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C h r i s t i a n  f e l l o w s h i p  

 
Winter wonder, sparkling hues, 
Hope and solace we found in you. 
Memories fade but still reside, 
Of winter warmth of years gone by. 
 
You kept us safe among the storms, 
With smiles of joy, we were not alone. 
You calmed our hearts  
 with golden glow, 
Among the clouds, and mountain 
snow. 
 
Give me strength and keep me free, 
With prayers and praise  
 of blessed memories. 
Restore the hope, only love provides, 
Of winter warmth and smiling eyes. 

I was born in Steubenville, Ohio. My 

father was a physician and my mom a home

-maker. I’ve always attended the Presbyter-

ian Church being born into it. My mom was 

a beautiful soloist in the choir and my dad 

was also very active in the church. We 

moved to Miami when I was 10 years old.  

Harriet and I have had a wonderful life 

together. We’ve been together since she 

was 17 and I was 18. We share the same 

birthday--May 1!  So, whatever she shares 

concerning her life’s story is also my life’s 

story. We’ve been married 47 years and 

have three wonderful children, Terri, Traci, 

and Tommy. 

I earned a master’s degree in City Plan-

ning from the University of Tennessee and 

went into local government. My first job 

was at Johnson City, Tennessee, as a plan-

ner and within a few years was promoted to 

Public Works Director.  

An opportunity arose to move to Ja-

nesville, Wisconsin, as Public Works Direc-

tor/Assistant City Manager so Harriet and I 

made the move. It was a good job and Ja-

nesville was a fine location to live and raise 

a family, so I stayed there my entire career. 

I retired in 2007 after 27 years with the 

City of Janesville.  

Retirement has been fun for Harriet and 

I. We love to travel in the RV motorhome 

and visit ski resorts which we both have a 

passion for. We also like to fish. In fact, our 

interests are identical. 

Harriet told the story as to the how and 

why we came to Whitefish, so I won’t re-

peat any of that. I’ll just say that we are 

fortunate to have a location that has good 

medical facilities and a church we can feel 

so comfortable attending. The facilities in 

Whitefish are fantastic in so many ways 

providing everything we need but it’s pri-

marily the wonderful people that make this 

area so attractive to us. They are like the 

good people in Wisconsin. 

It was natural that we sought out a Pres-

byterian Church to attend because it is the 

denomination I grew up in. We’ve attended 

Rock Prairie United Presbyterian Church in 

Janesville for the past 35 years where I’ve 

served as an elder. The people at FPC have 

opened their hearts to us since the first 

time we attended and made us feel wel-

come. The location of this church is such an 

asset being in the downtown part of White-

fish that it seems like the church is literally 

part of the community. I’d like to see a con-

tinuing emphasis on attracting youth so we 

can have good representation of all age 

groups. I’m a Christian traditionalist. Even 

though I occasionally enjoy contemporary 

music, I mostly prefer traditional which is 

what this church provides. I’m happy to see 

more children coming to services. I believe 

it is important to have a diversity of ages in 

a church. 

When we started attending FPC, Rever-

end Dudley Rose was the Interim Pastor.  

After talking with him, we learned that his 

uncle—Calvin Rose—was a pastor with the 

Miami Presbyterian Church. Reverend Cal-

vin Rose married us in 1967!!!!!  Small 

world! 

The people at FPC are its biggest asset. 

Together, they have made us feel welcome, 

appreciated, and loved. We both enjoy 

Tim’s sermons and look forward to Sunday 

morning worship services. We are blessed 

to have another home in beautiful White-

fish and another church to call our home. 

 

 

        T o m  R o g e r s  
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P h i l  W a d d e l l :  

 I was born 
and raised in a 
small town in 
Kentucky 
named Fort 
Thomas. My 
dad worked as a 
book binder 
across the Ohio 
River in Cincin-
nati. My mom 
worked at many 
different jobs 

including going to nursing school and grad-
uating at the age of 50! I was the youngest 
of four kids and being the youngest in a 
small town meant I went to the same 
schools as my brother and sisters. I could 
always tell how the school year was going to 
be depending on which sibling the teachers 
remembered. If they remembered my sis-
ters, I could never live up to them; but if 
they remembered by brother—bingo, a 
great year ahead. After high school I gradu-
ated as a Licensed Practical Nurse from 
William Booth Hospital School of Nursing 

in Covington, Kentucky and worked on the 
maternity floor at a local hospital.  

Phil and I had known each other since 
kindergarten when we re-met. I have two 
children from a previous marriage and we 
have two children, so our life was pretty 
chaotic raising four children. We now have 
a total of eight grandchildren with our 
youngest grandson turning one year old in 
March. 

After we were married, I changed jobs to 
work at Proctor & Gamble in market re-
search when the company was developing 
disposable surgical supplies. Phil worked 
full-time at a savings and loan and attended 
law school. After finishing law school, Phil 
accepted a job in Memphis. We moved to 
Memphis and I went back to school at 
Memphis State majoring in English and 
History. I taught high school English until 
our kids were in college. At that point, Phil 
had gone into private practice so I began 
working in his office. 

While on a train trip, we passed through 

Whitefish. We got off the train and were 
charmed by the train station and the town. 
When we found that Whitefish was also a 
ski resort, we decided to come back for a 
visit. A few years later, we came here on a 
ski trip and found all the people at the re-
sort to be exceptionally kind and outgoing. 
We decided that this was the place we 
wanted to come to ski from then on. 

Being Presbyterian, we attended FPC 
when we were in town. We found the con-
gregation to be warm loving people so 
when we moved here full-time in 2010, we 
continued to attend. In previous churches, 
I’ve served as Elder, taught Sunday school, 
planned women’s retreats, facilitated Bible 
studies, and helped to develop a weekly 
Wednesday evening program. I am excited 
to see some of the new programs at FPC, 
especially the children’s programs. Pastor 
Tim is a spiritual leader who brings joy into 
the pulpit every week. This congregation is 
a warm and welcoming group, filled with 
joy, and that is something to be cherished. 

 I grew up in 
Fort Thomas, 
Kentucky and 
lived in north-
ern Kentucky 
for my first 35 
years or so. I 
graduated in 
1971 from the 
Centre College 
of Kentucky 
which was affil-
iated with the 

Presbyterian Church at the time. I played 
football for the Colonels, then known as the 
“Praying Colonels” famous for upsetting 
the giant Harvard in 1921, 6-0. It was 
styled as the “upset of the century” and is 
still recognized as such in the sports world. 
Jill and I married in 1975 and together, 
raised four children. Our first church as a 
married couple was Brucewood Presbyteri-

an named for Mr. Bruce, who, after receiv-
ing his World War I bonus, tithed $1500 
for the purchase of several acres near Inde-
pendence, Kentucky. Upon the land was a 
one-room school house which later became 
the church. There were six of us and I think 
we increased membership and attendance 
by about 20%. 

I was raised as a Presbyterian in the Fort 
Thomas Presbyterian Church which greatly 
influenced my life. I often remember the 
adults who served the church as tremen-
dous role models; pretty much ordinary 
people, perhaps unconsciously, doing ex-
traordinary things; just being there for 
young people. After joining Brucewood 
Presbyterian, I think either Jill or I were in 
office as an Elder or Committee Chair con-
tinuously from the mid-1970s to the early 
part of the current century. I was privileged 
to serve at the Presbytery level on the 
Church Extension Committee in Memphis 

and witnessed many changes during a time 
of upheaval and change. 

Beginning in the mid-1970s, I attended 
law school at night, finishing a four year 
program in three years thanks to the sup-
port of Jill and her wonderful family. 
Shortly thereafter I left my position of 10 
years with a large financial institution in 
Cincinnati for a job in Memphis, Tennessee 
with a large bank. I also worked a short 
time for the largest bank in Oklahoma, 
then, together with a few others, formed a 
small outfit which worked in connection 
with the Saving and Loan crisis of the time. 
Toward the end of that venture, in the mid-
1990s, I started a private law practice 
which our youngest son and my law part-
ner now run in Germantown, Tennessee. 
As a testament to my overall instability, 
along the way, I managed to pass the bar 
and be set loose on the public by the Su-
preme Courts of four states, the latest of 

J i l l  W a d d e l l :  
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which was Montana at the tender age of 63. 
The test in Montana was interesting after a 
hiatus of 23 years; most of the “kids” were 
typing on laptops while a few of us old folks 
were in back with pens and bluebooks. I am 
happy to report the handwritten approach 
still works just fine. 

We started attending Whitefish Presby-
terian in the late 1990s while on trips to Big 

Mountain, usually in early January. We 
became (sort of) regulars after moving here 
full-time in the spring of 2010. I feel tre-
mendously privileged and fortunate to be 
able to be a tiny part of a wonderful congre-
gation of devoted Christians. While more of 
a cheerleader and supporter that an active 
member, I can say with certainty that noth-
ing needs to change in any major way at 

Whitefish Presbyterian. The leadership of 
Tim Dalstrom, the Elders, Deacons, and 
staff is focused on the right things: the gos-
pel of Jesus Christ. I think we need to be 
reminded constantly of those right things 
and to be fed spiritually by one another. I 
am pleased to say that is true at Whitefish 
Presbyterian. 

 I was fortu-
nate to grow up 
on a farm in a 
little town in 
Iowa named 
Clarinda. My 
father owned a 
car dealership 
and Mom 
worked as his 
book keeper. I 
have an older 
brother and a 

younger sister and my great grandmother 
on my mom’s side of the family looked after 
us while Mom and Dad worked. When I 
was in the third grade, we moved into town. 

My father was an entrepreneur by char-
acter and one of his endeavors was selling 
airplanes in Omaha, Nebraska. He flew 
from Clarinda to Omaha each day where he 
sold Beechcraft airplanes. 

When I was entering eighth grade, our 
family moved to Omaha. I attended middle 
school and high school at Westside in Oma-
ha. After graduating, I attended a Lutheran 
college in Minnesota named St. Olaf Uni-
versity for one year and then transferred to 
the University of Minnesota in Minneap-
olis. I graduated in 1967 with a degree in 
English and immediately went on to gradu-
ate school at Columbia University in New 
York City where I earned a Master’s degree 
in English. My first job was working for a 
wonderful organization named AFS which 
is an international scholarship program. 
My job was working as a counselor for stu-
dents who had traveled to the U.S. from 
other countries for one year. My students 
lived in New Jersey which enabled me to 
spend a lot of time with them. Working 
with these fascinating people was a joy that 
included going to opera, the theater, dance, 

and generally having lots of fun. 

After three years at AFS, I moved to 
Montana. In 1970, my fiancé accepted a job 
in Missoula as a landscape architect for the 
Forest Service. We were married in Lin-
coln, Nebraska where my family lived. 

After a year spent in Missoula, my hus-
band was transferred to the Kalispell-
Flathead National Forest office. We rented 
a house on Lake Blaine but eventually 
bought a beautiful home in Kalispell that is 
now on the National Historic Preservation 
Registry. It is just across the street from the 
Conrad Mansion. I taught English at Flat-
head High School until we had our first son 
and then became a stay-at-home mom.  

My husband decided he did not want to 
stay with the Forest Service because of all 
the transferring from place to place so he 
accepted a job as a banker-in-training in 
Lincoln, Nebraska. Our second son was 
born in Lincoln. In 1979, after my husband 
finished his training, we moved back to 
Clarinda, Iowa.  

I worked as an adjunct professor at 
Buena Vista University and also Iowa West-
ern Community College, while raising our 
sons. Additionally, I was a tutor for the 
Japanese men who worked at a Japanese 
company in Clarinda. 

In the small town of Clarinda, popula-
tion 5400 people, there are two Presbyteri-
an Churches, one country and the other 
city. When I was little, our family attended 
the country church. When we came back 
from Nebraska, we attended the city church 
and raised our two children there. 

My husband and I divorced in 1999 after 
our children had graduated from high 
school and I moved to Lincoln, Nebraska to 
work in the family business, Duncan Avia-

tion. I taught leadership classes along with 
the responsibility of employee orientation, 
employee appreciation, scholarship pro-
gram, and community relations. My job 
was to appreciate our 2,000 employees.  

When I lived in Kalispell during the sev-
enties, I fell in love with this area. In 2004, 
after finding a house to buy in Whitefish, I 
made the move. I was still employed at 
Duncan Aviation and commuted back and 
forth between Whitefish and Lincoln every 
two weeks. I retired from Duncan in 2009. 

My whole life has been rooted in the 
Presbyterian Church. I first attended 
Whitefish Presbyterian in 2004 but was not 
ready to make a commitment to this church 
because my life was so mobile at the time. 
When I first came here, the church was in 
transition and I was impressed to see the 
congregation working together in a spirit of 
unity, loyalty, and respect for one another. 

My family is the most important thing in 
my life next to my relationship with Jesus 
Christ. I have two sons and five grandsons 
and travel to see them every other month. 
One family lives in California and the other 
in North Carolina. I also cherish the won-
derful friends I’ve made over the years. I’m 
involved with several local groups: White-
fish Walkers, Arts and Cultural, Bible 
study, and a book club. I’ve survived cancer 
so I’m involved with the cancer support 
group in Whitefish. I also enjoy water 
sports, winter sports, gardening, cooking, 
and writing. 

I love teaching Sunday school and help-
ing Merri and John with the wonderful 
Corner Ministry. I’m also looking forward 
to serving as an elder. In closing, I’ll simply 
say, love God, love each other, and remain 
respectful and loyal to each other.  

K a t h y  D u n c a n :  
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British dictionary: ka : bul / ka: bel : River 
about 453 miles between Afghanistan and 
Pakistan.  

 I can recall vividly the memory of our 
journey from Pakistan to Afghanistan. In 
1996, I traveled to that war torn country 
with four other missionaries. The Russians 
had just left Afghanistan a few years earlier 
and the Taliban had taken control. Their 
largest presence was in the City of Kabul. 

 It had not been easy to get visas from 
Pakistan to Afghanistan because of the 
tense and raw situation there. We were all 
foreigners carrying a passion for the city 
and wanted to go and pray for Kabul 
(Afghanistan). We stayed in Peshawar, 
Pakistan and while there reached out to the 
Afghan refugees that were cared for by the 
Pakistani Government.  

 Two people in our team, Gordon and 
Grace, were a missionary couple who car-
ried a strong burden and a hope for Af-
ghanistan. They lived in Afghanistan for 
many years and never wavered from their 
devotion to the people living there. They 
were there before the Russian occupation 
and continued to minister under the brutal 
control of the Taliban. Gordon and Grace 
spoke fluent Farsi with two different dia-
lects, Dari and Pashto. Over the years, Gor-
don had developed a good relationship 
with the Afghan government.  

 Finally, our visas came through and we 
spent a week planning our first mission: 
PRAYER WALK AROUND THE CITY OF 
KABUL. 

 Arriving in Kabul in the afternoon, we 
felt very strange because everywhere we 
looked we saw uniformed Taliban soldiers 
carrying guns looking menacing toward 
everyone around them. To me they looked 
very scary and ugly. There were not many 
people in the city but those who were 
seemed very self-conscious with their ap-
pearance. Women were not recognizable 
through their buruckah clothing which 
covered their entire body including the 
face. We knew we would have to dress in 
the same manner if ever outside the house 
we stayed at. 

 Day 1: We worked at preparing for our 
walk around the city in the house that had 
been assigned us by the United Nations. It 
had the UN flag flying from the rooftop so 
the Russians and Taliban would know that 
the house belongs to the UN. The soldiers 
were not allowed to come close or shoot 
their weapons near the house. We fasted 
and prayed the whole day by meditating on 
the word of God and praying for success of 
our planned walk around the city of Kabul. 
We also prayed to meet the people that still 
lived in the city. 

 Day 2: The city of Kabul is more than 

3.500 years old and the Kabul Valley has 
been occupied by people for over 5,000 
years. The official language is Farsi with 
two dialects, Dari and Pashto, and has been 
this way since 1936. The religious makeup 
of the city is: 84% Sunni and 15% Shiite. 
There must have been other religions pre-
sent in the city also such as Christian be-
cause we visited a church building that was 
totally ruined by Russians.  

 When we ventured out, we stayed 
around the Kabul University area. In Kabul 
there are four important locations: 

1. Safa Landmark area including the Uni-
versity and houses. 

2. Bagrain Industrial area including all the 
shops and market. 

3. Hamid Karzai International Airport area 
including valleys and mountains. 

4. Kabul Zoo area including parks, river, 
and other recreation places. 

 We were walking around the neighbor-
hood praying to meet people but we did not 
see anyone on the street. We walked a little 
further and saw little shepherds with their 
lambs and sheep. Many houses were aban-
doned and severely damaged by the war. 
The university and schools were closed. It 
was very sad but we kept walking and pray-
ing from early afternoon until late in the 
afternoon and were home before dark. 

By Conny Miersma 
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 Day 3: Today we got an opportunity to 
walk around the industrial area and mar-
ket. It is normal to see only men in the 
marketplace trying to sell what few posses-
sions they have left. We talked to Abba: 
“Please help them to have enough business 
to survive and support their family and all 
of them in Pakistan as refugees.” Those 
who stayed were fathers, grandfathers, and 
uncles. Many professionals such as, profes-
sors and lawyers, had lost their job because 
of the war. It was another sad day in our 
prayer walk. However, we did notice, 
THEY DID NOT LOOK DEPRESSED OR 
STRESSED. EVEN THOUGH THEY 
WERE STRUGGLING TO SURVIVE, 
THEY STILL POSSESSED A BIG MOTIVA-
TION TO TRY THEIR BEST IN LIFE. The 
determination of these people motivated us 
to pray more and more and more. 

 Day 4: Mazar-e Sharif International 
Airport serves northern Afghanistan. Kan-
dahar International Airport serves south-
ern and Herat International Airport serves 
western Afghanistan. Today we walked and 
pray around Hamid Karzai International 
Airport (Persian and Pashto). It is located 5 
kilometers (3.1 ml) from the city of Kabul. 
As we walked from our place (the Universi-
ty area) we were captivated by the beautiful 
valleys and rocky slopes of mountains that 
surround the area. People even build their 
houses on top of the mountains.  

 We met a grandmother with her 11 year 
old grandson in the middle of some dry 
bushes; they can only speak Pashto so Gor-
don tried to have a conversation with them. 
We learned they collected those dry bushes 
to use as fuel for a cooking fire because 
they did not have electricity. Grandma 
Pashto had dark brown skin with wrinkles 
all over her face. Her grandson looked in-

nocent and obedient with hazelnut eyes 
and brown hair. He just obeyed whatever 
grandma said... ooohhhh, it was another 
sad day again in our prayer walk. 

 Gordon’s wife Grace had been studying 
and writing a book about Kabul for the past 
few years. She told us, “The Afghan or Pak-
hour originated from Super- Patriarch 
Abraham down to one named King Talut or 
Saul. Later in life, Saul had a son named 
Irmia (Jeremiah) who had a son named 
Afghana.” 

 Legends of the Afghan people say their 
country was founded by Cain and Abel 
(Genesis 4). Kabul is an ancient city, re-
peatedly fought over by all the regions 
great empires and a religious sect known as 
Kabura. It was an outpost 2500 years ago 
later renamed Parapamsodae by the Bactri-
an Greek who build a city on Kabul’s pre-
sent location. In the century that followed, 
Kabul became a Buddhist city during the 
Kushan era. It migrated to Hindu under 
the Indians and finally became Muslim 
with the Arab expansion from the east. 
Kabul’s first Afghan rulers were the Ghorits 
in the 12th century. 

 Day 5: During the late 90s in Kabul, 
there were few places for people to go for 
enjoyment, neither the market place nor 
the Kabul Zoo. Since 1967, Kabul Zoo was 
very famous for ancient animals. Few gar-
dens had survived the civil war.  

 Our driver drove us to the Zoo area so 
we could walk along the nearby river. It 
was very beautiful and reminds me of the 
Whitefish River while facing north in the 
winter when snow covers all the moun-
tains. Kabul River flows for 16 miles 
through the cities of Kabul and Jalalabad 
in Afghanistan before flowing into Khyber 

Pakhtunkhwa in Pakistan. It is a long river 
that emerges in the Sanglakh Range of the 
Hindu Kush Mountains in Afghanistan and 
merges into the Indus River near Attock, 
Pakistan. According to the Afghan people, 
The Kabul River becomes holy for either 
Islam or Hindu people in that region: Af-
ghanistan, Pakistan, and India. 

 That day we walked alongside the river 
surrounding the city very close to the zoo. 
We pray to Abba that HE will make this a 
better place again for all the people of Af-
ghanistan and especially for the people of 
Kabul. We did not know where they are 
and how they survive. The city was very 
quiet as it was just an empty city full of 
ruined houses and buildings. It was anoth-
er sad prayer we prayed today for the city 
of Kabul. We had time to sit by the river 
eating our lunch after the long walk of 
prayer. 

 I experienced very strange feelings see-
ing the wonderful and pleasant sites of 
river, mountains, and a very ancient city 
that had been destroyed by human beings. 
There was little life and practically no peo-
ple but one thing we all knew for sure is 
that God’s presence was there so when we 
prayed, we lifted up the city to give it back 
to HIM. That was why we cried out to GOD 
in praise for remembering and keeping 
Kabul and Kabuli under HIS plan and pro-
tection. 

 Day 6: We all made another walk and 
prayed before we went to the airport to fly 
back to Islamabad, Pakistan and joined 
with other believers that have a heart and 
burden for the refugees of Afghanistan. 

 Thank you Abba for being with us in the 
city of Kabul.  

LOVE ONE ANOTHER 
(For Those Who Celebrate Love) 

Taken From 1 Corinthians 13 
 

Sound of love like a man to an Angel 

Sound of love like an Angle to a man 

Drawing the gift and prophecy in all mystery 

Drawing the wisdom and knowledge in misery  

 

Like a faith moving the mountains away  

Like a faith pushing the rives flow through 

Without love .... it’s nothing ... zero...none 

Without love ...it’s empty... dull...gong. 

Love is patient, kind, protect and always trust 

Love not envy, not boast, not proud, not rude. 

YES ... LOVE ONE ANOTHER 

Love comes out and sliding from the tongue  

Love control tongue, mouth , and every words 

Love never fails ..... when knowledge are away. 

Love never fails ..... when faith and hope are gone .! 

YES....LOVE ONE ANOTHER. 

 

By Conny Miersma 
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Does God work miracles? Can you really 
count on Him to forgive anything? Let me 
tell the story of my friend Rob. The telling, 
I believe, answers those two questions. I 
confess Rob’s story is an exceptional exam-
ple but Rob was an exceptional man. 

I worked at Columbia Falls Aluminum 
Company for 25 years. I had always worked 
blue collar jobs including saw mills, log-
ging, and various seasonal stints through-
out my 20s and settled into the plant just 
before my 30th birthday. Working blue col-
lar jobs often meant having to possess the 
hide of an alligator to be able to withstand 
the frequent hazing from fellow workers. 
Not only was it necessary to be able to take 
it, one also had to be capable of giving it 
back at least to enough degree to suitably 
impress those co-workers who placed a 
high value on such a macho quality. Lack-
ing the later, I was considered fair game 
for the roving wolf packs of the Potlines. 
Don’t get me wrong; these guys were my 
workplace friends. You see, “friends”, were 
the principle targets of hazing and it only 
got worse if you let on that they were get-
ting to you. Better to suck-it-up and pre-
tend that the game of humiliation didn’t 
bother you a bit. Only then, would the pack 
move on to other victims or, perhaps, drop 
the razing and be the fun loving friends 
they really were. I confess I also engaged in 
this ghoulish behavior at the expense of 
some luckless souls because, well, it was 
fun in a twisted sort of way and everyone 
always returned to being back-slapping 
buddies in the end so it was viewed as all in 
fun with no one meaning to inflict real hurt 
on anyone…. but then there was Rob. 

Rob was the king of the hazers who went 
beyond the usual needling of friends. No 
one and I mean NO ONE could hold a can-
dle flame to Rob when it came to creating 
downright ingenious methods of reducing a 
co-worker to an object of humiliation that 
bordered on perversion. He was extremely 
witty and lacked any sense of respect for 
anyone he considered an easy mark be-
cause the targeted guy was different or slow
-minded and generally an unlikeable per-

son. Rob reasoned the poor guy deserved to 
be tormented and did so with sadistic glee 
and on a frequent basis. One late night, 
Rob opened the door to my potman shack 
and slid a piece of paper onto the table. He 
wore his usual devilish smile when engag-
ing in degrading torment and I knew this 
had to be scandalous at best.  

Sure enough, Rob did not disappoint. He 
had penned a list of humiliating barbs 
aimed at specific people with names in 
print that were sure to cause a great deal of 
emotional anguish to those listed. Rob had 
spread these papers all over the plant in-
cluding pasting one on the bulletin board in 
the Change House for every union worker 
to see. By the end of the shift, our union 
president strode into Line 2 lunchroom and 
told everyone that if the perpetrator of the 
paper is caught by management, he would 
be fired. Everyone looked at Rob who sat 
there with that devious grin positively 
pumped up with pride by the attention he 
craved.  

Rob was the most vulgar and profane 
man I’ve ever known. Not only that, he was 
downright mean. Most considered him 
funny because most weren’t on the receiv-
ing end of his humiliating depravity and I 
doubt if anyone dared to speak a word of 
criticism for fear they would be next and 
they likely would. Rob also did drugs; he 
did a LOT of drugs. He smoked dope in the 
basement and snorted cocaine in the pin 
crane. Rob was the go-to man if looking for 
some late night mind-numbing. He shame-
lessly waved porn photos around the lunch-
room to the cheers of admirers and 
quipped shocking vulgar comebacks at at-
tempts to out-do him be it co-worker, fore-
man, or supervisor. Rob didn’t care and 
basked in his raunchy reputation knowing 
he had no equal and he surely had none. 

One night, a worker named Steve walked 
into my section of pots. He was a Christian 
and acted somewhat different and was a 
bumbler at most jobs he did so Steve had 
been placed on Rob’s target list with his 
name emblazoned in the “paper” Rob had 

circulated under the moniker of “Stupid 
Steve”. Knowing I was a fellow Christian, 
Steve dropped by for a visit from time to 
time. He was feeling especially low this 
evening as the infamous “paper” had re-
cently been in circulation. Steve told me 
about a recent dream which he had shared 
with his pastor. He said that none other 
than Rob had played a role in the late night 
fantasy in which Rob had become a Chris-
tian! Steve also stated his pastor had 
warned to not take a dream too seriously in 
thinking it might be prophetic but then 
again, one never knows.  

I rolled my eyes a bit hearing what I con-
sidered almost laughable wishful thinking 
over a whimsical dream but kept quiet real-
izing Steve needed hope no matter how 
tenuous. After he left, I got to thinking 
about the odds of Rob ever becoming a 
saved by the blood, forgiven by grace, hymn 
singing, pew sitting, Bible reading, “praise 
the Lord”— Christian. The pyramids will 
turn to dust first, I thought. 

Over the course of the next three years, 
the plant experienced an upheaval of shut-
down and restart that caused a shifting of 
jobs. I was still a Potman but had been 
moved to east plant which caused me to 
lose touch with the guys I had previously 
hung out with. Rob had bid a section of 
pots in the west plant. I wanted to make a 
move and Line 2 was open but the open 
section happened to be right next to our 
shift’s master of perversion—Rob. In other 
words, we were about to become partners. 

One of the first things I noticed after 
arriving on Line 2 was Rob seemed, well, 
different. That hard edge of depraved vul-
garity was diminished. I mean really dimin-
ished! Rob always was enjoyable, mostly 
funny, as long as others weren’t around for 
him to put on his attention getting wild 
antics show but now, he was different in a 
new sort of way. Rob had become a genuine 
nice guy! It didn’t take long to find out 
what had happened. Rob had gone through 
a divorce which is always a hellish experi-
ence but was dating a woman who had 

by Bob Paulus 
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simply stolen his heart and was madly in 
love. She had a past of drug dependency 
problems like Rob and both had found so-
briety together and also found something 
more precious than gold—Jesus. 

Yep, it happened; didn’t think it was 
possible but there was a freezing white-out 
blizzard in hell— Rob had become a Chris-
tian.  

To my delight, Rob was still the funny, 
wise-cracking clown he always was but 
there was little of the vulgarity mixed in 
with the humor. To be sure, there were 
some remnants of the old Rob just as there 
always is in a new convert (not that they 
ever completely disappear) but it was a 
remarkable change. As I got to know him 
better and Rob experienced maturity in his 
faith, I found him to be an exceptionally 
sensitive person. I saw him cry on several 
occasions. In fact, I’ve never known a man 
who was so susceptible to tears as Rob. He 
cried talking about his mother, his dad, his 
kids, his fiancé, his… well, you get the mes-
sage. I even saw him choke up over a Garth 
Brooks song he claimed he sang to his fian-
cé when proposing marriage. 

Over the years, Rob and I became close 
friends. In fact, I can honestly say Rob was 
the closest friend I’ve ever had. We shared 
plenty of laughter due to his wit and ability 
to make even the mundane or ultra-serious 
things in life into a joke. Also, we went 
through troubles at work, troubles with 
kids, and troubles with women together 
and it all strengthened our bond. He rarely 
spoke of his faith because, I suspect, he had 
a very simple faith. Just knowing God was 
real and someone he could go to in good 
times and bad seemed good enough and he 
didn’t see the need to spend much time 
talking about it. On one exception, Rob 
shared that he loved to go to a secret place 

on the Flathead River he knew of just to 
talk with God. Pressing the subject, I asked 
where and when he replied, I about fell 
over backwards sideways. Rob went on 
retreat to the same place I did!  

Rob’s acts of kindness and selflessness 
were legend to those who knew him well. 
He would give to others without hesitation 
and was downright famous among those 
who sought his advice, which were many, 
for penetrating insight into problems and 
no nonsense answers to questions asked. If 
one couldn’t take the answer, they had bet-
ter not ask Rob. I learned to trust him for 
honesty even if it was painful and some-
times it was. I also responded in kind. Rob 
didn’t like some of my insights either but 
we both respected the trust it took to give 
them. He lived in a trailer court and I 
learned that many residents came to him 
for advice. He became the court counselor 
with some parents even saying to their 
troubled teenage boys, “Go talk to Rob 
about this.” The constant asking for advice 
and a listening ear eventually wore thin and 
Rob started to avoid them. Sensitive people 
tend to need a lot of time to themselves and 
in Rob’s case, hearing the problems of oth-
ers depressed him as he tended to get emo-
tionally involved by taking those problems 
unto himself.   

On occasion, Rob talked about how 
much he loved to go to church. The pastor’s 
sermons provided comfort and inspiration 
and just being there lifted him up from a 
hard week’s grind. You see, life was not 
easy for Rob and problems kept piling up. 
His once idyllic marriage ended in divorce 
and he never could learn the letting go. 
When the plant closed, he was out of a job 
and hampered by kidney disease. His VA 
health benefits had been cut off and he 
couldn’t afford doctors or meds and would-

n’t take financial help as a gift due to exces-
sive pride. Out of money, out of hope, in 
daily pain, and unable to find solace from 
the loss of love, on a late summer night, 
Rob decided to go home.  

I’ve heard it said that the diversity of 
chemically dependent personalities has no 
limits. However, there is one aspect that 
every alcoholic shares and that is the ina-
bility to withstand emotional pain. The 
reality of living a life dominated by relent-
less pain overshadowed a transformed life 
lived in the spirit and produced a haunting 
awareness of the total loss of hope. A man 
who lived a life of profound transformation 
was also nothing more than a man; a man 
with weakness along with strengths and 
being too proud to ask for help, Rob decid-
ed to go home.  

The news was devastating! Rob taking 
his own life flew in the face of everything I 
had learned to trust in our Lord. I sought 
answers, I begged for answers. In a pain 
filled fury, I pounded my fists on the doors 
of heaven screaming, “WHY????”  

Sheila provided the answer. What she 
said was so simple and clean of intellectual 
embellishment sparing me the usual nice 
sounding words that don’t mean a thing 
except to say, I’m sorry. She said, “Maybe 
God just knew Rob couldn’t take it any-
more and accepted that he just had to come 
home.” Seldom have I heard words convey-
ing such love and insight as those. I have no 
doubt our Lord accepted Rob home and 
gave him peace. Rob’s sister told me she 
had a dream shortly after he died. Rob 
spoke to her saying, “Don’t grieve for me. 
I’ve never been so happy.” Miracles are real 
and God’s forgiving gracious love surpasses 
all understanding. Be at peace dear friend, 
as I know you are. 


