
Tanin: 

I’m eight years old and live in Columbia 
Falls, Montana. I was born in Kalispell but 
live in Columbia Falls now. I’m enjoying 
going to school, well, kind of enjoying; but I 
go to school at Columbia Falls Elementary 
in the second grade. School’s okay I guess, 
especially when we play sports. I really like 
football because I love to run a lot and 
catching the ball is fun too. I also like to 
play baseball and basketball. I was on the 
wrestling team for two years. Playing on 
team sports is really a lot of fun. I also love 
to go camping. 

I’ve been going to The Wave for years 
where I swim. Swimming is lots of fun and 
I go whenever I can. Our parents take us to 
Lion Lake to go swimming too. 

My favorite subject in school is art. I can 
draw and make stuff but my sister is better 
at it. 

My great grandparents, Sid and Deloris, 
have been taking me to church on Sunday’s 
since I was a baby. I really like to go and 
especially like the songs they sing during 
the service and the hymns everybody sings 
together. Sunday school is awesome! The 
teachers we have make everything fun and 
interesting. 

This summer we’re going to Portland, 
Oregon to see my grandparents. I really like 
them a lot. I’m also going to spend a lot of 
time at the beach, take swimming lessons, 
and ride my bike.  I ride my snowboard 
during the winter but only on the smaller 
hills. I don’t really want to go to the Big 
Mountain yet. 

 

Tanisha: 

I was born in Kalispell, Montana. I’m 
almost 10 years old and attend fourth grade 
at Glacier Gateway Elementary in Columbia 
Falls where my younger brother goes. Math 
is my favorite subject. I really like playing 
basketball and volleyball. One year I played 
softball too. Before I started school, I took 
ballet. My recital dress was yellow with 
sparkles which I thought was really pretty. 

Every year each grade does different 
things like maybe a field trip to Glacier 
Park. Last year my class went to The Wave. 
This year, we are doing a play about Lewis 
and Clark. I’m going to be an explorer. Eve-
ryone gets dressed up in a costume and 
mine includes a shirt, pants, and cape that 
look like something an explorer would 
wear. 

This summer, we are going to Portland, 

Oregon to visit our grandparents. It will be 
lots and lots of fun. Also, I plan on spend-
ing a lot of time at the beach. 

Going to church here with great grand-
ma and grandpa Deloris and Sid and is 
something I look forward to and really en-
joy. I’ve been coming here on Sundays 
since I was two years old. Tanin and I go to 
Sunday school where I help out because I 
know where everything is and I’m the old-
est. Children’s church is fun too where Pas-
tor Tim teaches us stuff during the service. 
He’s a real nice man. When I grow up, I 
don’t have any idea of what I want to do but 
I plan on going to college. 

 
Tanisha & Tanin 
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 I’m a Ka-
lispell girl, the 
youngest of 
three girls 
born to a dad 
from the cot-
ton fields of 
Texas and a 
mom from the 
dirt farms of 
Kansas. The 
beauty of this 
valley was 
instilled in me 

as they shared their appreciation of the 
mountains and nature in general. My dad 
brought the family to the Flathead in 1941 
when he was transferred to Kalispell by the 
F.W. Woolworth Co. He later bought into a 
five and dime store named Torbert’s and 
eventually had his own business, Harmon’s, 
a lady’s ready to wear store. My mom cared 
for the family and later became the buyer 
for the family business. 

When I look back on my childhood, it 
seems as though I was raised during a fair-
ytale time. Life was simple, safe and a 
whole lot of fun! We didn’t lock our doors; 
friends just called out “You Who!” before 
walking right in, and we didn’t have TV. 
Time was spent playing games, telling sto-
ries, and enjoying music. Summers were 
my favorite. Dad taught me to fish, skip 
rocks, and ski on Flathead Lake and Mom 
fried the best chicken for our picnics in 
Glacier Park. On Sundays, our family wor-
shiped at Christ Church Episcopal. 

As a teen, I greatly enjoyed snow skiing 
with my friends. In order to earn money for 
new skis, I started working as an admis-
sions clerk at Kalispell General Hospital. 
This was my first exposure to the real 
world. Some days I came home full of sto-
ries and other days I came home full of 
tears. It took two years at 50 cents an hour 
to earn those new skis and boots, but the 
life lessons I learned were immeasurable. 

I attended Whitworth College in Spo-
kane and then transferred the following 
year to MSU.  It was at the transfer student 
dance that I met John. We dated that year 
and were married the following summer. I 
continued my education, until much to our 
delight, along came our son David.   

After John’s graduation, we moved to 
Southern California where he was an engi-
neer for Hughe’s Aircraft. What a culture 
shock for two Montana kids! People 

dressed and acted just like the characters in 
movies! Fortunately, there was a small 
Presbyterian Church close by where we 
were made to feel at home. It was here that 
I started teaching Sunday school to a very 
small group, much like WFPC. 

When David started first grade, I re-
turned to college. At that time, higher edu-
cation was free in California, leaving the 
door wide open for young people like me. I 
graduated from California State University, 
Dominguez Hills anxious to begin my ca-
reer as an elementary school teacher. 

That same year, John graduated from 
the UCLA with a Ph.D. in Computer Sci-
ence. With his new degree, he was offered a 
teaching job at U of M giving us the oppor-
tunity to return to Montana. I entered the 
Missoula school system as a Title I teacher 
and taught English as a Second Language 
to Vietnamese and Laotian children and 
basic skills to students who needed an extra 
boost. After 5 years, I was assigned a 3rd 
grade classroom and loved having a group 
of my own to nurture. 

When David graduated from high 
school, John was working for Motorola and 
a transfer was in the works. David went to 
MSU and majored in music as a percus-
sionist and John and I ventured off to Chi-
cago, Illinois— land of gangsters and inner 
city gangs! In truth, it is also the land of 
Midwesterners, and through experience, we 
found them to be the best of friends who 
are genuinely caring and family oriented. I 
continued teaching in 3rd grade under the 
direction of a model principal. We were 
given permission to be creative and experi-
mental as long as we shared with the staff. 
This made for an environment of inspira-
tion and support. I retired 6 years ago after 
30 years of learning.  

John’s work with Motorola involved a 
great deal of travel. Much to my delight, I 
now had time to tag along. Every month 
was a new experience, my favorites being 
Japan and China, perhaps because the cul-
tures are so very different.   

In 2010, John decided that we needed to 
spend more time in the Flathead. Primarily, 
we were in desperate need of family time. 
Our son, now married with two children, 
and my father lived in Kalispell. We became 
dual homeowners when we bought our 
Montana home. For the first time, we have 
a place in the country and it is so peaceful. I 
love working in the yard, reading on the 
porch, quilting on quiet afternoons, hiking 

in Glacier, touring in our old Model T, and 
visiting with new friends. With family just a 
few minutes away, it’s a grand life!  

It was Christmas of 2011 when we first 
attended the Presbyterian Church in White-
fish.  I had a heavy heart, having just lost 
my father. Usually, we attended Christmas 
service with our son and family in Kalispell, 
but timing circumstances (or God) lead us 
to Whitefish that evening. Dudley Rose 
made us feel welcomed like a shepherd to 
lost sheep. The service was beautiful, and 
with Dudley’s way about him, he made all 
of us chuckle— just what a bereaving group 
needed on Christmas Eve. Well, we came 
back, and with each visit, were greeted with 
open arms. We were there the Sunday the 
search committee shared about Pastor Tim. 
We couldn’t wait to meet this Christian 
leader who had inspired and uplifted this 
group of amazing speakers! We were not 
disappointed.  Pastor Tim’s sermons seem 
to always speak to our needs. He is truly in 
tune with the heartbeat of the congrega-
tion. 

John and I feel incredibly fortunate to 
have been brought to this church commu-
nity. With the recent sale of our IL home, 
we look forward to continued spiritual 
growth through Pastor Tim’s sermons, Bi-
ble Study, mission opportunities like Shep-
herd’s Hand Clinic, and through the posi-
tive culture that makes First Presbyterian a 
nurturing place to grow and worship. 

M a r y  E l l e n  B a r r :  
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 I was born in 
Great Falls, MT 
after a quick 
trip from Stan-
ford. My family 
moved there 
after home-
steading near 
Cut Bank, MT. 
Mom was the 
first born of 
immigrants 
from Scotland 

who homesteaded near Winnett, MT. Dad 
was the youngest in a family of seven whose 
mother was an orphan from England who 
lived as a home child in Newfoundland, 
Canada until she got married at the age of 
16. Dad was born in Utica, NY and his fami-
ly moved to Wyoming and then Montana in 
the 1920’s. I had two older brothers and a 
younger sister. Our family moved to Lewis-
town in 1954 where I finished grade school 
and high School. Dad built a shop on the 
truck bypass and continued in the family 
tradition of having a wrecking yard and 
repair business. Mom raised three boys 
who were constantly getting into some kind 
of trouble and a girl who loved horses and 
music. 

Growing up in Lewistown we were able 
to ride our bicycles anywhere in town and 
spend summers at the largest swimming 
pool in Montana. It was large enough for a 
boat to pull a water skier around during a 
summer event. My grandfather would take 
me fishing at Ackely Lake and let me reel in 
all of the suckers that they threw away. 
When a trout hit the line they were careful 
to make sure they got it in as it was going to 
be dinner. 

Just before high school, I discovered 
motorcycles were much faster than bicy-
cles. Dad wouldn’t let me work on cars at 
his shop, as I was the one who was sup-
posed to go to college. So I got a job as a 
motorcycle mechanic at the local Honda 
dealer. That made it a lot easier to get the 
latest and fastest Honda. I turned my 305 
Super Hawk into a drag racing bike when I 
was part of the car club that started King 
Kam Drag Strip on the north end of the 
Lewistown airport. We also sold boats and 
eventually snow skis so I learned how to 
water and snow ski pretty well before head-
ing off to college. 

I went to Montana State College to study 
Electrical Engineering. It seemed to fit my 
interests in electrical and mechanical 
things that I could understand and create. I 

met Mary Ellen just before the start of my 
sophomore year. Grades suffered that year 
with dating, being a college ski instructor, 
and harder courses; but I did a lot better 
the next year after we were married and 
settled down. Hughes Aircraft Company 
(HAC) in Los Angeles had a Masters Fel-
lowship Program, so it was off to LA after 
graduation. 

At Hughes Aircraft, one of my first as-
signments was helping to create MOS-LSI 
integrated circuit designs for the passenger 
entertainment system on the new DC-10. I 
created a specialized logic simulation pro-
gram for my Masters project at UCLA that 
helped us evaluate proposed MOS-LSI de-
signs. It took a long time to get from con-
cept to final silicon since we still had drafts-
men cutting rubylith by hand for the final 
layout of the integrated circuits. I was al-
lowed to explore how to use my computer 
expertise to speed up this process. The sys-
tems programmers in our data center intro-
duced me to their interactive graphics sys-
tem that was sitting idle. After a year of 
development and the help of one or two 
colleagues in the department, we were able 
to use one of the first graphical Computer 
Aided Design (CAD) systems to interactive-
ly lay out a MOS-LSI design for a chip that 
would be used in a communications satel-
lite. It worked the first time. 

While in Torrance, CA we had an oppor-
tunity to work with the high school youth 
group as members of the Rolling Hills Pres-
byterian Church. This was a very rewarding 
experience for both of us and we looked 
forward to finding another Presbyterian 
church in Missoula that would provide Da-
vid with a similar experience. He met sev-
eral good friends at church and also ex-
panded his circle of friends while in high 
school where he excelled in the music pro-
gram as part of the marching and Jazz 
bands. They went to the Rose Bowl Parade 
one year and we got a chance to see him on 
TV as they were making their famous cor-
ner turn onto Orange Avenue. 

The UCLA Computer Science Depart-
ment was the right place to be between 
1969 and 1978. The first node of the AR-
PAnet was turned on at UCLA in October 
1969. Vint Cerf, a UCLA graduate student, 
helped create the TCP/IP protocols in 1976 
that are still in use today. When I was get-
ting close to finishing up by Ph.D. disserta-
tion, our son David was in fourth grade and 
we decided the LA area was not the best 
place to raise children. We decided to go 
back to Montana and I accepted a job as an 
assistant professor with the Department of 

Computer Science at U of M.  

Being a newly minted PhD and assistant 
professor at U of M was a challenge and an 
opportunity to give back a little for what I 
was given while at MSU. We could never 
get sufficient faculty to handle our work-
load that was up to ten times higher than 
less popular departments. Needless to say, 
I burned out and was more than ready to 
investigate a new opportunity with 
Motorola when one of my former students 
came back and said I would fit in well. Play-
ing it forward worked well for me. As a pro-
fessor, I had time to work on research pro-
jects and could also consult. One of those 
consulting jobs was with the USDA in Mis-
soula. They needed someone to help con-
nect their computer systems and terminals 
more efficiently. I was able to get them con-
nected with a new company in Silicon Val-
ley founded by the daughter of one of my 
professors at UCLA. We strung big yellow 
Ethernet cables around the Region 9 USDA 
office in Missoula to connect their new 
computer system to terminals around the 
building. This was way before Wi-Fi and 
today’s 10Base-T Ethernet connections 
found in all computing devices these days. 
Our family also got a free trip to Washing-
ton, DC so I could help them do the same 
for the USDA building there. Mary Ellen 
and David enjoyed the museums while I 
walked around these huge buildings look-
ing for places where we could run big yel-
low Ethernet cables.  

Computer X, Inc. was the company I 
joined in 1986. It was a special start up 
company supported by Robert Galvin who 
was the son of the founder of Motorola and 
the person who made Motorola a house-
hold name. We were able to stay in Missou-
la where I opened an office with a few of my 
former students. Motorola moved us to IL 
in 1986 where we finished the Computer X 
product. I then moved on to Motorola Cor-
porate R&D.  

When one of our senior executives asked 
a group of technology and business leaders 
to determine how Motorola could introduce 
multimedia services, I suggested the Inter-
net and some of the interesting applica-
tions that were emerging like CU-SeeMe, 
MBone, and the WWW Mosaic browser 
from NCSA. I had the opportunity to 
demonstrate these to the senior executives 
who could not believe they were possible at 
the time. This lead to assignments repre-
senting Motorola at the World Wide Web 
Consortium (W3C) where I was able to 
work with Tim Berners-Lee, the creator of 
the WWW. The next CEO of Motorola, 

J o h n  B a r r :  
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           HIS LOVE: 

Does He love me? I want to know 

How can I tell if He loves me so? 

Is it in His eyes? (oh, no, you’ll be 
deceived) 

Is it in His sights? (oh, no, He’ll 
make believe) 

If you want to know if He loves 
you so, 

It’s in His care (that’s where it is) 

 

Is it in His face? (oh, no, that’s 
just His charm) 

In His one embrace? (oh no, that’s 
just his arm) 

If you want to know if He loves 
you so, 

It’s in His care (that’s where it is) 

 

How ‘bout the way He acts? (oh 
no, that’s not the way) 

And you’re not listening to all I 

say… 

If you want to know if He loves 
you so, 

It’s in His care (that’s where it is) 

 

TIME: 

I knelt to pray but not for long, 

I had too much to do. 

I had to hurry and get to work 

For bills would soon be due. 

So I knelt and said a hurried pray-
er, 

And jumped up off my knees. 

My Christian duty was now done 

My soul could rest at ease. 

All day long I had no time to 
spread a word of cheer. 

No time to speak of Christ to 
friends, they laugh at me I’d fear. 

No time, no time, too much to do. 
That was my constant cry. 

No time to give to souls in need 
but at last the time, the time to 
die. 

I went before the Lord, I came, I 
stood with downcast eyes. 

For in His hands God held a book: 
it was the book of life 

God looked into His book and said 
“Your name I cannot find…. 

I once was going to write it down.. 
But, never found the TIME” 

 

     PERSONAL LIFE: 

Calling and Burden, 

It is strong foundation to under-
stand His will 

It is full dedications to build up 
His ways 

It is good to know and believe that 
His Will is holding on. 

Never regret all the steps that He 
count on me 

Sometimes, somehow almost the 
way around 

George Fisher, then asked me to help evalu-
ate a new computer system being intro-
duced by someone he used to know at Ap-
ple. This was Steve Jobs and his NeXT 
computer system that also used Motorola 
microprocessors similar to what he de-
signed into the original Apple II and Mac-
intosh PCs.  

My next big assignment in Motorola was 
to the Digital Experience team that was 
part of our mobile phone business unit. As 
mobile communications systems were mi-
grating from the original analog communi-
cations technology to digital, Motorola was 
finding that we needed to add more than 
just voice services to remain competitive. 
One project was a low power communica-

tions technology allowing mobile phones to 
directly connect with other digital devices. 
It was called Piano, but we were just behind 
others who created a new technology called 
Bluetooth. One of the new experiences I 
had was the founding of business and 
standards development organizations that 
allowed companies to work together on 
new technology and introduce new prod-
ucts and services before there was a large 
market for them. This led to a position with 
Motorola Corporate Standards where I was 
Director of Standards Realization and re-
sponsible for several of Motorola’s wireless 
communications standards. I still do a little 
consulting for Motorola Mobility, LLC, a 
Google Company, as a member of the 

Board of Directors of the Bluetooth SIG.  

Over the last few years I have been get-
ting more retired, and it seems I have 
changed careers from high tech to home 
tech and old tech. I spend most of my time 
now working on our home and the barn in 
Whitefish. We have all of our antique vehi-
cles here now and I’ll get a chance to get 
them on the road soon. I’ll also be able to 
enjoy a new office in the barn once I get all 
of the cabinets and bookcases built. 

We really enjoy being a part of the 
Whitefish Presbyterian Church. It reminds 
me of the First Presbyterian Church in 
Lewistown, MT, where my grandparents 
and my family were members.  

By Conny Miersma 
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Talking to ABBA  

The story of the White Stone 
Bench 

 It had been two days since the mis-
sionary ship docked at the little town in 
the middle of the ocean. She had been 
taken to a woman’s house that was 
known to be “friendly to missionaries”.  
Being friendly was important because in 
the small town the mission project called 
home, it was considered quite illegal to 
ply their trade. In this small Muslim 
community, no one trusted anyone and 
foreigners were especially scrutinized. 
Just walking down a street invited stares 

of suspicion from eyes that followed eve-
ry step. People have been known to be 
arrested, exiled, or worse for preaching 
the gospel of Jesus Christ. 

 It was 9:00 a.m. and she decides to 
take a walk. Fear had been a constant 
companion every waking minute since 
onboarding the ship. Her heart ached for 
that special touch of fellowship she had 
grown accustomed to sharing with her 
friend ABBA. She walks toward a place 
she has yet to discover, a place that just 
might provide the peaceful solitude she 
craved. She didn’t know it but she was 
on a sojourn to a sanctuary the locals 
named Sultan Park.  

 This early in the morning, the streets 
were practically deserted. It was custom-
ary for the community to begin the busi-
ness day around 11:00 or noon and close 
very late at night. No business was ever 
conducted during the five calls to prayer 
that occurred each day each lasting 
about one hour. While she walked, she 
passed small groups of children that 
were on their way to school. Boys kept 
together as did the girls because the 
schools were separated by gender and 
the kids were not allowed to mix. Keep-
ing her head low and avoiding attention, 
she did not speak to anyone on her lone-
ly trek. 

 After crossing another narrow street, 

Rainbow of Life Journey Part I 

Show how good and nice the other 
side of the dream. 

Solve the difficulty and strong will 
of me. 

Never regret all the steps that He 
has count on me. 

At the end of the long journey…. 
The beginning of days 

At the time that can really show 
up new 

At the point that no more holding 
back the future. 

Never regret all the steps that He 
counts on me. 

PRAYER FOR THOSE WHO    

ARE ALONE: 

I live alone Dear Lord, 

Stay by my side 

In all my daily need 

Be Thou my guide. 

 Grant me good health 

 For that indeed, I pray 

 To carry on my work 

  From day to day. 

Keep my mind pure 

My thoughts, my deeds. 

Let me be kind and unselfish 

In my neighbor’s need. 

        Spare me from fire, from 

   flood 

        Malicious tongues 

        From thieves, from fear 

        And the evil one. Amen.  

 

 

 



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.  

 A  n o t e  f r o m  t h e  E d i t o r :  
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she noticed a public park. It looked de-
serted but inviting with a metal gate 
standing at its entrance. To the left of the 
park’s entrance was a huge mosque with 
many stairs leading high to the main 
entrance of the Muslim house of wor-
ship. A few sinister men stood around 
these stairs who offered not a smile or 
greeting to anyone—she could feel their 
cold dark eyes following her, a foreigner 
and lowly woman alone. Those eyes nev-
er lost their lock as she crossed the 
street. 

 Turning away, she entered the park 
through the metal gate and was greeted 
with the sounds of birds and smell of wet 
leaves. Coconut trees and tropical flow-
ers graced the spread of trimmed grass 
blanketing the small sanctuary. Closing 
the gate door behind her, she strode 
down a path looking to find the right 
place to sit. As soon as she saw the white 
stone bench in the corner of the park her 
heart filled with joy. 

 “This is the right place to meet AB-
BA”, she said softly to herself. A radiant 
smile chased away the fear because she 
knew she had found that special place. 
But the memory remained as she also 
knew it was not safe to mention this 
place to anyone but a trusted few so she 
decides to keep the white stone bench as 

a secret place to meet and talk with AB-
BA. 

 She spent less than an hour in Sultan 
Park because she feared for her safety as 
long as she stayed in that town. But 
when she talked to ABBA she spoke soft-
ly in her own language and in her own 
way without any fear. She also read AB-
BA’s book that gave her wisdom and 
knowledge to understand life and the 
living out of it. 

 Peace enveloped her spirit after talk-
ing to ABBA. In her innocent mind, she 
felt surrounded by angels that she knew 
ABBA sent to protect her from harm. On 
occasion, birds would land and keep her 
company sitting on the head of the white 
stone bench. “Thank you for being my 
friend here in a strange town,” she said 
to the birds. Being finished for that day, 
she arose from her special place and 
walked towards the big mosque, opened 
the metal gate, and continued out of the 
park. 

 The next day after a light breakfast, 
she walked again toward the big mosque 
and opened the metal gate to Sultan 
Park. The white stone bench gleaming in 
the morning light inviting her to rest. 
She could hear the now familiar sound of 
laughing singing birds which filled her 
with delight. Sitting down, she was about 

to sing songs of thanks and praise in her 
own language which was her habit but 
stopped as a voice was heard, “Read AB-
BA’s book.” Opening the book to the 
Psalms, she read favorite verses and 
experienced that inner peace that only 
ABBA can give. She began talking to 
ABBA as she had a lot of things to say 
because her spirit was calm and mind 
was clear while resting in the new sanc-
tuary she had found on the white stone 
bench. 

 Days passed, then weeks, and 
months; she did the same thing every 
day and never skipped a single day until 
she left the little town in the middle of 
the ocean. Even though she left her sanc-
tuary, the white stone bench, behind, the 
memory of talking to ABBA always 
stayed in her heart and mind even 
though she had to face the cold-eyed 
strangers every day in front of the 
Mosque. Her faithfulness and commit-
ment were full of passion to ABBA. 
Many prayer requests were made on that 
bench and many were granted. But, as is 
the way of walking in faith, many were 
not. The memories of Sultan Park in 
front of the big mosque always brought 
joy to her life. The statement she would 
like to share is, “Anybody can have their 
own white stone bench, anywhere, any-
time while talking to ABBA”. 

Sultan Park: Malé, Maldives 


