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I can’t remember who said that the
only thing constant in life is change,
but the person must have been talking
about me. In the past year I’ve moved
from Pennsylvania to Ken-
tucky and back, from stay-
at-home parent to teacher
and back, and gotten preg-
nant with our third child
(oh, and we just bought a
house and will move again
within the year). Don’t even
ask how many jobs I held during my
20s or how many times I switched
majors in college.

So it’s not surprising to anyone
who knows me that I’ve decided to
make one more change in my life this
fall: to end formal involvement with
DreamSeeker Magazine as columnist
and assistant editor. As with most de-
cisions, it was anything but simple
and quick. I’ve found fulfillment and
meaning in my work with DSM, and
I’ve been honored to share these pages
with the other writers published here.
But I’ve also found my time for writ-
ing waning with the birth of each
child, and expect it will be the same
when child number three arrives. 

Although I’ll miss the discipline of
a DSM deadline that has forced me to
sit at my desk when I have a free mo-
ment, I also look forward to working
on writing projects that are more
open-ended, more expansive, and
which may take years to grow. Also, as
a person who pathologically over-
commits herself, I’m rolling back sev-
eral other commitments so that the
few minutes each day that I’m not car-
ing for children are truly mine.

Even while the feminist in me sug-
gests that I’m a little crazy for giving
up the one thing I do that most closely
resembles a job, I look forward to the

gifts that these child-rearing
years have to teach me. Like
not classifying the success of
each day by how many items
I cross off my to-do list. Like
not trusting that deadly capi-
talist equation of education
plus position times salary

equals self-worth. Like learning, in-
stead, to measure life with variables
such as finding joy in the mundane,
creating sacred times for children, los-
ing my life to truly find it.

Most days, to be honest, I can’t
wait to return to “the real world” of
paid work that isn’t squeezed into the
hour between the kids’ bedtime and
my own. And I’ll continue as an edito-
rial consultant for Cascadia Publish-
ing House, which produces DSM.

Otherwise, this fall I’ll mostly be
hanging around with my children,
watching the leaves—and the chil-
dren themselves—change. And try-
ing to learn some new equations.

—Valerie Weaver-Zercher

She helped shape DSM from the
start, through her network of writer
friends, her pithy columns, and the
editorial suggestions that helped pol-
ish each issue. Her replacement is in
the wings, but that’s agenda for next
issue. Here let this be clearly said: Spe-
cial thanks, Valerie! You’ll be much
missed. Blessings as your journey con-
tinues.

—Michael A. King
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Little Blue Dress

From a dream I had.
I saw her 
lying in the ditch beside the road
A girl
in a little blue dress

I thought she was dead
just lying there 
alone and so still

Frantically
I searched for help
driving recklessly 
through the rain

She’s lying there
alone
and frightened
I anguished.

Where is her mother?
How could she leave her there,
with just a little blue dress
in the cold, cold rain?
What kind of mother 
leaves her child?

A motherless child 
needs someone.

So 
I turned around
Afraid
but knowing what I had to do
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I picked up the little girl
and carried her
back to the road

She knew
that her mother was gone
that it was too late

I’ll see her again, she said
I know, I said
but that doesn’t mean you’re not sad

She didn’t hide the tears
She cried them all
until there were no more
left to cry

I think it’s time to get going
she said finally

And we drove away from that place
That awful ditch
That lonely spot

You’ll need a new dress, I said.
Let’s get you a pink one
A bright, beautiful pink one

—Joyce Peachey Lind
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Being Just 
a Mother After All

Joyce Peachey Lind

My mother died of breast cancer in December
2000. Her death, and the array of feelings surround-
ing that loss, has affected me profoundly in so many
ways during the years since—ways I’m sure I haven’t
begun to understand. The loss of a mother is painful,
no matter what her age, no matter what her child’s age.

One day, a week or so after the funeral as we were
sorting through some of my mother’s things, I found a
cassette tape that had “for Jacob” written on the case. I
put it in the tape recorder and was startled to hear my
mother’s voice. Apparently she had made a tape for my
oldest son, Jacob, when he was a toddler. On the tape
she sang old Sunday school songs, and folk songs she
knew, in that familiar voice I had heard lilting from the
kitchen for as far back as I could remember.

As I listened to her songs, which sounded eerily
like she was in the next room, I thought about the fact
that her voice had surrounded me much of my life—
the humming I’m certain I heard when I was still in her
womb, the lullabies she sang as she rocked me to sleep,
the hymns she sang as she washed the dishes, the “Hal-
lelujah” chorus she sang at Christmas time. 
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That was before I had children of
my own. Before my path was inter-
rupted by two little boys who have
dreams. A soccer player and a scien-
tist, or a race-car driver and a video-
game designer, depending on the day.

Before my path was complicated
by a husband who has dreams, and a
society that often makes it
easier for him to go after his,
while I keep the home fires
burning and provide the
sure footing from which
great dreamers are launched.

I turned 40 last Septem-
ber and sank into a year-long
funk. I could handle 30, and
all of those 30-something
numbers, because I wasn’t really
“there” yet. I wasn’t half-way. It wasn’t
too late. But 40 for me marked the be-
ginning of the end, and I began strug-
gling with the pain of being where I
never thought I’d be, having not done
things I thought I’d do. And the
dream I had of finishing that music
degree, I realized, had quietly disap-
peared.

It dawned on me one day that for
10 years I had been “just” a mother. I
had done other work, too, part-time.
But most of those things were nur-
turing activities, usually for children.
Things I enjoyed doing, or that
earned a little money, but that weren’t
part of the “big plan” I had laid out
for myself. I always thought I’d “be”
somebody. Once the mothering was
done, once the nurturing was done,
I’d go do my important work.

I’ve spent a good bit of time in the
last few years wrestling with my ideal-
ism, sometimes berating myself for

not finding the balance, not being
able to do it all. It’s not that I didn’t
want to be a mother—there was no
question that I would be—it’s just
that I didn’t know I was going to have
to give up things. I slowly came to re-
alize that I wasn’t going to do every-
thing, like a real feminist would. It

simply wasn’t possible.
I had no idea what be-

ing a mother would bring:
joy, frustration, exhilara-
tion, exhaustion. I never
imagined that parenting
would give me new
dreams. Certainly I value
these fresh dreams, but
somewhere along the way

there has been a change. And my defi-
nition of what it means to be a femi-
nist—well, that has changed, too.

So this year, as 41 approaches, I am
coming to terms with where I find
myself. And beginning to accept that
what I’m doing, and who I am, are
okay. Where I am is where I need to
be. I’m probably not going to “be”
anyone who is introduced with lots of
degrees and professional experience
tacked behind my name. But I am
making a difference, in ways I hadn’t
planned.

For the last five years I have been
using music to teach young children.
We sing and dance, tap sticks, and
shake jingle bells.We sing lullabies to
stuffed animals. When it’s time to get
out the animal babies, the children
choose an animal from my bag. We
let the “babies” play for a little bit,
then we tell the babies it’s time to go
to sleep. One by one those three- and
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I smiled to myself, amazed that
she had had the foresight to record
those songs for her grandchild. I don’t
think she was aware of the cancer at
the time, but I’m sure she had given
thought to the fact that she might not
always be around—that life was un-
predictable, and one never knew
when it would end.

My mom was a woman of her era,
a housewife, a full-time mother, and
later a warm and loving grandmother.
She was the kind of grandmother that
always had cookies for my boys, and
always let my five-year-old win at Un-
cle Wiggly; the kind of grandmother
who giggled when my seven-year-old
told jokes. 

My mother had a bachelor’s de-
gree in Christian education, but not a
professional career. Her life was spent
nurturing children, being a support-
ive wife, and extending a warm and
gracious welcome to anyone who en-
tered her home. She was a kind and
compassionate friend, even—and
perhaps especially—to those no one
else befriended.

Being “just” a mother was something
to which I never aspired. I took of-
fense when my father pointed out to
me how much I was like my mother,
because I didn’t want to become like
her—I wasn’t going to be just a house-
wife. Our era had new opportunities
for women, and I was going to seize
them. As a young woman during the
1980s, I was swept into the feminist
movement. We women believed we
could do anything we wanted to do—
that we should do what we wanted to
do. 

And being a mother was of course
part of the natural plan, but to stop at
mothering somehow wasn’t accept-
able. We were convinced that we
could have fulfilling careers and be
great mothers, because the men were
going to step up to the plate and help
us out. 

Many of them did step up to the
plate, and they have helped us out—
more than our fathers helped our
mothers.

But someone still has to provide
an income, and someone has to nurse
the baby and do the laundry and buy
the groceries, and somehow the de-
tails of how all of that was going to get
divvied up didn’t get spelled out very
clearly.

Once, when I was in my 20cvas
and still single, my father told me
about a woman he met at a conference
who tearfully lamented that she had
never finished her music degree, and
was never able to fulfill her dream of
teaching music and leading a choir.
She and her husband started their
family when she was young, and she
had never been able to return to
school.

My father and I talked about my
dreams that night, and following
one’s heart, and achieving goals.
Sometime during that conversation I
vowed that I would never be like that
woman. I promised myself that I
would finish the music degree I had
started but never finished. I would go
after my dreams, persevere, and have
no regrets. I wasn’t going to let being a
mother keep me from doing what I
planned on doing.

Well.
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It dawned on
me one day
that for 10
years I had

been “just” a
mother.



Thoughts 
on Funerals and 
Community

Mark R. Wenger

The bleating cell phone cut through our sleep. We
were in San Francisco, about halfway through a cross-
country family camping trip. The clock said 5:30 a.m.
Wide awake, we all awaited the news: My mother-in-
law, Orpha Hess Weaver, 79 years old, was not ex-
pected to live through the day.

At the time, Orpha’s home was an Alzheimer’s
wing of Landis Homes, a retirement community near
Lancaster, Pennsylvania. We knew she was not well.
The phone call was not unexpected, although the tim-
ing was tough to swallow. A few hours later, as we
drove east through the lush orchards of California’s
Central Valley, we got word of her death. We headed
down the long road for home and for saying final
good-byes.

Once upon a time I thought funeral rituals were
stilted, almost grotesque. Especially the part about
parading by an open casket with the dead person in
full view. I have since, however, completely changed
my mind. And what happened during Orpha’s view-
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COMMUNITY SENSE
four-year-olds cradle the animals in
their arms. Together we sing a lullaby
to the “babies” and rock them.

The first time I did this with chil-
dren it was magical. The wiggly little
boy who couldn’t focus on any of the
other activities was carefully attend-
ing to his baby. The chatty little girl,
who always wants to show me her
ouchies, was fixed on her bunny, and
she patted it gently as she sang. As we
sang together, the children rocked
and hummed and cooed, just as their
parents had done with them.

Now, when people ask me what I
do, I tell them I’m a mother, a teacher,
a musician. I don’t have that music de-
gree, but a hundred music degrees
couldn’t have prepared me for what I
do. Being a mother did. As the
preschoolers and I sing and rock those

little animal babies, we are practicing
what will be their most important
jobs—to be mothers and fathers who
rock and sing tenderly to their own
children.

I think my mother might be sur-
prised to know how much I value who
she was and what she did. She and I
didn’t always agree about what a
woman—a wife, a mother—should
do. But I carry her voice, her lullabies,
with me. And sometimes, as I sing
with the children, I think I hear her
singing along.

—Joyce Peachey Lind is a mother,
teacher, and musician who lives in
Harrisonburg, Virginia. She is pur-
suing an M.A.T. in Early Childhood
Education at James Madison Uni-
versity.
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sense of longing for something I once
knew. Maybe it can be attributed to
my age, as I turn 49. Or am I just try-
ing to get on the good side of my in-
laws? I don’t think so. There is
admiration, to be sure, but it reflects, I
think, a universal kind of longing—to
belong and be connected to others in
layers of interdependence.

Of course the myth of
the rugged individualist
breaking free from the con-
straints of the group contin-
ues to have a powerful hold
on the American psyche.
When things get messy or
crowded in one place, you
are smart to cut your losses
and move on. Or if a better
deal comes along—job,
friends, spouse, congregation—take
it. Don’t let moss grow on your life;
don’t let anyone else tell you what to
do.

But there is an alternate story that
tugs at the soul in a more subtle, exis-
tential manner: to find oneself and
one’s place woven into a web of lasting
relationships. That is what I saw on
display in the simple rituals surround-
ing Orpha’s death. Relational capital,
acquired and invested in life, becomes
especially apparent at death. Money
can’t buy it.

From time to time I wonder
whether the fast pace of American life
and the acids of individualism and
consumerism will dissolve the kind of
relational treasure I observed when
Orpha died. Will I live long enough
in one place to develop those deep
and varied connections? Will my
daughters ever be able to experience

the kind of knit-together community
life that Grandma knew? I wonder.
No communication technology will
ever be able to replace what happens
in face-to-face relationships carried
on over time.

I guess I’m trying to say two simple
things: First, we shouldn’t underesti-
mate the amazing potential of funeral

rites for affirming the
deepest bonds that hold
people together. Whether
we are the grieving or the
friends and comforters,
there is something holy
that can transpire among
people marking together
the passing of a loved one.

Then second,  I want
to offer thanks. Thanks,

Orpha, for living and relating to peo-
ple in a steadfast, honest way. I’m sure
there were many times when you
wanted to throw up your hands at the
parochial attitudes around you. I can
imagine that the messiness of small-
town community life sometimes felt
claustrophobic. 

But you stayed connected and ex-
tended your life to many. Your death
was an occasion that renewed my de-
sire to invest in relationships that mat-
ter, relationships that last.

Thanks, Orpha, for the inspira-
tion. I do wish I had gotten to know
you better.

—Mark R. Wenger, Waynesboro, Vir-
ginia, is copastor of Springdale Men-
nonite Church as well as Associate
Director of the Preaching Institute,
Eastern Mennonite Seminary, Har-
risonburg, Virginia.
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ing and funeral convinced me more
than ever. Funerals carry an incredible
potential for revealing andfor rein-
forcing that elusive thing we call
“community.”

Orpha grew up as a Millersville,
Pennsylvania town girl. She moved to
a farm in the wilds of southern Lan-
caster County when she got married.
Tough as it was, she put down roots.
She raised a family of five children
with her husband Jason (who died in
1984), attended a local Mennonite
congregation, and began knitting a
lifetime web of relationships.

We gathered for Orpha’s viewing
on July 26, 2004 at the funeral home
in Quarryville, Pennsylvania. I braced
myself for the evening. How would it
go with the rest of the family? Should
I—an in-law—stand in the line with
the children or just hang around the
edges? Would anybody show up? I
had gone through countless funeral
lines as a pastor, but this was a differ-
ent experience.

As it turned out, there was no need
to worry. For almost three hours peo-
ple came. I stood in the line with my
wife, Kathy, as people who knew and
loved Orpha came by. Though the
casket lay open less than 10 feet away,
there was nothing morbid or macabre
about it. This was all about relation-
ships: sharing memories, catching up,
introducing, crying, and laughing to-
gether. The only problem, it turned
out, was the slow-moving line.

I hardly knew anyone, but I met a
host of people who knew Orpha and
her family well. In the course of the
evening I began to feel new esteem for
my mother-in-law. Those who had

known her for decades spoke about
her in ways I’d not heard before. I
found myself wishing I had gotten to
know her better. I also caught a
glimpse of the rewards that accumu-
late to those who live in one place over
time and develop multiple circles of
lasting relationships. Priceless.

I met Max, the former county
agent who once came to the farm to
help the Weaver youngsters raise their
prize steers. A real gentleman, now in
his 90s, Max said that he just had to
come by that evening “to see my kids
again.” For me, an outsider looking
in, it was a touching encounter. 

There were the women from Book
Club, a group of booklovers who have
been reading and discussing books to-
gether for more than 50 years. Orpha
had been an avid member.

They kept coming—people from
church, people from the Solanco Fair,
neighbors, friends, relatives, and care-
givers.

It was amazing. The invisible fab-
ric of community woven over the
years was in plain view. For us in the
receiving line, the evening was both
exhausting and exhilarating. We were
not alone in our grief and our memo-
ries. From many different angles
everyone had rubbed shoulders with
Orpha; gathering on that basis we
were bound together. Much the same
occurred at the funeral the next day
when the people packed out the little
country church Orpha had attended
for as long as she was able.

Perhaps my description of these
events sounds like sentimental nostal-
gia. Except that it isn’t nostalgia in the
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We shouldn’t
underestimate

the amazing po-
tential of funeral
rites for affirm-
ing the deepest
bonds that hold
people together.



Seeking the Taproot
of Anabaptist 
Spirituality

Mary Schertz

My spirituality is rooted in my spiritual tradi-
tion, and beneath that perhaps even the farming fam-
ily and community in which I grew up—but it took
me a while to realize this. First I had to find my way
through a lament I sometimes hear and have some-
times felt myself: that those of us who are heirs of the
Radical Reformation have “lost our spirituality” in
our quest for ethical faith. We need to look to other
traditions to recover a vibrant spiritual life. 

This lament surfaces occasionally in Bridgefolk
(see www.bridgefolk.net), a group committed to dia-
logue between Mennonites and Catholics, in which I
have been a grateful participant for the past several
years. Bridgefolk is currently conducting summer
consultations at St. John’s Abbey in the rolling hills of
Steuben County, Minnesota—Lake Wobegon coun-
try. These are wonderful weekends—replete with
Benedictine hospitality, lively discussions, Psalms
with the monks, hymns with the Mennonites, and
great (relatively cool) summer weather.
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There is no question that Catholic
spirituality, as well as other traditions,
has much to teach us. The abbey has a
home in my heart. In addition to the
Bridgefolk meetings, I also spent a
sabbatical at the Ecumenical Institute
there working on my Luke commen-
tary and worshiping with
the monks. The experi-
ence was life-changing .
When I returned to As-
sociated Mennonite Bib-
lical Seminary, I knew
that some parts of my life
had to change—for the
glory of God and for my
own salvation.

I realized that my “people” re-
sponsibilities were crowding out
other, also God-given, responsibili-
ties to reflect, to write, to read, to wor-
ship, to nurture my own relationship
with God. I was burning out, and I
was also shortchanging my students
by trying to minister to them from a
dry well. 

So I made some changes—
changes only named correctly later
during a Bridgefolk meeting by one of
my new Catholic friends. “Ah,” she
said, “you made a ‘rule’ for yourself.”

She was right, of course, although
I had not thought of it that way. In the
spirit of St. Benedict, I had woven
worship and work together into a
more sane and God-conscious life. I
had created a “rule” for myself.

Iwill always be grateful to the monks
at St. John’s for bringing me to my
senses in midlife, like Peter realizing
his freedom in Acts 12. But I have no
illusions that the source of these

changes is Catholic spirituality. The
Benedictines may have supplied the
fertilizer and water for my growth—
but the taproot is Mennonite spiritu-
ality.

Although I find much that is help-
ful in other traditions and want to be

passionately and widely
involved in ecumenical
dialogue, I believe those of
us within the Anabaptist
and Mennonite traditions
also have much we can
draw on to move closer to
God in our daily walk.

One of my early
thoughts during my sab-

batical with the Benedictines was I
haven’t prayed so much since I left the
farm. Growing up on a farm in central
Illinois, attending and then becom-
ing a member of a small Mennonite
congregation, I was immersed in a vi-
tal spirituality—although we cer-
tainly would not have called it that
then. In fact, in its rhythms and obser-
vances it had much in common with
the Benedictine spirituality of St.
John’s, although again at that time
and in that context we would proba-
bly have resisted the comparison.

“Devotions” were a large part of
our family ife. My parents had their
private devotions before we awoke.
They were not ostentatious about this
part of their lives. Were it not for the
chance encounter passing through
the kitchen to get a drink of water, the
well-worn and marked Bibles, or the
casual comment on a Scripture text
from the morning’s reading, we
would hardly have known they were
doing their devotions.
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The Benedictines
may have supplied
the fertilizer and

water for my
growth—but the
taproot is Men-

nonite spirituality.



effective, if matter of fact, witness this
lifestyle had in my community.

This spirituality had strengths and
weaknesses, as do all spiritualities.
One strength was its clear trinitarian-
ism. We related to God, Jesus, and the
Spirit with a fair amount of balance.
We prayed to God and looked to God
for providence, care, and judgment.
We followed Jesus in life, cross, and
resurrection. We assumed the pres-
ence of the Spirit in us as individuals
but indisputably more so in the gath-
ered community. 

Such spirituality also built com-
munity. We practiced communal
prayer, and that led us to reach out to
the community around us. Wednes-
day evenings were prayer meeting
nights. The adults (high school and
up) spent the largest part of that meet-
ing in prayer. After singing and read-
ing Scripture, the concerns of the
community were mentioned, then we
“entered into a time of prayer.” Silent
prayer and intercessory prayer were
both used.

Sometimes we discussed prayer.
Some pieces of advice I remember
from those meetings include the fol-
lowing: Prayer should not be entered
into lightly. Humility and self-exami-
nation are encouraged. Prayer is not
to be used against people, or as “sanc-
tified gossip.” Since prayers will be
answered, we need to take responsi-
bility for our requests and be willing
to be part of the answer to the prayer.

Taking that responsibility, of
course, led us out into hospitality. We
took turns hosting a family with an al-
coholic father. We provided garden

ground for poor families in Peoria.
We responded to disasters and other
social needs.

This spirituality had weaknesses
as well. Concrete social needs, both
local and global, were attended to
with ardor and conviction but with-
out much real understanding of or
commitment to the deeper issues of
justice underlying many of them.
Over the years, my father sensed very
little support from our congregation
for his interests in root causes.

Liturgy and the sacraments did
not feature largely in this spirituality;
consequently, reverence and awe were
sacrificed. Twice a year footwashing
and communion were celebrated
with the solemnity that befits certain
understandings of these practices but
excludes or plays down other, more
celebrative or joyous understandings.
Aesthetics did not play a large part in
this spirituality, and our artists and
poets have suffered a critical lack of
appreciation.

In addition to these strengths and
weaknesses, some attributes cannot
easily be characterized as strength or
weakness. One was evangelism. Evan-
gelism—sharing the gospel, reaching
out to the lost—was valued. But oh
my, did we ever struggle with it. We
were simply not a glib people. Articu-
lating our faith was something in
which we believed mightily and did
conscientiously—but ours was not
the joyous, natural, outgoing evange-
lism of the Baptists down the road.

Another of those difficult-to-cate-
gorize attributes was experience itself.
Visons, mystical oneness with the di-
vine, God’s direct voice were not un-
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We also had family devotions, ei-
ther at breakfast or supper, depending
on the season of the year and the de-
mands of farming. Part of setting the
table was putting the Bible at my fa-
ther’s place. We met for family meals
three times a day and always prayed
before meals. The morning prayer
was the long one—remem-
bering the church and the
world as well as our own fam-
ily concerns. The other two
were short graces or sung
graces.

In the evenings before
bedtime we had recreational
reading and then prayers be-
fore bed. My parents ended
the day with kneeling beside
their bed in prayer. Again,
were it not for those sleepy trips to the
bathroom, we would never have
known they did so.

Devotions in my home were noth-
ing out of the ordinary in my experi-
ence. Other families in our
community were living their lives in
much the same way. I also do not re-
member much of a sense of obliga-
tion, guilt, or legalism about these
habits.

As we entered adulthood, there
was a gentle expectation that we
would adopt a devotional or “quiet”
time of our own. The church adults
gave us some help occasionally. We
might discuss the value of reading
through the whole Bible, although
there were other suggestions as well.
We were introduced to the ACTS
prayer (standing for adoration, con-
fession, thanksgiving, supplication),
one I still find useful. 

But for all our struggles with legal-
ism, with all our attempts to live non-
conformed lives in relation to dress,
entertainment, the pledge of alle-
giance, voting, and many other issues,
our devotional lives seem largely to
have escaped becoming a list of
“oughts.” We did not name our par-

ticular way of “praying
the hours” as noncon-
forming to the world. I
see the quiet joy these de-
votions gave our lives,
however, along with the
nonlegalistic but obedi-
ent priority we gave
them, as our finest acts of
nonconformity and as a
telling witness in our
small world.

When we were teenagers, my par-
ents suggested that we limit our ex-
tracurricular activities to two a year to
leave time for church, family, and our-
selves—as my mother phrased it. It
was not that school and community
activities were devalued; they were in
fact highly valued, and we had every
sense that we were making difficult
choices among many good things.
But even in those quieter, less frantic
decades, making time for God and
each other in our schedules was a
highly nonconformist act.

At the time, of course, I would
have cited the dancing and movies we
were beginning to enjoy somewhat
surreptitiously as the key matters of
nonconformity—and here I was
more likely to resist than to embrace
noncomformity. With the passing of
the years and the generations, how-
ever, I am more aware of just what an
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I see the quiet
joy these devo-
tions gave our
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finest acts of

nonconformity
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witness in our
small world.



“Not Only a
Borrower but a
Lender Be”
Mennonite Piety in Dialogue
with Charismatic Christianity

Alan Kreider

For years I was on the Mennonite “away team”: Af-
ter growing up in a Mennonite congregation in
Goshen, Indiana, I went away—first to graduate
school and then, after a stint of teaching history at
Goshen College, to England as a Mennonite mission-
ary. During my time “away” I worshiped with a wide
variety of other Christians, and I learned much from
them. 

I especially was shaped by two months in a
monastery, where I discovered riches in prayer that
uses fewer words and in worship that finds joy in the
communion service.

I was also formed by my encounter with Chris-
tians of “charismatic” piety. Many people who are dis-
covering Anabaptism (that branch of the 1500s
Radical Reformation from which Mennonites have
descended) in England today come from charismatic
traditions. I have learned much from them about
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known among our people. But nei-
ther were they expected, sought after,
or made large.

In both these cases, evangelism
and experience, we certainly avoided
some of the worst kinds of misuse and
irresponsible behavior with our rather
taciturn matter-of-factness. But we
also undoubtedly cut ourselves off
from some of the richness and variety
of the faithful Christian life.

In my exit interview with Patrick
Henry, the director of the Institute for
Ecumenical and Cultural Research at
St. John’s, he used a curious expres-
sion to describe my contribution
there. He told me that I had “handed
them back themselves.” I am, to this
day, not exactly sure what he meant by
that—maybe it is impossible to tell
from that angle.

But I can articulate the opposite
phenomenon. What my encounters
with Catholic spirituality have done
for me is “hand me back myself.” I
have a deep, warm appreciation for
the monks, the abbey, the ecumenical
institute. I have learned much from
their expressions of faith, their liturgy,

their practices and disciplines. I love
them. But their greatest gift has been a
renewed appreciation of my own tra-
dition, my own heritage, my own dis-
ciplines of faith, along with a renewed
determination to lively freely and
practice fully following Jesus in that
way.

It is not that Mennonite spiritual-
ity is superior to Catholic spirituality.
Any expression of faith has its
strengths and weaknesses. But Men-
nonite spirituality, though not so for-
mally articulated or institutionalized,
is well worth some attention. The ex-
tension of that grace to me may have
been Benedictine hospitality at its
finest.

—Mary H. Schertz, Elkhart, Indiana,
is Professor of New Testament at As-
sociated Mennonite Biblical Semi-
nary and Director of the Institute of
Mennonite Studies. Although this
version of “The Taproot of Anabap-
tist Spirituality” was prepared for
DreamSeeker Magazine, it is based
on an earlier version published by
Bridgefolk and available at Bridge-
folk.net.
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bond? What scarce, God-given re-
sources in our own tradition might we
squander if we don’t stop, ponder, and
appreciate?

Worshiping and praying with
charismatic Christians who enthusi-
astically espouse Anabaptist convic-
tions has stimulated me to ask these
questions. I have found much in the
piety of my charismatic friends that I
value. Sometimes I have found things
that are strange to the Mennonite
piety of my early years. But other
times I have found things are familiar,
that we Mennonites also knew about
God. 

At times I have found among the
charismatic Christians things that I
believe are close to the practices of the
early Anabaptists. Contemporary
Mennonites, rather than sixteenth-
century Anabaptists or present-day
charismatics, are often those flum-
moxed by the multivoiced, prophetic
worship of the Pauline churches (1
Cor. 14.23ff ). 

But by worshiping with charismat-
ics I also have seen in North American
Mennonite piety strengths—spiritual
strengths—that have made me appre-
ciate my own tradition (and its fre-
quent Germanic influences) in a new
way.

So when I, who had grown up Men-
nonite, encountered charismatic
piety, what was familiar to me? First,
the majesty and power of God. As a
child I was moved as I joined a full-
throated congregation in singing “Be-
fore Jehovah’s aweful throne.” As I
sang I shuddered inwardly. God, as
charismatics and Mennonites know,

is really present as we worship, and
God is not to be trifled with. 

Second, the sheer attractiveness
and worship-worthiness of Jesus was
also familiar. As a child, when we sang
“Jesus, the very thought of thee, with
sweetness fills the breast,” I worshiped
Jesus with loving ardor. Later, when I
sang praise songs with charismatics, I
often found them less worthy aesthet-
ically, but the spirituality was familiar. 

Third, as a child I sensed that in
God’s presence unpredictable things
could happen. Our pastor, John H.
Mosemann, preached from well-pre-
pared notes; but he would often, in a
fit of inspiration, go beyond his notes
in his struggle to find the right words
to express the inexpressible. He once
wrote to me about his calling:

I had rather stand
A Prophet of my God, with all the

thrills
Of trembling, which must shake the

heart of one
Who, in earth’s garments, in the ves-

ture frail
Of flesh and blood, is called to minis-

ter
As Seraphs do with fire—than bear

the palm
Of any other triumph. This my joy
The Lord fulfilled.

Was John quoting someone else in
this poetry, or was it his own? In either
case, it was true of his life and min-
istry. I can recall knowing: God’s
Spirit is alive, and worship brings us
into the presence of a God who shakes
foundations and changes worlds. And
there, sitting behind John as he
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God’s unpredictable reality and about
worship that is emotionally expressive
and prayer that is expectant.

Four years ago I came “home” to
Mennonite America, and have since
then been a member of a Mennonite
congregation in Elkhart, Indiana. I
have brought home my learnings
from liturgical and charis-
matic Christians: form and
freedom in worship are
both important to me. And
I have observed that there
are many North American
Mennonites who, like me,
have drawn insight and sus-
tenance from these tradi-
tions. 

Often, I find, people (or
whole congregations) are
drawn to either one or the other: to
form (using printed orders of service
and written-out prayers) or to free-
dom (unprogrammed, spontaneous
worship). Congregations tend to
draw richly on one or the other of
these strands. So Mennonites, who
more than a century ago borrowed
four-part singing from other Ameri-
can Christians, are once again being
blessed by borrowing.

Borrowing is good. But do those
Mennonites in America shaped by the
Swiss-German Mennonite stream,
myself included, have treasures in our
traditions of worship and prayer that
are worthy and worth sharing? Do we
have now—or have we had in the re-
cent past—practices that have been
life-giving for us, and that we can of-
fer to Mennonite brothers and sisters
from other ethnic groupings? Do we,
in our relationships with people of

other Christian traditions, have some-
thing to offer as well as receive? 

In talking to Christians—both
liturgical and charismatic—and in re-
flecting on my own experience I have
come to sense: the Germanic Men-
nonite piety I grew up with in the
1940s and 1950s did hold treasures of

worship and spirituality; and
these were certainly present
in other Mennonite commu-
nities of that era. Here were
good gifts of God, and they
formed us as a people who
were distinctive, self-giving,
earthy, and reverent. I have
known many Mennonites in
the past 60 years who have
sought first God’s kingdom
and justice and who have

lived lives of risky peacemaking. 
They did these things because of

Mennonite practices of worship and
spirituality, not despite them. It’s not
that Mennonite piety was without
flaw and didn’t need to learn from
others. The Mennonite borrowings in
the past centuries (four-part singing,
the devotional life, Sunday schools)
indicate that we have needed others;
in the same way, the current attraction
of Mennonites to pieties that are
charismatic or liturgical demon-
strates that we need others today, too.

But we need to understand our
own traditions and value them. How
did our parents pray? What disci-
plines and practices did we learn as we
grew up? What was the ecology of
Mennonite worship that produced
CPS workers in mental hospitals or
the spirituality that produced busi-
ness people whose word was their
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enced God, the spiritual disciplines of
our community.

We need to sift our memories, to
ask ourselves what was life-giving in
the spiritual worlds in which we grew
up, as well as what was dry and boring
(or manipulative and abusive). We
need to listen to the whole
story. Inevitably there will
be things that we will need
to repent of, perhaps by
borrowing newly from
charismatic or liturgical
Christians!

But I sense that we will
also find living water in our
own wells. I have said what
some of these sources were
for me as I experienced
them in childhood worship; they have
shaped my life, and I praise God for
them. I can also think of individual
and communal spiritual disciplines
that I experienced as life-giving.

I think of my dad, every day be-
ginning his busy schedule by reading
the Bible and praying. This disci-
plined, daily reading of the Bible, of-
ten in conjunction with “lesson help”
or denominational devotional mate-
rials, shaped the “devotional life”
about which Mary Schertz has writ-
ten elsewhere in this issue of Dream-
Seeker Magazine.

I think of youth classes in Sunday
school, in which we not only learned
about the Bible but also memorized
large chunks of it. We tested our
memories through competitions (in
which the girls always outperformed
the boys!). I think of the hospitality of
my parents’ home and many other
Mennonite homes. People on Sun-

days ate in homes, everyone at the
table eating the same food, rather
than in restaurants, making individ-
ual choices from menus.

I think of prayers at table. My
charismatic friends have often com-
mented on the way Mennonites at

table don’t simply say a rou-
tine blessing; we really pray!
I think of the commitment
of Mennonites, quite com-
monplace when I was a
child, not to work on the
Lord’s Day. When weather
threatened the hay crop or
deadlines loomed, our
neighbors might work on
Sunday, but not Mennon-
ites, who knew they didn’t

need to work without ceasing. 
I think of the spiritual disciplines

of community. Our friends in Eng-
land were astonished by the way we
assumed, on the basis of ample experi-
ence among North American Men-
nonites, that Christians don’t hire
professional movers, but rather show
up en masse to help each other move. 

Undergirding all these practices is
the assumption that reinforces every-
thing else in the Mennonite spiritual
ecosystem—it matters quite as much
how we live outwardly as what we ex-
perience inwardly. Our spirituality is
embodied, enacted, lived out.

These memories prompt questions. I
don’t fully understand how all this
worked for Mennonites; we did not
produce books on spirituality that ex-
plained things. Our carefully incul-
cated humility led to a reticence, even
an embarrassment, about religious
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preached, was song leader Walter E.
Yoder, thumbing through the hymnal
to find just the right hymn to enable
us all to respond freshly to the pro-
claimed Word of God. In charismatic
worship I have at times experienced
the same heaven-sent serendipity.

However, among some charis-
matic Christians I have also found
things that have been unfamiliar to
me, and some of these have chal-
lenged me. Charismatic piety, as I
have encountered it, is affective; it is
much more frankly emotional than
the piety I grew up with. This can be-
come self-indulgent, but at its best it
has formed Christians whose lives and
worship overflow with gratitude to
God. For many of my friends,
“Thank you, Jesus” is not a cliché.

Out of this gratitude surprising
things can come. One is uninhibited
witness. Another is extravagant finan-
cial giving—charismatic Christians
in my experience have given with a
spontaneous, sacrificial abandon that
has taken my breath away. 

Yet another is the sense that God
can do big things. It was charismat-
ics, not Mennonites, who planned
and carried out the “Reconciliation
Walk,” in which between 1996 and
1999 hundreds of Christians walked
from Germany to Jerusalem to apol-
ogize to Muslims, Jews, and Ortho-
dox Christians for the bloody First
Crusade.

And it has never been clear to me
why we Mennonites, whose Anabap-
tist forebears were eager to restore
New Testament Christianity, have
been so cautious about the practices,
repeatedly attested to by the New Tes-

tament writers, of prophecy and
tongue-speaking.

Yet as I moved among charismatic
Christians, I realized that Mennon-
ites had strengths, too, strengths that
were rooted in our worship and our
spirituality.

These strengths are evident in
Christ-like people. My charismatic
friends were often deeply impressed
by the Mennonites they met—by
their love, by their integrity, and by
their self-effacing service. Reflexively,
these Mennonites made community.
Many Mennonites have learned,
from an early stage in life, that there is
no salvation except in communion
with the brother and the sister. 

And their commitment to being a
justice-making presence among the
oppressed can be exemplary. It is
Mennonites, not charismatics, who
for over 40 years have maintained an
office in East Jerusalem and programs
in the West Bank and Gaza, providing
advocacy and economic collabora-
tion for the Palestinian people. And
Mennonites often recognize that they
do these things because Jesus is central
to their understanding of life and the
world—Jesus is to be followed in life
as well as worshiped.

What are the practices of worship
and prayer that have undergirded
these self-giving, communitarian,
Christ-centered people? If those of us
who are Mennonite wish to continue
to be a church that produces this kind
of people, I believe we will need to talk
about things that our reticence makes
us reluctant to discuss: the way we
have prayed, how we have experi-
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Yes, Women 
Have Bodies
Gender Matters, Part 1

Deborah Good

“Hey, pretty baby. Can I get a kiss?” I barely
turned my head toward the man calling at me from his
pickup, but inside, I flipped him off and called him a
few names I won’t repeat here. 

It was just another day in Philadelphia, another
daily walk from the office to the train station, another
“cat call” from an onlooker. The comment itself was
not particularly degrading and hopefully caused me
no personal damage. Nevertheless, it was yet another
reminder that I am a woman in a society that too often
treats my body and sexuality as commodities in a
male-dominated marketplace.

Throughout my life, I have had relationships with
many different men—some romantic, most not.
Brothers, cousins, and close friends who happen to be
male treat me with respect, and I never doubt that I am
their equal. Sometimes I even pretend that, at least in
the space of those relationships, gender does not mat-
ter. But more often than not, I am probably wrong.

Gender matters. And it affects almost every aspect
of my womanly life.
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BENEATH THE SKYLINE
disciplines and experience. I don’t
remember people talking much
about ways of praying, or about the
joys and conundrums of prayer. I
don’t recall testimonies, so common
among charismatic Christians,
about God’s faithfulness in answer-
ing prayers.

So our Mennonite gratitude,
which was real, was for God’s general
generosity in giving us the bounti-
fulness of the earth, the graciousness
of Christ, and the goodness of com-
munity; rarely was it for God’s spe-
cific interventions which fomented
coincidence and elicited praise. 

I have also often wondered how
Mennonites have survived as a peo-
ple without fully recognizing the
power—so evident in the New Tes-
tament and so precious to liturgical
Christians—of Christ’s presence
when his followers gather at the
communion table.

But I do know that God was pre-
sent to us Germanic Mennonites
and gracious to us. God gave us ex-
periences of worship and prayer that
at their best were suffused with life
and grace. These, I have realized as I
have associated with charismatic
and liturgical Christians, have
shaped me profoundly.

Now that I have come home, I
often thank God for ways in which
other Christian traditions have
blessed me. I will always be a charis-
matic Mennonite and a liturgical
Mennonite; I will always be drawn
to both form and freedom. 

I anticipate watching with fasci-
nation as those of us rooted in the
Germanic Mennonite stream learn

from the new Mennonite churches
in the Unites States and those in
many other parts of the globe (often
charismatic), and from the liturgical
traditions as well. 

Indeed, I think we need to learn
from all these traditions. In a post-
modern climate, worship that
draws upon charismatic or liturgi-
cal piety—or better still that inte-
grates them!—will have a better
chance of communicating the
gospel of Jesus Christ to children of
Mennonite parents as well as to
children of non-Christians.

I am an advocate of borrowing,
but not borrowing that represents a
careless repudiation of the Men-
nonite past. I want to be a Men-
nonite who passes on to the next
generations the genius of my partic-
ular branch of the Mennonite tradi-
tion. I want to pass on to the next
generations a Mennonite ethic of
peacemaking and simplicity, but I
want to pass on more than that. I
want to pass on a Mennonite spiri-
tuality that has helped many people
to live as disciples of Jesus and that,
by God’s grace, can be a gift to other
Christians.

—Alan Kreider is Associate Professor
of Church History and Mission at
Associated Mennonite Biblical
Seminaries in Elkhart, Indiana.
For 26 years he was a missionary in
England serving with Mennonite
Board of Missions. His most recent
book is Composing Music for
Worship (Canterbury Press,
2003), coedited with Stephen Dar-
lington.

2 2 /   A U T U M N   2 0 0 4



touch, men are turned on by visual
stimulation.

I find this argument for modest
dress inadequate and disempowering
to women (my choice of
dress should not be de-
cided by the needs of
men but by my own).
Yet my own experi-
ence—and the fact that
pornography sells to
men at rates far higher
than to women—af-
firms that this male-fe-
male difference is often
true.

The media caters to
this reality. I recently
read a newspaper article about the
U.S. women’s softball team. Instead
of focusing  soley on the team’s out-
standing talent and record, the writer
also noted that these women, unlike
many of their sister athletes, were not
posing nude for Playboy and various
other publications and Internet sites.
“It’s clear that America’s preference
seems to be to see female athletes on
the cover of the latest edition of For
Him Magazine than in sweats and
cleats on the field of play,” read the
article.

I have read that 80 percent of
women feel badly about their bodies
(compared with only 45 percent of
men). I’ve watched high school and
college classmates compare them-
selves to one another and to the likes
of Kate Moss, and always come up
short. The U.S. dieting industry
brings in more than $40 billion each
year and disordered eating is fright-
eningly commonplace. (Please note:

Eating disorders have many causes,
often unrelated to body image, but
less severe disordered eating patterns
commonly result from an unhealthy

desire to be thin.)

The other day, I was
walking with a good
friend. We’re very
comfortable with each
other, and when an at-
tractive woman passed
us, he commented on
her nice “rack” (and he
wasn’t talking about a
bike rack for her car).
In the conversation
that followed, I gave a

shabby and inarticulate explanation
of why the comment made me
cringe.

Yes, women have bodies. Obvi-
ously all of us—whether male, fe-
male, short, tall, dark, pale, strong,
disabled—are physical beings. And
to ignore physical beauty in one an-
other would be to deny one of life’s
most precious and human gifts.

But North American society and
media have so distorted our percep-
tions of body and beauty that today,
when men call at me from the street,
or when guys sit around the TV re-
marking on who’s hot and who’s not,
I feel vulnerable in a way that disem-
powers and even frightens me. (I
have certainly been with groups of
women who similarly objectify
men—if arguably to a much lesser
extent.)

I don’t ask that we ignore physical
beauty in one another. I do ask that
we see one another more wholisti-
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The many messages I receive re-
garding my gender and sexuality are
deeply confusing to me. While so-
cial norms and stereotypes are
changing in the home and work-
place, I still find the definitions of an
acceptable and alluring woman to
be limiting.

In her song, “When I Was a
Boy,” Dar Williams reflects on how
expectations of her have changed
since the days when she “was a boy”
with her sense of adventure and her
grass-stained knees. “And now I’m
in a clothing store,” she sings, “and a
sign says less is more. More that’s
tight means more to see—more for
them not more for me.”

Daily, both men and women are
fed images that simplify women’s
bodies into objects for sexual plea-
sure. While men can access power
with intelligence and career success,
I sometimes feel the power most ac-
cessible to women in North Ameri-
can society is sexual power—a
power whose principal control lies
outside us, in the hands of those who
find us attractive, or not.

There is a stream of feminism
that says women’s liberation is about
wearing—and not wearing—what-
ever we want; sleeping with
whomever we want, whenever we
want; and reclaiming our right to
sexual expression after centuries of
being ashamed of our sexuality. An-
other stream says that women’s liber-
ation is about ignoring fashion
trends and dressing comfortably;
giving ourselves to men only very
slowly; and reclaiming our right to
decide who touches us, where, and

when, after many centuries of rape
and exploitation.

In our multicultural, multi-reli-
gious society, “virginity” (defined
broadly) is both upheld as holy and
ridiculed as tight. And in the pages
of Scripture, we read of two Marys;
church tradition has made one a vir-
gin, the other a whore. It sometimes
seems that society still labels all
women as one extreme or the other,
while we let men fall comfortably
somewhere in the middle. In the
end, while the church has deified
Mary as the virgin mother of Jesus
and judged Mary Magdalene, the
prostitute, we find redemption in Je-
sus’ radical love for them both.

Among Mennonites, expectations
in relation to women’s dress and sex-
uality are considerably more am-
biguous than when my mom was a
young adult. I know couples in my
parents’ generation who did not
even kiss each other until they were
engaged. My grandmother has al-
ways disguised the shape of her body
with a Mennonite cape dress. Mean-
while my peers—and many younger
women—are making a wide spec-
trum of decisions concerning how
they dress and when they make love:
freely, with committed partners, not
at all.

At a recent Mennonite conven-
tion, a workshop on “modest dress”
was packed out. Discussion was long
and heated. Growing up, I was told
that I should be careful how I
dressed because of an important
gender difference: While women are
sexually stimulated by words and
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I don’t ask that we
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beauty in one an-
other. I do ask that
we see one another
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as having body and
personality, pointy

hips and a charming
wit, full lips and an

inventive spirit. 



All Pilgrims Lucky
Stop First United
Church of the Rock
and Burning Bush of
Souls Harbor
The Meaning of
Congregational Names

Donald E. Kraybill

Is the name of your church invitational, exclusive,
aversive, or perhaps just benign?

I pass legions of church signs during my travels—
and I’ve noticed that many places beckon me to wor-
ship. I’m extraordinarily curious about where and how
other people practice their faith, and I have noticed
that some churches appear much more welcoming
than others.

I continue to wonder about a possible correlation
between the names of churches and other variables. If
perception is related to reality, what might be an out-
sider’s perception of the name of your place of wor-
ship?
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cally—as having body and personal-
ity, pointy hips and a charming wit,
full lips and an inventive spirit.

I ask that we acknowledge that our
definition of “beauty” has been
largely distorted by everything from
Barbie dolls to Hollywood.

I am not naïve. I know that image
does matter. I know that looks usually
give our first impressions, that make-
up and fad diets and fashionable
clothing will continue to sell and sell

and sell. I know that whoever said,
“Beauty is on the inside,” was mostly a
liar. Still I have chosen to live my life as
though this were true.

—Deborah Good, Philadelphia, Penn-
sylvania, turns 24  in October. She is
an editor at The Other Side maga-
zine (www.theotherside.org) and
would love to hear your thoughts on
gender matters. Contact her at debo-
rahagood@hotmail.com.
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String Theory
I am the Lord,
the fat mosquito smiling
on the white wall: strike me down

and I reappear, thin and hungry
across the dark room.
I am a bellyful of pancake,

the sunrise quickening.
You cannot stop desire:
the Word tingling the tip of the tongue.

The body never sleeps: the mind
drifts through the night, the sand
shifts in desert wind,

and the moon lifts the tin sky.
Someone, or some thing,
is always chanting.

—Jeremy Frey is studying toward a Creative Writing
MFA at the University of Arizona. Between course-
work, teaching, and hiking with his dogs in the
desert, he volunteers for the Poetry Center by lead-
ing poetry workshops in schools, and runs the Writ-
ing-In-Progress graduate reading series for U of A
creative writers.



logical flavor from different regions of
the country.

For an emphasis on prophecy, the
CChhuurrcchh  ooff  GGoodd  PPrroopphheeccyy  would seem
to be the place to attend. I’ve noticed
that some church names infer a possi-
ble insight about our future destiny. If
in need of a miracle, one might be en-
ticed to attend the MMeeaannss  CCoommmmuu--
nniittyy  MMiirraaccllee  CChhuurrcchh in Kentucky.

I don’t know what to think about
churches with names like CCoonnggrreeggaa--
ttiioonn  BBuurrnniinngg  BBuusshh, YYaahhwweehh’’ss  AAsssseemm--
bbllyy  iinn  MMeessssiiaahh CChhuurrcchh  or CCuuttttiinngg
EEddggee  CCoommmmuunniittyy  CChhuurrcchh..  These
names seem ambiguous. Perhaps,
however, these are churches I should
visit, so I don’t stay confused.

The relative importance of the im-
agery contained in so many church
names remains quite unclear to me. I
assume there is special meaning that
provides some context for a larger
public awareness. How about wor-
shiping at the SSiixxtteeeenntthh  TTaabbeerrnnaaccllee??  I
would like to know, where are the
other fifteen? Perhaps it would be eas-
ier to keep track of the faithful by
numbering all churches.

For the possibility of atypical ide-
ology, I might want to visit CCaattcchh  tthhee
SSppiirriitt  UUnniitteedd  MMeetthhooddiisstt  CChhuurrcchh,
TThhee  HHaappppyy  CChhuurrcchh in Atlantic City,
or either the TThhrreeee  TTrreeee  CChhuurrcchh or
CChhuurrcchh  ooff  DDiivviinnee  MMaann in Seattle. The
PPoowweerr  HHoouussee--GGoodd’’ss  HHoouussee  is yet an-
other example of the uniqueness of a
church name.

University of Washington sociolo-
gist Pepper Schwartz writes, “We be-
lieve more in the church of ‘my way’, a
shift in the sense of the ultimate au-

thority from God and church elders,
to our own soul searches” (from Amer-
ican Couples, quoted in USA Today,
Oct. 06, 2003). Perhaps efforts to de-
fine our religious identity by naming
church institutions are not even rele-
vant. Each person can instead ascribe
unique meaning to a belief system ac-
cording to her or his own needs,
whims, and individual experience.

The HHoorriizzoonn  CChhuurrcchh  seems off in the
distance. Of course it may be psycho-
logically healthy to recognize the
dawning of a new day, or the end of
another. It causes me to envision the
edge of the vastness of this universe,
and how much we don’t understand.
Whatever the intended religious sym-
bolism, it puts me on the edge of dis-
covery and of wanting to continue the
search for the meaning of church, as
depicted by the variety of names.

Traveling by way of current litera-
ture, in The Secret Life of Bees (Sue
Monk Kidd, Viking Books, 2002), I
read about TThhee  HHoouussee  OOff  PPrraayyeerr  FFuullll
GGoossppeell  HHoolliinneessss  CChhuurrcchh.. Although
this church may not exist in reality, the
name conveys an important context
for the storyline. Whatever one’s faith
journey, I see the optimism in the
HHooppee  IInntteerrnnaattiioonnaall  BBiibbllee  FFeelllloowwsshhiipp
name, not just for myself, but for us
all. My quest is to locate churches
whose names most clearly depict the
central message of the Jesus story.

EEkkaattoonnttaappyylliiaannii  (Church of One
Hundred Gates) Paroikia, Greece is so
apropos to the region. Many of the
churches have gates—behind which
are some ornate graveyards. I am in-
trigued by the myriad of symbols of
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If I think of life as a pilgrimage, then
the name AAllll  PPiillggrriimmss  CChhrriissttiiaann
CChhuurrcchh seems a reasonable fit. If on
the other hand, I think about being
rooted, I am drawn to a
small church in the
mountains of Kentucky
named CChhuurrcchh  ooff  tthhee
RRoocckk. The metaphor is
solid, and the church
building was appropri-
ately situated on a rocky
bluff.

The FFrreeeeddoomm  ooff
WWoorrsshhiipp  CChhuurrcchh and
the FFrreeeeddoomm  CCoommmmuu--
nniittyy  CChhuurrcchh are engag-
ing church names. For
me they immediately conjure up im-
ages of people worshiping in a free
and open manner. I am particularly
aware of how important this concept
is, given the lack of freedom in so
many parts of the world at this time in
history.

The EEnndd  TTiimmeess  TTaabbeerrnnaaccllee al-
most persuaded me to swerve into the
parking lot, because indeed I was dri-
ving too fast for the tight curves in the
road. This church name is truly “in
my face” as a reality check. But having
to focus on a theology of “end times”
each Sunday seemed a bit much.
Then again, perhaps this church
name conveys a certain relevant exis-
tential urgency about how we ought
to live in the present.

As my travel itinerary expanded, I
found the LLuucckkyy  SSttoopp  PPeenntteeccoossttaall
CChhuurrcchh along one of my routes. Al-
though I didn’t stop, I’ve since won-
dered about the concept of luck. Is

this partly what our religious persua-
sion is about? What if I had grown up
Muslim, Pentecostal, or in a Catholic
family—would I have converted to
the Mennonite faith? Is it mostly luck

that I’ve had my religious
training and experience
within the Anabaptist tra-
dition? 

MMeennnnoonniittee  MMeeeettiinngg
HHoouussee at first sounds sim-
ple and quaint. For me
though, it conveys a place
to get together for con-
nection, and for an op-
portunity to be
accompanied within a
faith community.

The BBaassiilliiccaa  in Ya-
moussoukro, West Africa, has some of
the most unique stained-glass win-
dows I have ever seen. The architec-
tural design of the CChhaarrttrreess  CCaatthheeddrraall
in the south of France is also majestic,
and evokes a sense of awe. Both of
these churches demonstrate the aura
of a powerful God.

In contrast, I was particularly en-
amored of the SSoouullss  HHaarrbboorr  CChhuurrcchh..
It sounds so safe and nurturing. It is
within this image that I imagine God
to be present and waiting for our
sometimes weary souls. As a possible
place of rest, indeed it sounds wel-
coming.

There are so many church
names—Bible this; First Church of
that, and so forth. Additionally, I wit-
nessed innumerable versions of Bap-
tists: PPrriimmiittiivvee  BBaappttiisstt, PPlleeaassaanntt
HHoommee  BBaappttiisstt, TThhee  WWoorrdd  BBaappttiisstt,
NNeeww  BBiirrtthh  BBaappttiisstt, FFrreeee  WWiillll  BBaappttiisstt,
many of which offer a distinct theo-
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I was particularly
enamored of the

Souls Harbor
Church. It sounds so
safe and nurturing.
It is within this im-
age that I imagine
God to be present
and waiting for our
sometimes weary

souls.



Dictionaries
My History

by Glenn Lehman

Imissed Noah Webster’s (1758-1843) birthday—
October 16. Some call it Dictionary Day. Like I ever
knew there was such a thing!

Before Webster compiled the 1828 American Dic-
tionary of the English Language, all dictionaries were
English. With his work Webster declared linguistic
freedom for America. He made catalog from catalogue
and color from colour. His tung for tongue never won
the day.

From my childhood on, people around me talked
about words and checked dictionaries. They could de-
light in a word’s obscurity, length, spelling, origin, or
ability to rhyme or make rhythm or puns. My father
liked preachers who could use a big 75-cent word
from time to time. Relatives often went to the book-
shelf below the record player to settle a verbal dispute
with a dictionary. “Gloaming. Is that twilight? Before
or after nightfall?” I picked up the bug of logophilia.
Until 1990 I lived in the age of the dictionary. Now I
still like a dictionary close at hand, but more often I
use the computer spell-check.

My relationship with the dictionary has evolved.
Awe was my first feeling; early on I served the dictio-
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life/death. Also in Greece, the
CChhuurrcchh  ooff  MMeettaammoorrpphhoossiiss  in Athens
isn’t well marked, but I suspect it
would be a place where change con-
tinues to occur. Church history is
most incredible from this vantage
point.

If the opportunity arose, I would
visit the SSppiirriitt  aanndd  TTrruutthh  WWoorrsshhiipp
CCeenntteerr, the IImmppaacctt  IInntteerrnnaattiioonnaall
CChhuurrcchh in Bristol Virginia or the
BBeetttteerr  WWaayy  BBiibbllee  CChhuurrcchh..  These
names seem so authentic.

I recently passed a congregation
that displayed a small sign but with a
large worldview. It simply read AAllll
NNaattiioonnss  CChhrriissttiiaann  CCeenntteerr..  If this
church has a Saturday evening ser-
vice, I would attend. The church
name beckons all of us. 

Other church names:
Harvest Vision
New United Holy Church of God
Corinthian Missionary Baptist
Church 
All Saints Episcopal 
Christian Victory Fellowship 
Dove Christian Fellowship 
Healing Springs Community
Church Holy Trinity Charismatic 
The Praise Center
Tender Touch

—Donald E. Kraybill, North Wales,
Pennsylvania, is a psychologist, fre-
quent traveler, a holder of interests
in child behavior, and involved in
accreditation of Graduate Medical
Education programs across the
United States.
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I further discovered each dictio-
nary edition had unique strengths.
Each publisher had a particular entry
style. Then also I became aware of
lodes of richer information. I read en-
tries to their obscure ends. I delighted
in etiology, the ancestry of words,
even dates and citations of usage.

As Bible publishing has its leather
binding and Indian paper, dictionar-
ies have their own ways to inspire de-
votion. The index thumb tabs,
making them in that way so like some
Bibles, gave them their own holy aura
and increased the reverence I held for
these books about words.

The huge unabridged dictionary
in most libraries, enthroned on its
own special stand, had fostered that

notion. Today I walk into the local li-
brary and cluck at the budget they
have for Internet service. Somewhere
behind the stacks or in the reference
section mopes a rejected unabridged.
I look up a word to make it feel useful.
I know I’ve entered the mature collab-
orative stage.

—Glenn Lehman, Leola, Pennsylva-
nia, fantasizes about being born like a
hymn, from the conjunction of words
and music. And like a child who needs
to please both parents, he has been try-
ing to report on life in both music and
words ever since. In the past 10 years, he
has found a niche in early American
church music as director of Harmonies
Workshop.
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nary as an acolyte serving a deity. I
trusted the experts to tell me how to
spell niece or sycophant or potato. At
puberty I entered a prurient stage in
my relationship with the dictionary.
I’d look up glans, vas deferens, coitus, or
other salacious marriage
manual words. At this
stage I also plied Leviticus
for rare prohibitions.

When high school
teachers required dictio-
nary work, I entered a
dread stage. If I couldn’t
spell a word, how could I
find it? Hours were lost
trying to find gnaw, tsoria-
sis, or philology. The dread
turned to confidence, the confidence
became pride. I even sported a Ger-
man-English, Latin-English, or other
two-language dictionary, a sure sign
of erudition in the hallway—and a
one-way pass to geekdom.

By college the possession of a
prominently displayed, huge dictio-
nary lent an air of gravitas to my dorm
room. Go ahead—enter my room
and say “ain’t” or “he don’t” or pro-
nounce it “filum” or “ek cetera.” Say
“libary” or “nucular.” After you leave,
the dictionary will console me with
superior knowledge.

When I turned about age 20, a pe-
riod of doubt eclipsed confidence. I
became aware that dictionaries do not
all reach the same conclusions. That
dawned on me about the time I had to
acknowledge that Bible translations
and ancient manuscripts do not al-
ways agree word for word. 

Then a period of retrenchment
came. New words made me recoil

with denial and then with fear. When
did radar first appear? Airport? Bios-
phere? At that time I learned that new
species of germs emerge regularly—
especially when we fight them. That
called into question when God fin-

ished the business of cre-
ation. I wanted an English
created in six days, then
frozen for eternity.

I remember when “ain’t”
appeared for the first time
in a dictionary. Having just
mastered the basics, I didn’t
want the standards to
change. I had learned that
dictionaries were meant to
be prescriptive. Now would

they be merely descriptive? So, if the
masses insisted on vulgarizing speech
with “ain’t,” would lexicographers
simply roll over? I wanted our lan-
guage to be controlled by snobs who
still wrote memos in Latin.

I found this both useful and
frightening. In the work of music and
worship planning I passed through
denial and resistance, then hope and
love. Shall we choose hymns the peo-
ple want or hymns the hymnologists
want? Finally one sees these choices in
language and the arts as an eternal dia-
logue, the popular benefiting from
the learned and vice versa.

Words beguile us into thinking
they are mere symbols, a shorthand
way to point out things and actions.
But no. Words point to more than ob-
jects and actions. They go on to con-
note cultural habitats, even economy
and class. The difference between a
dialect and a language, they say, is an
army.
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By college the
possession of a

prominently
displayed huge
dictionary lent

an air of gravitas
to my dorm

room. 



THE TURQUOISE PEN
Then one day, as Suzie was miser-

ably eating an entire bag of potato
chips on her way home from work,
she stopped her car alongside the road
to throw her empty potato chip bag
into a nearby trashcan.

As she turned to head back to her
car, she suddenly saw a red-tailed
hawk soaring higher and higher into
the late afternoon sky. She forgot all
about her mouth for a minute as she
watched the bird fly, reveling end-
lessly in the freedom of the space in
which it lived.

She gulped. Then she swallowed
again, only this time she swallowed
the scene whole. She got her whole
mouth around it.

“Oh my,” she said. “That felt
good.”

And just like that, Suzie filled up
her life.

—As circumstances warrant, through
her column Noël R. King, Reston,
Virginia, reports on strange and
wonderful things, including mouths
and what they swallow.
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Suzie’s Big Mouth

Suzie was sure her mouth was getting bigger. First
she laughed privately to herself, but then when she
was able to take bigger and bigger bites of her apple
every time she ate one, she started having to face the
real truth.

Her mouth was getting bigger and bigger. And
bigger and bigger. Soon she could shove in whole
slices of pizza with one bite and pieces of pie in just
two (she couldn’t bear to have her beloved pie all gone
in just one bite, although she could have done it easily
enough).

Weirdly, though, nobody else seemed to notice,
much to Suzie’s relief. She didn’t want anybody to
know how voracious she was feeling as her mouth
grew bigger and bigger. She couldn’t seem to help her-
self, how hungry she was all of a sudden. The bigger
her mouth grew, the hungrier she felt.

Oh, I am so hungry! she kept thinking, and now her
thoughts seemed to echo, what with all the expanse in
her head now from that ever-enlarging mouth, so she
felt even hungrier.

At first, as she kept eating more and more, the big-
ger her mouth got, and the more her thoughts echoed
and clanged around in her brain, but it didn’t seem to
fill her up. Strangely enough, she didn’t even gain any
weight. In fact, she actually began looking a bit gaunt,
if you looked closely enough.

As you can imagine, this got to be a very frustrat-
ing time for Suzie, and rather frightening as well. I
mean, where would it all end?
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Is There Life
After Prozac?
A Review of “Garden State”

David Greiser

Isuppose each generation of parents inflicts its
unique form of psychological damage on its children.
My father’s generation raised its boys to be tough and
manly and unemotional. In reaction, my father raised
me to be his buddy and peer. My generation, the
boomers, is engaged in raising offspring whose emo-
tions are blunted by prescription medications.

“Garden State” is the offbeat tale of one such over-
medicated millennial. Zach Braff (of TV’s sitcom
“Scrubs”) directs and stars in this quirky and dryly
funny indie that debuted at last year’s Sundance Film
Festival. There, Braff openly invited comparisons be-
tween his film and the generational film of the 1960s,
“The Graduate.” Having seen both, I think there are
parallels and also contrasts.

Both films feature main characters who are passive
and puzzled by life. “Garden States’” Andrew Large-
man (played by Braff ) is passive because he has been in
a drug-induced stupor, feeling nothing since the age of
nine. That was when his mother fell over an open dish-
washer door and hit her head on the sink, causing the
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injury that made her a paraplegic and
put her in a wheelchair.

As the film begins, Andrew, a
waiter and aspiring actor in California
(his one film credit is the role of a re-
tarded quarterback in a
cable TV movie), receives
word that his mother has
drowned in the bathtub.
Leaving his cabinet full of
anti-depressants behind,
Andrew returns home to
New Jersey for the fu-
neral. 

There he reconnects
with high school friends,
two of whom happen to
be the gravediggers at his
mother’s funeral. He also falls in love
with Sam ( played by Natalie Port-
man), a girl he meets at the doctor’s
office , where he has gone to investi-
gate the side effects of his withdrawal
from lithium.

Providing a counterpoint to these
developments is Andrew’s relation-
ship to his psychiatrist father Gideon
(played by Ian Holm). It is Gideon
who has provided the many medi-
cines that, until now, have “helped”
Andrew to survive life. Gideon is cer-
tain that his son will never be psycho-
logically healthy until he is able to
acknowledge that, in his anger, he ac-
tually pushed his mother into the dish-
washer and has never forgiven himself
for the deed. 

Andrew’s version of events is that
he was only a kid at the time, the dish-
washer had a broken door, and his fa-
ther’s expert analysis is a crock. As the
story progresses, we sense Gideon’s in-
tense anger toward his son and toward

life in general, simmering just below
the surface.

Gradually Andrew’s downbeat
friends lure him back into the world
of relationships and emotions. There

is a touching scene in
which Sam captures An-
drew’s first actual tear in
a Dixie Cup. Along the
way we meet a smorgas-
bord of alienated under-
achievers, including a
friend’s mother who
tokes pot along with her
son and a couple who
live in a boat at the bot-
tom of a quarry.

The movie suggests that director
Zach Braff is a writer and director of
real promise. Braff has a great eye for
detail (my favorite tidbit is the shot of
a doctor’s office wall so full of diplo-
mas and honors that one ends up on
the ceiling). The characters in this
film are crafted with enough quirky
originality to suggest real people. The
tone walks a thin balance-beam be-
tween dark comedy and touching
melancholy.

There is room for directorial
growth here, too: The soundtrack is
didactic, with a song placed alongside
each revelatory moment in a manner
that suggests too obviously that it is
intended as commentary. There seem
to be two endings: an “unfinished”
but true-to-life ending, followed by a
happy ending that appears to have
been added to enhance commercial
appeal.

The film also contrasts modern
and postmodern generational values.
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The characters in
this film are crafted
with enough quirky
originality to sug-
gest real people.
The tone walks a

thin balance-beam
between dark com-
edy and touching

melancholy.



Just GoodEnough

Michael A. King

Our cultural obsession with being best is
tragic. Ceaselesly we Americans in our millions pursue
Number One status, including on that world stage
where overweening hubris reaps the whirlwind. But
what a waste, since 99.999 percent of us are doomed
never to cross the magic line dividing us peons from
the .001 percent who are best at whatever is being
measured. 

Yes, I’d more likely defend striving for the best if I
had won my version of the Tour de France six times,
like Lance Armstrong, and so was in a position to de-
fend being not only the best cyclist but also the best
.001 divided by 6 = .0001666.

However, it so happens that I fall among the
99.999 percent. Still somewhere in the 80-90 (Or
higher? The dreams die hard) percentile, I’d like to
think, but not up where I once dreamed. From boy-
hood on the Icarus story gripped me, so this was my
plan: Like Icarus I’d soar, but then, remembering how
the sun melted the wax of his wings, humbly accept
my limits a few feet below the melting point. 

Now, however, kicking and screaming, under
pressure from reality itself, I am suspecting I must
truly make peace with being less than the best. Among
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KINGSVIEW
Gideon, Andrew’s father, believes
the modern myth that human be-
havior is capable of being explained
in rational, psychological cate-
gories. Andrew concludes that un-
certainty in such matters feels truer.
Gideon exalts the mind; for An-
drew, authentic experience is what
counts.

I heard it said that “Garden
State” represents the end of a cine-
matic cycle, begun in the mid-
1960s, that inveighed against the
emptiness of suburban life. In “The
Graduate,” an early classic in that
cycle, the enemy was the corporate
world, typified in the famous refer-

ence to “plastics.” Then “American
Beauty” (1999) culminated the cy-
cle, suggesting it was the material
rat race that causes people to miss
the subtle beauties infused into life’s
little moments. In “Garden State,”
director Braff delves into the world
of his own suburban childhood and
discovers that, even among the un-
derachievers and the ne’er-do-
wells, suburbia yields its diamonds.

—Dave Greiser dwells, with the help
of prescription medications, in the
suburb of Telford, Pennsylvania.
He is a pastor and part-time semi-
nary teacher.
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one way or another say you have to fail
to win. You have to give up your life to
find it—as the hero of my own Chris-
tian tradition taught and modeled.
You have to relinquish your attach-
ment to the “I” you think is you to be
truly yourself; stop flapping upwind
toward .001 to realize that all the time
the thermals of love were just waiting
for you to soar on them.

Just good enough is, I think, a way
of releasing ourselves to not have to be
more than ordinary humans. Then if

anything extraordinary (I can’t quite
let go of more) is to come of us, it
comes by surprise, from outside, as
grace abundantly offered and not by
our own frenzies.

I’d go on. But for now, this seems
just good enough. 

—Michael A. King, Telford, Pennsyl-
vania, is pastor, Spring Mount (Pa.)
Mennonite Church; and editor,
DreamSeeker Magazine.
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factors that have both forced but also
increasingly enticed me to think this
way are these:

I’m Going to Die 
Twenty-five years ago I’d have

said, “We are going to die,” but that
would have meant “I know we’re all
going to die, including me,
but a.) if I do it’s so far away
it doesn’t count and b.)
maybe I’ll be special enough
to earn a “get out of death”
Monopoly card. Now I’m
50. People I grew up think-
ing of as deathless giants are
dead. And 25 years from
now looks a lot different than 25 years
from then did 25 years ago. It’s com-
ing. I’m just plain running out of time
to join the .001 Platinum Club.

Smelling the
Roses Really Is More Fun

Maturing is like a spiral—you
pass some insights again and again,
just at different levels on the way. So
I’ve been here before. Not quite as ur-
gently, but truly enough to have expe-
rienced that often being less gripped
by being best = happier. How much
I’ve missed when I’ve treated the road
to bestness as the interstate and all the
rest as the outmoded and dying—but
so often so much more magical—
Route 66 it replaces. 

Just Good
Enough Is Good Enough

Oh, but even here, see the prob-
lem? We’ve heard this all before. Stop
and smell the roses. Slow down. Learn
to be, not just do. If I were the best,

maybe I could offer some amazing
new twist, but I’m too ordinary for
that. I’m just groping along with all
the rest of us, it turns out, and anyone
with half a brain’s been here before. 

But what am I or you to be if not
the best? Just good enough. Because I’m
not the best, let me hasten to say that’s

not my idea. I read it some-
where and it gripped me; I
think maybe it’s even becom-
ing a popular concept some-
where in the psychotherapy
world, but in my just-good-
enough way I forget where.
Still it strikes me as an inviting
and healing idea. Just good

enough. Doing whatever you know to
do to live up to your potential, your
calling. But knowing you’ll never get
all the way. Yet that will have its own
benefits, such as—

Just-Good-Enough-ers 
Can Enjoy the Company

Traveling to .001 is lonely—you
have to pass by everyone else or run
them off the road. But what a 99.999
crowd, nearly the whole world, we
Just-Good-Enough-ers get to travel
with! Imagine the planetary cama-
raderie that could ensue if just-good-
enough-ness rather than bestness
drove our foreign policy. 

Just Good Enough
May Be Closer to Salvation
There may be religions that tell

you bestness = salvation. But most, to
the extent my just-good-enough
studies have yielded accurate impres-
sions, say instead that just good
enough = closer to salvation. Most
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But what am
I or you to

be if not the
best? Just

good
enough. 



The Bible as It
Ought to Be

Daniel Hertzler

A Review of How the Bible Came to Be. By John W.
Miller. Paulist Press, 2004.

John Miller wants to reorganize the Bible. What could
be more threatening than this? Some 50 years ago
when the Revised Standard Version appeared it
caused controversy. Today translations and revisions
of translations proliferate. I don’t hear much hubbub
over new translations.

Would a rearrangement of the order of the books
in the Bible cause a rumpus? Maybe. After all, some of
us have memorized this in vacation Bible school:
Joshua, Judges, Ruth, 1 and 2 Samuel. . . . John Miller
would have us follow the order in the Hebrew Bible,
which includes Ruth among the “Writings,” the third
section after the Law and Prophets. (Miller, now re-
tired from teaching at Conrad Grebel College, Water-
loo, Ontario, has also written an earlier book on this
subject, The Origins of the Bible, Paulist Press, 1994).

What is the point of this campaign to reorganize the
Bible? It is to have us understand how the Bible came
to be—that the several sections were compiled in con-
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nection with renewal movements
among the people of God. Miller per-
ceives that the first group of docu-
ments included the scrolls of Joshua
through Kings, which he refers to as
the “Deuteronomistic History.” He
suggests that this group was brought
together during the reigns of
Hezekiah and Josiah.

These renewal efforts did not per-
sist, for the kings who followed did
not carry them through. Also, accord-
ing to 2 Kings 23:26-27, Josiah’s fa-
ther, Manasseh, had been quite the
rascal: “The Lord said, ‘I will remove
Judah also out of my sight, as I have re-
moved Israel.’” The theology which
supported these reforms held that
“when obedient, Israel is blessed in
miraculous ways; when not, Israel suf-
fers ignominiously” (24). 

This theology persisted even after
the Babylonians destroyed Jerusalem.
The last word in 2 Kings is a report
that Jehoiachin, the exiled king of Ju-
dah, was granted a place at the table in
the presence of the king of Babylon
and received an allowance for the rest
of his life. Was this to imply that an-
other king might appear later?

But there was not to be another
king of Judah. So the next revival
came without a king, under the lead-
ership of Ezra and Nehemiah. In this
development, according to Miller,
“They modified and enlarged the
older corpus, scroll by scroll and re-
shaped the collection as a whole,
adding a large number of new (or
newly edited and enlarged scrolls) at
its end (after Kings) and four newly
compiled scrolls at its beginning (be-
fore Deuteronomy)” (26). 

This was to become the Hebrew
Bible: the Law, the Prophets, and the
Writings. Or the Tanak, an acronym
covering Torah, Nevi’im, and Kethu-
vim. “Just as the scrolls of the
Deuteronomistic History . . . may be
thought of as the core literature of Is-
rael’s first canon creating period,”
observes Miller, “Ezra-Nehemiah
and Chronicles may be thought of as
core documents of Israel’s second
canon-forming period” (27).

Miller may be doing some pioneer
work here. I have not seen anyone else
organize the development of the He-
brew Bible quite this neatly. However,
his material is documented exten-
sively, including references to his ear-
lier volume, The Origins of the Bible.
Also, in a footnote he reports that “A
growing number of scholars favor the
idea of a ‘first edition’ of the
Deuteronomistic History that was
created during reforms of Hezekiah,
then subsequently updated with sup-
plements” (156).

In Miller’s outline, the Tanak is
seen as presenting a world vision in
three acts. Act 1 is the “Origin of the
Nations” in Genesis 1-11. Act 2 is “Is-
rael’s origins, rise, and near destruc-
tion” covered in Genesis 12 to 2 Kings
25. The third act is “Israel’s restora-
tion and renewal as found in the
prophets and writings” (41).

The Hebrew Bible ends with
Chronicles and a proclamation of
Cyrus that the Lord had designated
him to build a temple in Jerusalem
and whoever of the Lord’s people
wanted to go to Jerusalem should be
free to do so. The same statement ap-
pears at the beginning of the book of
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Paul’s letters at the end of 2 Peter as a
clue to their concerns.

How did we get to where we are
with the letters of Paul right after
Acts? Miller assigns responsibility for
this to the Constantianism created-
when the Gentile church became the
official religion of the Ro-
man Empire. He refers to
the work of William R.
Farmer, who “believes it
was Eusebius who did this
when preparing the 50
copies of the church’s
Scriptures, which Con-
stantine had requested—
and for reasons related to
the role Constantine was
now playing as head of the Gentile
church. With Constantine, the Gen-
tile wing of the church had triumphed
and Eusebius saw him, like Paul, as its
appointed leader through a direct in-
tervention of God” (81). 

As the Gentile church turned
against the Jews, it became more Mar-
cionite. Miller observes that what had
been “the story of a discredited God”
it became “the story of a discredited
people,” the Jews (149).

The order of the books in the He-
brew Bible was also changed. Since
these were individual scrolls, they
were quite easily rearranged. By the
fourth century the church and the
synagogue were not in contact with
each other, and the order described in
the Babylonian Talmud was not avail-
able. 

What developed was a rearrange-
ment with some books added. Now
“the impression was created that the
events related in the New Testament

narratives were solely what the
prophetic books had in mind with
their visions of Israel’s (and the
world’s) future” (85).

So what do we do now? Since we gen-
erally study the Bible in bits and

pieces, does it matter in
what order the biblical
books are organized?
Miller perceives it does.
He would like to see
Christians abandon tri-
umphalism and take
their place with Jews as
heirs of a definitive
world vision going back
to Abraham in whom

“all of the families of the earth shall be
blessed” (Gen. 12:3b). In his chart 17,
Miller has revised his three-act drama
to include the New Testament witness
as part of Act 3 (102).

This does not mean we need to
give up any of our core convictions. It
is rather that we should not expect to
use them to oppress others as the
church has done for centuries culmi-
nating in the Holocaust. 

Those of us in the Anabaptist tra-
dition should understand this, since
we have never had the luxury of polit-
ical power. Miller proposes that “the
church’s story as introduced in the
church’s Scriptures is about a momen-
tous ‘fulfillment’ or flowering of Is-
rael’s world mission that occurred
within the story of fulfillment already
begun when Israel (but not its king-
dom) was restored and renewed fol-
lowing its Babylonian captivity” (99).

For myself, I have begun to use the
expressions Hebrew Bible and Chris-
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Ezra. These writings were all on
scrolls, and although the order in
which they were compiled suggested
an order for their appearance, it was
easy to rearrange the individual scrolls.

A statement from a Babylonian
Talmud cited by Miller specifies an
order which closes with Chronicles,
but the order of the books has varied
throughout the years. For example,
the Protestant Old Testament ends
with Malachi, but the prophecies of
Malachi preceded Ezra and Ne-
hemiah. For us it seems appropriate to
have Malachi just before the New Tes-
tament, but the Jews saw as relevant to
the reforms of Ezra and Nehemiah.

The third stage in the biblical compi-
lation as described by Miller is the ad-
dition of what we have termed the
New Testament to the Hebrew Scrip-
tures. Here the editorial work resulted
in the production of codices (books)
instead of scrolls. Miller perceives that
this compilation was done in the sec-
ond century and was brought about
by a crisis in the Gentile Christian
church.

A movement emerged to get rid of
the Hebrew Scriptures as a resource
for the churches. A Gentile leader
named Marcion held that the God of
the Hebrew Bible was a different God
from the God of the church. He
would discard the Hebrew Scriptures
and much of the material the early
Christians had produced. His Bible
would include only the Gospel of
Luke and 10 [ten] edited letters of
Paul. In his writing “Paul is portrayed
as the one true apostle who alone de-
fended ‘true evangelical faith’ against

attack and corruption by ‘false apos-
tles’ of the sect of the Jewish Law”
(60).

Miller reports that “Marcion was a
prophetic visionary and an effective
organizer who hoped his views and
proposed new Scriptures would be
embraced by the elders of the church
at Rome and, following that, by
Christians everywhere. . . . ‘Scholars
conjecture,’ says John Clabeaux, ‘that
in numbers alone Marcionites may
have nearly surpassed non-Mar-
cionites in the decades of the 160s and
the 170s’” (49). 

The Christian Bible as we have it,
says Miller, is the result of the church’s
response to Marcion. The materials
which Marcion wanted to use were
accepted, but others were also in-
cluded. The gospel of Luke appeared
third in a group of four gospels with
Matthew leading off, Matthew which
makes repeated connections to the
Hebrew Bible. A majority of the early
sources follow the Gospels with the
Acts and all but one place Paul’s letters
after the general letters beginning
with James. They included also the
pastoral letters, Hebrews and Revela-
tion.

Miller observes that instead of re-
jecting Luke and 10 letters of Paul the
church included but “recontextual-
ized” them. “This suggests that it was
in this way primarily (through recon-
textualizing) that church leaders who
created the Bible sought to blunt the
force of the Marcionite movement
and replace Marcion’s canon and the-
ology wherever it had gained a
foothold or was threatening to do so”
(62). Miller sees the warning about
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study the Bible in
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lical books are or-
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tian Bible in place of Old and New
Testaments. I also prefer the ending of
the Hebrew Bible with Chronicles in-
stead of Malachi. To do so recognizes
Ezra and Nehemiah for their work in
the renewal of the tradition.

Recently I was studying Ne-
hemiah 8 and it occurred to me to see
this as a fulfillment of the new
covenant mentioned in Jeremiah
31:34, which predicts that “they shall
all know me.” In Nehemiah 8 there is
repeated reference to “all the people,”
and in the end the general response to
the reading of the Scriptures is that
they decided to observe the feast of
booths because this was called for in
the Scriptures.

Now I know the writer to the He-
brews quotes Jeremiah 31:33-34 and
sees this prophecy fulfilled in Christ.
By definition we are with him. I know
also that Ezra and Nehemiah some-
times get bad press for campaigning
to break up marriages by sending
away pagan wives. But I am impressed
that their leadership set the Jewish
community on a path that would ulti-
mately lead to the birth of Jesus. What
could we have done without them?

—Daniel Hertzler, Scottdale, Penn-
sylvnia, once studied Hebrew under
the tutelage of John Miller. It is his re-
sponsibility, not John’s, that not so
much remains.
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CvD

Cat Mountain
A pair of red tails soaring, the ridge blessed and happy.
Vultures pack the air bursting with scent.
Raven not alone on his sure road of solace.

The boy fell and the girl drug the rope home.
Her hair twists in her hands to the day, his falling
Never ends; his tin cross screams at the base of the cliff.

A sliver of light shines brief. In the dark,
The sun pauses, its light falls against the cross
Arms, its light leaves the cross blind.

Her dark hair lifts in the wind,
His name called in the wind
Climbing the cliff,

The hawks never cease; their wings wind
The hours. How many times each year
The ocotillo bloom red.

The cloud-weep white relief:
Their ecstasy in singing, their joy
In grief.

—Jeremy Frey


