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GREETINGS FROM THE PRESIDENT

We hope the newsletter brings
pleasant thoughts and plans to your
stress filled days. Aren't we
fortunate to have a willing editor
like Mel Hemann!

The dry, cool air above the humid winds were welcome flights
this summer. Autumnal color should be providing additional
pleasures. The quality of each opportunity gets more value as we
grow older.

The years may blur by (like a low pass in a Mooney), but
Christian vision brings clarity to each day. Deo Gratias!

I hope each of you are well and flying safely.

Frank Nemmers



The above are the last pictures that pertain to the July Convention In
Anchorage. | thought it best not to share all of them with you at one time
but elected to leave the BEST till LAST.

Plctured above Is "YOURS TRULY" being HUSTLED at Sophie's Sourdough
Saloon In Anchorage. Life Is tough all over!!!

2. In addition to the exciting and tantalizing pictures above, this newsletier aiso
contains three interesting articles or letters, One is from Pat Patten in Tanzania.
John Herzog shares with us in another article his three and a half year struggle o
fly once again. We thank him for this information and his persisience.
Ho pefully it will give others hope. Lastly, Frank Nemmers shares his letter to
Bishop Tomvny Lobsinger in Whitehorse. (Incidentally, one or two others have

mentioned doing the same. A wonderful example of the brotherhood that exists
AMaRg s

3. We welcome to our midst three new members. Thomas De Young lefi
Army duty July 31, August 15 he reported to his home diocese, Grand
Raplds, Michigan and has been assigned to a parish in Grand Raplds. He
soloed In July of 1987 and plans to begin his Instrument training In his
new location.

While in Falrbanks, Blshop Mike Introduced us to his newesl pasior. Jim
Falsey comes from Michigan and has signed on for 5 years. He Is
presently assigned to Nome. Welcomse 1o both of you. ;

Our July Convention co-ordinator Is a private pilot and Anchorage’'s only
seminarian, Lee Walsh. Lee is currently pursulng his studies at the North
Amerlican College, 00120 Vatican Clty, EUROPE:
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E. Joann White

4157 Gosmas Drive
Anﬂhurage, Alaska 99517

Sepr. 19

Near Fatcher Mel,

This is a belared thank-you for your thoughrfulness in send-
ing more copies of the NAFP Mewsletter. What a great time it
was having vou here in July,

I'm sendlng back ta you the set af labels you had provided
earlier. T didn't have to use them and they'll probably come
in handy fer one of your mailings.

It was lucky you had the good weather fm July. August and
September were/are rainy. Every time it eclears enough to cut
my graes about 2 weaks have gone by and rhe grass is ashigh
as an elephanc's eve!

srchbishop and the priests of the archdiacese, plus a few
from Fairbanks, are on retreat this week south of Anchorage
at Alveska Ski resort. Archbishop Hunthausen {s cthe facilica-
tor for the retreat. One priest declinad to make the retreat
because of his presence. 5Sad.

The Russia ecumenieal center project is moving aleng rapidly.
Two weeks from now the Russian delegation comes to negotiate;
in November, probably, rhe Anchorage delegation will go to
Magadan for om-sight planning. It is busy here!

Lee Walsh is now at North American College in Rome. He sent
A very enthusiastic letter last week--likes it very much.

Hope vou'll find your way to Alaska again before too long.
In the meantime keep us all in your prayears——you are in ours.

Sincerely,

&
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EVENTS OF THE FUTURE

l}. MIDWEST REGIONAL. Flying Cloud Airport, Minneapolis. Monday, April
29 . Tour the WWII mnuseum, 21 restored apd all "flyable®™ planes.
Details will follow in a later issue. Mark it onm the calendar HOW,

g]- 1991 National Convention. St, Lounis, MO, July % & 106G, 19g9]1

3). 13992 Hational Convention. Frederick, MD. July 7 & 8, 1992,
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Rev,., Thomas J. De Young
654 Davis Ave. MN.W,
Grand Rapids, ML 49504-5149

—

Fr. Tony Gendusa, MSC
S5t. Stephan Church
ANIR-PENI Island WIP
FMR PC Rabaul

Papua, New Gulnea

Rev. Mike Rerin

Holy Cross Church

Box 2436

rittsbury, Texas 73686

Rev. Victor E. Langhans
Box 129
Frenchtown, MT 59834

Rev. Al Ruaschman
2415 Dixie Hwy
Ft. Mitchell, EY 41017-2336
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Bp. Thomas Lobsingel

5119 - 5th Ave.

Whitehorsae, Yukon Terr.
Y1a-1L5

{ Ganuany — March)

Rev. James E, Falsey
P.0. Box 101

Home, AK 997612

g0 7-443-5527

¢ of Address

Rev., Anthony Suellentrop
U35 La Salle (AGF-3)
FPO New York, NY 09577-3320

Rev. Joseph J. Weinzapfel
P.C. Box 3&7
Muenster, TX 76252

Rev, Stephen J. Wolan
Sacred Heart of Mary Church
175 Strocud Ave.

Weirton, WV 26062-3935

304-723-07013

Bev. Robert J. Zajdel
St. Margaret Parish

310 Man=field Ave.
Pittesburg, PR 15220-2902

Thomas GCeelan
921 12th 5t.
Boonce, 1A 50036~2245

{Octoben-Decemben !

{or]

MEL HEMANN
P.O. Box 309
Proston, |IA 52068
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BRIEFS FROM
HERE AMND
THERE

Saint Patrick Church

" 1427 Tanth Stres!
Navada, lowa

Dear Mel,

I thought I would wnte up my
struggle  for  recertification and
perhaps encourage some one through
the fwwsffgfr I? p;f:sevem with th?r
own struggle if t are present
medim!!ygguundei g d d

In the winter of 1986-87 [ noticed
that an irregular heantbet was being
expenenced more frequently. I finally
went fo a doctorearly in Lent in 1987.
He recommended that I wear a Holter
montior which puils on a very slow
moving tape m‘f that the heart does
over a 24 hour penod. | happened to
be wearing this al a very stressful
pansh council where I resigned and
walked out of the meeting. When the
tape was read in Des Moines the beats
per minute were around 175 My
doctor recommended a complete
checkup with Cardiologists in Des
Mormmes.  Their conclusion  was
intermittent atnal fibnllation, which is
one form the arrythmia take. They
satd it could be controlled through
medication, but [ would have to ge
hospitalized and have superision
bscause the possible side E{ fects could
be serious. I siopped smoking enroute
to the hospital at 3:30 and went into
the !m,ipita! on Easier Sunday, April
19, 1987, That was a memorable Holy
Week. I was in the hospital 40 hours
and the medicine seemed 1o work
except for bouts with either diarrhea
or constipation. That medicine was
diso pyramide.

-5—

This began a long period of
encountenng many different kinds of
medicine. As time went on, I gradualily
regressed back tto the old unevenness.
I never was inca pacitated at any time
and I continued to play racquetball
My third class medical needed to be
renewed in December of 1988 and 1
had a terrnible tempiation te not tell
the truth about being on any
medication. When [ told the examiner
about the armythymia medicine, all the
lights went on and the examiner said
he couldn’t centify but would send it
on to Okiahoma Enf His office nurse
said I might as weffvfarget about ever
Hying again. That was quite a
challenge

Whan I heard from the FAA they
said they wanted the results of a
Holter monitor, a stress test and an
evaluation from a cardiologist. 1 did a
ireadmill at the local hos p:Im' which Is
a satellite from Mercy and got
established with a new cardiologist
since my old one moved to Ohio, I dld
well with the treadmill and thought I
would be flying soon, but I flunked
the Holter monitor. It had all kinds o
blips and skips. I tried different levels
of the medicine with bleod tests each
time. Finally after an office visit to

the cardiologmsti in  May, he

recommmended that I be hospitalized
to start a new medication; this was
Cuinidine. After about 3 days, I went
home and everything was fine for
awhile, but then I was back to the old
unevenness. About this time, I heard



from the FAA who said they would
reconsider my applicaton  for
recertification if they had recent data,
Holter, etc., but I was so iregular
there was no way I could send them
anything. For a number of months 1
was more inleresied in survival than
flving again. I went into the hospital
again in October of 1989 and started
a new medicine again. This was
Tambocar. Before this admission, [
wore a monitor that looked like a
watch expansion bracelet. This was a
machine called Cardiocare. [t taped
for a minute, then I would call an 800
number in New York and play the
tape over the phone. If there was
anything unusual, they would call my
cardiologist in Des Moines. The first
day I had this machine, I taped 3
times and they called Des Moines
twicee Then there was  some
expenmenting with  combinations.
Often the New York monitonng would
indicate BPM's around 140 so then I
got some Lanoxin to slow ihings down
and then I got too slow. One of the
Holters that Fall indicated I got down
to 39 BPM one night while I was
asleep. Nothing seemed to be working

so I went into the hospital n
December. I was taken off everything
and staried on a new medication called
Cordarone at 1200 m.g for a daily
cost of $7. I had gone through just
about all the differens kinds of
medication and I got the impression
my cardiologist didn't have too many
opLons.

However, to make a Ion‘i_ story
longer, the Cordarone worked. It ook
3 months to, as they say, load the

system with periodic checks to see if

there were any side effects like liver
damage. Then I went back to dealing
with the FAA. I had appealed my
recertification denial and told them to
keep my file oper: until I finally fot
regqilated. They wanted a Holler
monitor on February 20, 1990 and it
went very well, Then in May I took an
EKG and a stress test and all the data
was sent to the FAA From other

encounters I knew I needed to keep in
touch often by phone. 10 days a fier
the data and test resufts were sent to
Oklahoma, I called to see what was
hap pening. After numerous attempis
to get through and being put on lon

holds, I discovered they had lost all
the data. I got some more copies sent
from Des Moines. Many more calls
and many more holds. One call that
involved about 4 minuis of talking to
a live person took 26 minutes of long
distance. Finally, late in June when [

called , the technician said my file
had gone upstairs to the DOCTOR. I
thought that sounded properly divine.

She said I should get a decision in
about 2 weeks. On June 26, I heard

from the FAA. The first paragraph
said, "Our review of your medical
records has established thal vou are
eligible for a third class medical
certificate." The second paragraph
said: "Enclosed is your medical
certificate." That short little sentence
capped about three and a half years
af mich stubborness and
determination, I made an
appointment for a BFR immediately.
The day I was supposed to go out
with the instructor I just did ground
school becaiise we had a 25 knot wind
and a temperature around 93. Then
the instructor was all booked for
charters so FINALLY on July 10 1
got checked out and am now flying a
rental Skyhawk from the Ames, IA
airport. It is just grand fo get up in
ihe air agamn.

{ sa aﬁ?thi& fo encourage you if you
are dealing with the FAA If you
think you are gqualified to fly, don’t
gve up. Use the phone a lot. Persist
with afl that bureaucracy. You, too,
can gel up in the air again - Stip ping
those surly bonds, I remain

Sincerely yours,




il Flying Medical Service T

P,0. Box 304%, Arusha, Tanzania, East Africa

4 April 1960
Doar Friends,

By the time you recveive this, Good Friday and Esster will most likely have cale
and gona. My omn Good Fridsy was 8 little early this year. I would share siome
parsgraphs Prom my pilot s log. Perhaps they will give you some mmall indioation of
& diffarent sids of our worx here.

I buried him in the little plot of land next tc the bansna trees behind my
house. He was, maybe, 12 years old. No one knew for sure. Him older brother, a
Maasai warrior, was afraid, not of dying, but of the dead bedy.

Wrapped only in a plain white smheet, we lowerad him into the soft voloaniec
earth, strangers till last night. We covered him with the dirt, snd didn’t even
know his name when we preyed a soft praysr to his God.

I have seern pecple dis hefore. Young cnes, old ones. It is impossible to liwe
in Africa for any length of time without feeling cloms to death -- not as a feared
stranger, but a sonstant companion on the way.

Only vesterday wmorning he was playing in the cattle corral bafore tha gate to
the village was cpensd. Before anyone lmew what had happerisd a lion Jmped cver tiw
fenice, snd, not sesing a gost or young calf nearby, and certainly feering for har
own lifa and the live= of her cubs, took the First living thing she could carry.

Her mouth Firmly now a part of the boy's waist she jumped over the nine foot high
thorn fence, warriors in fast pursuit.

She was terrifisd, no doubt. She dropped the boy on the other side of the
fence when she reslizad that with warriors only seconds sway she had to ohocse
between the boy or her own lifs.

The boy's family lives wiles from the bush hospital. Whert they arrived hours
later carrying him, théere was no doctor. HFe had gone to town, a day's drive auay,
to buy provisions. The sister-nurse did the best she could. Her best wasn't
‘enough. It was 4:45 in the afterncon when 1 received her radio call. "Can you come
right now? We won‘t be able to keep him slive till morning.”

I live 15 minutes from the =mall airport on the edge of Arusha tosm. In 20
minutes the plane was airborne, flying towards the sunset and many different kinds
of dangers: zebrss snd gazells —- beautiful during the day -~ desdly in the trilight
standing in the gras= on sn unlighted eirstrip in the deep bush. The plane sat dosn
safely just minutes before darimess.

We strapped the boy loosely onto the airplane’s strstcher and olippad the I1.V.
bottle to the shoulder harnesg. His brother sat beside him. We tock off hurriedly
into what remsinad of the twilight. Night comee quickly in Africa. Aand this night,
85 many others, had a beanty of its own, mixed inseparably with the urgenoy, the
fear, the smell of the blood-scsked sheet that shrouded a young barely breathing
body. %o many mixed images -- beauntiful, horrible.

Unless you have flowm in an African night you probably cannot appreciate the
thickness of the dark. With clouds covering moon and stars, there is no up or down.
Not even a single street light or solitery car’s headlamps to gignal the ground.
And in Africs the electronic navigation systeme which we take so much for granted
elsewhere, bow to the simple centuries-old maghetic CODPass gnd the pilot's watch
ticking swey the seconds. ._7_ |




Course set to 098 degrees. If sll does well, in B2 minutes our tires will
touch ground at Kilimanjaro Airport 124 miles swmy —— a full day's drive by Land
Rover. Often enough, things do not go =0 well. Kilimanjaro's radio and landing
lights could be out. If that’'s the case, we have enough fuel to make it to Nairabi,
snother hour-and-fifteen minutes away into the night that swallows everything.

It is like the first Good Friday. Who knows what surprises the next hours,
the next davs, might bring? A warrior, spear and short-sword at his side, so much
like the Roman centurion, sits next to the body of his young brother, neither able
to Bppreciate the excitement of a first Flight, or what will happen on the other
end .

The deep throaty growl of the powerful engine bites into the blackness outside.
The sound grasps my thoughts over and over again, forcing them to a different image,
the terror of another throaty growl hours before which deafened a small boy before
white teeth tore into dark flesh,.

Keep breathing. FEeep breathing. FKeep breathing.
I see the landing lights of Kilimsnjaro. We begin our descent.

‘I am hopeful. Not far from the airport is a major medical facility. In
fifteen minutes he can be in the hands of a good surgeon. All is going well —
until the last few seconds of our final approach. Suddenly, unexpectaedly, the boy
is racked with convulsions. A little like a God rudely tied to a cross so many
hundreds of years ago lies this boy strapped to a metal cross hurling horizontally
over a hindred miles an hour through space. There is nothing I can do except fly
that cross. I look at the older brother’s eyes as soon as we land. 1 see that he
had ssen =uch convulsions before in the dying gasps of a speared animal. His eyes
recognize what is happening just as surely as they scream: No! This is noi a wild
animal, it is my only brother!

Flying Medical Service has been in operation for seven years. With as many
emergencies as we have responded to, this i= the first patient to die on a flight.
The sirport security people are kind. Eilimsnjaro is an international airport.
They waive the formalities. Our Suzuki car is too small for us all. I 1ift the
lifeleas body wrapped in ite shroud onto the roof rack. The airport policeman helps
me tie it securely. We don’t have an ambulance. We get into the car. We say
nothing. We drive silently the 36 miles home.

Surely there will be an Easter one day. That is my hope. That even the sad
stories will one day end well.

In the midst of your own perscnal and community struggles in moving from Che
Good Fridays to the Easter Sundsys of life, my wishes for pesce in what you do, and
pany celebraticns of Faster in fthe days and years ahead.

Very special thanks to you for being mindful of the different struggles of
others, many thousands of miles away from your own.




1607 NORTH WEST STREET
CARROLL, IOWA 51401
712.792.9244

QCTOBER 1990

BiLshop Thomas Lobsinger.

DiLocese of Whitehorse
37119 5Sth Avenue
] Whi tehorse, Yukon Territory YIA-ILS

Greetings from Saint Lawrence Parish, Carroll, lowa,
Enclosed is a check for vour diocese, 1t comas
from a monthly second collection., This year beginning

in October we are sending this collection to your

dioccese, Use Lt for educaticnal needs or whatever.
I Last year we had adcpted a parish in Halti.

Accepting these special aild funds will be doing my
parishioners a favor. We need a breader vision of
the cbhurch.

With fond memories of the NAPP meeting in Anchorage,

I remain

Fraternally vours iLn Christ,

(::¥L§hﬁdé_ P 7errerielid —

Rav. Frank Nemmers




MIDWEST REGIONAL MEETING
October 8, 1990 HAMPTON, IOWA

o Tl

s T

"5?.
=3 I'.'h-\.

12 Midwest priest pilots gathered in Hampton, IA to
tour the vintage air museum of Ed Doyle. 16 years ago
he began collecting WW 1 memorablia. He now has
three authentically built planes of the era. A
SOPWITH CAMEL (below left), a SPAD (below right)
and 8 FOLLKER TRI-WING. The laiter has the

markings of the Red Baron's plane.

(Unfortunately 1 was not able to get
a picture of the TRI-WING). Due to
lack of space Ed is now confining
himself to collecting & rebuilding
engines and other pertinent items of
interest that make the small
museum an interesting and
enjoyable place to visit.

i§

It was a great day:.
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