
 Sandra Hartman is a 
native. She related, “I was 
fortunate enough to be 
born right here in White-
fish back when it was a 
sleepy little railroad, log-
ging, farming community. 
At that time Whitefish was 
so small, it was like an 
extended family. It was a 
nice place to grow up. This 
was back in the good-ole-
days before the big money 
and developments moved 
in. 

 “My memory of grow-
ing up in Whitefish is a 
very happy one. We had a 
lot of freedom. People 
didn’t have to worry about 

their kids too much back 
then. There was lots of activities and a good 
school system. 

 “Both my parents worked for the rail-
road. My dad was a locomotive engineer 
and my mom worked in the accounting 
office in the third floor of the depot. I have 
one sister who lives in Portland, Oregon.” 

 Sandra graduated from Whitefish High 
School. I asked what she did after gradua-
tion? Sandra replied, “I married Dewey. I 
sat behind him for a whole year in Algebra 
class before he would ask me out. I couldn’t 
figure out what was wrong with him. San-
dra laughs. 

 “I didn’t go to college right away. We had 
to get Dewey through college first. We had 
a family and I was fortunate to stay home 
and raise our kids. We have two sons, one 
daughter, and six grand children. Our 
youngest son is in middle management for 
Nordstrom Department Stores in Seattle. 
Our daughter lives in Spokane and works 
for a Credit Union, and our oldest son lives 
in Connecticut and is a Professor at the 

University of Connecticut. We just celebrat-
ed our fiftieth wedding anniversary in De-
cember. 

 “After the kids were grown, I went to 
college at the University of Montana and 
got a bachelors degree in Education. I 
taught for 15 years. Most of that was teach-
ing kindergarten which I enjoyed immense-
ly. I taught at Olney and Bissell schools.” 

 I asked Sandra how long she had attend-
ed FPC. She replied, “My parents were di-
vorced when I was seven years old. My 
mom, sister, and I started going to FPC. I 
grew up in this church going to Youth 
Group and Sunday School. There was a 
break where I was gone for about ten years 
after Dewey and I were married. We lived 
in several different places. We started at-
tending together after we moved back to 
Whitefish. 

 “I used to sing in the Choir. I recall when 
the Bell Choir was only comprised of youth. 
I was sort of a Bell Choir mother, chaperon-
ing their trips. We went to Salt Lake City 
once and they played at the World’s Fair in 
Spokane. All three of our kids played in it 
so it was a natural thing for me to be in-
volved. The Bell Choir did a lot of traveling 
around, playing at various churches.  

 “I’ve also served on Session several times 
and taught Sunday School. I’ve been in-
volved with Vacation Bible School, served 
on the Memorial Committee, and been ac-
tive with Presbyterian Women. I really en-
joy the Wednesday morning bible study.” 

 I commented to Sandra that she has 
been very busy within the church over the 
years. She jokingly replied, “Keeping Dewey 
in line is my full time job now.” laughs. 

 I asked Sandra what hobbies she enjoys. 
She replied, “I like to cook. It’s my favorite 
thing. I like to read now that I’m retired 
and I can read for pleasure—not like I was 

doing when 
teaching. I also 
enjoy gardening 
but the deer 
seem to like it 
too since they 
come around 
and eat all my 
flowers.  

 “Swimming at 
the Wave is fun. 
I real enjoy 
cruising around 
Whitefish Lake with Captain Dewey in our 
pontoon boat. My grandkids give me a lot 
of enjoyment also.” 

 I asked Sandra about change at FPC. She 
responded, “I would like to see an expan-
sion of social events that would mix people 
up more so that we could get to know each 
other better. Some people aren’t comforta-
ble socially in large groups. 

 “I would like to see more gatherings. We 
have potlucks, which are fine, but I recall 
when we used to have progressive dinners. 
They would select hostesses and have 
Guess who’s coming to dinner where we 
met in smaller groups which was more inti-
mate. I also recall an event called Game 
Night where people met to play board and 
card games.”  

 I asked Sandra if she had any message 
she’d like to share with the congregation. 
She replied, “Several of the people you have 
interviewed would like to see more young 
families with children at FPC. I would like 
this too. We also need to remember—
sometimes God gives us a time of reflection 
like Paul had after his experience with the 
Holy Spirit on the road to Damascus. He 
was given a time of preparation. Our part is 
to pray about this and be open and recep-
tive to God’s plan and guidance.” 

 Sandra Hartman 
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 Phyllis Schroeder was born in Gillette, 
Wyoming. Her family later moved to Cas-
per. She recalled, “My dad worked as a 
Pumper in the oil fields until I was nine, 
then we moved to Casper where he contin-
ued oil field work. My mom was a school 
teacher. I have two brothers and two sis-
ters. 

 “I graduated from high school in Casper 
at the age of 16. World War II was on and I 
heard they needed a Meteorologist at the 
airport. I got a bunch of books, studied up, 
and passed the test. It was my job through-
out the war. I got into an unfortunate mar-
riage that didn’t work out but had two won-
derful boys from it.” 

 Phyllis eventually became a Draftsman. 
She related, “It started at the Weather Bu-
reau. I had done some work for the USGS 
making maps and needed to make more 
money. So I studied some more and got a 
job for Texaco and later, for Shell Oil. This 
is where I met Larry. At that time, they 
wouldn’t allow married people to work for 
the same company so I had to quit. In fact, 
no other oil company would hire me either 
for fear of passing trade secrets. 

 “Larry and I were married in Salt Lake 
City. He went to school until he got cancer, 
then he went back to work for Shell. I 

stayed home doing the role of the house 
wife and mother. Women draftsmen were 
not accepted very well at that time. When I 
worked for Shell, the boss told me he could-
n’t pay as much as promised because men 
upstairs complained that because you are a 
woman, you shouldn’t get paid as much as 
them. I had two kids to support! Of course, 
now days, they couldn’t get away with that. 

 “We lived in Salt Lake for four years, 
then Larry transferred to Farmington, New 
Mexico. Our two girls were born there. Af-
ter that, we moved to California and spent 
12 years living there. We finally ended up in 
Houston, Texas. Larry retired from Shell 
while we lived in Houston. 

 “We were looking for somewhere to re-
tire and talked about a lot of places. In the 
late seventies, we came to Whitefish to at-
tend a family reunion. Larry and I fell in 
love with the area. It had all we wanted. In 
1980, we moved here and built our house 
doing most of the work ourselves. I had 
done a lot of work on my house in Casper 
so I supervised Larry in the building of this 
one.” Laugh. 

 I asked Phyllis about her church experi-
ence. She replied, “We never got affiliated 
with any church during these years because 
of all the moving and working on weekends 

Larry did. When I was 10 years old living in 
Casper, I started going to the Presbyterian 
church with a neighbor. Back then, a lot of 
folks didn’t go to church because they did-
n’t have any money. They felt that they 
couldn’t contribute to the church and felt 
embarrassed about going. 

 “After we moved to Whitefish, I started 
taking my Aunt Cora to FPC. The people 
were so friendly, I felt like I had come 
home. I felt like I had been waiting all my 
life just to go to this church.” 

 Phyllis has served as Deacon for many 
years. She has also served on the Nominat-
ing Committee. 

 Art is a passion for Phyllis. There are 
many beautiful oil paintings she has creat-
ed displayed in her home. She also enjoys 
crafts, music— playing piano, working with 
stained glass, and her grandkids (She has 
eight of them and three great grand kids). 

 As far as changes at FPC, Phyllis com-
mented that she would like to see more 
young adults with children join our church. 

 In closing, I asked Phyllis if there was a 
special message she would like to share 
with the people in our church. She replied, 
“Never lose the family closeness that this 
church has. This is a wonderful church.” 

Pat Cole 

P h y l l i s  S c h r o e d e r :  

 Larry Schroeder was born in July, 1923 
in Franklin, Minnesota. He recalls, “My 
parents were Lutherans and I was con-
firmed, had to sit in the front pew and take 
notes, at St. Luke’s Church. There were five 
girls and three boys in our family. They 
were all older than I was so I had lots of 
supervision. My father had the first service 
station in town so I learned to fix cars by 
the time I was 12. My home town was really 
a good place to grow up. There was good 
fishing, skating, bird hunting, sledding, and 

all the other small town stuff. 

 “We did a lot of bird and rabbit hunting. 
We had to. There were eight kids in the 
family.  

 “I started working in the station for my 
dad when I was 12 years old. While I was in 
high school, I ran another station in town 
for my dad. I also earned money sharpen-
ing lawn mowers and worked as a house 
painter and paper hanger. During the sum-
mer, there was work for farmers driving 

tractor and in hay fields using horses. 

 “During the winter of 1942, I got up at 
5:00 a.m. to deliver fuel oil for people to 
heat their houses. I’d finish about 8:00 and 
go to school.” 

 Larry graduated from High School in 
1942 and immediately joined the Marine 
Corps. Larry recalled, “I volunteered for the 
Infantry in the 4th Marine Raider Battalion. 
Our first campaign was in New Georgia 
which is part of the Solomon Islands. We 

L a r r y  S c h r o e d e r :  

Phyllis Schroeder Aldo Kuntz Lisa Delaney Larry Schroeder 
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A l d o  K u n t z :  

 Alan “Aldo” (bet you didn’t know that 
was just a nickname!) Kuntz was born and 
raised in Girard, Pennsylvania. His Dad 
was a Music teacher and an Elementary  
Guidance Counselor. His Mom was the 
Secretary for the Girard Borough Manager.  
He has one sister,  Carin, who is an Ele-
mentary teacher and lives with her family 
in Lynchburg, Virginia. After graduating 
from High School, Aldo attended the U.S. 
Naval Academy in Annapolis, Maryland 
and earned a degree in Aerospace Engi-
neering. Aldo recalls, “I was commissioned 
an Ensign and spent 21 years flying off air-
craft carriers accumulating over 1,000 car-
rier landings, 350 of which were at night. I 
completed seven deployments including 
two tours in Japan. Twice, I was a Com-
manding Officer; first as the C.O. of the 
Medium Attack Weapons School & second 
of the “Eagles” of Attack Squadron 115. My 
final tour of duty was on the aircraft carrier 
USS Abraham Lincoln as Operations Of-
ficer and was number three in seniority on 
a ship of 6500 personnel. I retired from the 
Navy a Commander in 1999.” 

 Aldo married Michelle in 1984. They met 
while he was stationed on Whidbey Island, 
Washington where Shelle grew up. Jaime 
and Brad were born in Japan (1987, 1989) 
and Kevin was born at Oak Harbor, Wash-
ington in 1991. This year the Kuntz’s are 

hosting Erika, a foreign exchange student, 
from Uppsala, Sweden. 

 Aldo has a long history in the Presbyteri-
an Church. He related, “I was raised in the 
Presbyterian Church in Girard, Pennsylva-
nia. Twenty-one years in the Navy and all 
the associated moves allowed for numerous 
opportunities to experience several church-
es and congregations. After flight school, I 
was initially assigned to Whidbey Island in 
Washington and joined the Whidbey Pres-
byterian Church in 1980. Later, I trans-
ferred my membership to the Presbyterian 
Church in Beeville, Texas while living there 
from 1984-1986. In Beeville is where I first 
became involved as a youth leader. I trans-
ferred my membership back to Whidbey 
after my first Japan tour which lasted from 
1989 through 1997. At Whidbey, I was or-
dained and served as an elder.  In 1997, I 
transferred my membership to Mukilteo 
Presbyterian Church and served as an elder 
there until 2000. 

 “In 1999, I retired from the Navy. We 
moved to Whitefish in 2000. In 2001, we 
became members of FPC. I’m serving my 
second term as elder. 

 “What attracted me to FPC was the 
warmth of the people, atmosphere of the 
church, the building, and choir. Everyone 
welcomed me as if I had been a member all 

my life. A good choir has always been a 
drawing card for me as I like to sing. The 
choirs I’ve sang with are wide and varied. 
I’ve experienced singing at the U.S. Naval 
Academy in a 200 voice all-male choir to 
the chapel at Whiting Field Naval Air Sta-
tion in Milton, Florida, where there were 
four of us: the chapel secretary (alto), the 
daughter of a retired officer (soprano), my-
self (tenor), the Chaplain (bass), and the 
Chaplain’s wife (accompanist)!” 

 I asked Aldo what he did for fun. He 
replied, “I enjoy long distance running, 
hiking, skiing, camping—all outdoor activi-
ties, and, of course, flying! I also enjoy 
Whitefish High School Athletics, especially 
Track & Field where I volunteer as an As-
sistant Coach and Official, and Volleyball. 

 “As far as changes at FPC, I would like to 
see more activities in conjunction with 
Glacier Presbytery Camp on Flathead Lake 
in the form of picnics and retreats.” 

 I asked Aldo if he had a special message 
he would like to share with our congrega-
tion. He said, “Venture out of your comfort 
zone and the four walls of the church at 
every opportunity! Make everyone else 
wonder what you (we) are up to so that 
they venture out of their comfort zones and 
into the four walls of the church.” 

did two campaigns there. Then we went to 
St. Matias and after that, Guam. Next came 
Okinawa. I was wounded there and spent 
nine months in a hospital. 

 “In 1946, I was discharged and took ad-
vantage of the GI bill to go to school. I at-
tended Drafting School in Minneapolis and 
got my degree. I got a job right out of 
school working for General Mills. After a 
year had gone by, I got restless and decided 
to travel on my motorcycle. I took off for 
the west coast and traveled from Washing-
ton down to Los Angeles sleeping out-side 
and taking my time. I traveled east to Ari-
zona and worked in the copper mines for a 
year and did some prospecting there also. 
Eventually, I traveled across the entire 
United States visiting friends from the ser-
vice. It was a fun time for me. 

 “In 1949, I went to Alaska and worked as 
a Gandy Dancer for the railroad for a year. 
After returning to Minnesota, I owned a 
diary farm for awhile but didn’t like that. I 
also tried hay bailing with a couple other 
guys but that didn’t work out too well ei-
ther. While I lived in South Dakota, I 
worked in a cement factory and a gold 
mine. 

 “Finally, I decided I had better go back 
to my drafting job. I got a job with Shell Oil 
in Casper, Wyoming. This is where Phyllis 
and I met. She worked for Shell also. I 
wanted to get a degree in Mining Engineer-
ing so we moved to Salt Lake City to attend 
the university. It was in Salt Lake where 
Phyllis and I were married. My education 
got derailed by cancer of the lymph nodes. I 
went back to work for Shell Oil for 27 years, 
moving around from place to place and 
finally retired. 

 “Phyllis had two boys from a previous 
marriage and we have one boy, two girls, 
and eight grand children. 

 “We came to Whitefish for a family reun-
ion, fell in love with it, and bought land. 
After retirement in 1980, we built our 
house here. I learned plumbing and electri-
cal and did all the stone work.” 

 I asked Larry what attracted them to 
FPC. He replied, “Phyllis is the Presbyteri-
an. She had attended the Presbyterian 
Church all her life. I escort her to church. 
Larry laughed. 

 “I never was a church goer. I was travel-
ing all the time. But, I started going with 

Phyllis after we moved here to Whitefish in 
the early eighties. And, you know, I really 
like the Presbyterian Church, especially the 
music. We attend all the functions and real-
ly enjoy them. 

 “I recall when we tore the basement out 
in the eighties. It took almost a whole sum-
mer. I’m a real good dismantler. I disman-
tled the whole depot and put it back in 
good shape again. 

 “I used to be the Head Usher. But it got 
too hard to get up early. Right now I’m the 
Candle Man. I take care of the candles 
keeping them full.” 

 Larry likes to build remote controlled 
model airplanes. He took me out to his 
shop where he builds them. When he of-
fered to let me try my hand at flying them 
next summer, I jumped at the chance say-
ing, “I’ve always wanted to fly one of 
those!” 

 Larry likes our church just like it is. He 
said, “I like the people at FPC and love to 
talk. We have good people running it and I 
would encourage everyone to attend every 
Sunday.” 
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L i s a  D e l a n e y :  

 Lisa Delaney was born in Gainesville, 
Georgia. She recalled, “I really grew up in 
Duluth, Georgia. My mom and dad were 
General Contractors. My dad and mom are 
76 years old and still have the business 
going. My brother branched off and started 
his own Contracting business. One of my 
sisters is a writer for Kirkland and lives in 
Memphis. My other sister teaches 5th grade 
at Central School here in Whitefish. 

 “I was about to turn 17 years old when I 
graduated from High School and went to 
Georgia College for three years earning a 
Bachelors degree in Home Economics Edu-
cation. I decided not to teach with my de-
gree but instead started a catering business. 
The business was a success, lasting for 10 
years. I was in the midst of dealing with a 
broker for selling the business when John 
and I met. Shortly after the sale, we went to 
Ireland to get married. However, the mar-
riage wasn’t legally recognized because we 
hadn’t been in Ireland for the requisite 
three months but a priest blessed our mar-
riage on the top of a ferry boat in the mid-
dle of Galioay Bay. 

 “We lived in Lilburn and then Gaines-
ville, Georgia. John worked for a cardiac 
ultrasound company which provided heavy 
equipment for doctors and hospitals. He 
traveled a lot and I stayed home raising our 
two daughters. I eventually took a teaching 
position in Gainesville teaching Home Eco-
nomics for two years.  

 “One day my sister called and said there 
was a teaching position open at Flathead 
High School. I applied and got the job. We 
made the move and love living in the beau-
tiful Flathead Valley. John works for Tele-
tech in Kalispell and works the Printing 
Business doing sales in the mornings.  

 “I taught Family and Consumer Science 
at Flathead High for two years but decided 
to quit that profession and go to work for 
Grouse Mountain Lodge and later for 
Whitefish Lodge. It wasn’t long and I took a 
job working at Whitefish District School as 
the secretary to the Superintendent.  

 “I had a printing business going on the 
side and finally decided to work at it full-
time. Its name is Precision Printing. I do 
full-service commercial and social printing 
as a print broker for people across the Unit-
ed States. I have graphic designers who I 
work with. They do the lay-out and art and 
I sell it to customers. I’ll find the best print-
er to meet the needs of my clients. I’m very 
happy with my work because it enables me 
to be responsible to myself and be in con-
trol. It’s a good balance for my time to 
spend with my kids and husband.” 

 FPC made an impact on Lisa. She ex-
plained, “We’ve attended here since we 
moved to Whitefish in 2003. I met Andy on 
the street and he invited me to services. 
When I walked in the door, I knew that it 
had a foundation. I couldn’t explain it but I 

just knew it. It had a presence of the Spirit. 
After I had met some people, I could tell 
they had something special too. The experi-
ence was very genuine. It means a great 
deal for me to be here. After 38 years of my 
life, I found somewhere I really wanted to 
be. It felt like this church wrapped its arms 
around me when I walked in the door. It 
felt like home.” 

 Lisa has served as a Deacon for the past 
two years. She said, “I like the kitchen work 
because it goes back to my catering. I like 
being a Deacon because I like helping peo-
ple without expecting anything in return. 
It’s a joy.” 

 I asked about hobbies. Lisa replied, “I 
like to work so work is my hobby. I also 
enjoy skiing and being outdoors. Spending 
time with my husband and children is very 
special to me.” 

 Lisa would like to see more families with 
children attend our church. She also has a 
dream of working with youth. Lisa stated, 
“I would like to start a youth group for the 
middle school age— grades five through 
eight. We could meet one day a week. 

 “I would like to see this church energized 
to get the new people who come into our 
community, including those who come here 
seasonally, who have kids to come to FPC.  
It would be a blessing to add many young 
families to our church.” 

P a t  C o l e :  

 Pat decided to write her own story that 
you’re gonna love. Here she is— in her own 
words. 

 “As a new practitioner in Whitefish, I 
was pleased to hear FPC was the site for 
regular AA meetings. Living in the neigh-
borhood, I walked to town and admired the 
handsome building and was impressed 
with the beautiful windows and Historic 
Building designation. Visiting my first Sun-
day brought tears to my eyes as members 
were so welcoming. I felt at home! Alice 
Stocking, Sheila Paulus, and Claire Strick-
ler were particularly friendly and helpful. 
The coffee hour and Dan’s open and expan-
sive approach clinched my decision to join 
and become active in the church. I am de-
lighted to have been elected to Session and 
recently was elected to chair the Education 
Committee. I love singing in the choir. All 

this, and an introduction to kayaking has 
made a satisfying community connection 
for me in a remarkably short time.     

 “I was born in Green Bay, Wisconsin. 
Dad told me the tulips poked up through 
the snow. I grew up with a younger brother 
and sister attending FPC of Green Bay. I 
was baptized, confirmed, and married my 
first husband there. Mom taught Sunday 
School and played piano. Dad served on 
Session. 

 “Born in Scotland, Grandpa came to the 
U.S. when he was 22. German-born Grand-
ma, joined FPC when they married and 
became a quiet pillar, starting the coffee on 
Sunday mornings, cooking for church sup-
pers, organizing rummage sales, and ac-
tively sewing and quilting in the women’s 
circles. I am lucky to have several rugs she 

made from rummage-sale wool coats she 
cut, dyed, and painstakingly hooked into 
rugs. When I was about three, Mom be-
came too ill to take care of my little brother 
and me, so we lived with my grandparents 
for about a year and a half. The smell of 
fresh baked bread or lilies-of-the-valley 
flowers takes me right back to her kitchen 
or garden.    

 “I decided to become a doctor when I 
was about five and hospitalized during a 
polio epidemic. Luckily, I have no lingering 
effects of whatever illness it was. In 9th 
grade, I did a class career project. After 
interviewing a laboratory tech phlebotomist 
at the hospital, I decided I wanted to be 
head of the lab and that meant medical 
school. I went to Carleton College, North-
field, Minnesota to major in pre-med. 
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 “At Carleton I met Dick Cole, the love of 
my life. We married and honeymooned in 
Glacier Park and Jasper, Alberta. We 
stayed in a log cabin at Big Sky, Montana 
and rode horses, fly-fished, and went 
square dancing with the ranch hands. That 
fall we started medical school at the Uni-
versity of Minnesota.  

 “Unfortunately as an infant, Dick had 
radiation treatment to shrink his thymus 
gland. He developed Hodgkin’s Disease at 
age 21 and died 5 years later, just about the 
time we graduated. I learned medicine 
from both sides of the bed— as student and 
wife of a terminally ill patient. It changed 
my approach to practice and made me very 
skeptical of new technology. 

 “After Dick died, I did Family Practice 
residency training at Fairview-St. Mary’s 
Hospitals in Minneapolis. I married my 
second husband, St. Paul City Councilman 
David Hozza. I started a practice and at age 
30 became pregnant with my first child— 
Bill Hozza— now a high school English 
teacher and coach. My second child, Matt, 
now a commercial banker and marathon 
runner, was nominated Volunteer of the 
Year for his regular visits to nursing homes 
with me as a baby. We adopted 2 year old 
cousin, Nickie Kelly, when Bill and Matt 
were quite young. She attended college on 
an ice hockey scholarship, majored in art, 
minored in Japanese, and is stationed in 
the Navy in San Diego on the USS Ronald 
Regan. She meditates, writes poetry, taught 
snow boarding at Blacktail, and has been 
accepted into dive school for EOD. 
(Explosive Ordinance Demolition). I am 
not calm about her career choice, but feel 

better every time I see Leslee Washer and 
admire how well she’s done post Navy.  

 “I have always enjoyed teaching and 
after 7 years left the practice I’d started to 
become the first woman residency director 
in Minnesota. I spent about 20 years in 
academic Family Medicine. Those were 
busy years when I delivered babies, trav-
eled to serve on national committees, and 
kept up with the kids. Unfortunately, my 
marriage didn’t survive all that activity; 
David and I divorced about 20 years ago. I 
am proud of our co-parenting and that we 
have maintained a strong friendship. For 
many years, I drove my kids and their 
friends back to Big Sky to ski. Nickie tells 
me that was a precursor to my moving 
here. She may be right. 

 “My practice has always included lots of 
counseling. I learned self-hypnosis in medi-
cal school and taught patients to use it but 
my approach was otherwise conventional. 
My perspective changed when my sister 
Ginny was diagnosed with leukemia. She 
had majored in religion at Carleton, got a 
Master’s degree at Chapel Hill, North Caro-
lina and did her thesis on “Peak Experienc-
es in Sport.” She was the “Visualize World 
Peace” bumper sticker lady. Ginny was 
interested in alternative healing very early 
in her life. She was a doer and not an ex-
plainer, so I never really understood what 
she was up to. I was too busy …being a 
mother, practicing medicine, and  married 
to a politician.  

 “I feel so fortunate to have been able to 
spend time with Ginny during her chemo, 
her subsequent remission, and to meet her 

friends. She invited me to stay with her at 
the end of her life— living “as if a miracle 
were possible”. I hate it that she died at age 
39, but I am very grateful for the spiritual 
awakening gift she gave me. She died at her 
best friend’s large home in Sedona, Arizo-
na. Her friend was a spiritual teacher who 
had many alternative practitioners coming 
to study with her. I observed as they gifted 
my sister with “odd” but soothing practices. 
I found myself having spiritual experiences 
and noticing profound synchronicities dur-
ing that holy end-of-life time. For the past 
15 years I have studied alternative thera-
pies.  

 “I recently studied with a spiritual teach-
er in Montana who taught an intuitive ap-
proach to healing. I had profound spiritual 
experiences with her and literally heard 
myself called to come to Montana. I as-
sumed it was to work with her and perhaps 
begin a healing school for physicians. After 
I left her organization under difficult cir-
cumstances, I gratefully joined Steve Gor-
don at the Bridge Medical Center. I am 
delighted to practice with a group offering 
an integrative approach to health and heal-
ing. 

 “In summary, I commend this church on 
its friendliness to newcomers. I remind 
myself, life is a journey. Be open to the Ho-
ly Spirit. Seek to do God’s will. Bloom 
where you are planted. Be grateful for all 
that is.” 

Dear Son, 

 I am writing this letter to you because 
we’ve had many discussions on the phone 
about what we both believe. You told me 
that you saw God through the Christian 
faith that was expressed and taught in a 
“rigid manner” in your family. This God did 
not permit questioning the particular faith 
of your parents. This God did not allow you 
to express your own opinion on spiritual 
maters, especially if those opinions were 

different  from that of your parents. En-
couraging you in your own spiritual search 
or discussing the merits of other religions 
were simply not accepted. All questions had 
a simple concrete answer. Our teaching was 
instructional, lacking all elements of a 
meaningful dialogue. Whenever you had 
concerns, we pointed to the Word and 
urged you to pray. You said, “I lost my 
voice”, meaning you were taught to be 
mute and accept whatever your parents 

told you was the right answer. You say your 
reluctance to go to church stems from the 
fear that you will again be trapped by the 
belief system of your parents. I am deeply 
saddened and wish from the bottom of my 
heart that I could go back and change the 
damage done in the past, but I can not. 

 You are right: I’ve changed in my Chris-
tian beliefs. You asked if I still take the bi-
ble literally. My response is that I’m not the 
kind of Christian I was in my 30ties and 
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40ties. Some would say I’ve compromised 
the gospel, but I believe I’ve only increased  
my deep appreciation for the written Word 
and a God who is Love.  

 I believe the bible is a book of faith 
formed in a culture of story telling. I think 
some biblical texts are literal, some are 
meant to be metaphorical, and some are 
both. I believe for example, that the Ten 
Commandments are what they say they 
are— made alive in the context of early 
Jewish history.  

 I find my Christian faith is fundamental 
to my life and as I get older, it means more 
to me. I have turned over the rocks of the 
traditional tenants of the Christian faith— 
sin, the person of Jesus, the death and res-
urrection, baptisms, the Holy Spirit— many 
times. I still turn over a rock or two here 
and there, and take a hard look again. 
However, at this juncture in my life, I am 
comfortable with the person of Jesus. I call 
him: redeemer, savior, friend, healer, and 
comforter. Is He the son of God? In my 
mind He is. But no one can prove it to a 
skeptic by appealing to his reason and I’m 
perfectly comfortable to be with Christians 
who don’t believe that He is. Knowledge on 
spiritual matters comes slowly and the rev-
elation of spiritual truth to each individual 
is personal and develops over a life-time. 

 Do I believe in a resurrection? I think it 
is futile to try to figure that out. I choose to 
believe that there was some kind of resur-
rection. For me, life and death and life 
again is not only what happened to Jesus; it 
is also reflected in the seasons of every cal-
endar year.     

 What draws me to the Christian faith is 
the relational  nature of the Godhead. This 
God loves everything He has made and that 
includes me. This divine parent  is present 
and available to me at all times. I don’t 
have to read a map as I journey through my 
life. He is my personal guide. The intimate 
nature of God has immense meaning for 
me, giving my life a stability that would not 
be mine without Him. It gives me the abil-
ity to trust the future. I believe that with 
His help, everything that happens to me 
(good and bad),  provides a unique oppor-

tunity to hone the qualities of God’s nature 
in me. Those qualities are: love, peace, pa-
tience, kindness, and self control. The deist, 
on the other hand, believes that once the 
world was created, God is no longer inter-
ested in the lives of men. I don’t like the 
idea of a distant uninvolved God.  

 We’ve talked about how we really can’t 
put our minds around the entity of God. A 
God who is immortal, invisible, and incom-
prehensible, yet intimately present in our 
hearts and minds makes Him very mysteri-
ous. It took the person of Jesus to reveal to 
man who God is and even then it was im-
possible for his disciples to comprehend 
Him. It took the death of Jesus and the 
descent of the Holy Spirit to reveal some 
key elements of the Godhead to them. Even 
with this revelation, none could see Him in 
his entirety. Abraham called him the 
“unknown God”. Embracing mystery and 
accepting that we do not have all the an-
swers is vital to my Christian faith.   

 I also believe that what we focus on in 
our faith depends on the phase of our life, 
our age, and our circumstance. A child 
needs to know the simple immediate con-
crete nature of God’s love. In early adult-
hood, where questioning abounds, it is im-
portant to grapple with the nature of God. 
In our youth, we ask why and try to figure 
things out. In our middle years, we some-
times forget about God because there are so 
many other things that impede on our lives 
- working, having children, etc. In our 
50ties and 60ties and beyond, we rediscov-
er our faith— deepening the roots that may 
have lay dormant before. .   

  I thank you for teaching me about free-
dom. As you said, we did not give you the 
freedom to choose what to believe. It had to 
be Christian in our sense of the word. 
Christ came to set the captives free and we 
turned around and bound your mind with 
the chains of rigid unquestionable dogma. 
When I finally woke up to that reality, I 
realized I was a captive to my own brand of 
Christianity. My judgment on all other 
faiths and other forms of Christianity oozed 
from my pores. I believed that my own par-
ticular brand of Christianity was “the way 
the truth and the light”. Ironically, I would 

have denied it at the time. I was blind.   

 Since my revelation of freedom, I have 
been immensely blessed by the faiths of 
others and also the practices of faith of oth-
er Christians. Truth is truth and all faiths 
share many or most of those same truths. 
The differences lie with the emphasis of 
those truths, the framework of the particu-
lar belief, plus the creative expression of 
that faith. I’ve learned about meditation 
from my Buddhist friends and I incorpo-
rate it daily in my prayer life. I greatly re-
spect the reverence of the Muslims towards 
their God Allah. I have been profoundly 
moved by the free and spontaneous wor-
ship of my Afro-American brothers and 
sisters as well as my evangelical friends. I 
love the praise songs, many of which origi-
nated from the Charismatic Christian 
church. I also like their emphasis on the 
Holy Spirit. I’m blessed by the liturgy of 
the Roman Catholic and Orthodox church-
es and I’ve learned about the importance of 
the drum as a tool used for worship by my 
fellow American Indian Christians. How 
can I forget my Jewish brothers and sisters 
whose faith is the foundation of my own 
and who’s knowledge of the Old Testament 
has broadened my understanding of who 
Jesus really was and is. Instead of setting 
me apart from those who believe and ex-
press their faith differently than I do, I have 
strengthened, deepened and broadened my 
own faith because of the particular faiths of 
others.    

 Finally son, I hope and pray that you will 
move beyond the spiritual wounds that 
were blindly inflicted on you as a child. 
Again, I’m profoundly sorry and set you 
free to find your own way. It is my hope 
and prayer that you will discover a faith— 
an anchor in life, a safe harbor in storms 
that will give you strength in times of hard-
ship, magnify your joy, and give you peace.    

 

I love you. 

Your Mom    

 

 

It should be noted that any views or opinions expressed 

in this publication is not necessarily the views or opinions 

of the First Presbyterian Church USA. 

My contact information follows: 

Bob Paulus                     

bob@fpcwhitefish.org  
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