
1968 Multnomah, Tricia and Me
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12/20/16 How we got to MSB
RUSS. When I was in high school my senior year I was trying to decide what to do after graduation. I was looking into 
going to an electronics tec school to be a repair man to work in electronics. In the back of my mind I remembered 
when I was 10 years old that I felt God had called me to be a missionary. It was year that five missionaries to the 
Auca Indians were martyred when I was 10 years old in 1956. And my Sunday school teacher told me many years 
later that I told her I'd been called to reach those Indian people. Now, at 18 years old I did not know how to find 
God's will for my life in that area.

My Sunday school teacher, Captain Dodson, had a big influence in my life.  He had been a naval captain on a 
destroyer during World War II. His ship had been strafed by Japanese fighter planes, and he had been hit on one side 
by the bullets while he was on the bridge. He was in the hospital for many months after that and was retired out of 
the Navy.

He loved to write stories and books and wanted to pursue that as a career after the Navy. He wrote a book called 
“Away all  Boats.” A lot of it had to do with his own experiences in the war.  The book was acclaimed as one of the 
best war books ever written. He went on to write more books, one called “Hector the Stow Away Dog” that was 
made into a movie by Disney. Away all boats was also made into a movie. The main actor who played the part of the 
captain was Jeff Chandler a very famous actor in the 60s.

I respected captain Dodson very much. He was my Sunday school teacher and I also dated his daughter. They had 
youth meetings at their house and so I felt he was a wise man. In Sunday school I told him about my dilemma and 
asked his advice. He said he had a missionary friend staying at his house that week and invited me to come out and 
talk to him. His name was Dr. Kop. I drove my motorcycle out there and visited with him for dinner. He had been a 
missionary in Africa for some 20 years. 



He told me about Multnomah School of the Bible [MSB] as it was called in those days. It was it Portland Oregon so 
was only like 250 miles by car. He recommended that I apply and go for one year and see how God would lead me 
once I get started. Well, I loved every hour of the classes and stayed the whole three years. 

I remember one time saying, “Wow, this is so amazing what I'm learning in class, I wish I could've learned in Sunday 
school about God and his creation like I was learning at MSB. Another time I told people that every day in class was 
like eating apple pie and ice cream. I loved my classes and I loved learning about the Bible and God's Way.

TRICIA on the other hand was living near Minneapolis at the University of Minnesota was seeking God's will for her 
life. She felt called to be a missionary also. For women to go to the mission field at that time, if they weren't married, 
they would get a degree in teaching or nursing. She had got her degree in teaching had already taught once in 
Mexico at Guadalajara in Lincoln Mission School. She talked to the pastor of the Campus Church she went to that 
was kind of associated with the college campus. He recommended that she go to Multnomah also. 

Multnomah had a one year graduate class in Bible that would qualify her with any mission board to go as a 
missionary. The mission boards required a teaching degree but also at least one year of Bible training. She flew out 
and stayed with an aunt in Portland for a couple of days. She was very nervous about going to the school. She 
thought they might be pretty closed minded too conservative for her.  Her aunt encouraged her to go anyway and 
try it and she did. She found out they were not quite as uptight as she thought they might be. 

I felt God, as I look back over the years, was leading two people that were 2400 miles apart together at Multnomah



My third 
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an Italian 
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About 1964.  

How I looked 

riding it to 

Multnomah.

I rode this to 

MN in 1968 to 

marry Tricia.



Freshman Year



My first year I was a dorm rep along with my best friend John 
Conell in the front row. We did Bile studies in our section and 
helped solve noise problems after lights out.



I brought my clarinet to the college but only played it to serenade Tricia.  
My first year I wanted to  be in a singing group for something different.



We did not have dances at the college but lots of 
socials for intermixing and getting to know people.



Junior Year (At that time 
Multnomah was a 3 year school)



1968 Senior Year 
I find my Soulmate



This was in my scrapbook the heading said this: A list I made a few 
years ago some of these have changed. Things I'd like to have in a wife, 
not in order of preference. 

1. A love that would be devoted to me completely.

2. To a loyalty that would stand behind me even when it would seem I 
was wrong.

3. Actually, the first thing and that being dedicated body and soul to 
the Lord. 

4. Would feel she should be at Bible school graduate.

5. Of same mental level that is as smart or intelligent as I me.

6. A good sense of humor.

7. Musical abilities vocal, piano, other.

8. Enjoy good music long hair and semi-long hair but not rock 'n' roll 
etc. 

9. Believes she can raise children without TV.

10. Doesn't care to go to movies or theaters.

11. Enjoys fine arts symphonies etc.

12. Would go with me wherever I went.

13. I would prefer that she could cook but that's something she could 
learn. 

14. Have a love for camping hiking and out of doors wilderness 
roughing it.

15. Have a real zeal in the asked for life.

16. Find satisfaction and joy in in small every day things.

17. Would want to raise a family six kids or more.

18. Would like her to be attractive.

19. Would like her to be neat and conscientious about looking nice and 
enjoy being dressed up and refined but wouldn't hesitate to get in and 
not be that way on the mission field.

20. Must have endurance and stamina not physical but something 
beyond that when it gets tough a drive and a push.

I gave you a Christmas card in the book for Christmas called the normal 
Christian life by watchmen knee. You gave me the same book. What a 
joy our minds were running in the same channel.



How I met Tricia at the University of Multnomah and 
Seminary - Written 12/16/16

Tricia wanted to be a missionary. She stayed with an 
Aunt in Portland Oregon when she was going to go to 
Multnomah University in 1967. She was worried that 
the people would be ultra Christians and she didn’t 
want to be apart of that



She caught my eye and I was interested in her. I was student body president and at 
evening dinner could sit wherever I wanted. (Most students were assigned a table for a 
week) I sat next to Tricia and started talking to her to check her out. 



I first should tell about my list.  My senior year at Multnomah I had two goals: one to 
graduate and join a mission board and the other was to find a Multnomah woman that I 
could marry so we would have that heritage in common. I made up a list of girls that I’d 
known from before or were new that year. These were ones I had some attraction to and 
wanted to try dating. 

Date List

10. Pat Barnes



This photo was about the 
time I met Tricia. Note: 
sox not matching outfit. 
These things Tricia helped 
me over come.

I had only my motorcycle for dates, although sometimes I borrowed a car, so dates were 
usually on clear days. I had about 16 girls on my list and Tricia was number 10.  (I still have 
the list in my scrap book) Saturday was usually when I would ask them out to go for a ride, 
go for coffee, or out to the Colombia River Beach. 



One Saturday I found I had overbooked my dates. I had a girl I was taking to a prayer 
breakfast. Then at noon another girl I was taking to lunch. And then another one for 
dinner that night. I don't know if anyone noticed that I was to the girls dorm three times in 
one day. I think I did hear one time a rumor that; “Russ never would date the same girl 
twice in a row.”

OOPS



I'm not sure why I put Tricia on the list. In the scrap book, I said the same thing but ended 
the page with this, “I am sure glad I did.” For the life of me now I cannot remember why I 
put her on the list. She was a grad student, so I knew she was older than me. 

How she looked 
when she was in 
college at 
Minnesota.



Since a freshman at college, I'd always liked hanging out with the grad students. They 
always seemed more mature, more focused on God and the Bible and serious about 
relationships. That may be what attracted me to Tricia. As you read on I'll tell you about 
our first date.



When her name came up on my list there seemed to be a problem.  It appeared she was 
going with another young man because I saw them together quite often. One thing I never 
felt good about was trying to steal someone else’s woman. Then I found out through the 
grapevine that they weren't going together and they were just friends as he was from 
Mexico. Tricia always befriended people from other cultures and that was a trait I admired 
in her.



Sitting at the college dinner table when I first talked to her, I noticed that the tip of her ring 
finger was missing.  I thought “Wow she was a beautiful woman who had gone through a 
past trauma and had overcome it.” I was impressed. 



My second year I was appointed 
to be Court Justice and spent 
the summer rewriting the by 
laws for taking the position 
when the Fall 1966 school year 
started. (See next page)





Doing precedential stuff with 
secretary and other reps.





Russ McGlenn conducted adult Bible 
studies  and junior church at the 
Chinese Baptist Church and also held 
office of student body president. 
Plans to continue education after 
graduation Matthew 6:33



Year Book pictures were 
take in the first month of 
school. This is me before I 
met Tricia and she did a 
complete make over after 
we broke up and then got 
back together. I got 
contacts and ditched the 
glasses. Thank you Tricia, 
you turned a science geek 
into a better person.



Patricia Barnes – Christian Service was at 
the Louis Home. This was for young 
women pregnant or abused.



She was my dream come true.



Playing chess in a spare 
moment before I met Tricia.



October 1967. 

Our first date 

was to go 

canoeing on 

the Columbia 

River.  It 

rained, 

however and 

we went to an 

art museum 

instead.



We finally 

went 

canoeing on 

our 

honeymoon. 

This picture 

was another 

canoe trip on 

Big Sandy 

Lake in 

northern MN. 

We got eaten 

by mosquitos.



Alone with you -

Mississippi River 

camp out 1982 



When we were first in the museum we ended up in the “Modern Art” section. There was a 
painting similar to this, and may even be it.  Was looking at it closely and on impulse 
reached out and touched a blob of paint. I guess I wanted to feel the texture. A guard 
appeared out of no where  and said, “Why did you touch that?”



Now I know why because my personality type likes to touch and handle something to 
figure how it was made.  I said I did not know.  He said, “The oils on your fingers will 
degrade the painting and ruin it’s value. Don’t touch!”  Tricia and I both agree, after he left, 
that the painting was not worth much as it looked like someone had laid the canvas on the 
floor and spilled paint all over it.



We were looking at a painting but I ended up looking at her instead and something in my 
heart sparked and I think it was love at first sight. On our second date we used my 250cc 
Ducati motorcycle to go to a creation science seminar.  Tricia was captured by this world 
view and it set the stage for our ministry for 49 years!



October 1967. The door into the dinning room. She leaned 
against it looking in and I was looking at her and my mind 
said to me, “This is an independent woman that I really like.” 
It also sent a thrill through my heart for her.



Christmas Decorations.



December 1967. Christmas Dinner at college. 

Note: glasses and slicked down hair – not good.



Mom’s house 15th St. Anacortes.  

While I was home in Anacortes for Christmas I got a letter from Tricia which was very 
thrilling. She signed the letter Tricia. I wondered if it was a Swedish word that had some 
romantic meaning. My grandparents were Swedish and I asked them but they were not sure. 



Jan 2 1968 I gave a 

dozen red roses 

and then proposed 

at the Moscow 

Circus program.



Jan.2, 1968. The night I asked Tricia to marry me, I ordered a dozen red roses. I had them 
delivered to Tricia’s women’s dorm.  The whole dorm went crazy wondering who sent the 
roses.  We had been very discreet around campus.  It was a small school and everyone knew 
each other.  If you dated a girl once that did not mean much. However, if you asked her out a 
second time, campus talk would have you engaged. If you asked for a third date it was like 
you were nearly married.



I took her to the Moscow Circus Program at the Portland Coliseum: a major event and 
cost. My friend John and I double dated in his car.  When we got back to the campus we 
had rehearsed what he would say. “Russ, Sharon and I are tired and going to hang out at 
the dorm lounge, you and Tricia take the car if you like.”



I did and took her to a hill in town called Mt. Tabor that overlooked the beautiful city lights,  I 
thought this a good romantic place and also it was a Biblical location: very cool. I was sitting 
thinking about what I had practiced to say. I finally got it out and asked her to marry me. 

Portland from Mt. Tabor



She responded by putting her face in her hands and said “Oh no, why do you think 
that.” I said I thought God was calling us to be together and thought she would be 
seeing that, too. We talked for an hour and came back to the dorm. I told John; 
“She didn’t say yes, but she didn’t say no.” 

Portland from Mt. Tabor



January 1968 last week of the month. After the proposal at Multnomah we had a week long 
mission conference. Tricia had evidently thought about our relationship and asked to talk. 



She was very kind and gentle and explained that she didn't think it was going to work out 
between us and that we should break up and not see each other so much. I was devastated 
and broken hearted. I was so sure that God was calling us together and was sure this was 
the woman for a lifetime relationship. I could not believe she was saying “no.”



Where this white building 
is now was a open field -
see next picture

I remember I drove my motorcycle up to a hill, a place I often went to visit to pray, and 
tried to see what God was saying in this situation. It was hard to go to the mission 
conference and concentrate. The blackness of depression filled my mind. 

Central Bible Church where 
we had chapel each day.



When Tricia broke up with me, I drove up here on my 
motorcycle and walked and prayed for a long time 
asking God what went wrong and what should I do.



After the mission conference I was walking down the hall to my class when I saw her 
coming towards me. I tried to avoid her because I didn't want to feel the pain of losing her. 



She came right up to me and wouldn't let me get by. She asked if she could talk with me 
after class. I reluctantly said yes because it was hard to be near her and not feel the pain of 
disappointment. 



She asked me if we could just be friends 
and not think about marriage. I said that 
would be great. In my mind I said, “That's 
better than not being friends at all.”



Where I stood 
to address the 
student body

The thing that had affected her so much and was “the straw that broke the camel’s back” 
was one day when I spoke at chapel. I was student body president and had to speak once a 
week to the student body. 



I had three pairs of shoes; tennis shoes, daily shoes and dress shoes. For some reason the 
only shoes available that day were my tennis shoes. I had to wear a suit and tie to speak in 
front of the assembly, but all I had was the tennis shoes to wear. When Trisha saw that, her 
fashion conscious self just could not accept it. 



She had told this to Miss Reeves, the dean of women, when asking her advice. Tricia felt 
that being hung up on how I looked was not very spiritual but it still bothered her.  The 
dean said to have a good relationship, you had to tell what you liked or didn't like and see if 
the other person could change or not. 

I have to 
tell you 

how I feel 



Tricia finally told me this problem and I said, “I didn’t care what I wore.”  Which was 
obvious as most of my stuff was hand me downs from my older brother and 
mismatched.  She determined to tell what she really felt and gave me a second chance. 

It’s the 
cloths, Russ



She asked me if she could help me pick out some clothes that would match and look 
better on me. I said that would be great. Later on I told people that I was fashion 
challenged and Tricia was my advisor.



God gave me a second chance too, because she told me later that she had a dream where 
it seemed to be God saying to get back together. When I accepted her helping me to be 
dressed better and look better that made her feel more confident in our relationship and 
that I was open to change

DREAM



They say behind every successful man there's a woman. That has been true for me. She 
helped me become a person that could relate to other people, look good and not stick out 
as a science geek. Even in high school I had known I had to be more social and not be a 
science geek but I did not know how to do it. Tricia, as my partner and soulmate, helped 
me become what I am today. I'm so grateful she gently helped me become a person that 
could relate to other people and they wouldn't be put off by the way I dressed or talked.



February 14. 1968.  For our first formal date after we got back together, I took her to the 
Valentine Banquet. I borrowed a 1964 powder blue Mustang from a grad student to take her 
out after the banquet. The interior was also powder blue and super romantic. 



After the banquet at the campus we went downtown to a restaurant to have dessert and to 
talk and be together. This was unusual because for the first two months of our dating we 
mostly walked down Gleason Street about 10 blocks to a coffee shop and would sit there 
and drink coffee and discuss theology, life and our dreams for the future. 



During these walks and talks we discovered so many things that we both wanted to 
do, to reach others for Christ, to go to the mission field, to reach Indian people in 
South America and to have a family and children that would follow God. 



We had a lot of fun at the banquet. My one concern was that she had put her 
beautiful long blond hair up into a bee hive. Very popular in those days (1968) I liked 
it down and long. Later, I told her that, and most of our life together she had it long 
half way down her back.



Bee hive. Very popular in those days (1968) 



The women's dorm. We called it paradise. This is the door where I 
would drop her off after a date or after studying in the dinning room.

This was the lounge 
where we would 
meet and where 
she cut my hair. 
(See next picture)



March 1968 Sometime later she was cutting my hair. (That needed up dating, too) I 
asked again about what we had talked about. She dropped the scissors and ran out of 
the room. After that I knew I had to do something to nudge her towards a decision about 
getting engaged. I scratched together enough money to buy an engagement ring from a 
seminary student and ordered the ring. 



You helped me look good. 

I was fashion challenged.



We were studying together in the cafeteria on campus one night. A friend came over 
and told me that there was a seminary student there with something for me. I went and 
got the ring and came back and set the box in front of Tricia. She said “Oh what's this?”  



“I said open it and see for yourself. She opened it and saw the ring and guess what she 
did? She put her face in her hands and said, “Oh no.” Well once again we talked for a 
while about getting engaged and soon it was time to go to the dorm and she pushed the 
box towards me. I said, “No. I'm not taking the ring back, I'm leaving it with you.”



The dinning room now a rec room. Where 
we studied and I gave the ring to her was 
about where the pool table is now.



This side walk was the way I walked the day I 
wore the suit with tennis shoes for Chapel.



Central Bible Church where we had Chapel each day 
of the week. Tricia would sit about half way down the 
isle and call me over to where we usual sat if I did not 
see her. I never missed seeing her if I could help it!



Where I stood 
to address the 
student body

Tricia here

It was about his full in those days 
and photo may be from the 60s.



Panoramic view if the Church.

Where this white building 
is now was a open field -
see next picture



When Tricia broke up with me, I drove up here on my 
motorcycle and walked and prayed for a long time 
asking God what went wrong and what should I do.



This is the 125cc I found in one of my scrap 

books.  I bought the 250 however.



MSB 1965

250cc Ducati 



April 1968.  Easter vacation was coming and I invited Tricia 
to come home with me and meet my mother. I rode with 
John and his fiancée Sharon as they had gotten engaged. 



While at mom's house, Tricia got to know my mom and talk to her about me.



I borrowed mom’s car. 1959 Chevy Impala. It was 
yellow just like this one but not the fancy wheels



She seemed to be getting to know me better through my mom. I borrowed mom’s car and 
showed Tricia around the islands where I’d grown up. I showed her Whidbey Island where 
there was an old World War II fortification called Fort Casey. We were sitting in the car as it 
was raining a little bit, nothing unusual for Washington. 



She turned to me, showed the ring on her finger and said "Te quiero, te necesito, te amo." 
I knew in Spanish it meant something about love and then she translated, “I want you, I 
need you, I love you.” [She said the same thing to me on a voice mail 7 days before she 
died at the hospital. It helps me to think that she was remembering that first time she told 
me the same thing]

"Te quiero, te necesito, 
te amo."



May 1968. Women's dorm Lounge. The Junior/Senior banquet was the last big campus 
program of the year. (we did not have dances at the college)  At the Banquet, it was 
traditional that students would announce their engagement. Everyone would speculate 
who would be getting engaged.



There were at least ten couples we all thought might announce their engagement.  
We were the only ones to announce and everyone was shocked. We never held 
hands or anything else physical until we agreed to get engaged. So most did not 
think we were too serious. 



After we decided to get engaged, the first time we held hands was during a prayer service. 
That’s when I felt the electricity of our relationship.  After our engagement, we often would 
ride the motorcycle to the Columbia river beach, have a fire and study for classes. That year 
we had the highest grades in Miss Reeve’s Christian Counseling class.  What we learned 
there helped us communicate and become one.



Engagement night.



Putting the ring on at the 

Jr./Senior Banquet.  



[I wanted to put in a little note here. I realized about a year ago that I would never have 
met Trisha if I hadn't been kept in second grade for two years. I had trouble reading doing 
math and had to stay for two years and second grade. I had been pretty sickly in first 
grade with anemia and flu and other sicknesses. 



Also, I had started first grade when I should've started kindergarten but they had no 
kindergarten in our town. If I hadn't failed second grade. I would've graduated from 
Multnomah before Tricia came. I share this because I know God can bring good out 
would appear to be bad things like failing second grade. I am believing now that out of 
this tragedy of Tricia’s early death, God will help bring some good things from it.]

My grade school



Rooster Rock

Beach

Rooster Rock & Beach

After we were engaged, we would ride the bike out to Rooster 
Rock and study.  We had a small radio and would listen to it. 
One time on the way back it rained and we both got very wet. 
I dropped her at the women's dorm door (See previous 
pictures) and told her to take a 20 minute hot shower so she 
would not get a cold. She was at dinner and doing well. It was 
a wonderful time of bonding.



We would set up a lean to tent 
and study here on the beach.



Columbia River beach. We both loved being outdoors, 
hiking and after we married camping out in nature.



This reminds me of Tricia and Me. We were so deeply in love.



With my best friend John.



I invited you to the 
Grad Class retreat.

It was the first time I 
saw you in a swim 

suit and was 
delighted at your 

great figure.



We were buried deeply in love.



We were soul mates and in love for 49 years. Yes, we had conflicts and disagreements, 
but we were always committed to a lifelong relationship no matter what might come.



We often had to admit where we were wrong and ask forgiveness but that helped us 
grow closer.  Jesus gave us the grace to admit our weaknesses and we worked to change 
them together. As we grew closer to Him, we grew closer to each other. 



Farewell my love, 
we will be reunited 
in heaven and share 
our love for eternity. 
I get the first dance 
at the Marriage 
Supper of the Lamb.  



From My Scrap Book 1968









Last words in my scrapbook.







How Tricia looks now in Heaven. 

For my soulmate forever. Russ



Archives



David C. Needham was raised as one of four children in an authentic Christian home in a 
rural, ranch environment in Southern California. Graduating from both Westmont College 
and Dallas Theological Seminary with BA and ThM degrees, he accepted a youth and 
Christian education ministry position in his home church, the Community Church of Vista, 
California. Four years later he became pastor of the Laguna Beach Calvary Evangelical 
Free Church. Another four years later he was invited to join the faculty at Multnomah 
University where he eventually became Distinguished Professor of Theology. His books 
strive to encourage others to live as receivers, responders, and displayers of God’s love. 
Needham's passion is encouraging fellow believers in an enthusiastic, relational response 
to God and his Word.

David Needham, who taught at MU for 44 years. The 

David C. Needham Scholarship is being made possible 

by a generous donation from two Multnomah alumni —
a married couple who wish to remain anonymous.

This was the professor 
who announced for 
our engagement night.


