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Floyd Robert Lapp

Obituary of Floyd Robert Lapp
Floyd Robert Lapp, 89, of Canby, Oregon passed away peacefully on
Tuesday April 19, 2022 at Hope Village Care Center.
Floyd was born in Creston, Montana on August 14th 1932 to Frank and
Lena Lapp. He was the youngest of 11 children and raised on his parents
farm in Columbia Falls, Montana. He worked on the family farm and at a
local saw mill as a young man. Floyd attended Hesston College where he
met the love of his life; Claudia Kropf. They were united in marriage on
June 6, 1954 at Zion Mennonite Church in Hubbard, OR. They were
blessed with four children, Douglas, Randal, Scott and Kristine.
Floyd and Claudia lived in Goshen, Indiana for a few years where Floyd
attended Goshen College to complete his bachelor’s degree in education.
He also earned his master’s degree at University of Oregon. Floyd and

Claudia settled in Molalla, Oregon. They owned a small farm where they
continued to raise their children along with sheep. Floyd worked as a
teacher, principal and superintendent of 91 school in Hubbard, Oregon for
over 30 years. Education was a very important part of Floyd’s life.
Floyd was an avid fisherman and storyteller. He also enjoyed collecting
Native American artifacts, marbles and rock tumbling. Mostly he enjoyed
spending time with his family and friends as much as he could. His love for
the Lord was very evident in his life. He was actively involved at Zion
Mennonite Church. He truly was a disciple of Christ and always shared the
word of the Lord with others.
Floyd is survived by his wife Claudia (Kropf) Lapp of Canby, OR. Sons,
F.R. Randal (Carol) Lapp of Canby, OR, Scott (Denise) Lapp of Canby,
OR, daughter, Kristine (Michael) Hansen of Aurora, OR and daughter in
law Sharon Lapp. Nine grandchildren, Tyler (Emily) Lapp, Tigard, OR, Katie
Lapp, Wilsonville, OR, Candice (Mitchell) Swee, Columbia, MO, Timothy
(Kaila) Lapp, Molalla, OR, Justin Hansen, Itujába, Brazil, Bradley Hansen,
Aurora, OR, Brant (Hannah) Lapp, Wilsonville, OR, Courtney (Jonathon)
Gengler, Tigard, OR, Josie Lapp, Canby, OR. Six great grandchildren,
Hayden and Hayley Lapp, Trexton, Brooklyn and Wrenna Lapp, Evelyn
Swee. Floyd is preceded in death by his parents, 10 siblings, son, Douglas
Lapp, daughter in law Trudie Lapp and granddaughters Jessica and Amy
Lapp.
Memorial service in honor of Floyd will be held at Zion Mennonite Church in
Hubbard, Oregon on Friday, April 29th at 11am. Light lunch to follow
service.
To send flowers to the family or plant a tree in memory of Floyd Lapp,
please visit Tribute Store
Memorial Service
11:00 am
Friday, April 29, 2022
Zion Mennonite Church
6124 S. Whiskey Hill Rd
Hubbard, Oregon, United States
https://www.legacy.com/us/obituaries/name/floyd-lapp-obituary

Sheila Daniels
Rest in Peace, Dear Mr. Lapp. My seventh grade teacher, the
man who trusted me enough to give me my first teaching job.
Here we are at my retirement party.
— at Whiskey Hill.

L→R: Ken Beachy, Paul J. Wigowsky, Floyd Lapp, Sheila
Daniels, Ron Camp, Clark Hansen

Paul J. Wigowsky
I learned yesterday that my former superintendent, Floyd Lapp, passed
away. Condolences to the family. Floyd Lapp gave me the teaching job
back in 1976 that led to a great career at 91 School (Canby School
District). RIP, Floyd! The teaching job he gave me was working with the
Russian Old Believers in the school district. As such, I was also a liaison
person in the school because I knew their language and could
translate/interpret whenever and wherever needed. Floyd and I traveled to
several migrant conferences together, and we also traveled to the Old
Believers homes to register their children for school. But that's another
story, part of which is written in the book I wrote and published [Freedom
for an Old Believer http://wigowsky.com/fob/FOBbook.pdf], in which Floyd
Lapp is featured as the school director in Ch. 19, pages 215-225.

Several pages from yearbooks that I saved – featuring Floyd Lapp on the
Support Staff pages. He was first (top, left).

Yearbook 1977-78

1978-79

1979-80

1982-83

A rare photo of Floyd Lapp in his office. The second photo shows students
listening to morning announcements over the intercom from the office of
Floyd Lapp.

Yearbook 1979-80

[Freedom for an Old Believer http://wigowsky.com/fob/FOBbook.pdf], in which Floyd Lapp is
featured as the school director in Ch. 19, pages 215-225. His alias in the book is Don
Christianson. The story is based on real facts and events that happened at 91 School.
Names were changed to protect identities.

Chapter 19 -- "Saints Peter and Paul"
In a certain town near Woodburn named X. on the summer holyday commemorating the great
apostles of Christianity, Saints Peter and Paul (June 29 O.S. / July 12 N.S.), a family of twelve
named Eroseff was moving from a tiny trailer home in Mt. Angel to a roomy berry farm. The father
Efrem and his wife Vera had left the youngest children with Zinaida Velikov, who was Vera's
sister, while the older children Alex, Feodora, Evdokeya, and Nikita helped with the moving. Ivan
and Nikolai came with their pick-up truck to help move the furniture and belongings.
"You got yourself a nice berry farm," said Ivan to Efrem as they carried the large sofa into the
old farm house. "How many acres of berries do you have?"
"I have ten acres of berries," answered Efrem. "And there's another five acres where I want to
plant cauliflower for a fall harvest."
"You have a lot of work cut out for yourself," said Ivan.
"My oldest boy Alex helps me with the heavy stuff," said Efrem. "You know, I've been working
for ten years now, ever since we came from Brazil in 1967 and were given that tiny trailer home
to live in. I admit that we're still poor, but at least now we don't have to go running from farm to
farm to pick berries, cauliflower, and strawberries to make a living like we used to before. Last
year, Vera and Feodora even worked in the hop fields while Evdokeya took care of the children at
home just so we could get the rest of the money that we needed for a down payment on this farm.
But this year she just recently had our tenth child, and she's nursing it and isn't able to work in the
fields yet."
Efrem kept talking rapidly about his many problems. Nikolai was helping Alex and Nikita
unload the kitchen table and chairs. The girls, Feodora and Evdokeya, were unloading boxes of
clothes and kitchen utensils. Vera was carrying the crying newborn baby, Anatolia, and trying to
put her to sleep so she could help put the things in their right places. Zahar, Evlampy, and Ignaty,
the three younger boys, were chasing the chickens and roosters that the former owners left behind.
Seven-year-old Domna was holding her little one-year-old sister in her arms. Zinaida had brought
the kids back.
After the first pick-up load was unloaded, Ivan, Efrem and the older boys went for the second
load while the women and children stayed behind to put things away and to play on their new farm.
Masha dropped by to visit the new neighbors.
"You don't live too far from us," said Masha, who had brought her three children along with
her. "It took me only five minutes from our house."
"There's more Old Believers around here than where we lived in Mt. Angel," said Vera, who
was still trying to quiet down the unruly infant. "Domna, go tell Feodora to put Ksenia to sleep."
Domna listened to her mother.
"It's a nice district from what I hear," said Masha after Domna went up the back stairs and into
the house. "The only things is that they don't teach Russian in the school in your district like they
do in our school district in Marion County."
"I guess it's because we're in a different county," said Vera.

"My Ustina comes home and tells me that the bilingual teachers in her school teach Russian
because they believe the Russian children shouldn't forget their native language," said Masha.
"My sister Zinaida told me that the teachers in those schools are Americans, and they don't
speak clear Russian," said Vera.
"That's true," said Masha. "But they're trying to help our Russian people, and that's what counts.
It's so funny, but one of the men teachers started growing a beard and coming out to our church. I
think he wants to become an Old Believer. Our nastoyatel (minister) said he would baptize him
into our faith if he wanted to join us."
The women kept talking about school and about the teachers who were trying to educate their
children into the mainstream of American society. Meanwhile, the children had given up chasing
after the chickens and roosters and were playing a favorite game of theirs called 'Гуси/Goosie'
(Geese). Ustina wanted to play the role of the farmer's wife. Pasha was chosen to act as a mean,
vicious wolf. Luba, Ignaty, Evlampy, and Domna played the part of the geese.
"Гуси, гуси/Goosie, goosie" (Geese, Geese), yelled Ustina. The geese stood at the far south
end of the driveway.
"Га, га, га/Ga, ga, ga" (Ga, Ga, Ga), honked the geese in unison.
"Есть хотите/Yest' hotitye?" (Do you want to eat?) asked Ustina, the farmer's wife, who stood
close to the country road at the north end of the driveway beside the house.
"Да, да, да/Da, da, da" (Yes, yes, yes), answered the geese hungrily.
"Хлеба с маслом/Hleba s maslom?" (Bread with butter?) asked the farmer's wife. Ustina
gestured dramatically with both arms held out to the sides in dismay.
"Нет, нет, нет/Nyet, nyet, nyet" (No, no, no), screamed the geese angrily.
"А чего/A chevo?" (Well, what then?) asked the farmer's wife. Ustina gestured dramatically
with both arms held out to the sides in dismay.
"Конфет! Конфет!/Konfet! Konfet!" (Candy! Candy!) responded the hungry geese.
"Ну, летите как хотите/Nu, letitye kak hotitye" (Well, come fly here if you want it), said the
farmer's wife. She waved for them to fly to her.
"Серый волк под горой не пускает нас домой/Seriy volk pog goroy nye puskayet nas domoy"
(The gray wolf near the hill won't let us come home), cried the geese in anguish. Pasha, the wolf,
peeked out from behind an apple tree.
"А что он там делает/A shto on tam dyelayet?" (And what is he doing there?) asked the
farmer's wife.
"Зубы точит, нас есть хочет/Zubi tochit, nas yest hochet" (He's sharpening his teeth; he wants
to eat us), answered the geese in a shaky voice. Pasha, the wolf, grinned from behind the apple tree
and showed his sharp teeth.
"Ну, летите как хотите/Nu, letitye kak hotitye" (Well, come fly here any way you can), said
the farmer's wife.
The children started running down the driveway to the farmer's wife, flapping their arms like
goose wings. Suddenly, Pasha, the wolf, leaped from behind the apple tree and started chasing the
geese. The geese ran as fast as they could. He caught three-year-old Ignaty, who was the slowest
in the group. Pasha pretended to gobble Ignaty up by biting softly on his captured right arm. Then
the game was repeated until all the geese were captured.
Zahar, who had been kicking a small round disc with twine splayed out in all directions from
the center for about two inches, stopped to watch Pasha try to catch Domna, who was the fastest
runner. After Domna was captured, Ustina asked Zahar if he wanted to be the wolf.
"No, that's for babies," answered eight-year-old Zahar. "This is for big kids."

He showed his djonza and threw it up in the air and then kicked it with the side of his left foot,
then with the inside of his right foot, then over the top of his head with his left foot, and finally
high into the air with a jumping kick with his right foot.
"Show-off," said Ustina as she walked away with Domna to play a girls' game.
By the end of the day the Eroseff family was moved in. Now the hard work of managing a farm
began. By harvest time the able-bodied workers were all out in the berry fields walking up and
down the rows picking Marion berries and loganberries. The picking continued on into September,
when school began.
"It's time to get the children into school," said Don Christianson, the school director, two weeks
after school had begun and the children had not registered yet. He brought a Russian interpreter
with him. John Beliy, the Russian interpreter, was a new bilingual teacher at the school.
"We're sorry we haven't sent the children to school, yet, but we can't afford to hire Mexican
laborers like other farmers," apologized the heavily-bearded Efrem as he continued to pick the ripe
purple berries with his stained hands. Efrem worked in old baggy pants and in an American shirt
with long sleeves. A baseball cap covered his short black hair.
"The Oregon state law demands that all school-aged children must be in school or else they're
considered truant," explained the stern law-abiding school director. "You Old Believers must learn
to live by the same laws that we Americans have to."
"I have ten children, and I don't have a steady job," explained Efrem in his defense. "We are in
debt for the old pick-up truck that I made a small down payment on so I could have something to
transport the berries to Smuckers. My wife can't help out here because she has three little ones in
the house to take care of. One of them is only four months old."
"Mr. Eroseff," said Mr. Christianson after the interpreter translated the long speech back to the
school director, "there are many other people who have similar problems, but that still does not
excuse them from sending their children to school when school starts. That's the law."
"I'll send the younger children tomorrow," said Mr. Eroseff. "They're not much help anyway.
But I'll need the older three for at least another week until the harvest is over. I can't do it by myself.
You must understand that."
"Why don't you send all the children in tomorrow and get them registered," said Mr.
Christianson in an attempt at a decent compromise, "and then you can keep the children home
maybe two or three days out of the week. We need them registered because funds for the children
aren't generated until they're registered."
The father acquiesced and the next day he brought all six school children into the office to
register them into the school district. John Beliy, the new bilingual teacher, filled out the forms for
the children and took them to their classes. The youngest student, Domna, was taken into John
Beliy's readiness class, where other Old Believer children were taught to speak, read and write the
American language.
During class time Domna Eroseff struggled with the rest of the Russian-speaking children to
pronounce American words, something they weren't used to because the Old Believer parents did
not permit their children to speak 'по-американски/po-amerikanski' (American) at home. When
the children were asked to clap in rhythm to "The Farmer in the Dell," Domna spoke up without
hesitation.
"We're not supposed to clap our hands," said round-faced Domna boldly. "Это грех/Eto grekh"
(It's a sin).
"Why?" asked Mr. Beliy, who was unfamiliar with Old Believer ways.

"When you clap your hands, you're slapping God in the face," explained Domna in a child-like
way, full of faith and simplicity.
"You're not supposed to snap your fingers, either," added David, a skinny boy with a crooked
jaw.
"Why?" asked Mr. Beliy again. He gave up teaching the regular lesson in exchange for learning
some Old Believer culture from the children.
"Because when you snap your fingers you're pinching God," explained David.
"No, that's not true," interjected Iriney, who had a dimple in his right cheek when he smiled.
"When you snap your fingers you're helping the бесики/besiki (little demons) chop down trees
and пакостить/pakostit' (do mischief)."
"Also, when you rock your legs up and down while sitting, it means you're rocking a
бесик/besik (little demon)," said Vassa, a little girl with a Chinese appearance to her round brown
face.
"My mother said that if you whistle in a house where there's ikons, then you're calling the
бесики/besiki (little demons)," said Lydia in a slow, carefully thought out manner. She was the
neatest dressed girl in the class.
The discussion of besiki ended when it was time for recess. The Old Believer children played
mostly with their own kind, except when it came to the merry-go-round. That's when they played
with the Americans--but in a competitive way.
"Iriney, come help us push the Russian way!" called David. He was trying to push clockwise
against several American boys.
"Jason, come help us push the American way!" called a boy from the opposing side. He was
pushing counter clockwise.
The see-saw battle lasted for the duration of the recess. First the American side would be
winning, and the merry-go-round would spin against the direction of the sun. Then the Russian
side would be winning, and the merry-go-round would rotate in the same direction as the sun. The
game ended when the teacher on recess duty blew the whistle for the children to go back to class.
Back in class the Russian children continued to teach Mr. Beliy all about their Old Belief.
"Do you know that if you poke a fork into a roll of dough you're poking the sharp object into
God's body?" asked Iriney.
"Do you know that Hristos is really fire, but when he comes on Judgment Day, he'll be able to
take any form he wants?" asked Vassa.
"Do you know that when it rains it's the Bogoroditsa (Mother of God) crying?" asked David.
"Why is she crying?" asked John Beliy.
"Because God wants all Americans to be Russians, and the Bogoroditsa (Mother of God) cries
for them," said David.
Several weeks passed and the older daughter, Feodora, had not come to school, yet. When the
secretary looked at the record of absences and reported the truancy to the school director, the
director asked John Beliy to call the parents and find out why she still wasn't in school. The mother
answered the phone and reported that her thirteen-year-old daughter was sick.
Two more weeks passed. Feodora still had not come to school. And then a visit to the home by
Don Christianson and John Beliy revealed the truth: Feodora was not coming to school any more.
Her mother needed her at home to help with the children while the mother worked in the fields to
help the father with the cauliflower harvest.
"Why can't you let the older boy take care of the children?" asked Mr. Christianson through his
interpreter, Mr. Beliy.

"We don't feel it's proper to have boys take care of little girls," answered Vera, who had her
flowery scarf tied behind her head in a knot. Her hair was tucked underneath the scarf.
"It's your responsibility to send Feodora to school," stated Mr. Christianson. "And if you need
to find a baby-sitter, then that's your responsibility, too. But you can't deprive a child of its lawful
right to an education just because you need her as a baby-sitter."
"I thought there was freedom in this country," said Vera in a mournful voice. Her words were
left untranslated because Feodora interrupted.
"How come girls my age in other schools aren't forced to go to school?" asked Feodora in a
bitter voice. She stood beside her mother. Her scarf was tied under her chin.
"Feodora, what other school districts do is their business," explained Mr. Christianson. He didn't
need an interpreter to speak to her. "Besides, they're not following the law, which says that schools
can't legally excuse any child who has not completed the eighth grade or reached the age of
fourteen years old. And if you persist in breaking the law, then I'll have to send the truant officer
after you."
Two weeks later, after the truant officer brought a letter of warning of court action to the
parents, the father, Efrem Eroseff, came to the office to speak with Mr. Christianson. Mr. Beliy
was in the middle of teaching his students a Russian song for a first grade "International Day"
program, when he was called over the intercom system to report to the office. He left the
classroom in the hands of his capable aide. She led the children in singing:
"Пусть всегда будет солнце
будет небо

Пусть всегда
Пусть всегда будет мама
Пусть всегда буду я. "

"Poost' vsegda boodyet solntse
Poost' vsegda boodyet nyebo
Poost' vsegda boodyet mama
Poost' vsegda boodu ya."
(Let there always be a sun
Let there always be a sky
Let there always be a mother
Let there always be me.)
When John Beliy reached the office, Mr. Eroseff was sitting in a chair in Mr. Christianson's
office and waiting for the interpreter to arrive so that the communication process could begin.
"Mr. Beliy," began Mr. Christianson when all three men were seated, "you need to explain to
Mr. Eroseff that he and his wife are in danger of a court fine and a possible jail sentence if they
don't send their daughter to school. It's their legal responsibility to see to it that their children are
in school."
"Is there any way we can appeal to the school to free Feodora from compulsory school
attendance?" asked Mr. Eroseff in a plaintive voice. He felt that he had an ax to grind, and he
wasn't going to stop until his goal was gained. "We're only asking that she be allowed to help us
raise the children. The mother is suffering from a heart condition because of the heavy load that
she has to bear. She has to clothe, feed, and get the children ready for school, and she has to look
after the little ones. We're a poor family, but we work hard. We don't ask for welfare like a lot of
Americans do. We believe we must work for what we get, and besides, it's against our religion to
accept welfare."

"Mr. Eroseff," said Mr. Christianson after he listened carefully to Mr. Beliy's translation of the
long, mournful speech, "the best I can do for you is to tell you that you can try writing a letter to
the school board to see what they'll say about the matter."
The next day Mr. Eroseff brought a petition in handwritten form to the school. The letter was
translated and presented to the board at their next regular meeting. The request that the school
board "free our older girl Feodora from compulsory school attendance" and "help us in our
misfortune" was turned down because the school board reasoned they could not legally excuse a
child from school attendance. Only a judge could do that.
When the case was finally taken to court, Efrem and Vera asked their friend Andrey Ribrov to
speak for them before the district judge. His command of the American language was much better
than most of his fellow Old Believers, and he had even succeeded in becoming a naturalized citizen
of the United States after attending night classes for a year.
"Your honor," said Andrey Ribrov at the preliminary hearing. He stood up and faced the judge,
who was seated behind his high podium. Vera sat with her sleeping baby in her arms. Efrem sat
beside her. "The accused parents have explained to me, and asked me to relay their words to you,
that their children are beginning to value American morals and traditions more than our Russian
ways, and the parents do not like that. They teach their children all they need to know as far as
math, religion and Russian is concerned. And they feel their children do not need more than those
essentials in their Russian society."
After listening to Andrey Ribrov's speech in defense of the accused parents, the gray-haired
judge put his hands together and leaned forward in his chair.
"I cannot allow the parents to keep the children at home and away from school," began the
district judge in a stern, but just tone. "If I allowed one child to be excused from the compulsory
school attendance law, then I'd have to excuse every Tom, Dick and Harry that comes into this
country and feels that American education is not essential to their life. I would advise you this:
Try to get along with the law in the country to which you came voluntarily and with high hopes.
You may not think American education is the best thing, but your child is going to grow up and
live and work in America. They are going to have to learn to live with Americans."
Then the judge imposed the sentence--a day in jail for the parents for each day the daughter
does not attend school.
"If this is what they do in this country," said Vera when she got home, "then I'd rather go to jail
than send the children to school. If that's what they want to do, then let them come and get me and
the kids. They'll have to take the baby, too." She clutched the baby to her breast and cried.
"Vera, don't cry," said Efrem. "We'll move to another school district, or back to our old place."
"But we just bought this farm," cried Vera. "Where are we going to live? The old place was too
small. How will we live without the money we've been getting from this farm?"
"God will help us," said Efrem in a voice that saw little hope in anything else.
The newspapers began printing numerous articles about the case, and the elders of the Old
Ritualist Church of St. Nikola, the Uspenska Church and several other churches of St. Nikola came
forward to announce their disapproval of the Eroseff family and their refusal to send their children
to public schools. They unanimously supported public education, except for two subjects which
they considered to be contrary to scripture. Those two subjects were sex education and evolution,
and they requested that Old Believer children be excused from attending those classes. A few
staunch believers wanted to see their children excused even from music classes during their fast
days.

After discovering that even their own people had turned against them, Efrem and Vera called
Ivan and asked him to help them move back to the trailer home, which they had rented out to
Efrem's widowed mother. During the summer, on the holyday commemorating the Saints Peter
and Paul, they sold the farm and bought another one in another school district. By then Feodora
was fourteen years old and was no longer legally bound to the compulsory school attendance law.

[Note: This book was written as an education tool to help understand the Russian Old
Believers traditions, culture, and religion. It was written in novel form (i.e. fiction, or
historical fiction), but it was based on real events and stories that the author researched
extensively. This book would not have been possible if Superintendent Floyd Lapp had
not hired me as a teacher and liaison person at 91 School in 1976. Thanks, Floyd.]
wigowsky.com/fob/FOBbook.pdf (free copy of book)
https://www.amazon.com/Freedom-Believer-Paul-John-Wigowsky/dp/1450214460/

There is one memory that stands out for me in the Life of Floyd Lapp. It was a very
sad day in his life, for he had just lost his son’s wife and two granddaughters in an
accident that was caused by a DUI. When I walked into the memorial service that
was conducted at the Zion Mennonite Church, I heard a song that lives with me to
this day. The words, “You are standing on Holy Ground,” seemed to float from a
heavenly realm. I was transfixed by the solemn nature of the song and the large
audience who had gathered to mourn with Floyd Lapp and the family. It was a sad
occasion, and yet the words spoke of feeling a “holy presence” in the church, and
the firm belief that “there are angels all around.” The reassuring nature of the
words “peace of mind can still be found” swept through the crowd like a wave of
salvific grace. I still think of that moment when I walked into the church and heard
that song, and now I will always associate it with Floyd Lapp. Rest in peace, Floyd!

https://youtu.be/z6jARz5P_XM (You Tube -- Gaither Group sings
Holy Ground in Jerusalem)

This song was composed by Floyd’s grandson, Justin Hansen, who had traveled to different
parts of the world. For me, I was aware that Justin (a former student of mine) understood
the cultures of the people that he encountered during his adventures. The words in the
song testified to that: “Heavenly Father I pray that you will bless me this day . . . Heavenly
Mother I sing praise of the wisdom you bring.”

During the service, Randy Lapp told the people that “Floyd was the pillar of
our family.” Candice, the grand-daughter, shared that after church they
went to the Gold Dragon restaurant in Canby. There were also anecdotal
stories about Floyd and his love of fishing. The eulogy by Pastor Jana
Gingerich included a rare note from Floyd to one of his grankids about
reading the Bible, and several of Floyd’s favorite verses were shared: Job
22:22, Psalm 119:11, Col. 3:16, and 2 John 2:5.
There was a reading from Psalm 103, which included the verses:
14

For he knoweth our frame; he remembereth that we are dust.
As for man, his days are as grass: as a flower of the field, so he flourisheth.
16
For the wind passeth over it, and it is gone; and the place thereof shall know it no
more.
17
But the mercy of the LORD is from everlasting to everlasting upon them that fear him,
and his righteousness unto children's children;
18
To such as keep his covenant, and to those that remember his commandments to do
them.
19
The LORD hath prepared his throne in the heavens; and his kingdom ruleth over all.
15

And a reading from 1 Thessalonians 5:9-10:
9

For God hath not appointed us to wrath, but to obtain salvation by our Lord Jesus
Christ,
10
Who died for us, that, whether we wake or sleep, we should live together with him.

Zion Mennonite Church, Hubbard, Oregon

Burial place of Floyd Lapp, in the cemetery next to the Zion Mennonite
Church.

Heading down to the Fellowship Hall after the Memorial Service for food
and fellowship.

Three teachers who were hired by Superintendent Floyd Lapp: Sheila
Daniels, Paul J. Wigowsky, and Kathy Valdez.

Also, teacher Sarah Prasoloff with Kathy Valdez.

Russian-Ukrainian friends who knew Floyd. Boris Prasoloff was Floyd’s
fishing buddy. Boris spent many days fishing with Floyd, Leroy, my brother
Adolf, Tom Gingerich, and many other enthusiasts of catching “the big
one.” Salmon fishing at Drift Creek near the Mennonite Camp was a
favorite place that Floyd shared with only close friends.

Gone Fishing (poem by Delmar Pepper)

Gone Fishin'
I've finished life's chores assigned to me,
So put me on a boat headed out to sea.
Please send along my fishing pole
For I've been invited to the fishin' hole.
Where every day is a day to fish,
To fill your heart with every wish.
Don't worry, or feel sad for me,
I'm fishin' with the Master of the sea.
We will miss each other for awhile,
But you will come and bring your smile.
That won't be long you will see,
Till we're together you and me.
To all of those that think of me,
Be happy as I go out to sea.
If others wonder why I'm missin'
Just tell 'em I've gone fishin'

