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

What I admire and appreciate 
about John after 50 years of mar-
riage: 

I appreciate that John is not self-
assuming or self-righteous, and 
doesn’t claim to have all the an-
swers. He tends to keep his opin-
ions to himself (unless I encourage 
him to tell me). 

I appreciate he has never been 
puffed about his importance. Nor is 
he prideful. 

John is not quick to anger; he is a 
calm and steady hand. 

He is sincere; he is humble. 

He is not a complainer and accepts 
whatever life brings and makes the 
best of it. 

He accepts the faults of others. 

He is truthful. 

He is not an extrovert; he is a quiet 
person who doesn’t see the need to 
be the center of attention. 

John is not selfish or puts his own 
interests or wants above what he 
could do for others. 

He is generous and not stingy. 

He takes joy in the little things. 

He has loved me through the years. 

These traits are what have made 
me want to do things to please him, 
to make as good as I could for him. 
I was always trying to please him, 
to help him, and take care of him. 
Not always well, but the best I 
could. 

We’ve been through many, many 
difficult times but I’m glad we 
shared a life together. 

As long as we were married, I tried 
to please him because that’s what 
pleased me. 

Galatians 5:22 comes to mind: The 
fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace, 
patience, kindness, goodness, 
faithfulness, gentleness, and self 
control. John certainly displays all 
these spiritual fruits. 

 

 Karen Blackwood 

John Blackwood 

I didn’t know John; I just recall he 
was a man who was simply there. I 
spoke with Karen about him asking, 
“Who was John? I mean, what kind of 
man was he?” 

Karen replied, “John was primarily a 
man of peace.” She showed me a piece 
she’d written stating who he was and 
what he was about shortly before he 
passed. I suggested it be put below his 
photo. In my opinion, it says every-
thing one really needs to know about 
John Blackwood revealed through the 
eyes and heart of someone who likely 
knew him best and loved him for being 
that man of peace she describes.  

Karen called him, “The calm spot in 
a storm.” When I was trying to figure 
out what background scene to place his 
photo in, I thought of using a storm 
with John occupying a calm place with-
in. After a couple of attempts, I gave 
that idea up and simply put John in a 
photo of a place I found last fall. A 
place that, I hope, conveys somewhat 
of the idea of what he was about: 
Peace. 

Bob Paulus 
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Y v o n n e  R o s a a e n :  

 I was born 
in South 
Bend, Indi-
ana and 
raised in To-
ledo, Ohio. I 
have two half
-sisters and a 
half-brother 
from my 
dad’s side 
living in Ohio 
and another 
half-sister 

from my mom who lives in Georgia. My 
parents separated shortly after I was born 
and my dad raised me. He worked in a steel 
mill but we were very poor. In time, my dad 
remarried and my step mom took care of 
me for about five years and was a blessing 
bringing stability into my life. However, she 
and my dad split up. I met my mother for 
the first time when I was 11 years old and 
spent a short time living with her. 

At the age of 12, I quit school and moved 
away from my father and moved in with a 
friend. My dad was very unstable and alco-
holic. It seemed I picked up many of his 
undesirable traits and found myself in re-
hab for alcohol addiction at the age of 12. 
I’ve attended A.A. (Alcoholic Anonymous) 
off and on for most of my life. When I was 
18, I met and married my first husband and 
had my first child at 20, a girl. Shortly after, 
I had my second child, a boy. We were liv-
ing in Toledo at the time but my husband 
was a Canadian truck driver. He suddenly 
took the children and left me and moved to 
Canada. I haven’t seen any of them since. 
Soon after, I entered rehab for the second 
time.  

Over the period of a few years, I had two 
other children but after a court battle, their 
father obtained custody of them. This was 
such a devastating blow that I began drink-
ing again. Life was so abhorrent to me; I 
attempted to take my own life by swallow-
ing a bottle of pills. A friend found me and 
took me to a hospital. I got on my knees 
and prayed to the Lord for deliverance from 
the nightmare that my life had become. 
Shortly after, I realized that I had to get 
away from Toledo. Through friends, I 
learned of Whitefish, Montana which was 
presented as a place of opportunity where I 
could get my life stabilized. With nothing 
but hope and little else, I traveled to White-
fish. 

I was told there was plenty of work here. 
To my shock, there were no jobs to be had 
and I soon found myself all alone in White-
fish and the hope I came with was rapidly 

fading. Needing a place to live, I spotted a 
room ad for $350 per month. Christ’s Lu-
theran gave me a check for $300 and FPC 
provided another $50 so I called and got 
the room.  

It turned out my landlord was a sweet 
man and we hit if it off right away. Scott is a 
wonderful giving person with a warm heart. 
When I moved in, I had a real bad abscess 
tooth. Without any money, there was no 
way I could get it taken care of. Scott said, 
“I can’t stand to see you in pain like this, 
let’s go to the dentist.” He paid to get my 
tooth fixed and gave me a job working for 
him to pay my rent. As time went by our 
relationship deepened and on September 
30th, 2012, we were married. 

I was still drinking a little when I first 
came to Whitefish in 2010. Shortly after 
beginning the job of helping Scott, my 
drinking increased dramatically and two 
months after the wedding, I was drinking 
so heavily that I would not awake till 11:00 
in the morning and immediately have the 
first drink of the day. The realization of 
how helpless I was toward alcohol sunk 
into my consciousness like a lead weight 
dropped in a tub of water. I got down on 
my knees and poured out my despair to 
God. I haven’t had a drink since. This was 
four and a half years ago. For the first three 
years, I attended A.A. meetings every day, 
three times a day. I have slacked off on the 
meetings but still attend occasionally.  

Since I was 15, I’d always worked clean-
ing at hotels and as a housekeeper cleaning 
people’s homes. I’ve always loved to clean 
and that is the one thing that’s helped me 
keep my head above water financially. I 
started my cleaning business, Yvonne’s 
Great Cleaning, in 2014. It’s been a success-
ful business and I hope to expand my clien-
tele list as time progresses. 

About four years ago, I met K.C. Slik-
kerveer. She needed help with her cleaning 
business and over time, we became good 
friends along with Allyce Street who I 
adore. A couple of years ago, K.C. told me 
about the people at FPC saying how warm 
and friendly they were. I decided to give 
this church a try and to my delight, what 
K.C. had told me was very, very true.  

I believe that God brought me here for a 
reason. My past was filled with failure, 
pain, and loss. I was abused as a child and 
spiraled downward into the icy cold black-
ness of alcohol and drug abuse. The Lord 
placed something in me to bring me to this 
church, beginning with attending A.A. 
meetings downstairs, to attending services, 
and experiencing the love and warmth of 

the people. I honestly believe that any 
church, regardless of denomination, is a 
house of God. Their beliefs may vary but 
it’s the same God they worship in their 
hearts. I feel welcome at FPC and love the 
people I’ve met. I like this church just the 
way it is and wouldn’t change a thing and 
I’d like to say to the people who attend 
here, stay who you are. You are a compas-
sionate welcoming people who radiate the 
love in your hearts to others. 



Page 3 I s s u e  3 6  

A l e x  A l e x a n d e r :  

 I was born 
in Chillicothe, 
Ohio and am 
the youngest 
of six chil-
dren, three 
boys and 
three girls. 
My father was 
a mainte-
nance worker 
for a military 
hospital and 
mother was a 

stay-at-home mom taking care of us kids. 

In May 1947 when I was just 17 years 
old, the local Navy recruiter came to the 
high school to brief students about the Na-
val Reserve. He told us about the O-2 pro-
gram. This program allowed personnel to 
be involved in the Naval Reserve one week-
end and two weeks per year. I was the only 
one of the group to sign up for that pro-
gram. Here I was at 17, going to NSA Co-
lumbus one weekend a year in the Navy. 
We were given a complete “Sea Bag” of 
uniforms. What a deal for a 17-year-old kid! 

This went on until the summer after my 
junior year and my two weeks ended up 
being six weeks but I learned a lot during 
that time. While doing this duty, I became a 
Plane Captain on the F6F line. My job each 
morning was to do “run-ups” and sign off 
all F6F’s for flight. I had to make sure each 
A/C was completely tied down since they 
required full power run-ups. 

When my six weeks was done, I went 
home but had to have appendix surgery. 
This was a very bad deal in that I had re-
ceived orders to go to Norfolk for two 
weeks aboard a battleship. I felt very sorry 
about that. 

When I graduated in 1948, I received a 
letter from the Air Force telling me that I 
could get into Air Force flight training. 
Since the Navy did not have a program like 
that for high school graduates, I immedi-
ately got out of the Navy Reserve and went 
to the Air Force Base but was told there had 
been a mistake. It turns out I needed a col-
lege degree. The captain told me that I 
could enlist and they could put me into the 
program for enlisted personnel to get into 
flight training. I told the captain that “IF” I 
was to enlist, it would be in the Navy.  

When I got to Navy Boot Camp in Co-
lumbus, a lieutenant called me in and asked 
one question, “What the hell is going on?” I 
had no idea what he was talking about. He 
said, “I discovered while checking your 
high school grades against your examina-

tion tests here, they tell two different sto-
ries. You just barely made it in high school 
but your scores here show you should have 
been in the top of your class.” I let him 
know that I had had a big fight with one 
teacher and she did her darndest to get me 
thrown out. The lieutenant immediately 
put me into the line for the exam for the 
Naval Academy. The exam, when I did see 
it, was all math. I took one look at that and 
walked out. 

After completing boot camp I received 
orders to go to AN(P) School in Memphis. 
That school was to show all “Boots” what 
different “ratings” were and what people 
needed to make it to different schools. I 
made it to the AC(A) school in Olathe, Kan-
sas which was Control Tower Operator 
school. When I finished, I was issued or-
ders for NAS Dallas. The Air Force had 
closed the Dallas base and the Navy took it 
over as NAS Dallas. 

After a little over a year my chief petty 
officer, “Spider” Webb, asked me if I ever 
thought about going into flight training. I 
told him that I had flown a few flights in 
high school and would love to get into Navy 
flight training. Spider was a World War II 
enlisted pilot who had shot down six con-
firmed and two possibles during one flight 
engagement and became the most decorat-
ed enlisted man in the Navy. In May, 1950, 
I was on my way to Pensacola, Florida for 
basic flight school.  CPO “Spider” had told 
me the Navy is going to need heavy aircraft 
and that I should go into it. I attended mul-
ti-engine flight training in Corpus Christi, 
Texas. After completing all of my flight 
training I ended up with my Wings and 
commission as USNR Ensign. 

My first tour was in Korea during the 
war. I boarded a troop ship in San Francis-
co that was headed for Japan. It was on this 
voyage that I met my wife to be. Lois Elaine 
was an Army nurse and we hit it off right 
away and I immediately knew I’d marry 
her. I spent six months flying between Ko-
rea and Japan. Later, I was stationed at 
NAS Olathe, Kansas as an instructor teach-
ing new pilots how to fly the P2V Neptune 
aircraft. Lois and I were married at this 
time. We had two boys together. When the 
base closed I was transferred to Corpus 
Christi, Texas and made full Lieutenant.  

I got orders to the USS Bennington (CVS
-20) as Aircraft Maintenance Officer. My 
duties included Duty in the Bridge and Air 
Duty Officer. I eventually was promoted to 
Commander. 

After leaving the ship I went to Lockheed 
Burbank as one of the pilots flying the new 

aircraft P3. During that time I was pulled 
out to be a member of a very secret outfit. 
However, I suffered four vertebrae discs 
injured and a heart problem so I had to give 
up flying. I had four different bases to end 
my 30 years with the Navy.  

My wife and I had both agreed that we 
would never live in California. When we left 
Long Beach to drive to my new assignment 
in Kodiak, Alaska, we traveled through 
Montana. The beauty of this area im-
pressed us so much; we decided it would 
make a nice place to retire. We eventually 
bought 80 acres east of Whitefish.  

When we arrived in Whitefish from the 
last base I served at in Indiana, we bought a 
house on Karrow Ave. Lois develop COPD 
and a hole in her left lung which the doc-
tors could not repair. Unfortunately she 
passed away in 1998. In 2004, I spotted my 
present property and immediately fell in 
love with it. I made some changes to the 
design and moved in. 

I was raised going to the Presbyterian 
Church. We tried different churches around 
the area over the years and a few years ago, 
I decided to attend FPC. Immediately, I was 
struck with the wonderful people who at-
tended and the quality of Tim’s preaching. 
Robin has been a wonderful friend to me as 
have several others and I look forward to 
services every week. 



T e r i  M c D o n a l d :  
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 I was born 
in Burbank, 
California and 
lived there till 
the age of six. 
My parents 
were original-
ly from Seat-
tle and we 
moved there 
when I was in 
first grade.  
My dad was 
an engineer 

who worked for a private company that 
designed electronics for submarines for the 
Navy and my mom was a stay-at-home 
mom. I have one younger sister who is a 
missionary teacher in Thailand.  

After graduating from Queen Ann High 
School in Seattle, I attended Washington 
State University in Pullman, WA. I was a 
fourth generation “Cougar” as in the uni-
versity football team. Washington State is 
located in the heart of The Palouse which is 
a large beautiful area of rolling wheat 
fields. 

The last summer before my final year, I 
did an internship at Lake McDonald Lodge 
in Glacier Park where I met who was to 
become my husband. I graduated in Janu-
ary, 1984 with a degree in Hotel and Res-
taurant Administration and moved to 
Whitefish the following month. In 1986, my 
husband and I got married. Our last name 

is McDonald and we met at Lake McDonald 
so that beautiful lake is a very special place 
for us. We bought our first house in White-
fish and lived in it for seven years. Eager for 
a change, we built a new house on Reser-
voir Road, doing the work ourselves and 
have lived there ever since. In fact, we’ve 
lived there long enough that we are in the 
process of remodeling. My husband worked 
on Big Mountain for Winter Sports and 
then as head of maintenance for Edelweiss 
condos for several years. Now, he is self-
employed with his own construction com-
pany. He did all the remodeling for FPC a 
few years back.  

We have two girls. One is finishing medi-
cal school and will be a doctor soon. Our 
other daughter is teaching in a private 
school in Minneapolis.  

After marrying, my husband and I con-
tinued to work in Glacier Park doing three 
summers there. We also worked three win-
ters on Big Mountain where I worked in 
group sales, reservations, and marketing. 
The first summer in Glacier, I worked the 
front desk at Lake McDonald Lodge. The 
next season I managed the restaurant at 
Rising Sun Motor Inn on the east side of 
the park. My last year, I managed the res-
taurant at Lake McDonald Lodge.  

Getting tired of the moving back and 
forth between jobs, I applied for a position 
with the State of Montana. I was hired and 
began working doing eligibility and later 

case management for Medicaid, Snap bene-
fits, and cash assistance. I did that for 
about 18 years and then moved into a job 
writing Medicaid policy for those who do 
eligibility in public assistance offices. This 
lasted about 11 years. For the past year, I’ve 
been Regional Manager for public assis-
tance offices covering 15 locations mostly 
located in eastern Montana. My job in-
volves a lot of traveling around the state 
and I thoroughly enjoy it and have met 
some amazing people. I’ve been with the 
state for 30 years now. 

I like working out, hiking, fishing, wine 
tasting, gardening, antiquing, and hanging 
out with friends.  

Not so long ago, I was looking for a dif-
ferent church to attend. First Presbyterian 
seemed like the logical place to be because 
I’ve helped with the FPC flower sale every 
year and have made several friends in this 
church. The entire congregation has made 
me feel welcome and at home. I love sing-
ing and grew up singing in church choir. 
My first solo was performed when I was 
seven years old. I sang in a choir during 
college and consider it a joy to sing at FPC 
choir also. 

In closing, my thoughts turn to a song by 
Tim McGraw named, “Be Humble and 
Kind”. The Golden Rule says to treat others 
as you want to be treated. To follow that 
teaching is to center oneself in the teach-
ings of Christ. 

 I was born 
and raised in 
Missoula, 
Montana. My 
dad was a 
pipe-fitter /
welder and 
my mom 
worked for 
many years at 
the 93 Stop & 
Go. I have 
two older 
brothers. 

One’s a Baptist minister and the other’s a 
car salesman. 

I left Missoula, December 3rd, 1980. 

When I was a senior in high school, I was 
dating a boy who had moved to Missoula 
from Maryland. I asked him to the Sadie 
Hawkins dance and three months later we 
ran away together. Various factors contrib-
uted to our running away but ultimately it 
was a spontaneous decision of two teen-
agers in love. Between the two of us, we had 
$160 and somehow thought we would 
make it from Montana to Florida. Nope, we 
ran out of money in Des Moines, Iowa. 

Our car had run out of gas and we had 
absolutely zero dollars, not even a dime 
left. We got out of the car and started walk-
ing. I walked into a Denny’s to apply for a 
job. An older woman next to me started 
chatting and I told her my story. That wom-

an handed me five dollars. That five dollars 
changed the course of our journey. I re-
member walking out of the Denny’s and 
turning around to see if this woman was 
real or if she was an angel. To this day I 
believe she was a real true angel. That five 
dollars put a little gas in our car. We drove 
to a Perkins where I again applied for a job 
and they hired me. We ended up getting an 
apartment due to a very kind gentleman, 
Dave Sollenbarger. He was a real estate 
investor who had purchased apartments, 
not in the best part of Des Moines. He said, 
“You kids work around here the first month 
and then start paying me rent the following 
month.” 

We lived in Des Moines for 6 months 

C a s s i e  C a m u t :  
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and then found our way to Maryland. I was 
six months pregnant with our first daugh-
ter and felt having family around would be 
helpful. We ended up having three amazing 
daughters over 21 years together when un-
fortunate circumstances happened that our 
marriage could not recover from.  

I was single for quite some time other 
than dating. I met, my now husband, my 
forever husband, the light of my life, in 
2009 through a mutual friend at a social 
event. We became friends, but nothing ro-
mantic, as Chris was married at the time 
and I was dating someone so the thought 
never even occurred.  

I had lost contact with Chris for a year 
when he texted me on Thanksgiving in 2011 
wishing me a “Happy Thanksgiving”. I re-
sponded in kind. We both said we had a lot 
happen in the past year and decided we 
would meet and catch up the following 
evening. When I walked into the restaurant 
we had agreed to meet at, Chris stood up 
wearing a Kelly green sweater and brilliant 
smile and motioned me over. We did a 
quick hug and immediately started talking 
and laughing non-stop. Chris was just fin-
ishing up radiation for cancer and was go-
ing through a divorce and I was no longer 
dating anyone. My expectation was to meet 
a good friend but it became a romance. He 
swept me off my feet! I still haven’t touched 
the ground. 

Since leaving Montana, I would try to 
get back yearly to visit my family. I brought 
Chris with me for a visit and he fell in love 
with the beauty and magic of Montana. We 
took a family vacation with my daughters 
and grandkids to Seeley Lake in July of 
2015 and rented a house on the lake.  

Although, I had grown up in Montana 
and would visit every year, I had never 
been to Whitefish. In 2004, I became ob-
sessed with Whitefish and would spend 
hours on the internet learning about this 
small resort town and checking out real 
estate. I could picture myself living in such 
a picturesque place but I also had children 
and grandchildren and thought it too diffi-
cult to leave them; it would have broken my 
heart.     

Fast forward 11 years. After our trip to 
Seeley Lake in July of 2015, Chris and I 
decided the following month to come and 
check out Whitefish. We immediately fell in 
love with this beautiful town and its people. 
I cannot describe it as anything but a 
“calling”. In our few days here we hiked, 
biked, ate at some of the great restaurants, 
decided while the church bells were ringing 
at the First Presbyterian Church that this is 
where we will attend services, looked at 
houses, and put a contract on a house. We 
could not have been more excited but also a 

little apprehensive about being far from our 
family and friends in Maryland. We packed 
up our belongings that November and 
drove cross-country to our new home. Nei-
ther one of us has looked back.  

Chris and I were married in this Church 
April, 17, 2016. It was very important to us 
to be married in the church. Pastor Tim 
was so accommodating of our spontaneity 
that he married us during Church service. 
We could have not asked for a more perfect 
way to be married and to start our life as 
husband and wife. 

It was just 2 1/2 months later that Chris 
and I had to drive to Denver for him to 
report to Federal Prison Camp for a non-
violent white-collar crime that Chris com-
mitted. I knew of this before we ever moved 
or married. I remained committed and 
devoted to my husband because I know the 
core of what a good man he is and his beau-
tiful soul. My husband was a fallen man 
and I was not going to walk by and dismiss 
him. Again, the Church we chose has em-
braced and loved us. I went to Pastor Tim 
and asked him what he thought I should 
tell the congregation about Chris’s situa-
tion. Pastor Tim made it very simple. He 
asked me what I wanted people to know 
and I said, “the truth.” He said, “Well, there 
is your answer.” We have felt so much love, 
warmth, and support from this church. We 
had been attending less than a year and no 
one turned their backs on us. Shelle Kuntz 
invited me to the City Beach one evening 
shortly after this came out. The power of 
her love and non-judgmental attitude was 
so comforting. Since then several members 
write Chris on a consistent basis and it is so 
appreciated and welcomed. Chris is always 
humbled when he receives letters from all 
of you that have only known him a short 
time. 

I am happy to report that Chris is doing 
very well. He maintains a positive attitude 
and has become an even better person. He 
also has such a positive effect on those 
around him. Chris attends Bible study eve-
ry evening and participates in writing 
Scripture Shares which are so moving. He 
has truly unearthed a gift that he did not 
even know he had. It is all about God and 
his timing. 

Some of the things I enjoy other than 
going to visit my husband is: first and fore-
most, family time. I so enjoy being with my 
three daughters and all my grandchildren. 
They make me feel joyful and my daughters 
and I laugh non-stop when we are together. 
I also enjoy hiking, leisurely biking, going 
for evening walks with my husband, play-
ing tennis, socializing, and I am active in 
Toastmasters which has brought out quite 
a passion in me. 

I guess you could say the building is 
what originally drew Chris and I to FPC. 
But when we first attended, we were struck 
by the warmth, love, and unconditional 
acceptance of the people who attend here. 
They have been fantastic to us and even 
though I did have some reservations about 
saying anything about Chris’s circumstanc-
es immediately after taking him to prison 
camp, I have opened up to my brothers and 
sisters in Christ about Chris and experi-
enced only love and acceptance from all. I 
was ordained as an elder in January of this 
year and co-lead the Fellowship Committee 
with Ross Doty. There isn’t one thing I’d 
change with FPC Whitefish. I love it just 
the way it is. 

In closing, I’d like to say, Believe in peo-
ple. That person who may not seem wor-
thy of your love is worthy as Christ pro-
claims. 
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Because of the Gospel we are having 
relationships and making friends with peo-
ple from diverse backgrounds and cultures. 
This can be good or it can be bad, depend-
ing on the circumstances. Because of the 
Gospel, we are willing to embrace diversity 
and do not reject anyone with a different 
model or desire. 

When our team was in Islamabad 
(capital city of Pakistan), our door was al-
ways open to anyone for a meal, or movie, 
and especially our students (refugees from 
Afghanistan, Iraq, and Iran). Five of us 
were living in a second floor rental apart-
ment. Our job was to teach English as a 
second language to the refugee women. 

The international mission worked to-
gether with the UN on behalf of the refu-
gees in providing an opportunity to people 
to volunteer from around the world under 
the supervision of SERVE (OM-
International). We taught classes from 
Monday to Thursday with Friday being a 
holy Islam day of prayer. Saturday was 
open for anything. Sometimes we called it 
“Friendship day” and Sunday was the time 
for us to go to church or fellowship with 
other foreigners in town including with 
people from the other embassies in Paki-
stan. Sunday was a regular working day. 

Our school day always started on Mon-
day. Sometimes on the Friendship day, 
Saturday, we would invite a student to 
come over to our apartment for a meal and 
movie or the student would invite us to 
their home for a meal and dancing 
(dancing and music are very common in 
the region). The refuges lived in a com-
pound of small apartments provided by the 
Pakistani Government. They were mostly 
poor although some of them still owned 
their houses, land, and other belongings in 
Afghanistan, Iraq, or Iran. They also suf-
fered horrendous loses because of the war. 
The life they lived in Pakistan as refugees 
was quite different from their home coun-
try even though they shared the same be-
liefs and worshiped in the same way as a 
Moslem people. Sometimes there would be 

tension with each other. They shared the 
same religion but came from very different 
cultures which made it difficult for them to 
unite with each other. As missionaries, we 
found ourselves immersed in a foreign cul-
ture trying to become a part of their lives 
and realizing that they have become part of 
ours. 

Salome from Switzerland, Gladys from 
Australia, and I got to know an Iranian 
woman who came to the class we taught to 
learn English. She had a beautiful daughter 
and handsome son. She wanted to get to 
know us better because the colorful culture 
surrounding her was very intimidating. 
Relationships among the refugees could be 
very tense. That is why we were sensitive 
toward their culture trying not to offend or 
hurt them while building friendships. Be-
cause of the suspicious attitudes among 
Moslem women toward other Moslems and 
us as foreigners, it took a long time to have 
a real conversation with her. 

 After a few months of teaching the class, 
Salome, Gladys, and I, through many pray-
ers, asked for wisdom and guidance from 
GOD.  

Every one of us missionaries was differ-
ent and unique in our friend making tech-
niques as well as our attitudes toward the 
people. Our goal was “Friendship for Gos-
pel or Gospel for Friendship”. In time, we 
realized that many of them were finding it 
difficult to trust others, especially us. Even 
though we’d meet with them four or five 
days a week, it was hard to find the right 
time to talk one-on-one with any individu-
al. Language was a big barrier too. 

Somehow we had to interpret the Gospel 
as practical as we could without taking 
away from the main message that is: 
“Christ Himself”. The Muslims believe Je-
sus Christ is just a prophet in the same way 
as Moses, Isaiah, Jeremiah, or Mohamad. 

Belief systems develop and are enrooted 
in tradition, culture, and the experiences of 
everyday living. To bring about change 
within others or ourselves is a very difficult 

thing to do. Sometimes it seemed we were 
getting the message across and other times 
we were certain we’d failed. We encouraged 
ourselves by reminding each other of our 
main goal—“Friendship for Gospel or Gos-
pel for Friendship”. We sought the determi-
nation to find God’s will and be open to His 
ways. We knew that trusting God is more 
important that our own thoughts, plans, or 
desires. We would just press on and pray 
for the door to be opened. 

One day the Iranian woman I was hop-
ing to befriend told us she would like to pay 
us a visit. We were so excited; it felt like 
we’d just been handed a big birthday or 
Christmas present! She told us that she 
would like to bring Iranian food for us to 
eat together. This was a good sign because 
she extended this willingness to visit com-
pletely on her own accord. 

Food is the language of friendship in the 
region and they are always proud of their 
own food. We were excited but tried to be 
careful. We told her, “You will bring food 
and we will provide a movie. You and your 
children will love it.” 

Saturday was chosen for that special day 
and everyone got real busy getting ready as 
she was planning to spend all afternoon 
with us. We prepared the room in Iranian 
and Afghan style laying the mat with pillow 
behind and plastic table cloth in an ar-
rangement at the center of the room to use 
as a dining table so we would be sitting 
around a circle while enjoying the company 
of each other and the food. 

She brought Roti and Iranian salad with 
chicken. We had fun with the food especial-
ly the decorated face with carrot, olive, and 
cabbage on the roti. This is when our 
friendship began, enjoying each other while 
sharing food and conversation. 

Approximate two hours into the evening, 
Salome said, “Are you interested in watch-
ing a movie?” They replied “Yes’.  

We showed them a Jesus movie with 
subtitles in the Farsi language (their moth-
er tongue). About an hour and a half into 
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the movie, everyone became very quiet; no 
subtitle translation was necessary. Occa-
sionally, we could hear heavy breathing and 
noticed changing expressions from the 
three of them. When the movie ended eve-
ryone remained quiet. Gladys and I went to 
the kitchen to get the tea and biscuits for 
serving. Suddenly the mother said, “We 
were never taught that ISA (Farsi and Ara-
bic translation for JESUS) was a savior. We 
thought HE was just a prophet like Mo-
hamad.”   

We did not know how to respond and for 
a few moments, the room was filled with 
silence. Then Salome said, “Now that you 
know, what do you think?”  

She replied, “It was so touching in my 
heart and I do believe but I am a Moslem”. 
Gladys said, “We are not asking you to 
change your religion. If you are touched by 
HIM, just keep HIM in your heart. HE 
knows you and you also can talk to HIM 
any time and HE will listen to you. As long 
as you say HIS name, ISA, do not be afraid. 
HE loves you in the same way as HE loves 
us.” 

That Saturday was a joyous day for all of 
us. The family went back home with hope 
in their hearts and new found friendships. 
We were so happy that she had broken her 
silence asking such an important question 

that evening. And in the days to follow, she 
continued to ask a lot of questions about 
ISA and we were taking turns explaining to 
her about ISA in a manner she could hope-
fully relate to. She decided to come regular-
ly on Saturday to learn about Jesus 
(GOSPEL). Still we had to keep her visits a 
secret between us. It was important that 
the students didn’t know about this, or the 
families, or even the school. We had to 
make visit schedules carefully for her be-
cause when she comes, the other students 
could not be there at the same time. 

This wonderful friendship between her 
and us deepened through the quest to get to 
know Jesus Christ through the eyes of two 
different perspectives: the east and the 
west. We never rushed her to accept the 
Christian gospel or change her Muslim be-
liefs. We just wanted her to know and expe-
rience who Jesus is and what HE has done, 
all the while trying as much as we could to 
see the context and the culture from her 
perspective. 

It is very difficult bringing the under-
standing of Jesus to a Muslim that Jesus 
Christ is The Son of God and HE Himself is 
GOD and the Spirit. Sometimes we had to 
stop and take a deep breath because she 
was struggling and confused with what we 
were teaching. On occasion, we would 

watch a Jesus movie (in English and Farsi) 
multiple times together and connect what 
was being presented with the Gospel (Bible 
in English and Farsi). 

Over a six months period, we developed 
a trusting relationship with her and felt 
confident the Gospel had been planted in 
her heart. I had to go back to New Delhi, 
India and Gladys went back to Australia. 
Salome continued the friendship for anoth-
er year. Our new friend was happy and had 
a better understanding of Jesus Christ and 
The Gospel. 

I received news at the end of Salome’s 
time in Pakistan that the Team Leader ar-
ranged the way for her and her children to 
move to Germany because she expressed a 
desire to study more about the Gospel and 
for her own safety, as well as her two chil-
dren, she needed to move out of the region. 
I never learned how far she progressed on 
her way to be a follower of Jesus Christ but 
one thing I do know is she has Jesus in her 
heart through our friendship and I am sure 
it will never be taken away. We cannot 
know how God will lead us for a special 
purpose, to a special task, or to special peo-
ple to meet. We just have to be willing to 
follow where HE leads and trust that the 
outcome will be HIS will. 

Matthew 28:18-20  

by Bob Paulus 

I became a Christian in the summer of 
1985. A few months later in mid-winter, a 
friend invited me to her home bible study 
group and being new to the faith and liter-
ally craving the company of Christians, I 
eagerly accepted. Big mistake— the study 
group was comprised of very knowledgea-
ble people discussing concepts that were so 
far over my newbie head, I didn’t have the 
foggiest idea of what they were talking 
about.  

A short time before this, I had met a guy 
through our Pastor who was also fairly new 
to the faith. One afternoon while walking to 
the door of my apartment, I heard a horn 
beep. It was my new friend waving me over 
to his parked car. He told me he was start-
ing a newbie Bible study group and I was 

invited. You see, he had been attending the 
Bible scholar’s home group also and felt as 
out of place as I did. The idea intrigued me 
so I agreed to come. He said the group 
would begin on Monday night and gave 
directions to the house we were meeting at 
which belonged to a lady friend of his. 

Monday night brought a vicious winter 
storm. It was snowing so hard, I had trou-
ble seeing the center line on the highway let 
alone the turnoff to the house I was sup-
posed to find. After missing it twice, I final-
ly turned unto a snow drifted narrow road 
leading down toward the Whitefish River. A 
porch light glowed through the swirling 
snow and I figured this must be the place… 
I hope. 

As I walked through the driving snow 
toward the light, I noticed a weathered pine 
board porch attached to a small house. I 
gave the front door a knock and within sec-
onds it swung open wide. A lady, who 
looked to be in her 20s, stood wearing a 
smile that melted the cold. She said, “You 
must be Bob, come on in!”  

I entered a living room furnished with 
two faded well-worn couches, a couple of 
scratched-up wooden chairs with half of the 
varnish worn off, two end-tables topped 
with rustic lamps, and an old home-made 
wood burning stove tucked in the far cor-
ner. The center of the room was covered 
with a thread-bare rug that covered most of 
the floor stopping short about a foot from 
each wall. There were five people sitting 
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around on the couches and my friend 
beamed at me from the far side on the 
room. Since I was the last to arrive, the 
study shortly began.  

To call what we did each Monday night a 
Bible study would be a misrepresentation. 
You see, as a bunch of new believers, we 
had practically zero Bible knowledge or 
experience meeting as Christians. It just 
seemed proper for us to meet for the pur-
pose of studying God’s holy word because 
that is what Christians are supposed to do. 
Isn’t it? Maybe? Sure seemed logical to us 
so we called it a “Bible study” and got a 
warm, comfy feeling out of doing so. In 
actuality, we did little studying of the Bible 
and a whole lot of talking about every sub-
ject that spontaneously popped into our 
newbie minds without any organized ef-
forts to guide us. We had a Bible study for-
mat someone had picked up at the Chris-
tian Book Store and each session began by 
picking up where we had left off the week 
before which would be one or two para-
graphs after where we’d left off the week 
before that. We’d never make it far because 
the first topic mentioned would invariably 
touch off a round of busy discussion about 
something related to the subject which led 
to something else related which led to… 
well, you get the idea. We were simply peo-
ple being people and that’s what people do 
in groups without specific leaders to guide 
them. This small group of new believers 
was leaderless and that can be a good thing.  

It was common for someone to open a 
bible looking for a phrase and of course 
couldn’t find the phrase but would run 
across something else to throw into the mix 
which would stimulate more discussion, 
more head scratching, and more seeking. 
The sharing created an intimacy that per-
meated the group. Soon, people were shar-
ing personal stories of their walk of faith or 
maybe lack of walk which was common. 
Sometimes sins were confessed; sometimes 
victories exclaimed but all shared and 
shared from deep within their beings. It 
took trust to be that intimate with others 
which developed rapidly.  

The discussion was lively, vivid, and at 
times, passionate. One of the reasons for 
the intensity of the exchanging of ideas was 
the fact that at least one participant seemed 
to have a bottomless well of questions. He 
questioned practically everything, “Where 
did those stained glass windows come 
from?” Why is it that the pastor wears a 
costume and stands behind a pulpit every 

Sunday and why do we meet on Sunday’s 
anyway?” and, “Why did Jesus say this? It 
doesn’t make sense. I wouldn’t have said 
that.” Groan.  

This questioning machine was an engine 
of discussion but it also drove everyone else 
nuts! His name was… me. Hey, just acting 
natural. 

The point is in all of this is we func-
tioned; and we functioned without leaders.  

After a few months we’d picked up a few 
more people, newbies like the rest of us, 
and a couple of people decided that we 
needed help. There were just too many non
-answered questions and groping around 
trying to make sense out of the Bible. You 
see, we thought that to be real good Chris-
tians, we had to know the Bible (I wonder 
where we got that idea?), and the Bible is a 
real big thick book which obviously would 
take years and years of diligent study to 
master and, well, we were in a hurry. The 
two helpful crusaders happened to know 
just the man to help us out.  

Our spiritual guide was a walking bibli-
cal encyclopedia and he was absolutely 
thrilled to be invited to join our group! As 
to the why he was thrilled, the reason came 
as a slow awakening to the personality of a 
narcissist. 

As it turned out, this man was a legalis-
tic, narcissistic, dogmatist who was abso-
lutely convinced he was right about every-
thing and I mean everything and was 
thrilled beyond words to have an oppor-
tunity to guide a flock of new believers into 
the gospel according to him. None of this 
we were aware of due to our ignorance and 
sincere desire to know the word of God and 
he seemed to know it. For the first few 
weeks, we listened intently to everything 
Joe Bible Scholar threw to us like milk to 
starving babes and questioned little of what 
he said. He would sit in an invisible beam 
of light glowing as all questions were di-
rected to him and eventually took com-
mand of the group and would talk for two 
hours straight while the small group of in-
nocent lambs would say with their eyes, 
“Tell us more.”  

Eventually, someone questioned.  

Christians can be as gullible as anyone 
but the Spirit has a way of being heard usu-
ally with that still small voice Elijah experi-
enced but God will be heard by someone. It 
started with an inner awareness, and then 

slowly surfaced like a warm liquid seeking 
its own level till the message came with 
crystal clarity—bull pucky! Somethin ain’t 
right in study night. A couple people began 
complaining privately; they were joined by 
a couple more. Finally, the discontent was 
shared with the rest. Joe Bible Scholar was 
defended by some; others declared they 
couldn’t stand another night listening to 
the dogma. The group, small as it was, lost 
half its members and after a couple more 
weeks, quietly ceased to exist. 

It was sad. A genuine expression of the 
bride of Christ meeting in a living room 
likely similar to a 1st century style of meet-
ing was destroyed by one man with quite a 
bit of Bible knowledge who was absolutely 
convinced he was right and owned the con-
viction that the Kingdom would stand or 
fall depending on how people think. 

I wish I could say this story has a happy 
ending. To my regret, it does not. The 
group never recovered and even though 
some of us remained friends, we never 
functioned again as a Christian group 
meeting to study and share our walk of 
faith in Jesus Christ. We melted into the 
traditional institutionalized church with 
each going their chosen way. This remem-
brance of loss of what once was and the 
dreams of what it could have been is sad to 
think about however, I cherish the experi-
ence of gains of faith and relationships 
made from those simple meetings in the 
old house by the river where an expression 
of the early church lived on Monday nights. 

 Thank you Jesus. 


