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Marilyn Kennel asks, “Who are the
voiceless now?” This issue of Dream-
Seeker Magazine provides no tidy an-
swers—but does seek to
give prominence to voices
perhaps inadequately
heard.

Deborah Good gives
voice to depression, and in
so doing likely enables
others who share her expe-
rience to gain a voice.
Rachael King releases the
voice of her “private
dancer.” Daniel Hertzler
reviews biographies of per-
sons from communities
that have experienced voicelessness,
whether Palestinians, South African
blacks under apartheid, or those com-
mitted to nonviolence. 

Mary Alice Hostetter celebrates
and gives voice to a mother from a
very different lifestyle than her own.
David Brattston highlights the voices
of those who refuse to swear oaths.
Mark Wenger gives voice to a congre-
gation whose patterns seem too
unique to fit any one current “buzz”
model of congregational life. David
Greiser’s review of “Up in the Air” cel-
ebrates ways that film allows the
voices of actual unemployed people
to be movingly heard. 

Renee Gehman in a sense gives

voice to “stuff ” and its appropriate
and inappropriate claims versus Jesus’
“oath and covenant.” I ponder the

impact of our electronic
voices. And Noel King
seems to me deliciously
to close out this issue
with a report on cars
who actually speak (as I
know my own car does).
The poets speak of mat-
ters, whether sorrows or
struggles with faith, of-
ten left unvoiced.

Then there may be a
sense in which it’s time for me to seek
to empower other editorial voices to
speak. Plans for DSM remain tenta-
tive, but I’ve been invited to be dean
of Eastern Mennonite Seminary
starting July 1. My best guess is that as
some of my time shifts to EMS I’ll re-
tain some editorial voice as editor in
chief of DSM while needing to find at
least another editorial voice to join
the voice of Renee Gehman as assis-
tant editor. 

Whatever the mix of voices, I do
envision DSM continuing to be dedi-
cated to “voices from the soul.” Spe-
cial thanks to you readers who allow
such voices to speak by listening so
carefully and affirmingly. 

—Michael A. King
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Who Are the 
Voiceless Now?

Marilyn Kennel

Twenty years ago I was approaching middle age
and I had issues with the Mennonite church—that is,
the church as I had known and experienced it. Inner
turmoil and ambivalence swirled around my self-
identity, my gifts and interests, and the role of women
in church leadership.

From earliest childhood, as I heard my grandpa
joyfully speak of teaching Bible school and holding
prophecy conferences, I had dreamed of working in
the church. As years went by, I continued to feel an ir-
resistible pull to some form of ministry, but the image
was always fuzzy. The specifics of my calling and how I
might be useful to the church never came into focus.

My unfulfilled dream was like a low-grade fever, an
ever-present ache. I learned to live with it, but it was
never far from my mind. Emotional pain was stirred
when I read of other women’s successes. Embarrassing
tears would well up at unexpected times, provoked,
perhaps, by an innocent question about my education
or my career.

I had been taught to respect and obey the voices of
authority in my church as the voice of God. Personal
calls to service were discerned and confirmed by the

3

Letters to DreamSeeker Magazine are encouraged. We also welcome and when possi-
ble  publish extended responses  (max. 400 words).

Relics

I’ve read there was a time
when the pious venerated them

bone of St. Peter’s little finger
swatch of cloth from the Savior’s robe
splintered fragment of the Holy Cross

But here in my house are the true relics
this bedroom floor rug 

Grandma wove from old clothes
on the shelf there a cast iron rooster bank 

my mother told me she prized as a little girl
here hanging in its place in the garage

this garden rake 
handle worn smooth by Dad’s strong grip

and there against the wall the piano now long silent
that she could bring to life

—Bach, old hymns, Scott Joplin, songs to sing with our
daughter—tunes 

happy and sad

Go ahead
touch them 
carefully prayerfully
with your fingers 

your hands

They are holy things.

—Ken Gibble, Greencastle, Pennsylvania, is a retired
Church of the Brethren pastor. These days, instead of
writing sermons, he writes poetry (mostly) and other
stuff.



nized sports. I enjoyed music and
wanted to play an instrument in the
band, but the band wore uniforms
and we girls were forbidden to wear
men’s clothing. My earliest memories
are of being denied what I wanted to
do, always with words that rang like
an accusation, “You’re not allowed.
You are a girl. You can’t do that. You’re
a girl.”

Continuing my studies, I was sur-
prised to learn that suffering and
power occur in cycles—that those
who are powerless and persecuted of-
ten gain acceptance and status only to
unleash righteous anger upon others
in the name of God and orthodox be-
lief. The pattern is documented in the
Mennonite story.

The first Christian believers de-
veloped from a ragged, egalitarian be-
ginning to become the powerful and
hierarchical Roman Catholic
Church, claiming sole authority to in-
terpret Scripture and dispense salva-
tion. The powerless became the
powerful, and persons who chal-
lenged them faced severe conse-
quences. Well-known reformer
Martin Luther risked martyrdom in
his breach with the Catholic Church
and then gained control of his own
state church only to become a perse-
cutor of his dissenters.

Fascinated by what I found, I con-
tinued to explore. I read that Anabap-
tists of the Reformation were persons
of the Bible and their encounter with
Scripture transformed their lives.
They were interested in the word, in-
tent, and spirit of Christ. The New
Testament became their authority in

matters of faith and practice.
Their refusal to submit to church

authority in areas of dispute brought
vehement retaliation. They were ac-
cused of heresy and called by dis-
paraging names. They had not
intended to separate from the church,
but hostility and intolerance forced
them to go. Their presence was too
great a challenge to the system. The
description of these experiences
seemed remarkably familiar and cur-
rent.

I followed the story into more re-
cent times. Fleeing persecution in Eu-
rope, our forefathers and foremothers
established communities in the West-
ern hemisphere, eventually develop-
ing their own systems of orthodoxy
and discipline. With a passion for
right beliefs and right practice and
with the intention of protecting the
church from sin and worldly influ-
ence, leaders centralized authority,
codified practice, and reshaped the
church in ways that allowed little
room for anyone with a differing in-
terpretation.

Numerous schisms ensued.
Residual models of authority and tra-
ditional interpretations masking as
biblical absolutes continued to pain
and alienate sincere seekers open to
new paradigms of faithfulness.

Identifying these repeating patterns
was a significant epiphany for me. I
saw women’s struggle—my strug-
gle—as another knobby thread wo-
ven into the tattered tapestry of
church history. The perspective was
empowering, sobering, and life-
changing.
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church. My parents modeled these
qualities, submitting to the church
without question. As a young adult I
listened for affirmation and encour-
agement that would give me a sense of
direction. When it was not forthcom-
ing, I felt helpless, alienated, and con-
fused.

Nevertheless, I gave
my heart to the church and
related institutions, mak-
ing every effort to be avail-
able, accepting each new
responsibility as an oppor-
tunity to serve while ex-
ploring my gifts and
paving the way for other
women with similar inter-
ests. During these years I
often felt caught up in a
dance of hope and frustra-
tion that swayed forward
one step and backward two.

I was devastated when, in a con-
ference-level (denominational re-
gional cluster of congregations)
committee meeting, a bishop flatly re-
marked that pastors in his district of
the conference believed that for a
woman to be in leadership was a “per-
version of her sexuality, just as homo-
sexuality is a perversion.” I was
chairing the meeting. He was talking
about me! Such experiences deepened
my wounds and heightened my sense
of futility for a future in the church.

The opportunity to pursue a degree
in religious and Anabaptist studies at
a local college offered new perspective
on my religious experience. Immer-
sion in the timeline of Anabaptist his-
tory perked my interest in the

theology of suffering—the notion
that those who follow Jesus will suffer.

Historians analyzing the early
Mennonite experience in North
America note the loss of suffering as
an organizing principle and trace the
emerging characteristic of humility. A
subsequent rise in evangelical fervor

favored strong and vocal
male leadership. Humility,
therefore, began to lose rel-
evance. Then with twenti-
eth century activism, an
identity of service began to
become more dominant.

Though committed to
both humility and service,
I also felt an unexplained
resonance with suffering.
Why would I, a woman of
relative privilege, have a
sense of suffering? Follow-

ing this thread of thought led to
broader questions.

Who are the people who suffer to-
day? They are those who have no voice,
those who are powerless. And who, in
the church, is without voice and pow-
erless? In that answer, I found my con-
nection to suffering. It is present in the
lives of those who seek a role in the
church but differ from those who inter-
pret faith and practice. For much of my
life, my gender had limited my op-
tions and placed me among those
without voice.

In my formative years, my inter-
ests were not necessarily church re-
lated, but they helped cement my
perception of a woman’s place in tena-
cious ways. I loved playing softball
with my brother and his friends, but
only boys could participate in orga-
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I was devastated
when . . . a

bishop flatly re-
marked that . . .
for a woman to
be in leadership
was a “perver-

sion of her sexu-
ality, just as ho-
mosexuality is a

perversion.”



Everyone Else is
Doing Perfectly Fine

Deborah Good

1
It can be hard to get up in the morning. This is

sometimes because I have a cold, because I am impris-
oned by a heavy pile of blankets, or because I must pay
the consequences for unruly late-night activities (like
studying, ahem).

But sometimes it is hard to get up in the morning
because life does not feel worth getting up for. George,
Colin Firth’s character in “A Single Man,” says in the
movie’s opening lines that “for the past eight months,
waking up has actually hurt.” He goes on to describe
the terrible drowning feeling that has him contem-
plating ending it all.

I am occasionally visited by dark spells. My spells
are usually brief and relatively mild, and I know my
battles are small compared with those of friends who
fight regularly with more vicious inner-beasts. Yet re-
gardless of how long and intense they are, the life-val-
leys we walk through—my friends, myself, David the
Psalmist, Rumi the poet, and just about everyone else I
can think of—can knock the wind out of us, some-
times quite literally, and leave us panting and thirsty.

7

BENEATH THE SKYLINE
When I recognized that others

had dared to challenge church au-
thority in many forms, a window of
possibility opened for me. A sense of
personal power came in knowing that
my voice and experience is valid, that
I do not have to be a victim to those
who would claim authority over me,
that I am responsible to live in a man-
ner congruent with my unfolding un-
derstanding of spiritual
truth and practice, that I
have options and can
choose my own path.

I was transformed and
freed to work for change,
to spend years as an advo-
cate for other women seek-
ing to use their gifts, to say
“Enough!” to those who
would prescribe my behav-
ior and proscribe my voice.
I found a community of believers that
is open to my questions, encourages
my journey, and is not threatened by
diversity.

I was sobered by the ongoing use
and misuse of power among us, yet I
remained wary of some of the meth-
ods proposed to bring change. I did
not want to participate in a march to
liberation that would merely replace
one face of domination with another.
I did not want to compromise my vi-
sion of Jesus, the compassionate one
who came to break the cycle of op-
pression, who freed us from the
bondage of power-seeking and re-

venge. I did not want to be complicit
in the misuse of power no matter the
intent!

Twenty years later, I continue to ob-
serve and ponder. Because we have
been a people of humility and service,
do we find it difficult to acknowledge
the presence of power in our religious
institutions? When did right doctrine

become more important
than how we treat one an-
other? When, as followers of
Jesus, did we begin to com-
promise in the use of coer-
cive power? When will we
measure the justice of our
community by how we treat
the powerless?

Who are the people now
disenfranchised, without
voice, denied access to

meaningful roles in our churches?
Who are those longing for affirma-
tion and blessing, eager to contribute
their energy and their gifts for the
benefit of the community of faith?
Who are those experiencing persecu-
tion at the hands of the powerful?
Does my epiphany offer hope to those
caught in the current cycle of suffer-
ing? Who will stand and shout
“Enough!”?

—Marilyn Kennel, Mount Joy, Penn-
sylvania, is grateful to worship with
the welcoming folks at Community
Mennonite Church of Lancaster.
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Who are the
people now
disenfran-

chised, without
voice, denied

access to
meaningful
roles in our
churches? 



he may be right that if we took better
care of one another, we would need
professional help less often. But even
the best friendships are not always
enough. Sometimes we do need
shrinks. And sometimes we need
medication, too.

One of my very best friends “has
and will likely always have
this unmerciful fight to
fight, called bipolar,” to
quote the words I wrote in
my journal last year, angry
about it. I admire Russell
greatly, not only for the
ways he has learned to live
with his illness but for his
willingness to talk about
it—and to make someone
drive him to the hospital
when he knows he has hit deeply
shaky ground.

Russell has worked with mentally
ill clients as a social worker and raised
money for NAMI (the National Al-
liance on Mental Illness). He actively
fights the stigma of mental illness.
And he has opinions about medica-
tion. He took the issue on in a piece he
wrote for an organizational newslet-
ter, quoted here with his permission.

There has been an ultra-liberal
backlash against medications
and the companies manufac-
turing them, and rightly so. . . .
Many along this line of think-
ing believe that alternative
therapies are enough to quell
the storm of mental illness.
Proper nutrition, exercise,
sleep, and routine are all things
that must be present to help
those of us who are afflicted

with mental illness, and they
really do. But sometimes it’s
not enough. . . . A large major-
ity of the SDMI (severe and
disabling mental illness) pop-
ulation need the chemical sup-
plement. I need the chemical
supplement. . . . Walk a mile in

our shoes; you’d be
saying something
different.

4
Mental health is, of

course, a field of acade-
mic study, complete with
experimental-design re-
search and volumes
upon volumes of journal

articles and books. In addition to the
academics, there are the practition-
ers—clinical social workers, profes-
sional counselors, marriage and
family therapists, clinical psycholo-
gists, counseling psychologists, and
psychiatrists. It can be heard to keep
track.

Yet while one might study Erikson
and Freud, and write a paper compar-
ing cognitive-behavioral and psycho-
dynamic approaches, I think just
about everyone in the field will agree
that much of mental health remains a
mystery (interesting that a few years
ago, I wrote something very similar
about our physical health and can-
cer). Therapy, like life, is art as much
as it is science.

It seems that a good place to start
in removing the stigma from depres-
sion and mental illness would be to
simply acknowledge that not all of us
are happy all of the time.

D R E A M S E E K E R  M A G A Z I N E   /   9

We often label it tidily with three
syllables: Depression. While mild to
serious forms of depression and other
mental illnesses are very common in
this country, we often bring them out
of hiding only in our therapists’ of-
fices, the privacy of our homes and
cars, and conversations with our clos-
est friends, if we share them at all. Be-
cause we keep so quiet about our
bouts with life’s heavier sides, it is easy
to think that while we struggle solitar-
ily—with our minds, our marriages,
our small and large despairs—most
everyone else is doing perfectly fine.

2
There are many ways to cope with

sad and hopeless days, and days where
the mind runs off without our per-
mission. John O’Donohue, a late
philosopher and poet, spoke several
years ago at a conference I attended. “I
always think that the primary Scrip-
ture is nature,” he told us, “and that if
you attend to nature, you never go too
far wrong.”

Perhaps this is why, on bad days, I
have often found myself sitting by
Philadelphia’s Schuylkill River,
watching the ripples, the geese, and
the elegant strokes of crew teams as
the sun turns everything shades of or-
ange and pink.

O’Donohue went on. “I knew this
person one time who had fierce trou-
ble with her mind,” he said. “And she
said to me that she brought a stone
into her living room and when she’d
feel her mind begin to go, she would
focus on the stone because, she said to
me, there is huge sanity in stone.”

That image has stuck with me.

Coping with serious mental illness is
clearly a different thing than my occa-
sional trips to the river, and I don’t
mean to make an unfair comparison.
The story, though, is remarkable and
holds a lesson for all of us: The natural
world has much to offer—in its
beauty, its unconditional acceptance
of us, and, yes, maybe even in stone—
as we find our way through.

I have a variety of coping strategies
when faced with my mini-bouts of
depression, including trips to sit by
the river, but I have found that a can-
did acknowledgment to a friend is one
of my most foolproof. “It was a bad
head day,” I say, meaning that I had
endured a barrage of my own self-crit-
icism throughout. Earlier in the week,
the same friend sent me an email with
a similar confession: Had to take about
a half hour and silence the mean voices
in my head at the end of the day, she
wrote, so that I could sleep.

We tell each other these things be-
cause we feel less crazy that way. Per-
haps we think that the critical voices
in our heads will learn to hush up if we
broadcast to others their secret exis-
tence. These simple, honest conversa-
tions when I am feeling awful help me
feel cared for and less alone.

3
“If we were better friends, we

would need fewer shrinks,” I remem-
ber a professor saying to us, a class-
room of undergrads, in our
Introduction to Counseling course.
His point was that even if we did not
go on to be counselors, the skills we
learned in this 100-level course could
serve us well in our friendships. And
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A good place to
start in removing
the stigma from
depression . . .

would be to sim-
ply acknowledge
that not all of us
are happy all of

the time.



The Private Dancer

Rachael L. King

In my dancing, I am two people.
Publicly, I move in the socially acceptable manner,

moving within my dance space, blending in to the
crowd, having fun, but under control.

Privately, I’m a nutcase. I fling my arms in danger-
ously wide arcs, swing my head in circles, stomp up
and down, jump around, throw in some punches, all
the while leaving my mouth hanging open in some
strange cross between a grin and a grimace. I love it.
There are few things more freeing in the world than
the feeling of throwing your arms and legs high into
the air, out to the sides, twisting, turning, and cavort-
ing without the care of who’s going to think you’re
crazy or strange.

Life is like that. Every time I’m asked my current
major, I cringe at the explanation I’m about to have to
give to justify the fact that I went from a pre-med stu-
dent to the undirected liberal arts major. The pre-med
student was my public dancer . . . the liberal arts stu-
dent is throwing her arms to the sky, dancing against
the norms, against the beaten tracks, there, she has
broken free.

Publicly, I dry my hair. I put on my daily regiment
of make-up. I pull on the tight jeans, I don the attrac-
tive, but slightly uncomfortable Ralph Lauren polo

11

My great-great grandmother, who
did an exceptional job of handling a
farm and raising ten children, had a fa-
tal fight with depression. She took her
own life in 1918, the year my grandfa-
ther was born. He himself did not
learn of the suicide until years later.
“Suicides in those days were the worst
thing that you could do as a person,”
he explained to me in an interview a
few years ago. “Taking your own life
was a mortal sin.”

Though times have changed, it’s a
story that is not told often in our fam-
ily. I sometimes wish it were. If I had
known that depression was part of life,
and maybe even part of my family
tree, I would have felt less alone and
abnormal at points along the way.
Now I know she comes, but I have also
learned that she always eventually
packs up and goes. 

In the meantime, whenever she’s
around, I make my trips to sit by the

river. I write, listen to music, and read
poetry, which I have often found to be
more honest about these things than
the rest of us are. I am so distant from
the hope of myself, writes Mary Oliver.
The universe is dust. Who can bear it?
adds Jane Kenyon. I go for runs and
work on building a relationship with a
therapist. And I let my friends know
when the world has become dark in
my head, because I feel less crazy that
way.

That is how I get through. What
about you?

—Deborah Good, Philadelphia, Penn-
sylvania, is a research assistant at Re-
search for Action
(www.researchforaction.org) and au-
thor, with Nelson Good, of Long Af-
ter I’m Gone: A Father-Daughter
Memoir (DreamSeeker Books/Cas-
cadia, 2009). She can be reached at
deborahagood@gmail.com.
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History as Viewed
Through Personal
Experience
Reviews of Once Upon a Country; Rabble
for Peace; and War, Peace and Social Con-
science

Daniel Hertzler

Once Upon a Country, by Sari Nusseibeh with An-
thony David. 542 pp., no index. Farrar, Straus
and Giroux, 2007.

Rabble Rouser for Peace, by John Allen, 481 pp., Free
Press, 2006.

War, Peace and Social Conscience, by Theron
Schlabach, 721 pp., Herald Press, 2009.

Why read biography? For those of us who have an in-
terest in history, biography focuses a section of history
through an individual’s experience. If it is not the big
picture, it provides a focused view of the person’s time,
organized around a series of personal events. At times
this may add more personal details than we want if we
are only concerned about the big picture.

These three books provide three different ap-
proaches: autobiography, authorized biography while

13

BOOKS, FAITH, WORLD & MORE
shirt. Meanwhile her soft voice says,
“get back in bed you dummy, sleep
that extra forty minutes that you just
wasted on looking a little better than
real.” The private dancer
stays in her shell.

So why not bring out the
private dancer? Why not
unleash her to the world?
The farther I get along in
this young life of mine, the
more I feel her pecking
away at the shell of the pub-
lic dancer. Every now and then, a hand
or foot gets through, rocking the boat
just the slightest bit. Sometimes the
hand gets slapped, sometimes the foot
gets stomped. . . but sometimes . . . on
those rare and beautiful occasions. . .
she’s celebrated, loved, appreciated.
And when that happens, I know I’ve
been given a gift.

I challenge myself.
I challenge you.
Find your private dancer. Let her

notice the sunsets without thinking

about what work needs to be done
once she gets home, let her feel the
softness of a new pink snuggie with-
out worrying that it was an impulse

buy, let her taste the intrica-
cies of a really, really good
brownie without worrying
about what it will do to her
body later. Let her go bare-
foot in the mud without
worrying about getting
dirty, let her shout when
she’s frustrated without
worrying about getting in

trouble, and celebrate her beauty
without nitpicking the imperfec-
tions. 

Above all, let her dance until her
breath comes in gasps, until her face
flushes pink, until she collapses into
bed for that extra forty minutes of
sleep.

—Rachael L. King, Harrisonburg, Vir-
ginia, is a senior, Eastern Mennonite
University, and hosts a public and a
private dancer.
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Let her 
dance until her
breath comes
in gasps, until

her face flushes
pink. . . .



oppression of Palestinians. “The PA’s
weakness can be traced back to all the
familiar home-grown problems of
corruption, bad management, and so
long. . . .” But “The biggest problem
. . . was still the occupation” (421). 

Yet Nusseibeh came out against
violence. In a speech at Hebrew Uni-
versity he stated that “‘Israelis and
Palestinians,’ I told them, ‘are not en-
emies at all.’ A disbelieving hush
spread over my listeners. ‘If anything
we are strategic allies’’’ (450).

His moderate viewpoint made
him an enemy of the Israeli govern-
ment and they began to harass him.
He responded with basic nonviolent
tactics. When they tried to shut down
the university, his university “team . . .
went to work calling journalists, pub-
lic figures, lawyers and politicians.
Appeals went out for public support
from Israelis as well as from leaders all
over the world, including the White
House” (491).

I realize that as an autobiography,
this presents the Palestinian story
without a corresponding Jewish ac-
count. I’m quite aware of the Israeli
story, how numbers of Jews were des-
perate for a place to go to get away
from oppression. The Arab nations
opposed them violently and ineffec-
tively. But I have read enough cri-
tiques of Israel by Jews themselves to
believe that this autobiography is an
authentic story.

In the end Nusseibeh insists that
Israelis and Palestinians will have to
live together. “The only hope comes
when we listen to the wisdom of tradi-
tion, and acknowledge that Jerusalem
cannot be won through violence. It is

the city of three faiths and it is open to
the world” (534). Once Upon a Coun-
try ends with issues unresolved but
with the author’s intention to perse-
vere. He implies that his family line
will continue in the region whatever
government is in charge. Palestinians
have long memories.

In contrast to this unfinished story,
Rabble Rouser for Peace shows one
whose efforts would lead to a kind of
success. One might ask why blacks in
South Africa were able to defeat
apartheid when Palestinians in Israel
have not succeeded. No doubt in part
the difference is that described by
Nusseibeh: the hardheaded strategy
of the Israelis confronting less-than-
focused Palestinian leadership. And
as the biography of Desmond Tutu
will show, South Africans were even-
tually to receive worldwide attention,
probably more, and more specific,
than the Paslestinians have.

In certain respects, Tutu’s career
was similar to Nusseibeh’s. A man of
intelligence and personal discipline,
he was able to work his way up
through an oppressive system by
making use of the opportunities. He
would study outside the country and
become a recognized theologian. He
would respond to one invitation after
the other for increased responsibility
in the Anglican organization. 

As he became aware of racial and
political tensions throughout the
African continent, he began to articu-
late a “black” theology and “within a
few years he became simultaneously a
defiantly outspoken advocate for
black South Africans and an emo-

D R E A M S E E K E R  M A G A Z I N E   /   1 5

the subject still lives, and a scholarly
review after the subject’s death. I have
been somewhat familiar with each of
these three situations. So what I
gained from these presentations was
not so much new information but
rather better overall understanding
regarding details of the person’s life.

Sari Nusseibeh would have us un-
derstand that his family has been
known in Palestine for 13 centuries
and he suggests that they will not be
going away despite oppres-
sion by the Israelis. This
perspective on the Pales-
tinian-Israeli conflict sup-
ports what we have learned
from other sources: since
1948 the record has been
one of Israeli chicanery on
one side and Arabic disor-
ganization on the other. “The Jewish
leadership . . . knew precisely what
they wanted. They had a plan and the
discipline to carry it out.” In contrast,
the Arabs did not realize “what they
were up against” (46-47). This pat-
tern is repeated throughout the book.

Yet Nusseibeh is among the Arabs
who have been able to survive and
prosper in a measure. He could study
in England where he met and courted
Lucy, an English girl. He had been in
England during the 1967 war and was
shocked by the changes brought
about by the Jewish victory. Sari’s fa-
ther was a lawyer and recommended
that at that time the Palestine Libera-
tion Organization (PLO) should ne-
gotiate with the Israelis for a solution
involving separate states for the Is-
raelis and the Palestinians. “The PLO
ignored his advice. ‘Your father,’

Yasser Ameri explained, ‘had a far
longer range of view than we did.
Given the nationalistic mood back
then, there was no way we could have
listened to him’’’ (103).

Sari would take Lucy back to his
home, where she became a Muslim
and they married. After marriage he
took a job with an oil company in Abu
Dhabi, but he found he was not cut
out for business. He would eventually
obtain a Ph.D. from Harvard Univer-

sity. His career in
Palestine/Israel became a
mixture of teaching and po-
litical activity. The latter, he
writes, he did unwillingly
but it was pressed upon him.
He describes experience af-
ter experience in which the
Israelis got the upper hand

despite worldwide efforts to give the
Palestinians a break.

Along the way Sari and Lucy man-
aged to raise a family and in 1995 he
became president of Al-Quds Univer-
sity, a Palestinian school which when
he was appointed “existed more in
name than in reality” (386). He gave
attention to building up the school.
In the meantime, “The most signifi-
cant development I observed from
my perch on the hill was the strangu-
lation of Jerusalem” (393).

Since the university board and stu-
dents both represented conflicting
perspectives among the Palestinians,
Sari had to spend considerable raw ef-
fort fighting internal “fires.” Also,
when the university began to grow,
the Israeli government began legal ha-
rassment. At the same time Israeli set-
tlements continued to grow as did
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years between Mandela’s release and
the first democratic elections in
1994” (324). Finally on May 9, 1994,
Mandela was elected president. “The
inauguration in Pretoria the next day
was said to be the largest gathering of
heads of state since John F. Kennedy’s
funeral.” Tutu led the closing prayer
(339).

One more major task fell to Tutu,
to serve as chair of the Truth and Rec-
onciliation Commission. Tutu held
that “if South Africans were to over-
come the damage [apartheid] had
caused, they had to face up to and
work through its consequences”
(342). Tutu’s concern was “‘restora-
tive justice’ which he described as
characteristic of traditional African
jurisprudence. . . .This kind of justice
seeks to rehabilitate both the victim
and the perpetrator, who should be
given the opportunity to be inte-
grated into the community he or she
has injured by his or her offense”
(347).

Numbers of people from both
sides appeared before the commis-
sion, but Botha refused to appear and
de Klerk “failed to make full disclo-
sure” (364). Richard Goldstone wrote
of the TRC that without it there
would “have been roughly speaking
two major histories . . . a black
history . . . and a white history which
would have been based on fabricated
denials. . . .The TRC has put an end to
those denials” (370).

In an Epilogue Allen observed
that “As Desmond Tutu approached
his seventy-fifth birthday he felt both
vindicated and blessed” (391). Yet not
all was what he would have hoped.

“Much has been done,” he said in
2004. “People have clean water and
electricity who never had these before
but we are sitting on a powder keg be-
cause the gap between the rich and the
poor is widening and some of the very
rich are now black” (392).

An unauthorized biography
might have been more objective and
more widely researched. Yet I find this
a useful review of South African his-
tory through the experience of Tutu, a
remarkable man who worked against
great obstacles and accomplished
what a lesser man could not have
done.

From Sari Nusseibeh of whom I had
never heard before and Desmond
Tutu, whom I had seen on television, I
turn to Guy F. Hershberger, whom I
personally worked with from time to
time. Hershberger did not encounter
the sort of violence faced by Nus-
seibeh and Tutu. He never had a
bodyguard and would have refused it
as a personal conviction. He func-
tioned during a period of relative
peace for North American Mennon-
ites. 

Yet he is interesting from the
standpoint that he also had a vision
which he pursued with some success.
His vision was an attempt to clarify
the ethical position of the Mennonite
tradition and to advocate for its prac-
tice.

He came into teaching and de-
nominational leadership from a farm
in Iowa. He was teaching and doing
graduate work while he and his wife
Clara were raising a family during the
Great Depression when his college at

D R E A M S E E K E R  M A G A Z I N E   /   1 7

tional exponent of reconciliation
with whites” (137). 

In 1974 Tutu was elected dean of
St. Mary’s Cathedral, “the first black
dean of a South African Cathedral”
(145). On this page the author ob-
serves that now Tutu “stepped onto
the public stage.” He writes that “He
was a cross-cultural communicator
with an ebullient personality, as much
at ease in Western as in African set-
tings. He had experienced the issues
of working in an institution that tried
at the same time both to re-
pudiate and to survive in a
police state.”

In 1978 Tutu became
executive of the South
African Council of
Churches. One of the is-
sues he faced as head of the
SACC was the question of
violence. “Tutu’s attitude
toward violence was in line
with the SACC’s policy,
which combined an understanding of
the reasons for taking up arms with a
blanket condemnation of all violence,
from whatever side it came, and an
appeal to young white men facing
military conscription to consider be-
coming conscientious objectors”
(172-173). His “instrument of choice
in the peaceful struggle against
apartheid became economic pressure
in the form of divestment and sanc-
tions” (175).

As SACC executive Tutu became
involved in the issues of apartheid in a
manner he had never before faced.
Now came the worldwide attention.
“Internationally the government gave
Tutu an audience the like of which he

had never had before” (182). In 1984
Tutu received the Nobel Peace Prize
while on sabbatical in the U.S. The
prize gave him increased interna-
tional attention. The call for sanc-
tions was taken more seriously.
Although Thatcher and Reagan were
cool toward him, the U.S. Congress
overrode a Reagan veto of a Compre-
hensive Anti-Apartheid Act (261-
262).

Next came his election as Angli-
can bishop of Johannesburg and then

South African archbishop,
a post he was to hold until
his retirement. In his ad-
dress after enthronement
Tutu said, “Whether I like
it or not, and whether he
likes it or not, [then-Presi-
dent] P. W. Botha is my
brother and I must desire
and pray the best toward
him” (266-267). Such the-
ological interpretation of

political issues was to be a regular part
of his campaign against apartheid.

Following the 1989 election of F.
W. de Klerk as president of South
Africa in place of the ailing Botha,
Tutu joined a protest march of 30,000
people having refused to seek permis-
sion. “After Cape Town had cracked
the government’s ban on peaceful
protest, an unstoppable flood of
marches swept the country” (311). In
February 1990, de Klerk released Nel-
son Mandela from prison and Tutu
provided overnight lodging for Nel-
son and Winnie Mandela (313). 

But the problems were not over.
“Some 14,000 South Africans died in
political violence during the four
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to alter and adapt. As they did, they
became less ruralist, less ethnic, and
more centered in church and theol-
ogy” (216).

In a chapter on Hershberger’s en-
counter with the thought of Reinhold
Neihbuhr, Schlabach writes that “in-
stead of a strategy that began with
Western civilization’s crises, with po-
litical power, and with humans’ tragic
‘necessities,’ Hershberger
insisted on beginning with
the ethical teachings of Je-
sus and the New Testa-
ment. From those premises
he developed a strategy, not
of political power, but of a
faithful church giving its
corporate witness” (365).

Schlabach humanizes
Hershberger at various
points throughout the
book, particularly in a
chapter on “Tenacity to a Fault,” de-
scribing three situations in which
Hershberger came out “swinging”
(367-393). Of particular interest to
me are two of these in which I was
somewhat involved, in the first as an
observer and in the second as an ad-
ministrator.

J. Lawrence Burkholder wrote a
dissertation at Princeton Theological
Seminary on “The Problem of Social
Responsibility from the Perspective of
the Mennonite Church.” Burkholder
took a more “realist” approach to the
interpretation of Mennonite com-
munity ethics. Schlabach observes,
“Whether or not he intended it as
such, a good bit of Burkholder’s dis-
sertation amounted, in context, to a
frontal attack on huge chunks of what

Hershberger had been working for”
(370-371).

Although Schlabach indicates
that in his responses “Hershberger
stayed with the substance without be-
coming personal,” an incident I wit-
nessed appeared to go beyond
substance. It was a seminar for the
staff of Christian Living magazine,
where both Hershberger and Burk-

holder read papers. 
Hershberger ap-

peared first on the pro-
gram. He had received
an advance copy of
Burkholder’s paper and
was able to use “about
two-thirds of his own
paper to apply the sur-
geon’s scalpel to what
Burkholder was about
to deliver” (378-379).
Then, as I remember, he

went around the table and retrieved
the copies of his paper. Schlabach
wishes it might have been possible to
devise a synthesis of the two positions.
“The result might have been a little
less Babel in Mennonite ethics and
some greater clarity in the Mennonite
witness.

“Whatever the complex causes, in
the case of Burkholder, Hershberger’s
tenacity did not serve him well”
(385).

Another conflict, one in which I
got directly involved, was with J.
Lorne Peachey, my successor as editor
of Christian Living magazine.
Peachey had a degree in journalism
but no background in the Mennonite
Community movement and may not
have met Hershberger before. For a
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Goshen, Indiana, could scarcely pay
faculty salaries. Schlabach observes,
“While Guy studied at the State Uni-
versity of Iowa from 1932 to 1935, he
and Clara lived partly by managing a
lodging house. Apparently they also
borrowed some money. Beyond that,
just how they lived and supported his
study remains a mystery” (81).

Hershberger would write two
seminal volumes treating Mennonite
ethics: War, Peace and Nonresistance
(Herald Press, 1944; revised in 1953
and 1969) and The Way of the Cross in
Human Relations (Herald Press,
1958). The former came out when I
was of draft age. I am confident that I
read it and found it convincing. I was
already a CO deferred to work on my
father’s farm, but to have a theological
interpretation of our peace position
was reassuring. 

Schlabach writes “The great
achievement of War, Peace and Nonre-
sistance was to offer a platform of bib-
lical pacifism from which, sooner or
later, Mennonites and others could
move out to broader social and politi-
cal witness” (118).

The second volume appeared dur-
ing the era of the Mennonite Com-
munity Movement. This was an effort
supported by Hershberger to bring
together Mennonite farmers, small-
business people, and workers to seek
to clarify what it would mean to fol-
low Christ in their economic activi-
ties. 

For six years, beginning in 1947,
the Mennonite Community Associa-
tion would have its own magazine,
The Mennonite Community. It was a
well-illustrated feature magazine

which for a time had its own staff pho-
tographer. The magazine never
gained enough circulation to cover its
costs and in 1954 was merged with
Christian Monitor to become Chris-
tian Living: A Magazine for Home and
Community.

For two decades Hershberger’s
name would appear on the masthead
of the magazine as a consulting editor
and until 1964 the staff would in-
clude a community life editor. Then a
constricted editorial budget called for
elimination of this position. I write
here from my own experience since,
beginning in 1952, I was office editor
of The Mennonite Community maga-
zine, then assistant editor of Christian
Living until 1960 and editor of that
magazine through 1973. I find
Schlabach’s review an adequate record
of these developments.

The Mennonite Community
movement would eventually run
down for lack of interest even though
the association still had some assets.
In contrast to the magazine, which
could not cover its costs from 1950 to
1972, the association sponsored The
Mennonite Community Cookbook,
which provided income to the associ-
ation. By 1972 Mennonite Publish-
ing House was ready to publish a
cookbook and the association trans-
ferred the cookbook to MPH. In
1993 I was a member of the commit-
tee which dispersed the association’s
assets (212-215). 

Schlabach observes, however, that
Hershberger’s thinking was not
trapped in a dying movement. He
writes that “over his career [Hersh-
berger] allowed his community ideas
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Planting on the 
Upgone Sign

Mary Alice Hostetter

The phone rang ten times, and there was no answer
when I tried to call my mother at 7:00 the morning of
her ninetieth birthday. A bit concerned, I tried again
before I left for work. That time she answered in six
rings.

“Happy Birthday,” I said. “Where were you?”
“Out in the garden. We need to finish planting.

Still have to put in the pickles, corn, limas, and string
beans. Thought sure we had enough seeds, but I had to
send Daddy down to the hardware store for more. It’s
the upgone sign—I checked the Farmers’ Almanac,”
she said. “And the ground is finally dry enough for
planting again. I’m glad I got the lettuce and peas in
before it got so wet.”

“So what are you going to do to celebrate your
birthday?”

“Hadn’t given it much thought. Try to finish up
the garden, I guess.”

Birthday celebrations had been much on my
mind. I was approaching my own fiftieth, as were
many of my friends. Some had already passed that
marker, so conversations frequently turned to celebra-
tions of the “BIG FIVE-O.” One friend had done a
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twenty-fifth anniversary issue, he
asked Hershberger for a 1,000-
word article on “the decline of the
Mennonite community vision.”
Had he understood Hershberger’s
academic style and personal identi-
fication with the cause, he surely
would not have given him such an
assignment.

Hershberger wrote a longer arti-
cle which was not found acceptable.
We got them together for attempted
mediation. Schlabach writes, “The
efforts at reconciliation probably in-
creased mutual understanding, but
they did not fully succeed. Hersh-
berger’s manuscript never went to
print” (386).

In an Afterword, Schlabach re-
flects on Hershberger’s contribu-
tion. He lists nine points in a
summary of Hershberger’s convic-
tions and then observes, “In his own

time, a host of ethically earnest peo-
ple, Mennonites and others,
thought that what Hershberger said
was worth their listening. Even per-
sons who differed with him were of-
ten in his debt. . . . Later generations
share that debt, and so also surely,
will generations to come” (517).

Three academics, who each, in his
own way, has sought to make a dif-
ference. For Tutu the differences
have been most visible and dra-
matic. But Nusseibeh insists that re-
gardless of what the Israelis do,
Palestinians will remain. And, as
Schlabach observes, Hershberger
has spoken and we do well to listen.

—Daniel Hertzler, Scottdale, Penn-
sylvania, is an editor, writer, and
chair of the elders, Scottdale Men-
nonite Church.
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A Sworn Christian

David  W. T. Brattston

Because Christ forbids the swearing of oaths in
Matthew 5:33-37 and 23:16-22, Mennonites and
other Anabaptists refuse to do so but simply affirm the
truth in legal transactions.

This interpretation of Matthew’s Gospel is not
confined to Anabaptists. It has been shared by many
Christians over the centuries, including by one reli-
gious gentleman who refused to take any oath, affir-
mation, or other declaration that he would tell the
truth to the court. As I shall shortly report, he certainly
exercised our abilities to work with the Bible and secu-
lar law.

There are two problems if a proposed witness re-
fuses to swear or otherwise solemnly affirm or declare
that they will tell the truth. The first is that the judge
cannot consider anything the witness might say. In
fact, a person who refuses to solemnly so commit
would not be allowed to testify, which means that the
side in the lawsuit that wants the testimony cannot
present the prospective witness’s evidence. 

The second problem is that such a witness would
be in contempt of court for the act of refusing. Con-
tempt proceedings are unpleasant for both the judge
and the witness, yet the judge is forced to act to give the
parties a fair chance to present the testimony they wish.
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middle aged Outward Bound experi-
ence, camping and hiking and sleep-
ing in furrows on beds of pine needles.
Another had a week of silence at a Zen
retreat; another a week of
self-indulgence with mud-
baths and mineral baths
and massage. Some had
chosen travel, theater, good
food, and wine. I couldn’t
decide what indulgences of
the body, mind, or spirit
would be just right for me.

I tried to imagine my
mother, a simple Men-
nonite woman, celebrating in a mud-
bath in California, or on a trek to
Nepal. I couldn’t imagine her cele-
brating in any of the ways I had heard
of or considered for myself.

But I could imagine her, and see
her clearly, scurrying in from the gar-
den to answer the phone, bent over a
bit, using the hoe as a sort of oar to
push off as she hurried, sunbonnet
strings streaming loose in the spring
breeze, the laces of her garden shoes—
dusty black sneakers—undone to
keep the pressure off her bunions. 

I could imagine her standing there
talking on the hallway phone, one
hand on the small of her back, a chair
only a few feet away, but she’d stand. I

knew she’d stand.
She had a garden to

plant, things to do. Eight
thirty in the morning on
the day of her ninetieth
birthday was not a time for
sitting. Sitting was for the
afternoon, when she
might settle in to do some
quilting, braid a rug, or
write some letters. But it

was a sunny morning in April, and it
was dry enough for planting, and it
was the upgone sign. It was time to
finish putting in the garden.

—Mary Alice Hostetter, Char-
lottesville, Virginia, after a career in
teaching and human services, has
now chosen to devote more time to
her lifelong passion for writing.
Among the themes she has explored
are reflections on growing up Men-
nonite in Lancaster County, Pennsyl-
vania, during the 1950s and 1960s.
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form of a solemn commitment to tell
the truth and strive to accommodate a
witness’s religious scruples as much as
possible.

I did not mention these fine legal
points to the witness. It would be
against my duty as a judge to argue
with the man about the interpretation
of Matthew 5:33-37 or Christian
principles in general. I took the view
that I was not there to run a missionary
society and—even if I were—would
not try to convert a man whose beliefs

were vastly better than my own.

—David W. T. Brattston is a freelance
writer in Lunenburg, Nova Scotia,
Canada, whose articles on early and
contemporary Christianity have been
published in Canada, England, Aus-
tralia, South Africa, the Philippines,
and the United States. At the time of
the incident described in the above
article, he was a lawyer member
(“judge”) of Canada’s South Shore
Residential Tenancies Board.
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Although there are some legal
practitioners who prefer, to be doubly
on the safe side, that the word God be
used in oaths and affirmations before
them, during the last 250
years courts and legisla-
tures in the United States
and British Common-
wealth have softened the
stricter rules. No longer
need the words God, swear,
or oath be used; and the
presence of a Bible and
raising a hand are optional
for witnesses whose con-
sciences do not allow
them. 

The only requirement
now is that in making a de-
claration to tell the truth, it must be
impressed on the minds witnesses
that they are indeed under a serious
duty to tell the truth.

However, I once encountered a
prospective witness who refused to
comply with even these minimal re-
quirements. He was presenting him-
self as a witness in his own behalf at a
Canadian three-person panel, on
which I served, for judging disputes
between landlords and tenants. 

The incident began with the
chairman saying, “Take the Bible in
your right hand and swear that the ev-
idence you give in this/ proceeding
will be the truth, the whole truth, and
nothing but the truth, so help you
God.”

“I can’t swear,” he replied, “it’s
against my religion.”

“Fine, then you can make a
solemn affirmation.”

“I can’t do that either.”
“Why not?” we asked.
“My Lord and Savior, Jesus

Christ, has commanded me not to
take an oath and has told
me to speak the truth at
all times, whether under
oath or not. I would be
disobeying him if I made
a statement at one time
that I was going to tell the
truth because it might be
thought that I might not
always tell the truth at
other times.”

An impasse? Grounds
for contempt? Would he
be barred from testifying?
Fortunately, I was famil-

iar with both secular law and the rele-
vant Scriptures. 

I asked, “Are you telling this tri-
bunal that in obedience to your Lord
and Savior, Jesus Christ, what you say
to us will be the truth, the whole
truth, and nothing but the truth?”

“Yes.”

His conscience had been satisfied.
The law had been satisfied. He had ac-
knowledged to us that he was under a
serious obligation to tell the truth in
the proceeding. The Deity had even
been called upon, which would satisfy
even the most fastidious lawyer. We
let him testify.

This conscientious Christian had
in effect made a solemn affirmation in
a different form than expected, which
is legally equivalent to an oath. But we
enabled him to do so according to his
own religious beliefs. Today’s secular
courts are uninterested in the exact
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Workout

I don’t really have to do
this
situps, stretches, leg lifts
(I draw the line at pushups)
boring, boring . . .
and it hurts

So why am I pulling on
my sweatshirt again
and tromping downstairs
to the treadmill?

Was it that article in Prevention?
Reggie’s heart attack at 46?
The doc’s “what kind of exercise are you getting”?

Probably not.

It was when she looked at our wedding picture
and then looked at me.
“Dad, you used to be a hunk!”

—Ken Gibble, , Greencastle, Pennsylvania, is a re-
tired Church of the Brethren pastor. These days,
instead of writing sermons, he writes poetry
(mostly) and other stuff.



The Snapshot 
of a Congregation

Mark. R. Wenger

Chiques Church of the Brethren is located near
the town of Manheim, Pennsylvania. Until about four
years ago I had never heard of the place. Even then it
sounded a bit distant, almost quaint, somewhere out
there, one of the innumerable churches that dot the
American landscape.

The buzz in recent decades of doing church has
seemed to circulate around three models: 1) The
mega-church with multiple services and a profes-
sional staff serving thousands with first-class produc-
tion and program standards; 2) The deep church that
has rediscovered the ancient forms and melodies of
worship, the rich liturgies of sights, sounds, and
smells; 3) The emerging, experimenting church look-
ing for new expressions because the usual forms no
longer seem to work.

Chiques Church of the Brethren, I discovered one
cold gray Sunday in February, fit neither my quaint
stereotype nor any of the brands of buzz. Here was a
traditional congregation where, when you walked in
the door, you sensed a spirit of vitality and joy. This
place was happening. A big building project half-way
under roof crowded the parking lot.
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COMMUNITY SENSE
I learned that Chiques practices

something called “free ministry.” Six
ministers, called from within the con-
gregation, share equally in the activi-
ties of ministry. They are “free”
because they aren’t on
salary. One of the six min-
isters, Mike Hess, was be-
ing ordained on the
Sunday I visited. He was a
former preaching student
and had invited me to be a
guest.

The visit intrigued
me. Chiques COB is not
the kind of congregation
that trend-setting maga-
zines typically feature.
But I found it refreshing
in its simplicity and warmth. I felt
community, a koinonia of the Spirit.
So I recently sat down at their kitchen
table with Mike and his wife Denise
to find out more and fill in the pencil
sketch of that first visit.

First a few salient facts. Attendance
for Sunday morning worship averages
375-425. The congregation has been
worshipping at the present site for
more than 150 years. Attendance and
membership have been pretty stable
for the last ten years. There is one wor-
ship service, rather than two or more,
because, in Mike’s words, “We feel
pretty strongly that two congrega-
tions is not the way to go.”

I learned that this strong sense of
community finds expression and is
supported through a variety of the
congregation’s activities:

• Each of the six ministers is as-
sisted by three deacons. Together they

share pastoral care of 65-70 families.
All the households of the congrega-
tion are networked in this way

• Deacons visit each member at
least once a year. One of the purposes

of these visits is to give
members the opportunity
to talk about their relation-
ship with the congregation
and to renew their com-
mitment.

• Twice each year the
congregation celebrates
Love Feast for all baptized
members. To hear Mike
and Denise talk, this event
is the spiritual highpoint of
community: footwashing,
a simple fellowship meal,

and communion. The next day some-
thing called “Second Day Love Feast”
follows. That second feast is “the best
meal of the year” according to Denise:
cheeses, meat, salads and “lots of
desserts.” Leftovers are boxed for dis-
tribution in the neighborhood.

• Sunday school classes are active.
“We are big on service,” remarked
Mike. “We like to get our hands dirty
as Sunday school classes.” Adult
classes are organized according to age,
by decade. Those who are 70 or more
years old join in what’s sometimes
called “The Class Before the Grass.”

• The congregation has council
meeting four times a year to discuss
and make major decisions.

Mike Hess, who grew up in the
congregation, was “called to the min-
istry” in 2004. Before that, he had
been a deacon. One Sunday the mod-
erating minister announced, “We are
going to call a minister in two weeks.”
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The visit
intrigued me.

Chiques COB is
not the kind of

congregation that
trend-setting

magazines typi-
cally feature. But
I found it refresh-

ing. . . .



is a traditional, more rural congrega-
tion. In the sweep of social and reli-
gious diversity, it would probably be
on the conservative side of the spec-
trum but without the hard edges and
militancy. At the beginning of our in-
terview Mike made a telling remark:
“Each church has importance in
God’s kingdom.”

Reflecting on the range of diver-
sity in the broader Church of
Brethren, he grinned, and shrugged
his shoulders. “We realize our differ-
ences. That is them and this is us. We
don’t have much in common. But we
gather at Annual Conference and try
to work together on things we can.”

In church circles these days there is a
lot of ferment and talk about rein-

venting faith communities. Many
people express a sense of urgency to
try something new. Chiques COB
provides a helpful reminder that mov-
ing forward means more than stretch-
ing toward the ever-promising new.
Looking to the future is also enriched
by leaning back, rediscovering tried
and true patterns and practices of
community building.

How does a children’s swing begin
to move? By leaning back and kicking
forward at the same time. That’s a
pretty good metaphor for doing
church.

—Mark R. Wenger, Lancaster, Penn-
sylvania, is Director of Pastoral Stud-
ies for Eastern Mennonite Seminary
at Lancaster.
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The pattern at such a special council
meeting is for members to go to a
room and “give a name.” The person
clearly identified by members as the
one being called becomes the new
minister.

“I still remember that day vividly,”
Mike reminisced. “I wasn’t surprised
by the call. I kind of expected it and
was ready. When it happened,
I asked the other ministers,
‘When do I start?’ They said,
‘You are.’” That quick.

But I wondered: A strong
sense of community can be a
wonderful thing for insiders
and those who are part of the
networks. What is it like for
the outsider and newcomers? When I
asked, Mike and Denise chuckled.
“There are in fact one or two main
families in the church. It seems like
half the church is related!” But they
hastened to add that the families don’t
have a reputation of controlling
things. “I feel blessed,” concluded
Mike.

In fact hospitality is one of charac-
teristics that guests often mention
with appreciation. I echo the senti-
ment from my first visit. But the
Chiques hospitality extends beyond
welcoming strangers and visitors.
Mike explained that each person who
joins the congregation by baptism or
membership transfer is assigned a
“faith partner” for the next year to
help with their integration and
growth.

From my experience as a pastor for
twenty years in two congregations,
I’m confident in guessing that

Chiques has its share of tensions, sim-
mering feuds, and relational frictions.
A single Sunday morning visit and a
friendly interview with one of the
ministers and his wife do not qualify
as an investigation.

No congregation is a Swiss watch
or Stradivarius violin. A congregation
is people. And congregational life is

experiential, human, or-
ganic, and unpredictable.
Sometimes petty, sometime
glorious. I’m quite sure that
more digging at Chiques
would unearth some dirty
laundry—but also more
treasures.

The interview with Mike
and Denise Hess did exceed

my expectations, however, in one key
way. All I had to go on before talking
with them was a first impression from
the earlier visit. What surprised me in
our conversation was the care and va-
riety of ways by which the congrega-
tion intentionally weaves the core
value of community into their prac-
tices. Community isn’t lip service or
pasted-on veneer; it is part of the con-
gregation’s DNA.

Ministry is shared equally; there is
no lead or senior pastor (although
there is a moderator). The congrega-
tion grows its ministers from within.
Each household is visited at least once
a year; anonymity in a crowd is not
church. The congregation marks their
bonds of faith and love with special
rituals of service, worship, and feast-
ing. Ongoing Sunday school classes
provide settings for greater intimacy
and focused mission.

Chiques Church of the Brethren
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No congre-
gation is a

Swiss watch
or Stradivar-
ius violin. A

congregation
is people. 

Dinner

We take your lives,
and you give us delicate flavors:

the communion of the blood of Christ.

—Dale Bicksler, Mechanicsburg, Pennsylva-
nia, is retired from a career in information
technology. He maintains a website of his
photographs and poetry at www.druther-

sndragons.com.



“Up in the Air”:
Contemporary Film Noir

Dave Greiser

The term film noir refers to a style of crime drama
popular in the 1950s. But the words literally mean
“black film.”

“Up in the Air” is film noir in the most literal sense.
A tract for the times, “Up in the Air” is unsure whether
it is black comedy or light tragedy. And that delicious
indecision is one of the most important characteristics
of this film.

Directed by the ever more impressive 32-year-old
Jason Reitman (“Thank You for Smoking,” and
“Juno”), “Up in the Air” follows the life of Ryan Bing-
ham (played by George Clooney). Ryan is a self-de-
scribed “termination facilitator,” a mouthpiece hired
by corporate executives who lack the courage to fire
their own employees.

In a down economy, Ryan’s business is great. He
flies from city to city, calmly and professionally dis-
patching unsuspecting workers before moving on to
the next town. Ryan maintains an odd love affair with
his work. He takes pride in the service he provides, and
he loves the detritus of his work—the recycled air-
plane air, the endless nondescript motel rooms, the
tiny first-class whiskey bottles, the preferential perks
of business class flying. 
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Ryan’s life goal is to reach ten mil-

lion miles with the same airline and
become one of its seven platinum card
holders. He is single and prefers it that
way. In his spare time he gives motiva-
tional talks about “unloading the
backpack of your life.” Yet there is a
melancholy streak in
Ryan’s blithe noncha-
lance that is gently re-
vealed as the story
unfolds.

There are three sig-
nificant women in
Ryan’s life: Alex (Vera
Farmiga), a fellow road
warrior and bed part-
ner; Natalie (Anna
Kendrick), a neophyte
colleague who has been
brought to the company to initiate
firing by web chat—a plan which
threatens Ryan’s job; and Kara (Amy
Morton), Ryan’s sister who persists in
trying to steer Ryan back into the
family by helping with her daughter’s
wedding. Over time, these characters
slowly evoke Ryan’s deeper needs in
love, work, and kin.

Some of this film’s most perfect
moments are its rich ironies. Ryan’s
work involves telling others “their po-
sition is no longer available”; Natalie’s
work will eventually render Ryan’s
work obsolete. Natalie’s career is
launched by her invention of cost-ef-
fective firing via Internet, and it
makes perfect sense until her own love
life is terminated by a text message.

Like Reitman’s earlier film, “Thank
You for Smoking,” “Up in the Air”
contains within it a study in the na-

ture of morality and love in a mean-
ingless universe. “Smoking” followed
the justifications and relationships of
a spokesman for Big Tobacco. In
“Up,” the relationships are more
complex, but the context is still em-
bedded in a corporate world devoid of

meaning. 
My favorite scene

takes place on the day of
the wedding, when
Ryan’s brother-in-law to
be gets cold feet and
Ryan is pressed by his
sister to counsel the boy.
“I couldn’t sleep last
night,” the groom sput-
ters. “I saw myself mar-
ried. Then there are kids.
The kids go to school.

They get married. I saw my grand-
kids. Then I was old and alone. Then I
was dead. What’s the point?” 

Ryan answers matter of factly:
“There is no point. But do you want
to go through life alone?” It is a mo-
ment of revelation for Ryan, as he re-
alizes he is speaking to himself. There
is no point, but all things considered,
human contact is better than no hu-
man contact.

This point is made so subtly the
viewer could miss it. Of course, the
next question might be, “And why is
contact better than non-contact?” In
a meaningless wotld, one might just
as well opt for Ryan’s chosen life,
which at least yields a more painless
existence. For that matter, one might
opt for no life at all. What is the differ-
ence?

There are great strengths in the
performances. George Clooney plays
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In his spare time he
gives motivational

talks about “unload-
ing the backpack of
your life.” Yet there

is a melancholy
streak in Ryan’s

blithe nonchalance
that is gently re-

vealed. . . . 



“Stuff”—
Minimized, Lost,
and Appraised

Renee Gehman

Every now and then—about once a month—I go
on what I’ll call a “decluttering spree” in my bedroom.
Usually initiated by a sense of more things than places
to put them, at such times I hunker down at a closet or
a set of drawers or a box in my storage space and com-
mence my own artless form of separating the sheep
from the goats, filling boxes for thrift stores and bags
for trash, then retaining what I still can’t quite let go.

Despite a regular vigilance with this procedure
that functions as an anti-shopping spree, I am always
left with a sizeable accumulation of stuff, and there are
several reasons for this. First, as a teacher, student, and
obedient keeper of files, I am doomed to an eternal
surplus of papers. 

Second, I face a host of well-intentioned conspira-
tors against my attempts to keep things simple. I speak
of fellow college students of yore who left behind per-
fectly good cooking ware and textbooks and stereos at
a year’s end—all free for the taking—because a flight
home left no room for excess. I speak of the women in
my family who for the past decade have at Christmas
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Ryan with a smug confidence mixed
with wistful melancholy. The three
actresses are not foils to the big star;
they share the screen and the story
fully with Clooney. Kendrick’s Na-
talie is wound so tightly that when she
dissolves in tears at her boyfriend’s
breakup text I felt the theater audi-
ence release its own tension in sur-
prise laughter. Amy Morton’s Kara
plays the loyal sister with a careworn
fatigue that reminded me of some
members of my own family.

But I think my favorite perfor-
mances in the film are not purely “per-
formances” at all. Reitman used
actual recently fired employees rather
than actors to play those being termi-

nated by their companies. The welter
of emotions on their faces as they dra-
matized the moment that the axe fell
on them is the most wrenching, truth-
ful part in the film. It may make this
film too contemporary and too per-
sonal for people living in this down-
sizing era to see. But it makes “Up in
the Air” a faithful chronicle of a most
painful era.

—Dave Greiser has been reviewing
films for DreamSeeker since the be-
ginning of the magazine. He recently
relocated from Hesston, Kansas, to
Baltimore, Maryland, where he is
pastor of North Baltimore Men-
nonite Church.
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Nameless

“I need something bigger.”

So I offer myself, inches taller,
and the mountain, sky, humankind.

“OK, not just bigger, but
something that can provide comfort,
assure me everything will be all right.”

But everything isn’t all right, is it? I mean it
already isn’t and therefore can never be.

Or else it is, without preconception.

Why long for what can no longer be,
or what by faith always is,
when each moment comes

pure and unnamed?

—Dale Bicksler



retainer of 20 books “published” in el-
ementary school, many of which I
claimed were part of a series-in-the-
works on two characters named Sarah
and Johnny, whose arms protruded
out of their midsections. 

Awards for homework comple-
tion or a job well done on an art pro-
ject, wedding programs, drawings
from three-year-olds, greeting cards,
notes and letters. . . . At what point
does it stop feeling like a sin to throw
these things out? How many times
must one stare at whole piles of senti-
mental treasures and wonder, If I just
threw this out, would I even regret it?
before one actually then proceeds to
throw said piles out? I did once man-
age to dispose of all of my pottery cre-
ations from elementary
school—except of course the Phillies
pot whose lid had a baseball handle on
it. That one I still need.

On a spectrum with, say, a Zen

Buddhist monk at one end and a bona
fide packrat at the other (the kind,
perhaps, whose lawn is littered with
old car parts and kitchen sinks), I still
like to think I’m a healthy distance
from the packrat extreme. Just as I
idealistically believe that my mo-
lasses-in-January career path will one
day lead me to the bliss of professional
stability, so too am I hopeful that, as
years and experience accumulate, I
may continue to refine my ability to
authentically appraise the stuff of life,
to the point where, should the sweet-
est frame be swept from under me and
everything else with it, I could still
find the peace in wholly leaning on
the stuff of faith.

—Renee Gehman, Souderton, Pennsyl-
vania, is assistant editor, Dream-
Seeker Magazine; high school
teacher; and wrestles with how to
handle stuff. 
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bestowed upon me gifts accompanied
by a “you probably can’t use it now,
but it’s for your hope chest!”

Except the hope chest reached ca-
pacity about five years ago. Pie plates,
Longaberger baskets, and blankets are
all good and useful things, and I cer-
tainly appreciate practicalities and
thinking ahead. Nonetheless, such
things become distressing
to store when you’re still
living at home with par-
ents.

Last week I joined a group
from my church on a ser-
vice trip to New Orleans,
where many people don’t
have a lot of stuff. For one
week, we worked in groups
on home repair for victims
of Hurricane Katrina (yes,
five years later there is still much work
to be done). Post-storm-and-flood-
ing, amid reconstruction the loss of
stuff continues still, as heard in stories
where tools are stolen from construc-
tion sites, or where people have bro-
ken into houses being rebuilt and
have ripped out new wiring through
new dry wall. 

As rebuilding has continued these
past few years, a question many have
asked of the victims is Why do they
stay? If nothing is left, why not start
over again somewhere different,
somewhere safer, where selves and
stuff might be better preserved?

Quite often the response is some-
thing like, “This is my home. I’ve
lived here all my life.” That was cer-
tainly the case for the church pastor
whose home we worked on. She

stopped by one day to check out the
paint job, taking time also to pray
around us workers. As she prayed, you
could feel strength and faith radiate
right off of her, and though she did
not use these words, I imagined I
heard in her prayer the scattered lines
of a hymn text that would precipitate
my thoughts the rest of that week in

New Orleans:
I dare not trust the

sweetest frame, but wholly
lean on Jesus name . . . his
oath, his covenant,
his blood support me in the
‘whelming flood . . . on
Christ the solid rock I
stand; all other ground
is sinking sand . . . all other
ground is sinking sand.

I can only speculate
on how the meaning and

value of home and stuff is affected for
hurricane victims (and others) who
have lost it all. Does it mean more to
you once it’s gone forever? Or, seeing
that you’re still alive and the world still
turning, do you conclude that maybe
it didn’t matter so much after all? Do
you embrace the opportunity to start
anew, clutter-free, and pick and
choose the stuff you want and need
back in your life and home? 

In any case, I suspect you under-
stand more deeply the finiteness of
things once a levee breaks and all your
things are swept away, including your
house right off its foundation, as was
the case for the pastor who prayed for
us.

Having spoken earlier of conspir-
ators against my decluttering at-
tempts I must also speak of myself,
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Do you embrace
the opportunity
to start anew,

clutter-free, and
pick and choose

the stuff you
want and need

back in your life
and home? 



I was resonating right along with
Jose, righteously proud of never hav-
ing learned to text on my prehistoric
2003 cell phone. This is why my
daughters know to text me in such a
way that I can use autorespond to
send back either “Answer is yes” or
“Answer is no.”

Then I remembered the
day my brothers and I were
on our first trip ever with
each other as adults. First
thing we did at our B&B
was pull out laptops. Pretty
soon one brother was e-
mailing photos of the trip
to other brothers, cc. to our
families so they could all be
jealous of—I mean share
in—our adventures. In a
few minutes we started getting back
alarmed messages from spouses and
children loving the pictures but won-
dering if we really were in the same
room e-mailing each other instead of
talking.

Yes, it was sick. It was also fun to be
in that room linked not only to each
other but also family wherever any of
us were. So now I’m confused. Bad e-
world! I was thinking, with Jose. But
maybe good e-world too?

Take my last birthday. I had half-
forgotten it myself, but when I logged
onto Facebook that morning, flood-
ing in came “Happy Birthdays” from
family and friends near and far, often
farther than nearer, since many Face-
book friends go back to college days
or way way back. Some go back even
to Triqueland in Mexico when I was a
missionary kid and our family and
theirs visited there in the Oaxaca

mountains of what was to them just
home and to us a mystic land of fog
and wonder.

I was embarrassed, given how am-
bivalent I am about Facebook, to real-
ize what a glow those birthday wishes
cast over my day. I couldn’t quite be-

lieve I was catching my-
self thinking it, but I
found the Hebrews 12:1
phrase “cloud of wit-
nesses” running through
my head. I felt sur-
rounded that birthday by
a Facebook cloud of wit-
nesses. There were too
many of them for me to
remember, without look-
ing at the list, who all of
them were. Yet they rep-

resented such a cross-section of my re-
lationships and life chapters past and
present that I felt as if in some way
they were all members, whether by
blood or by faith and friendship and
shared history, of one great extended
e-family, cradling that day my entire
life journey in supportive hands.

Jose is right. We are flirting with
insanity as the e-world’s tentacles
spread everywhere. And maybe soon
enough if not already our bodies will
indeed lie in vats while our minds
roam the universe.

I also can’t quite shake the mem-
ory of our dear mother trying to pull
us children from books out into fresh
air. We just wanted our bodies to lie in
the vats of their beds and maybe for
Mom to feed the bodies sandwiches
so our minds could roam book uni-
verses. Now books are those old-fash-
ioned things threatened by the
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Becoming 
E-Families But Not
Bodies in Vats

Michael A. King

“It’s time, Dad,” my daughter Kristy said. “You
need to get on Facebook.” Soon there on Facebook,
obedient if bewildered, I was.

Recently Jose and I went out to breakfast. Jose,
younger than Kristy, fulminated against Facebook.
And when people ask why he’s late to a meeting, he
told me, he informs them he doesn’t track meetings set
up by e-mail. Gatherings with family and friends ap-
pall Jose: everybody on cells and laptops tapping and
thumbing and tweeting and text-text-texting away
then looking up just long enough to be in photos up-
loaded instantly to Facebook so all around the world
people at their respective gatherings can watch each
other taking photo breaks from their tap-thumb-
tweet-texting.

So there we have it. Millions plugged into the In-
ternet hive, and it wouldn’t surprise me to learn that,
as in a science fiction movie, we’re in vats being fed by
robots while our brains feed us the illusion that we can
still actually see, touch, hear, taste, smell a physical
world.
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I was embar-
rassed, given

how ambivalent I
am about Face-
book, to realize

what a glow
those birthday

wishes cast over
my day.



My Car

Noël R. King

One morning last week, I heard my car talking to
my neighbor’s car, where they sat beside each other at
the yard’s edge. As I had not known my car could ei-
ther think or talk, I paused unnoticed behind a large
bush.

“Well, I’ll tell you one thing,” my old white car was
pontificating, “I have more than a few good miles left
in me, and I’ll be swishjiggled if I stop one foot short of
where the Good Lord says, ‘Stop, Car.’”

“I know!” cried my neighbor’s little blue truck, also
dented, rusted, and with its own share of nicks and
metal bruises. “It burns me up, my old lady talking
junk this, trade that. I get so mad, it makes me vomit
oil!”

I stayed behind the bush, transfixed by this unex-
pected opportunity to hear my car speak from the
heart.

“She doesn’t trust me anymore, is the problem,” it
was bemoaning when I tuned back in. “She thinks I’m
gonna just fall apart now. It wasn’t my fault that muf-
fler fell off last week—the stupid mechanic forgot the
clamps.”

“She does check your oil a lot,” the light blue truck
agreed. “I’d say, just be glad she cares!”

“I guess so,” my white car admitted, grudgingly.
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e-world, which makes this book lover
and publisher sad.

Yet books have themselves been
blowing up pre-book cultural pat-
terns for centuries. Researchers are
even finding that reading physically
rewires our brains, as the e-world
surely does too. Books can be and do
awful things. They can also bless us
beyond measure.

We’ve learned to treat books as ter-
rible and wonderful. I suspect we
need to learn to treat the e-world the
same way. So yes, when tap-thumb-
tweet-text family and friends replace
flesh-and-blood versions, tragedy is

afoot. Yet maybe our e-families too are
in their way real ones, even ones
within which God is at work as e-fam-
ilies connect and cross-connect and
nurture each other until at last truly
they form a worldwide e-cloud of wit-
nesses.

—Michael A. King, Telford, Pennsyl-
vania, is publisher, Cascadia Pub-
lishing House LLC; Dean-Elect,
Eastern Mennonite Seminary; and a
Facebook friend. This reflection was
first published in The Mennonite
(February 2010), as a "Real Fami-
lies" column.
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Copyrighted Earth

Upon receiving some of my poems,
my dad wondered if “the Lord” was in them.
It was like asking if God is in a Bach partita

or a roseate spoonbill or a sunset.

If God is Lord of all, as he would have it,
how could He not be in my poems?
But he meant, did I name his God?

Did I recognize Him as creator?
Did I respect His copyright?

—Dale Bicksler



“But she thinks I’m dumb, and I’m
not. I’m smart! I know
three languages!”

“You do?” whistled the
little blue truck. “Really?”

“Yup,” said my car.
“Made in Japan. First lan-
guage. Six months in a
German warehouse, sec-
ond language. Then Balti-
more in ‘91 to my first
lady, American English. This here’s
my second lady, starting from Febru-
ary ‘98. I wish you coulda seen me
when I was still new. I smelled and
looked so great!

“You’re still pretty classy,” said the
light blue truck. “I have always ad-
mired you. I have especially envied
your four doors all these years. So
roomy and accessible!”

“Ha,” said my car. “Sore and
rheumy’s more like it; going on 19
years, these hinges. Throw me into a
tub of WD-40 for a week—that’d get
my hubcaps spinning again!”

“A car spa! Ha ha ha!” Light Blue
Truck laughed, which kind of hurt
my ears because it was so rusty sound-
ing. “Hey, but isn’t it about time for
her to come out and start you up? We
better shut up. Have a great day!”

“You too,” said my white car.
“Time to get to work! Watch out for
those potholes down by the store.
Word on the street says they took one
of Marvin Mazda’s tires yesterday.”

I came around the bush a few mo-
ments later and said, “Good morning,

Cars! How are you today?”
I detected no response

from either of them, just
like any other morning,
although my car easily
avoided all potholes on
the way to work. I tried to
find a Japanese station on
the satellite radio to enter-
tain it while we were dri-
ving back home that

evening but was not successful.
Then, yesterday, when I came out

in the morning, the frost on my car’s
windshield could have been taken to
spell out the word “Hi” if you had
looked at it with some imagination.

“Well, hello to you, too, Car!” I
said, but I didn’t receive any audible
response. I guess my car is still one of
few spoken words around the human
element.

I opened the hood to check the oil.
It is crucial to check that oil! As I
reached for the dipstick, I saw a hose
that had shifted to one side, and I took
my baby in to get it all checked out.

“This hose is about to bust,” said
the mechanic. “It gave you good
warning.”

“I know,” I said. “My car may not
be fresh off the line, but it sure is
smart.”

—As circumstances warrant, through
her Turquoise Pen column Noël R.
King, Scottsville, Virginia, reports on
strange and wonderful or worrisome
things, including smart cars.
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I came around
the bush a few
moments later

and said, “Good
morning, Cars!
How are you to-

day?”
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we do very much encourage feedback, including short letters for publica-
tion and occasional longer response articles (350-400 words). 

Yes, I want to subscribe to DSM for (check one) myself ___ as described above or to give ___ to the 
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Read DreamSeeker Magazine
linking readers and authors interested in

attending to “voices from the soul.” 

Subscriptions billed for issues left in calendar
year (we publish quarterly) at $3.75/issue. Suppose 

you subscribe midyear: we’ll bill $7.50 for two issues. 
Subscriptions renew each January at $14.95 ($15.85 

PA residents) for coming year, but you may cancel any
time. (Can. pay in US funds $5.00/issue, $20/year, or
contact us to pay by VISA/MC. Other countries ask.)
Contact options: • send form to 126 Klingerman

Road, Telford, PA 18969  • 1-215-723-9125
• DSM@cascadiapublishinghouse.com

Or explore DSM free at
www.CascadiaPublishingHouse.com/dsm/

New from Cascadia Publishing House

A School on the Prairie: A Centennial History
of Hesston College, 1909-2009

John L. Sharp

"Brimming with personalities, landscape,
dreams, and issues, this account of what for

a decade was the largest ‘Old’ Mennonite
college vividly connects the dots in a cen-

tury-spanning picture.” —John. L. Ruth

6 x 9” trade paper 
504 p, $29.95 US/Can.

Copublished  with Herald Press.

Defenseless Christianity: Anabaptism for a
Nonviolent Church

Gerald J. Mast and J. Denny Weaver
“My hope is that God uses this book to call
Anabaptists along with other Jesus-follow-
ers back to the beautifully foolish, enemy-
loving, cross-bearing center of our faith.” 

—Greg Boyd,  in the Foreword

“I enthusiastically await the release of 
Defenseless Christianity.” —Brian D. McLaren

5.5 x 8.5” trade paper 
136 p, $12.95 US/Can.

Copublished  with Herald Press.

ORDER . . . From Amazon.com, BN.com, Herald Press, your local bookstore or
• contact@CascadiaPublishingHouse.com  • 1-215-723-9125  • 126 Klingerman Rd.; Telford, PA 18969 

Shipping: best method $3.95 1st book, $1.00 each add. book (Can. $6.95/$3.00); PA res. 6% state tax

For more information and order options visit www.CascadiaPublishingHouse.com
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ORDER . . . From Amazon.com, BN.com, Herald Press, your local bookstore or
• contact@CascadiaPublishingHouse.com  • 1-215-723-9125  • 126 Klingerman Rd.; Telford, PA 18969 

Shipping: best method $3.95 1st book, $1.00 each add. book (Can. $6.95/$3.00); PA res. 6% state tax

For more information and order options visit www.CascadiaPublishingHouse.com
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New from Cascadia Publishing House

Making Sense of the Journey:
The Geography of Our Faith 

(Cascadia edition, ACRS Memoirs 1)
Ed. Robert Lee and Nancy V. Lee 

Here Mennonite writers connected 
to Eastern Mennonite University offer 

moving memoirs. “Life is a mystery, and the
best memoirs reflect that mystery. Good

lives are those which bring hope and
courage in the midst of that mystery. This

book reflects that struggle.” 
—Albert N. Keim, in the Introduction

6 x 9” trade paper 
352 p, $21.95 US/Can.

Copublished  with Herald Press.

Continuing the Journey:
The Geography of Our Faith 

(ACRS Memoirs 2)
Ed. Nancy V. Lee

”Turn names often seen in news articles 
into friends,” invites Katie Funk Wiebe.

"This collection of memoirs represents an
enormous gift to the families, colleagues,

students, friends, posterity in general. In a
profound manner this group of people, in

Pauline language, demonstrate what it
means to be ‘of one another.’”

—John A. Lapp, in the Introduction

6 x 9” trade paper 
404 p; $23.95

Copublished  with Herald Press.

ORDER . . . From Amazon.com, BN.com, Herald Press, your local bookstore or
• contact@CascadiaPublishingHouse.com  • 1-215-723-9125  • 126 Klingerman Rd.; Telford, PA 18969 

Shipping: best method $3.95 1st book, $1.00 each add. book (Can. $6.95/$3.00); PA res. 6% state tax

New from Cascadia Publishing House

Long After I’m Gone:
A Father-Daughter Memoir

Deborah Good with Nelson Good
Here a father's history-telling combines with

a daughter's personal journey of remem-
brance, loss, and grief. The voice of Nelson

Good intertwines with that of his young
adult daughter, Deborah, as he fights the

cancer that will kill him while telling her the
stories of seven projects, communities, and

organizations he had cared about. “At its
heart, a love story.” —John Stahl-Wert

5.5 x 8.5” trade paper 
208 p, $13.95 US/Can.

Copublished  with Herald Press.

Peace to War: Shifting 
Allegiances in the Assemblies of God

Paul Alexander
Once the Pentecostal peace witness 

extended throughout the movement and
around the world—but was eventually

muted and almost completely lost in the
American Assemblies of God. This book

tells the story of that shift. “The first time 
I read this manuscript,” J. Denny Weaver

reports, “it shocked me.” 

6 x 9” trade paper 
432 p, $26.95 US/Can.

Copublished  with Herald Press.

New from DreamSeeker Books

For more information and order options visit www.CascadiaPublishingHouse.com

Seeking to value soul as much as sales



A Hundred Camels:
A Mission Doctor’s Sojourn 

and Murder Trial in Somalia
Gerald L. Miller with Shari Miller Wagner

“Underneath the excitement of the court-
room drama, murder trial, and many es-

capades in a new culture, lies the story of
how one man’s spirit grew.”

Shirley H. Showalter, in the Foreword

5.5 x 8.5” trade paper 
228 p, $13.95 US/Can.

Copublished with Herald Press.

A Persistent Voice:
Marian Franz and Conscientious Objection

to Military Taxation
Marian Franz and more

These essays by Franz span her years of lob-
bying the U.S. Congress to enact the Peace

Tax Fund Bill, which would allow conscien-
tious objectors to pay taxes into a fund for

nonmilitary purposes. Franz is joined by
colleagues who contribute chapters unique
to their perspectives and expertises. “These
splendid essays vividly offer the daring vi-

sion of a bold visionary.” —Ron Sider

6 x 9” trade paper 
212 p, $19.95 US/Can.

Copublished  with Herald Press.

For more information and order options visit www.CascadiaPublishingHouse.com

Seeking to value soul as much as sales

New from Cascadia Publishing House

At Powerline and Diamond Hill: Unexpected
Intersections of Life and Work

Lee Snyder

“As profoundly spiritual as Thomas Merton
and Kathleen Norris, as wise about leader-

ship as Margaret Wheatley and Max DePree,
Snyder has created an alabaster-box memoir
out of which she pours a lifetime of reading,

revery, and relationship.” —Shirley H.
Showalter, Vice-President-Programs, 

Fetzer Institute

5.5 x 8.5” trade paper 
204 p; $14.95

A Mennonite Woman: Exploring Spiritual Life
and Identity

Dawn Ruth Nelson

“Rooting Mennonite spirituality within the
earthy settledness of her grandmother’s

story, Nelson lovingly shows the way to-
ward a spirituality of pilgrimage, in the

company of Jesus.”  —Sara Wenger Shenk,
President-Elect, Associated Mennonite Biblical

Seminary

5.5 x 8.5” trade paper 
184 p; $18.95

New from DreamSeeker Books

For more information and order options visit www.CascadiaPublishingHouse.com

Seeking to value soul as much as sales

New from Cascadia Publishing House
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Shipping: best method $3.95 1st book, $1.00 each add. book (Can. $6.95/$3.00); PA res. 6% state tax

ORDER . . . From Amazon.com, BN.com, Herald Press, your local bookstore or
• contact@CascadiaPublishingHouse.com  • 1-215-723-9125  • 126 Klingerman Rd.; Telford, PA 18969 

Shipping: best method $3.95 1st book, $1.00 each add. book (Can. $6.95/$3.00); PA res. 6% state tax
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ORDER . . . From Amazon.com, BN.com, Herald Press, your local bookstore or
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New from Cascadia Publishing House

Miracle Temple
poems by Esther Yoder Stenson

“I am so thankful for this rich and 
reckless  honesty!” —Julia Spicher Kasdorf 

“From the smoldering ash of an Amish 
house fire in Pennsylvania to mountain snow

reflected in Black Dragon pool in Lijianng,
China, these poems are infused with wander-

lust, curiosity, and resilient spirit.”
— Laurie Kutchins 

5.5 x 8.5” trade paper 
120 p; $12.95

Copublished  with Herald Press.

Roots and Branches: A Narrative History of
the Amish and Mennonites in Southeast
United States, 1892-1992, vol. 1, Roots

Martin W. Lehman

“With the art of a storyteller, the heart of a
pastor, and the acumen of a leader, Lehman

narrates the Amish and Mennonite presence
in the Southeast in this first of two vol-

umes” —John E. Sharp, Author, A School on
the Prairie: A Centennial History of Hesston

College, 1909-2009

6 x 9” trade paper 
300 p; $23.95

Copublished with Herald Press.

New from DreamSeeker Books

ORDER . . . From Amazon.com, BN.com, Herald Press, your local bookstore or
• contact@CascadiaPublishingHouse.com  • 1-215-723-9125  • 126 Klingerman Rd.; Telford, PA 18969 

Shipping: best method $3.95 1st book, $1.00 each add. book (Can. $6.95/$3.00); PA res. 6% state tax

For more information and order options visit www.CascadiaPublishingHouse.com
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New from Cascadia Publishing House

You Never Gave Me a Name:
One Mennonite Woman’s Story

Katie Funk Wiebe

““I loved this book. This is Katie’s life, her
name, her harvest of work and discovery.
But something wonderful happened as I

read what she shares so honestly and well: I
saw my own story—and felt it good, and

safer again, to be a writer, pilgrim, woman in
the MB church.” —Dora Dueck

5.5 x 8.5” trade paper 
280 p, $15.95 US/Can.

Copublished  with Herald Press.

Mutual Treasure: Seeking Better Ways for
Christians and Culture to Converse

Ed. Harold Heie and Michael A. King. 

“Representing a variety of theological
streams within the larger evangelical 
family, the authors provide practical 

suggestions for engaging our culture in 
dialogue about some of the most 

challenging issues we face.”
—Loren Swartzendruber

5.5 x 8.5” trade paper 
208 p, $19.95 US/Can.

Copublished  with Herald Press.

New from DreamSeeker Books



Family Photographs

They used to be kept in scrapbooks
large unwieldy strung together pages
with four glued-in-place holders
at each corner of the photo.
The pages were black.
My mother had a single purpose pen
she dipped in white ink
to write

FFiirrsstt  DDaayy  ooff  SScchhooooll
FFuunn  oonn  tthhee  BBeeaacchh
FFiisshhiinngg  TTrriipp  SSuucccceessss

so when you looked at the photo
and read the inscription
you caught a glimpse into a story
or at least a chapter of it.
“Wait! let me get a picture of that”
so the subjects pause for a moment

in the horseshoe game
or tossing the laughing toddler in the air
or toasting marshmallows

and grin at the camera.

These were happy people doing happy things
and life stopped for an instant

– click –
and then resumed.
Resumed with real life with worries about
where the money will come from to fix the furnace
and if Martha’s cough is just a cough
or—God forbid—TB.

Happy people doing happy things.

So why is it 
looking at them now
I’m drenched in sadness?

—Ken Gibble
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