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I have a couple strong memories of my grandmother during a time when I was very 

young and we lived with my grandparents. My grandmother was apparently trying to get me to 

go to sleep by reading me a Norwegian folk tale.  Unfortunately, it was written in Norwegian, 

and her English vocabulary was too limited for a good translation.  So, she pointed to the 

illustrations of children and Nissamen and spoke with huge gestures and dramatic intonations to

explain the story.  Not necessarily helpful for sleep but memorable.

Another time I was sitting on my grandma’s lap as we watched her tiny television. She 

was quite agitated but not with me. She was clearly disgusted with the men arguing back and 

forth, fists in the air, on the black and white  small screen.   I remember a man pounding a shoe 

and yelling. Maybe it was Khrushchev, I’ll never know for sure.  But my grandmother was not 

rattled. 

“Ha, these men are not in charge. They do not know it, but God is in control.  There is 

nothing they can do. God will do what He wants.”

I was impressed and relieved. If my grandma was not worried, I guess I did not have to 

be either.  She was so confident.

As I look back now I realize that my grandparents had been blessed with being God 

fearing, Bible believing Christians who had been alive during the time the nation  of Israel was 

reborn in 1948.  And I might add that my grandma watching the news that day with me was no 

anomaly.  My grandparents and my extended family were news and history junkies before cable

TV or PBS were a twinkle in someone’s eye.  I am sure they followed every report and news 

article with rapt attention. So of course, grandma was confident that God was in charge of the 

nations.



But I wonder now how her faith might have been tested and tried  in her life through the 

ensuing years.  Surely, she must have struggled in her faith personally. Life threw them some 

nasty stuff. She and my grandfather together faced problems, disappointments, sickness, 

burying grandchildren, and out of nowhere a heartbreaking scandal in a small town.  And who in

this town was there to come beside them spiritually during those tough times?  

 Or who was there in the next town?  Or the town after that? Where was there a God-

fearing congregation for them in their need?  I remember hearing that the two of them never 

wanted to hear any politics or sociology from a preacher, only the Bible. This may have been 

stated with an eye roll.  But my grandfather did what he always did if he needed something that 

he could not find; he made it himself. They needed a church, so they planted a church.

I'm pretty sure that the church that they planted was associated with the Evangelical 

Free Church.  I was a young child and we did not attend it even though it was close by so I am 

not sure.

I do remember once being out and about with my Dad in the car doing errands.  I was 

maybe 10 years old. My father had to bring something to my grandfather who was working on 

the new church.   My Dad may have been lending him a tool of some kind.  We drove up to an 

empty lot with an excavated hole for a foundation. There was my grandfather, all alone, a shovel

in one hand standing next to a cement mixer grinding around and around.  My grandfather was 

literally, personally, mixing and pouring a  foundation for the church he must have so loved and 

had much hope for.  He had bought land here and there through the years, so I am pretty sure 

he had found and purchased the land for the church also.  

After the building for the church was finished, I did visit once. I remember a very small 

room for a sanctuary.  My family attended a more liberal denominational church in town, as did 

other family members in their own town.   And to my parents, and my father’s defense, my 

grandfather may not have been the easiest person to have as a father-in-law and they may 

have needed a little space.



So, growing up my grandparents were never over on Sundays to visit. We never joined 

them for Sunday dinner.  Other than an occasional visit, none of our family members or relatives

were ever involved in their little church. Most had never been inside it.

 From what I remember, their church, which never had a permanent pastor, would invite 

students from Gordon Conwell Seminary to come on Sunday to preach.  After the morning 

service, the ‘preacher’, or the preacher and his wife, would go back to my grandparent’s home 

for Sunday dinner, usually a pot roast, and a rest. I am sure this included reading the paper and 

maybe a nap.  Then they would all go back for Sunday evening service and the seminary 

student (probably with an extra 20 tucked in his pocket from my grandfather) would drive the 60 

miles back to seminary. This went on for years.  And years.  And years.  All the while my 

grandfather continued at his job, keeping machinery running in a paper box factory until he was 

forced to retire at the age of seventy-two.  

At some point as my grandparents became older, they could not keep up that pace.  The

church never grew to sustain itself and a pastor.  I do not even remember the name of the 

church. The land was sold and the little building demolished. The money went to another 

evangelical church nearby. We would drive by it and point it out. Then that church also moved, 

and resources were all folded together into what is now an active and flourishing Free 

Evangelical church in a third town.

Not long after my grandmother died, like crocuses popping up unexpectedly in the snow,

several us in the family became Christians.  I remember after I became a Christian wishing I had

had the chance to go to their church. I once wondered why my grandparents did not choose to 

spend more time with their family.  I now treasure their example.  My grandparents stood.  They 

stood together.  There are now strong Bible believing evangelical churches in both communities.

Today my grandparents’ descendants are not all believers. But we have had four 

families serve on the mission field in tribal missions ( three currently) and have had a couple of 



pastors. Also, years ago and decades after my grandmother died, the woman of scandal (an 

aunt) who had lived next door to my grandmother and caused much heartache so very long 

ago, joined a Bible study at her old age home and became a believer at the age of eighty.

So, I am motivated to persevere. 

Stand for truth.

 Keep focused on the Lord when distractions abound.

Continue in prayer when silence seems to prevail.

Remain hopeful when there is little hope to be seen with our eyes.

Stand. Stand with tears in our eyes maybe but hope in our hearts.

Stand, for we do stand alone, but on the shoulders of men and women of faith before us.

 My grandfather did not stand alone in that field for naught.

And what a sweet, sweet delight to stand with you precious ladies.

So may God enable us with all the strength and wisdom we need to stand.

Ephesians 6:13 Therefore take up the whole armor of God, that you may be able to 

withstand in the evil day and having done all to stand. 14 Stand therefore, having girded your 

waist with truth, having put on the breastplate of righteousness, 15 and having shod your feet 

with the preparations of the gospel of peace;16 above all, taking the shield of faith with which, 

you will be able to quench all the fiery darts of the wicked one. 


