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

F l o r a  B a k e r :  A l e x  A l e x a n d e r :  

The first time I spoke with Alex with any depth was 
when I interviewed him at his home. I did know that he 
was very hard of hearing and since I too have a hearing 
problem, I asked Robin to meet me there to help with 
the interview. Alex could understand Robin quite well so 
she asked the questions and I listened capturing it all on 
my recorder. If there was a subject that took center stage 
in Alex’s life, it was the Navy. I swear his eyes positively 
gleamed as he reminisced of the many years he spent 
serving his country, and the people he knew, and the 
planes he flew. The Navy, and the people who enriched 
his life while in that proud tradition, made Alex who he 
was and he reveled in the sharing of it. 

I asked him why he chose FPC to attend. He respond-
ed that he had just picked it. He didn’t know a thing 
about it; he had just walked in one Sunday morning on a 
whim and decided to stay. I got the feeling that Alex was 
his own man following his own instincts and trusting the 
decisions he made. He would sit in a pew close to the 
front with headphones on so he could hear the sermon 
and later go into the Fellowship Hall for coffee and may-
be some conversation with anyone who happened by the 
table where he had chosen to sit. He was proud, but in a 
good way, of his life and as I got to know him a little bit 
better I would agree that he had every reason to feel that 
pride. Alex was an example of a life well lived and there 
is no doubt in my mind he enriched more than a few 
over the many years the Lord gave him frequently as a 
gift to others. Thanks Alex; you soar with the eagles now 
and your spirit is free just as it has always been in our 
Lord Jesus Christ. 

Flora Baker 

Alex Alexander 

Suzy Cogliati 

Rodney Cogliati 

Kristine Manuel 

John Manuel 

Jodie Morris 

Ben Morris 

Jean Rohm 100 

Handmaid of the 

Lord 

I’m a Bigot 

 

Inside this 

issue: 

I remember meeting Flora at her house just outside of 
Whitefish on a sunny fall afternoon. I had gone over to 
interview her for an issue of Koinonia. I sat in the living 
room facing a large northern exposure window while we 
talked. The golden colors of autumn were blooming 
across the Whitefish Range in the distance and a peace-
ful presence filled the room. 

Flora spoke of remembrances of a rich full life which 
included her ancestors who dated back to the birth of 
Whitefish. As she reminisced, a warm glow sparkled in 
her eyes and her voice was filled with pride of the Bak-
ers’ who had helped to found the town she was proud to 
call home. 

And then there was the window. To know Flora within 
the congregation was to know about the window— the 
beautiful stained glass window located in the back of the 
sanctuary with the name “Baker” featured along the bot-
tom as a tribute. On occasion I saw her visiting it. She 
would stare with a slight smile obviously basking in the 
sense of security that window provided. It was her an-
chor, her rock, an identity of belonging in a place where 
she might have felt a stranger. Perhaps — she just didn’t 
know. At first, a few reached out, and in time, many 
more. I like to think Flora found that belonging she 
sought within the fellowship of those who loved her 
simply because she showed up at a church that just hap-
pened to have a window that bore her name. 
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S u z y  C o g l i a t i :  

 Back in 
’47’, Ruth and 
Glenn Sager 
sat in their 
car listening 
to Game 7 of 
the World 
Series rooting 
for the 
Brooklyn 
Dodgers over 
the New York 
Yankees. 
Ruth wanted 

to hear the game but Glenn convinced her 
to enter Memorial Hospital in Johnstown, 
Pennsylvania instead. The Dodgers lost the 
game and I was born. And so I now sit and 
watch Pittsburgh Pirate baseball on my 
iPad as I write.  

Johnstown was my home until I left for 
college. My father worked for the Pennsyl-
vania Electric Company as a computer pro-
grammer when computers were the size of 
a room. My mother was a homemaker rais-
ing three girls and also the secretary of the 
Evangelical United Brethren Church we 
attended. Both my parents were active in 
Sunday school and church functions.    

Following graduation from high school, 
I attended Indiana University of Pennsyl-
vania in Indiana, PA, also known as the 

home of Jimmy Stewart. After graduating 
with a BS in Elementary Education, I 
taught first grade in Johnstown for eight 
years. It was during this period that I met 
Rod on a Sierra Club hike and we hiked 
and canoed our way into marriage. We 
spent our next summer together in Se-
boomook, Maine where he worked as a 
canoe guide and I, an assistant cook. Dur-
ing school terms, I taught and Rod attend-
ed auto mechanics school. 

In 1977 a fellow Sierra Club member, 
who grew up in the Missoula Rattlesnake 
area, told us of the wonders of Glacier Na-
tional Park. Come summer we vacationed 
in the Park and fell in love with the natural 
splendor. On our way east going back 
home, Rod noticed a newspaper ad for a 
metallurgical engineer at the Great Falls 
copper smelter, interviewed for the posi-
tion, and we motored on home. A month 
later Rod was working at the smelter and I 
followed him west in my VW bug with our 
dog and house plants. 

For our three years in Great Falls, Rod 
and I enjoyed the outdoors, hiking, canoe-
ing, and cross country skiing, first as a cou-
ple and then dragging along our new son, 
Josh. When the smelter closed, Rod trans-
ferred to the aluminum plant in Columbia 
Falls and worked until a lay-off in 1982. I 
went back into teaching as a substitute in 
the valley and then for seven years as a 

preschool teacher at Sugar-N-Spice Learn-
ing Center at the Christian Center in Ka-
lispell. First grade has been my teaching 
love and in 1990 I was hired by Columbia 
Falls SD 6 as a first grade teacher.  Before 
my retirement in 2014, I switched to teach-
ing kindergarten and at retirement had 
completed 39 years in education and spe-
cial interactions with over 900 students. 
Now retired, I have taken on the student 
role and am learning watercolor painting 
through FVCC. 

Rod and I continue to enjoy our outdoor 
activities. With a Flathead NF boundary 
next to our property, we can ski or bike 
from our door. For over 20 years I had 
horses and could ride from home for relax-
ation and exploration. Now I bike and walk 
the dog. The highlight of Rod’s and my 
2017 summer was our first hike to Sperry 
Chalet and the glacier. What awesome cre-
ations we live surrounded by! 

This past summer we were in church 
transition and visited different churches 
around the valley. When we attended FPC 
Whitefish, we felt at home. Pastor Tim and 
the congregation made us feel warm and 
welcomed. I especially enjoy the combina-
tion of praise and traditional music in the 
services. We’ve joined Conny’s Friday Bible 
study and look forward to getting to know 
more of the church family.  

R o d  C o g l i a t i :  

 I was born 
and raised in 
Beaver Falls, 
Pennsylvania 
which is lo-
cated just 
outside Pitts-
burgh. My 
dad worked 
in a steel mill 
and my mom 
was a stay-at-
home mom 
taking care of 

my sister and me. 

After graduating from high school in 
1970, I attended the University of Pittsburg 
and earned a degree in metallurgical engi-
neering and went to work for Bethlehem 
Steel in Johnstown, Pennsylvania. John-
stown is where steel was first made com-
mercially in the U.S. The mill was fairly 
small by industry standards but the entire 
facility did stretch for 15 miles along a riv-

er. It had its own rail line where raw mate-
rials would come into the facility, be made 
into steel, and used to make railroad cars 
onsite. During my tenure there, I worked in 
both the steel and rod mills. 

I joined the Sierra Club while living in 
Johnstown. It’s where I met my wife Suzy. 
In time, I accepted a job with Maine High 
Adventure which is affiliated with the Boy 
Scouts of America and worked in Maine 
taking scout troops on canoe trips all over 
the state for a summer. I had a lot of canoe-
ing experience while attending college. 

When the summer ended, I returned to 
Johnstown and married Suzy. I enrolled in 
an auto mechanics school in Johnstown so 
I could do maintenance work at the Maine 
camp. The following summer, both Suzy 
and I worked at the camp. Upon returning 
to Johnstown, I went back to the auto me-
chanics school and earned an associate’s 
degree. However, the full-time mainte-
nance job in Maine didn’t work out, so we 
were looking to make other plans. 

In 1977, we traveled to Montana to vaca-
tion in Glacier Park. We had heard many 
positive things about this area and wanted 
to visit. While here, I saw an ad for a metal-
lurgical engineer at the copper smelter in 
Great Falls. I interviewed and was hired in 
the fall of 1977. Our son was born in Great 
Falls. Three years later the smelter closed 
and I was offered a transfer to the alumi-
num plant in Columbia Falls. Suzy and I 
made the move to the Flathead Valley. 

There was a major production cutback in 
1982 and I was laid off from the plant. I 
worked several different jobs for a few 
years and eventually became a school bus 
driver for School District 6 in Columbia 
Falls. I also did other tasks but mostly 
drove bus. Suzy was teaching for the dis-
trict so we kept the same hours and had the 
same time off which worked out well for us. 
Eventually I began teaching an evening 
welding class under their adult education 
program. It meets ten evenings each semes-
ter. I worked for the school until retiring in 
of last year. 
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Suzy and I have been married for 42 
wonderful years and have two grandkids. 
For fun, I love the outdoors and enjoy hik-
ing, canoeing, and cross country skiing. 
Suzy and I have hiked throughout Glacier 
Park and canoed on waterways around the 
park and Montana. I also have a miniature 
1½ inch scale live steam locomotive which 
I built. It has run on various tracks around 
the USA and each September at the An-
tique Engine & Tractor Show & Threshing 
Bee located at Olsen Pioneer Park off Hele-
na Flats Road. The engine is large enough 
to ride behind and I enjoy hauling kids 

around a circular track during association 
events. 

I grew up Presbyterian. We had been 
attending the Methodist church in Colum-
bia Falls but after a turnover of pastors 
along with other denominational changes, I 
decided to make a move. In July of last 
year, we visited FPC Whitefish. The won-
derful people of this church immediately 
welcomed us, we loved the music, and Tim 
struck us as being a very fine pastor. We’ve 
been attending ever since. 

I, like many, would like to see younger 

people come to FPC but confess I too have 
no ideas of how to make that happen. Per-
haps, with the Lord’s help, we’ll attract 
those young people yet. 

In closing I’ll say; you reap what you 
sow, what goes around comes around, do 
good and good comes right back. 

 

K r i s t i n e  M a n u e l :  

 I was 
born and 
raised in 
Vancouver, 
Washington. 
My dad 
worked in 
the auto in-
dustry and 
my mom was 
a stay-at-
home mom 
taking care of 
my younger 
brother and 

I. While in high school, I was on the dance 
team, choir, and honor society. After gradu-
ation I attended Gonzaga University in 
Spokane, WA to pursue a major in Business 
Administration with concentration in fi-
nance and management information sys-
tems.  

Gonzaga has a school in Florence, Italy 
and I, along with about 120 other students, 
traveled to Florence to where I attended my 
junior school year. We’d attend classes 
three or four days a week and then hop on a 
train and travel all over Europe. It was a 
great opportunity to experience other coun-
tries and included a Christmas tour 
through Jerusalem.  

When my junior year was completed in 
Florence, I went back to Gonzaga in Spo-
kane to finish out my last year of schooling. 
I graduated in 2000 with a degree in Busi-
ness Administration and a minor in Fi-
nance. I lived in Denver briefly working for 
US West but felt it was too far from family 
so I got a job in Seattle doing inside sales 
for a technology company. After about two 
years I realized that sales of technology was 
not my thing so after seeking out tons of 
advice from various people I decided to go 

into marketing and landed a job at Mi-
crosoft.  Over the next 10 years I had many 
different marketing roles in many different 
product groups and did everything from 
events to TV commercials. 

I met John in Seattle; after about a year 
of dating we married in 2011 and moved to 
Redmond, Washington. We have three chil-
dren and after our first child was born I 
became a stay-at-home mom. 

John traveled a great deal doing his 
manager’s job and sometimes I would trav-
el with him. Four years ago we visited 
Whitefish while he was on business and 
both of us fell in love with this area. Seattle 
was getting to be a crazy place to live. A 
thousand people a week was moving into 
the area. We thought, this is no place to 
raise kids and the community of Whitefish 
and beautiful surrounding area seemed to 
us in ideal place to live. We bought proper-
ty but had to wait till everything lined up 
financially and career-wise for John until 
we could have a house built and make the 
move to Whitefish. In July of last year we 
were able to fulfill our plans and we’ll be 
moving into our new house in a few weeks. 

I think the thing that amazes me the 
most about Whitefish are the wonderful 
people who live here. Their caring and gen-
eral friendliness towards each other is 
something we both treasure and feel like we 
got our life back in moving here. 

My grandfather was a Presbyterian pas-
tor in Tacoma so I grew up in the Presby-
terian Church. We visited FPC a couple of 
years ago and felt impressed with the expe-
rience but decided to check out other 
churches in the area also. Over time, the 
memory of this warm and welcoming con-
gregation and Pastor Tim’s insightful mes-
sage caused us to choose FPC as our church 
home. 

I love to cook but focus on what I’ll call 
healthy cooking. I put a high priority on 
taking care of one’s body. I also enjoy ski-
ing and working out. When I was employed 
I really enjoyed marketing and am looking 
forward to getting back into it after our kids 
are in school. I’m a people person; I love 
meeting new people and forming friend-
ships. 

When we first began searching for a 
church, a high priority on our list was a 
church that had plenty of children. We 
were so surprised when God led us to this 
church. We thought maybe God is going to 
use us in some way to encourage more 
young people to attend FPC. Perhaps my 
experience in marketing will present some 
ideas. We are excited to be a part of this 
church and are committed to being active 
members and hope that we can bring en-
thusiasm and maybe some fresh ideas that 
will enhance the experience of the wonder-
ful people at FPC. 
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 I was born 
September 
11, 1976 in 
Cincinnati, 
Ohio.  At the 
age of two, 
my parents 
divorced and 
from then on, 
my sister and 
I were pretty 
much raised 
by a single 
working 
mom. On the 

eve of my 10th birthday, my mother accept-
ed a position as Dean of Nursing at North 
Carolina A&T and we soon moved south to 
Greensboro, NC. 

I graduated from high school in 1994 
and soon moved to Durham, NC to attend 
school at North Carolina Central Universi-
ty.  At that time, NCCU (a historically black 
university) was about 85% African-
American. I majored in English and politi-
cal science and minored in Spanish. I 
played on the college football team as a 
wide-receiver.  In hindsight, I am very 
lucky that we had a very bad offensive line 
as I stayed injury free throughout most of 
my college career.  Guess I stayed in good 
shape too as I basically ran sprints through-
out the entire game as the ball was rarely 
thrown (again, due to the terrible offensive 
line). I graduated the summer of 1999 and 
optimistically moved to Nashville, TN to 
pursue a career in country music and be-
come the next big HIT. 

You see, mom was raised in Kentucky 
and while in Cincinnati she would fre-
quently take me home.  The Kentucky 
farmlands and “bluegrass” amazed me and 
made me feel at peace.  I grew up appreci-
ating this country environment and the 
music that went with it.  I also fell in love 
with cowboy shows as I always loved to see 
the horses.  I love horses. 

At a predominantly black college like 
NCCU, most of the students were into R&B 
and hip-hop. It was very unusual to find a 
student who loved country music. Shortly 
after arriving at NCCU, I saw a movie called 
Pure Country with George Strait. I liked it 
so much I bought the soundtrack and my 
football teammates would catch me singing 
songs from the album which they thought 
was hysterically funny. At first my singing 
was mostly just having fun with friends. 
But in time, I grew to take it very seriously. 
I was doing a lot of singing in karaoke bars 
and several people advised me to go to 
Nashville and pursue a career. I figured I 
needed to take some risks, so, after gradua-
tion, I made the move!   But to keep mama 

happy, I also enrolled in graduate school 
(security blanket). Nashville was my home 
for seven years. 

I completed grad school with a degree in 
mass communications and was offered a 
job selling pharmaceuticals which I did for 
over two years. I also found work singing in 
clubs, state fairs, and various venues but 
never made a living at it. The pharmaceuti-
cals industry was not my thing so I fortu-
nately landed a job with Medtronic selling 
cardiac surgery products. They sent me to 
Minneapolis where the company is based 
and after nine months I accepted a position 
in Seattle, WA.  

I lived in Seattle for 11 years and met my 
wife Kristine seven years ago. We have 
three beautiful children. My job caused me 
to travel a lot within a multi-state area and 
sometimes it would bring me to the Flat-
head Valley of Montana. I knew I wasn’t a 
city dude and one evening while sitting on 
Whitefish Lake while on a work trip, I real-
ized that THIS is where I wanted to live and 
raise my family.  Kristine was in Seattle and 
when I got home I told her about Whitefish. 
One year later Kristine was with me on 
Whitefish Lake and agreed that, “We can 
do this!”  She is the VERY BEST! 

We bought property four years ago and 
began working on the design for our new 
house we planned to build in Whitefish. We 
came out every summer (and winter) to 
grow accustomed to the area and formulate 
the plans for our new home and our new 
life. We finally made the move in July of 
last year. I am still in the cardiac business 
but work more from the management side 
of things so the move didn’t affect my ca-
reer.   

I enjoy skiing and anything outdoors. 
I’ve always loved horses and attended horse
-camps as a kid. Through growing up in the 
city I learned that a lot of inner-city kids 
are very limited in the way they can think 
because they are very limited in what they 
see. I’m very interested in opening a horse-
camp in the Whitefish area and invite inner
-city youth in the hope that they would be 
exposed to parts of themselves that they 
have never seen because they haven’t been 
allowed to see it. I would incorporate the 
bountiful activities this area has to offer 
such as skiing, rivers, lakes, and fishing so 
the kids could broaden their appreciation of 
life’s experiences. 

Two and a half years ago we decided to 
attend church on a beautiful Sunday morn-
ing and chose FPC because the location of 
being downtown appealed to us. Our first 
impression was mixed. We liked the mes-
sage and we liked the way people gravitated 
towards us but we were looking for a 

church that had more young adults and 
children when we made the final move to 
Whitefish. When we moved here last sum-
mer we began our search for a church to 
call our home. We visited several churches 
but there was something about FPC that 
seemed to beckon us back. We decided to 
attend again and see if God spoke to us. 
The people in this church immediately wel-
comed us in a way we hadn’t experienced in 
other places we had visited and it seemed 
to happen simply because we walked 
through the door. We found Pastor Tim’s 
messages inspiring, our three children 
loved it, and we knew we had found a 
home. 

I would love to see more young people 
come to this church. Perhaps in some way 
God can work through Kristine and I to 
make that happen. I love people and I love 
God and it is my prayer that I can, in some 
way, be a servant in this church. To the 
congregation I would like to say, continue 
to keep God first and continue to shower 
people with love because THAT is what 
brought Kristine and I to this wonderful 
church. 

J o h n  M a n u e l :  
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 I was born 
in Spokane, 
Washington. 
When I was 
three years 
old my dad, 
who worked 
for Link 

Belt Corpora-
tion was 
transferred to 
Salt Lake 
City. My mom 
was a stay-at-

home mom taking care of my sisters and 
me. At the age of seven, my dad was again 
transferred; this time to the bay area of 
California to a town named Pleasant Hill, 
located a little east of San Francisco. 

I grew up in Pleasant Hill. After graduat-
ing from high school, I enrolled at Diablo 
Valley College as an art major. While in 
college I got married and had a son. But 
unfortunately the marriage did not work 
out and I left Pleasant Hill and moved to 
Mendocino, California. 

Mendocino is located in the northern 
part of the state on the coast. It is an artist’s 
and seafarer’s community located along a 
beautiful coastline with redwoods to the 
ocean’s shore. I lived in the Mendocino-
Fort Bragg area and enrolled at the College 
of the Redwoods as an art major and 
worked at the Fort Bragg general store. A 
close friend knew a Paiute Indian basket 
weaver who taught me the art of pine nee-
dle weaving. I’ve been practicing this craft 
for 45 years. I would display my work at art 
fairs and various galleries in the areas 
where I lived. 

It was difficult making a living but 

through friends, I heard of the Rogue Val-
ley region in Oregon. I was told employ-
ment opportunities were much better there 
so I made the move. I settled in the town of 
Rogue River and worked in a hospital for a 
while, then for a chiropractor, and finally 
attended a radiology school to become cer-
tified to do x-rays and lab work as a Dental 
Assistant and was employed with a local 
dentist. 

Ben was my neighbor where I lived and 
over a period of 10 years we got to know 
each other very well. The chemistry seemed 
right between us and we decided to marry. 
Ben has a daughter who has three children 
and combined with my son who has a 
daughter, we have four grandchildren. 

Ben worked in the furniture business 
and I was employed as a dental assistant. 
Eventually, we both retired and moved to 
Brookings, Oregon located on the coast and 
lived there for two years. 

My son was living in the Puget Sound 
area with his wife and our grandkids in 
Washington state so we decided to make 
the move there to Port Ludlow. We had 
lived in Oregon for 30 years and lived in 
Port Ludlow for 13 years before moving to 
Kalispell. 

It was in Port Ludlow that I resumed my 
basket weaving art and displayed my work 
in galleries and art shows and also taught 
the craft to others. I also gave talks around 
Port Ludlow on basket weaving and Ameri-
can Indian heritage in the Pacific North-
west. 

We enjoyed traveling to beautiful places 
we would hear about and one year we visit-
ed Glacier Park. We absolutely loved the 
beauty of the area and came back several 
times over the next few years. Eventually, 

we decided we wanted to live in the Flat-
head Valley so we built a home at Silver 
Brook, north of Kalispell and made the 
final move here in October, 2016. 

Shortly after arriving in the valley we 
went looking for a church to attend. We 
visited several but really wanted to find a 
church that had many people of our age 
group. We found several that were very nice 
churches but we never felt truly welcomed. 
Phyllis Bjorsness had become a friend and 
she recommended FPC Whitefish. We visit-
ed and the people made us feel welcome the 
moment we entered the sanctuary. It was 
like finding a home. We’ve been attending 
ever since and gotten to know many of the 
wonderful people of the congregation and 
are looking forward to getting to know 
many more and be of service in this church. 
I’m attending Connie’s Bible study group 
on Friday mornings which I really enjoy. 

I love my basket weaving and while in 
Port Ludlow, I facilitated a Lady’s Bible 
study group at a community church we 
attended, along with another lady. It was a 
very positive experience and I learned more 
than I ever thought I would from the expe-
rience and the Lord blessed me tremen-
dously through it. 

I would like to see more people attend-
ing who have young children. Lately I have 
been seeing some young families which is 
encouraging. I love Tim’s preaching be-
cause his message is very Christ-centered 
and presented in a down-to-earth manner. 
Christ-centeredness should be at the core 
of any church and this church, meaning the 
people who attend here and the messages 
Tim presents, seems to have that special 
quality. We feel really blessed to be part of 
this church. 

J o d i e  M o r r i s :  

B e n  M o r r i s :  

 I was born 
in the rich 
farming area 
of Bakers-
field, Califor-
nia. I have a 
younger sis-
ter but she 
was born 
several years 
after I was. 
My dad had 
started a 
small furni-

ture store in Bakersfield and business was 
good because with the war ended, a lot of 
families were formed and furniture was in 

big demand. In 1950 when I was five years 
old, my parents wanted to escape the heat 
and dust of Bakersfield so they decided to 
move to San Diego. They started a new fur-
niture store and over the years it became 
very successful. 

Living in San Diego at the time was very 
pleasant. The beach was my playground 
with miles of sand and a large pier to fish 
from. I grew up in the furniture business 
learning from my dad and it ultimately 
became my life’s career. After graduating 
from high school, I moved to the San Fran-
cisco Bay area and worked for an uncle who 
became a mentor, teaching me the art of 
entrepreneurship. I lived there for seven 
years. Meanwhile, my dad’s business in San 

Diego had grown to the point he needed 
help so I moved back and went to work in 
his furniture business. I performed all tasks 
such as purchasing, inventory manage-
ment, and traveling representing business 
interests. I continued working in San Diego 
for the next 13 years.  

An old friend of mine had moved to the 
Rogue River, Oregon area and I decided to 
pay him a visit. I found it beautiful and 
peaceful. The San Diego area was growing 
and changing and I was becoming dissatis-
fied living there so I decided to move to 
Rogue River. In fact, my whole family, 
meaning my parents and grandparents, 
also moved to the area but none of them 
stayed. When I first arrived, I was in a situ-
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This story begins with a woman named 
Emily. She was my mother-in-law’s nurse. 
Emily would usually come by once a week 
to check on her. A professional care-giver 
would also come three or four times a week 
for a couple of hours. It was my and Larry’s 
responsibility that someone be with my 
mother-in-law 24 hours a day while we 
lived with her in California. Emily or the 
care-giver only came by on week days and 
we would use the opportunity to spend a 
couple of hours in the town of Seal Beach 
walking along the ocean, admiring the 
waves, and having lunch at a beach restau-
rant before heading home. Larry had done 
this for many years and we did this togeth-
er until she passed. 

One day, as Emily’s time with us was 
coming to an end, she said to me, “Conny, 
can you walk with me to my car?” As we 
walked to the driveway, I noticed Emily 
looked very sad that day. She entered her 
car, hesitated, then rolled down her win-
dow and asked, “Can you pray for me?” I 

asked, “What happened sister Emily?” She 
replied, “I just got divorced and have a 
teenage boy to take care of.” Without hesi-
tation I held her hands and asked God to be 
with her and give her courage, patience, 
and wisdom. We did that every time she 
came to visit Larry’s mom and she felt very 
good every time after we prayed.  

A few months later Emily asked me, 
“Would you like to attend a seminar of the 
Handmaid of the Lord?” “I am not a Catho-
lic,” I replied. She said, “Yes, I know. But 
you are a faithful prayer person so you are 
an exception.” Normally, the seminar Emi-
ly was speaking of is just for Catholic wom-
en from all over the world and she be-
longed to a southern California chapter. I 
replied, “Let me pray about it and talk to 
my husband and I will let you know.” The 
next time she came to visit mom, she re-
peated her request and kept repeating it for 
a few weeks until I finally said, “Yes, I’m 
willing to do that.” She was very happy and 
promised to take me whenever the seminar 
met and take me home after it was finished 

for the night.  

When I arrived at the seminar with Emi-
ly, I was the only Protestant in the room 
and the rest were all Catholic women from 
the USA, Guatemala, Colombia, Mexico, 
and the Philippines. The seminar lasted for 
five days including the closing ceremony. It 
was very interesting and I was impressed 
with the teaching. The day before we fin-
ished, we had a revival service that was 
quite familiar to me. We talked one-on-one 
and following the example of Jesus, washed 
the feet of each other. It was a very sacral 
moment with nothing connected with emo-
tional feelings or other interpretations. It 
was an act of dedication and commitment 
to be a servant of the Lord. As a matter of 
fact, I still have my badge, a covenant of the 
CFC Handmaid of The Lord. It will forever 
be precious to me. 

After the seminar, we divided into small 
groups according to the area we lived and 
began planning for meetings once a week. 
The purpose for a meeting was to pray, do 

By Conny Miersma 

ation where I knew I did not have to find 
work right away so I bided my time. Even-
tually, a furniture store in nearby Grants 
Pass that had been in business since 1899 
offered me a job. 

Jodie and I were neighbors and got to 
know each other very well over a ten year 
period. She used to try to fix-me-up with 
friends of hers for dates. Apparently, none 
of her friends wanted anything to do with 
me so Jodie took me instead. My parents 
still owned a house in Rogue River so Jodie 
and I bought it from them and did a lot of 
work enhancing the property over the years 
we lived there. 

I retired from the furniture business in 
2001 after working for 30 years in Oregon. 
Jodie and I moved to Brookings, Oregon on 
the coast and lived in a condo that I had 
gotten from my parents. We lived there for 
two years and moved to Port Ludlow, 
Washington where Jodie’s son and his wife 

lived.  

We have been fortunate that we have 
lived in some of the most beautiful places 
in the country. Our home in Port Ludlow 
was located on the Olympic Peninsula and 
we had Olympic Park at our back door. We 
were doing a lot of traveling visiting won-
derful locations and one year we came to 
Glacier Park. The magnificent scenic beau-
ty captivated us and we wanted to make it 
our home and eventually bought property 
at Silver Brook north of Kalispell and had a 
house constructed. 

We spend a lot of time visiting places 
that have Native American culture repre-
sented. Alaska and British Columbia have a 
great deal of Native American themes and 
we have traveled extensively learning about 
Indian history and artisanship. 

Shortly after moving here, Jodie and I 
wanted to find a church to attend so we set 
about visiting various churches around the 

area. I was surprised with the differences of 
people in congregations we experienced, 
even within the same denominations. I 
grew up in the Church of Christ. They did 
not play musical instruments in their ser-
vices and the people who attended were 
very subdued in their worship. It was a 
serious atmosphere with little joy being 
expressed. The churches that we visited in 
the valley struck us as being nice churches 
but no one treated us in a very welcoming 
manner. The first time we visited FPC 
Whitefish, we were immediately struck 
with the welcoming friendliness of the con-
gregation and the natural joy everyone 
seemed to express and knew right away we 
had found a church home. I can’t think of 
anything that I would change at FPC. I feel 
I haven’t attended long enough to make 
that call. The people here are wonderful 
and they are the primary reason Jodie and I 
decided to make this church our home. 
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Bible study, share personal testimony, en-
courage, and lift up each other’s faith. We 
would refer to each other with the title, 
“Sister” or “Brother”.  

Sister Rosa introduced herself as my 
group leader (Rosa was from Guatemala). 
She asked if I was willing to host meetings 
once a week in our home on Tuesday 
nights. I replied that I had to speak with my 
husband but would let her know. I knew it 
bothered Larry having Catholic women 
practicing their beliefs in our house. I do 
pray for guidance before I speak to anyone, 
even my own husband, about something I 
deem as very important. I believe in com-
municated to my Father in heaven first 
before talking with any human being. After 
a few days, I shared my concerns with Lar-
ry and, praise God!, he said, “Give it a try 
and if it doesn’t work out, they can move to 
some other house.”  

That was the beginning of our ministry 
among Catholic women. It lasted until 2012 
when we left California and during that 
time they never met at any other place but 
our home. I would prepare a lite dinner 
about a half hour before the women ar-
rived. We would all sit around mom’s din-
ner table, including Larry and mom, eating 
together. After dinner, we would take mom 
to another room and begin the service. We 
did this for three years and it was very hard 
on everyone when Larry and I moved away 
to come to Montana. I still miss them all. 

Out of this experience I gained an under-
standing of the meaning ‘Handmaid of The 
Lord’. The expression refers to a very inti-
mate, holy, and familiar fellowship to one 
another in Christ. I made it clear from the 
beginning of my participation in the group 
that I would pray to Jesus Christ but will 
not pray to Mary. Don’t get me wrong, I 
respect and honor Mary as a mother of God 
but that is it; she was not God. Perhaps 
Mary, in my opinion, is also the mother of 

all Christians. They fully respected my 
point of view and we got along very well. I 
also respected what they believed and 
would let them make their own decisions 
regarding those beliefs. We prayed for 
many different things and shared experi-
ences of the power of prayer, especially for 
illnesses, as well as various forms of crisis 
within families and other relationships. 

In time, Larry began to understand how 
important it is to share space with other 
groups of people who are willing to pray 
together. I truly miss those wonderful 
women and am reminded of the pleasant 
times spent with my parents back in Indo-
nesia when I was little. We would have a 
prayer meeting in our house almost every 
week which was a wonderful growing expe-
rience for me and my siblings. My parents 
are now gone but my brother, sister, and 
their families continue the tradition to this 
day. 

The California women were not only 
attending church every Saturday or Sun-
day, but they were also very faithful in their 
prayer lives including visiting people in 
their homes or at the hospital. They com-
prised a variety of ages, cultures, and back-
grounds that had two things in common: 

1. They all are Catholic in their blood 
and heritage. 

2. They all are English- Spanish speak-
ing and some of them could speak Latin. 

And I was, on the other hand, an outsid-
er. The only thing that united us was Jesus 
and he was enough. 

Handmaid of The Lord is a very com-
mon group that holds on to each other in 
times of need. The group I experienced in 
California grew up praying and reading the 
Bible. My involvement was mostly teaching 
and sharing the Scriptures with them. I 
believe the background, color of skin, and 

the religious beliefs of people is secondary. 
The most important things to focus on are 
the people themselves. As God is important 
to me, so are people. They need prayer, 
they need encouragement, and they need 
love as God loves us.  

I do experience a lot of instances of heal-
ing and changes of life through prayer and 
concern expressed towards others and it 
was amazing to see how they operated their 
group, not only through worship, prayer, 
and Bible study but also through the con-
cerns for the daily lives of the other mem-
bers such as helping each other through the 
stresses of life and by giving food, clothing, 
and donations of time and money. I call 
this the ministry of spiritual and physical 
needs. 

Most of the women work in the medical 
profession and they take the ministry of 
Handmaid very seriously. These groups 
have their roots in the organization, The 
Mother of The Lord, Mary. In Christianity, 
Mary, the mother of the Lord Jesus, is re-
ferred as The Handmaid of The Lord or 
Servant of The Lord, both of which are tit-
tles of honor to the mother of Jesus. The 
Gospel of Luke describes Mary as, The 
Handmaid of the Lord; Luke 1:38, And 
Mary said, “Behold the handmaid of the 
Lord.” According to John Gill, “The words 
means to express obedience of faith and 
desire to obey HIM and be submissive to 
HIM as such and tacitly acknowledge her 
as a human.” 

This group of devoted women to our 
Lord still continues to meet and be a bless-
ing to others.  
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HANDMAID OF THE LORD 

 

 

Human desire is to be holy and free of stress  

And that is why they cry out in their selfishness 

Nothing comes between the holiness of God and sinful man 

Death will always be part of mankind and God’s circle 

Miracles will be the shadow of human reality 

And endlessly fellowshipping among man and idols 

In the heart, God makes Himself known 

Deity of God transforms the vision and minds of people 

On top of that, only prayer and deed speak loudly 

For those who become a servant of God will take part 

Touched by the soft and tender voice of God, It is a blessing 

Haunted by duty and demands of religion, It is oppression 

Enchantment by listening and hearing HIS word, It is 
obedience 

Looking back and forward unto his Mighty power and 
strength, 

Of God through Jesus Christ who chose ME to be... 

Rounded completeness like the moon, stars, and earth 
staying in harmony, 

Dynamics of the handmaid or servant of the Lord is always 
there. 

By Conny Miersma 



As we age, our bodies definitely change, 
often times in unfavorable ways. Some peo-
ple become bitter, absorbed with self-pity, 
and cantankerous. But throughout my life 
and nursing career I have witnessed God’s 
grace reflected in many as an inner beauty 
emerges during their time of physical and 
perhaps even mental decline. I have seen 
this occur in Jean Rohm. 

To me, Jean embodies the description of 
a gracious lady who has a sense of humor 
that still likes to peek out every once in a 
while. Having lived 100 years on this earth 
and continuing with an ailing body, Jean 
remains courteous, kind, pleasant, manner-
ly, considerate, hospitable, thoughtful, and 
obliging. She greets most days with her 
beautiful smile. Her eyes can no longer see 
clearly but her mind is focused on the beau-
ty which she envisions around her. She is 
content and never complains. Gratitude 
flows from her mouth throughout the day, 

even when she is exhausted. 

It has been a blessing to care for Jean 
over the past 2 ½ years. During this time, I 
have experienced some small aspects of her 
life. When she was still mobile, I had the 
privilege of hearing her play the keyboard. 
No longer able to read the notes, Jean 
played from the deep parts of her memory. 
Delightful uplifting music flowed through 
her fingers. 

Surrounding her bed on every wall hang 
the unique colorful pictures Jean has paint-
ed over the years reflecting experiences and 
stories she can no longer articulate, yet 
portray the creative gift from within her. 
There are days Jean’s mind attempts to 
write plays or she becomes preoccupied 
planning special events. Just mention the 
word “party” and Jean is all over it making 
preparations for food, accommodations, 
decorations, etc. 

Most days, I find Jean attending to the 
welfare of others. She might ask, “Is every-
one staying warm enough during the night? 
Are they getting enough to eat? Is everyone 
comfortable?” Visitors may often see the 
hostess side of Jean surface and hear her 
offering to get a chair or something to 
drink. 

While experiencing Jean it has becomes 
evident to me that we do not need technol-
ogy and days filled with a variety of stimu-
lating entertainment to be happy. For her, 
it is the simple pleasures of life she enjoys. 
With smiles, hugs, simple conversations, a 
gentle touch, massages, and, of course, 
yummy deserts, life is good! 

I am so thankful God has placed this 
gracious lady in my life to touch me with 
the precious treasure of God’s love that has 
been made available all who have known 
her. God bless you Jean! 
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by Janet Jones 



by Bob Paulus 

Surprised by the title? To tell you the 
truth, so was I. Maybe I shouldn’t have 
been. After all, bigotry in this country 
seems to have reached epidemic propor-
tions but I seemed to think I was immune 
from it. Most people, when they hear the 
word “bigotry”, tend to think along racial 
lines. But the problem is far more insidious 
than that. Bigotry refers to combining a 
group of people into a sort of stew, bringing 
the pot to a boil over a hearth fueled with 
red hot twisted logic and emotions, and 
then throwing the mixture down a sewer. If 
you are one who puts people into categories 
and then condemns the category, you’re a 
bigot. 

We’ve all met them; social media is 
crawling with them. They’re proliferating in 
the workplace, schools, churches, restau-
rants, and bars. They thrive on radio and 
television beaming fear and hate into the 
minds of good people transforming our 
beloved nation into a tribal society of Us vs 
Them.  

But, of course, I’m not one of them. 
Noooooo… not me. That’s those other guys. 

A while back, I caught myself muttering 
inwardly about those no good so-and-so’s 
that seem to have the sense of a rock and it 
sure would be nice if they would just go 
somewhere other than the planet I live on 
and the world would be right as rain. Sud-
denly, an awareness of an inner voice went 
off saying, “See how ya are?” I saw it al-
right. I had placed a whole slew of people in 
a simplistic generalized category and con-
demned the category which condemned 
everyone in it. I had done this while enjoy-
ing the view from atop Mount Sanctimoni-
ous while sneering at those who simply 
didn’t think right and that rightness was, of 
course, in perfect agreement with my world 
view. Why do this? To be honest, it all 
seemed natural to me. Now, that is pathet-
ic. 

Well, this incident got me to thinking 
and I vowed to be brutally honest with my-
self. Could it be that I have a problem with 
bigotry? Defense mechanisms took over 
and I was immediately into denial. Nope, 
not me; I’m no bigot. I know myself pretty 
doggone well and after all, I have friends 
who are______ (fill in the blank). I know 
several more and, and… they’re ok… I 

guess…and, and… The wheels were grind-
ing away. 

This whole dilemma sparked self-
reflection and a desire to understand just 
what it is that causes good people to form 
the opinion that others with a different 
mindset belong in a group and that group 
desperately needs to be condemned and 
even persecuted. 

Bigotry has been around forever but I’ve 
seen so much of it over the past several 
years, I’m downright fearful for our nation. 
It’s tearing us apart. The catchwords are 
numerous – idiot, zealot, hack, nut-job, 
hippie, ideologue, misogynist, libtard, hill-
billy, stupid, wacko, snowflake, moonbat, 
elitist, moron, troll, and what I consider 
the cruelest cut of all, atheist. Calling mil-
lions of people one doesn’t even know 
“atheist” simply because their ideology 
doesn’t agree with the one you put the 
stamp of divinity on is about as pathetic as 
it gets.  

I’ve heard it said that the most effective 
way to galvanize a people into a motivated, 
fired-up, Attila’s got nothin on us army of 
loyal followers is to give them a common 
enemy to hate; works every time. Kings, 
dictators, generals, politicians, and more 
than a few religious leaders have been us-
ing this technique since the dawn of civili-
zation. Leaders of hate tend to be the think-
ers of society and are utterly convinced they 
are right. Most people have heard of Chris-
tian atrocities that have occurred through-
out Christian history. Many of these 
“crusades” were carried out against not 
only non-Christians but also Christians that 
were branded heretical and were led by 
power hungry and often charismatic lead-
ers who were convinced they were right. 
They had what it took to form and galva-
nize an army and became– a defender of 
the faith. History is littered with them and 
we generally are embarrassed that they 
existed. Defenders of the faith are as com-
mon as mold and just as toxic. 

Then there’s the power hungry stealth 
operators who act as puppet masters. They 
know the power of bigotry and hire pros 
paying them millions who sure can sound 
soooo convincing; and I’m listening to 
them. Are you? Maybe a lot of good folks 
are. Of course, maybe the reason we so 

easily believe most of what they tell us is 
because we want to. Want to?? Yep, simple 
as that. Look, I’ll tend to follow the beat of 
a drummer that keeps me in my comfort 
zone. Add an attitude of superiority mixed 
with a fear that someone is trying destroy it 
and I just might climb right up on Mount 
Sanctimonious and sneer at the rest of you 
who don’t live on the same ideological 
planet I do. Why? In a twisted sort of way, 
it feels good. People are uncompromisingly 
human and sometimes use twisted rational 
thought that can, at times, make us down-
right ugly towards our fellow man just be-
cause they don’t think right. And who de-
termines what’s right? We do through the 
choices we make.  

Of course, we all know on a gut level 
what’s morally right and want to do it and 
sometimes feel downright bad about having 
thoughts that give way to words of hate that 
reveal just what a bigot we’ve become.  

I’ve considered courses of action that at 
least might take the pot off the fire for a 
spell. Wouldn’t it be nice if everyone turned 
off those talking heads so many listen to? 
Who knows, they might even lose their 
megabuck contracts and have to drop the 
price on their ghost written books on Ama-
zon to $0.99. How about insisting on re-
sponsible journalism or we shut them down 
through a lack of patronage? That’s right, 
we ain’t gonna take it no more! Wouldn’t it 
be nice? Yep, wouldn’t it be so whoop-de-
doo nice? But, to tell you the truth, I’ve got 
a hunch that the view from Mount Sancti-
monious is too downright intoxicating and 
a lot of folks love it up there including me. 
Is there anything that we humans can do 
that can turn this mess around? I can think 
of one. The Apostle Paul wrote about it. 
You can find it in Romans 7:24-25. O 
wretched man that I am! Who will deliver 
me from this body of death? I thank God—
through Jesus Christ our Lord! Paul wrote 
these words describing the fallen human 
condition and points to the way out, Jesus 
Christ our Lord. 

We’ve got a choice. Climb Mount Sancti-
monious where we can furrow our brows 
and take on a look like we’ve been sucking 
on lemons while basking in our rightness 
or, the imitations of Christ. I’m thinking 
about it. 

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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