
 

The  MennoNet 
March 2017 

Newsletter of the First Mennonite Church of Richmond 
One of our adult Bible classes this quarter is a study on race relations. We asked 
several members to share their thoughts on the study.  At the end of our newsletter we 
have included a list of books that our members have recommended for additional 
reading on this important topic. 
 

How I See Poverty and Violence 

Charity Stutzman 

By late February, 2017, there were thirteen homicides in the city of Richmond. Most 
recently, the homicide that caught the attention of the community was a double murder 
suicide that occurred across from Mosby Court involving two children (aged two and 
four), who witnessed the horrifying murders of their mother, grandmother, and for one of 
the children, their father’s suicide.  Police indicated that the children had been there for 
2-3 days, and only discovered when one of the children knocked on the door of a 
neighbor, telling them that their mother and grandmother “wouldn’t wake up.” During the 
last weekend of January, one of my former clients was gunned down while she sat in 
the driver’s seat of her car on the north side of Richmond, leaving behind a teenage son 
and a four year old daughter.  And while she had a myriad of issues that she was 
dealing with, she was someone’s daughter, mother, sister, granddaughter, and niece. 
And she didn’t deserve to die. 

I recently read an article in the Richmond Times Dispatch  about racial disparities in the 
homicide rate in Richmond and discovered a troubling statistic.  Although African 
Americans only account for 50% of the city’s population, they accounted for 88% (59 of 
66) of murder victims in 2016.  The majority of these homicides occurred in the areas of 
concentrated poverty that encompass the south and east sides of the city and the 
housing projects of Hillside, Gilpin, Whitcomb, Mosby, Fairfield, and Creighton Courts. 
The vast majority of the families who are involved in Child Protective Services and the 
juvenile justice system are African American and reside in these areas of the city.  

I’ve worked in these communities for the past 3 ½ years and I can assure you that it’s 
rough.  I can’t count the times that I’ve driven down a particular street and then heard on 

 



the news about a shooting that occurred in the exact same spot I had been less than 24 
hours prior.  I remember a coworker telling me about the time he was visiting a family in 
a public housing project when a shooting started outside and he “hit the floor” with the 
family, hoping to make it down to the ground before the stray bullets came flying 
through the window.  

These communities exist in a city whose very identity was created by slavery, 
intertwined with institutional racism and discrimination, where over a quarter of all 
residents live in poverty and in a society whose systems are built to fail the people who 
need it most.  Nothing in life is ever fair, but it’s especially difficult for those who live in 
poverty; who are always struggling to “pull themselves up by their bootstraps.”  They 
suffer from lack of basic needs in housing and food, among other things. As an 
example, there are 11 grocery stores within a 5-6 mile radius of where I live.  As a stark 
contrast, take a trip down Jefferson Davis Highway from downtown to Chippenham 
Parkway, on I-95, up along Commerce Road to Broad Street.  You’ll find a handful of 
corner stores, but what you won’t find is a Kroger, Martin's, Food Lion, or even a 
Wal-Mart.  What you also won’t find is a bus line that allows those who live in these 
areas of the city to access those stores in under an hour.  If you need housing, it’s 
difficult because the waiting list for public housing is close to two years. There are 
shelters, but the wait to get into a shelter can be upwards of 30 days, depending on the 
time of year and the situation.  

Not only do those living in poverty suffer from a lack of basic needs, but they often 
suffer from an underfunded education system.  In Richmond, our children are 
attending schools in an education system that needs $25 million more a year than 
it is currently getting, just so they can get the same education that the children who 
live in the counties less than 5 miles down the road, get.  About 6 months ago, 
there was a story of a ceiling tile falling in a classroom at Carver Elementary, that 
serves the housing community of Gilpin Court, which hit a 5th grade student in the 
head.  A situation that would have more than likely caused “an uproar” and 
possible lawsuit at a school in Chesterfield or Henrico was kept relatively quiet. As 
human beings, we want to believe that incidents like this are handled the same 
across all communities and schools, but the reality of the situation is often much 
darker.  We so often forget that these children are our future and that one day, they 
will be taking care of us. If we can’t get them a good public school education, then 
we set them up for failure and we put our future country in jeopardy.  

All these issues are systematically tied into the stark incidents of violence that we are 
currently seeing, the product of a city and society that faces shortfalls in opportunities, 
specifically work, that would provide alternatives to violence.  We hear a lot about those 
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in poverty who do not work, who instead rely on the welfare system as a form of 
support. Though some label these people as “lazy,” we fail to identify or study the root 
cause.  I’ve heard a wide variety of reasons for not working, such as:  

“I can’t find a job because of my criminal history.  No one will hire me with these felony 
charges on my record from my 20s.”  

“I can’t find a job because I have kids and I don’t have child care.  I don’t have any 
family close to help me.  I can’t afford day care for them even if I were to get a job 
because my job doesn’t pay enough to pay my rent and my utilities and my day care.” 

“I can’t find a job because I don’t have any education.  I can’t enroll in college because 
the college is too far away from me and I don’t have any transportation.  The bus 
doesn’t come out here.  I can’t take online classes because I don’t have internet access. 
I can’t pay for internet access because I don’t have a job, which I can’t get because I 
have no education.” 

In closing, the Borgen Project,  which works as an ally for the world’s poor, made a very 
important observation about poverty and its connection to violence. They indicated that, 
“poverty is the worst form of violence because it cannot be easily eradicated with food 
or aid.  Rather, poverty cultivates long-standing tendencies towards violence.  When 
people live in poverty and feel as though they lack social mobility, they are more likely to 
resort to other forms of activity, namely violence, to get their point across.”  Until we, as 
a society, understand and act on the link between poverty and violence, we will not see 
the positive outcomes we seek in Richmond, or other citie that suffers similar problems.  

  
 Race Relations 

Dale Darby 

I would hope that First Mennonite participants discuss how they plan to use the 
information learned from this course on Race Relations. In my opinion knowledge, much 
like love, is of little value if it is kept hidden. Knowledge needs to be on display for 
everyone to see. The outcome I hope for is that we are made “better” due to our 
participation in the course. Better means being more knowledgeable on the subject; 
more self aware about personal racial bias;and more in-tune with the plight of others 
dissimilar to ourselves,  

As a boy I was made aware that I was different. I was taught I was going to have to 
work twice as hard to make it half as far as others. I was taught that “whites” cannot be 
trusted because they have malice in their hearts. I was taught “white culture” is to be 
rejected this includes but is not limited to their speech, attire, leisure activities, etc. 
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Despite being raised by a person with strong racial bias I chose not to adopt her belief 
system. As I matured into adulthood I learned that racial groups are alike in that they all 
have good and bad characters. In addition, I learned that all cultures including the white 
ones have aspects that are worthy of imitation. With that being said I’m keenly aware 
that I do not live in a race blind society. For instance, while living in a predominately 
white community I was nearly killed by a SWAT (Special Weapons And Tactics) Team. 
While watching a movie at the theater someone called the police and reported that they 
saw me waving a gun. The caller failed to mention the gun was two inches long, red, 
translucent, plastic, and filled with water. The lead officer on the scene stated he was 
ready to shoot me after I exited the theater. Ironically, he did shoot me. While in full view 
of others he shot me in the face with water. I was humiliated. Do I believe this situation 
was racially motivated? Unfortunately, I do. I make this claim based on the fact that the 
white girl I was with had a similar gun, but she was not reported, cuffed, or questioned. 
Do I hate white people because of the hardships I’ve experienced due to their hateful 
and hurtful actions? No. If I hated white people for those reasons I would also have to 
hate every other racial group for similar behavior. Do I wish to be reborn as a white man 
so that I can experience privilege? No. I love myself, my race, and culture. Though life is 
difficult, I am aware that no one is immune to pain and suffering, even the privileged.  

Human Family 

Maya Angelou  

I note the obvious differences 
in the human family. 

Some of us are serious, 
some thrive on comedy. 

 
Some declare their lives are lived 

as true profundity, 
and others claim they really live 

the real reality. 
 

The variety of our skin tones 
can confuse, bemuse, delight, 

brown and pink and beige and purple, 
tan and blue and white. 

 
I've sailed upon the seven seas 

and stopped in every land, 
I've seen the wonders of the world 

not yet one common man. 
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I know ten thousand women 
called Jane and Mary Jane, 

but I've not seen any two 
who really were the same. 

 
Mirror twins are different 

although their features jibe, 
and lovers think quite different thoughts 

while lying side by side. 
 

We love and lose in China, 
we weep on England's moors, 

and laugh and moan in Guinea, 
and thrive on Spanish shores. 

 
We seek success in Finland, 

are born and die in Maine. 
In minor ways we differ, 
in major we're the same. 

 
I note the obvious differences 
between each sort and type, 

but we are more alike, my friends, 
than we are unalike. 

 
We are more alike, my friends, 

than we are unalike. 
 

We are more alike, my friends, 
than we are unalike. 

 

 

Racism in America - The Red Pill , Part I (Continued in the next issue). 
 

Thomas Addison 
I am not certain when I first took the Red Pill and started removing the veil of ignorance. 
I suppose it started in college with some of my “Black History” classes. What I did not 
realize at the time is that those classes were biased and did not tell the true history. I 
don’t know if it was because the professors did not know or if they had bought into the 
American Way of denying the truth and telling the story people wanted to accept. 
However, I am grateful for the current series that our church is undertaking. During the 
Winter and Spring of 2017. We are reviewing two PBS  series and a book that explores 
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the history of race and the role the United States has played in this. I have enjoyed the 
dialogue thus far and look forward to more. I was asked to write an article that gives my 
perspective on what I hope to gain from this series and what I hope others will gain as 
well.  
 
My reference to the Red Pill comes from a science fiction movie I enjoyed called The 
Matrix.  In this fictional dystopian future, the machines developed by man have taken 
over the world and developed a way to harness the energy developed by the human 
body to power all that is necessary to keep the machines operational and in charge. The 
human mind however requires activity to keep the body alive and developing this 
needed energy. Thus, the machines develop an elaborate alternative digital world and 
plug the human mind into this false reality from birth. A small rebellious group which has 
never been plugged-in has found a way to unplug others from this digital environment 
and they start to share the knowledge with others. You unplug by consuming a Red Pill. 
Here is an excerpt from the script.  
 
"You take the  blue pill , the story ends. You wake up and believe whatever you want to 
believe. You take the  red pill , you stay in Wonderland, and I show you how deep the 
rabbit hole goes." The term  redpill  refers to a human that is aware of the true nature 
of  the Matrix . 
 
So what does this have to do with Race in America and our Sunday School class? For 
me, the story I have been lead to believe through school, Hollywood, and even by my 
own government is an alternative reality. For me the Red Pill is truthful 
knowledge.Race, as we know it today, turns out to be nothing more than an idea 
perpetrated for the sinful purpose of power and economic gain. I understood White 
Supremacy was Hitler’s idea. Only later did I find out that Hitler modeled his plan after 
the success in the USA. Unfortunately, what began in the United States has been 
replicated around the world first by Americans themselves. For instance, the success 
the USA had in moving from the East to the West was largely based on claiming anyone 
not White was a savage and not deserving of the land they possessed. Similar 
injustices happened to the Native Americans, the Mexicans, the Filipinos, Cubans, and 
Puerto Ricans.The model was so successful it is no wonder Hitler wanted to copy it. I 
believe that God is sovereign and his will be done. How the atrocity of racism will end I 
cannot know, instead, I must focus on what I can control. God’s sovereignty does not 
abrogate my Christian responsibility to share truth in love and encourage others to act in 
the model of Christ. To do this, I and we need to consume the Red Pill wake up and 
then give it to others. 
 
Dr. Robert Jeffress wrote a book called Second Chance, Second Act .  He is sharing 
with the readers that no matter how bad the mistake, God does forgive and the mistake 
does not have to be the final act. He talks about modern day mistakes, but he also 
references Biblical mistakes and how God uses these for his ultimate plan. The first 
step however is to “Fess Up.” 
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Denial will not gain forgiveness. We often fall into the human trapping of lying to avoid 
what we know will likely be a painful result of admitting that we were wrong.  It is true 
that admitting a mistake can have immensely negative consequences; but nonetheless, 
we are called to do it. We can no longer deny the plan put in place to ensure the growth 
of the so-called White Race to the detriment of those not deemed worthy of this title. 
Even to the highest level in our land, The US Supreme Court used white race as a 
marker to determine who could be a citizen. Because we are in denial, we see this 
travesty propagated even today. For a time Eastern Europeans and Japanese were 
denied citizenship, but today it is the Middle Easterner. We continue to use the same 
hateful language because we have not admitted what was done and so we repeat the 
mistake. As Christians I believe we have an obligation to lead others into the realization 
of the mistake and encourage them to know the truth. 
 
I hope to learn and grow through this series on Race in America. I want to share my 
experiences with others and learn from their experiences. I am learning through the 
second PBS series, Black America Since MLK,  that despite the many successes of the 
Civil Rights movement, the negative seeds planted have taken root. We see today that 
non-whites continue to struggle to gain equality by looking at the statistics on 
incarceration; Those statistics speak to inequality in wealth. We can even look to the 
most segregated day in America when Christians go to church.  
 
Undoing some of these deep-seated ills is like trying to pull up the root from a 
dandelion. Anyone who has ever tried this knows just how deep the root extends and 
tries to hold on to keep the weed growing. In a world where you’re okay and I’m okay, 
do standards and sins still exist? If so, how do we address those topics without being 
afraid of offending others? We are limited in what we can accomplish alone, but we can 
accomplish all things through Christ. Whatever direction we all ultimately take forward 
my hope is that we at least have some newfound truth and we no longer live in an 
alternative false reality. When my brothers and sisters in Christ who have historically 
been identified as white or nonwhite, I pray you have a better understanding of the 
ongoing struggle of nonwhites. I further pray you also understand the enormous gap 
that nonwhites have to overcome to survive each day, and that you understand we are 
all one race. Do not hate what your eyes see if hate yourself. Forgive in love and realize 
most who benefit today from this tragic past did not participate in its plan. God is in 
control and will use this American experiment to his glory. How and when this will 
happen is not for us to know. Let’s at least do our part by consuming the Red Pill of 
Truth, Awaken and share the knowledge with others. 
 
The final series this class will study Just Mercy  by Bryan Stevenson. Murray Ellison and 
I will be co-leading this Sunday School class beginning April 16 and plan to share our 
insights in the next MennoNet. 
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                                     A Good Place to Hide  by Peter Grose 

 
A Book Review by Jerry Ham 

When is it alright to break the law and to lie to cover up your illegal actions?  When the 
“law” was imposed by Nazi Germany and says that you must not interfere with their 
plans to eradicate European Jews. In Occupied France, a pacifist protestant pastor in 
the town of le Chambon-sur-Ligne, located in a hilly region of the Loire Valley, and not 
easily accessible, began a program that saved the lives of thousands of Jews and 
others, under the very noses of the authorities. In France from 1940 to 1944, human 
decency was a dangerous thing to practice.  Help save a Jew and you would suffer his 
same fate if you were captured.  If you reported a hidden Jew, you would receive a 
reward—money that poor, hungry French people could desperately use.  
 
Le Chambon and the surrounding area was mostly Protestant. The citizens were 
descendants of the French Huguenots who had been severely persecuted for centuries. 
The isolation of the location had helped them survive and their history made them 
especially willing to help others being persecuted. Pastor Andre Trocme and his wife, 
Magda, starting in 1940, helped an ever-increasing flow of Jewish and other refugees 
survive the war. First opening their own home and then calling on their parishioners and 
neighbors for help, they were a tremendous success. They both hid and sometimes 
smuggled across the Swiss border, Jews, refugees from other countries, resistance 
fighters, and French men being drafted to perform slave labor in Germany. The 
Trocmes’ could never have been so successful without help. Not only did they have the 
Protestant community but also the Roman Catholic minority did their part. Unlike in 
other parts of France, there only a few instances of whistle blowing, and those were 
reports made to the local French authorities, who did not pass them on to the Germans. 
The French authorities, before the Germans came to the area, mostly turned a blind eye 
to what was happening. Things were running smoothly. The able-bodied were being led 
to Switzerland. The weaker were being hidden and local farmers, who were mandated 
to turn their harvests over to the Germans, skimmed enough to feed the “guests.”  But, 
when things are going well, disaster can always occur.  Le Chambon had been a choice 
“getaway” site before the war, for those willing to suffer a difficult journey.  It boasted a 
youth hostel that was officially vacant, since vacations didn’t happen during the 
occupation.  Actually, the hostel was housing the Jewish “guests.”  The Germans 
learned of the  existence of the “unused” hostel and decided that it would make an ideal 
site for a convalescent center for wounded soldiers.  But this snag did not stop the good 
people from their work.  They moved the guests out, hiding them in farms and 
elsewhere, and watched the Germans  move in. 
 
This book is a well-researched historical account of people doing God’s will.  It has a 
section of photographs and includes an epilog that tells what became of the important 
players in later years and I highly recommend it. 
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Excerpts from the Sermon “Eating With Outcasts” 

By Ryan Ahlgrim – FMC Sermon, 1/29/2017 

  

Based on Mark 2:13-17 

 When I was in seminary I worked at a Methodist church as an assistant minister. The 
senior minister was a guy named Curt, and he was the most outgoing evangelist I have 
ever met. One day a young man from the phone company came by the church to sell 
extra phone lines for the church. After giving his sales pitch, Curt asked him, “Do you go 
to church?” “Uh, no.” “Why not?” “I don’t know, I just don’t.” “I dare you come to my 
church this Sunday.” “Hey, I’m just here to sell you phone lines, not talk about religion.” 
“I dare you to come to my church. This is a church like no other you’ve been to. I dare 
you to come this Sunday.” 

The young man gave in and came to church. (Curt did not buy any extra phone lines for 
the church.) That young man is now a Methodist minister. 

Curt would strike up conversations with anybody and everybody. He seemed to know 
everyone and everyone knew him. One time we pulled up at a drive-through window at 
a McDonalds and the kids inside said, “Hey, look, it’s that crazy minister!” 

Curt had an extraordinary talent for drawing people to his church. He was especially 
successful at drawing in broken people and excluded people: like the guy who was gay 
(this was in 1981 when most gays were still closeted), or the woman who had been a 
truck stop prostitute, or the guy who had just gotten out of prison for a sex offense, or 
the young woman who had been through a series of abusive relationships and had tried 
to take her own life several times. All kinds of people came streaming into this church 
because it was a church that accepted everyone without question, just as they were. 
Everyone was included; everyone was welcome. I grew up in a very nurturing church, 
but this was the first time in my life that I experienced and truly understood 
grace—unconditional, unmerited grace. It bowled me over, and I needed it too...When 
the kingdom of God comes, God is supposed to reward the good people and punish the 
bad people. So if Jesus is announcing the coming of God’s kingdom, shouldn’t he be 
rewarding the good people and punishing the bad people? Jesus hears this. He tells the 
scribes, “If you’re well, you don’t need a doctor, right? I’m not here to help the well; I’m 
here to help the sick.” 

Here’s our problem: we human beings are always making distinctions between people. 
We’re always putting people into two different categories. There’s the smart people and 
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the dumb people. There’s the good people and the bad people. There’s the spiritual 
people and the worldly people. There’s the people who voted the right way, and the 
people who voted the wrong way. We’re always dividing people into opposite 
camps.Jesus doesn’t do that. He won’t do that. He ignores all of our distinctions and 
divisions. You’ll find him eating in the homes of tax collectors as well as Pharisees. He’ll 
pick as a disciple a tax collector who collaborates with the government—Levi, and he’ll 
pick an anarchist who wants to overthrow the government—Simon the Zealot. He helps 
men and women, Jews and Samaritans and Gentiles.I guess he does make one 
distinction. He says he has come to call, not the righteous, but sinners. So I guess he 
did draw a line. But here’s the thing: we’re all on the same side of that line. Jesus is 
inviting the scribes to recognize we’re all sick; we all need the Great Physician. 

In my previous church we had a young man who attended who had Tourette’s 
syndrome. In severe cases, the person blurts out offensive words which they cannot 
control. In the case of this young man, he would occasionally blurt out the f-word. It was 
socially embarrassing. I remember the Sunday we had a guest speaker. The young 
man was sitting in the front row and, during the sermon, would occasionally blurt out the 
f-word. I had forgotten to warn the guest speaker. He was taken aback; this wasn’t the 
usual response he heard. This young man had other disabilities as well. He was always 
asking people for money. When I told him he shouldn’t do that, he started bringing 
trinkets to the church to sell. He was always asking me for a ride to the gas station so 
he could buy a Coke. He was not a pleasant person to be around. It would have been 
easy for me to tell him he should look for another church. I could’ve told him parents 
were complaining about his Tourette’s. But I wasn’t going to do that. I wanted him there. 
He needed friends. He needed people who cared about him. He needed a place where 
he would be welcomed. He attended our church for several months, maybe a year, and 
then he drifted away. Maybe he got tired of us. Or maybe we subtly, unconsciously 
froze him out. I don’t know. 

Who are we excluding? What divisions are we making? What lines are we drawing? Are 
we putting gang members on the other side of the line? Immigrants who are here 
illegally? People who are on public assistance generation after generation? Or maybe 
we put billionaires on the other side of the line, or CEOs of companies that manufacture 
products that are ruining our health or environment. Or maybe we put corporate lawyers 
or transgendered people on the other side of the line.Or maybe Republicans, or 
Democrats, or bigots, and  warmongers. Pick your favorite bad guy. Pick the group you 
feel most uncomfortable being around. Draw the line wherever you want—and I 
guarantee you Jesus is crossing that line every time and saying, “Come, follow me.” 
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Local Church Activities  

 

 

 

 

       The Majidi Family 

We want to introduce our refugee 
family that our church is assisting in 
transportation and house items. 

  Zia Majidi worked as an English 
translator while in Afghanistan.  He 

helped various non-government organizations with their work 

Qaimagh Abdul Ahmad is Zia’s wife.  She is busy trying to establish a new home for her 
family as well as taking English classes. 

Agha Gul Abdul Ahmad is Qaimagh’s brother.  He is currently taking English classes 
and has started working a second shift job. 

Hamid Majidi is Zia and Qaimagh’s oldest son and Naveed is their youngest son.  Their 
middle child, Muzghan, is their daughter. All the children have started school and are 
working hard at learning English. 
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Valentine’s Day Youth Summer Conference Fundraiser  

 

Our youth served their annual Valentine’s dinner for the church.  This was a fundraiser 
to help pay for their trip this summer to the convention in Orlando, Florida Their 
delicious dinner and after dinner entertainment helped raise $1400. 
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Pancake Supper - A Long Time Tradition at FMC 

 

Shrove Tuesday (also known as Pancake Tuesday or Pancake day) is the day in 
February or March immediately preceding Ash Wednesday (the first day of Lent), which 
is celebrated in some countries by consuming pancakes. This moveable feast is 
determined by Easter. The expression "Shrove Tuesday" comes from the word shrive , 
meaning “absolve.” Shrove Tuesday is observed by many Christians, who "make a 
special point of self-examination, of considering what wrongs they need to repent, and 
what amendments of life or areas of spiritual growth they especially need to ask for 
God's help in dealing with. Being the last day of the liturgical season, historically known 
as Shrovetide before the penitential season of Lent, related popular practices, such as 
indulging in food that one sacrifices for the upcoming forty days, are associated with 
Shrove Tuesday celebrations, before commencing the obligations associated with Lent. 

First Mennonite Church members have been observing and enjoying Shrove Tuesday 
for many years - even long before we moved to our present location. For at least the 
last the last ten years, members of the FMC Southside Small Group have organized the 
dinner, donated, prepared and served the delicious food. We estimated that there were 
close to 60 attendees at our last dinner. See photos below: 
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Book Recommendations on Understanding Race Issues: 

 

Slavery by Another Name  : the Re-enslavement of Black people in America from the 
Civil War to World War II by  Douglas A. Blackmon 

 

Levittown : Two families, One Tycoon, and the Fight for Civil Rights by David Kushner 

 

Something Must Be Done About Prince Edward County  by Kristen Green (local writer). 

 

To Kill a Mockingbird  by Harper Lee 

 

When the Fences Come Down  by Genevieve Siegel-Hawley  

 

Trust Building  by Rob Corcoran  

 

Five Miles Away, A World Apart: One City, Two Schools, and the Story of Educational 
Opportunity in Modern America ( about Richmond Schools). 
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Up from Slavery  by Booker T Washington 

  
Come August, Come Freedom  by Gigi Amateau 

  
Between the World and Me  by Ta-Nehisi Coates 

  
The Underground Railroa d by Colson Whitehead 

  

Hillbilly Eleg y by J.D. Vance 

 

Man’s Search for Meaning  by Viktor Frankl. 

 

******************************************************************************************** 

The  MennoNet   is  the  Newsletter  of the  First  Mennonite  Church---Richmond, VA  

(601  E.  Parham  Road,  264-3200 , or  fmc---richmond.org). Also  look  for  us  at: 
Facebook.com/FirstMennoniteChurch.  To  be  added  to  the  digital  subscription  list  or  to 
request  a  print  copy  in  your  mailbox, contact  the church secretary at: 
secretary@firstmennonitechurch.org.  Laurie Ahlgrim  is  the  Editor and Murray Ellison  is 
editor--elect.  Share  information  with us  in person or by  email at: 
laurieahlgrim@gmail.com(Laurie), or: ellisonms2@vcu.edu (Murray).  

************************************************************************************************* 
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