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A Different Kind of Promised Land

As I mentioned in my last update, Mollie and I moved to a little white house in Kalispell in October last year. 

Though I looked for a place in Browning, and even East Glacier, to be closer to a First Nation community, God

led me another direction.  In late April of this year, my rental company gave notice that the owner wants to 

sell when my lease expires at the end of June.  So, when a best friend flew in from Denver to celebrate our 

May birthdays, we drove south about 45 minutes to the communities of Pablo, Polson and Ronan.

The tribes of Reuben and Gad had a large number of livestock.  They saw that the

regions [east of the Jordan] were a good place for livestock.  So they came to

Moses, the priest Eleazar, and the leaders of the community, and said to them, “...

Please give us this land as our property. … .”

“We will not return to our homes until every Israelite has received his own land.  We

won’t take possession of any land on the other side of the Jordan River, to the west

and beyond.  We already have our land here, east of the Jordan.”

—Numbers 32: 1-2, 4-5, 18-19 (emphasis mine)  GW

The Nazarene pastor there graciously drove us around in the church van, showing us both local flavor and 

landmarks.  We started with a lip-smacking, home-grown lunch at Ronan Café.  Then, we visited the 

sweeping campus of the tribally-controlled Salish-Kootenai College in Pablo.  Interspersed with this—the 

ecclectic jumble of farms, ranches and lakeside homes which dot this valley.  And all just within the borders of

the Flathead Indian Reservation, home to the Bitterroot Salish, Pend d’Oreille and Kootenai tribes.

Settling versus Being Scattered

For the past 4½ months, I have enjoyed my (newly full-time) job at The Springs, most often working among 

the residents in Footsteps—providing care for those with dementia or other memory issues.  And, through 

extension courses offered at work, I am pleased to have earned my 

license in February as a CDP (Certified Dementia Practitioner).  But, 

these last couple months, I have grown increasingly weary.  I am in a 

good place but not where God would have me stay.

This was confirmed in late May when the pastor at the Nazarene 

church in Pablo shared a message from the book of Genesis.  He 

suggested that at the tower of Babel, the basic wrong-doing was 

“settling” and, thus, dismissing the essence of God's commands—to be scattered.  We must be scattered, in 

order to share His mercy and provision, especially with those who have never experienced it or Him.

  Give online at www.naim.ca.  Or, make checks to NAIM and send to:  PO Box 499 / Sumas WA  98295.
  To be a financial Ministry Partner with me, please designate donations to NAIM Project #771.



Tara Plog   1204 5th Avenue W / Kalispell MT  59901

4 June 2017   303 / 304 0528    plog@naim.ca

There was a time when everyone on the earth spoke the very same language.  As many of these people began moving from 

the eastern regions into the western part of Mesopotamia, they settled down on a plain in the land of Shinar. … 

People (to each other):  … Let’s go build ourselves a city with a huge tower that reaches into heaven. …  If we don’t, we’ll run 

the risk of being scattered all over the earth.

—Genesis 11:1-2, 4 (emphasis mine)  VOICE

[God] created humanity in His image … .  Then God blessed [male and female] and gave them this directive:  “Be fruitful and multiply.  

… [C]are for My creation and rule over the fish of the sea, the birds of the sky, and every creature that roams across the earth.”

—Genesis 1:27-28 (emphasis mine)  VOICE

To be scattered … is usually inconvenient.  It is often tiring and

overwhelming.  It is humbling and makes us question our choices and

our motives.  At least, this is my current experience.  Also, according

to the LORD, to be scattered … is right.  And good.

Moving on without Maybes

Both Scripture (as noted throughout this letter) and godly advice seem to point toward the Polson area.  

Maybe the LORD wanted me to have a home church in northwest Montana, for local encouragement and 

support.  Maybe the LORD wanted me to realize how I must continue to use my past as a stepping stone and 

not an excuse.  Maybe the LORD wanted to remind me that He shapes each of us for unique situations.  If only

one of these “maybes” is true, it is enough reason for 2½ years in Whitefish and Kalispell.  I am grateful!

Jesus:  A farmer went out and sowed his seed.  As he scattered it, one seed fell along the hardened path, and a bird flapped 

down and snapped it up.  One seed fell onto rocky places where the soil was thin, so it sprang up quickly.  But when the hot sun

scorched the fragile stems and leaves, the seedling withered because its roots didn’t go deep in the soil.  One of the seeds fell 

among the weeds and thorns, which crowded the seedling out of producing a crop.  And the rest of the seeds fell in good, rich 

soil.  When they sprouted, the plants grew and produced a crop 30, 60, even 100 times larger than expected for every seed 

that the farmer had sown.

—Mark 4:3-8 (emphasis mine)  VOICE

Prayer Requests and Praises

• My last day at The Springs is June 21st .  I value the consistent income.  Still, I have items 

to sort and many boxes to pack and label before moving by June 30th.

• I need a dog-friendly 2-bedroom with few stairs and a fenced backyard in the Polson area.  

Thankfully, I've been offered help with both the “coming” and “going” legs of the move!

Tara

  Give online at www.naim.ca.  Or, make checks to NAIM and send to:  PO Box 499 / Sumas WA  98295.
  To be a financial Ministry Partner with me, please designate donations to NAIM Project #771.


