big 
Mountain in northwest Montana. Our fa-
vorite ski area before coming to the Big 
Mountain was Vale, Colorado. However, 
the high altitude was bad for Tom’s heart 
condition so we decided to look around for 
a ski resort with lower elevation. Shortly 
after experiencing this area, we fell in love 
with the community of Whitefish. On one 
occasion, I was speaking with a local at a 
super market and remarking how much we 

loved it here.  She said in a whisper, “Don’t 
tell anybody!” I think folks are sometimes 
afraid word will get out! 

Over the next three winters, we rented 
different houses each year in Whitefish. 
Over time, we have joined several ski 
groups and have eagerly looked forward to 
enjoying the winter season in Whitefish. 
Last July, we bought a house on Big Moun-
tain and we are really enjoying the conven-
ience of living close to the slopes. We also 
look forward to spending more time in the 
summer and fall in Whitefish.  We still own 
our home in Janesville, Wisconsin, and 
plan to travel back and forth during the 
year.  

I enjoy skiing and RVing. Our present 
motor home is the fifth we’ve owned. We 
started RVing when the kids were young. 
Over the years, we’ve traveled extensively 
while camping, skiing, and fishing. 

What really impressed us about FPC 
Whitefish is the friendliness of the people. 
Last year, someone remarked that since 
they had seen us attending pretty regularly, 
we should have name tags. The next Sun-
day we were given our personal name tags, 
which really impressed us. The people here 
are so thoughtful of newcomers. I really 
enjoy Pastor Tim’s recent sermons entitled, 
“A Practical Guide to Christian Living”, that 
has been so meaningful to me. We’ve been 
members of Rock Prairie United Presbyter-
ian Church in Janesville, Wisconsin, for 36 
years where I’ve taught Sunday School for 
many years and served on church commit-
tees. I’d like to say to the good folks at FPC, 
continue to be the friendly, welcoming 
church you are. We feel blessed to be a part 
of this church family.  

H a r r i e t  R o g e r s :  
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I’ve always been intrigued by the Ses-
sion. Oh, I’ve never given much thought to 
becoming an elder, too much commitment 
for too long, lengthy meetings (over 20 
minutes), and I’d have to (shudder) work as 
a team member. I know myself well and 
patience of others is not one of my virtues. 
However, I got to thinking, how well is the 
Session at FPC understood as to what they 
do and how they do it? I asked a couple of 
folks to help me out. Pat Cole and Donna 

Maddux answered my call. 

Donna Maddux:  

The Session is the church level govern-
ing body. The Presbytery owns the property 
and it's held in trust by the local congrega-
tion. The Presbytery is a regional compo-
nent of the Synod, which is a regional com-
ponent of the General Assembly. Louisville, 
Kentucky is the administrative office but 
the decision making power lies in the elect-

ed representatives at each of the levels. 

Session is theoretically a faith leader; the 
meetings begin with prayer and a spiritual 
lesson or short worship. Most of the work 
of the Session is done in committees which 
may or may not be led by a Ruling El-
der. That work is reported in writing to the 
main body and, in the worst case scenario, 
is then read to the body by the Ruling Elder 
presenting. However, you don't see that 
happening much anymore. Now it is com-

 I was born in 
Steubenville, 
Ohio. My father 
was a physician 
and my mom a 
home-maker. I’ve 
always attended 
the Presbyterian 
Church being 
born into it. My 
mom was a beau-
tiful soloist in the 
choir and my dad 

was also very active in the church. We 
moved to Miami when I was 10 years old.  

Harriet and I have had a wonderful life 
together. We’ve been together since she 
was 17 and I was 18. We share the same 
birthday--May 1!  So, whatever she shares 
concerning her life’s story is also my life’s 
story. We’ve been married 47 years and 
have three wonderful children, Terri, Traci, 
and Tommy. 

I earned a master’s degree in City Plan-
ning from the University of Tennessee and 
went into local government. My first job 
was at Johnson City, Tennessee, as a plan-
ner and within a few years was promoted to 
Public Works Director.  

An opportunity arose to move to Ja-
nesville, Wisconsin, as Public Works Direc-
tor/Assistant City Manager so Harriet and I 
made the move. It was a good job and Ja-
nesville was a fine location to live and raise 
a family, so I stayed there my entire career. 
I retired in 2007 after 27 years with the 
City of Janesville.  

Retirement has been fun for Harriet and 
I. We love to travel in the RV motorhome 
and visit ski resorts which we both have a 
passion for. We also like to fish. In fact, our 
interests are identical. 

Harriet told the story as to the how and 
why we came to Whitefish, so I won’t re-
peat any of that. I’ll just say that we are 
fortunate to have a location that has good 
medical facilities and a church we can feel 
so comfortable attending. The facilities in 
Whitefish are fantastic in so many ways 
providing everything we need but it’s pri-
marily the wonderful people that make this 
area so attractive to us. They are like the 
good people in Wisconsin. 

It was natural that we sought out a Pres-
byterian Church to attend because it is the 
denomination I grew up in. We’ve attended 
Rock Prairie United Presbyterian Church in 
Janesville for the past 35 years where I’ve 

served as an elder. The people at FPC have 
opened their hearts to us since the first 
time we attended and made us feel wel-
come. The location of this church is such an 
asset being in the downtown part of White-
fish that it seems like the church is literally 
part of the community. I’d like to see a con-
tinuing emphasis on attracting youth so we 
can have good representation of all age 
groups. I’m a Christian traditionalist. Even 
though I occasionally enjoy contemporary 
music, I mostly prefer traditional which is 
what this church provides. I’m happy to see 
more children coming to services. I believe 
it is important to have a diversity of ages in 
a church. 

When we started attending FPC, Rever-
end Dudley Rose was the Interim Pastor.  
After talking with him, we learned that his 
uncle—Calvin Rose—was a pastor with the 
Miami Presbyterian Church. Reverend Cal-
vin Rose married us in 1967!!!!!  Small 
world! 

The people at FPC are its biggest asset. 
Together, they have made us feel welcome, 
appreciated, and loved. We both enjoy 
Tim’s sermons and look forward to Sunday 
morning worship services. We are blessed 
to have another home in beautiful White-
fish and another church to call our home. 

T o m  R o g e r s :  

(Left to right): Josh Smith, Bob McConnell, John Williamson, Mary 

Schwada, Jeanette Cheney, Donna Maddux, Chuck Paulus, Gail Bax                                                   

(missing): Shelle Kuntz, Frank Leftwich, Turner Askew 
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mon for elders to mention important high-
lights and assume the other elders will re-
view the written reports. The result of such 
mutual respect has cut session meetings 
from 2 1/2 hours to about 1 hour. 

Elders have a Biblical calling to pray 
with those in need, especially the sick, and 
to anoint them with oil. A healing service is 
coming up over Lent and is specifically 
intended for that purpose; but it can hap-
pen at any time. Our chapel used to have 
two elders per week waiting at the end of 
worship and the pastor would announce 
that if anyone was in need of prayer the 
elders were downstairs and available.   

Each of the elders serves on a commit-
tee: Worship, Christian Education, Fellow-
ship, Buildings & Grounds, Personnel, Fi-
nance/Stewardship, are examples. Many 
Sessions get a monthly report from the 
Deacons as well. This keeps the Session up 
to speed about all the work of the 
church. Ruling Elders are expected to grow 
in their faith as they apply their faith to the 
church's business decisions. Being an Elder 
in the church should translate into being an 
honest, principled leader in the communi-
ty. Growing in faith is the primary reason 
people give for agreeing to become a Ses-
sion member.   

Pat Cole:  

Session members are ordained by the 
congregation and serve three year terms. A 

person can serve two consecutive terms but 
then must take one year off before serving 
again. Traditionally, our church has had 12 
Session members but in recent years, that 
number declined to 9 or 10 due to the re-
duced size of the congregation. The Session 
has a budgeting process where money is 
allocated every year to proper categories 
based on projected income and need. 

Tim is an excellent leader for Session 
meetings. Everything is arranged in agenda 
form with guidelines regarding time frames 
to work in. It runs very smoothly and has 
dramatically cut down the time meetings 
used to take. 

Each elder is encouraged to be part of a 
committee. The committees are where the 
action is. An idea may be born within the 
working structure of the committee; that 
idea is taken to Session by the elder where 
they consider: does this fit within the vision 
for our church?  Sometimes an idea will be 
brought to Session where it will be discard-
ed by deciding that the church is not ready 
for the idea. But sometimes ideas will be 
molded and shaped by Session to where it 
is improved from the original context. An 
example of this happening recently is: an 
idea was presented to the Education Com-
mittee to conduct stained glass window 
tours for the public. This was brought to 
Session where it got people to thinking that 
we need to do more in deliberately welcom-
ing people to the church. This broader idea 

was made part of a Session retreat where it 
was presented by an elder, “Perhaps we 
should combine this idea of having the 
church open and welcome for some of the 
community events.” As a result the Wil-
liamson’s, with other volunteers, have been 
standing outside the building at a table 
handing out flyers along with treats and 
balloons for kids at events like the Farmers 
Market, Art Walk, Halloween, and Christ-
mas Stroll. We know that some recent wor-
ship service attendees have visited as a re-
sult of the warm welcome they received on 
the side walk in front of our church. This 
started with a simple idea that was brought 
before a committee and was expanded on 
by Session members and spread to enthusi-
astic workers who made it happen. 

After listening to Donna and Pat it was 
obvious that being elected an elder is both 
an honor and a privilege. It’s also a lot of 
work! Taking workers for granted is a 
habit that is common across all communi-
ty organizations including the church. It is 
also just as common to take the job they do 
for granted. Things that are successful 
don’t just happen, they are made to hap-
pen and the Session of FPC plays in major 
role in that success. To the Session I believe 
a “thank you” is in order. Thanks for being 
who you are as individuals and coopera-
tively serving the church. May your tribe 
increase. 

One Sunday, while enjoying cookies and coffee in the Fellow-
ship Hall after services and chatting with some buddies, I saun-
tered across the room by the serving counter and something sud-
denly occurred to me. It was pretty much the same folks shuffling 
along in that slow moving line and pretty much the same people 
serving up the various goodies of cookies, sausage, crackers, or 
cake, but this time the thought occurred, the Deacons—those are 
some of the Deacons behind that counter. What are the Deacons 
about? I mean they serve goodies and have meetings and, and… 
what is it they do and how do they do it? 

Sometimes people’s lives turn upside down and bad things hap-
pen and when they do we hear of medical bills being paid or some-

one getting tires they couldn’t afford on their car. If a person is 
sick and has no one to care for them, a knock might be heard on 
their door. When opened, a smiling servant stands on the thresh-
old holding a dish of fragrant food and, if they stay awhile, some 
comforting words. It’s as if angels watch over us in hard times and 
seem to know when to provide that angelic balm of help and hope. 
We know we need them and praise God when they act in those 
times of distress but how often do we think of whom they are or 
notice their compassionate deeds when it is someone else besides 
us on the receiving end of their blessed assistance. Those angels 
have a name. Their name comes from the Greek and simply 
means servant. These servants are the Deacons of FPC.  

(Left to right): Kathy Shigo, Arline Hankins, Diana Stephens, 

Dale Bax, Jessie Fraser, Vicki McConnell, Karen Rosenberg                                                   

(missing): Joe Fagan, , Chris Washer, KC Slikkerveer 
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Deacons seem to operate almost invisi-
bly. You know they’re there and things get 
done but seldom notice the doing. If I was 
going to do an article on the deacons I real-
ly needed to talk with someone who’d be an 
insider with this group of stealth servants 
and started asking around. One name kept 
being repeated as the person-in-the-know 
so Jean Petersen received a call from me. 
Jean gladly cooperated and arranged a 
meeting bringing deacon warriors Phyllis 
Bjorsness and Evelyn Peterson with. They 
took turns talking and this article is what 
came out of that meeting. 

The Deacons are the caregivers of the 
church. Everything they do is approved by 
the Session. They mostly operate in the 
background and are seldom visible in what 
they do. As one told me, “Deacons are not 
supposed to be seen. They are servants and 
they service the church.” Deacons visit shut
-ins and make arrangements for food, 
cards, and ensure the sick are taken care of. 
Deacons provide a rose for the family of a 
member or regular attender who has died; 
or someone who has had a baby—a red rose 
for birth and a white rose for death—and 
place it on the alter before a service. It is 
then given to the person who had the baby 
or family of the deceased. They prepare and 
serve the snacks and refreshments follow-
ing the worship service taking turns rotat-
ing on a monthly basis. They also bake a 

birthday cake for the monthly Birthday 
Sunday celebrating everyone’s birthday 
that occurs that month. The deacons are 
responsible for setting up for communion. 
They also provide hot chocolate for the 
Christmas Stroll. 

Men and women both serve as deacons. 
The ladies told me they love having the 
men serve with them and encourage more 
to join.  

The Deacons meet once a month just 
before Session. They have a moderator, 
treasurer, and a secretary who takes 
minutes and passes these on to Session so 
the Session is kept abreast of what the Dea-
cons are doing. 

Recently, the Session has been allotting 
the Deacons an operating budget so they 
can fulfill their duties to the community. 
When an organization is recognized as be-
ing an appropriate recipient of aid, the 
Deacons vote at a monthly meeting on the 
motion to provide it; an example would be 
The Food Bank or Shepherd’s Hand Clinic. 
The Deacons normally set aside $500 per 
year to help individuals in the school sys-
tem. If the school administrators feel some-
one could benefit from the fund, they can 
make a request to the Deacons. If there is 
someone at FPC who needs financial help 
and their situation is brought to the Dea-
con’s attention, they frequently have pro-

vided that help. The situation will be 
brought to the monthly meeting or in the 
case of an emergency it will be handled by 
phone communication. 

Deacons are ordained by the congrega-
tion and serve three year terms and can 
serve two terms in a row. However, just like 
the elders, after two consecutive terms they 
must take at least one year off before serv-
ing another term. There are presently ten 
deacons serving. However, there is a say-
ing, “Once a deacon, always a deacon.” The 
Deacons can call on past deacons to fill a 
need and they joyously do so whenever 
asked.  

It is tempting to name a few servants 
who have truly excelled at the deacon craft 
over many years of service but the list 
would be long and I’m afraid I’d leave 
someone out so I’ll make a proposal to the 
readers: Challenge yourselves by saying 
something similar to this: The next time I 
see a deacon, I’ll tell him, her, or them, 
“Thank you; thanks for allowing God to use 
you as an angel and I appreciate what you 
do and who you are in ways that are beyond 
mere words.” If you accept this challenge, 
be prepared to express gratitude to many of 
the folks at FPC because many have served 
as deacons over the years. Once a deacon, 
always a deacon. 

By Bob Paulus 

A story I like to tell is of an experience I 
had when first attending Sunday worship 
services at FPC as an adult. I was 37 years 
old and a brand spanking new Christian. I 
felt truly drawn to the church which really 
surprised me as I had loathed “going to 
church” ever since my teenage years.  

For the first year or so of attending ser-
vices, an uncomfortable feeling when I 
walked in the door of the sanctuary would 
grip me— you don’t fit. I really felt like I 
just didn’t fit with all these Christians even 
though I was a Christian but… maybe, I 
thought, I’m not as Christian as all these 
other folks here. You see, I had been bad. I 
mean when I say “bad”, I mean BAD! And 
that being bad was a real recent reality. 

Oh, I was no stranger to church. I was 
raised going to church every Sunday while 
in school but only because mom made me. 
When I turned 18, she said from now on the 
choice was mine; I stopped going. 

Who could blame me? All through high 
school I had to go to youth group on Sun-
day nights while my friends hung out at the 
pool hall having all that fun playing pool, 
smoking cigarettes, and generally acting 
like fun-lovin  Johnny-Cool teenagers try-
ing desperately to be something they 
thought they weren’t but sure did wish they 
were— cool, tough, and dangerous. And 
there I was… at church. 

With age 18 under my belt, I proceeded 
to exercise my well-earned freedom and did 

precisely what I wanted to do ignoring all 
that “advise” the I’m-so-wise old  people 
offered. After all, I knew practically every-
thing and what little I didn’t I’d learn while 
carving my own niche, shouldn’t take long, 
and off I went to make my mark with a 
gleam in my eye and gravel in my gut.  

Ended up taking a long time to learn 
how little I knew and what I did know was 
about as useful as rung-less ladder at a 
prison break. Around 20 years later I was 
back. I was back in church but this time 
sitting in a pew hiding in the back and al-
most always, at least for the first few 
months, nursing a head spinning, gut twist-
ing hangover from the booze I denied 
knowing as an intimate friend. Being bad 
sure is fun but the cost is somethin I would-
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n’t wish on the fool who’d ruined the pa-
rade. I won’t go into everything that had 
brought me back to church but I’ll just say I 
had been bad and was dearly paying the 
price but met Jesus and wanted a new life. 
Hence, me sitting in that pew on Sunday 
morning searching like a soup kitchen beg-
gar at five minutes to closing time. 

As the months wore on, I never did feel 
right about going to church. For some rea-
son I had this idea in my head that church-
going Christians were all lily-white clean 
folks who didn’t do anything really, really 
wrong and likely never even thought of 
doing anything really wrong. And here I 
was, walking as pretty as you please in the 
front door and pretending like I was one of 
them with a I’d just come from a hymn 
wailing, barn burnin, knee praying meet-
ing kind of walk but once past the greeters 
quickly crept to the back and plopped down 
in a pew all the while hoping no one really 
noticed me come in that door to begin with 
because… I just didn’t fit in. 

Sometime folks stayed for coffee in the 
Fellowship Hall but not like they do now. 
Back then it was a special kind of affair only 
occurring on some Sundays but when it 
did, I’d gulp real hard and make myself go 
with the crowd. I never really knew how to 
act and mostly tried to keep to myself but 
plenty of those folks had some kind of God-
ly radar they’d use to seek out a newbie and 
here they’d come; handshakes from the 
men and I-know-your-mom smiles from 
the women and always, I mean always, a 
hardy welcome to our church family spoken 
in various words but the message was al-
ways clear. I’d think, If only they knew. If 
only they knew how bad I’d been and still 
was in a lot of ways and if they did, the wel-
come wagon would gallop in another direc-
tion and I’d maybe be tolerated as a 
wretched sinner needing grace they were 
expected to provide because their code de-
manded it.  

One of the things I did straight away was 
to go to bible study groups that were held 
in people’s homes. I was there because I 
really wanted to be there but never felt 
right about being there. Oh, I’d say stuff 
like, “Praise the Lord”, but didn’t really feel 
right sayin it and only did so because it 
made me feel like I fit in. I even tried a cou-
ple of “halleluiahs” but quickly gave it up as 
being too strange even for me. “Praise the 

Lord”, worked a lot better. This went on for 
months. One night I recall sitting in my 
recliner  thinking about how I just didn’t 
feel right being around Christians in the 
goin-to-church sort of way but knowing I 
literally craved their company and felt at a 
loss as what to do about it. I was who I was 
and even though I’d freely admit I needed 
to clean up my act in so many ways, I was 
still stuck being me and being me meant I 
wasn’t all neat and proper like those good 
folks at FPC. At least not in the way I 
thought neat and proper was supposed to 
look like at the time. 

You see, I have a liberal bend while most 
church-going folks appeared to lean mostly 
to the right. Later, I found I love wearing t-
shirts with symbols on them that has spe-
cial meaning to me and always short 
sleeved. Given the choice, I’d rather be on 
the cold side than the hot and that sanctu-
ary furnace blows fire in the winter. I loath 
wearing polo shirts, shun short clean-cut 
hair, and have vivid memories of refusing 
to wear a sweater my mom had bought me 
that made me look like a Sunday morning 
Pat Boone. I had nightmarish visions of 
dressed in Sunday best women wanting to 
pinch my cheeks as if they’d like to take me 
home as a pet. I’m just different from most 
and have a vivid awareness of it. Why, very 
early on I discovered that the three R’s fit 
me to a tee- radical, revolutionary, rene-
gade. I just didn’t fit in church. 

Oh I tried to fit. In the early days of my 
goin-to-church experience, I dressed up 
like most folks do; even bought a couple of 
polo shirts with a little alligator below the 
pockets and shiny black shoes with match-
ing socks. Maybe it made me look different 
than who I was but it sure didn’t make me 
feel any different. I talked with the pastor 
about how I just couldn’t make myself like 
the hymns, and later confided I really did-
n’t like the service either. He was a man of 
extraordinary patience and gave sage ad-
vice such as, “When you sing, give yourself 
to the music and the lyrics.” He also said to 
try sitting in different places like “up front” 
instead of the back where he noticed I was 
prone to hiding. The next Sunday I concen-
trated on giving myself to every word and 
note on the hymnal page; still didn’t like it 
too much so I figured there had to be some-
thing terribly wrong with me. I tried sitting 
up front— to the right side and the left with 

the center included; even tried the balcony 
and guess what? I still didn’t fit. I figured it 
was all my fault and couldn’t help but no-
tice what seemed like everybody all around 
me enjoyin and givin to the music and 
praying real serious and… fit….. Everybody 
but me! 

This was pushing my anxiety buttons 
like ghouls doin a mid-night tap dance on 
my polo shirt. I was thinkin maybe I should 
just quit. I wanted to be there but didn’t 
want to either. I needed the Christians as 
much as a man needs warmth in an arctic 
winter but felt like a depression-era bum 
who just walked into a tuxedo ball on Sat-
urday night.  

And there I sat alone in the recliner 
dwelling on all this and the goin-to-church 
problem of feelin like I just don’t fit. Then, 
clear as crystal, a vision-like thing hap-
pened in the form of what seemed like a 
movie in my imagination. I saw myself 
walkin into church services just like I al-
ways did but there was no place open to sit. 
Every inch of space was taken in the pews 
and the chairs were full as was the balcony. 
As I was wandering around in the back of 
the sanctuary wondering if I should just 
leave, the room got ghostly quiet. I froze 
where I stood and slowly gazed around the 
room. Everybody in that room was lookin 
straight at me! Cold fear crept through my 
body like a shard of jagged ice. With eyes 
darting in 20 directions at once, I noticed a 
man dressed in a tunic walking toward me 
from the stained glass windowed wall. It 
was Jesus! He walked up beside me and 
placed his left hand on my shoulder. Turn-
ing to the people in the room He said in a 
loud clear voice, “This is Bob and I declare 
him not guilty.” 

End of vision. Maybe it don’t sound like 
much but this experience had a literally life 
changing effect. The next time I walked into 
anywhere, church service, bible study 
group, grocery store, work place, ect, ect, if 
I felt uneasy because of what I used to be or 
even still was, I’d bring to mind that movie 
like scene. Not guilty. The highest authori-
ty in the universe said, “Bob’s not guilty!” 
and who can argue with that? Surely not all 
those squeaky clean people whose company 
I’d crave like a deer panting to water. It’s 
okay being me, whoever I am, and I do fit. I 
do fit in indeed. End of story. 


