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The MennoNet - November 2017 

 
 

Newsletter of the First Mennonite Church of Richmond, Virginia 
 

 

SECTION I – CHURCH NEWS

First Mennonite Church’s (FMC) 
Involvement with Caritas Approaches 
30 Years – An Interview with Jay & Pat 
Rohrer by Murray Ellison 

Jay and Pat Rohrer were interviewed for the 
MennoNet at the Starbucks near our 
current church. I sent them a set of eight 
questions I wanted to ask them about 
Caritas—Churches around Richmond 
Involved to Assure Shelter (to the 
homeless). FMC is one of the many 
churches in and around Richmond that 
provide services to the homeless. I should 
not have been surprised that the Rohrer’s 
came to the interview with their answers to 
my questions fully written out! Jay reported 
that he first got involved as an overnight 
volunteer with Caritas in the late 1980s, 
when our church was located on Staples 
Mill Road. Within a year or two, he 
accepted the calling of being our church’s 
coordinator. Jay’s wife, Pat has also become 
the co-coordinator of this service that 

involves the highest number of our 
members. Their son, Matt, and his son, 
Edward (age 6), have also been helpers. 

 

(Continued on next page). 
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Jay first got involved when thought about 
Luke chapter 10, where Jesus reminds his 
disciples that everyone should be regarded 
as our neighbor and treated with mercy and 
God’s love. The Rohrer’s understood that 
these men and women were facing hard 
times and, at least for the time being, 
“couldn’t help themselves.” Since the 
beginning of this project, the Rohrer’s and 
FMC have provided continuous service to 
our neighbors. Jay said that during the 
week of Caritas, our church best “puts our 
Bible beliefs and words into action. He 
described how First Mennonite Church’s 
involvement with Caritas has changed 
through the years. “When we first started 
accepting the homeless, we were only asked 
to provide overnight shelter and meals. 
Through the years, the number of people 
needing shelter receiving services has 
increased. Correspondingly, we have also 
been asked, besides the previously 
mentioned basic services, to provide 
additional services. We now arrange to 
bring in a mobile trailer with four stalls for 
nightly showers. We also provide laundry 
services, bathroom and hygiene items, and 
are encouraged to engage in conversation 
and activities with the guests.” In most 
years, we serve about thirty men. We have 
also served families with children a few 
times. In this most recent year, during the 
last week of October, we served thirty-two 
women per night. Pat reported that some of 
the women said they enjoyed coming to our 
church and “don’t feel judged here.” This 
year, the Rohrer’s reported that they had to 
be very creative in recruiting and 
configuring the groups who served and 
stayed overnight. Small groups at FMC have 
changed over the year, and the Rohrer’s had 
to adapt to the changes to staff each night. 
One evening, Roberta Conyard’s family and 
friends prepared the meal. Val Reinford and 
the church’s teens served one night. Two 
nights were staffed with women's groups: 
One was Pat Rohrer’s group, which meets 

about monthly; another ad-hoc group of 
mostly women, headed by Hazel Bowman, 
worked a different night. Not to be outdone, 
the men’s monthly breakfast and lunch 
group, coordinated by Bob Bruckhart, 
served one night. On the last evening, the 
Southsider’s, headed by Sandra Jessup, 
closed out the week. The Rohrer’s continue 
their involvement as FMC coordinators, and 
as liaison contacts with the Richmond 
Caritas organization because they feel that 
the work is very rewarding for them and the 
church members. Neither can imagine not 
being involved with this mission. They said 
that they have a system to organize the 
project and they set it up by plugging the 
right people into the tasks needed. The can 
depend on the many people who have 
volunteered for the project for so many 
years. The new people soon get infected by 
the enthusiasm of the veterans who have 
volunteered many years. 

Many First Mennonite Church members 
serve at least once during the week, but the 
Rohrer’s involvement with the Caritas 
organization’s planning is ongoing, as they 
attend several planning meetings per year. 
Before our service can even be provided, 
they encourage, and sometimes beg, 
volunteers to staff the evenings and work 
projects needed. Before the Saturday that 
the guests arrived, they helped to set up the 
sleeping and other special rooms around 
the church. Then, they helped greet them 
and the Caritas Coordinator and show them 
around the church. This year, the Caritas 
Coordinators agreed to leave the sleeping 
quarters and bathrooms clean each 
morning before they left.  

During the week of our service, the Rohrer’s 
are always very busy behind the scenes 
every day and night—even participating as 
servers each day, they replenish milk, 
orange juice, coffee supplies, paper towels 
and bathroom items as they run out. They 
have also devoted some key time this year 
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to orienting many of newer church 
members who were volunteering for the 
first time. Even on the second Saturday 
after the last day of the week of our hosting, 
the Rohrer’s and several volunteers work to 
clean the sleeping quarters, the bathrooms, 
the kitchen and the shower stalls—which 
typically need quite a scrub. After all, there 
were between one and two-hundred 
showers taken during the week. The church 
needs to be re-set up after the guests leave 
for church services the next morning. This 
year, two workers stayed to help him for 
about three hours, and a few others for part 
of that time to complete the clean-up work. 
Jay figured, without complaining, that he 
could have used a few more helping hands 
to make this final task of the week easier.  

The Rohrer’s have attended several 
planning meetings in 2017 with Caritas 
planners to map out how churches around 
Richmond will be involved with the 
homeless in the future. Even though no one 
can be sure how our involvement might 
look in the future, there has been some 
discussion that the Caritas concept of 
church volunteer service will look different 
in the next few years.        

However, The Rohrer’s expect that our FMC 
service expectation will not change very 
much in 2018. They are hoping that we will 
be able to add some evening health training 
and social activities. For the longer-term 
future, Caritas has bought a large building 
and hopes to convert it, within a year or 
two. to a one-stop housing facility, training, 
and employment counseling service for the 
homeless.  

At the present time, Caritas officials are not 
sure how churches will provide help, but 
they think that they will be needed to 
provide services like teaching, financial 
resources, social activities, furniture, 
building supplies, and equipment. I am 
quite certain that as long as the Rohrer’s are 
the representatives of First Mennonite 
Church, we will respond to any challenges 
that the Caritas staff asks of us. Even 
looking into the distant future, I hope that, 
perhaps, their son, Matt and their 
grandson, Edward, will continue to be 
involved in, or lead this family project! 
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MDS SOUP & PIE FUNDRAISER 

On the evening of November 1, FMC held a 
soup dinner and dessert contest to raise 
funds for MDS and Mennonite Central 
Committee hurricane projects, principally 
in Houston, Florida and Puerto Rico. Our 
members enjoyed homemade soups and 
contributed money to the dessert they 

enjoyed the most. The winning dessert was 
a Chocolate-Pecan Torte, made by Valerie 
Wermuth. We raised $1,892 in one evening. 
However, members can still contribute. 
Darryl Basinger announced that our Church 
Council was advancing a fund-raising 
project in November to raise $20,000 for 
MDC and MCC hurricane relief projects 
(See photos of soup and desserts). 
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School Kits for Mennonite 

Central Committee (MCC) 

Per Sandy Elliott, FMC members 
have been making school kits for MCC for 
several years. Sandy coordinated our 
church project this year and stated that we 
make them in conjunction with many other 
Mennonite Churches to distribute to 
children all around the world who are either 
refugees or stricken by human-made and 
natural disasters. Of course, this year that 
will include children in Florida, Houston 
and Puerto Rico.  

At FMC, the project begins with 
crafty women in our church who purchase 
and sew the bags. Although much of the 
work is done in individual homes, a number 

of women gathered together at our church 
in October to complete the bags. As the bags 
were being assembled, members of our 
congregation were asked to bring in 
supplies, which included: four notebooks, 
an eight-pack of black and colored pencils, 
an eraser and a ruler. In total, 176 bags were 
collected. Our youth then gathered at 
church to put the school supplies in the 
bags (see photos below of youth assembling 
them and the completed projects). 

Sandy plans take them to our MCC 
headquarters in Harrisonburg, VA in 
November to be distributed wherever they 
are most needed. She feels this the project 
is very important because “it restores a 
sense of normalcy” to children who have 
been affected by disasters and gives them 
some important tools to begin getting 
involved in learning activities.
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FMC Mennonite Disaster Service (MDS) goes to Princeville, N.C. 

Four of our church’s MDS team, Jay Rohrer, Hazel Bowman, Joseph Sprunger, and Paul 
Joireman went to Princeville, North Carolina, from October 18 to 20th to help rebuild a house 
that was destroyed by Hurricane Matthew (see Photo). They stayed as guests of a local Baptist 
Church. The town was built in 1875 by freed slaves after the Civil War. Although a levee system 
was installed to protect residents from potential flooding of the Tar River, it did not hold up 
during Hurricane Matthew. Our team was the only one who worked on their particular house 
while they were there. When they were finished with their input, they reported that the owners 
of the house were overwhelmed with our amazing progress in the three days. 
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Pastor Ryan Asks Members to Post 95 Notes on the Church Door 

During a sermon on October 29, Pastor 
Ryan noted that many churches around the 
world were observing the 500th anniversary 
of Martin Luther’s posting of 95 arguments 
that he held with the Catholic Church. In 
Luther’s time, the Vatican was the main 
body that interpreted and promoted 
Christianity throughout the world. The 
religious groups that supported his 
arguments became known as the Protestant 
Churches. However, Pastor Ryan, instead of 
arguments, asked our members to post 
their hopes for the Church on the door in 
the back of the sanctuary. The following is a 
summary of what our members posted 
through 11/5/2017: 

The highest number of participants posted 
was that they hoped the Church would be a 
true reflection of God’s love. Many wished 
that the Church would promote peace and 
justice and that there would be unity in the 
Church. A significant number wanted the 

Church to accept all others and be a 
welcoming place for people of all races, 
nationalities, genders, sexual orientations 
and faiths. Three wanted the Church to 
become a house of healing. One or two 
people posted the hope that we would: 
condemn racism; treat others as we treat 
ourselves; learn forgiveness; embrace our 
sins; reject damnation in our preaching; 
learn to face death until the Resurrection; 
support our pastors better; learn to walk 
more humbly; and pray that young people 
will join the church (Photos below of people 
posting and windows full as of 11/5/2017). 
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Fall 2017 Retreat Survey Results by Pastor Ryan Ahlgrim 
 

 
On September 23-24 over sixty FMCers attended our annual Fall Retreat at 

Williamsburg Christian Retreat Center. A few weeks ago the Ministerial Leadership Team sent 
out an online survey (and a paper survey for those who aren’t online) to get feedback on the 
retreat—both from those who were there and those who weren’t. A total of thirty-two surveys 
were returned. Here are some of the results. 

 
Most of those who attended the retreat said they were “satisfied” or “very satisfied” with 

their retreat experience. The basic format of having input sessions on a topic was 
overwhelmingly favored over an unstructured retreat. Even so, there were several suggestions 
for how to make the format better for next year: 

 Allow for more time to enjoy the outdoors; have two instead of three input sessions on 
Saturday. 

 Have more activities for the kids, especially the younger ones; include crafts. 
 Have a fun evening activity. 

 
Williamsburg Christian Retreat Center is asking us to shift to a two-night retreat 

schedule, and the MLT has decided to give it a try next year. The retreat would begin on a 
Friday evening and go through Sunday noon. But what would motivate people to come out on 
Friday evening instead of waiting till Saturday morning? Here are some of the popular 
responses: 

 Table games 
 A movie 
 Move the Saturday bonfire and popcorn to Friday night 
 Social time 

 
What should the topic be for next year? Some suggestions included: 

 Issues related to race 
 How to reach out to the excluded 
 Doing justice in our community 
 Strengthening our spiritual practices 
 A Bible study 
 The relevance of the Christian faith for today 
 One brave soul wrote: “It’s an election year. Maybe we need to tackle politics.” 

 
This is just a brief sample of the feedback. The MLT will carefully consider all of your 

suggestions, and is thankful for your input. If you have additional ideas, I or one of the elders 
(Don, Hazel, and Craig) would love to hear from you. And don’t forget to put next year’s retreat 
on your calendar: September 21-23, 2018! 
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FMC Remembers Departed Members on November 5, 2017 
In commemoration of All Souls Day (November 1), Curt Holsopple read the names of the FMC 
members who had departed this life: Charlotte Carter, Gertrude Carter, Hattie H. Cox, Eula 
Greene, Edward Hathaway, Katherine Scott-Hathaway, Ida Mae Leatherman, Robert Pate, Jr., 
William P. Sauder, Steven L. Sheets, Lula C. Simmons, Mike Snodgrass, Donna Marie Yoder, 
Mary A. Yoder, and Duane Yoder. Barbara Bowman then led a candle lighting ceremony in 
memory of them. Afterwards, FMC members lit candles for their departed loved-ones. 
 
 

 
 

Section II – News from Our Members
 
The Only True Parenting Expert 
by Christine Suders 
 
When I was pregnant, I mostly encountered 
two types of people who seemed to think 
they were the Dr. Phil’s of parenting. 
First, there were those who never uttered a 
sentence without saying, “Just you wait.” 
“Oh, you think you feel bad now? Just you 
wait until the third trimester when your legs 
are the size of Redwood tree trunks.” 

“Oh, you think you’re not sleeping now? 
Just you wait until the baby gets here. You’ll 
never sleep again!” 
Then there were those who tried to make 
motherhood sound like a sublime, heavenly 
experience during which I would snuggle a 
perfect cherub who would burp rainbows 
and shoot hearts out of her eyes and smile 
constantly like the Mona Lisa.  
So far, I have found neither type of person 
painted an entirely accurate picture of 
parenthood. The only thing anyone got 
entirely “right,” if you will, is that having a 
baby changes everything.  
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In fact, the prospect of having a baby even 
changed the church Randy and I were 
attending. You see, prior to August of 2015, 
we went to a larger church here in 
Richmond where the Biblical teaching was 
sound but the huge congregation made it 
virtually impossible for us to connect and 
serve, despite our attempts to join small 
groups and make friends.  
We found out I was pregnant in July of 
2015 and knew we wanted our child to grow 
up with a tight knit church family and godly 
influences. So, I somehow convinced my 
husband, Randy, who knew nothing of 
Mennonites other than what I’d told him 
about EMU, to visit FMC with me.  
The first Sunday we were here, the 
congregation threw a baby shower for two 
old coworkers of mine that I didn’t even 
know went here (Cheryl and Sky Boggs). I 
was pregnant that Sunday, and I remember 
thinking, this is a sign we’re supposed to be 
here! Baby shower…I’m pregnant…people 
we know. All signs point to FMC being our 
church family! 
The next Sunday we attended, I was not 
pregnant. That Friday, at my 12-week 
appointment, there was no heartbeat, no 

more life, no more baby. And the second 
Sunday I attended FMC, I cried through 
every hymn. I choked back tears as we read 
the responsive reading. I wondered, Why 
me? Why us? We prayed for this child, and 
You answered our prayers, and then You 
took the child away! 
Our angel baby is now with the Lord. But 
our lives were forever changed by that baby. 
One way? That baby is the reason we came 
to FMC. Had we not gotten pregnant the 
summer of 2015, who knows if we would’ve 
been led to find our church family? 
And who knows if our sweet rainbow baby, 
Katherine Olivia, would know and be loved 
by each of you at FMC the way she is now?  
The only one who knows all about parenting 
isn’t the “just you wait” parents or the 
picture-perfect ones. The only one is God. 
Will I ever understand why we lost our first 
baby? No, no I won’t.  But as Job said, “The 
Lord giveth and the Lord taketh away. 
Blessed be the name of the Lord.” We bless 
Him in the valley. We bless Him on the 
mountain. We bless Him at three a.m. while 
rocking a fussy baby back to sleep. We bless 
Him for leading us here to FMC (Photo
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Ryan Smeltzer’s Artwork at SunTrust Bank Downtown 

Ryan Smeltzer was born in Richmond, Virginia, and graduated from James River High School 
in 2008, where he said, “I was awarded best student in the class.” In October, his unique 
artwork was displayed in the lobby of the downtown SunTrust Bank. Ryan’s reflections about 
his work were also on display on a plaque, which said, “I make things. I believe it is more fun to 
create sculptures (than paintings) because it keeps me occupied. It makes me feel happy 
because I used recycled parts. Recycling is important to me. I want people to know that some of 
my sculptures are risky in that I use a lot of sharp objects. So be careful.  My artwork is always 
clean.  If you would like to purchase my artwork, call or text me at 804-687-7288.” 
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A Higher Call by Adam Makos— Book Review by Jerry Ham 
 

 
 
War is an indecency on the human race. 
Some men who serve in war rapidly lose 
their moral sense and become obsessed 
with killing—but not always.  “A Higher 
Call” tells the true story of a World War II 
encounter between the pilots of a crippled 
American bomber and a German Luftwaffe 
fighter plane whose duty was to shoot down 
the bomber. 
 
West Virginia farm boy Charlie Brown, now 
a second lieutenant in the U. S. Army Air 
Corps, was in his early twenties and pilot of 
a B-17 bomber returning to England from a 
bombing run in Germany. His plane had 
taken a beating. Two of its four engines 
were knocked out, and one of the two 
remaining was running at half efficiency 
and threatening to stall.  The plane was 
riddled with bullet holes, one crew member 
was dead, several were wounded and 
controlling it was very difficult. Brown was 
not experienced, this was only his fifth 
mission. He was praying as they limped 
across the skies of France. 
 

Franz Stiegler, second lieutenant in the 
Luftwaffe, flew a Bf-109 fighter plane. 
Several years older than Charlie, Franz 
came from a devout German Catholic family 
which had not supported Hitler. Although 
he did not follow his mother’s wishes to 
enter the priesthood (he followed his dream 
of becoming an airline pilot for Lufthansa 
before the war and, besides, he liked girls 
too much). In the military, he shot down 
planes but never fired at an enemy airman 
parachuting out of certain death. 
 
On December 20, 1943, Franz was having 
his plane refueled when he saw an 
American bomber, obviously in trouble, 
flying overhead. If he shot down one more 
bomber he would win the coveted Knight’s 
Cross medal. He scrambled into the air in 
pursuit, with one thought on his mind — 
attack! As he neared the target, he saw the 
pitiful state of the plane, which had gaping 
holes and insufficient power. He could see 
that there was no threat to him from the no 
longer functioning guns of the American 
plane. It wouldn’t take much to bring the 
bomber down and win his award. 
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But something happened in Franz’s mind. 
Suddenly the crippled bomber seemed to be 
like a helpless airman parachuting out of a 
destroyed aircraft. What Franz did next 
astounded Charlie. He flew up next to the 
American plane and waved and pointed to 
the north. Charlie could only stare in 
incomprehension.  After his gestures were 
not understood and Charlie’s plane reached 
the coast, Franz saluted and pulled away 
and headed for home. He was praying that 
his actions had not been witnessed, as he 

could be executed for allowing a bomber to 
escape. Charlie reported the incident and 
was told by his superiors to keep quiet 
about it.  No one should ever hear of a 
German showing mercy. Years passed. 
Charlie stayed in the military and retired 
from the Air Force.  Franz immigrated to 
Canada.  Over forty years after the incident, 
they met, and Charlie finally found out what 
Franz had been trying to tell him in 1943. 
While there is much description of fighting 
and death, this book also tells how enemies 
can love one another.

 

Curt Hollsopple’s Remarks—A month that changed me 

I was ten years old, in the first few 
weeks of the sixth grade, and enjoying life 
in many ways. My family lived in 
Vancouver, Washington, a suburb of 
Portland, Oregon. I had my first 
experiences with Boy Scout camp, learned 
the Morse code and dreamed of becoming a 
ham radio operator. And I felt the first 
ragged pangs of puppy love over a blonde, 
blue-eyed girl named Mary Jo. A broad 
horizon of adventure and growth lay ahead.  

But in the autumn of 1962, several 
events happened that changed my 
perspective. By early November of '62, I 
doubted the future. It was shaping up to be 
pretty short, and the reasons were chillingly 
clear. 

My afternoon routine was simple. I 
rode the bicycle home from school, made a 
sandwich, and watched cartoons or old 
Andy Hardy movies on TV until my sister 
and parents got home. But in October 1962, 
the kids' shows were often interrupted by 
presidential news conferences. John F. 
Kennedy was on the screen, pointing to 
maps and charts, and talking in his Boston 

accent about Cuba and atomic warheads on 
missiles aimed at the United States.  

In 1962, the threat of an atomic war 
was very real to us in Washington State. We 
were sure that the Russians and Chinese 
had missiles in North Korea, aimed at the 
Pacific Northwest. The air raid sirens were 
tested on my school's roof every Friday at 
noon. It was a terrifying sound, although we 
made a sport of holding our mouths open 
like an operatic tenor, pretending to make 
the long wailing noises ourselves — until 
the cafeteria monitor ladies told us to knock 
it off and chew with our mouths shut.  

It was no laughing matter when we 
were taught the "duck and cover" routine in 
the schoolhouse hallways. And my Dad 
explained to me what a bomb shelter was, 
and what we'd do in our house without one.  

One October afternoon, it was 
pouring rain. I was an after-school crossing 
guard, and I could hear the wind screaming 
through the power lines overhead. Rain 
pelted my helmet and battered my jacket. I 
changed where I stood so that the wires 
wouldn't hit me if they broke. The bike ride 
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home soaked me. I changed into dry clothes 
and turned on the TV.  

"Clutch Cargo and Spinner" were in 
the middle of another animated adventure 
when the TV station suddenly went off the 
air. I changed channels and started 
watching a "Popeye" cartoon. Moments 
later, that station went to snow — no signal. 
I tuned to the remaining channel — just in 
time to see it go off the air, too.  

This was just like the air raid drills. 
TV and radio stations would go off the air to 
deprive incoming missiles of a homing 
beacon. I heard Dad coming in the door. I 
ran to the living room in time to see my 
parents in each other's arms. Mom was very 
concerned — and Dad was saying, "It's a 
hurricane." Just then, the power went off.  

This all fit together in my head. TV 
stations off, power off, huge winds. And 
Dad used an unfamiliar H-word.  

Hurricane? Hydrogen bomb? I didn't 
know much about either one, but the trees 
outside were bending over in the hard 
winds, just like in those TV shows telling 
about the effects of a nuclear blast. I asked 
my parents if the Russians were attacking.  

"No," Dad said. "A hurricane is just a 
big thunderstorm. It will last all evening."  

That wasn't much help. 
Thunderstorms are very rare in Washington 
State. I wasn't familiar with them. My sister 
Donna was visibly upset, and my parents 
looked nervous. I did the "duck and cover" 
move — crawling under the keyboard of our 
piano and pulling the bench in close for 
protection.  

We pulled the curtains over the 
living room window and pushed Dad's big 
recliner against it to brace the glass. Donna 
and I took turns sitting in the chair to hold 
it against the window. We could feel the 
buffeting of the wind — the chair was 

moved by the wind's force. The 100-foot 
Douglas fir trees started falling with an 
awful screech-crash-thump. Dad peeked out 
the window and he saw the power line 
towers fall into the Columbia River with a 
shower of sparks. They connected 
Vancouver and Portland with the 
generators upriver at the Bonneville Dam.  

My family often sang quartets in 
church, so we kept ourselves calm that the 
evening by singing familiar hymns. When 
we finished one song, one of us would start 
something else. I led out on "The Lord's 
Prayer." That's a tricky bit of singing, but I 
already knew it by heart.  

We made it through that evening, 
going to bed by candlelight when things 
calmed down close to midnight. The next 
morning was calm, but the neighborhood 
was a mess. House damage was relatively 
minor, but there were hundreds of those 
huge fir trees down everywhere. The power 
was off for four days, and the phone didn't 
ring again for more than a week.  

Once the power came on and we 
thought the worst was over, we were 
watching TV and discovered that we were in 
the midst of the Cuban missile crisis. The 
Russian ships were approaching Cuba, and 
the U.S. Navy was forming a blockade. U.S. 
President Kennedy and Russian Premier 
Khrushchev were eyeball-to-eyeball like two 
gunslingers at the OK Corral, and the 
triggers were attached to global destruction. 
We all stood to die, soon. 

We had a lot of serious family 
discussions over the next couple of weeks. 
We prayed a lot, talked through hard 
realities over the dinner table, and our folks 
included Donna and me in this adult-level 
discussion. We did some "what if" planning 
— and soon realized that we were helpless 
in the face of atomic weapons. There was 
nothing left to do but trust God and cling to 
Jesus.  
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By the end of October, the Russians 
and the Americans took a deep breath, 
stepped back from the brink, and we all 
breathed a little easier.  

A week after that, on November 6th, 
we had an earthquake. It was 5.2 on the 
Richter scale, centered just a few miles from 
our house. The oven door fell open. Pictures 
went cockeyed on the walls. Dishes rattled. 
Books fell off shelves. The house rolled like 
a ship in high seas. I was forced to conclude 
that nothing was solid, safe and secure in 
this life.  

During this terrifying five-week 
stretch in October and November 1962, I 
turned eleven years old. An old gent in our 
church died of a heart attack. He was in his 
sixties. And I was struck by how fast life was 
going. I was already a tenth as old as he 
was. I felt like my life was just beginning, 
while his had just ended. But I knew that 
mine had nearly ended, too, during the 
hurricane, war threat, and earthquake.  

We were all pretty jittery for a while. 
But we went on with our lives, assuming 
that there was still something left to live for. 
I learned the Morse code, cooked meals for 
other Boy Scouts over a campfire on the 
slopes of Mount Saint Helens, and went on 
to get my ham radio license. I also somehow 
survived the day when Mary Jo made it 
clear that she despised me.  

By the way — we went through a 
near-total solar eclipse in June of that same 
year. I guess that was the "warm up act" for 
all that followed. These events, taken one at 
a time, are unsettling. Lumped all together, 
they were overwhelming. Then again — we 
realized that it was survivable. I learned the 
value and comfort of prayer, singing God's 
praises in the face of horrible 
circumstances, and resting in the 
Everlasting Arms of Jesus Curt’s remarks 
appear in the MennoNet and the Warwick 
Tide. (Photos of house & ration card below). 
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Stan Nickel is an “FAA” Certified Pilot 

That (or something like it) is my title, and is one shared by over 50,000 other people in the US. 
Probably 100,000 by now,--it's a very fast growing area. The use of drones has grown from a 
hobby with toy drones to an industry with highly sophisticated civilian and military drones. 
Prices of civilian drones range from under $100 to $100,000+. The highest price I've seen is 
over $31,000. 

My personal journey in this area began when I was in middle school and read books about 
flying. I think the first book was “Week-End Pilot”. I was fascinated with flying and wanted to 
be a pilot. I read books about fighter pilots, and thought that would be a career I could really 
enjoy. My Mennonite background caused some real dilemmas there, but if I had the chance to 
be a jet fighter pilot and had to choose? Well... 

No problem though, I was born hearing challenged and had very poor eyesight. Even so, when I 
was. In college I took the medical exam for airmen to settle that problem once and for all. The 
flight surgeon told me it was impossible for me to ever be certified as a pilot of any kind. I 
wasted my money on that doctor's appointment. It was expected. 

A new day has dawned. It is now possible to fly a plane without any medical exam. The 
classification is “sports pilot”. All that requires is that one has a driver's license and passes a 
written test and flight test. The cost of doing those things is out of sight, however. Besides that, 
I am getting along in years and my balance is getting poorer and poorer. Other physical 
challenges present themselves as well. Out of the question. 

Then came the drones. Flight at last. In August 2016, the FAA created a category called Part 
107 Remote Pilot with some very simple requirements. All one has to do to be a certified 
remote pilot is to memorize the 764 pages Aeronautical Information Manual and the 470 page 
Pilot's Handbook of Aeronautical Knowledge, pass a 60 question test with a 70% or better 
score, pass a TSA background check and one is good to go. No flight test required. No medical 
exam required. 

Ooookay. So I started reading and decided that there is no way I can both of those books and 
stay sane. There has to be a better way. After all, the Part 107 Knowledge Test only has 60 
questions. This is not a Ph.D. prelim where you are expected to remember everything you 
learned since you were born. It is only 60 questions. 

I shopped around the internet and found out that there are probably dozens of online training 
programs and on-site schools as well that teach the topics needed to pass the exam. I settled on 
UAV Coach, which was a bit pricey compared with some of the free and very low cost online 
training courses. 

The UAV Coach course was, in my mind, outstanding. The technical staff and presenter were 
quite outstanding and would answer questions by email on any topic related to the course. 
They had a very methodical approach to teaching about aviation weather, aeronautical charts, 
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drone law, etc. I was able to complete the course in 30 days. I did study intensely for the better 
part of the 30 days. I made the appointment for the exam on day 31 and went to Hanover 
County Airport to take the test. I passed with a 90% score. I was very happy. I'm 73 and still 
could make my brain work! I am now a FAA Part 107 Certified Remote Pilot. 

What next? Well, technically I could take a job with a company that uses drones. Or, I could 
start a business doing surveys for farmers, forestry, etc. There is also a category for those who 
take pictures for real estate. That requires 50 hours of training to get a certificate from the 
realtor's association. I'm not sure exactly who does what there—it is not FAA based. Lots of 
things I “could” do. However, life gets in the way. My age is catching up with me, and physical 
problems pop up here and there. I'm scheduled for a major remodeling job on my starboard 
side. Shoulder surgery for rotator cuff tears happened in August and partial knee replacement 
will happen some months later. Both require a lot of recuperation time. Months and months. A 
year?  Just as my remote pilot career was taking off... Life happens. (See photo below). 
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The Parable of the Good Samaritan— Luke 3:10 

29 …. {The expert in the law} asked Jesus, “And who is my neighbor?” 

30 In reply Jesus said: “A man was going down from Jerusalem to Jericho, when he was 

attacked by robbers. They stripped him of his clothes, beat him and went away, leaving 

him half dead. 31 A priest happened to be going down the same road, and when he saw the 

man, he passed by on the other side. 32 So too, a Levite, when he came to the place and 

saw him, passed by on the other side.33 But a Samaritan, as he traveled, came where the 

man was; and when he saw him, he took pity on him. 34 He went to him and bandaged his 

wounds, pouring on oil and wine. Then he put the man on his own donkey, brought him to 

an inn and took care of him. 35 The next day he took out two denarii[e] and gave them to 

the innkeeper. ‘Look after him,’ he said, ‘and when I return, I will reimburse you for any 

extra expense you may have.’ 

36 “Which of these three do you think was a neighbor to the man who fell into the hands of 

robbers?” 

37 The expert in the law replied, “The one who had mercy on him.” 

Jesus told him, “Go and do likewise.” 

 

Looking ahead to the 2018 winter quarter issue—We will feature articles on what our 
members did growing up, or currently did during the holidays. Also, we are looking for 
commentaries on books people read or shows they saw over the holidays. Another section will 
feature the activities people age sixty and up are involved with. If you see any interesting event, 
please take a picture of it, write up a description, and send it to Murray or Tina by January 5. 

The MennoNet is The Newsletter of First Mennonite Church of Richmond, VA. Murray Ellison 
(bluemur@verizon.net) and Tina Eshleman (teshleman@comcast.net) are the Editors. Please 
feel free to share your ideas, articles, and digital photos with us. Our church’s address is 601 E. 
Parham Road. Submit article ideas to the Editors and Church Questions to: 
secretary@firstmennonitechurch.org.  Our phone number is 804-264-3200. 


