
I was born and raised in Whitefish. My 
dad worked for the Great Northern Rail-
road as a Conductor and my mom was a 
stay-at-home-mom raising my three older 
brothers and me. I attended grade school 
which was originally located in the lakeside 
part of town and recall moving to the new 
building on Second Street. There were two 
elementary schools in Whitefish before the 
viaduct was built—the Lakeside School for 
those who lived north of the railroad tracks 
and the Central School for the town chil-
dren. The Lakeside School closed when the 
viaduct was built. The viaduct hadn’t been 
built yet when I grew up in Whitefish. To 
get to lakeside, one had to take a road that 
crosses the tracks down at where the stock 
yards used to be or take a single lane road 
that ran under the rail trestle. Before driv-
ing under the trestle, one would stop and 
honk their horn. If there was no reply, 
you’d drive forward; if a horn sounded in 
return, you’d wait. My parents lived on 
Skyles Avenue close to the lake so I spent 
summers enjoying the water. 

Immediately after graduating from high 
school in May, 1941, I enlisted in the Navy. 
I was part of what was called “the Diaper 
Cruise”, referring to those enlistees that 
were under 18 years of age. They sent me to 
San Diego for boot camp and on to radar 
school at Annapolis, Maryland. Radar was a 
new technology that gave the allies an edge 
in World War II. There was a story that the 
Germans thought the British were eating a 
lot of carrots to improve their eyesight to 
explain the high loss of German aircraft 
being shot-down over England. They didn’t 
know the extent the Brits had developed 

ground based radar to vector their pilots to 
the German planes. 

After completing radar school, I was sent 
to Corpus Christi, Texas as an instructor. 
Wanting an over-seas assignment, I finally 
got orders to North Africa and boarded the 
liner West Point and sailed to Morocco. We 
landed in Casablanca and I spent time in 
Sierra Leone and Agadir as a radar techni-
cian. 

In June, 1944 I came home on leave. 
One day I got a visit from Vivian. Every-
thing was written in the Pilot back then and 
her mother noticed I was on leave and 
talked her into dropping by. We started 
dating and after I returned to base, our 
courtship continued through letters.  

The Navy sent me to an island in the 
Marianas named Tinian. I flew as radar 
maintenance/operator with the squadrons 
doing patrol in the Pacific theater all the 
way from the Marianas to the coast of Ja-
pan. I also served in the Philippians. The 
Navy promoted me to Chief Petty Officer 
which, at the age of only 21, made me the 
youngest Petty Officer in the Pacific thea-
ter. 

After the war ended, I was transferred to 
Floyd Bennet Chief Field in New York. Vivi-
an and I were married in January, 1946. I 
was stationed in North Carolina when the 
Navy told me they were transferring me 
back to Corpus Christi, Texas as an instruc-
tor in aviation radar maintenance. I didn’t 
particularly like that idea so I told the Navy 
I had 15 days left of my enlistment and was 
getting out.  

After my discharge, Vivian and I moved 
to the Farragut, Naval Base in Idaho where 
they had set-up a community college. While 
in Idaho, I also worked on a survey crew 
with the state Highway Department. After 
returning to Whitefish, we moved into an 
apartment above Nelson Hardwar and I 
worked at various jobs before settling in 
with the Great Northern Railroad working 
as a conductor and remained with them till 
retirement in 1986. We have three children, 
two girls and a boy, two grandchildren, and 
three great grandchildren. May 22nd of this 
year marks my ninetieth birthday. 

Vivian and I liked to travel. We own a 
fifth-wheel and have traveled extensively 
around mostly the western part of the U.S. 
and Canada including Alaska. We also had 
a walking route we’d do daily but joint 
problems have curtailed that in recent 
years. I did quite a bit of remodeling work 
at the Stump Town Museum when they 
first got started. I’ve also done addition and 
remodeling on our home along with volun-
teer work at the Food Bank. Now I enjoy 
reading and puttering around the house 
and yard. 

Vivian went to FPC all her life. I didn’t 
attend regularly until after retirement. I 
enjoy our church just the way it is and look 
forward to attending the services. 
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C h r i s t i a n  f e l l o w s h i p  

My memory of Al Hull is downright con-
sistent. He’s the guy who sat in the same place 
every Sunday wearing a smile that rarely faded 
and even if it did, he was one of few I’ve known 
that could consistently convey a look that’s best 
described as “contented”. The photo I used for 
this tribute was taken candidly capturing Al at 
his most natural—  contented.  

I asked Al a few years ago if he would like to 
be featured in Koinonia. He simply said, ‘no”, 
and I let him alone. I had run out of people to 
feature and decided to approach Al again. This 
time he turned those shining eyes up at me and 
said, “Yeah sure, why not?” It was with gleeful 
anticipation that I drove to Al and Vivian’s 
house because I’ve discovered that the older 
someone is, the juicier their stories are. Al 
didn’t disappoint being just shy of 90 with a 
memory as clear as mountain spring water; 
ninety years of living to share and I was bug-
eyed listening. I hope I leave this world with at 
least a semblance of the natural aurora that 
encompassed Al Hull— contented with a life well 
lived. I have fought the good fight, I have finished 
the race, I have kept the faith (2 Timothy 4:7). 

         A l  H u l l :  
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R a n d y  D u h r k o p h :  

 My parents 
were originally 
from Massachu-
setts. Dad was a 
career Navy 
Maintenance 
Officer and mom 
was a stay-at-
home mom with 
a full time job 
raising my two 
older brothers, 
an older sister, 

myself, and two younger brothers. 

I was born in Memphis, Tennessee but 
quickly moved to Virginia and then to Oak 
Harbor, Washington where I began Kinder-
garten. I attended 8th and 9th grade in 
Keflavik, Iceland. It was a great place for 
kids with a fantastic youth center and small 
school. I learned how to knit while in Ice-
land and it has been a life-long hobby I’ve 
enjoyed ever since. 

Dad was transferred back to Oak Harbor 
where I completed high school and went on 
to college. I attended Western Washington 
University at Bellingham and earned a de-
gree in Physical Education and Social Stud-
ies. After spending a couple of years teach-
ing Physical Education, I returned home to 
Oak Harbor to visit a friend and broke my 
leg. I couldn’t teach for that year but be-
came director of Embry-Riddle Aeronauti-
cal University at the Navy base at Whidbey 
Island.  

I met Randy through a friend at Oak 
Harbor. He was stationed at the naval air 

base and we started dating. A courtship 
ensued and we were married. After a year 
at Oak Harbor, Randy was transferred to 
Atsugi, Japan. It was in Japan that Randy 
and I were reunited with Shelle and Aldo 
Kuntz. I knew Shelle from high school as 
we ran cross-country together but since I 
was a couple grades above her, we didn’t 
know each other well. Randy knew Aldo 
from the Navy Academy and it was natural 
for the four of us to become good friends 
while stationed in Japan.  

Randy and I moved about twelve times 
during his Navy career. Our last tour was in 
London while he was the U.S. Defense Atta-
ché. Randy’s last tour was in Washington 
D.C. but I returned to Oak Harbor with our 
three children to be close to my parents  
(my dad has Parkinson’s disease). Randy 
retired from the Navy less than a year later 
and we lived in Oak Harbor for seven years.  

During the years we lived in Oak Harbor, 
I taught middle school P.E. and coached 
cross-country, basketball, volleyball, and 
track. 

We’ve maintained a close friendship 
with Shelle and Aldo and would try to visit 
them when we could. The Flathead area is 
beautiful. When we lived in Italy, we would 
travel frequently to the Bavarian area in 
Germany and this area reminded us a lot of 
that wonderful Alpine experience. Being 
outdoor people along with our friendship 
with Shelle and Aldo, the Flathead Valley 
was a natural choice for us. When our kids 
had grown up and went off to college and 
my sister’s family decided to move in with 
my parents and take care of my dad, we saw 

an opportunity to live in the Whitefish area. 
We bought a house and moved here last 
September.  

I enjoy cross country skiing, running, 
hiking in the mountains, knitting, and 
reading books. I’ve always been a runner 
and done many half-marathons. Shelle and 
I are doing a half-marathon at Sealy Lake 
later this month called the Snowjoke Half 
Marathon. 

When we arrived here in September, the 
school season had begun so I looked for 
work elsewhere other than teaching. Ka-
lispell Regional Hospital needed substitutes 
to fill in for their office staff as a “floater”. I 
worked in a couple of offices and eventually 
was offered a position working through 
Kalispell Regional with kids with mental 
challenges at the Columbia Falls High 
School. 

Randy and I attended WFPC whenever 
we would come over to see Shelle and Aldo. 
We attended a Presbyterian church in Oak 
Harbor so becoming members of this 
church was a natural transition for us and 
the people here are so open and friendly 
making us feel at home. When our children 
visit, they have remarked that they feel the 
same as we do about WFPC.  

I can’t think of one thing I’d want to see 
change at WFPC. I like it just the way it is. 
This congregation has a wonderful attitude 
being so caring and welcoming to new peo-
ple that visit. I love the saying printed in 
the bulletin each Sunday, “The End of Wor-
ship, The beginning of Service.” It’s an in-
spiring quote. 

 I’m the son of 
a former naval 
aviator, CAPT 
Don J. Duhrkopf 
and a Southern 
Bell, Bettie 
Louise 
Duhrkopf. My 
parents met in 
Pensacola, Flori-
da while my dad 
was in flight 
school. We had a 

large family with three boys and three girls 

with me being number four of six.  

Pensacola is my birth place, however, 
being from a military family, we moved a 
lot. My early travels took me to San Diego, 
California; Bremerton, Washington where I 
started school; Lemoore, California; Tabb, 
Virginia; back to Lemoore; Bellevue, Ne-
braska where my father was assigned to the 
USAF Strategic Air Command. After I grad-
uated from Bellevue High School in 1977, 
we moved the family to Dallas, Oregon 
where my parents currently live on a large 
timber farm. A few weeks after moving to 
Dallas, I entered the United States Naval 

Academy located in Annapolis, Maryland. 
The transition to the Naval Academy was 
not difficult having grown up in a military 
family. While attending the Naval Acade-
my, I played 150 lb. football and competed 
in Track & Field as a pole vaulter. I gradu-
ated in May of 1981 with a Bachelor’s de-
gree in general engineering and proceeded 
on to flight school located at NAS Pensaco-
la, Florida. I earned my Naval Flight Officer 
wings in August of 1982 and was then as-
signed to VA-128 located at NAS Whidbey 
Island, Oak Harbor, Washington where I 
was trained to be a Bombardier/Navigator 
(B/N) in the A-6E Intruder. 

M a r y  A n n  D u h r k o p h :  
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In September of 1983, following training 
and my designation as a B/N, I left Oak 
Harbor for my first squadron tour out of 
Atsugi, Japan flying off the carrier USS 
Midway. In late 1985, I returned to Whid-
bey Island for flight instructor duty at VA-
128.  

I met Mary Ann through a mutual friend 
during this tour and we were married in 
November 1987. We now have three chil-
dren; Joshua, Katie, and Megan. 

In December 1988, I went back to Japan, 
with Mary Ann this time, for my second 
tour. Our tour in Japan was the beginning 
of our friendship with Aldo and Shelle 
Kuntz as we were assigned to the same 
squadron. During this tour I was selected to 
be a member of the Blue Angel’s flight 
Demonstration Squadron in Pensacola, 
Florida and we moved to Pensacola in Au-
gust 1990. 

In November 1992, we returned to Oak 
Harbor for a tour in VA-165. In 1995, I was 
selected to go to Navy War College at New 
Port, Rhode Island where I earned a Mas-
ters of Arts degree in National Security and 
Strategic Studies. After receiving my degree 
I was assigned to United States Strategic 
Command and we moved to Bellevue, Ne-
braska. During this tour, I was selected for 
aviation command of a VAQ (Electronic 
Attack) squadron located at Whidbey Is-
land. I assumed responsibilities as the Ex-
ecutive Officer of VAQ-131 in May 1999 and 

flew in the EA-6B Prowler. In October of 
2000, I became the Commanding Officer of 
VAQ-131. Following our tour in VAQ-131 
we were assigned to NATO Allied Forces 
Southern Command located Naples, Italy 
where I worked in the Operations Depart-
ment. During this tour I was selected to be 
the United States Defense Attaché to the 
United Kingdom. We left Italy in 2004 for 
Burke, Virginia where I attended the De-
fense Intelligence Agency Attaché course. 
In July of 2005 I became the Commanding 
Officer of the United States Defense Atta-
ché Office, United Kingdom at the US Em-
bassy located in London, England. In 2007, 
my family moved to Oak Harbor and I 
transferred to the National Defense Univer-
sity at Fort McNair, Washington D.C.. 
While assigned to the National Defense 
University I worked at the Industrial Col-
lege of Armed Forces as an associate pro-
fessor for strategic leadership. This position 
lasted for eight months and I retired in 
September of 2008 after spending over 27 
years on active duty in the Navy.  

Returning to Whidbey Island, I was 
hired as a government contractor to assist 
in the development of the flight simulators 
for the Navy’s newest Electronic Attack 
aircraft the EA-18G Growler. The simulator 
work has been ongoing for six years and I 
still have limited involvement. In February 
of 2013, I was hired by a company called 
Check-6 to teach teamwork performance to 
High Operations and High Reliability or-

ganizations. I presently work as the Train-
ing and Standardization Manager, and 
Coach, for the Mining division of Check-6. 

We are very close friends with Aldo and 
Shelle Kuntz and visited them on occasion 
in Whitefish. When I was a freshman at the 
Naval Academy, Aldo was a senior and 
Mary Ann knew Shelle from Oak Harbor 
High School while growing up on Whidbey 
Island. In 2002, we bought 10 acres of land 
in the Whitefish area because we were con-
sidering retirement locations and consid-
ered the Flathead Valley perfect for us. We 
rented the house for a while but ultimately 
decided to sell the property in order to be 
closer to Mary Ann’s parents. As the years 
progressed, and all the children had gradu-
ated from high school, Mary Ann and I de-
cided we wanted to make the move to the 
Whitefish area so we bought 13 acres off 
the Whitefish Stage road and made the 
move last September.  

I love to hunt and fish and enjoy working 
the land. In Oak Harbor, we had ten acres 
with cows, fruit trees, and bee hives to 
tend. We plan on doing the same with the 
land we own here.  

We really enjoy this church and are ea-
ger to help out when and where we are 
needed. 

Always be mindful of the Lord’s grace. 



Page 4 I s s u e  3 2  

The Calamity Singers got their start in 
1991 at the Whitefish Moose Lodge with 
eleven women, two of which are still mem-
bers, Kathy Murphy and Caroline 
Pfrimmer. The group had their beginnings 
with a winter wagon ride. Some people got 
together and decided it would be fun to 
sing from a horse-drawn wagon at Christ-
mas time on the streets of Whitefish. It was 
great fun and folks seemed to enjoy it. The 
singing group was born spontaneously 
from these get-togethers with Bev Mana-
ghan being the catalyst that made it all 
happen. Katy Conn, who worked at the 
Hair Hut, told Bev that it sounded like a 
calamity to her when Bev was telling her 
about getting a singing group together. 
When the rest of the group heard the story, 
they agreed “calamity” was a good fit for 
their group name. 

Kathy became the pianist when they 
started a permanent group singing once 
monthly in North Valley Extended Care, 
Mountain View Manor, Moose Lodge par-
ties, Brandon House, and the Senior Cen-
ter. The singing engagements grew over the 
years as more organizations and care facili-
ties heard of the Calamity Singers and in-
vited them to perform for their clients. By 
1999, they had been contacted to entertain 
at 29 places throughout the valley. Their 
schedule is quite busy and at times perfor-
mances go six days a week around the val-
ley. Each set lasts around 35 to 40 minutes.  

The group has recorded two CDs which 
have been freely distributed throughout the 
valley. They were recorded at the Moose 
Home by a son of Bev Managhan. The first 
recording, “Personalities”, took place on 
February 7th, 2002. It contains 28 holiday 
songs. The second, recorded at the Senior 
Center, “Thru the Years”, has 32 songs fea-
turing the group’s favorites and most re-
quested songs. 

Calamity Singers has been blessed hav-
ing Kathy, who keeps us “on key” and, if 
necessary, will quickly change the key from 
what is written to accommodate the vari-
ous voices of the members.  

Over the years, there have been 47mem-
bers. We grieved over the deaths of seven 
and miss the 17 who dropped out due to 
illness or were unable to volunteer the 
hours necessary for the practice, traveling, 
and singing an average of 13 or more times 
per month. Besides the Flathead Valley, we 
have also performed in two Polson senior’s 
rest homes. The members have set aside 
the last two Fridays of each month from 9 
to 11a.m. to practice the songs for the fol-
lowing month. The Moose Lodge and the 
Community Center in Whitefish have let us 
use their facilities. 

Presently, we have 22 singers, 2 pianist, 
and 2 harmonica players. They range in age 
from about 50 to 85. Performances run 
from September through May. Our group 

started with all females but happily 
through the years, gained twelve males; 
one from our church, Dewey Hartman. 
They added much talent and enjoyment to 
the group volunteers. 

Singing for these senior rest homes, with 
few or many attending, have become an 
important part of our member’s lives. It 
touches their hearts to feel the joy they 
bring to the many people whose lives are 
brightened through the music we share. 
The residents like to sing along with us. 
Others enjoy dancing, clapping, and others 
just sit and enjoy the moments we have 
together. We now have added Lutheran 
Home, Buffalo Hills, Bratsberg AUsUnit, 
Colonial Manor, Montana Veterans Home, 
Prestige Assisted Living, The Springs, Her-
itage, Moose Lodges, Bee Hive unites one 
and two, Timbers, Hidden Meadows, and 
some from the Alzheimer Unit. We have 
enjoyed singing for The Masons, Kalispell 
Fairground, birthday parties, Whitefish 
First Lady Luncheon, and the Community 
Center in Whitefish at the crowning of the 
Senior King and Queen. Our latest request 
was to perform Feb. 14 at St. Richards 
Catholic Church in Columbia Falls for a 
benefit program for Love Inc. Several sing-
ing groups from around the valley were 
requested to perform after a dinner and 
before the evening dance. We were pleased 
to be included in this volunteer program. 

By Caroline Pfrimmer with Kathy Murphy 
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Love Inc. has recently been formed in Flat-
head Valley. 

Our performances include theme shows 
such as a western nostalgia or Christmas 
program; in February, we are doing roman-
tic songs for Valentine’s Day. At the Alzhei-
mer’s Unit, people are transferred down to 
the area where we sing. They are very at-
tentive and frequently sing along with us 
with plenty of smiles around the room. At 
Christmas time we have given out hundreds 
of all sizes of stuffed animals to those who 
were present when we sang. One of our 
male members purchased all these 
“huggable” gifts. He has done this over the 
years as he loves seeing the joy it brings 
into the resident’s lives. 

The Calamities members have also 
joined the Retired and Senior Volunteer 
Program that has been around the valley 
since 1972. RSVP is managed as an inde-
pendent program of Area Agency on Aging. 
Our hours and miles driven are sent in to 
Flathead County station supervisor that 
serves as a liaison to the RSVP office. This 
is the largest older adult volunteer program 
in the nation and we are proud to be able to 
give back to our community through our 
singing. 

I joined the Calamity Singers because 
I’ve always enjoyed singing, teaching chil-

dren, and being with the elderly. While 
teaching music at Muldown, I taught fun 
game songs that could be shared with resi-
dence that lived at Colonial Manor just 
across the street. This was an enriched ex-
perience for the children as well as me as 
we shared those songs individually with the 
residence. It was those years that imbedded 
in my mind how music brought happiness 
to the elderly. 

After teaching and being with young 
people for 38 years, plus three music clas-
ses at Cross Currents, I found other out-
reaches to be where I felt God’s leading. 
When I joined this Presbyterian Church in 
1951, I began teaching Sunday school, Va-
cation Bible School, and joined the adult 
choir. When I was raising my three sons, I 
started a children’s choir which was a en-
joyable experience that gave me a comfort-
able and loving feeling. After I retired, Ca-
lamity Singers seemed to be where God was 
leading me into another enjoyable plan for 
my life. 

Kathy: The reason that I can play so 
many songs in different keys is that if I 
know the song, I can change the key be-
cause I have played in so many country 
bands and learned to play in the keys the 
guitars were playing in. I got my start play-
ing dinner music at Frenchy’s Chinese Gar-

dens. When I joined a western band, I had 
to throw away my music and learn to play 
by ear and what keys they were doing the 
songs in. I had a hard time learning to play 
in the key of E, but now it just comes natu-
ral. When I played at the Eagles in Ka-
lispell, I was playing western music on my 
organ and then later played the keyboard 
and piano. I’ve played at the Hanging Tree 
in Whitefish, the Paul Bunyan in Columbia 
Falls, Mountain View Tavern, Bigfork Inn, 
Liquid Lewy’s up the Swan, a barn dance in 
a barn with a lot of hay, and even went to 
Eureka to play for a dance. I’ve played at 
the VFW in Whitefish and at Hungary 
Horse and Bitter Root Lake Lodges so I 
have played all over the valley. When I went 
to high school in Whitefish, I played the 
piano for the high school chorus and was in 
the dance band playing for the sock hops in 
the gym. I played snare drum in the high 
school band and bell lyre in pep band. I 
took nine years of classical music and had 
to learn all the other music on my own. I 
believe God gave me this gift and have en-
joyed using my talent for Him. Music is an 
important part of my life and the prospect 
of entertaining elderly people throughout 
the valley is very rewarding. It is a great joy 
I feel knowing we bring some happiness 
into the lives of those we perform for. 

Afghanistan has very little in the way of 
existing infrastructure and no real pro-
spects for economic growth aside from the 
illegal drug trade. Taliban and Al-Qaeda 
forces have established strongholds in 
parts of Afghanistan and in bordering Paki-
stan. Afghan refugees are scattered in 
many different places: In Iran: 1,023,000, 
Pakistan: 1,800,000, and others: 90,000. 

Over the decades, war has displaced 
Afghans from their homes and from their 
country. Over 5.7 million refugees have 
returned to Afghanistan since 2002. Ac-
cording to a November 2012 report by the 
Feinstein International Center, one in three 
Afghan children are malnourished with 
rates of malnourishment far higher in con-
flicted affected regions such as those in the 

country's south. There are 1.8 million Af-
ghans living in Pakistan due to the insecu-
rity and economic instability in their home 
country. In recent years political momen-
tum has also been building in Pakistan to 
compel Afghan refugees to expatriate. The 
Pakistani Government announced it would 
not renew refuge’s ID cards beginning in 
2013 and will treat them as illegal immi-
grants. 

 Memories about women      
Afghan refugees (1996-1998): 

It was a difficult situation for many stu-
dents in my TESOL class. At that time, 
Russia had just left Afghanistan and the 
Taliban military had taken over the coun-
try. They forced modern Afghans to be-

come very religious and extreme in living 
out their lives. Their standard of living, 
economy, and education were drastically 
altered and families were frequently torn 
apart by the Taliban tradition, religious-
understanding, and rules. 

 Because of the situation more and more 
Afghans travelled to Pakistan (Islamabad) 
or Iran (Tehran) as refugees. Our presence 
in Pakistan was to offer a special caring for 
them. We linked together with the UN to 
help them learn the English language along 
with other educational skills. Our minis-
try was purely “humanitarian” in nature. 
We were not allowed to mention anything 
about God or Jesus in the class room but 
were allowed to invite students to where we 
lived and other social events and felt free to 
tell them anything about God or Jesus in 

By Conny Miersma 



It should be noted that any views or opinions expressed in this publication is not necessarily the 
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these environments. The Afghans are very 
bright, beautiful, and fashionable people, 
especially the women. They are always car-
ing for each other and sharing good times 
along with the bad. 

Their culture and Muslim religion caus-
es them to be quite suspicious of others 
and even their own people. This difficult 
situation makes them willing to run from 
Kabul (capital city of Afghanistan). Those 
who leave are mostly woman and children. 
The men and boys stay to protect their 
homes and land thinking, “One day the 
Taliban will give up and we’ll get back all of 
our belongings”. The people live day by day 
waiting and hoping for miracles to happen.  

Years pass … nothing changes. The ones 
who left their homes experience a bitter 
disappointment when it is discovered that 
life in Pakistan isn’t any better than what 
they left behind. The Pakistanis often treat 
them as a second class people, “like men 
without land”. 

Because of the situation, the UN has 
worked together with missions to provide 
opportunities for the refugees to change 
their lives and make it better. Some Af-
ghans have accepted this help with open 
arm but others haven’t. Those who wish to 
return to Afghanistan are mostly from the 
older generation while the younger refu-
gees are trying to find ways to survive in 
Pakistan. 

One Day in the Classroom: 

Friday morning is usually a half-day 
class because of “Prayer Day”. I entered my 
class with a strange feeling. Everyone 
looked so sad and quiet. Almost all of them 
wore darker colored clothes. In my heart I 
asked the Holy Spirit to help me and give 
me wisdom as to how to react. How should 
I begin the conversation? 

After a few seconds of respectful waiting, 
I allowed each of them to speak so they 
could share what has happened to them. 
They told the story, “Last night a fierce 
battle was waged between the Taliban and 
civilians”.  

Some of them had a son, father, uncle, or 
friend who died by the Taliban’s hand. I 
just let them talk and cry without hesitation 
for almost two hours. Finally I said, “I am 

very impressed you all are here in the class 
and not staying home.” 

Jenah said, “We like to be here so we can 
get some comfort and encouragement.” 

Minah said, “I like to come here because 
at home everyone is so depressed and sad”. 

The oldest woman in my class said with 
broken English. “My son was trying to pro-
tect our house in Kabul but the Taliban 
shot him. I do not know what to do. I can-
not concentrate in class today but I just 
wanted to come to feel better and try not to 
be angry and sad”. 

I just listened and said nothing (When I 
recall the memories from that day, I feel 
very sad.)  

Everyone got an opportunity to say 
something. When they had finished, I de-
cided to skip the lesson for that day. I asked 
the class to excuse me for a few minutes 
while I talked to my supervisor Cindy. She 
was shocked to hear about their situation. 
She allowed me to close the day and let the 
students go home. Before returning to the 
class I prayed asking the Holy Spirit to lead 
and guide me giving me the right words to 
say. My spiritual desire was telling me to 
speak without fear because it was the right 
time to do so. Still my heart pounded as I 
entered the classroom. 

 I said, “I just spoke with the supervisor 
and let her know your situation and she 
asked me to end the class for today. Before 
any of you leave this class, I want you to 

realize that I cannot know what you should 
do because I am not in your situation but 
my heart tells me to pray for you all. I know 
this school does not allow me to pray in 
class but I feel like we are one in this situa-
tion and the right person who can help us is 
God Himself so I will pray to Jesus and you 
can pray to Mohamad or to your own God 
as you understand him.” 

Everybody started crying but felt happy 
because they needed to hear this. They 
stood and raised their hands and started to 
pray. I prayed out loud and asked Jesus to 
help them and have mercy on them. I asked 
that they be given life and salvation, Amen. 
That was the first time I took a brave and 
dangerous step in doing my prayer to Jesus 
in front of 20 Moslem women who were 
caught in the grip of anguished mourning 
because of their loss. 

After they left, I went to Cindy the super-
visor and confessed that I just broke the 
rule of praying in front of the class. She 
looked at me and very firmly said, “Yes, 
Conny and you will not do it again”. I re-
plied, “Yes, but if the spirit is telling me to 
do so I will.” 

I was glad that I said that even with the 
danger but it was worth it and I was happy 
to help all my students at a time when they 
needed it the most. 

Looking back and seeing their faces right 
now I can pray that: 

“THEY WILL FIND PEACE AND SAL-
VATION IN JESUS CHRIST ONE DAY” 


