
 I told Marcia that I’ve 
never conducted a boring 
interview. They have all 
been interesting and some 
I would describe as fasci-
nating. I explained, “It’s 
one of the bonuses of be-
ing an editor. I get to hear 
the fascinating histories of 
our church members.” 
Marcia’s story was no ex-
ception. She is, indeed, a 
warm inspiring person 
gifted with wit, charm, 
and a depth of spiritually 
that one could warm their 
hands by. Here’s Marcia: 

 “I was born in Kansas 
City, Kansas. I am the 
second daughter of three 
daughters and one son. 
My parents both worked 
in education and we 
moved around the mid-
west during my younger 
years. My father was a 

teacher, as was my mom, but he switched 
careers to become a Business Recruiter and 
Placement Director. We lived in Kansas 
City, Kansas, Omaha, Detroit, Wayne, Ne-
braska, and finally landed in and loved 
Lawrence, Kansas. In Lawrence, I attended 
High School and University. I did an ad-
venture to Pittsburg State University in 
Pittsburg, Kansas for two years, where I 
enjoyed the college, sorority, and social life 
of a college student (yes, some studying 
too). After two years at Pittsburg State, I 
took a year off to find my direction and 
worked a season at Keystone Ski Resort in 
Colorado. This is where I found my love of 
skiing and the mountains. I then returned 
to Lawrence and the University of Kansas 
and graduated with a degree in Recreation 
Management. I have been fortunate to 
work in the recreation field in various posi-
tions.”  

 After graduating from college, Marcia 
returned to Colorado. She worked as an 
Activities Assistant in a nursing center in 
Aurora, a small town not far from Denver. 
Two years later, she moved to Goodland, 

Kansas to work as director for a non-profit 
Community Center.  

 Marcia met Dan in Beloit, Kansas while 
working as Director of Parks and Recrea-
tion. She recalls, “After I had been in Beloit 
for about a year, Dan moved there. He had 
volunteered to coach youth soccer. We 
played racket ball together and shared 
sports interests. Soon, a relationship 
formed. 

 “I went to the Methodist Church all my 
life. I was involved with Sunday School, 
youth group, and mission trips when I was 
in high school. Dan and I were married in 
the Methodist church in Beloit in 1997. 
Dan’s two children are my stepson and 
stepdaughter.” 

 Marcia and Dan moved to Whitefish in 
2006 when Dan accepted the pastorship at 
FPC. Marcia spoke about making the move. 
“If we were going to move, I wanted to 
move somewhere different. Dan grew up in 
the same house his whole life. I had moved 
around a lot when I was young. He wanted 
somewhere close and I wanted somewhere 
far. It was a matter of breaking out of the 
box. We looked at several states. We went 
skiing in Colorado every year and really 
enjoyed it. Whitefish offered so much to do 
that we ended up being drawn here.” 

 I asked Marcia if being the wife of a pas-
tor posed any significant challenges. She 
replied, “I wouldn’t call it being a special 
challenge. I haven’t been anyone else’s wife 
so I don’t have anything to compare it to. In 
Beloit, the challenge was finding time for 
each other because we were both working 
high profile busy jobs. I would say being 
the wife of a pastor is no different than be-
ing the spouse of any other professional 
person. But, there are advantages. We get 
invited to a lot of things such as: wedding 
rehearsals. And you really get involved with 
a lot of people’s families. It seems more so 
than if it were co-workers or friends. I get a 
sense of being deeply involved with peo-
ple’s lives. I’m involved with everything 
from weddings, to deaths, to births, and 
baptisms. One needs to have a genuine love 
for people which I think Dan and I do.” 

 Marcia loves to work with youth. She 

relates, “With 
working in the 
recreation field, I 
was always in-
volved with 
youth. There was 
swimming les-
sons, arts and 
crafts, and play-
ground. For the 
high school kids 
I was doing life-
guard training 
and supervising 
summer jobs. Last year, when I was work-
ing with the After School Program, I was 
helping provide a healthy atmosphere for 
them before their parents came home. 
Now, I’m working for the Middle and Ele-
mentary School as an Office Paraprofes-
sional. If a teacher calls in sick, I find a 
guest teacher for the day. I also work in the 
Middle School library and do recess and 
lunch duty.  

 “I love working with the youth group 
here with Shelle. The exciting thing about 
working with youth is you never know how 
you’re going to touch their life. It is so great 
to hear from kids, a few years later, that 
what you did with them made a difference 
in their lives. You never know what it is you 
can help them with. I might say something 
that is the same thing their parents said but 
coming from someone else, they just might 
listen. It’s about listening and guiding. You 
never know what difference you can make. 
It’s important for kids to know that there 
are people who are interested in them and 
care about what they say and think and 
have empathy for them.” 

 In closing, Marcia shared a vision she 
has for FPC. She said, “I guess I would like 
to see a healthy group of individuals who 
truly care for one another and love the 
Lord. If we love the Lord, we will care for 
one another. Our love will show and we will 
grow. Growth in our church and communi-
ty will take everyone’s help. Sure, more 
families and younger children and a strong 
Sunday school program would be great and 
will come if we all work together showing 
God’s love in our church family and the 
community.” 

 Marcia Davis 
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 My first remembrance of Bill Tarr, be-
fore I knew his name, was—He’s that guy 
who does all those handy-man jobs around 
here. Bill is versatile. He is also dedicated 
to this church. After speaking with him 
during an interview, I understood why. Bill 
tells his own story. Here he is— in his own 
words. 

 “I was born in Oak Park, Illinois, just 
west of Chicago, and grew up in Villa Park, 
Illinois, also a Chicago suburb. My dad was 
a Dental Technician and my mom stayed 
home to raise my sister and I. 

 “After graduating from high school in 
1954, I enlisted in the U.S. Coast Guard and 
spent four years on the east coast in the 
New York and New Jersey area. Upon re-
turning home to Illinois, I worked as a boat 
mechanic for Chris Craft and a year later, 
married Elizabeth Ann Burgher. Ann and I 
knew each other all through school. She 
was one grade behind me. We were married 
in Oak Park. Our family soon included two 
boys, Mark and Warren. 

 “After the birth of our sons, we became 
members of the Elmhurst Presbyterian 
church in Elmhurst, Illinois. I was active as 

a Sunday School teacher, Usher, the Cou-
ples Club, and played on the church’s soft-
ball team. 

  “As our boys grew, we became frustrated 
with the limited outside activities around 
the Chicago suburban area such as; camp-
ing, fishing, skiing, etc. In 1968, we decided 
to make a change. We took a vacation to 
visit my aunt in Missoula and decided to 
drive to the Flathead Valley. I had seen a 
booth at an outdoor show in Chicago about 
the valley. I found a job (at Plum Creek), 
bought a house (where we still live), drove 
back to Illinois, sold our house, packed up, 
and drove back to Whitefish. We did  all 
this in about thirty days. Those were pretty 
exciting times!  

 “Shortly after arriving, we transferred 
our membership from Elmhurst to FPC. It 
was natural for us to want to continue to 
attend the Presbyterian Church. As a mem-
ber I have been a Trustee, Head Usher, and 
have worked on several remodeling jobs 
such as the Memorial Room. I do various 
maintenance jobs around the building 
when needed. Being a jack of all trades 
comes natural for me because I was a Mill-
wright at Plum Creek for 20 years. 

 “I was also Boy Scout Scoutmaster for 
Troop 17 for several years.   

  “I worked at Plum Creek Plywood as a 
millwright for 20 years, a Maintenance 
Superintendent for 10 years, and raised the 
boys (well, I did help some). I retired from 
Plum Creek in 2000. 

 “As for recreational activities, I got 
fished out about 15 years ago but still pas-
sionately ski and paddle canoes and kayaks. 
I’ve made a couple of wood strip canoes 
and currently make bent-shaft canoe racing 
paddles.   

 “Our boys are both married and each 
have a boy and a girl: Allyson and Aric are 
Mark’s two. Katarina and Connor are War-
ren’s two. Allyson will be married in our 
church next summer. More exciting times! 

 “The church, to me, has almost gone full 
circle over the years we’ve been here. At 
this point in time, it seems to be much like 
it was when we first joined 40 years ago. A 
lot of stuff has happened in between. I 
think what we need is what we have in 
Dan— seemingly unflappable and steady.” 

John Petersen 

B i l l  T a r r :  

 I challenged Ann Tarr to write her own 
story. She did and what a magnificent job it 
is. Here’s Ann— in her own words. 

 “I was born in Coulterville, a small town 
in Illinois, and was raised in Villa Park, a 
suburb of Chicago. I lived there until Bill 
and I married. Dad was a postal clerk and 
Mom, after we were grown, worked at Sears 
Roebuck as a keypunch operator.   

 “After high school graduation in 1955, I 
was a secretary at Sears in Chicago. I 
worked in the Floor-Covering and the Na-

tional Advertising Departments. Bill and I 
were married in the Presbyterian Church in 
Elmhurst, Illinois in 1959. Shortly after our 
older son, Mark, was born, we became 
members. After our second son, Warren, 
was born, we became more involved with 
church activities. Both Bill and I taught 
Sunday School and became very involved in 
the Couples Club. I attended one of the 
ladies’ Circles and taught at Vacation Bible 
Schools. 

 “We moved to Whitefish in1968. The 

first Sunday we attended FPC, we were 
greeted by Thelma Smith and Bonnie Hou-
ston. The warmth of the congregation really 
impressed us. A short time later, Cec Lantz 
and Phyllis Bjorsness came to visit and 
invited me to come to Wednesday Morning 
Bible Study. I attended that group for many 
years. I was in the church nursery for sever-
al years when it was on the basement stage, 
then taught Sunday School and also helped 
with VBS.   

 “In our early years at FPC, we did a lot of 

A n n  T a r r :  

Bill Tarr Jean Petersen Ann Tarr Terry Nelson 
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 Jean Petersen was born in Balsam Lake, 
Wisconsin. Jean recalled, “In 1948, my 
father, who worked running heavy equip-
ment, and my mom came to visit his sister 
in Columbia Falls and never left. He got a 
job on the building of Hungry Horse Dam 
so he sent mom back to Wisconsin to sell 
the house, get the four girls, and move to 
Whitefish. Later, my dad worked for the 
City of Whitefish for many years and my 
mom worked at the First National Bank for 
32 years.” 

 Jean has three sisters and they all live in 
this area. After graduating from High 
School in Whitefish, Jean moved around a 
great deal. She was married to a railroader 
and lived the nomadic life that goes with 
that vocation. She said, “I moved from here 
to Great Falls, then went to the coast and 
lived at Bellevue, Washington. I’ve lived in 
Miles City too. That’s the life of a railroad 
family. 

 “I have three children from my first mar-
riage—two girls and a boy. I also have 13 
grandchildren! You see, I have three step 
children from John’s first marriage. Also, 
we have a great grandson. We have lots of 
children!” (Jean laughs). 

 I asked Jean about her past employ-
ment. She replied, “I worked at West Valley 
School as the Title One, Chapter One Tutor 

for 22 years. I lived in the West Valley area 
which was important for me to be close to 
the school in raising my children. I did not 
have a formal education in teaching and 
originally worked as an aid. The head 
teacher at the school approached me about 
running for the Title One Program that he 
wanted to incorporate in the school. I re-
plied that I’d give it a try and ended up 
serving 22 years. I retired six years ago.” 

 Pete and Jean were married in 1981 and 
moved to Whitefish in 1985. I asked Jean 
what attracted them to FPC. She replied, 
“Shortly after moving to Whitefish, we de-
cided to pick a church to attend. Pete deep-
ly admired Ken Peterson. He had worked 
with him in Rotary. I vividly recall the first 
Sunday we attended—Thelma rushing to 
immediately greet us! (Jean laughed heart-
edly). 

 “Thelma Smith—what a cornerstone for 
this church! She was a delightful lady. 

 “I have always admired the gorgeous 
windows in this church even as a kid. And 
I’ve always loved the chimes. The people 
here are warm and friendly. It feels like 
home.” 

 Jean was elected a Deacon in 2001 and 
served six years. She is now an Elder and 
serves on the Memorial Committee. Jean 
spoke about her other activities, “I love the 

Time to Share group. I learned to knit 
there. Pam Peters taught a class on it. Help-
ing remodel the Memorial Room was a very 
rewarding experience for me also. 

  “I remember when we were a church in 
dire need and took turns cleaning the 
church because we couldn’t afford to hire 
anyone. That’s when you really enjoy the 
windows because you’re in there cleaning 
and noticing them.” 

I asked Jean what hobbies she enjoys. She 
replied, “I consider myself a home-maker 
first. I love my home so I’m a cleaner and a 
worker at home and really enjoy it. I also 
like to craft and do wood working. I like 
sewing, knitting, walking with Susan Tate 
every day, and spending time at our cabin.” 

 Commenting on changes at FPC, Jean 
remarked, “I would like to see more chil-
dren if that’s a feasible thing. But maybe 
God’s giving us a direction that we need to 
nurture. There are a lot of retired people 
who come to Whitefish. Maybe God wants 
us to reach out to them in a focused way. 
We have some real good things going on 
here. I think the great ministry we have 
with AA is wonderful.” 

 As a closing statement, Jean remarked, 
“If all would show the love and patience 
that Christ showed: we could do wonderful 
things.” 

outdoor activities as a family – camping, 
hiking, fishing, and skiing. I was a Cub 
Scout den mother and remember the Pack 
36 meetings held in the old basement of the 
church. Both boys played Little League 
baseball and we attended every game, rain 
or shine. The boys were involved with 
sports over the years and we did a lot of 
traveling to keep up with the football, wres-
tling, and track teams. Mark was the first 
Whitefish High School State Wrestling 
Champion. Warren was a two-time State 
Wrestling Champion and two-time State 
Champion in the pole vault. They both 
graduated from Montana State. Warren 
was inducted into the Whitefish High 
School Sports Hall of Fame several years 
ago. In later years, we’ve traveled to keep 
up with the activities of four grandchildren.   

 “In 1982, I began work as a Special Ser-
vices Aide at Whitefish High School. In 
1988, I was transferred to the office at 
Muldown where I  worked in various Aide 
positions until my retirement in 1999.   

 “In 1979, I was ordained as an Elder and 
elected Clerk. Eventually, I expressed my 

frustration to Ken Peterson that I had not 
been an effective Elder as I was too busy 
taking notes to take part in discussions. 
Ken suggested that I continue on as Clerk, 
which I agreed to do. I continue in that 
capacity. I am currently serving as a Dea-
con.  I look forward to A Time to Share on 
Wednesdays and each time I see the beauti-
ful banner made as a memorial to Thelma 
Smith, I think of the good fellowship we 
had making it. This group has also begun a 
Prayer Shawl Ministry and we have given 
eight knitted shawls, plus our prayers, to 
those who are seriously ill or grieving. 
About four years ago, I joined the Alpine 
Ringers when they said anyone who could 
read music and count was welcome. Well, it 
wasn’t as easy as that but I’ve learned a lot 
and have attended four Big Sky Hand Bell 
Festivals. I enjoy helping at the PW Bazaar 
and their rummage sale. 

 “Bill and I like traveling and have taken 
trips the past two years with two of his high 
school friends and their wives. In 1999, we 
did a 30-day, 1,500-mile bicycle trip to 
Chicago for his 45th high school reunion. 
Life with Bill is always an adventure. We 

have taken several other bike and canoe 
trips, hiked the Olympic Peninsula, and 
were involved in running and canoe racing. 
I enjoy knitting, counted cross-stitch, quilt-
ing, wood carving, gardening, reading, ge-
nealogy, and Sudoku puzzles.  

 “The older I get the less I like change. 
But sometimes change is necessary and I 
think we have to determine when that is. 
When things aren’t working but continue 
because “that’s the way we’ve always done 
it”— then we need to step back and take a 
look at what we’re doing. If we have an old-
er congregation, we need to minister to that 
congregation and not worry that we have 
no children. In the 40 years Bill and I have 
been here, our congregation has fluctuated 
up and down several times and I’m sure it 
will again.   

 “I was impressed that the Nominating 
Committee focused on individual talents 
and plugged people in where they can use 
those talents to the fullest. Each and every 
member of our congregation has talents 
and some just need extra encouragement to 
use them.  Bloom where you are planted.” 
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Q u o t e s  o f  H u m o r :  

Miss Charlene Mason sang, “I will not pass 
this way again”, giving obvious pleasure to 
the congregation. 

“Ladies, don’t forget the rummage sale. It’s 
a chance to get rid of those things not 
worth keeping around the house. Don’t 
forget your husbands.” 

The peacemaking meeting scheduled for 
today has been canceled due to a conflict. 

The sermon this morning: “Jesus Walks on 
the Water”. The sermon tonight: “Searching 
for Jesus.” 

Next Thursday there will be tryouts for the 
choir. They need all the help they can get. 

Remember in prayer the many who are 
sick of our community. 

Irving Benson and Jessie Carter were mar-
ried on October 24th in the church. So 
ends a friendship that began in their school 
days. 

For those of you who have children and 
don’t know it, we have a nursery down-
stairs. 

Attend and you will hear an excellent 
speaker and heave a healthy lunch. 

Our next song is “Angels We Have Heard 
Get High.” 

The Associate Minister unveiled the 
church’s new tithing campaign slogan last 
Sunday: “I Upped My Pledge—Up Yours.” 

Don’t let worry kill you off—let the church 
help. 

Potluck supper Sunday at 5:00 p.m.—
prayer and medication to follow. 

The ladies of the church have cast off 
clothing of every kind. They may be seen in 
the basement on Friday afternoon. 

Low Self Esteem Support Group will meet 
Thursday at 7 p.m. Please use the back 
door. 

The eighth graders will be presenting 
Shakespeare’s Hamlet in the church base-
ment Friday at 7 p.m. The Congregation is 
invited to attend this tragedy. 

Weight Watchers will meet at 7 p.m. at the 
First Presbyterian Church. Please use 
large double door at the side entrance. 

Announcements taken from church bulletins from the collection of Dewey Hartman  

 John also decided to write his own story 
and what a story it is. Here he is— in is own 
words. 

 “I was born in Missoula, Montana. My 
father was a barber at Drummond and my 
mother was a teacher at New Chicago and I 
have one older sister. I went to school at 
Drummond, graduating in 1953 2nd in my 
class.  

 “I worked through school at various jobs 
and started college at Montana State in 
Bozeman on a scholarship which didn’t 
keep me in college more that one quarter. I 
then joined the Marines and away I went 
from Montana.  I wanted to go to Korea but 
the Corps had other ideas and sent me to 
Electronics and Aerial Navigation School. I 
ended up in El Toro, California flying out in 
transports (R5Ds) to the far east. I traveled 
everywhere from New Zealand, to Korea, 
and everything in between.  

 “It was a good life and I married and 
moved back to Montana to help my father 
on a ranch in the Helmville Valley. After 
mining underground at Jens, my wife and I 
moved to Bozeman where I enrolled in 
MSC in Civil Engineering. I worked for 
Northern Pacific Transport for three years 
while going to school. I got side-tracked a 
few times, such as: working in Lincoln on a 
green chain, mining underground again, 
and finally changed majors to pre-Dental/ 
pre-Vet. I applied to schools in both and 
was accepted to both. I chose Dentistry and 
off the family went to Washington Univer-

sity in St Louis, Mo.  

 “After graduating, the family, now three 
children strong, moved to Whitefish where 
I set up practice until 2002. After selling 
my practice to Dr. Gary Dalen, I practiced 
for three more years with him and retired 
in 2005 after 39 years in dentistry.  

 “I continued to raise my three children 
in Whitefish as a separate parent but after 
my son left to go into the Service, I met and 
married a wonderful woman and mother of 
three in 1981 and moved to the Kalispell 
area. The lady’s name was Jean Olson Pao-
lini. She was a tutor in Title One at West 
Valley School. I lived in West Valley with 
the family until DJ, Jean’s son, graduated 
from Flathead High and enrolled in Mon-
tana Tech. We moved to Whitefish after 
remodeling the house I had owned as a 
single parent. It was about this time that I 
continued to build our cabin up the Good 
Creek. This was a labor of love as the build-
ing of logs was 60 years old and I continued 
to build on it. I added a log garage with an 
apartment above. Together they have made 
a warm and quaint period log home off the 
grid and we enjoy the wildlife and solace 
that it brings to us both. 

 “When Jean and I moved to Whitefish, 
we met Rev. Peterson from the First Pres-
byterian Church and began attending in 
1985. The church was warm and pleasant. 
We enjoyed the people that belonged to the 
church.  

 “I was a worker bee in the church and 
ended up being janitors with Jean as the 
times were tough and there was a period of 
upheaval within the congregation. It was 
during this time that I became an Elder and 
served in that capacity for six years. It was 
also during this time that my building and 
mechanical skills came in handy. The re-
modeling of the grounds, front, and grass 
soon took my extra time. This care contin-
ued for years and still shows when the grass 
needs cutting, cleaning, and snow falls as it 
does in Whitefish. I have become a sort of 
memory for the church as in regards to 
where things are and what needs to be fixed 
(even if it can’t be fixed this year).  

 “I also served as an Elder again for a 
year to fill in for a man who had to leave 
the church. 

   “I feel that we need to care for the 
church and the people who belong to it. It 
is not what the church can do for you per-
sonally.  

 “Advancing your cause or personal pro-
gram is not the reason for being a leader or 
a Christian. Separate agendas within the 
church destroys the reason for belonging to 
the church in the first place. Leave that 
drive for your personal lives and let God 
heal those of us that need direction and 
help. This church has been fragmented too 
much in the past to once again wander 
down that long path that doesn’t help those 
in need or keep what is right before us from 
failing.” 
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 Fulton loved boating. He lived on a lake 
and had a rowboat tied to a support pier of 
his dock. Few things gave him more pleas-
ure than scampering down to his dock, 
jumping into the boat, and rowing around 
the lake. 

 The boat was quite old and leaked pro-
fusely so Fulton decided to drive to the 
boat shop to buy a new one. 

 The salesman told him he was behind 

the times. He said, “What you want and 
need is the latest in boating. Follow me out
-back. I have something you have to see.” 

 Fulton followed the salesman to the lot 
behind the shop. There perched on a trailer 
was the most beautiful boat he had ever 
seen! It was far larger than Fulton’s old 
boat and far prettier too. The hull was 
made of gleaming white fiberglass. The 
deck was aqua blue and sported so much 
chrome fittings, it sparkled in the sun. 

 “I’ve got to have it!”, Fulton exclaimed 
as he pranced around the gleaming craft. 
“Deliver it to my dock this afternoon.” 

 The following morning, Fulton scamp-
ered to his dock. The gleaming fiberglass 
craft awaited him gently rolling in the low 
indigo waves. He boarded and ran his 
hands over the chrome railing. The pilot’s 
seat beckoned him and he sat behind the 
Plexiglas. Gripping the wheel, Fulton ea-
gerly anticipating the day ahead. He knew 

 I mentioned to Terry that some folks 
were writing their own stories. He decided 
that writing his own was the way to go. 
Here’s Terry— in his own words: 

 “I was born in the small Appalachian 
mountain coal mining town of Balkan, KY 
in 1942 and was the last of five kids. Bal-
kan, KY no longer exists. I guess it was so 
small that when we moved, they had to 
close the town. Actually we lived so far out 
in the country, we had to walk toward town 
to hunt.  My dad, one of my heroes, played 
baseball for the St. Louis team when I was 
an infant but later left baseball because he 
couldn’t support a family on the small sala-
ry the owners paid. How things have 
changed.  

 “My father became a carpenter rather 
than work in the mines and eventually 
moved the family to Dearborn, MI in 1954.   

 “My educational background included 
an undergraduate degree in Education with 
a major in Biology and minors in Chemistry 
and Social Studies. I graduated from col-
lege with my B.S. degree the same day my 
mother received her master’s degree and 
my brother received his doctorate of medi-
cine. That was a great day in the Nelson 
family.  

 “After graduation from Eastern Michi-
gan University, I taught junior high science 
in the same school where my mother taught 
English. I also began my coaching career at 
the same time with basketball and golf. I 
had played basketball all my life, but golf 
was a whole new experience and my new 
passion began.  

 “In 1964, I married the love of my life—

Lynda Carlene Craig, whom I affectionately 
refer to as my first wife. We lived in Plym-
outh, MI where we both taught school until 
we moved to Whitefish in 1969. On our 
honeymoon, we visited Lynda’s grandpar-
ents in Essex, MT. and I fell in love with 
Montana and was determined to move 
here.  

 “Lloyd Muldown hired me to teach jun-
ior high science at Whitefish Central 
School, which I did for one year and also 
coached ninth grade basketball. Lloyd 
Muldown is another of my heroes who 
taught me so much about kids and educa-
tion. In 1970, I was hired to be the Princi-
pal at Muldown Elementary School where I 
stayed for 12 years before transferring back 
to Central School, also as an administrator. 
Muldown School at that time was an open-
concept and open-space school with no 
walls between the classrooms. It was truly 
an innovative school that required tremen-
dous effort and cooperation on the part of 
staff. The school staff had to coordinate all 
their activities and shared materials as well 
as techniques. The school reading program 
was awarded a National Top 100 recogni-
tion for it’s innovative and highly successful 
reading program that was so far ahead of 
its time. Imagine adjusting the reading 
program to match the learning style of the 
child; what a concept. Flossy Laird, Pastor 
Bob Laird’s wife, worked at Muldown as the 
reading coordinator during most of my stay 
at Muldown School.   

 “It was while working back at Central 
School in 1985 that I returned to coaching; 
but this time as the golf coach for Whitefish 
High School. I never thought I would still 
be coaching some 23 years later.   

 “It was in 1970 that my wife Lynda and 
our sons, Matt and Jeremy, joined the First 
Presbyterian Church in Whitefish after 
visiting other churches in the community.  
Having been raised a Southern Baptist, the 
Presbyterian Church was somewhat differ-
ent. But it was the friendly people that led 
us to stay at the church. During those early 
years, I was a Trustee for the church and in 
a later stint, became an Elder. The church 
was in a growth cycle during that time with 
an active Sunday School. Bob Laird was the 
pastor, and the other hero in my life. I ap-
preciated Bob’s intellect and willingness to 
adapt to changes in the church. I will never 
forget his use of the story of the tiny Mus-
tard Seed as the “seed of the equivalent 
benefit”. The moral of the story is that there 
is good to be found in everyone and all situ-
ations; we just have to look.  

 “Today, the Presbyterian Church re-
mains primarily a positive environment 
with many of the same friendly people that 
have been here throughout the years. And if 
I had just one wish for the church, it would 
be to remind the members that the church 
is not about us. We are, or at least should 
be, simply the vessels that are being 
touched by God and fortunate to be here at 
First Presbyterian Church. We need to ac-
cept people as they are and not as we wish 
them to be. Relish in the diversity of one 
another and learn from the experiences 
everyone brings to the table. Life is like 
playing golf at West Glacier’s Glacier View 
Golf Course; when things don’t go the way 
you want, just look up and see how lucky 
you really are.” 

T e r r y  N e l s o n :  

The Rowboat 
By Bob Paulus 



 I’m sure there are many in our congregation that love 
to write or perhaps have a favorite article, poem, or book 

they would like to feature. Please remember to get copy-
right permission from the publisher before submitting it 

for print.  

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

opinions of the First Presbyterian Church USA. 

My contact information follows: 
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Bob Paulus                     

bob@fpcwhitefish.org  

 A  n o t e  f r o m  t h e  E d i t o r ,  P u b l i s h e r ,  P r i n t e r ,  a n d  C o p y b o y :  

he would feel proud as a Peacock being 
seen in his new gleaming water craft as he 
made his way over the water. 

 Fulton reached unto the dock and 
grabbed his oars. Just as he tossed the bow 
line to free the boat, something occurred to 
him. The oars were too short! This boat 
was much wider than his old wooden one 
and the oars couldn’t possibly reach the 
water. And there was another problem. No 
seat existed in the center of the boat for 
him to sit while oaring. 

 Soon, Fulton had the Lazy Boy recliner 
fastened to the bottom of the deck, dead 
center in the boat. He didn’t want to con-
template what his wife would say when she 
found it missing from the living room but 
for Fulton, boating came first. He had also 
brought along his hand-drill with the larg-
est bit he could find in his work shop. 

 The holes drilled easy enough through 
the fiberglass lip below the side railings. 
Fulton thought it a shame he had to re-
move the gleaming chrome rails to drill the 
holes but he could think of no other way. 
He inserted an oar stem into each hole. 
They fit perfectly. 

 Fulton gripped the wooden clothes rod 
he had borrowed from a bedroom closet. I 
had to do it, he thought. There was no oth-
er way. 

 Fulton needed to extend his oars so 
they’d reach the water. The clothes rod 
sawed in-half and nailed to the oar ends 
did the job perfectly. Not pretty, but func-
tional, he reasoned. 

 Settling back into the Lazy Boy, Fulton 
pulled hard on the oars. The boat moved 
but only a little. He pulled harder. Slowly, 
the boat pulled away from the dock. 

 Fulton was straining so hard on the oars, 
he thought he was going to burst a blood 
vessel. Sweat soon pored off his forehead 
and soaked his shirt. Fulton rowed on, 
nudging the boat ever so slowly over the 
gently rolling water. 

 You see, the salesman at the boat shop 
had neglected to tell Fulton something. 
Perhaps he didn’t know himself, or he 
simply didn’t think to say that the new boat 
Fulton was buying had a motor. In fact, it 
had below its deck plate, a powerful six 
cylinder motor which turned a propeller at 
high RPM. The boat was capable of high 
speed and maneuverability in the roughest 
of water the area could deliver. But, Fulton 
didn’t’ know that. He simply grunted and 
strained pulling those oars, trying to make 
some headway across the lake he loved. 

  

 What Fulton experienced with his new 
boat isn’t uncommon. It’s an experience 
many Christians share. For some, it lasts a 
lifetime. 

 The concept referred to as Living the 
Christian Life is often misunderstood. 
Many perceive this concept as nothing less 
than a strenuous, grueling, and complex 
endeavor that the Lord has challenged 
them to accept. No, not quite. Mandated 
them to accept is a better description. 

 An experience may go like this: Well 
intentioned fellow believers provide lists of 
behavioral modifications, attitude adjust-
ment goals, and do’s and don’ts that if 
properly executed, one will be living the 
Christian life. All justification to support 
this grand endeavor is, of course, gleaned 
straight from Holy Writ. 

 Since no one seems to know just how 
one is supposed to accomplish all these 
lists, it is assumed that it must be won in 
the same manner as good things are always 
won on planet earth— through grit, grunt, 
and strain: just as mom, dad, teachers, and 
grandma have always taught. What else 
could possibly work? 

 So put your shoulder to the wheel, adjust 
your sweat band, and get to work; all the 
while hoping that if the going gets too 
tough, God will lend a hand (Everyone says 
He will). 

 Is grit, grunt, and strain the way to real-

ize the living of the Christian life?—— Don’t 
bet the farm on it. Neither is obedience to 
all those lists. But it could be a slippery  
path to failure, despair, burnout, and disap-
pointment.  

 There is something that exists within 
every believer that is so ignored, taken for 
granted, and generally overlooked that it’s 
no wonder that many find the Christian life 
so impossibly difficult to live.  

 We have within us an indwelling Lord. 
Yes, I hear you. You are saying, “I know 
that.”  

 I’m sure you have heard it but how much 
have you considered the implications of it?  

 Within our Lord is the Christian Life. It 
is embodied within Him. He lives within 
you. You live within Him. Jesus lives the 
Christian life within you. He does not live 
by human life but by Divine Life. That same 
life is available to you 24/7s, every day, all 
the time, for ever and ever, amen. 

 There has only been one person who has 
ever walked on this fallen planet who has 
lived the Christian life—Jesus Christ. He is 
the only one who will ever live that life. To 
live the Christian life is to live by divine life, 
not human life. You have divine life within 
you. You can let go of self-centered, self-
serving, fallen human life and live by the 
means of the very life of Christ living within 
you—Divine Life. So let go of those oars 
and say with Paul: I have been crucified 
with Christ and I no longer live, but Christ 

lives in me. Galatians 2:20 

 Some engine huh? 


