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SUBTITLE

The Mennonite is the publication 
of Mennonite Church USA, which 
established three purposes for the 
magazine: to provide a forum for the 
voices within the denomination, to 
promote the ministries of Mennonite 
Church USA and to offer an editorial 
voice distinct from but collaborative 
with other leadership voices. The 
Mennonite (ISSN 1522-7766) is 
published on the first Tuesday of each 
month by the board for The Mennonite, 
Inc. Periodicals postage paid at Elkhart, 
IN 46517 and at additional mailing 
offices. Subscription rates for one 
year: $46 to U.S. addresses and $54 
USD to Canadian addresses. Group 
rates available. The views expressed 
in this publication do not necessarily 
represent the official positions of 
Mennonite Church USA, The Mennonite, 
or the board for The Mennonite, Inc. 
Scripture references are from the 
New Revised Standard Version unless 
otherwise noted.

Letters
This publication welcomes your letters, 
either about our content or about 
issues facing Mennonite Church USA. 
Please keep your letter brief—one 
or two paragraphs—and about one 
subject only. We reserve the right to 
edit for length and clarity. Publication 
is also subject to space limitations. 
Email to letters@themennonite.org 
or mail to Letters, The Mennonite, 
3145 Benham Ave., Suite 4, Elkhart, 
IN 46517. Please include your name 
and address. We will not print letters 
sent anonymously, though we may 
withhold names at our discretion.

Advent manifesto
Words are insufficient to express 
my gratitude for “Advent Manifesto: 
Does My Soul Still Sing?” by John 
Paul Lederach (December 2018). This 
deftly written, prophetic, provocative, 
promising, poetic piece is a sterling 
example of what Richard Rohr calls 
“nondualistic” thinking. Lederach’s 
wisdom, drawn from the well of a 
lifetime of pursuing peacemaking and 
justice building, combined with adept 
use of Haiku poetry, brings to the 
pages of The Mennonite fresh morsels 
of sweet and bitter tastes of reality, 
possibilities and welcoming. Rarely 
does one find such a masterpiece of 
challenge, boundary smashing and 
understanding in one manifesto.

His journey with his beloved spouse 
as they must walk along the path 
of an unrelenting disease process is 
enlightening, sad, beautiful and raw. 
With my own extended family in close 
acquaintance with Parkinson’s disease, 
his writing on this is helpful.

We are fortunate, indeed, to have John 
Paul’s prophetic voice among us. 

—Jep Hostetler, Goshen, Ind.

Pro-Israel lobbyists offer 
free trip to Congress reps
For 10 years, the American Israel 
Education Foundation, part of 
the American Israel Public Affairs 

Committee, has spent $12.9 million to 
fly more than 1,000 U.S. lawmakers and 
staff members to Israel. The goal is to 
promote American support for Israel. 
U.S. taxpayer-funded support already 
totals more than $10 million per day. 

A poll by If Americans Knew found that 
nearly 62 percent of Americans think 
we’re already giving Israel too much 
money, yet Congress is crafting a $38 
billion Israeli gift, the largest military 
aid package in U.S. history.   

U.S. media are focused on Russian 
foul play in our elections, but the 
Israel lobby has been influencing U.S. 
policies on behalf of a foreign country 
for years, with few legal consequences.  

A few politicians, aware of the 
facts about Israel-Palestine, are 
confronting the Israel lobby. New York 
Congresswoman Alexandria Ocasio-
Cortez has refused the AIEF freshman 
field trip. Michigan Congresswoman 
Rashida Tlaib, a child of Palestinian 
immigrants, alleges that AIEF shows 
only one side of the issue. She’s 
planning an alternative trip that will 
include, she says, “what’s happening 
to my grandmother and what’s 
happening to my family there.” 

What a scary thought for Israel and a 
beautiful one for justice if Congress 
could know and act on all the facts!

—Harold A. Penner, Akron, Pa.

 

With four siblings and spouses all 
resident at Greencroft Goshen, we 
relish the opportunity for conversation 
on important matters. Recently we 
pondered John Paul Lederach’s “Advent 
Manifesto: Does My Soul Still Sing?” 
Several of us found it a significant 
part of Advent: rereading, pondering, 
keeping it nearby for easy reference. 
Two of the four households are coping 
with Parkinson’s; John Paul’s references 
resonated with them.

We noted with appreciation these 
features of his manifesto:

• the freshness of language and 
style: contemporary, theological 
yet nontheological, speaking to 
those not accustomed to our usual 
theology-speak; 

• not dualistic, avoiding black-and-
white duality;
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• haiku popped up as a special treat;

• a new literary form offering a new 
possibility for us;

• the author’s honesty and 
vulnerability inspire us to cultivate 
those qualities.

Thanks to John Paul for offering us a 
warm fire to gather round on a cold 
winter day. The sparks will remain 
through 2019. And thanks to The 
Mennonite for publishing this piece. 
May we all “listen with the ear of the 
heart” to each other and to our inner 
voices.

—Edgar and Ethel Yake Metzler,  
Carl and Doris Gunden Metzler,  
Willard and Alice Metzler Roth,  

Jep and Joyce Metzler Hostetler,  
Goshen, Ind. 

Settler, racist, thief

On Jan. 20, I took in a multimedia 
presentation by Steve Heinrichs, a 
representative of Mennonite Church 
Canada and director of its Indigenous-
Settler Relations program. It helps 
Mennonite faith communities grow in 
their awareness of host peoples and 
nurture justice-based friendships. 

The presentation asked the audience 
to think about who do we identify 
as Mennonite/settler in a historical 
context, outlined some of the 
difficulties First Nations people have 
experienced in a colonized landscape, 
a stolen land, and challenged us to find 
ways to reconcile our relationship with 
First Nations communities. 

Once we reach the understanding that 
we Christian Mennonite settlers are 
benefitting from living on stolen land, 
we are closer to achieving some form 
of reconciliation, between Mennonites 
as a wayward people and their God. 
The covenant between Christian 
Mennonite settlers and God has been 
broken if the land was stolen, because 
the Christian God does not tolerate the 
injustice of living off the evils of stolen 
land. There is much reconciliation 
work to be done: first the vertical 
reconciliation between a people and 
God, then a lateral reconciliation 
between Christian Mennonite settlers 
and First Nations people.  

Until reconciliation begins between 
ourselves and the requirements of a 
just and loving God, we must change 
the adjectives describing our identity 
to Mennonite, settler, racist, thief and 
white supremacist. 

—Peter Reimer, Gretna, Manitoba 

Same-sex activity
It’s puzzling to see church leaders use 
the Grace and Truth statement to say 
they can show love to LGBTQ members 
without fully accepting them (Opinion, 
February).  

None of the parallels cited from the 
Bible are parallel, because none of 
the “racists, sexists, militarists and 
adulterers” is born that way. Even Jesus 
stated clearly what many making this 
argument refuse to admit:  “For there 
are some eunuchs who have been so 
from birth” (Matthew 19:12).

Yes, our LGBTQ brothers and sisters 
were born different; it’s how God made 
them. And to say there is “no trajectory 
of...change within the Bible” ignores 
the early church’s highlighting Philip’s 
acceptance of the Ethiopian eunuch in 
Acts 8.

Some years ago, I was excluded from 
the Mennonite congregation where 
I was a Bible teacher for voicing such 
acceptance. I was asked to sign a 
statement that said, “Homosexuality 
is a sin.” I left saying the same is true 
potentially of heterosexuality; each can 
be either a blessing or a sin. 

—James E. Metzler, Sarasota, Fla.

Lent begins on Ash Wednesday (March 6 this year) and leads up to Good Friday 
(April 19) and Easter (April 21). It can be a time of self-evaluation, renewal and 
recommitment to following Jesus. It can also be a time to reflect on God’s 
transcendence.

Reta Halteman Finger (page 10) combines a verse from John with her 
experience of her dying father to reflect on Lent. Regina Shands Stoltzfus (page 
14) encourages us to come to terms with U.S. racial history. Meghan Larissa 
Good (page 18) reflects on John the Baptist’s call to repentance in Mark 1. 
Karen Howard (page 22) tells a story to illustrate transcendence personified. 
Mark Schloneger (page 24) honors his late sister and how she forgave him. The 
editorial (page 40) is about grief and the healing love that can come.—Editor

IN THIS ISSUE
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Look for the next 
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Parents who faced 
deportation granted 
permanent residency
A mother and father who faced 
deportation after U.S. Border Patrol 
agents initiated removal proceedings 
at a Texas hospital have received 
good news.

In May 2017, Irma Francisca Quiñones 
and Oscar Enrique Sanchez took their 
then 2-month-old son to a hospital 
emergency room in South Texas, 
where they learned he needed to 
be transferred to Driscoll Children’s 
Hospital in Corpus Christi for 
emergency surgery. Quiñones and 
Sanchez told hospital staff they could 
not travel with their son because they 
were undocumented and would have 
to pass an immigration checkpoint 

News Briefs to reach Corpus Christi. These 
checkpoints are common in the border 
region and can be up to 100 miles 
north of the U.S.-Mexico border.

After Quiñones and Sanchez disclosed 
their immigration status, a hospital 
nurse contacted the U.S. Border Patrol. 
Agents came to the hospital, placed 
them under arrest and followed 
the ambulance in which Quiñones, 
Sanchez and their baby were riding 
to Corpus Christi. After arriving at 
Driscoll Children’s Hospital, while their 
son waited for surgery, Quiñones 
and Sanchez were taken to a U.S. 
Border Patrol station and processed 
individually for deportation. Two weeks 
later, they received their court date to 
begin deportation proceedings.

The case was particularly alarming 
because the actions of the U.S. 
Border Patrol agents violated their 
own policies restricting enforcement 
actions at “sensitive locations” such 
as hospitals, schools and places of 
worship.

“We became involved in this case when 
our partners at [Mennonite Central 
Committee] sounded the alarm about 

immigration enforcement happening 
in hospitals,” says Lisa Koop, attorney 
with the National Immigrant Justice 
Center. “We recognized that though 
the circumstances of Irma and Oscar’s 
arrest were egregious, they qualified 
for a defense against deportation that 
could help them finally regularize their 
status and gain permanent residence.

“Our legal team traveled to south Texas 
in December 2017 to put their case 
before an immigration judge,” says 
Koop. “The judge granted Irma and 
Oscar permanent residency through 
a form of relief called ‘Cancellation 
of Removal’ because she found that 
their children would experience 
serious hardship if their parents were 
deported,” Koop says.

—MCC

A new sense of  
hopefulness in Ohio 
Mennonite Conference
In late 2016, Ohio Mennonite 
Conference regional pastor Cliff 
Brubaker decided to hit the road. His 
plan was to visit every congregation 
in the conference, most of which are 
in Ohio, with a few in Michigan and 
Pennsylvania, in “a blitz of a tour.”

He visited and discussed the same list 
of questions with groups from each 
congregation that expressed interest 
during Ohio Conference’s 2016-2017 
Year of Covenant, an initiative to 
build relationships and trust among 
congregations, pastors and the 
conference, and to gather information 
to set the direction for the conference.

“By far the most common response 
was the need to learn how to make 
connections in the community in 
which the congregation is located,” 
Brubaker reports from his visits.

When tension rose in Ohio Conference 
in 2014 about the denomination’s and 
conference’s response to same-sex 
marriage, several churches switched 
their MC USA conference affiliation, 
and others left the conference and MC 
USA. Most churches remained.

The conference’s Leadership Team 
invited churches to participate in the 

Health care for the poorest in Haiti
Noel Derenis (center), who has major depression, stands outside her home 
in Lahoye, Haiti, with her team of community mental health workers Joseph 
Benissois (left) and Saint-Hilaire Olissaint. They work with Mennonite Central 
Committee partner Zanmi Lasante, which provides mental health services 
that have helped Derenis regain energy to care for her and her family.—MCC
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2016 Year of Covenant, which included 
a commitment for pastors and leaders 
from across the conference to attend 
regular in-person meetings.

The conference also had a 
simultaneous Year of Mission initiative 
led by a group of younger pastors 
who set out to “agitate and advocate” 
for intentional, missional work in local 
contexts.

At the 2017 Annual Ohio Conference 
Assembly, after the Year of Covenant 
and Year of Mission, delegates 
overwhelmingly voted on a “healthy 
budget” with the plan to spend into 
reserves, if necessary, to invest in 
missional work. Financial giving has 
since gone up, Brubaker says.

—Kayla Berkey

CPT endorses the 
International Sanctuary 
Declaration campaign
Christian Peacemaker Teams (CPT) has 
endorsed the International Sanctuary 
Declaration campaign, which “sets 
out basic principles of sanctuary 
necessary to respond to the global 
escalation of displacement and serves 
as an organizing tool, particularly in 
communities where there is hostility 
and an inadequate response to 
migrants.”

The Declaration is centered on the 
following key principles:

• Compassionate response: “We 
care deeply about refugee children, 
families and all migrants and we 
urge our countries to have open 
arms to protect them and preserve 
their human dignity. We reject 
detention of migrants as a violation 
of human rights and dignity.”

• Due process: “We advocate for 
fair and timely legal proceedings, 
competent legal representation 
and due process for children, 
asylum seekers and all migrants.”

• Family unity: “We uphold and 
respect the unity of families as a 
basic human right.”

• Restorative justice: “We desire 
revitalization and healing of our 

The Royal Treatment barbershop and salon opens
Senior Mark Loving III works on a temple fade for associate cross country and 
track and field coach Erick Camodeca during a special preview evening in The 
Royal Treatment, the new student lounge at Eastern Mennonite University, 
Harrisonburg, Va. The grand opening of the room, which includes amenities 
of a barbershop and salon, was Jan. 21, during the university’s Martin Luther 
King Day celebration.—EMU

borderlands, not militarization. The 
only long-term solution is a holistic 
approach that prioritizes safety 
and opportunity for migrants and 
addresses root causes.”

• Civil initiative: “As long as our 
governments are not adequately 
addressing these humanitarian 
crises, citizens have the right and 
responsibility to respond with an 
approach that follows the mandate 
to provide sanctuary when 
needed and, above all, to love our 
neighbors.”

—CPT

Fuertes and Neufeld  
Smiths receive AMBS 
alumni recognition  
Al Fuertes of Fairfax, Va., a professor 
with a focus on peacebuilding and 
conflict transformation in war zones, 
and Roger and Cynthia Neufeld Smith 
of Jackson, Miss., former pastors at 

Read longer versions of 
these and other articles at 
themennonite.org.

Southern Hills Mennonite Church in 
Topeka, Kan., are the 2019 recipients 
of Anabaptist Mennonite Biblical 
Seminary’s Alumni Ministry and Service 
Recognition. 

The Elkhart, Ind., seminary’s annual 
award honors alumni with an 
outstanding record of faithful ministry 
and service. Fuertes earned a Master of 
Arts: Peace Studies in 1997, and Roger 
and Cynthia Neufeld Smith earned 
Master of Divinity degrees in 1986 and 
1989, respectively. 

“This year’s award recipients represent 
the exemplary service we note in the 
ministry of so many AMBS alumni—
in congregational roles as well as 
academic, peacemaking and mission 
roles,” says AMBS Alumni director 
Janeen Bertsche Johnson.

—AMBS
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Percentage by which middle schoolers 
are less likely to be depressed if they 
live in an area with dense vegetation: 

19%
Estimated total number of trees that 

U.S. urban areas lose each year: 

28 million
—Harper’s

Tens of millions of people read 
BuzzFeed, Gizmodo, Slate and 
The New York Times monthly—
and every one of them that is 
not browsing at a public library 
or stealing WiFi is paying for 
the privilege. They’re just not 
paying the people who are 
making it.

—Alex Pareene, politics editor of Splinter

Chinese government 
closing churches, rewriting 
Scripture
China’s Communist party is 
intensifying religious persecution 
as Christianity’s popularity grows. A 
new state translation of the Bible will 
establish a ‘correct understanding’ of 
the text, according to a Jan. 13 article 
in The Guardian. Over the past year, 
local governments have shut hundreds 
of unofficial congregations or “house 
churches” that operate outside 
the government-approved church 
network. 

 —Religion News Service

50
people were killed by extremists in 

the United States in 2018, according 
to a report from the Anti-Defamation 
League’s Center on Extremism. Only 

one of those attacks was perpetrated 
by someone associated with a 

radical Islamist group.

—Religion News Service

No more plastic
Thornton Budgens, a north London 
supermarket, has become Britain’s first 
grocery store to introduce plastic-free 
zones. It converted more than 1,700 
product lines to nonplastic packaging 
and aims to be nearly plastic free in 
the next three years. Everything from 
vegetables to cheeses and wild game 
meat is for sale without plastic.

 —Christian Century

$4 billion
Reaped in government-funded tax 

breaks in 2018 by Verizon, which 
announced in January that it would 

cut approximately 800 jobs from 
its media division, which includes 

HuffPost, Yahoo News and AOL.

—cjr.com

40%
Earth’s oceans are warming up 40 
percent faster on average than a 

United Nations panel estimated five 
years ago.

—New York Times

Frugal and generous
Alan Naiman lived a frugal life: He 
wore old shoes held together by duct 
tape and drove jalopies. But when the 
Washington state social worker died at 
age 63, he left behind an $11 million 
estate—most of which he bequeathed 
to charities helping sick, poor and 
abandoned children. Naiman built his 
fortune by squirreling away money 
from his $67,200 salary, working 
side jobs and saving the millions he 
inherited from his parents. When he 
was diagnosed with cancer, he began 
researching charities to include in his 
will. “What a generous, loving man,” 
said Jessica Ross of Treehouse, a foster-
care group that received $900,000.

 —The Week
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CONGREGATIONAL SNAPSHOT

1

College  
Mennonite Church

1. On World Communion Sunday, the children prepare 
bread during children’s time. Photo by Dottie Kauffmann

2. Daniel Yoder, pastor for Christian formation,  and 
Talashia Keim Yoder, pastor for family ministry, 
baptize Cynthia McMullen. Photo by Dottie Kauffmann

3. The congregation kicks off its Anabaptist learning 
month with a special celebration service at Menno-
Hof in Shipshewana, Ind. Photo by Higinio Luna

4. The congregation acts out the Christmas story 
during its annual pageant. Photo by Higinio Luna

Goshen, Ind.

2 3

4
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OF TUNICS  
AND SHIRTS
Reta and her father read the 
Bible together in 1959. 

Photo provided by author
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BY  RE TA HALTEMAN FINGER

his was to fulfill what 
the scripture says, “They 
divided my clothes 

among themselves, and for my 
clothing they cast lots.”

—John 19:24

Tucked away on a shelf in my 
closet is a pair of men’s khaki 
trousers and an old blue shirt. 
I cannot look at them without 
a tear. They are the clothes my 
father was wearing the day he 
died. 

No one expected my 93-year-
old dad to die in workingmen’s 
clothes. My siblings and I had 
heard he was failing, so I hastened 
to Pennsylvania for a visit. He 
may have forgotten what time 
I was coming, but I found him 
dozing in his room in the nursing 
home, wearing a typical white 
hospital gown. He looked weak 
and wasted.

I asked Dad if I could read 
something from the Bible to 

T

him—the Bible that had been his 
constant companion ever since 
I could remember. He nodded, 
and I read from John 14: “I go 
to prepare a place for you….” 
But then we were interrupted by 
a nurse, who came in to place a 
patch on his back to help relieve 
the pain of the osteoporosis and 
arthritis that were immobilizing 
him. To place that pain patch on 
the right spot, the nurse had to 
ask him to sit up. As he did this 
for just a few seconds, I heard him 
cry out in pain like I’d never heard 
before. 

In past years, my father 
had suffered greatly because of 
crushed or broken bones from 
several accidents, but he seemed 
to endure them stoically, without 
complaining. I was not prepared 
for the cry of agony I heard 
that day. Heartsore for him, I 
eventually said goodbye, after 
promising to return after my work 
week. I reminded him that my 
sister Mary Ann was coming to 
visit later that day.

Mary Ann stayed for just a 
short time that evening but told 
Dad she would return in the 
morning. I heard nothing until 
the following evening, when Mary 
Ann called to tell me her story:

“I got back to his room about 
9 the next morning,” she said, 
“and I thought Daddy looked 

pretty good. He was wearing a 
shirt and pants instead of that 
old hospital gown. He said he 
had asked for help to get dressed 
because he wanted to look good 
for his visitor—me. We talked for 
a little while until the nurse came 
in to help me change his position. 
And then, as we rolled him over 
as gently as we could, he just died 
in our arms.”

Amid the relief I felt that his 
suffering was over, I thought 
about that old shirt and washed-
off khakis. What had it cost him 
to have a staff person help him 
put on his clothes so he could 
look nice for my sister? What even 
greater pain than I had seen must 
he have endured for love of her? 

 A Lenten 
reflection

What had it cost 
him to have a staff 
person help him put 
on his clothes so he 
could look nice for 
my sister? 

It is strange that I am writing 
about clothes. Dad wore his 
shirts until they were threadbare, 
and many of my clothes are 
hand-me-downs from friends or 
second-hand stores. But since 
my dying father’s clothes have 
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After retiring from 
teaching Bible at 
Messiah College 
in Mechanicsburg, 
Pa., Reta Halteman 
Finger serves as an 
adjunct associate 
professor of New 
Testament at Eastern 
Mennonite University 
in Harrisonburg, Va., 
and as a contributing 
editor at Sojourners 
magazine.

become precious to me, I have 
become more aware of Jesus’ 
final wardrobe. It is striking that 
all four Gospels refer to Jesus’s 
clothing: Matthew 27:36; Mark 
15:24; Luke 23:34; John 19:23-
27. All of them draw from Psalm 
22:18: “They divide my clothes 
among themselves, and for my 
clothing they cast lots.” Although 
the Gospel writers note various 
differing details about Jesus’ 
crucifixion, why do all four of 
them remember his clothing? 

John is the most precise: 
“When the soldiers had crucified 
Jesus, they took his clothes and 
divided them into four parts, one 
for each soldier. They also took his 
tunic; now the tunic was seamless, 
woven in one piece from the top. 
So they said to one another, ‘Let 
us not tear it, but cast lots for it to 
see who will get it.’…And that is 
what the soldiers did” (19:24-25).

From these references we 
often overlook, we can make 
some inferences. First, clothing 
was precious. Sheep had to be 
sheared. Flax had to be grown. 
Each clump of wool or flax fiber 
had to be spun into yarn and then 

woven together into wool or linen 
cloth and stitched by hand—the 
painstaking work of women. No 
doubt clothing was worn until it 
was patched, then finally worn to 
pieces. The soldiers who divided 
up Jesus’ clothes knew their 
value, no matter how dirty and 
bloodstained.

Second, victims of the Roman 
Empire were crucified naked, 
which—especially for Jews—
increased their shame. You will 
never see a painting or a crucifix 
of a naked Jesus, but that was the 
reality. Besides, why waste good 
cloth on a dying man? Take a 
gamble on that seamless tunic.

My third inference is the 
saddest of all. After John explains 
how Jesus’ clothes were divided, 
we read that “meanwhile, standing 
near the cross of Jesus, were his 
mother, and his mother’s sister…
and Mary Magdalene” (v. 25b). 
The male disciples had fled (Mark 
14:50), leaving faithful women 
to watch the last agonies of their 
beloved son, nephew and mentor. 
No one at that moment could 
have imagined a resurrection. All 
they might have hoped for was to 

take with them Jesus’ clothes as a 
remembrance. His mother Mary 
herself could have woven his 
tunic. What additional pain did 
it cause her to watch those rough, 
uncompassionate soldiers divide 
up her son’s last possessions and 
leave her with nothing?

And so I gaze up to the 
corner of my closet. I do have 
the last physical reminder of 
my father’s willingness to suffer 
one more time so that he would 
feel presentable to his visiting 
daughter. The blue shirt and worn 
khaki pants make Lent and Good 
Friday all the more poignant.

Reta’s father gathering eggs. 
Photo provided by author.

Reta’s father holding her sister, Mary Ann, in 1951. 
Photo provided by author.
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BLACK IN 
AMERICA

BY  REGINA SHANDS STOLTZFUS
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hen I was a kid 
growing up in Ohio, 
just about every 

summer our family loaded up 
the car for a trip down south 
to see relatives. Road trips 
then, as a Black family, meant 
strategizing around bathroom 
stops and meals along the way. 
As a child, I was oblivious to 
what my parents understood 
completely—not every place 
was safe for us. 

In 2018, many people seemed 
surprised to realize that Black 
bodies are heavily policed. Story 
after story hit the news, detailing 
how African-Americans, engaged 
in everyday activities—sitting in 
a Starbucks, leaving an Airbnb, 
sitting in a common room in a 
dorm—were deemed suspicious 
enough for bystanders to call 
security or law enforcement. Over 
and over, I heard or read in online 
commentary the sentiment, “This 
is not us. This is not the America 
I know.”

W

On coming to terms 
with our racial history

I live, passed their own laws that 
required white citizens to detain 
suspected fugitives (again, any 
Black person). Whites and Blacks 
who participated in abolitionist 
activity were subject to trial and 
conviction. The federal Fugitive 
Slave Law of 1850 subjected every 
free Black person in the North to 
capture by slave hunters; under 
the terms of the law, a person 
simply had to swear to a justice of 
the peace that their captives were 
fugitive slaves. Private citizens 
could be deputized in order to 
do the hunting, and anyone who 
resisted and/or helped supposed 
fugitives could be fined. Some 
states, such as Indiana and 
Oregon, enacted legislation to 
keep Black people from settling in 
the state. 

But even documenting 
these events is not new. Ida 
B. Wells Barnett, an African-
American journalist and teacher, 
painstakingly documented 
hundreds of lynchings and called 
on America to pay attention. 

The policing of Black 
bodies is a very 
American thing.

Except, it is precisely the 
America many know. The policing 
of Black bodies is a very American 
thing. Within the lifetime of 
many people alive today, entire 
communities subjected their 
white citizens to do exactly what 

we’ve been seeing in these news 
accounts. The difference today is 
that cell-phone cameras document 
and post online for hundreds and 
thousands and millions of people 
to see. Hence the outrage.

The first Fugitive Slave Law of 
the United States was signed by 
President George Washington in 
1793. This legislation provided for 
the return of suspected fugitive 
slaves (i.e., any Black person) 
from any state or territory in the 
Union. By 1824, other states, 
including Indiana, the state where 
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She did this at risk to her own 
livelihood to make America sit 
up and pay attention to what 
was happening to its African-
American citizens.

The notion of citizenship 
is what is at stake here. The 
establishment of Black codes 
was a prolonged response, at 
least in part, to the granting of 
citizenship to African-Americans 
by the 13th Amendment to the 
Constitution. Established after 
the Reconstruction era, Black 
codes restricted the movement 
and rights of African Americans, 
ensured racial separation and 
segregation, and contributed 
to a socialization process 
needed to ensure that ordinary 
Americans would not question, 
or at least not defy, the codes. 
During Reconstruction, laws 

We must teach, 
learn and talk about 
our racial history 
in the context of 
our faith without 
glossing over or 
spiritualizing it. 

that discriminated against 
Black people were repealed in 
an effort to remake the south 
after the Civil War. By 1877, 
the grand experiment ended 
as Democrats regained power 
and discriminatory laws were 
reinstated. Even the Supreme 
Court, in 1883, walked back 
on the Civil Rights Act of 
1875, which had forbidden 
discrimination in public spaces. 
The saturation of these legislative 
acts in cities and towns across the 
country helped make segregation 
and separation seem normal, 
natural and, most of all, necessary. 
Segregation was supported by 
the legal system, enforced by 
police and held firmly in place 
by violence or threat of violence 
from law enforcement or even 
ordinary citizens emboldened 

by discriminatory laws of 
segregation. 

These codes, and the customs 
they engendered, were not limited 
to the South. Indiana codified 
the movement and behavior of 
African-Americans. While the 
1816 constitution prohibited 
slavery (some early white settlers 
of the Indiana territory brought 
enslaved people with them), 
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the civil rights and freedom of 
movement were restricted for 
Black people: They could not 
vote, go to public schools or 
testify against a white person in 
a court case. Black settlers had 
to register and post a $500 bond 
guaranteeing good behavior. 
The 1851 Indiana constitution 
prohibited Black people from 
moving into the state (registered 
African-Americans could 
remain). The article in question 
was repealed in 1866, but that 
did not end the animosity and 
suspicion directed toward Black 
bodies; one of the most famous 
photographs of a lynching 
happened in Marion, Ind., in 
1930. Three Black men had been 
accused of raping a white woman, 
who later recanted. The iconic 
photograph inspired the anti-
lynching song “Strange Fruit,” 
penned by Abel Meeropol and 
recorded by Billie Holliday. 

Recent calls for civility in 
conversations about race and 
racialized violence are troubling 
because they posit these instances 
of violence and potential violence 
as simple disagreements—two 
different sides of the same coin. 
This call to civility even seems 
to have some relationship to the 
Black codes and their purpose. 
For these codes did not only 
govern placement—where in 
space and place your Black body 
could be—but behaviors as well. 

As an African-American 
Mennonite Christian in 2019 
who has witnessed the rise and 
fall of the myriad ways Christians 
have talked about the race 
problem (prejudice reduction, 
diversity, racial reconciliation), 
I remain convinced of at least a 
couple of things:

We must teach, learn and talk 
about our racial history in the 

context of our faith without 
glossing over or spiritualizing 
it. Absent historical context, the 
recent spate of people having 
law enforcement called on 
them continues the mistake of 
localizing blame upon hapless 
employees or clueless bystanders 
who have been socialized 
to believe Black bodies are 
dangerous and up to no good 
without any other information. 
This historical amnesia also 
makes it easy to defend these 
practices because “there’s always 
another side to the story” and 
perpetuates the myth that Black 
people calling for protection 
from violence is somehow anti-
American.

We must include such 
teaching and learning as part 
of our congregational and 
denominational life together, 
including worship. In the same 
way the African-American 
struggle for freedom and 
civil rights was narrated 
and sustained by biblical 
study and interpretation, 
liturgy and worship, so too 
might contemporary church 
communities discover old and 
create new “works of the people” 
to sustain today’s liberation 
movement. Liturgy makes our 
faith concrete and visible and 
sustains us for the journey ahead 
as the people of God. It’s hard, 
long-term work. But it’s also 
necessary work, and some of us 
still believe it is possible. 



JOHN  
JESUS
before
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BY  MEGHAN L ARISSA GOOD

A reflection on 
Mark 1:1-8

T he Gospel of Mark 
opens, “The beginning 
of the good news about 

Jesus the Messiah.” Following 
this proclamation of good 
tidings, we find ourselves 
abruptly transported to a 
desert, listening to a hairy bug-
eater named John holler about 
sin. 

The four Gospels—Matthew, 
Mark, Luke and John—vary 
significantly in the stories they 
choose to tell. But one thing 
they have in common is John the 
Baptist, appearing before Jesus. 
Why waste time on John the 
king-of-camel-fashion when Jesus 
Christ is in the house? 

I’ve never met a Christian 
who’s a big fan of John. He’s loud, 
poorly dressed and offensive. He 
calls people “offspring of snakes” 
and tells them they’re about to 
be chopped and burned like 
firewood. He’s harsh, unrefined 
and everything that makes nice 
believers uncomfortable. If John 
were Sunday morning’s opening 
act, we’d all sleep in and show 
up later when Jesus has arrived. 
Yet in Mark 9, Jesus says to his 
followers that John must come 
first. What is it that John, the 
poor man’s Jesus, could possibly 
have to offer that’s so essential? 

Mark keeps John’s message 
simple: Repent. The word means 

toward us is not wrath but 
compassion for our weaknesses, 
mercy for our mistakes, and 
patience with our stumbling 
attempt to learn what is right and 
good. 

But here’s the thing we can 
miss if we’re not careful: God’s 
mercy isn’t an excuse to revel in 
our own worst tendencies. God’s 
compassion isn’t a reason to stay 
where we are, as we are. To the 
contrary, as Romans puts it, God’s 
kindness is meant to lead us to 
repentance. Our confidence in 
God’s unconditional, unbreakable 
love is meant to give us the 
courage to look at ourselves 
honestly and face the shadows 
that linger inside us.

We don’t need more guilt. Like 
pain, guilt’s only positive function 
is to get our attention, alert us to 
where something may be wrong. 
Once it has our attention, it’s 
served its purpose. There’s nothing 
particularly virtuous about 
wallowing in guilt. But there 
is virtue in repentance. There’s 
virtue in examining ourselves 
honestly and making deliberate 
changes to conform more to the 
image of God. And that’s what 
John is here for. That’s why he 
stands as a doorway to every one 
of the Gospels. The road to Jesus 
starts with John. It starts with 
an honest assessment of where 
we are struggling or stumbling. 
And it starts with a concrete 
commitment, with God’s help, to 
change. If we want to get to Jesus, 
it begins with repentance, with 
turning around. 

Consider: What would have 
happened if John didn’t come first, 
if there was Jesus without a John? 
It isn’t just hypothetical. Many 
of us try to skip over John and go 
straight to Jesus. We want to grow 

“to turn” or “to change your 
mind.” It’s what you do when you 
suddenly realize the road you’re on 
isn’t leading where you want to go. 
You repent, you turn, you change 
direction. It’s the message you 
might expect if John was speaking 
to a crowd of teenage ruffians. 
But he’s not. He’s speaking to 
a crowd of good, temple-going 
Jews. These are the people of 
Jerusalem coming out to him. It’s 
like holding a rally to convert the 
residents of Colorado Springs or 
Lancaster County, Pa. These are 
already believers he’s calling into 
the water. But John has a gut-
level conviction that even good, 
temple-going people still have 
places in their lives where they 
need to stop and turn around. 

Believer or nonbeliever, this 
isn’t a message any of us likes to 
hear. It seems barely a week goes 
by that a total stranger sitting next 
to me on a plane or park bench, 
upon learning that I’m a pastor, 
doesn’t try to explain to me what 
a good person they are—even if 
they’re not strictly ‘religious.’ And 
I’d be rich if I had a dollar for 
every time I’ve heard a Christian 
whisper in horror about the 
childhood preacher who used the 
pulpit to moralize about movies, 
cards, pianos, alcohol, jewelry 
or the evils of women in pants. 
“Thank goodness we’ve moved 
past the burden of that never-
ending guilt,” many have said to 
me.

I’m with them on this. There’s 
a reason that as a pastor I’ve yet 
to preach that fire-and-brimstone 
sermon people often ask me 
about. Guilt is a notoriously 
bad motivator. It’s more likely 
to paralyze us than inspire us to 
change. And Jesus has revealed 
that God’s primary attitude 
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into greater maturity as disciples 
of Jesus, but we don’t want anyone 
making the uncomfortable 
suggestion that something as ugly 
as sin is still tainting our lives. 
We’d like to think we’re above 
it—or at least anything serious. 
We want to move on without the 
pain or discomfort of looking back 
or, worse yet, looking inward. 
We’re like the lost driver who 
wants to reach his destination 
but wants to do it without 
acknowledging he’s turned down 
a wrong road.

Most of the time, we think 
we’re doing fine without John. But 
there are serious consequences 
when we try to move forward 
into Christian maturity without 
regular stops in John’s wilderness. 

The first consequence of 
avoiding John is that our vision as 
Christians is gradually distorted. 

We’re like the person whose 
eyesight is gradually failing and 
who has never tried on glasses. 
More than one friend has told me 
it happened so slowly they didn’t 
even notice. They thought they 
were seeing the world as it really 
was. Then they put on their first 
pair of glasses and were shocked 
at what they found—lines sharper, 
colors brighter, details present 
they’d never seen before. 

The longer we go as Christians 
without honest self-assessment 
and repentance, the weaker our 
vision becomes. Lines that should 
be clear begin to look blurry. 
Truths that should be obvious 
begin to seem hazy and indistinct. 
Everything Jesus says to us is 
filtered through the fog of self-
protection and false motives. We 
may not notice the difference at 
first, but over time, without the 

corrective lens of repentance, 
our vision of ourselves and of 
the world grows more distorted. 
After a while, our vision can 
become so poor we may miss Jesus 
completely. He could appear right 
in front of us, and we would blow 
right past him. He could speak 

The longer we 
go as Christians 
without honest self-
assessment and 
repentance, the 
weaker our vision 
becomes. 

right in our ear, and all we would 
hear is the roar of self-justifying 
thoughts. 
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According to Mark, John goes 
before Jesus to prepare the way. 
It’s his job to clear out some of the 
major obstacles that could keep 
us from seeing and recognizing 
Jesus truly. If we are hungry to 
hear more from Jesus, to see him 
more clearly and learn more of 
his ways, the first thing we need 
to do is spend time with John 
in the wilderness repenting, 
acknowledging the ways we are 
falling short, aligning ourselves 
with God’s desires and renewing 
our commitment to obey. This 
act of repentance clears our 
vision, cleans out the ear canals 
and ensures that when we do 
encounter Jesus, we will be ready 
to see and hear him accurately.

There’s a second consequence 
to avoiding John. Jesus steps into 
our world, and if we’re blessed, 
we may be clearsighted enough 
to recognize him. But when we 
get up to follow him, we make 
a painful discovery—there are 
limits to how far we can go. We 
may be clinging to the illusion of 
autonomy, of genuine freedom, 
but when the moment comes to 
get up and follow, our sins and 
failures are like a cord chaining 
us in place, establishing a preset 
limit on how far we can go. We 
can follow Jesus only as far as 
our invisible leash stretches. We 
can reach only as far as our worst 
character traits. 

Uncomfortable as it may 
be, repentance is ultimately a 
liberating act because it cuts the 
tether on the things that hold us 
captive. Nothing keeps our lives 
more tragically small than our 
addictive behavior, our compulsive 
reactions, the deep-seated 
attitudes and habits we return to 
time and time again, as Proverbs 
puts it, like a dog returns to its 
vomit. There’s nothing that stifles 
mature discipleship faster than the 

shallow, selfish performances we 
confuse with real love. 

It costs us something in 
time and discomfort to stop and 
acknowledge some of the ditches 
we’re stuck in. It may require 
making some difficult changes in 
our lives to climb out of the ditch 
and make it back onto the road. It 
may be a serious blow to our pride 
to admit to ourselves or anyone 
else that we’ve been headed in 
the wrong direction. But it’s this 
very confession that cuts the cord 
and sets us free. Repentance is 
the only thing that liberates us 
enough to go the real distance 
with Jesus.

John is an uncomfortable man 
to spend time with; there’s no 
way around it. But John is not 
the enemy. In truth, he’s the only 
way in. There’s no way into Jesus 
that doesn’t sooner or later run 

through John. God can come to 
anyone, no matter their condition. 
But repentance makes God’s 
pathway into our life much more 
accessible. We could wait inside a 
dark, windowless house for God 
to come and hack an opening 
through our padlocked door. But 
repentance throws open the door, 
lays down the welcome mat, flips 
on the porch light and announces 
to God, “You are desired here.” 
That’s the sort of welcome I want 
Jesus to find when he comes to my 
house. That’s the sort of welcome 
John helps me prepare. 



BY  K AREN HOWARD

I am alive
Transcendence personified

S omewhere in our 
beings, at one time 
or another, we 

envision God to be someone or 
something bigger than we are. 
The Almighty, the Everlasting 
Lord, what is that? Which of 
us can identify almighty or 
everlasting? At least for me, 
when God shows up in an 
ordinary way, I miss him. Just 
call me Mary Magdalene.

Three years ago, I noticed a 
diminutive man sitting on the 
bench near the Commonplace 
Coffee Shop in Pittsburgh, 
where I stop for coffee on 
my way to work on Saturday 
mornings. It was not the first 
time I noticed this man, whose 
silhouette reminded me of Alfred 
Hitchcock. He was dressed in 
a nice suit with a shirt and tie, 
topped off with a complimentary 
fedora. I felt a certain reverence 
about him I attributed to my 
infatuation with Jewish people 
and culture. 

When our eyes finally met, 
the only proper thing to do was 
to say hello. He responded by 
saying hello. His voice took me 
back to my childhood. His accent 
reminded me of my neighbor 
across the street when I was a 
child. It sounded East European. 

Our casual meeting and 
greeting recurred for a few weeks 
until one Saturday when, as he got 
close to me, he reached out and 
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took my hand in his hands. 
“Good morning my friend,” I 

said. 
“Good morning, good 

morning” he replied. 
As I chuckled at my hand in 

his, I pointed out that I didn’t 
know his name. 

 “I am Joshua Weinberg*.” 
“Are you a rabbi?” I asked.
Humble he replied, “Yes.”
“Where is your synagogue?”
“It is small,” he said, then 

said the name, which I didn’t 
recognize.

What came out of his mouth 
next was remarkable.

“You are so beautiful. Are you 
loved? You should be loved at least 
twice a week. You are beautiful. 
Are you in good health? I will 
pray that you have good health. 
Be happy. Be healthy, be loved.”

I was speechless. My mouth 
looked like one of those smiling 
marionette puppets you see in a 
kid’s play.

Giddy, I said, “From your lips 
to his ears.”

Every Saturday, he never fails 
to tell me how beautiful I am, 
how I should be loved and how 
often. And he always commands 
me to be happy and healthy.

Amused, I told my coworkers 
about my encounter with my over-
90-year-old friend. They laughed 
and wrote him off as a dirty old 
man. I told them if my greetings 
made him happy at his age, I was 
honored to be the source of his 
joy.

I don’t see Joshua in the 
winter, and I’m anxious until I see 
him again each spring. Now I let 
him know when I am not working 
so he isn’t looking for me.

This is the third spring for 
Joshua and me, and one Saturday 
he was sitting in the chair at a 
table outside the Commonplace 
Coffee Shop. Our greeting 

was a gnat’s eyelash short of an 
embrace. The warmth between us 
must have been evident because 
when I entered the coffee shop, 
my friend Dr. Jones was sitting 
inside, preparing to read to Sally, 
his wife, a children’s author who 
went blind at age 23. I greeted 
Dr. Jones as I always do, and he 
promptly asked me how I knew 
Joshua Weinberg.

I said, “Who?”
He said, “The man outside. Do 

you know him?”
I told him how I’d met Joshua 

Weinberg.”
Dr. Jones said, “So you don’t 

know his story?”
“No, I don’t.”
“He is a famous cantor, 

trained at Julliard,” he said. 
“He is cantor emeritus at Beth 
Shalom Synagogue. He’s one of 
the few surviving Jews known as 
Schindler’s Jews.”

For over 40 years, I have been 
looking for my Lord, expecting 
him to look a certain way.

I know Joshua is not the 
Messiah, but like all of us, he 
bears witness to the Almighty. 
Like Jesus, who encountered 
Mary on the third day, it was 
the third year of our Saturday 
morning encounters that Joshua’s 
identity was revealed to me. 

Here is a man who in his 
formative years was broken by 
racial prejudice, fear and long 
periods of loneliness and brought 
to a strange land to live. His 
Saturday morning salutations have 
new meaning for me. Only our 
Father knew how much Joshua 
and I have in common.

In this period of 
transcendence, I accept the fact 
that I am happy, beautiful and 
with the right to be loved and 
healthy. Why do I accept these 
truths? Because only the Holy 
Spirit could have burned these 
words upon my friend’s heart 
and endowed him with the 
courage to speak them to me. 
Our relationship transcends time, 
race, gender and religious identity, 
yet we both were spiritually 
enlightened. 

Only God knows how 
significant it is for me to be 
blessed with this cantor’s words at 
this juncture in my life. 

During this season of 
transcendence, I proclaim that I 
am alive because God has shown 
me that he is alive.

Mozel tov to my Schindler Jew.

*Names in the article are fictitious.

Karen Howard 
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I’m like Mary 
Magdalene, 
expecting Jesus to 
look one way while 
he appeared totally 
different.

Amazed, I asked, “Do you 
mean Schindler’s List Jews?” 

“Yes.”
There are no words for what I 

felt.
As I drove to work, I drifted 

back to my formative years, which 
were painted with the brush 
strokes of being too black, too fat, 
too dumb and the mistake of a 
one-night affair gone awry. 

I’m like Mary Magdalene, 
expecting Jesus to look one 
way while he appeared totally 
different.
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LET  
ME 
STANDClockwise from top left: 

Tricia and Mark with their 
mother; Tricia as an adult; 
Tricia on the right and 
Mark, third from right, 
with cousins; Tricia at age 
3; Tricia in high school.

Photos provided by author.
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BY  MARK SCHLONEGER

Finding 
forgiveness 
from a sister

W hen my sister Tricia 
was 3 years old, 
Heather pushed 

her down. Heather was Tricia’s 
age and lived in the apartment 
next door. They were on the 
front stoop and had a difference 
of opinion, and Heather pushed 
Tricia down.

Most young children might 
have forgotten the incident almost 
immediately, but not Tricia. 
To her, Heather’s shove was an 
injustice that could not stand. 
“Heather pushed me down,” she 
proclaimed to Dad and Mom. 
“Heather pushed me down,” she 
informed me at night from her 
bunk below. “Heather pushed me 
down,” she announced to aunts, 
uncles, grandmas, grandpas and 
every subsequent visitor to our 
home. Several months later, when 
we moved to Ohio, she repeated 
the line to a whole new audience.

“Heather pushed me down” 
was a 3-year-old’s cry for justice, a 
tiny fist raised in defiance against 
the powers conspiring against her. 
Over and over, Tricia announced 
to the world what had happened 
to her and who had done it. Then 
she stopped.

Last year, grieving my sister’s 
death, I remembered the Heather 
incident and wept. That’s because 
Heather was a recurring character 

in Tricia’s life story. Sometimes, 
the Heathers she faced were 
people taking advantage of a 
vulnerable girl and woman. 
Sometimes, the Heathers she 
faced were of her own creation, 
the result of her own choices. 
No matter their origin, Tricia’s 
Heathers kept pushing. At some 
point, she stopped believing it 
was an injustice worthy of protest. 
Maybe she simply accepted it. 
Maybe she began to expect it. As 
she grew older, I think she had 
learned what the world seemed 
to be teaching her—that she 
deserved it.

While I spent the first three 
years of my life in a protective, 
loving home, Tricia’s experience in 
her birth and foster homes must 
have been on earth as it is in hell. 
She struggled her entire life to 
find healing from the abuse she 
experienced as a baby and toddler. 
And her body was there to remind 
her. 

Whenever she looked in the 
mirror, she saw cigarette burn 
scars. Whenever she touched her 
left wrist, another scar marked the 
hump it once carried, the broken 
bone that had gone untreated. 
Cosmetics and surgery hid the 
blemish and straightened the bone 
but never touched the wound.

Until Tricia came into our 
family, I was the youngest of 
three boys. Suddenly, I was a big 
brother, delighted to move to the 
top bunk. Having a girl in the 
family meant I had to dig through 
endless Strawberry Shortcake 
accessories to get to my Hot 
Wheels in the family toy box. 
Tricia shared the same dazzling 
red hair as Strawberry Shortcake.

On the evening of her first day 
in our family, we all ate popcorn 
and watched The Wizard of Oz on 
television. I was terrified by the 

flying monkeys and couldn’t finish 
the movie, but 3-year-old Tricia 
stayed to the end, captivated. 
From that day and through all 
the years ahead, she watched The 
Wizard of Oz whenever it was on. 
We didn’t know, that first time, 
how much her life would resemble 
a lost girl on a strange road, 
looking for refuge. 

In elementary school, a 
learning disability limited her 
progress and magnified her 
limitations. In middle school, 
she was raped by a boy a few 
years older than her, a family 
acquaintance. He threatened to 
kill her if she told anyone. She 
didn’t, at least until a few years 
ago. She raged against my parents, 
my brothers and me. At night, I 
began locking my bedroom door. 

In high school, I heard 
someone in the lunch line talking 
about Tricia. She was easy, he 
said. She put out, he said. She 
was a slut, he said. I was enraged, 
embarrassed. I wanted to punch 
him, push his head against the 
wall, make him bleed. But I did 
nothing, said nothing.

As an adult, Tricia was unable 
to give and receive love in a 
consistent way. She struggled with 
multiple addictions and was often 
jailed for drug-related offenses. 
She was regularly unemployed 
because she was regularly 
undependable. Her relationships 
with family members were often 
strained. She loved her two 
children but wasn’t able to mother 
them as she wanted and as they 
deserved. In her pain, she inflicted 
pain on others. In her pain, she 
accepted the pain inflicted by 
others. 

Then came the day when 
a doctor addressed Tricia’s 
complaints of chronic pain with 
an opioid prescription. When the 
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prescription ran out, she turned 
to heroin. It was heroin that took 
over her life before taking her life. 

One weekend in November 
2016, the small town of Wooster, 
Ohio, reported six heroin 
overdoses. Cleveland’s Channel 5 
Evening News reported: 

Like many Northeast Ohio cities, 
Wooster has seen an increase in the 
number of suspected heroin overdoses 
in recent months. But police say 
they’ve never seen anything like 
the surge that happened Thursday 
between 3 and 11 p.m. Wooster 
police chief Matt Fisher said two 
of the overdoses left people on life 
support….“Listen, they’re somebody’s 
son,” said Fisher. “They’re somebody’s 
daughter, aunt, niece, nephew. 
There’s people that love them.” 

This report garnered its share 
of Facebook comments, including 
someone’s thoughtless joke: “I’m 
not saying they deserve to die, but 
I’d unplug their life-support to 
charge my cell phone.” 

Two people died that weekend. 
One of them was my sister. She 
was worth more than a cell phone.

doubt their existence when they’re 
on your doorstep, pushing. 

But they are elsewhere, too. 
There’s a spirit of evil alive in the 
callousness of those who have not 
been thrown down by addiction, 
who lightly post, as in another 
response to an overdose report: 
“Let them die. If they can afford 
[to] do the drugs….We all have 
choices in life.” 

During Tricia’s last stint in 
jail, she wrote out her statement 
to the judge before her sentencing 
hearing: “I am 43 years old, and 
I’ve had a lifetime of bad choices 
and decisions that have caused 
much destruction to all those who 
love me. And I am done. I don’t 
want to live like this any longer. 
I just don’t have much fight and 
survival left in me. I want to truly 
have a chance at a normal, healthy 
life.” She described her plans to 
join a women’s support group 
because she “no longer wants to 
live under the influence of heroin 
and everything else that goes 
along [with it].” “With prayer and 
God’s grace,” she wrote, “I will 
take one day and one step at a 
time.”

The jail chaplain and others 
who visited her vouched for her 
sincerity. They said she truly 
wanted to make changes in her 
life, that she acknowledged her 
addiction and made plans to get 
an injection to help manage its 
power. They said they liked her. I 
wasn’t surprised. In her later years, 
she was most truly herself when 
she was in jail: funny, charming, 
generous and genuine.

Tricia was released from the 
Wayne County Jail on Nov. 3, 
2016. Hours after her release, 
a friend and former supplier 
searched for her like a twisted 
shepherd looking for one lost 
sheep. He found her at her 
daughter’s apartment, then led 

her to the valley of death. This 
time, the heroin was laced with 
fentanyl. For the final time, 
Heather pushed Tricia down. She 
never got back up.

When I was around 10, I had a 
dream that shook me from sleep. 
It was one of those dreams that 
lingers. To this day, I remember 
it vividly. Tricia is chasing me. I 
sprint down streets, dart through 
yards and cut across fields, but 
I can’t escape her. I rush up the 
steps to a large house and stop 
to open the door. When Tricia 
comes up behind me, I spin 
around and push her with all my 
strength. She tumbles backward 
off the porch, down the steps, 
then lies still on the sidewalk 
below. When I go to look more 
closely, it’s not Tricia on the 
sidewalk. It’s the baby Jesus, 
looking up at me.

For many years, this dream 
tormented me. Throughout my 
life, I’ve been angry at Tricia, 
ashamed by Tricia, afraid of 
Tricia and worried for Tricia. I’ve 
been angry at God as I prayed for 
Tricia. I’ve been angry—am still 
angry—at those who abused her, 
used her, raped her and discarded 
her. But my most consistent 
feeling concerning Tricia was 
guilt, a feeling my dream seemed 
to reinforce. 

With time, I came to 
understand how my desperate 
need to achieve and earn approval 
stemmed from a desire to prove 
to others I was not like my 
sister. For a troubled girl seeking 
affirmation, how hard it must have 
been to have a brother determined 
to grasp the very things beyond 
her reach. For an exploited girl 
seeking solace, how hard it must 
have been to have a brother on a 
mission to prove his sister was not 
his parents’ fault. For a vulnerable 
girl seeking safety, how hard it 

The heroin epidemic 
in our towns and 
cities is nothing 
short of demonic.

The heroin epidemic in our 
towns and cities is nothing 
short of demonic. Heroin and 
other drugs gain a foothold 
in vulnerable people and then 
demand more space. They cause 
people to hurt themselves and 
push away those who love them 
the most. They distort people’s 
images so they can’t be who they 
were created to be. They enter, 
coerce, possess, then kill. Do 
I believe in demons? You don’t 
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My sister, my 
confessor, granted 
me the absolution 
she never fully 
knew.

Mark Schloneger 
is pastor of Berkey 
Avenue Mennonite 
Fellowship in  
Goshen, Ind.

must have been to have a brother 
who wouldn’t speak and act in her 
defense. The truth is, I was one of 
Tricia’s Heathers.

Several years ago, I felt 
convicted to ask Tricia for 
forgiveness. She was in jail at 
the time. By appearances, I was 
a successful brother—a pastor—
generously leaving his loving 
family to visit his failure sister—a 
felon—languishing again behind 
bars. In reality, our positions were 
reversed. She held all the power, 
and I was afraid. I had no idea 
how she might respond. I knew 
she couldn’t run away, but we had 
never really talked on a deep level 
about anything, much less about 
how we had hurt each other. 

The guard unlocked then 
relocked door after door. He 
ushered me into a bleak, block-
walled room, and I sat down on 
a lopsided folding chair. When 
Tricia came in, she was happy, 
excited to see me, as always. We 
talked as we always did. She asked 
about Sarah, my wife, and each of 
our children. When I asked how 
things had been for her recently, 
she began evaluating area jails as 
if she were writing Yelp reviews. 
We laughed together, and I was 
tempted to leave with the good 
feeling of a good conversation.

But then, with an aching 
lump in my throat, I choked 
into words the reason for both 
my visit and several decades of 
guilt. She listened and, when I 
asked for mercy, she forgave me—
immediately, completely, without 

minimizing my need. My sister, 
my confessor, granted me the 
absolution she never fully knew.

After Tricia died, my thoughts 
returned to my vivid dream. The 
dream that had haunted so many 
of my waking hours now became 
a comfort in my grieving ones. On 
that sidewalk, pushed down by 
me and untold others, the Christ 
child lay where my sister fell. 

Tricia faced many Heathers 
in her life. Some were of her own 
creation, but others were people 
like me, broken people inflicting 
pain from a place of pain. In 
the end, the distinction doesn’t 
matter. Are any of our choices 
made in isolation from the choices 
of others, for good or ill? Can 
anyone be solely responsible for 
his or her successes or failures? 
Wouldn’t it be more truthful and 
compassionate to acknowledge 
that people cannot navigate their 
lives as either helpless victims or 
solitary warriors?

In the end, such philosophical 
questions are asked only by people 
who are standing. Once you’ve 
fallen, it doesn’t matter how you 
got there. You just want to get up. 
You want someone to take you 
by the hand, lift you up and walk 
with you so you won’t fall again.

After Tricia’s funeral service, 
everyone walked across the 
parking lot to share a meal in the 
church fellowship hall. That’s 
when Stacy, one of Tricia’s friends, 
waved me over and asked where 
she could go for a smoke. Being 
at church, she didn’t want people 
to see her. I directed her to a place 
just around the corner, but she 
asked if I could go with her to 
show her. 

All I wanted to do was claim 
a seat with family members I see 
too infrequently. Stacy lit her 
cigarette and told me to stay in 
front of her. I was her human 

shield against the condemnation 
she expected and the shame she 
felt. She smoked, and I stood. 
And the more she smoked and 
the more I stood, the more I 
thought, This is the perfect way to 
remember my sister. 

I give thanks to God for 
Tricia—flawed, human, loved 
and loving. Only God knows how 
many times we fall, how many 
times no one is there to pick us 
up. But the living Christ waits in 
the places we fall. Together, my 
sister, we rise.

This article is adapted from an article in 
Plough Quarterly (Summer 2018).
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SOME AUSTRALIANS celebrate 
Jan. 26 with parades, fireworks 
and barbecues. But Aboriginal 
and Torres Strait Islander peoples 
call Australia Day by another 
name: Survival Day. All recognize 
the date as the anniversary 
of British proclamation of 
sovereignty over the land now 
known as Australia.

It was on this day in 2019 that 
Anabaptists from across Australia 
and New Zealand gathered with 
Aboriginal and Torres Strait 
Islander peoples to share in 
naming injustices, reflections and 

Travis Duerksen  for Mennonite Mission 
Network

Survival Day 
covenant 
signed in 
Australia 

to sign a historic treaty between 
the groups.

The treaty was the capstone to 
the evening’s “Truth, Justice and 
Conciliation Commission,” part 
of the Anabaptist Association 
of Australia and New Zealand’s 
(AAANZ) biannual “On the 
Road Conference,” which took 
place Jan. 25-28 in Sydney.   

“It was a powerful evening,” 
says Mark Hurst, a pastor and 
resource person with AAANZ. 
“There were tears and expressions 
of joy.” Mark and Mary, his wife, 
serve as mission associates with 
Mennonite Mission Network.

Aunty Jean Phillips, a senior 
Aboriginal Christian leader, 
and Brooke Prentis, Aboriginal 
spokesperson for Common 
Grace, a Christian social justice 
movement, opened and closed the 
commission event. The evening 
included a time of truthtelling and 
repentance from non-Aboriginal 
speakers who detailed injustices 
done to Aboriginal peoples, 
including massacres, stolen 
land, stolen wages and stolen 
generations—Aboriginal and 
Torres Strait Islander children 
who were forcibly removed from 

their families through government 
and Christian church agencies up 
until the 1970s. 

“Repentance is powerful when 
victims can name specific things 
that were done and perpetrators 
listen,” says Sharon Norton, 
co-director for Africa and 
Europe with Mennonite Mission 
Network. “That’s what I saw 
happen during the evening.” 

The treaty itself was signed by 
Aboriginal leaders and executive 
committee members of AAANZ. 
It was placed in a wooden 
box designed and painted by 
Aboriginal artist Safina Stewart, 
alongside other symbolic items, 
including sand from different 
regions of Australia, water, a 
painted cross and Aboriginal 
clapsticks—an instrument 
traditionally used to accompany 
music. 

The treaty, while largely 
symbolic, serves as a covenant 
between AAANZ and Aboriginal 
and Torres Strait Islander 
peoples to bear witness to the 
reconciliation yet to be achieved 
with the larger Australian 
Christian church and the national 
government. The government of 
Australia, unlike other nations, 
has no treaty with its indigenous 
peoples, despite calls to do so. 

“As Aboriginal and non-
Aboriginal exiles, we have the 
opportunity to do what this 
country has failed at,” said Brooke 
Prentis at a Table Fellowship 
webinar by AAANZ. “We 
have the opportunity to achieve 
reconciliation. A friendship, 
through a knowledge of the 
Creator, taught by Aboriginal 
peoples as we sit together…and 
led by Aboriginal leaders.”

Aboriginal peoples 
and Anabaptists 
gather together 
for truthtelling, 
repentance.

The signed treaty alongside other symbolic items placed inside a wooden box as part of 
the ‘Truth, Justice and Conciliation Commission’ on January 26. 
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GREETINGS, READERS. We 
welcome you to a new dynamic 
association of six institutions 
of higher education of the 
Mennonite Church USA. We 
are the MHEA—the Mennonite 
Higher Education Association. As 
the presidents of these Mennonite 
Church USA schools, we have 
begun to meet regularly for 
collegial support and institutional 
collaboration. We are staffed by 
Mennonite Education Agency.

One of our keen desires is to 
enhance the depth and richness 
of communication (frequency, 
variety of contexts, platforms and 
conversation partners) between 
the church and Mennonite higher 
education. To that end, we are 
collaborating with The Mennonite 
to produce a series of essays to 
introduce ourselves to you and 
speak to what compels us about 
our shared vision. The essays will 
appear at www.themennonite.org/
mhea.

Between now and 
MennoCon19, the MC USA 
convention in Kansas City, Mo., 
each of us will share about our 
journey to the particular beloved 
institution we now lead and 
articulate what makes us eager to 
serve our church school and the 
wider denomination.

Most of us are relatively new 
to our positions. Like the church, 
communities and students we 
serve, we bring a variety of stories, 
experiences and perspectives to 

Letter from 
MHEA

our work and leadership. We 
want to give you a glimpse of 
our bold and aspirational vision 
for the future of the church—a 
picture of the future that elevates 
our noble mission of preparing 
Anabaptist-educated leaders in 
every profession to serve and lead 
in our churches and communities 
at home and around the globe. 
We are eager to connect with you 
through these essays, and we look 

forward to meeting you in person 
at MennoCon19.

Shalom, 
Jonathan Gering, Bethel College; 
Susan Schultz Huxman, Eastern 
Mennonite University; Joseph 
A. Manickam, Hesston College; 
Sara Wenger Shenk, Anabaptist 
Mennonite Biblical Seminary; 
Rebecca Stoltzfus, Goshen College; 
Jane Wood, Bluffton University

Presidents of MC 
USA colleges and 
seminaries speak to 
vision of education

The schools share the church’s commitment to Anabaptist values and 
theology and are committed to a mutually beneficial and vital relationship 
with the church. They desire to maintain and grow their Anabaptist Christian 
identity as foundational for outstanding educational programs. 

Through the Mennonite Education Agency, MC USA partners with the 
schools by providing program support, prayers, finances and guidance 
for educational programs. The schools partner with the church to serve as 
missional centers by providing a Christ-centered, value-laden educational 
formation that shapes graduates to become leaders for God’s reconciling 
mission in church and society, both locally and globally. 

The schools work collaboratively to recruit students, provide rigorous 
academic programs, vocational and professional formation and job 
placement. They seek to be affordable, with a focus on faith formation that 
is informed by Anabaptist Christian values of service, social justice, witness, 
peacemaking, hospitality, prayer and knowledge of the Scriptures. 

As Christian faith-based learning communities, the schools make real the 
infinite worth and acceptance of every person. They endeavor to enact the 
biblical commandments to love God, self and neighbor and all of creation. 
They hold together—in creative tension—scholarship and faith, knowledge 
and love, wise judgment and welcoming embrace.

These schools form graduates who understand that the professional 
expression of their vocation will require deep roots in a living faith. 
Engaging the world’s toughest problems requires graduates to be grounded 
in the love of God and joyfully aligned with God’s reconciling mission in the 
world. They understand that character, accompanied by grace and humility, 
is more important than intellectual brilliance or professional success. 

Inspired by the gospel’s vision of the reign of God, graduates are equipped 
to embody Christ’s love, participate in and lead vibrant congregations and 
witness to their faith. Within communities of learning oriented toward 
biblical visions of shalom, they are formed in practices of nonviolence and 
peacebuilding and are prepared to confront racism and other forms of 
discrimination, practice restorative justice and offer hope for the healing of 
brokenness and division.

This statement was approved by MC USA and MHEA schools.

MC USA vision of  
Mennonite higher education



30    MARCH 2019  •   THEMENNONITE .ORG

WHAT I’M 
READING 
THIS MONTH

MEDIACULTURE

Relational equality

Gordon Houser is editor of The Mennonite.

WORKS BY PHILOSOPHERS 
rarely get mentioned outside 
academia, but that doesn’t mean 
we can’t learn from their insights.

In the Jan. 7 issue of The New 
Yorker, Nathan Heller’s article 
“The Structure of Equality” looks 
at Elizabeth Anderson, chair of 
the philosophy department at the 
University of Michigan.

Much social thought, writes 
Heller, is rooted in the idea of 
a conflict between freedom and 
equality. To achieve equality, 
society must restrict the freedom 
of individuals.

But Anderson champions 
the view that “equality and 
freedom are mutually dependent, 
enmeshed in changing conditions 
through time.”

Working with moral and 
political philosophy, social science 
and economics, Anderson has 
become a leading theorist of 
democracy and social justice, 
Heller writes.

She contends that equality is 
the basis for a free society, but 
she qualifies equality. While 
conservatives champion freedom 
and liberals vie for equality, 
Anderson says the way forward is 
“to shift from distributive equality 
to what she [calls] relational, or 
democratic, equality: meeting as 
equals, regardless of where you 
were coming from or going to.”

People tend to think of 
freedom in individual terms, 
their own actions. But if one 
person’s supposed freedom results 
in someone else’s subjugation, 
“that is not actually a free society 

in action,” Heller writes. “It’s 
hierarchy in disguise.”

To be free, Anderson argues, 
members of a society must 
have certain needs met (food, 
shelter, medical care) in order 
to participate in production 
(education, fair-value pay, 
entrepreneurial opportunity), 
to execute their role as citizens 
(freedom to speak, to vote) and 
move through society. 

For example, being homeless is 
“an unfree condition by all counts.” 

Instead of focusing on 
equalizing wealth, Anderson 
focuses on equalizing freedom. 
Democratic equality is based on 
equal respect and cannot be taxed 
into existence.

Anderson offers a specific 
example of her thought. She says 
the problem isn’t that talent and 
income are distributed unequally. 
“The problem is that Jeff Bezos 
earns more than $100,000 a 
minute, while Amazon warehouse 
employees, many talented and 
hardworking, have reportedly 
resorted to urinating in bottles 
in lieu of a bathroom break. 
That circumstance reflects 
some structure of hierarchical 
oppression. It is a rip in the 
democratic fabric, and it’s 
increasingly the norm.”

Democratic equality 
requires flexibility, Anderson 
says. “We must solve problems 
collaboratively, in the moment, 
using society’s ears and eyes and 
the best tools we can find.”

Theodicy of Love

by John C. Peckham

Flee, Be Silent, Pray

by Ed Cyzewski

Consider the Women

by Debbie Blue

Peckham seeks to understand 
“how to coherently hold that 
God is entirely good and all-
powerful, despite the evil in the 
world.” He argues that God’s 
commitment to love provides 
a reason for allowing evil. The 
book is designed more for 
academic study but addresses an 
important topic.

Cyzewski writes about his 
journey from staunch Evangelical 
to a devoted practitioner of 
contemplative prayer. The book 
can help rejuvenate one’s prayer 
life. “God’s love is preemptively 
with us,” he writes.

Blue looks at three biblical 
matriarchs—Hagar, Esther and 
Mary—who she calls “wild and 
provocative women” who disrupt 
the Bible’s patriarchal narratives.  
She calls us to read the Bible in 
ways that help us see a God “not 
limited by the boundaries that 
human-made systems create.”
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Are you ready  
for Jesus?
On July 3, 1948, this billboard 
stood along Highway 6 
outside Milford, Neb., and 
was sponsored by the 
Fellowship Hour of East 
Fairview Mennonite Church. 
Founded in 1875, the church 
built its first meetinghouse 
in 1878 with a membership 
of 50 people. In 1948, when 
this photo was taken, East 
Fairview had a membership 
of over 400 people and 
was a member of the 
Iowa-Nebraska Mennonite 
Conference. Today the church 
is part of the Conservative 
Mennonite Conference and 
has about 150 members.

FROM THE ARCHIVES

RECIPE OF THE MONTH   |  Te jenjanm (Haitian ginger tea)
You can find the recipe on our website at themennonite.org/hungryhounds

“This is much more 
than a barbershop. 
This is a sanctuary.... 
This space is progress 
toward recognizing 
not just the majority 
but also the minority. 
This is a symbol of our 
voice being heard.”

—Jourdyn Friend, 
an Eastern Mennonite University senior  

on the opening of  
The Royal Treatment at EMU

QUOTABLE

1.8K
I was wrong about  

Christian education
by Rachael Thomas

1.0K
Parents who faced deportation 
granted permanent residency

by Tina Schrag for  
Mennonite Central Committee

1.0K
New EMU student lounge  

The Royal Treatment 
barbershop and salon,  

set to open on MLK Day
by Lauren Jefferson for Eastern 

Mennonite University

MOST-READ  
ARTICLES ONLINE
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OPINION

The little green dove and the little red hen

IF I COULD GO BACK in time 
and make one change to our 
Mennonite Church USA bylaws, 
I would drop the terms agency 
and entity and insert ministry.

Our agencies and entities were 
created to serve the needs of our 
church and to give us the capacity 
to transform the world, which is 
one reason so much power was 
given to our mission agency and 
not to the bureaucratic function 
of the denomination.

God calls us to be followers 
of Jesus Christ and, by the power 
of the Holy Spirit, to grow as 

1. Our agencies are part of MC 
USA, so what are you leaving?

2. If you are leaving because 
MC USA is too sinful and God 
can’t bless this denomination, then 
you should have faith that God 
will give you the tools you need as 
you set out to fulfill your call.

3. Why do you feel the need 
to draw this imaginary line in the 
sand? Our structure in MC USA 
is not one of control and papal 
authority. We are a collaborative 
body of believers that empowers 
local and conference leaders to 
shape how they do ministry. How 
much you engage the structure 
is totally up to you. In fact, the 
structure is supposed to serve you.

Let me be clear, the ministry 
functions our agencies provide 
should not be limited to MC 
USA. God did not create us to 
be a holy huddle of anemic navel 
gazers. I hope MennoMedia, 
through its books and curricula, 
helps to spread Anabaptism across 
the United States and Canada. 
I hope Mennonite Education 
Agency and our colleges can 
share our Anabaptist faith with 
people who would never set 
foot in a Mennonite church. 
I hope Everence continues its 
interdenominational partnerships 
that allow us access to resources 
and funding that enhance our 
ability to practice financial 
mutual aid. I hope The Mennonite 
provides a forum that informs 
the world about the good work 
being done in MC USA, helping 
our members glorify God, grow 
in faith and become agents of 
healing and hope in our world.

But it doesn’t make sense 
to allow those who use piety to 

separate themselves from this 
wonderful body of believers, 
sowing seeds of discord and 
discontent, to continue to receive 
all the benefits of what it means to 
be MC USA. 

It is like the story of the little 
red hen, who finds a grain of wheat 
and asks for help from the other 
farm animals to plant it, but they 
all refuse. At each stage of the 
process (harvest, threshing, milling 
the wheat into flour and baking 
the flour into bread) the hen asks 
for help from the other animals, 
but again and again she doesn’t 
receive any help. Finally, after the 
hen has done all the work, she asks 
who will help her eat the bread. Of 
course, this time, everyone eagerly 
volunteers. She disagrees with 
them, explaining that since no one 
helped her with her work, no one 
will help her eat the bread. So the 
hen eats it with her chicks, leaving 
none for the other farm animals. 

Mrs. Hen was pretty harsh, and 
many of my Mennonite friends 
might say, “Let’s not ruffle feathers 
and share the bread.” I would 
encourage you, perhaps as part of 
your personal devotional time, to 
wrestle with that part of the story. 
As executive director, my focus 
over the next few years will be 
on those of us who have decided 
to remain in MC USA, those 
that have decided to wrestle and 
struggle together as people of faith.

PERSPEC TIVES FROM READERS

Glen Guyton is 
executive director 
of Mennonite 
Church USA. This is 
adapted from one 
of three blogs at 
mennoniteusa.org/
littlegreendove.

We are a 
collaborative body 
of believers that 
empowers local and 
conference leaders 
to shape how they 
do ministry.

communities of grace, joy and 
peace, so that God’s healing and 
hope flow through us to the world.

The term agency allows us 
too easily to think of structure 
and business models rather than 
nurturing culture, capacity and 
servanthood. As a result, we 
become more concerned about 
profits and self-preservation than 
pursuing the cause of Christ.

As I have met with people 
who want to leave MC USA, I’ve 
been asked about “benefits.” For 
example, “If we leave MC USA, 
can we still participate in the 
agencies [ministries] of MC USA?” 

My reply is usually threefold: 
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WHEN I STARTED at my 
current pastorate, I made a 
conscious attempt to update the 
congregation on technology and 
the mobile world. It meant leaving 
behind the eighth-grade science 
overhead projector, the church 
website that was a static image 
for an event that had already 
happened, and a bulletin with 
Comic Sans font. We updated 
things, changed formats, gathered 
email addresses, started texting 
and embraced the new. One of 
the things I didn’t think about 
critically at the start was to 
register our church for Instagram 
and Twitter. I figured many 
churches are doing it, and what 
could be the harm? 

But during the past couple 
of years in my current call it’s 
become clear to me how much of 
our church life and growth has 
come in face-to-face interactions. 
Before I moved to the area, 
I thought having good web 
practices and a nice presence 
online would lead people to 
join the common life of our 
congregation. Obviously, this 
was shortsighted, but it goes to 
show what happens when you 
don’t discern why you use the 
technology. Had I engaged in 
some critical reflection for why 
having an Instagram or Facebook 
account might be good, I would 
have freed myself from such 
delusions. Nobody comes to a 
church or stays long because of a 
church’s Facebook presence.

In his recent book Digital 
Minimalism, Cal Newport 
looks at the Amish and through 
extension Anabaptists to call for 
discerning new technologies and 

Think about your use of technology

the effect they may have on us, 
our communities and common 
life. Newport quotes Kevin Kelly: 
“Amish lives are anything but 
antitechnological. In fact, on 
several of my visits with them I 
have found them to be ingenious 
hackers and tinkerers...and do-
it-yourselfers. They are often 
surprisingly protechnology.”

John Jay’s passion around this 
issue got me to look at my screen 
time and how much time and 
space it took up in my life. His 
questions enabled me to ask what 
I want from these things. In the 
words of one life-hacker, “Does 
this bring joy?” When I began to 
investigate whether my Instagram 
was bringing me joy or leaving 
me wondering whether I’m being 
liked (good) or making desperate 
comparisons to everyone else. 

Newport says the first step 
to reclaiming your life from the 
noisy world around is to quit as 
much as you can for 30 days. And 
he recommends not only quitting 
but engaging in something else 
during this time off. I often had 
a nagging feeling if I didn’t take 
a picture of some event for our 
social media to share. This was 
not how I wanted to be present in 
our church’s life, so I disabled our 
church’s Facebook account.

I’ll be taking Newport’s advice 
for our congregation’s social 
media as well as my own. Thirty 
days seems worth the chance to 
find out what I’m missing in the 
world not mediated by pixels. 
We won’t be bringing back the 
overhead projector or Comic Sans 
bulletin, but we’ll find ourselves 
discerning what effect these new 
tools might have on our personal, 
family and congregational life 
together. 

BY AND ABOUT YOUNG ADULTS

Thirty days seems 
worth the chance 
to find out what I’m 
missing the in the 
world not mediated 
by pixels.

Newport says: “They start with 
the things they value most, then 
work backward to ask whether the 
new technology performs more 
harm than good with respect to 
these values.” The first question 
they ask themselves is how a 
technology will affect their life 
together, whether it supports it or 
tears it down. 

I wish I had asked this 
before I signed up me and my 
congregation. Adopting certain 
technologies, like a weekly email, 
has kept people updated on events 
and prayer concerns. But others 
we adopted felt like a chore to 
update. 

My friend John Jay Alvaro is 
on a mission to get Christians 
to think critically about their 
relationship to pixels and phones. 
He points out how important it is. 
Once adopted, I’ve found, it’s hard 
to put the cat back in the bag. 

Matthew Shedden  
is pastor at Defiance 
Church in Glenwood 
Springs, Colo.
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LEADERSHIP F IELD NOTES

C JP NAMES KENYA 
PEACE WORKER 2019 
PEACEBUILDER

The Center for Justice and 
Peacebuilding at Eastern 
Mennonite University, 
Harrisonburg, Va., has 
named Tecla Namachanja 
Wanjalait the 2019 
Peacebuilder of the Year. 
Wanjala, who received 
her master’s in conflict 
transformation from CJP 
in 2003, is the chairperson 
of the Kenya-based Green 
String Network.

E VERENCE DONATES 
$345,000 TO CHARIT Y

In January Everence 
donated over $345,000 to 
408 charitable organizations 
and congregations through 
its MyNeighbor program. 
With the MyNeighbor 
program, individuals and 
businesses generate reward 
dollars for their favorite 
nonprofits every time they 
use their MyNeighbor credit 
cards from Everence Federal 
Credit Union.

EMM BOARD 
APPOINTS KEENER ITS 
EIGHTH PRESIDENT

The Board of Directors of 
Eastern Mennonite Missions 
appointed Gerald “Gerry” 
H. Keener as the president. 
Keener has served EMM as 
the executive vice president 
and chief operating officer 
since 2010. He will serve 
as EMM’s eighth president, 
effective immediately. With 
respect for Keener’s wishes, 
the appointment is for a 
two-year term. 

UPDATES

Conference minister tasks
SOMEONE ASKED ME what 
a conference minister does. I 
compiled a (partial) list of what I 
did one recent week:
• two Zoom (video conference) 

meetings regarding the Journey 
pastoral training program at 
Anabaptist Mennonite Biblical 
Seminary, Elkhart, Ind.;

• meet with church planter 
beginning a new church;

• meet with Pacific Southwest 
Mennonite Conference (PSMC) 
moderator to plan agenda for 
executive committee and board 
meetings;

• gather documents for those 
meetings;

• review policies that need to be 
updated;

• create new policy for the PSMC 
thrift store;

• Zoom meeting regarding 
possible ministry in Baja 
California that would include 
starting a church and working 
with migrants;

• Zoom meeting to begin planning 
the 2019 PSMC gathering in San 
Francisco;

• update information for the gift 
discernment committee;

• Zoom meeting with the gift 
discernment committee;

• complete references for two 
candidates for Mennonite Church 
USA agencies or boards;

• write minutes for most recent 
pastoral leadership committee 
meeting;

• prepare handouts about 
PSMC for church exploring 
membership;

• drive from Fresno, Calif., to San 
Francisco to worship with First 
Mennonite Church there;

• worship with another church 
in San Francisco considering 
membership in PSMC, then meet 
with them to discuss what PSMC 
membership would mean;

We gather to 
encourage and 
support one 
another. 

FROM MENNONITE CHURCH USA

Clare Ann Ruth-Heffelbower is conference 
minister for Pacific Southwest Conference.

• update Personal Growth and 
Self-Care Plan worksheet for 
PSMC credentialed leaders;

• write e-Update article plus PSMC 
insurance, accounting, boundary 
training, planning pastoral 
appreciation event, Full Circle 
Thrift, Dove’s Nest training, a 
licensing service, planning for our 
Mennonite camps at Camp Keola 
this summer, tuition for Journey 
program…and more.

As a conference, we work at 
pastoral training, preparation and 
support. We credential pastors, 
provide training on various topics 
for our congregations and leaders, 
assist in the development of new 
churches and other ministries, 
provide opportunities for 
Christian formation for our youth. 
We gather to encourage and 
support one another. We connect 
our churches with Mennonite 
Church USA.
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GRACE AND TRUTH

A WORD FROM PASTORS

I’VE BEEN THINKING lately 
about the similarities between 
caring for animals and tending 
to our faith. Imagine a farmer 
caring for her sheep. One way to 
prevent the sheep from running 
away is to build a fence. This 
ensures the animals stay within a 
restricted area. The downside to 
fences, though, is they require a 
lot of maintenance. You need to 
continually make sure every part 
of the perimeter is secure, because 
a small gap in just one part of the 
fence will allow all the animals to 
roam free. 

Another problem with fences 
is they require a lot of resources. 
If you have a three-acre property, 
you can probably afford to build 
a fence around it. But if you’re a 
rancher with many acres of land, 
it’s not possible—logistically or 
financially—to put a fence around 
the whole thing. 

A different option is digging 
wells. Since a well is a source of 
water, the animals tend to stay 
relatively close to it. They are free 
to roam but won’t wander too far 
from the well because it is their 
source of life. In this scenario, 
you care for the sheep through 
what you’re drawing them toward 
instead of what you’re restricting 
them from. 

The goal of both approaches is 
the same, but it’s much easier and 
more efficient to dig a life-giving 
well at the center than it is to 
maintain a bunch of fences along 
the border. 

The same is true when it comes 
to our faith. Some people spend 
an inordinate amount of time and 
energy trying to define and defend 
the boundaries: the lines we can’t 

cross, the issues we can’t discuss, 
the words we can’t say, the ways 
we can’t vote, the people we can’t 
associate with because they believe 
differently from us. It’s all about 
building fences that separate us 
and erecting walls that distinguish 
us from everyone else. 

because people won’t want to leave 
the center. 

The problem for many 
Christians and many churches 
isn’t that the boundaries of our 
faith are weak but that the center 
of our faith is weak. We’ve spent 
far too much time on secondary 
issues and not enough time being 
formed into the likeness of Christ.   

As a millennial who did 
not grow up in a Mennonite 
setting, I’m very aware of how 
many younger and nonchurched 
neighbors perceive “church.” It’s 
not always a positive association. 
As I imagine an Anabaptist 
expression of faith that connects 
with a changing culture, my 
prayer is that we learn to focus 
more on the well than on the wall. 

That means less time debating 
secondary issues, less time arguing 
about who’s in and who’s out, less 
time engaging in culture wars and 
less time convincing others of a 
particular theological position. 

Instead, it means more 
energy proclaiming Christ, more 
energy introducing people to 
the peaceable way of Jesus, more 
energy seeking justice for the 
oppressed and more energy on our 
common commitments than our 
differences. 

A church for a changing 
culture is one that’s focused on the 
center rather than the boundary. 
May we be that church together.

The well or the wall?

Josh Meyer is 
pastor of discipling 
and preaching 
at Franconia 
Mennonite Church 
in Telford, Pa.

The problem for 
many Christians and 
many churches isn’t 
that the boundaries 
of our faith are weak 
but that the center 
of our faith is weak. 

The danger of this bounded-set 
mentality is that it elevates and 
accentuates peripheral issues while 
minimizing and diminishing the 
center. This approach breeds a 
mentality where we’re clear what 
we’re against—we draw thick lines 
around the edges—but the center 
gets neglected. 

A healthier approach is to 
spend less time defending the 
borders and more time focused 
on the center. This centered-set 
mentality acknowledges there are 
some lines we shouldn’t cross but 
makes our primary objective the 
well, not the wall. The bulk of our 
time and energy is spent inviting 
people to the source of Living 
Water. 

If we’re clear about that—if 
we’re passionate and unwavering 
in introducing people to Jesus—
we won’t need to spend as much 
time arguing about the border 
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FOR THE RECORD

 BIRTHS 

Miller, Agatha Beth, was born Dec. 15, 
2018, to Kraig and Leah Lehman Miller, 
Goshen, Ind.

 DEATHS 

Bollinger, Janet Wenger, 91, 
Harrisonburg, Va., died Dec. 29, 
2018. Spouse: Paul Steven Bollinger 
(deceased). Children: Phyllis Branner, 
Gail Anderson, Joetta Waring, Steven 
Bollinger, Michael Bollinger, Edward 
Bollinger; seven grandchildren; two 
great-grandchildren. Funeral: Jan. 
4 at Weavers Mennonite Church, 
Harrisonburg.

Diffenderfer, Elizabeth S. Shirk, 91, 
Leola, Pa., died Jan. 13. Spouse: Melvin 
N. Diffenderfer. Parents: Jonathan 
and Elizabeth Martin Shirk. Children: 
Leroy Diffenderfer, June Diffenderfer, 
Charles Diffenderfer, Barbara Rissler, 
Darrell Diffenderfer, Elaine Hoover, 
Eileen Wenger; 20 grandchildren; 49 
great-grandchildren. Funeral: Jan. 19 at 
New Holland Mennonite Church, New 
Holland, Pa.

Eby, Martin Zeiset, 97, Harrisonburg, 
Va., died Dec. 28, 2018. Spouse: Lydia 
Pearl Heishman Eby (deceased). 
Parents: Henry Musser Eby and Anna 
Mae Zeiset Eby. Children: Ralph 
Eby, Jim Eby; three grandchildren; 
two great-grandchildren. Funeral: 
Jan. 5 at Strite Auditorium at VMRC, 
Harrisonburg.

Geckle, Albert A., 88, Belleville, Pa., 
died Nov. 21, 2018. Spouse: Clara G. 
Gunter Geckle (deceased). Parents: 
Albert Joseph Geckle and Marthette 
Gatchell Geckle. Children: Lynn 
Peachey, Daniel A. Geckle, Michael K. 
Geckle; seven grandchildren; eight 
great-grandchildren. Funeral: Nov. 28 
at Maple Grove Mennonite Church, 
Belleville.

Gomez, Lou Jr., 68, Newton, Kan., 
died Oct. 17, 2018. Spouse: Elizabeth 
Raid. Mother: Frances Gomez. 
Children: Kisha Slay, Christopher 
Gomez, Rachel Pankratz, Lisa Pankratz, 
Matthew Pankratz; 13 grandchildren. 
Celebration of life: Oct. 26 at Bethel 
College Mennonite Church, North 
Newton, Kan.

Grace, Carl D., 87, Belleville, Pa., died 
Nov. 1, 2018. Spouse: Fern Smucker 
Grace. Parents: Elmer Wade Grace 
and Ethel I. Bratton Grace. Children: 
Sharon Bradshaw, Steven Grace, 
Catherine Grace; seven grandchildren. 
Funeral: Nov. 6 at Maple Grove Church, 
Belleville.

Haines, Roger P., 86, Mishawaka, Ind., 
died Feb. 2. Spouse: Charlene Sommer 
Haines. Parents: Percival J. and Emma 
Schrock Haines. Children: Brad Haines, 
Stephanie Horner, Stacy Krahn; 14 
grandchildren; six great-grandchildren. 
Funeral: Feb. 10 at Olive Mennonite 
Church, Elkhart, Ind.

Hartman, Doris Maxine Miller, 91, 
Wakarusa, Ind., died Jan. 24. Spouse: 
John Lowell Hartman (deceased). 
Parents: Theodore Hartman and Ruth 
Miller Barkey Hartman. Children: 
Jim Hartman, Sandi Richard, Barbara 
Hartman; seven grandchildren; 10 
great-grandchildren. Funeral: Jan. 29 at 
Olive Mennonite Church, Elkhart, Ind.

Hunsberger, Edna Martin, 96, 
Goshen, Ind., died Jan. 11. Spouse: Paul 
A. Hunsberger (deceased). Parents: 
Ishmael and Fanny Snyder Martin. 

To submit births, marriages or deaths, 
log on to themennonite.org, use the 
“About Us” tab and select “Contact Us” 
from the drop-down menu. You may 
also use email, editor@themennonite.
org, or mail, 3145 Benham Ave., Suite 4, 
Elkhart, IN 46517. 

For the record
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Children: Joy Beiler, Gay Lehman, 
Gloria Schwartz, Grace Roth, Ray 
Hunsberger; 11 grandchildren; 19 
great-grandchildren. Funeral: Jan. 19 at 
College Mennonite Church, Goshen.

King, Laura Ann Shenk, 95, Scottdale, 
Pa., died Jan. 3. Spouse: Kenneth King 
(deceased). Parents: Jacob B. and 
Laura Elizabeth Shenk. Child: Janice 
Brubacher; two grandchildren; six 
great-grandchildren. Funeral: Jan. 5 at 
Scottdale Mennonite Church.

Kreider, Norman Herr, 85, 
Harrisonburg, Va., died Dec. 22, 2018. 
Spouse: Dorothy Lehman Kreider. 
Parents: Elmer H. and Mary A. Herr 
Kreider. Children: Emily Gelser, 
Jeanette Hershey, Marcia & Andy 
Smith; nine grandchildren; two 
great-grandchildren. Funeral: Dec. 
27 at Weavers Mennonite Church, 
Harrisonburg.

Nice, Fern Amy Roth, 83, Albany, 
Ore., died Jan. 9. Spouse: Robert Nice. 
Parents: Amos and Sarah Stalter Roth. 
Children: Linda Dibble, Julia Todd, 
Kendra Schlabach, Carmen Nice; 11 
grandchildren; 12 great-grandchildren. 
Funeral: Jan. 19 at Albany Mennonite 
Church.

Rittenhouse, Elizabeth “Betty” M., 
82, Lansdale, Pa., died Jan. 6. Parents: 
J. Warren L. and Mabel S. Musselman 
Rittenhouse. Funeral: Jan. 26 at Plains 
Mennonite Church, Hatfield, Pa.

Schrag, Janelle Renae Schmidt, 50, 
Kansas City, Mo., died Dec. 7, 2018. 
Spouse: David M. Schrag. Parents: Arlo 
and Teresa Schmidt. Children: Hannah 
Schrag, Larissa Schrag. Funeral: Dec. 11 
at Rainbow Mennonite Church,  
Kansas City. 

Short, Doris M. Schmucker, 88, West 
Unity, Ohio, died Jan. 12. Spouse: 
LaMar Short (deceased). Parents: 
George and Sylvia Short Schmucker. 
Children: Gordon Short, Kathi 

Bauer, Randy Short, Lynn Short, Kris 
Griffiths; 19 grandchildren; 15 great-
grandchildren. Funeral: Jan. 12 at 
Lockport Mennonite Church,  
Stryker, Ohio.

Sprunger, Charles E., 86, Lansdale, Pa. 
and Trappe, Pa., died Jan. 9. Spouse: 
Geraldine Reiff Sprunger. Parents: 
Vernon J. and Lilly Bachman Sprunger. 
Children: Kathy Harnley, Joel Sprunger, 
Charlene Lapp; one grandson, two 
step-grandchildren. Funeral: Jan. 15 
at Dock Woods Community Chapel, 
Lansdale.

Wenger, Eugene Eby, 77, 
Harrisonburg, Va., died Nov. 21, 
2018. Spouse: Aldeen Grace Yoder 
Wenger. Parents: John S. and Marian 
Eby Wenger. Child: Jennifer Wright; 
three grandchildren. Funeral: Dec. 
1 at Weavers Mennonite Church, 
Harrisonburg.

FOR THE RECORD

Widrick, Robert Nelson, 87, Lowville, 
N.Y., died Dec. 8, 2018. Spouse: 
Muriel Ruth Roggie Widrick. Parents: 
Jonas and Lucille Powers Widrick. 
Children: Sharon Curry, Dale Widrick, 
Keith Widrick, Brenda Malone; nine 
grandchildren; 14 great-grandchildren; 
one great-great-grandchild. Funeral: 
Dec. 12 at Lowville Mennonite Church.

Yoder, Esther Berniece Mishler, 
90, Goshen, Ind., died Dec. 12, 2018. 
Spouse: Galen L. Yoder. Parents: 
Sanford N. and Millie Nusbaum Mishler. 
Children: Retha Baer, Rosalie Yoder, 
Ronald Yoder, Roberta Bontrager, 
Rodney Yoder, Russel Wayne Yoder; 15 
grandchildren; 20 great-grandchildren. 
Funeral: Dec. 17 at Waterford 
Mennonite Church, Goshen.

Yutzy, Katherine, 91, Goshen, Ind., 
died Dec. 23, 2018. Parents: Emery and 
Florence Kramer Yutzy. Funeral: Jan. 5 
at College Mennonite Church, Goshen.
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CLASSIFIEDS

CL ASSIFIEDS

First Mennonite Church, 
Reedley, Calif., is seeking a part-
time pastor (.7 FTE) to lead the 
English-speaking members of 
the multicultural congregation. 
Candidate should embrace 
Anabaptist theology and be 
willing to work as a team member 
with the existing pastoral team, 
which includes leaders for 
children’s, youth and Spanish-
language ministries. For more 
information, contact Clare Ann 
Ruth-Hefflebower, Executive 
Conference Minister of the Pacific 
Southwest Mennonite Conference 
at clareann@pacificsouthwest.org.

Assistant professor of biblical 
and theological studies—
Canadian Mennonite University 
in Winnipeg, Manitoba, invites 
applications for this full-time, 
tenure-track faculty position. 
Interested candidates are invited to 
visit www.cmu.ca/employment for 
more information.

First Mennonite Church, Denver 
Colo., seeks a full-time pastor to 
join our pastoral team. We seek 
a pastor with a wide range of 
pastoral skills but with particular 
emphasis in any of the areas 
of worship, outreach and/or 
Christian education. FMC Denver 
is a welcoming congregation 
and a member of Mountain 
States Mennonite Conference. 
Visit fmcdenver.org/about-us/
employment for qualifications and 
application information. 

Encounter Cuba in an up close 
and personal people-to-people 
experience sponsored by the MEDA 
Sarasota Chapter. Explore this 
fascinating country that’s been off-
limits to most Americans for more 
than 50 years. Led by expert Cuban 

guides, you’ll experience the sights 
and sounds of Cuba and see Cuban 
life through the eyes of artists, 
chefs, entrepreneurs, students, 
medical practitioners, farmers, 
senior citizens and more on this 
unique and affordable adventure. 
Dates are Nov. 9-16, 2019. 
Scholarships available for full-time 
students and recent graduates. For 
further information contact MEDA.
Sarasota.Cuba@gmail.com or  
574-849-2751.

Eastern Mennonite Missions 
seeks a Mission Team director 
to give leadership to the Mission 
Team—the sending, partnering 
and resourcing arm of EMM. 
Requires 5+ years of organizational 
leadership experience, bachelor’s 
degree and 5+ years of long-term, 
cross-cultural mission experience. 
Apply at emm.org/employment—
begins as soon as possible.

Shalom Mennonite Church, part 
of Indiana-Michigan  Conference, 
seeks a .5-.75 FTE pastor to join 
our pastoral team. This urban 
Anabaptist congregation in 
Indianapolis, Ind., has an average 
attendance of 65. The focus will 
be determined by the gifts of all 
team members with a possible 
emphasis on spiritual development, 
counseling/pastoral care and 
peace/justice. Email search@
shalommennonite.com for more 
information.

Lead pastor—active, vibrant, 
urban, progressive, Anabaptist 
congregation seeks ¾ to full-time 
pastor to help facilitate our efforts 
to experience and bring the peace 
and social justice of Jesus to our 
community and world. Located 
30 minutes from Washington 
D.C., Daniels Run Peace Church 

is a growing multicultural and 
multigenerational Virginia 
Conference congregation of 25-
30 members, mostly employed 
in service type professions. 
Candidate preferably good with 
young families, willing to live in 
this area, able to represent us 
to our community and able to 
maintain the connections we 
have ecumenically. Résumés to 
glen.denlinger@gmail.com. www.
danielsrunpeacechurch.org

 

Connecting Families-East 
Retreat May 17-19 at Laurelville 
Mennonite Church Center. Mark 
Rupp presenting “Reclaiming the 
Gift of LGBTQ Identity.” Mark serves 
as pastor of Christian formation 
at Columbus Mennonite Church. 
The retreat aims to create a space 
of mutual support for families, 
friends and those in the lgbtqi 
community with the opportunity to 
meet, share and worship together. 
Email connectingfam@gmail.com 
or call 717-203-1170 to request 
registration materials.

 

Friends of Shirati, which supports 
medical and educational ministries 
of the Tanzania Mennonite Church, 
will hold its annual banquet on 
Saturday, March 9, at 6 p.m. at the 
Gathering Place in Mount Joy, Pa. 
Dr. Bwire Chirangi, the medical 
director of Shirati Hospital, and 
Samwel Ogoya, the director of 
maintenance and projects, will be 
the featured speakers. Reservations 
by March 1: 717-344-2231 or 
banquet@friendsofshirati.org. No 
charge, but donations accepted. 

 

North Newton Guest Housing—
Serenity Silo, Barnview Cottage, 
Woodland Hideaway. Email or call 
for brochures: vadasnider@cox.net, 
316-283-5231.
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GLOBAL ANABAPTISM

STORIES FROM THE GLOBAL MENNONITE CHURCH

IN JUNE 1919, a group of nearly 
30 young Mennonite service 
workers gathered in Clarmont-
en-Argonne, France, to discuss 
the future of the church. They 
had come to the region only a 
few months earlier, part of a 
small contingent of Mennonite 
conscientious objectors to 
World War I who had joined 
the American Friends Service 
Committee, eager to participate 
in a postwar mission of relief and 
reconstruction. 

At the gathering, the men 
shared their disappointment in 
the leadership of the Mennonite 
Church back home. As pacifists 
conscripted into military training 
camps, they had received little 
support or direction from 
church leaders, who seemed to 
be preoccupied with doctrinal 
concerns and enforcing 
conformity on a host of cultural 
distinctives. The men were also 
disappointed that the church had 
shown little interest in their work 
in France or the larger social and 
political transformations brought 
about by the war. 

Their meeting aroused great 
concern among the Mennonite 
hierarchy at home. Daniel 
Kauffman, redoubtable editor of 
the Gospel Herald, took offense at 
the gathering, arguing that “the 
apostolic church had no ‘young 
men’s meetings’” and that no 
church conference had approved 
the meeting. J.C. Meyer, one of 
the group’s leaders, responded: 
“If it is heresy for a young person 
to express his views, it is no less 
heretical and infinitely more 
hypocritical for him to hold the 
views and never express them.” 

Making way for new visions

Meyer and the others yearned 
for a church that was more 
outward looking—more actively 
engaged in missions, relief and 
service work, and higher education. 
Above all, they wanted to have a 
space for open conversations about 
church organization, engagement 
in politics and their Christian 
vocations. 

is yours, the talent is yours, the 
problems are yours, the future 
is yours. Get the vision, follow 
the gleam, bend your back to the 
burden and consecrate yourselves 
to the task. You are needed, you 
are wanted, you are able.”

As Anna Showalter has noted 
in a 2011 article on the Young 
People’s Conferences, published in 
the same journal Bender founded, 
within a few decades of their 
meeting at Clarmont-en-Argonne, 
virtually all the reforms that the 
young people were advocating in 
the early 1920s were realized. 

Today, the average age of 
members in Mennonite Church 
USA—like its counterparts 
in Canada and Europe—is 
approaching 60. In the meantime, 
our sister churches in Africa, 
Asia and Latin America are 
significantly younger. For those of 
us in the older generation, what 
would a healthy generational 
transition look like, both within 
our own church but also as we 
look to the youthful vitality of 
the global Anabaptist-Mennonite 
family? What structures, habits, 
traditions and forms might we 
need to relinquish in order to 
make way for new visions? Can 
we say with Harold Bender to the 
younger churches elsewhere in the 
world: “You are needed, you are 
wanted, you are able”?

What would 
a healthy 
generational 
transition look like?

The frustration expressed by 
the young men at Clarmont-
en-Argonne—and in three 
subsequent Young People’s 
Conferences—points to the 
ancient challenge in every 
human society of generational 
transition. How does an older, 
entrenched group of leaders pass 
along authority, resources and 
opportunity to the oncoming 
generation of young people who 
are eager to exercise their gifts? 
Clearly, in the 1920s, a generation 
of young Mennonites was hungry 
for leadership opportunities. 

In 1927, Harold S. Bender, 
then a young professor at Goshen 
(Ind.) College, created a journal 
he hoped would create a space 
for vigorous discussion about the 
church’s identity and its future. 
In the opening editorial to The 
Mennonite Quarterly Review, 
Bender issued this clarion call: 
“Youth of the Mennonite Church, 
the church of tomorrow! The 
heritage is yours, the organization 

John D. Roth is 
professor of history 
at Goshen (Ind.) 
College, director 
of the Institute for 
the Study of Global 
Anabaptism and 
editor of Mennonite 
Quarterly Review.
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FROM THE EDITOR

Amid pain, a healing love

I stood in front of 
my own father’s 
closet, in silence, 
with tears.

READING RETA HALTEMAN 
Finger’s beautiful article (page 
10) for the first time left me 
misty-eyed. I remember feeling 
pain in my gut as I read these 
lines: “Amid the relief I felt that 
his suffering was over, I thought 
about that old shirt and washed-
off khakis. What had it cost him 
to have a staff person help him 
put on his clothes so he could 
look nice for my sister? What even 
greater pain than I had seen must 
he have endured for love of her?”

I first read those lines in late 
2018. I did not anticipate where I 
would be several weeks later.

One day last month, I stood in 
front of my own father’s closet, in 
silence, with tears, turning over 
his button-down shirts and dress 
pants, one by one. It was nearly 
a month since he passed away 
unexpectedly. He was 69.

Unlike for Reta, my father 
didn’t die in work clothes. 
Our fathers attended Salford 
Mennonite Church, my current 
congregation, for many years.

I hadn’t thought too much 

about clothes over the previous 
few days and weeks, until that 
day, though I’d thought a lot 
about grief—at least when my 
mind wasn’t too foggy to think 
about much at all.

In her book Winter of the 
Heart: Finding Your Way Through 
the Mystery of Grief, Paula D’Arcy 
invites readers to reflect on how 
one relates to pain: pushing it 
aside, meeting it with fear, sinking 
into regret, staying busy.

For too long my posture has 
been to push pain aside, or even to 
try to ignore it. My father’s death 
has put me face to face with pain. 
I am realizing how turning away 
from pain makes it worse. That’s 
not to say working through it is 
easy. One moment I think I am 
doing pretty well, then boom, 

a wave of grief crashes into me. 
Then, as the waters of grief recede, 
I feel the shifting sands below my 
feet; I can’t tell if I’m moving or if 
it’s the water. And boom, I’m hit 
with another wave. I wonder, Am 
I making any progress?

D’Arcy writes: “As long as the 
pain is moving, as long as we are 
expressing our feelings in some 
way—talking, crying, journaling, 
actively creating a memorial, 
purposefully expending emotion 
by exerting ourselves with physical 
activity—then the grief work will 
progress.” She later writes, “It’s 
when we stop and allow the pain 
to move through us that we touch 
the nourishing love just below its 
surface. We are finally meeting 
truth face to face. Within all pain 
is a healing love that invites us to 
listen.”

And so it goes.


