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

 I was raised in Cleve-
land, Ohio, attended 
boarding school in south 

Florida, and graduated 
from a small Liberal Arts college in south-
central Virginia. I earned degrees in Eco-
nomics and Spanish, but studied German, 
Mathematics, and History, with an empha-
sis on Virginia history and the Civil War. 
Hampden-Sydney College began in 1776, 
was surrounded by the Revolutionary and 
Civil Wars, and is, in fact, located just 35 
miles east of Appomattox – the sight of 
Robert E. Lee’s meeting with Ulysses S. 
Grant, and the end of the Civil War. After 
college, I lived in North Carolina for 22 
years, then moved to Whitefish in 2000. I 
have been involved with the car business 
since 1979, both in North Carolina and 
Montana. 

My father, who began his career in Pearl 
Harbor just after the attack rebuilding the 
war ships, moved to Cleveland after the war 
and started his own machine shop. The 
shop was involved in many aspects of the 
economic growth of our country, including 
the Mercury and Gemini space programs, 
Boeing aircraft, GE and Westinghouse tur-
bine programs, the Alaska pipeline, and 
machined and built the nuclear reactors for 
the aircraft carrier Nimitz.  My mother was 
a stay-at-home mom raising six boys. Eve-
ryone had their responsibilities and under-
stood priorities.  

My time in boarding school and college 
contributed to a sense of adventure and 
independence. I realized that the machine 
shop business was not my course in life and 
set off to find my own path. With the time 
spent at college in Virginia, I realized that 
part of the country was where I wanted to 
begin. I moved to North Carolina and start-
ed my career in the car business in 1979. 

I worked with 3 companies over a 22 
year period in Greensboro, Charlotte, and 
Winston-Salem. Eventually, tiring of the 
pace of life in the southeast, I moved to 
Whitefish in 2000. As with many of us, 
however, life has a way of throwing some 
unexpected curves. My first marriage end-
ed in 2002 and I remained single for 15 
years.  

I raised three daughters and did my best 
to instill the same priorities and core con-
victions within them as my parents had 
within me. They have all graduated from 
Montana State in Bozeman. The oldest has 
just finished Veterinary school and will 
begin her practice in Bozeman in the 
spring. The other two girls remained in 
Bozeman after graduating. The middle one, 
working for a start-up company, is engaged 
to be married next summer. My youngest, 
who is married, works with a Bozeman 
bank, and is expecting her first child, a boy, 
in December. 

My father passed away in 1996, and my 
mother lived in her own home until she 
passed away in 2012 at the age of 95. I was 
fortunate enough to spend the last four 
years of her life assisting with her care, 
spending the summer months in Ohio and 
the winter months in Florida. It was a 
blessing to be able to care for my mother 
during this time as a way of giving back the 
care she gave to my brothers and me while 
growing up.  

Then came the best time of my life. Lisa 
and I met four years ago, in 2013. A mutual 
friend of ours owned a dress shop in town 
and Lisa worked for him part-time. We 
would cross paths occasionally when I’d 
visit his shop, and in time, Lisa and I began 
dating and a relationship developed. Life is, 
in fact, a wheel. We don’t always notice, but 
it is true. As with my parents, who met in 

1946 in a dress shop in a small town out-
side of Cleveland, Ohio, it seems I had the 
same fate. In my mind, it was meant to be. 

We were married at FPC Whitefish July 
23rd of this year, on what would have been 
my mother’s 100th birthday. I am so thank-
ful that we celebrated our wedding in this 
church. Tim did a fantastic job and Alma 
was wonderful on the piano. It was such an 
honor to have our families present. It’s a 
memory I will forever cherish. On top of it 
all, now I can say, proudly, that we have 5 
beautiful daughters. 

Lisa and I enjoy playing golf, doing a 
little fly fishing, riding our bicycles, and 
enjoying our grandchild…soon to be two 
more. I have always had a passion for old 
cars. With a little time, Lisa may enjoy 
them too. I’ve given up riding my Harley 
and sold it last summer. 

Both Lisa and I center our life with 
Christ. I had attended and raised my chil-
dren in a Methodist church in North Caroli-
na but wanted something different. Lisa, 
being a member of First Presbyterian 
Church here in Whitefish, suggested we 
attend. We’re both traditionalists and fami-
ly based and felt a connection with this 
church. With our first visit together, the 
people of FPC welcomed us whole-
heartedly. Pastor Tim does a fantastic job 
leading the services and delivering insight-
ful, inspiring sermons. Each week I listen to 
absorb, digest, and understand even more.   

I like FPC just the way it is. I love tradi-
tion and this church seems deeply steeped 
in it, in a very positive way. FPC is a won-
derful church with amazing people.  I feel 
welcome, and that’s a great feeling. I am 
fortunate, and blessed, to be a part of this 
congregation.  

Jim Harris 
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Jim Ramlow 
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L l o y d  D u n c a n :  

 I was born 
in Wichita, 
Kansas on 
July 25, 1944. 
My father was 
an engineer 
and already 
working for 
Consolidated 
Vultee Aircraft 
in San Diego, 
California 
during World 
War II. When 

I was two weeks old, my mother and older 
brother took a train for the move to San 
Diego. After the war, we moved to Manhat-
tan, Kansas where my father accepted em-
ployment teaching mechanical engineering 
at Kansas State University. I grew up in 
Manhattan and graduated from high school 
in 1962. While growing up, I loved sports 
and played football, basketball, tennis, 
track, and baseball. Football especially was 
a passion for me and my dream was to play 
college football. At the time, I only weighed 
140 pounds and the only college interested 
in me was the Air Force Academy in Colo-
rado Springs, Colorado.  

I went to the Airforce Academy Prep 
School for a year before being accepted into 
the Air Force Academy in June of 1963. I 
gained weight and strength over the next 
four years and by my senior year I weighed 
205 pounds. I played defensive safety and 
earned the position of captain of the defen-
sive team my senior year. 

After graduation in June, 1967, I re-
turned to the academy to help coach fresh-
man football for a year and then went on to 
pilot training in Del Rio, Texas. Upon grad-

uation from pilot training, I was given an 
OV-10 and was sent to South East Asia—the 
Vietnam War. I was assigned to the 23rd 
TASS at NKP, Thailand and flew missions 
over the Ho Chi Minh Trail in Laos. We 
flew at 4,500 feet AGL and used binoculars 
to look for enemy activity. The NVA pro-
tected the trail, which was used to supply 
their army fighting in South Vietnam, with 
lots of AAA guns. The main guns were 
23mm, 37mm, and 57mm. All of the guns 
used tracers to guide the gunners and were 
like streams of death coming up to get you. 
At first, I was scared to death of these guns 
and getting shot at. After about a month I 
got used to being shot at and even wel-
comed it. It was difficult to find the guns as 
they were well hidden but once they shot at 
you, it was easy to find them. Once they 
were found, I would direct fighters with big 
bombers to the target.  

My year tour went quickly and I wanted 
to extend for another year but was denied 
so I volunteered for a secret mission flying 
small unmarked Cessna’s inside Laos and 
in civilian clothes. Our call sign was 
“Raven”. We flew at 100 feet AGL. The 
Cessna could not fly high enough to avoid 
the guns so we flew them right above the 
trees. It was a dangerous mission and sev-
eral of our pilots were killed. I was shot 
down and wounded in June, 1971. I was 
lucky to be rescued by an Air America heli-
copter and taken to a field hospital and 
survived. I spent about eight months in 
Fitzsimmons Hospital in Denver, Colorado 
before going back to flying. While in the 
hospital, I met a young school teacher from 
Colorado Springs named Carol Ann John-
son. We were married in June of 1972. We 
had three children, Nolan, Robyn, and Neal 

all in military hospitals.  

I was an instructor in the T-38 for six 
years and was later assigned to an A-10. I 
flew the A-10 for the rest of my Air Force 
career. Just as I was about to retire, the 
airlines began hiring retired military pilots. 
I applied and was hired by Delta Airlines 
in1987. I flew for Delta for 17 years out of 
Dallas/Fort Worth International Airport. 
Sadly, in 1996 by wife Carol was diagnosed 
with lung cancer. She died in May, 1997. At 
that time, Nolan and Robyn were in college 
but Neal was in the 7th grade. It was diffi-
cult raising a 7th grader by myself because 
when I was working, I was gone from home 
for three to four days. 

I met a beautiful woman at the First 
Presbyterian Church in Coppell, Texas. She 
was divorced with four children. We mar-
ried in 2003 but it didn’t last and were di-
vorced in 2007. I retired from Delta in 
2004 and Neal graduated from the Mer-
chant Marine Academy in 2008. I decided 
it was time to move north for the summers 
and a friend suggested Kalispell, Montana. 
I looked at several houses and found the 
one I wanted in Columbia Falls. I also 
found FPC in Whitefish through friends 
John and Jane Forsberg and Chris and 
Leslee Washer. I met them at a July 4th 
concert and immediately knew it was some-
thing special. John grew up in Kansas and 
went to college at Kansas State in Manhat-
tan, my home town. Chris and Leslee both 
graduated from the Air Force Academy. I 
have met and become good friends with 
several members of FPC in Whitefish.  I 
have been tremendously blessed and know 
that our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ has 
been, and always will be, a very important 
part of my life. 

J i m  R a m l o w :  

 I was born 
in Whitefish 
in July of 
1953 to Russ 
and Mary 
Ellen Ram-
low. When 
they weren’t 
busy with 
their Coast-to
-Coast hard-
ware store 
downtown, 
my parents 

were both active in Whitefish First Presby-
terian, on the session, in choir, committees, 
and activities.  Dad taught Sunday school 

to Junior High and High School boys 
(there were quite a few of us back in the 
mid to late 60s), and often sang solos for 
church services. My sisters Joan and Judy 
and I were all baptized at First Presbyteri-
an, attended classes, Vacation Bible School, 
Glacier Presbytery summer camp, and mis-
sion trips. I participated in the Cub Scout 
pack sponsored by First Presbyterian, lit 
candles for services with Carolyn 
Pfrimmer’s oldest son David for a few 
years, and earned the Boy Scout “God and 
Country” award with the assistance of Pas-
tor Bob Laird. My sisters both went on to 
graduate from Whitworth College. 

In the late 1960s, my dad became con-
cerned that First Presbyterian and even 

more so, the Presbyterian Church general-
ly, was drifting away from basic Christian 
beliefs, didn’t speak about personal salva-
tion, and didn’t affirm the authority or au-
thenticity of the Bible. He spoke often to 
our family about his concerns and eventu-
ally transferred his membership to the 
Whitefish Nazarene Church, a transition 
that was difficult for our family but I went 
along willingly because I had great respect 
for my dad and was attracted to the ear-
nestness with which people there expressed 
their faith.   

Alma, a Nazarene pastor’s daughter, and 
I met in Whitefish in the summer of 1973 
while I was attending college on the east 
coast. We married shortly after I completed 
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law school in 1978 and we lived in Helena 
while I served a one-year appointment as a 
law clerk to the Montana Supreme Court. 
We lived in Cambridge, Massachusetts the 
following year while I was attending a 
graduate law school program in federal tax 
law. I took a job with a law firm in Kalispell 
in 1980 where I practiced tax, business, 
estate, and trust law along with insurance 
and civil rights litigation for 29 years. Since 
2009, my partner Karl Rudbach and I have 
managed a law firm, currently of five attor-
neys, in Whitefish.   

Alma and I adopted two sons, Bruce in 
1992 and Hugh in 1995. Bruce is now living 
in Happy Valley, attends the Community 
College during the school year, and works 
for a lawn and landscaping business in the 
summer. Hugh will be a senior at 
Georgetown University and is working this 
summer as an intern at the American En-
terprise Institute in Washington, DC where 
he is assisting with research for Lynne 
Cheney’s current book in progress on “The 
Virginia Dynasty” (Washington, Jefferson, 
Madison, and Monroe). 

I’ve been attending FPC more or less 
regularly for over a year, since Alma has 
been serving as music director. I have en-

joyed listening to Alma’s music for years 
and I appreciate the opportunity that FPC 
has given her to express her ability as a 
pianist, choir director, and hand-bell direc-
tor. Alma has been “discovered” in other 
places as well in the past few years, and 
serves as accompanist for the Glacier Cho-
rale, played with the Glacier Symphony’s 
“Messiah” performances last Christmas, 
accompanies the Whitefish High School 
and Middle School choirs, and accompa-
nies Community College voice classes. She 
also teaches piano in our home. I get to 
turn pages for her now and then! 

I’ve appreciated Pastor Tim’s remarka-
bly well-organized sermons and the friend-
ly welcome I always receive here. I think it 
helps being married to Alma. 

In the past I’ve led a number of small 
group Bible and book studies and have 
prepared study materials for several books 
of the Bible including C.S. Lewis’ “Mere 
Christianity,” John Bunyan’s “The Pilgrim’s 
Progress,” and Ken Sande’s “The Peace-
maker.” I’d like to do a study guide some-
time on Augustine’s “City of God”. 

I’ve been active in Whitefish Boy Scout 
Troop 17 since it was re-chartered in 2001. 

My main job has been advisor to the “New 
Boy” Patrol, working with their patrol lead-
er in basic Scouting skills, hiking, swim-
ming, camping, cooking, use of map and 
compass, plant and animal identification, 
and citizenship. I’ve done six week-long 
trail maintenance projects with our Scout 
troop deep into the Bob Marshall and Great 
Bear Wilderness Areas with the Bob Mar-
shall Wilderness Foundation. I instruct 
Scouts on Citizenship in the Community, 
Citizenship in the Nation, and Citizenship 
in the World merit badges, have served as 
Scoutmaster, and currently serve as Com-
mittee Chair. Troop 17 has produced 28 
Eagle Scouts since re-chartering and has 
seen its Eagles go on to colleges and uni-
versities including Harvard, Georgetown, 
Dartmouth, Notre Dame, and the U.S. Na-
val Academy. Two are currently Army offic-
ers, and another serves in the Air Force. 
One is in medical school. 

I enjoy reading, particularly American 
political and legal history and philosophy, 
and I hope to finish writing a book on the 
history and judicial application of the Four-
teenth Amendment in time for its 150th 
anniversary in 2018. 

L i s e  B o e s s n e c k :  

 I was born 
in New York 
City to par-
ents who emi-
grated from 
France. My 
first language 
was French. 
Over the 
years, we 
lived in the 
Bronx, Yon-
kers, and up-
state New 

York. My dad worked in a restaurant in 
NYC and my mom was a homemaker. I’m 
an only child and I had a wonderful child-
hood. My Dad should have worked in a zoo 
because over the years he kept bringing 
new pets into our apartment. We had birds, 
turtles, snakes, chameleons, a small alliga-
tor. and almost a monkey (My mother put 
her foot down on that one.)  Mostly all our 
relatives were in France and I first went 
over to meet my aunts, uncles, and cousins 
when I was seven. 

My dad passed away when I was 16 years 
old. After graduating from high school, I 

received a scholarship to major in French 
and attended the State University of New 
York at Oneonta which was a teacher’s col-
lege. I studied abroad for my junior year in 
Nice, France, which gave me a chance to be 
around all my relatives. Upon graduation, I 
was offered a job teaching high school 
French in Catskill, New York and taught 
there for two years. 

Due to the long winters, my mom and I 
decided to move to Scottsdale, Arizona in 
search of sunny weather. Boy did we get 
some!! Not finding a teaching job right 
away, I accepted employment in the com-
mercial insurance industry as an under-
writer and later as an insurance representa-
tive with the responsibility of visiting agen-
cies around the state of Arizona. 

I met Burt one fine summer day while 
out with friends. We had a great time da-
ting for a couple years and were married. In 
January, 2018 we will have been married 
for 35 years!!!  Burt and I both did a lot of 
traveling around the country related to our 
work. We have two children, both girls, and 
after the first was born, we felt and agreed 
that I would be a stay-at-home mom. It 
wasn’t easy to lose almost half of our in-

come but we have never regretted it. I was 
able to actively be a part of their school and 
activities, volunteering quite a bit. 

We bought a house in Tempe, Arizona 
and decided to look for a church to attend 
regularly. After visiting several, we found a 
home at Bethany Community Church, a 
bible based Christian church. After a ca-
reer, staying at home with a small child can 
be a startling transition. MOPS (Mothers of 
Pre-schoolers) and Women’s Bible Study at 
our church helped me get integrated in the 
community and comfortable in my new 
role. After my daughters were raised, I 
went back to teaching high school French 
and did so for nine years in Tempe. I like to 
say that I basically sent my pay check to the 
University of Arizona in Tucson where my 
two daughters were attending.  

Two years ago, we decided to make a 
move and chose Tucson, Arizona as our 
new home. It is a smaller city and generally 
less hectic than living in Tempe. There is 
more of a sense of community here. It is 
also 7-10 degrees cooler here then Phoenix 
which is a good thing. We have a great view 
of the Catalina Mountains and love our new 
home. 
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I took up golf a few years ago and thor-
oughly enjoy the sport. I’m not very good, 
but like most other golfers, I have high 
hopes. Burt is also a golfer so it’s something 
we enjoy together. We also both love to 
travel, which makes sense since we have 
been driving up to Montana for the past 17 
years. Each time we make the trip to Mon-
tana and back home we try to take a differ-
ent route discovering new places along the 
way. We also like going to Canada and lots 
of countries in Europe and around the 
world. I also love to cook and entertain. 

How we got to Whitefish in 2000, a 
friend recommended Whitefish, Montana 
as a good place to vacation. We decided to 

give it a try and visited for a month that 
summer. The first day we were in White-
fish, we saw FPC’s building and were im-
mediately drawn to it. Burt was raised Pres-
byterian which added to the attraction. We 
knew we’d found a church to attend for the 
summer and that Sunday, we walked into 
the doors for the first time. The people of 
FPC made us feel welcomed immediately 
and were interested and caring of our fami-
ly. Our positive feelings concerning this 
congregation were confirmed and we’ve 
attended ever since. We feel privileged to 
have Pastor Tim as our pastor. Over the 18 
years we’ve attended, we’ve made many 
strong friendships in the congregation and 
consider FPC our home of worship. 

Our usual stay in Whitefish lasts from 
June 15th to September 15th. Whitefish is a 
great town with many things to do during 
the summer but a significant reason we 
return each year is to experience FPC and 
the wonderful people of the congregation. I 
believe that a church is not just a building 
to be used on Sunday and then forgotten. A 
unified and healthy church is achieved 
through the relationship we build with one 
another from the common belief in Jesus 
Christ and continues with the work we do 
in the community. First Presbyterian 
Whitefish does that and will continue to be 
our home and we are blessed by the won-
derful people who attend here. 

 I like to 
say life for me 
began on the 
Transvaal 
Castle, a ship 
which took 
my mom, my 
three siblings, 
and me to 
Cape Town, 
South Africa 
where I grew 
up. I’ve been 
a traveler all 

my life and this voyage was the beginning 
of my sojourn. 

I was born in Lafayette, Indiana near 
Purdue University where both my parents 
graduated. My dad worked for a company 
called Chicago Bridge and Iron. As his ca-
reer advanced, we lived in various locations 
and when I was 10 years old, he accepted a 
position managing the company’s business-
es in Johannesburg, South Africa. My mom 
was educated as a chemist but for many 
years she managed the household taking 
care of us kids. 

When we arrived in Cape Town, my dad, 
who had traveled there a few weeks before, 
picked us up in a little Vauxhall station 
wagon and we began our journey to our 
new home in Johannesburg. School life was 
very different in South Africa. We wore 
formal school uniforms throughout our 
school years and strict discipline was en-
forced. After graduating from high school, I 
went back to the U.S. to attend school at 
the University of Arizona in Tucson. It was 
a gentle transition because the climate was 
very similar to South Africa and I’ve lived 
in Arizona ever since. I misjudged the heat 
by about 20 degrees though. 

I earned a bachelor’s degree in Business 

Administration with an emphasis on mar-
keting and an MBA about 10 years later 
while working. My entire career has been in 
sales and business development. I’ve 
worked for seven different companies over 
forty years and retired last year. In time, I 
was able to advance my career into interna-
tional sales. I traveled to many countries 
around the world but most of my travels 
were to South America. I sold mining 
equipment so I went where the mines were 
located. During my last 11 years, I was the 
Mining Manager for a company. Between 
personal and business travels, I’ve traveled 
to some 40 countries and all 50 states along 
with 6 continents. 

I met Lise in Phoenix at a restaurant get-
together with friends. The chemistry was 
right; we began dating and eventually were 
married. We’ve been together for 35 years 
and have two daughters. We moved to Tuc-
son which suited us due to the smaller size, 
cooler temps, and mountainous country 
surrounding it. 

In 2000, I had a small one-man repre-
sentative business and was able to do much 
of the work using a computer out of my 
house. A friend told us about Whitefish and 
the availability of renting condos on Big 
Mountain for reasonable prices during the 
summer months. We decided to give it a 
try, loved the area, and have been coming 
here every summer since.  

In South Africa, we had no television so 
we kids played sports. It was like Andy of 
Mayberry, no T.V., mom would kick us out 
of the house, and we’d play sports all day 
every day. I played every sport available in 
high school—tennis, swimming, track and 
field, rugby, cricket, and a few others. I was 
good at all of them, great at none of them. 
As an adult, I played a lot of racket sports 
but now I pretty much play golf which I’ve 
enjoyed for over 50 years. Lise and I walk 

every morning and occasionally lift weights 
to keep in shape. I’ve got a Corvette con-
vertible that is a sort of hobby to me. I go to 
car shows and we do short trips occasional-
ly.   

When we arrived in Whitefish, we want-
ed to find a church to attend. During our 
first week in Montana in 2000, we spotted 
FPC’s building on the corner and immedi-
ately decided to attend that Sunday. The 
building itself and the fact that it is Presby-
terian, which I have a background in, is 
what attracted us. Pastor Andy was here at 
that time and we built a relationship with 
him and his family. There are many people 
in the congregation that Lise and I have 
formed close friendships with. Some have 
visited with us in Arizona.  

I love Pastor Tim’s messages and greatly 
admire what he has to say. Of course like 
most people, I’d love to see more young 
people come to FPC. It seems difficult to 
come up with ideas as to how to attract 
them but I think we, as a congregation, 
should continue to seek ways to appeal to 
the young adults out there. First Presbyteri-
an has a value that should be shared with 
the community.  Maybe we should have 
weekly services outside the Buffalo where 
the lines form. 

As a closing message I’d like to say, I 
believe we as a nation have taken this no-
tion of tolerance too far. There are things 
going on in our society that are just plain 
wrong and I believe Christians need to 
stand up and voice our convictions rather 
than stay quiet in conformity to political 
correctness. I believe there are clear differ-
ences between right and wrong and we 
shouldn’t allow ourselves to be bullied into 
political correctness.  That’s my soapbox 
and, as my wife says, there’s more if you 
want to hear it. Mostly, she doesn’t. 

B u r t  B o e s s n e c k  
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By Conny Miersma 

War always has bad results. Whether 
it’s war between nations, between friends, 
or family, or colleagues at work, war de-
stroys. The most hideous I have experi-
enced is war between countries which is 
more severe toward families, jobs, and hu-
man dignity. 

When I was teaching in Islamabad, Pa-
kistan, I came to know, in a special way, a 
lady named Fatimah. She was my oldest 
student and was kind, eager to learn. and 
never missed class. It was my nature to 
take interest in a special student like Fati-
mah. She was older than I, so I respected 
her a lot. My goal was to introduce Jesus as 
a good friend to her. 

My prayer and desire was to visit her 
and her family and get to know them. 
Hopefully, I could also share about Jesus to 
them. It was very hard to do so because 
refugees commonly do not trust others 
because of the sufferings and hurt that has 
been inflicted upon them by many includ-
ing those in authority over them. I know 
(many times it makes me cry to think 
about it) they had lost all they had because 
of a war that has no end. 

Fatimah had been in the class for a long 
period of time and one day after the lesson, 
she mentioned to me that her family would 
like to have me visit their home for tea. 
Saturday worked best as it was friendship 
day for our team at our home and Sunday 
was a regular day in most Islamic coun-
tries. I was very happy and arranged a time 
for my visit. 

The class went on normally but I had to 
keep the plan to visit Fatimah and her fam-
ily a secret between us because of the cul-
ture and attitudes with people in that re-
gion. They would have trouble compre-
hending it in the manner it was meant to 
be. 

Weeks went by and the day arrived for 
me to come and visit. Fatimah’s home was 
not far away from where we lived in the 
residential houses close to town and Fati-
mah’s apartment was in downtown Islama-

bad. They lived in an apartment compound 
build by the Pakistani government for all 
the refugees from Afghanistan, Iran, and 
Iraq. 

It was mid-summer and quite warm. I 
was wearing shalvar kamis which is a 
dress and pants with a long scarf to cover 
my head which I really liked. I walked per-
haps 20-25 minutes to the compound and 
my heart was full of prayer and gratitude to 
God as I asked for guidance for the after-
noon. The streets were full of refugees, 
mostly men doing construction work and 
toiling at sale snack eateries along the way. 
The market places were also filled with 
men. I did not see one woman. 

When I arrived at the door of the family, 
a gentleman with a bald head, who was 
quite tall, welcomed me saying, “assalam 
allaikum”. I replied, “allaikum sallam”, 
which means greetings with peace in Ara-
bic. I walked into a large room with no fur-
niture, just two or three thin plastic mat-
tresses for us to sit on and use as a dining 
table. At night time, I knew they would 
sleep on it.  

Fatimah’s three daughters and son were 
there along with a nephew who was living 
with them. Her husband was attending 
language school in the same building as 
our team lived in. Their looks and manner 
was beautiful and I felt at home and com-
fortable. There was only one large room so 
they had to arrangement everything in a 
practical fashion. Fatimah went to the far 
side of the room where they had set up 
their kitchen.  

Her husband, Ibrahim, sat with me and 
the children. While talking with him I 
found out he was a doctor and eye special-
ist in Kabul, Afghanistan. But now he sold 
french-fries in the market in downtown 
Islamabad. My memories of this time cause 
deep sadness. Here were professional peo-
ple; Fatimah was a professor at the univer-
sity in Kabul and her two children studied 
at the university and because of war they 
had to move to Pakistan as refugees. 

Ibrahim told me, “It is not easy for me to 
smile. I have lost my dignity, my job, and 
many things.” Suddenly Fatimah said from 
the other side of the room, “I also find it 
hard to smile; but I have to smile and keep 
smiling to make myself happy from within 
even though we have lost everything.” 

I agonized over what to say. My inner 
voice was telling me, Conny, just keep qui-
et; say nothing. Let them talk and be a 
good listener. Ibrahim said, “You are the 
first guest we have had since they brought 
us here from the border six months ago.  
Thank you for being kind and loving and 
especially for visiting us in this place. This 
is our home and for how long, we don’t 
even know.”  They were a good family with 
well-behaved children. I felt impressed by 
their acceptance of very difficult circum-
stances and resolve to be happy with what-
ever they had, where ever they are.  

Soraya was the oldest daughter with 
very beautiful hazelnut eyes, dark long 
hair, and fair skin. She spoke quite good 
English as did her second sister, Nadine, 
who had dark eyes and tall figure, much 
taller than Soraya. They both had high 
goals for their future but now it appeared 
those hopes were crushed. They felt like 
giving up but their parents always gave 
them hope and were a constant inspiration 
to them. The other kids were still too young 
to understand what was going on. 

The family was Islam and did not men-
tion God very often. Suddenly, Fatimah 
asked me to tell them about myself. I knew 
I had to be very careful how I worded 
things. I told them I liked to travel and be 
with people, even strangers. I also told 
them I love God and even though I was far 
away from my family, I always have God in 
my heart and I placed my right hand on my 
chest. Ibrahim asked, “Where do you wor-
ship?” He was likely thinking I was Islam. I 
replied, “I worship God together with some 
friends in an international church by the 
embassy.  

Ibrahim asked, “Are you Christian?” 
“Yes”, I replied. “I love Jesus and Jesus 
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loves all of you too. The people on our team 
love Jesus and try to do good to other peo-
ple but we have to work together with the 
UN.” He continued inquiring, “So, you are 
willing to come from far away to teach us?” 
I answered, “Yes, because we all love you 
and we like to see you have a good future 
and be happy.” The conversation was total-
ly out of my control. He seemed confused 
about our love for Jesus and love for people 

and still did not understand even though 
he was an intelligent man. Ibrahim re-
minded me of Nicodemus in the Bible.  

It was a delightful afternoon and we 
discussed many things. Our tea came with 
candies and cookies, an Afghanistan tradi-
tion. They try to give from the limited 
things they have to cherish the friendship 
of guests. Before I left I said to them, “I am 
very happy today. Before I leave, it would 

be an honor if I could pray with you to God 
for you and your future.” They were very 
pleased that I was willing to do this. I ex-
plained that I wanted to pray because I love 
God and they opened their door to me so I 
am very grateful. They all seemed happy 
while I was praying for them. Ibrahim said 
before I left, “Now I can smile and will 
smile, Thank you.” I said, “God be with you 
all.” 

By Conny Miersma 

THE POWER OF TIME  

Our life is made entirely of moments multiplied 

As a small streamlet joining form the ocean’s tide. 

Our life is made up of hours, days, months, and years 

As little moments given once and will slip away. 

 

Great moments, we might find 

On tiny things flying, yes... flying. 

Beginnings have often a mighty end. 

Great events, moving along with time. 

 

We scurry around looking to find time...where is time? 

Time moves too slow for those who wait, 

Time changes for those who fear, 

Time is so very long for those who grieve, 

Time is too short for those who live with joy. 

 

But for those who love, Time, it is Eternity. 

For those who care, Time, it is Forever. 

But for those waiting in Time, it is longing, and faith, and hope. 

Only God can give a precious time: it is yesterday, now, and tomorrow. 

 

We welcome you .... Time. 



by Bob Paulus 

A lot of years back, I was reading a book 
in a lunch room at work when a Christian 
acquaintance asked me what my opinion 
was on evolution. I replied by asking, “Does 
it matter?” He said, “Yes, it should matter 
to you!” I guessed where this was heading 
but really saw no way out of it so I straight-
faced replied, “I believe in it.” Wowsie! You 
would have thought I’d committed all seven 
of those deadly sins in one-fell-swoop be-
cause the man went on a diatribe exclaim-
ing if I accepted evolution that HAD to 
mean I rejected the entire Bible and all its 
teaching. At least that’s what he sure 
seemed to say after I had reduced to a man-
ageable level the heaps of scripture, logic, 
and rants he threw at me. Later, I honestly 
felt a tad sorry for the guy. I had visions of 
him staying awake most nights with worry 
born, “I should have said’s” regarding 
scripture interpretations he was convinced 
the Kingdom would stand or fall over. And 
he reasoned he was responsible for it 
standing or falling! Poor guy. 

Over the years since, I’ve discovered that 
I really don’t “believe” in evolution. I just 
tend to lean toward believing in it. To be 
honest, I don’t have a clue if evolution is 
settled science or not and furthermore, I 
could really care less. It simply isn’t im-
portant to me to know. My first answer was 
the correct one, “Does it matter?” and I 
should have left it at that and gone back to 
my book. 

I really believe that it’s ok to not know 
things. I might lean toward thinking a cer-
tain way but frequently am aware I don’t 
know if I’m right about it. Of course, there 
are exceptions of strong convictions but I 
see no sense in building a bunker around 
them and going to war if they are threat-
ened. The not being sure seems more com-
mon for me and I might lean to the left or 
maybe to the right but the point is I lean. I 
don’t know.  

On occasion, I’ve run into an issue that 
has left me so perplexed, no amount of re-
search or deep inner reflection provides me 
with something I could cling to for a con-
viction of knowing. And you know what? 
I’m fine with that. Not knowing is hunky 

dory with me. The world turns. 

Up until a few years ago, I’d never given 
the issue of homosexuality more than a 
passing thought. Never saw any reason to. I 
don’t know any gays and as far as I know, 
none go to the church I attend. For me, it 
was a non-issue and I honestly couldn’t 
understand why so many were getting their 
deeply-held principles in an uproar over it. 
I had better things to occupy my thoughts 
and energies like, where did those stained 
glass windows come from? And, why is 
there a pulpit at the front of every 
Protestant Sunday service? You know— 
important stuff. 

Well, a few years back the gay issue was 
hitting a little close to home involving our 
denomination and I was hearing some 
tough things being said by some congre-
gants so I decided maybe I’d better bone up 
on this hot button topic and see if I could 
form an opinion that’d make sense to me. 
Being in a I don’t know mode, it seemed 
best to listen to both sides of the argument 
so I channeled my research to Biblical pas-
sages that it seemed everyone was pointing 
to. They were pointing alright but inter-
preting very differently. I read everything I 
could find on the pros and cons of the argu-
ment, thought about it a lot, read a little 
more, prayed, and thought some more. 
When this project finally ended, I had come 
to the definite inescapable conclusion 
that— I don’t know. Yep, I just don’t know 
where God stands on the gay issue. Sure 
seems to me that both arguments have 
merit but neither side convinced me their 
argument was on God’s side. Oh, I’ll con-
fess I have an opinion that leans a certain 
way concerning the gay thing. Always have 
but it sure isn’t set in granite with trip-
wires attached to grenades and I make no 
claim to having a knowing about it. It just 
seems right but I realize God may see it 
differently and if He feels a need to point 
that out to yours’s truly, I have no doubt He 
will. God has a way of getting through even 
to someone as spacy as me.  

Sooooo, others folks will have to carry on 
the good fight over the gay thing. I’m con-
tent not knowing and kinda wish folks 
would take the kettle off the fire and let it 

cool for a spell because I have doubts the 
Kingdom will stand or fall over it. 

Prayer is something that mystifies me. I 
know it works. I’ve experienced the power 
of prayer in myself and others. But, I’ll be 
hanged if I can figure out the why it works. 
Think about it; we cannot earn nor deserve 
anything from God. All we receive comes 
through His grace (unmerited favor). With 
that in mind consider that we pray, God 
listens, and does exactly what He wants to 
do. Most of the time, it sure seems the an-
swer to prayer requests are a big fat NO. 
But, sometimes He chooses YES! And hap-
py day that is but wasn’t He going to do a 
“yes” or a “no” anyway? Remember, we 
cannot earn favor from God. Obviously, 
God doesn’t mind saying, “No”, and from 
experience I’ve learned performing, reason-
ing, begging, and tears does not change His 
mind one twit. But with all that said I’ve 
seen the effectiveness of prayer and at 
times, it has been displayed in extraordi-
nary ways. How? Why? I haven’t a clue but 
that’s ok; I don’t need to know. The world 
turns. 

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.  
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