
From the Pastorõs Desk... 

tǊŀȅŜǊǎ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ¢ǊŜŜ-ǿŜƭƭ 

òGOD HELP ME! Please God help me!ó I gasped, face-down in the powder at the base of an ever-

green.  In slow -motion time I was panicking ñthinking: death by snow aspiration. I just hit a tree and 

now everything hurts.  Did I break my back?  I flexed fingers and toes.  My arms and legs were numb 

and tingly, and I couldnõt move.  But my fingers and toes did respond.  òThank you Godó Iõm not 

paralyzed.  

 òOh God, it hurts.  Help me God!ó  I kept praying.  I had to turn over on my back, but my left 

arm wasnõt responding and hurt like crazy when I tried to move it.  I started to panic again at the 

thought that my skis might still be clipped in.  If thatõs true, I thought, thereõs no way I can turn over.   

I struggled to move my 300lb feet.  Immediately I could tell the ski bindings had released.  òThank 

you God.ó  Then, òIõve got to turn over.  Please help me, God.ó Leveraging with my right arm, sort of 

a one -handed push -up, I got myself over on my back. I lay there gasping from the exertion.  I pulled 

my goggles up and looked up at the tree that had only seconds ago dead -stopped my graceful 

backwards landing ð oh, what might have been!  

 I focused on my breathing, working to slow it from hyperventilating speed to something more 

normal.  Wow, I hurt all over, I thought.  Somehow Iõm going to have to get back up, put on my skis 

and get down this hillé  I canõt believe it.  I hit a tree! 

 Moments before I was giving my son, Graham, a head -start down the trail.  The previous time 

down this same run was more fun with this tactic ð let him get ahead of me, and then bomb down 

past him for a ways before pulling up and waiting.  Graham was taking to the slopes incredibly 

wellñit was only his third time on skis!  Me on the other handé  I 
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òOut of the depths [of the tree-well] I cry to you, LORD; Lord, hear my voice. Let your 

ears be attentive to my cry for mercy.ó 



Calendar of  Events 

¶ Sabbath, Dec 1  

 Message:  AAA Band & Orchestra  

¶ Sun, Dec 2  

 South Sound Adventurers - 10am @ OCS 

¶ Mon, Dec 3  

 Finance Committee - 7 pm  

¶ Tue, Dec 4  

 Community Services open - 9:15-12 pm  

¶ Sabbath, Dec 8  

 Message:  Pastor Mark - òIncamation I: 
 Nothing is Impossibleó 

¶ Mon, Dec 10  

 ELT Meeting - 6 pm  

 Church Admin Team Meeting - 7 pm  

¶ Tue, Dec 11  

 Community Services open - 9:15-12 pm  

¶ Sabbath, Dec 15  

 Message:  Pastor Mark - òIncamation II:  A 
 Savior is Bornó 

¶ Tue, Dec 18  

 Community Services open - 9:15-12 pm  

¶ Sabbath, Dec 22  

 Christmas Brunch - 9:30 am @ TLC Special 
 Christmas Service  

¶ Tue, Dec 25  

 MERRY CHRISTMAS! 

 Office Closed  

¶ Sabbath, Dec 29  

 Message:  Pastor Mark - òIncamation II: 
 Have Our Eyes Seen His Salvation?ó 

¶ Mon, Dec 31  

 New Yearõs Eve 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

March Calendar 

¶ Sabbath, Mar 2  

 Message: Pastor Mark  

¶ Mon, Mar 4  

 Finance Committee - 7pm  

¶ Tue, Mar 5 

 Community Services Open - 9:15-12 pm  

¶ Sabbath, Mar 9  

 Message: Pastor Mark  

 Game night, 6:30 pm @ TLC  

¶ Sun, Mar 10 

 Daylight Saving Time Starts  

 South Sound Adventurer Meeting ñ10 am 
 @ OCS 

¶ Tue, Mar 12 

 Community Services Open - 9:15-12 pm  

¶ Sabbath, Mar 16  

 Message: Pastor Mark  

 Church Potluck  

¶ Tue, Mar 19 

 Community Services Open - 9:15-12 pm  

¶ Wed Mar  20  

 FIRST DAY OF SPRING 

¶ Sabbath, Mar  23  

 Message: Pastor Mark  

¶ Mon, Mar 25  

 OCS Board Meeting - 7pm  

¶ Tue, Mar 26 

 Community Services Open - 9:15-12 pm  

¶ Sabbath, Mar  30  

 Message: Pastor Mark  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

had skied in Colorado as a kid and 3 times last 

season at Mt. Hood Meadows with my veteran 

skier cousin, Greg. With a flexible work schedule, 

he got 35 days in last season, and it showed.  

Great powder was my liquid courage the final 

day with Greg last year, as I tackled some chal-

lenging runs.  I was feeling pretty good about my 

abilities, especially as a 49 year old father of four.  

So here we were, one season later, on my aggres-

sive 180 Blizzard Bonafide skis (per Greg, youõll 

chicken out before they will) and reconditioned 

Scott poles, along with my too -big Goodwill ski 

boots ð all courtesy of Greg ñexiting the central 

quad lift at White Pass ski resort around 3:25pm, 

February 11, 2019.  On the way up, Graham voted 

for a repeat of the same run.  òThat was fun, Dad, 

lets ski that one again.ó  We were hoping to get 

two more runs in before the lift closed at 4:00pm.  

It was snowing thickly as it had been all day.  New 

powder, it seemed, on every run.  òIõm going to 

take this one just a little faster than last time,ó I 

thought.  There were some rollers in this Cascade 

Trail that at moderate speed kept you from hav-

ing to pole in the flatter sections.  But Iõd discov-

ered on the last run that they could be a lot more 

fun with a little more feet -per -second.  Speed thrills 

before it kills.  

 After Graham had a sufficient lead, I 

tucked in and began my bombing run, forgetting 

that while bombers can strafe ground targets, 

they are just as likely to be shot down.  In reality, 

Iõm sure I looked a lot more like an out-of -control 

747 crop dusting the Cascades.  I launched from 

the top of the first roller and instead of arms -out air

-braking as in my last run I stayed in my tuck for 

the landing.  Uh -oh, a little too much speed.  I 

zipped by Graham on my left, òYahoo!ó The next 

roller was coming up fast and I was launching but, 

òOh noé!ó without the correct angle.  The trail 

steered to the left at about the point where I had 

landed my flight last run, but this time I was off -

balance and sort of aiming right.   

 Now this is the point where I have to rely on 

Grahamõs memory as mine blurs out.  I just remem-

ber being airborne and flying.  I remember think-

ing, òIõm going to have to plant my skis pretty hard 

when I land to correct and miss those trees...ó  But 

there was no landing.  Apparently I started to auto

-rotate to the right, clockwise, when I launched 

from the roller.  Time slowed to nano -seconds and 

it occurred to me I might hit something.  òBrace 

/ƻƴǝƴǳŜŘ ƻƴ ǇŀƎŜ пΦΦΦ 



Just type òOlympia Transformation Life 

Centeró into your Facebook search to 

find us! 

Prayer Requests 
 

For Prayer Chain , urgent and immediate 

prayer re -quests, please email Laura Camus 

at lasda11@hotmail.com.   

For Prayer and Praise Requests for bulletin 

insert each week, please call the church 

office @ 943 -1370 or email at 

olympasda@integrity.com.  

Card Ministry: Do you know someone who is 

sick, discouraged, lonely, havenõt seen them 

for awhileéand would like them to receive 

and encouraging card? Contact Laura 

Camus @ 556-2441 or email 

lasda11@hotmail.com  
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for impactó but too late.  WHAM!  I hit the exposed trunk of the 18-24ó diameter evergreen flying 

backwards; breaking all five transverse processes on my left side, cracking two ribs and my left 

scapula right into the joint.  There were two evergreens growing next to each other, and best I can 

tell, I must have glanced off the first one only to squarely nail the second.  This produced deceptive 

scratches and road -rash on the right side of my back prompting emergency personnel to repeated-

ly avoid my right and grab my left shoulder.  But at this point thatõs still far off in the future.  The two 

evergreens did their job without complaint, arresting me from flight speed to a dead stop with the 

efficiency that would make an aircraft carrier cable -arrest proud. Then those two trees kindly 

dropped me, face -down, in the thin layer of snow lining the bottom of their shared tree -well and 

dusted me with powder theyõd been collecting all day on their branches. 

 (Fourteen years ago I had the honor of starring in what one observer called, òThe most spec-

tacular car crash Iõve ever seen...ó  While I appreciate the affirmation in retrospect, that well-

intentioned first -responder might have chosen someone other than my wife with whom to share his 

glowing description of my end -for-end -2x crash.) Back to White Pass. I suspect that if only I had been 

wearing a GoPro, or better yet, if only Graham had been wearing one, we could pay for all my 

medical care and next yearõs season passes with the proceeds from that crash footage.  Remem-

ber what Greg said about my loaner Blizzard Bonifides: òYouõll chicken out before they do...ó  I could 

hold up the one remaining ski, shake it and say, òI tried to push these to the limit, but eight bones in I 

had to quit.  Bonifides win again!ó 

 But Iõm not thinking about any of this right now.  Iõve just rolled with great pain onto my back 

and Iõm gasping for breath.  I wrench up my goggles and look up at the two trees who dropped me 

like a rock.  Snow still falling thick and fast.  I know Iõm in a tree-well, the wind -hollowed place at the 

base of trees, especially evergreens, where air rushing by the tree trunk creates a cavity nearly as 

deep as the snow -pack.  Fall into one of these and itõs hard to get out.  With my pain at that mo-

ment I knew it wasnõt going to happen.  I raised my mittened right hand and held it up as high as I 

could and slowly waved.  On my 1 -10 scale, the pain was significant for what I thought was just 

bruised muscles ð soft tissue injuries. A CT scan in the Yakima ER hours later would show cracked 

bones; I wasnõt going anywhere under my own power.  It occurred to me that down in this tree well, 

even though I was just off to one side of the trail, in the waning light of the late afternoon, with snow 

falling steadily and few skiers on the trails, I could be covered before anyone noticed. I think I was 

praying again when I heard the most beautiful sound, òHey dad, are you ok?ó 

 Turns out, Graham saw me flash by.  Saw me go airborne.  Saw me peg the tree backwards 

and land in a heap.  Heõd seen it all.  He tried to stop and fell down himself.  When I didnõt appear 

momentarily, he had unclipped and hiked back up to my crash -site.  Some other kids from our Lewis

-County school group cruised by, òHey Graham, is your dad ok?ó But I was oblivious.  I hurt too 

much, and my back was starting to chill, pressed against the snow.  òSurely, Iõm not going to cash 

out like this, am I?ó 

 Graham held my hand, and Iõll tell you what, I held his hand and I didnõt let go.  òI donõt want 

to die...ó 

 òDad, youõre going to be ok; ski patrol is coming...ó 

 

 Paraphrasing the author of Psalm 130, òOut of the depths [of the tree-well] I cry to you, LORD; 

Lord, hear my voice. Let your ears be attentive to my cry for mercy.ó 

 

 It would be so easy to stop there:  òI was in trouble.  I prayed to God.  God had mercy and 

heard me.  God saved me. The end.ó And while thatõs certainly true, Iõm coming to believe thereõs 

more.    

/ƻƴǝƴǳŜŘ ƻƴ ƴŜȄǘ ǇŀƎŜΦΦΦ 
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April 6, 2019 | 10 am - 4 pm  WOMENõS SPRING DAY 
Fliers available on the lobby counter  

 Tree-wells abound and you can stumble in or crash above and fall in a crumpled heap at 

the bottom in plenty of places that would never think to rent you skis.  Iõve been in a few tree-wells 

at work myself, so I know theyõre out there.  Often tree-wells and our crashing into them is more of a 

relational experience and has nothing to do with where we are. Look around.  We try to tough it out 

and get back in our skis and limp down the slope, but if you hit the tree hard enough, and if the tree

-well is deep enough, you canõt. You just canõt. And the hurting people around us canõt get up and 

get going again under their own power either.  They need a Higher Power.  They need to cry out to 

Jesus.  I knew that before and I really know it now.  And what they need and what I needed was 

someone to hold my hand and give me hope.  Graham held my hand while we waited for ski pa-

trol, while they cut off my jacket in the first aid station, and all the way to Yakima in the ambulance.  

And Iõm so grateful he did. 

 Maybe youõre in a bit of tree-well yourself and like me youõre wondering, òWhat did I do to 

deserve this?ó  While I canõt answer that, I can tell you this: because of February 11, I can relate to 

life-threatening trauma a little more authentically.  Actually, I donõt think my life was ever in jeop-

ardy, but for a few moments it felt like it.  And Iõm so grateful to God and to Graham for staying with 

me.  The hope that we talk about so glibly on Sabbath got very real very fast on that Monday after-

noon.  I think thatõs another God-intended benefit, because �L�W�·�V���K�D�U�G���W�R���V�K�D�U�H���K�R�S�H���\�R�X���G�R�Q�·�W���Q�H�H�G. 

 So here are my takeaways: Cry out to God from your tree -well.  He can hear you. He can 

save you. Watch for others, still gasping for breath from the impact, paralyzed in their tree -wells.  Sit 

beside them.  Hold their hand.  Pray for them and with them. Let the hope of Godõs merciful pres-

ence get painfully real; come to grips with how much you need God right here, right now.  Thatõs 

something we can all do.  And as we do, and as we choose to hope in God in these moments, He 

will give the desperate, gritty hope we need. Hope thatõs real enough to share. 

 

Pastor Mark Welch  


