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Editorial: Across Boundaries

Thisissue of DreamSeeker Magazine crosses boundaries of faith, cul-
tural, national, worldview understandings, and more. Article after
article invites us to think about what is Other than our selves, circum-
stances, preferences, currentarrangements.

Dorothy Yoder Nyce invites us to dream of a melting of the ice
that in freezing our faith commitments prevents our grasping the
value of other understandings. Titus Bender wants us to grasp that
the view from “I” we so regularly champion in North America must
give way to “We” lest we perish. Annie Wenger-Nabigon asks us to

This issue of DreamSeeker Magazine crosses
boundaries of faith, cultural, national, worldview
understandings and more.

feel our way through what happens when a member of an oppressing
people marries a member of those oppressed. Brenda Hartman-
Souder invites us to join her in Nigeria where faith like Margaret’s
helpskeep her on course.

Drawing us into pondering the nature of crazy and sane institu-
tions, Alan Soffin helps us consider the possibility that many of the
institutions we champion are actually crazy, and institutions other
than those we tend to celebrate are the sane ones. Somewhat similarly
if focusing over a century earlier, Daniel Hertzler’s reviews of books
on the Civil War show us that what looks like sane violence from one
perspective can look problematic indeed from another.

Noél R. King’s gives us a fresh angle of vision on ideas, which
squirm away to become separate from us, originating with but end-
ing up as other than us. In my column, I hope to show us how even
family torment can yield to family transcendence. And the poets help
us see across boundaries of seasons and kinds.

The astute reader may notice that this issue of DSM spans all four
quarters of 2012. That is because my commitments as seminary dean
are not allowing me enough time to oversee four annual issues. It’s
possible that this issue of DSM, as one columnist insightfully sug-
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gested I consider, should therefore be declared its finale. Though I
don’t rule that out, I'd like to leave space for whatever may happen
next, including the possibility that if enough eloquentarticles and
columns turn up in the next year or so, the time may come to publish
22013 issue. In the meantime, thanks to readers who have hung in

through thick and—as seems currently the case!—thin. —Michael
A. King

Winter Garden Baby

Days are growing longer they say
when January’s pines stretch to loosen
sheathes of glass that fall to where snowdrops rest.

I hear the crackling. ..while crocus murmurs
under the bulge of mulch and stones
soothed by snow drifts like cream on calluses

flowing warm, deep in utero, rose
roots cling, squeezing milk from soil
for shoots and stamens.

The sun strains to lend a sparkle
as [ walk through the garden gate pondering
when the ice should spring to water

sleeping snow crop swathed in shadows.

As Mother Earth gathers and nourishes,

preparing for the birth pangs of spring.

—DMary Cantell, Plymouth Meeting, Pennsylvania, is a voice actress
and journalist by trade. The things she finds most endearing are rose

gardens, hugging a baby whale, her husband's eyes, and indulging
in the art of creative writing.

Ly



Is the Ice Melting
Near You?

Dorothy Yoder Nyce

S tories teach. The following 12 “windows™
into relationships of interreligious conflict or
peacebuilding depict problems between people
loyal to different religions or convey actions that
enable good will. From children to older adults,
within local and global locations, among Hindu
and Buddhist or Jewish, Christian, and Muslim
adherents, accounts reflect diversity.

Such difference is good; it strengthens what is
distinct. As direct experience refutes fear of the
unknown, effort toward good will can counter
fundamentalist or extremist patterns. And as
Hans Kung has taught: “There will be peace on
earth when there is peace among the religions.”

1
Writing in The Dignity of Difference, Rabbi
Jonathan Sacks reports a gathering at the United
Nations building, New York City, in August
2000 (Sacks, 5-6).
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Over two thousand religious leaders met for the Millennium
World Peace Summit. Billed to enlist leaders of major faiths to the
cause of global peace, four days later participants signed a commit-
ment to mutual respect, nonviolent conflict resolution, duty to the
poorand the environment.

On signing, an Eskimo from Greenland, Angaangaq Lyberth, re-
ported that ten years earlier a person returned to his village reporting:
“There is a trickle of water coming down the glacier. I think that the
ice is melting.” Noting that day’s peace accord, Lyberth described the
trickleasa stream. He summed up the group’s hope saying, “Theiceis
melting. .. Theice is melting.”

2

C.S. Song from Taiwan is noted for Story Theology. In “The Wild
Goose Lake” (Song, 143-44), Sea Girl longs for water from the lake to
be released to the canals of her drought-hitvillage.

How will she get the golden key needed to open the stone gate?
With the stone gate a metaphor for religious faith, the challenge be-
comes: How will hearts of adherents of diverse religions open up to
the depth and riches of each other? Will they let the ice melt?

Rather than hold God captive—through our presumed right
teachings or worship—we need to discover God beyond our valued
limits.

3

Even works of art convey conflict. An allegory of sculptures titled
“Ecclesia” and “Synagoga” (church and synagogue) appear at the
Strasbourg Cathedral in France.

A “triumphant Ecclesia stands erect next to a bowed, blindfolded
figure of the defeated yet dignified Synagoga.” Proud church gazes
over the other, the woman “conquered, with her crown fallen, staff
broken, and Torah dropping to the ground.” Here is Christian super-
sessionism (“ice”) set in stone.

For her book Has God Only One Blessing?, Mary Boys invited an
artist to create a new “posture” for the two figures. She believes that
the relation between the two religions will be righted when the
church repents of its distortions of Judaism, when Ecclesia sees Syna-
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goga as her “partner in waiting for the full redemption of the world,”
Boys concludes (Boys, 33, 266).

4

Victoria Lee Erickson relates a story from a village in a beautiful
mountain area of South Asia.

Two days early, arriving at night during a rain storm, and hungry,
her group of Christian friends caught a village of Christians off-
guard. Ithad no cooked food.

After the host prayed, they too prayed, sang, and shared stories in
the hut—forgetting somewhat their yearning for food. Hearing
noise, the host opened the door a crack. A horse appeared; the rider
handed the host a bucket and left. Large, blue-shelled crabs dispelled
hunger.

A near-by village leader, on seeing the visitors and knowing that
the Christians were without food, had gone fishing with his Muslim
neighbors on their behalf. Villagers of these two religions read their
holy books together, share wells and a school, and protect each other.
They also pray together respecting their diverse voices (Erickson, 98-

99).

5

The one book of an Emory University faculty member, Joyce
Burkhalter Flueckiger, describes her fieldwork over a decade done
with Amma, a Muslim healer from Hyderabad, India.

Professional, public, religious roles for Muslim women, though
rare, are noticed. Laywomen may practice healing or prayers in
homes. Gender roles and arrangements matter for Amma and her
teacher husband Abba.

Patients with troubles, her disciples value her charismatic, spiri-
tual teaching and strength. Amma might see, diagnose, and prescribe
spiritual forces for Hindu, Muslim, or Christian patients. “They’reall
the same in the healing room,” she says. Writing diagnoses on paper
“amulets or unleavened bread,” she also may pray or recite from the
Qur’an. Asked whether Joyce was a disciple, Amma replied, “She
loves God and I love God, so we have a connection” (Flueckiger, 42,

68,70,142,154,168).
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6

A kindred spirit of M. K. Gandhi’s was Abdul Gaffar (Badshah)
Khan. Khan and Gandhi bonded through nonviolent effort for
twenty-five years before Partition and India’s independence.

In jail with Muslim, Sikh, Hindu, and Christian prisoners, they
studied each other’s Scriptures and practiced “pure faith and austere
ways.” The Muslim reformer and Hindu lawyer continue to mentor,
whether for sedition or as God’s servants among disadvantaged folk.

Khan called the Pathans whom he taught Khudai Khidmatgars
(servants of God). Not literate but armed with discipline and faith,
their nonviolent resistance caused the British more fear than their vi-
olence. Khan believed that all faiths duly inspire their adherents and
that “God sends messengers for all nations and people” (Easwaran,
145).

For the two “Gandhis,” their task became “to serve and to suffer in
the cause of truth.” Within a year of Khan’s uniting Pathans in Pak-
istan, he was jailed by a Muslim government that faulted him for be-
ing pro-Hindu. That Gandhi was killed by another Hindu who
resented his pro-Muslim stance. Each was devout in his own religion
yet most respectful of other living faiths, each was misunderstood by
his own. Ingrained disdain for difference (‘ice’) prevailed.

7

In A New Religious America, Diana L. Eck notes examples of reli-
gious harassment—firm ice.

* A Muslim community of Flint, Michigan, discovered on leav-
ing a holiday celebration thatall of their vehicles had flat tires.

* A Hindu community in Kansas City found a side of beef hung
on its temple door—vegetarians were not welcome in a city noted for
red meat.

* AtaHindu temple at Monroeville, Pennsylvania, LEAVE was
written across the altar, and Sikhs who shared the worship space
found their scripture, Guru Granth Sahab, torn to bits.

8

Doug Hostetter has served with agencies like the Fellowship of
Reconciliation (FOR) and Mennonite Central Committee (MCC)
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with war relief. His first MCC assignment in Vietnam during the
American war was in Tam Ky, a village amid heavy combat 150 miles
below the Demilitarized Zone. He asked what the local people most
wanted; education for their children had priority.

He first explored with Christian groupsin the area. The Protestant
pastor’s priority was “to win souls for Christ,” not to help with liter-
acy. The Catholic priest agreed, as long as the youth group worked
with Catholic children—an option that would neglect Buddhist
children (90 percent).

When the monk in charge of Buddhist youth was asked to help, he
agreed without reservation—a striking learning for the young Men-
nonite. On leaving three years later, a good friend ended along poem
for Hostetter with “Your life has been like a tear in the eye of Buddha,
crying for the suffering of the people of Tam Ky” (“God,” 6).

Currently MCC'’s representative at the United Nations, Hostet-
ter’s stories and insight continue to grow.

9

One creative method used to relieve the anguish of Bosnia-Herze-
govina was a fifty-member, interreligious, adult choir.

The Pontanima, Latin for “spiritual bridge,” choir brought to-
gether members and music of Roman Catholic, Serbian Orthodox,
Islamic, Jewish, Protestant, and Far East religions.

Expelled in 1992 from a seminary in Sarajevo, Josip Katavic, the
Franciscan priest who started the choirin 1996, spent the intervening
years trying to prevent conflicts, organize humanitarian activities,
and help peace movements. Nine relatives including his father, 32
neighbors, and 82 from his native parish were killed during the war.
Intent to forgive, he helped Muslim refugees, visited Serbs, and cre-
ated Face to Face Interreligious Service.

Committed to interfaith dialogue and ecumenical living (to
“melting ice”), choir members, themselves spiritually secure, witness
to diversity and openness toward one another. From their common
tragedy, they sing reconciliation. (Pontanima DVD) The choir tran-
sitions from—

®* “Only God is the greatest/ There is no God but Allah/Allah is the
greatest/Give thanks to God” to—
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=“Hail Mary, full of grace. . . Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray for
ussinners...” to—

*“Lord, make me an instrument of your peace. Where there is ha-
tred, let me sow love. ...”

10

Newsweek’s reporter Joshua Hammer offers a view of the disinte-
gration of the region around Bethlehem during 2001-02. His book
subtitle speaks: Unholy War in a Sacred Place.

One scene lingers: (Hammer, 191-212) the siege, by bedraggled
Palestinian Muslim guerrillas, of the Church of the Nativity, Jesus’
presumed birthplace. Who was more terrified—disoriented warriors
circling the Basilica’s ancient columns, staring “wide-eyed at gilded
icons”? Or the fearful, presiding priest coping with militants in that
holy site?

Within this “island of Christianity” amonga “sea of Islam,” rows
of men bowed toward Mecca, between columns painted with scenes
of the crucifixion and St. John the Baptist. They pled with Allah to
deliver them from Israeli Jewish enemies.

By the time the Palestinian militant leaders, fighters, and security
men left their sanctuary in the sanctuary, the priest held back tears
(“melting ice”).

11

Many American women have read 7he Faith Club in which a
Muslim (Ranya), a Christian (Suzanne) and a Jew (Priscilla) search
for interfaith understanding.

If all people of faith were as intent to learn from and confess faith
alongside people loyal to other religions, conflicts might lessen. In-
tent to teach their children fairness, to confront personal stereotypes,
and to enrich personal faith, these women met repeatedly. They dealt
honestly with fears and asked tough questions of themselves and the
other two. As they shared each others’ holidays, more “ice melted.”

12
A dialogue among Jews, Christians, and Muslims took place in
late June 2009 at the Cairo Al Azhar University, “bastion of Islamic
Sunni orthodoxy.”



DREAMSEEKER MAGAZINE / 9

Pluralist writer and professor Paul Knitter reports his experience.
After visiting scholars presented papers, locals launched into what
seemed like ambush. They reviewed damage by the West: coloniza-
tion, globalization, Muslim extremists resulting from the Iraq war,
and U.S. support for Israel’s destruction of Palestinians.

Knitter was asked to offer unanticipated closing remarks. He
started with a Qur'anic quote: “Ifithad pleased Allah, He would have
made you asingle religion (ummabh). . . . But have made of you tribes
and nations so that you may know one another” (5:48; 49:13).

Knitter restated what Jewish and Christian speakers had learned
of intense Muslim anger and pain, of their feeling misrepresented, of
deep wrongs met through government and politicians. He clarified
that many Americans share the anger and pain.

True listening and dialogue had occurred. The principle Imam of
Syria wrote a poem for Knitter; listening to its lilting Arabic brought
tears (‘meltingice’).

Are people of faith ready for a thaw? To allow re-

ligious “ice” to melt, will members loyal to given

faith traditions hold to their sacred understand-
ings yet credit insights present in religions?

Conclusion
Are people of faith ready for a thaw? To allow religious “ice” to
melt, will members loyal to given faith traditions hold to their sacred
understandings yet credit insights present in religions? Will integrity
follow from saying, “The truth that you teach gives you meaning; I
wish to learn from it to enhance being faithful to mine. For, God’s
truth exceeds what either of us claims.”
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15th St., Goshen, IN 46526.

Ly



My Declaration of
Interdependence

Learning to Say “We” and “I” or Perish

Titus Bender

A crescendo of voices throughout the United

States declares,“We want our freedom. Help us
dismantle the power of government.” These
voices raise an important issue. Many govern-
ments do oppress citizens who do not have
enough power to protect themselves. However,
this is only one side of the history of oppression.

Without appropriate limits set by govern-
ments, those who are powerful can treat vulnera-
ble people any way they wish. Those with little
power are reduced to begging for mercy or turn-
ing to violence.

Since the 1980s the economic distress for
those at the bottom of the economic ladder has
steadily gotten worse. The economic health of
ourwhole society is intertwined. Eventually, ifan
increasing number of us fail economically, under
the pressure, everyone is in danger.

11
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During the past several years some political leaders have made ef-
forts to strengthen the “safety net” to increase the possibility for all
families in our country to meet the basic needs of their families: food, a
job, temporary protection for the unemployed, adequate health care
and an opportunity for an adequate education.

Voices from the “right” have become organized and funded (fre-
quently by people with great wealth and power), to raise their voices
against what they call a “government takeover.” Following are some
of their familiar claims:

“I have earned every penny of my wealth by hard work.”

“Those who are most wealthy provide jobs for everyone.”

“Thank God we are finally getting the government off our backs.”

Many believe that all persons have the ethical right to make their
own decisions without considering the rights and needs of fellow hu-
man beings. For me this is selfishness personified.

Throughout history humankind has struggled to
discover the appropriate relationship of the per-
son to the institutional structures around us.

Throughout history humankind has struggled to discover the appro-
priate relationship of the person to the institutional structures around
us: from family structures, to community structures, to state and na-
tional governments, even to the level of the United Nations. There are
two “lenses” through which I search for answers: the lens of history
and the lens of theology.

First, my view of history is shaped by writings of historians/social
scientists such as Howard Zinn. In A People’s History of the United
States (Harper Perennial Modern Classics, 2005), he interprets his-
tory from the perspective of those left out and/or forced out, who
learned to wrestle back. He calls for people not to destroy institutions
but to recover some of their power from the institutions that have ex-
ercised such control over them.

To me it seems clear that, throughout the world, we cannot con-
tinue the path of uncontrolled selfishness if we are to survive. Unless
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we turn back from the extent to which we are abusing vulnerable peo-
ple in America and throughout the world, and the extent to which we
are abusing our planet, both we and our planet will self-destruct.
(This could happen through global warming, nuclear war, or some
other kind of destruction brought on by the selfishness of hu-
mankind.) That path is not inevitable if we learn to say “We.”

Second, for me the arena of theology is important and problematic.
When a person tells me, “I am a Christian,” that does not immedi-
ately inform me about whom she or he really is.

Itis possible to have a utilitarian view of Jesus: “He saved my soul.”
For Jesus this was not enough. He never permitted those who heard
him to be aloof from the pain (and joy) of those around them.

(Here I must make clear that I know people from other faith tradi-
tions who practice principles that are in harmony with principles of
justice, mercy, and love for all people.)

Theology that guides me takes the example of Jesus seriously.
Three of the Gospels, Matthew, Mark, and Luke include an en-
counter with Jesus that goes to the heart of ethical questions. In the
Gospel of Luke starting at 10:25, a lawyer asked him, “What is the
greatest commandment?”

Jesus turns around the question: “What is written in the Law?”
The answer comes quickly. “Love God with all your heart”. .. “and
love your neighbor as yourself.” Jesus replies, “You have answered
right. Do this and you shall live.”

Then another question from the lawyer: “Who is my neighbor?”
Jesusanswers with astory. A man was traveling from Jerusalem to Jeri-
cho. He was attacked by thieves, was robbed and injured. Two leaders
from the religious establishment came by and offered no help.

Finally, along came a Samaritan. Samaritans were looked down on
by the religious establishment of that day. This Samaritan bound up
the victim’s wounds, put him on his own beast, and took him to an
inn for care. With ironic clarity Jesus” story underscores that this “sec-
ond class” Samaritan is an example of how everyone should love each
other as we love ourselves (Luke 10:2-37).

It Jesus is right, it is impossible to do God’s will without loving one’s
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fellow human beings as we love ourselves. I recognize there are many
in the United States who adopt the following economic creed: If we
each follow our own dreams, by such action we will have done every-
thing we can to create a better world for those around us. This is an
economic doctrine espoused by Ayn Rand. It is well described by the
title of one of her books: 7he Virtue of Selfishness.

I hear the following proclamation from a significant number of
people: Anyone who is 7oz lazy can make a living. In the past three
decades the gap between the wealth of those at the top and those at the
bottom has widened. The misdeeds of some of the wealthiest caused
the U.S. and the whole world to teeter on the edge of an economic
abyss in 2008. Many of them are now working vigorously to weaken
efforts to safeguard against future misdeeds by these same very
wealthy people on Wall Street. And many of them point the finger of
blame for the 2008 economic meltdown at those who have tried to
strengthen the safety net for people who lost their jobs because of the
meltdown.

Many, claiming the mantle of Christianity,
adamantly oppose efforts to develop public poli-
cies that increase the possibility for everyone in
this country to meet their families’ basic needs.

Many, claiming the mantle of Christianity, adamantly oppose ef-
forts to develop public policies that increase the possibility for every-
onein this country to meet their families’ basic needs. To me, thatis
like saying to Jesus of Nazareth, “Your command to love my neighbor
as myself makes a ‘feel good’ fairy tale, but in our capitalistic country,
itwill never work.”

I prefer the faith of the biblical writer of 1 John, who tells us in
4:20 that “He who does not love his brother [or sister], whom he has
seen, cannot love God whom he has notseen.”

John Donne also speaks to and for me.

No man is an island, entire of itself; every man is a piece of the
continent, a part of the main. . . . Any man’s death diminishes
me, because I am involved in mankind, and therefore never
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send to know for whom the bell tolls; it tolls for thee.

If our capacity for independenceis not tempered by our capacity for
inter-dependence we will experience shipwreck, personally and collec-
tively. We can and must discover how to connect with each other and
find ways that enable us to take appropriate responsibility for each
other. The beginning pointis learning to say “We.”

Hereisa snapshot of the widening wealth gap. In 2007, just before
the current economic meltdown occurred, the zop one percent in the
U.S. controlled 33.8 percent of our nation’s wealth. The poorest fifty
percent controlled only 2.5 percent of our nations wealth
(http://www.businessinsider.com/15-charts-about-wealth-and-in-
equality-in-america-2010-4 see chart 2).

By way of comparison I invite you to do the math: For Americans
who are among the 50 percent with the least wealth, the average per-
son owns one dollar of wealth for every 676 dollars owned by the aver-
age person among the wealthiest one percent.

A chorus of voices is demanding that we tax the very wealthy even
less. They say it would be good for the economy. That would result in
transferring some of the very small amount of wealth from the poorest
to those at the top of the wealth pyramid.

Is such a transfer an option? Please permit me one short paragraph
of sarcasm: We could cancel the Affordable Care Act (as indeed the
Supreme Court may choose to do); cut the food stamp program by
half; and cut off all unemployment benefits after three months of un-
employment. I can think of one additional suggestion. When more
families fall under the load, and they will, we might learn from
Scrooge in Dickens’ A Christmas Carol. “Are there no workhouses?”
... “Let them go there.”

There are winds of hope in the air. I think of Chuck Collins and Bill
Gates Sr., to name two of those who have significant wealth. Con-
cerned about the ever-steeper wealth pyramid, they co-authored a
book, Wealth and Our Commonwealth: Why America Should Tax Ac-
cumulated Fortunes (Beacon Press, 2004). I hear at least an echo of Je-
sus. Itis clear they believe that by sharing the wealth, up to a point, the
lives of all of us will be enriched. I hear echoes of “We.”
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Then there is Warren Buffet, one of the wealthiest persons in our
country, who expresses concern that his secretary pays a higher per-
centage of her annual income in income tax than he.

I think of St. Francis of Assisi, Mahatma Gandhi, Mother
Theresa, Martin Luther King Jr., James Cheney, Andrew Goodman
and Michael Schwerner, Vincent and Rosemarie Harding, and a
multitude of others. They learned to say “We” at great sacrifice. Our
family had the privilege of welcoming the last three (Michael Schw-
erner, and Vincentand Rosemarie Harding) into our home in Missis-
sippiin 1964. They taught us to love more deeply, to learn to say “We”
more honestly.

I'look back at what I have written. Easter this year is especially
poignant for me. Just as spring follows the chill of winter, exciting as
winter may be, [ am especially ready for the new life of spring! I look
expectantly for the gentle breezes of humanity that can turn us back
from today’s tearing apart of the fabric of mutual concern in America.
Hopefully we will find new ways to look out for each other in our
country.

I am reminded of John SteinbecK’s final novel 7he Winter Of Our
Discontent. The key character, Ethan Allen Hawley, turned from his
ideals of integrity as he tried to recover his lost fortunes. In his mad
dash for success he left a number of people gravely wounded in spirit.
In despair he decided to take his own life. I will never forget my empa-
thy for Hawley as he tried to turn back from his attempted suicide,
hopingitwas nottoo late toleave alegacy of integrity for his daughter.

I refuse to give up hope that the United States can turn from our
“Winter of Discontent” toward integrity that believes in and prac-
tices the spirit of “We” as well as “I.”

—Titus Bender, Fort Defiance, Virginia, is Professor Emeritus, Eastern
Mennonite University. He and his family lived in Mississippi from
195810 1969. He and Ann led a voluntary service unit in Meridian
during which time he also served as Peace Representative in the South
Jfor MCC. He received his Ph.D. in social Work from Tulane Univer-
sity and taught at the University of Oklahoma before coming to EMU
in 1976. His focus springs from the conviction that all structures (reli-
gious and secular) help build (or destroy) everyone around us.



Bridge to the Other
Side

Annie E. Wenger-Nabigon

Bridge to the Other Side

Legend tells of land crossed with rivers slow in summer,

Hard in winter, swift in spring with water, twisting, rippling,

Cutting withers of rock and flashing fish.

Settlers came searching for home and haven from cold Europe’s hatred,

A hard separation, stubborn thought forbidden,

Righteous steel against soothing water.

Stiff-necked settlers, undaunted, damned rivers

Runningso deep you couldn’t cross them,

And waded in up to their necks, not seeing it was justa small trickle

Boot prints left on moccasin paths now lead into tenacious mission cen-
turies,

Weaving deep rivers into canyons, into places where wanderers go lost
searching

Foraway to the cross.

[am bridge and not bridge—launched groundless, flung past railings,

There is no handhold, just skin-scraping grips on hard canyon walls,

Feet wet, watering blood where footholds should be and are not.

Nothing clings safe to solid ground, hooks fast my lines.

A bridge is to be walked on; a bridge builder must grow wings,

[tis notyet time to fold them—the canyon is deep.

We learn to tread air or breathe under water.

17
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I remember meals at Grandma’s house that were topped off with
mincemeat pies and sweet meadow-mint tea. Grandma was tiny,
round and soft, with a wicked sense of humor from time to time, and
alaugh to match.

I wonder—what would she think of the life I've come to live?
Would she like the moose mincemeat pies I make and the hot ban-
nock with wild blueberry jam? Would she understand my husband’s
humor? How would Anishnaabemowin spoken with a Pennsylvania
Dutch accentsound in her mouth? I know my “relatives by marriage”
would love to swap recipes with her as they did with my late mother,
and have fun joking with her, as they do with me.

It’s a far distance to travel to where I am in my life. ’'m traversing
tricky ground—am I Mennonite, or “Wishnaabe”? Am I like or un-
like those I'm related to by blood and those 'm related to by marriage?
Am I visible orinvisible, or both? Dreams I have at night reveal the in-
terstitial spaces, become the Trickster Teacher taunting and inspiring.
Without my dreams I would be lost on this trail. ’'m trying to under-
stand my Mennonite identity as a settler descendant on Turtle Island.

There are parts of my story which can only be told with poetry,
and for six years it’s the poems that parse out my journey, giving voice
to my struggle. I have a distinct memory of sitting in the university li-
brary, working my way through a pile of books on Canadian Aborigi-
nal history and putting down the book I was reading to write the
poetry that started to flow. I had to learn to know myselfin a different
dimension if T was going to face the growing awareness that my iden-
tity was changing, was being changed by what I was reading.

The poetry that started with Bridge to the Other Side hasn't
stopped, although only a few poems have come before readers’ eyes.
That poetry and new knowledge has changed me. I can’t see the world
with the same eyes I had a few years ago, and that’sa good thing,.

Of course, I don't think I've ever seen the world in quite the same
way as anyone else. 've never felt as if I fit in anywhere. When [ wasa
teenager my mother told me that the reason I felt that way was be-
cause  had a differentbrain than other people, but I never knew what
that meant.

I did know I felt differently about many things than most people I
knew. For example, no one else I knew seemed to be interested in “In-
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dian” things. As I learned more about the true history of Native
America, I discovered opinions that no one else I knew agreed with.
Atleast not until I found Vine Deloria Jr.’s book, Custer Died for Your
Sins. Then some things started to make sense for me, and I have been
onalongand winding way ever since.

I was born in the mountains of Arkansas, the territory of the Osage
peoples. When I was seven, my Mennonite missionary parents
moved back to Lancaster, Pennsylvania, and I discovered that I spoke
the English language incorrectly. I was determined to hide where I re-
ally came from, and then maybe the other kids would stop teasing me.
It didn’t help that T had to dress differently, couldn’t participate in the
gym period where dance was taught, and had no clue about the televi-
sion shows that were discussed.

A few students were friendly—the ones on the margins because of
the color of their skin, or the poverty evident in their clothes, or the
physical handicap keeping them on the sidelines. I learned how to live
in boundary territories.

The first school field trip I remember was to the Lancaster Wax
Museum. Those displays had quite an impact on my young imagina-
tion, and when we stopped in front of the display of the final terror of
the Conestoga people slaughtered in Lancaster in 1763 I was
stricken. Ever afterward I could see thatscene in my mind’s eye when-
ever I saw or heard the word Conestoga. The wax faces float in front of
me like a misty overlay when I visit Lancaster.

I think about my ancestor’s beautiful farm on the
shores of Susquehanna River and wonder if spir-
its of the massacred people ever visit there. Did
my ancestors know the Conestoga people? Does
my genetic heritage carry connections to the
Paxton Boys who committed that crime?

I think about my ancestor’s beautiful farm on the shores of
Susquehanna River and wonder if spirits of the massacred people ever
visit there. Did my ancestors know the Conestoga people? Does my
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genetic heritage carry connections to the Paxton Boys who commit-
ted that crime? What does it mean that I am born of people who dis-
possessed the original peoples of that territory, bought stolen land,
and feared the remnants of the disappeared peoples? Now “we” pre-
tend they never existed and are ignorant of contemporary Native life.

It has taken me until my sixtieth year to accept the mantle of my
identityasa “settler descendant.” When I first encountered that term,
something in my heart shrank away from recognition. Surely there
were better terms for me to use—Mennonite, professional, wife,
mother, advocate, or immigrant. Even a label of depressed, divorced,
co-dependent, or any other pejoratively applied term would be more
acceptable.

How can I find a bridge between the words seztler descendent and
ally? How can Ilook in the mirrorand not feel shame and guiltif I em-
brace the concept of settler descendent? Would good Christian for-
giveness be applied to me, as it was not applied to the original
inhabitants of this land when Europeans arrived? Can a bridge
emerge from the shadows of shame—the shame of those overrun and
the shame of those who participate in a continuing colonial project
engraving devastation here?

I know what it is like to feel shame and embarrassment which ac-
companies exclusion and bullying. My powerlessness disgusted and
enraged me as a child and left only fantasy to help me cope. When 1
think of the Anishnaabe family I've married into, and the exclusion
and bullying they have faced from the dominant culture, I think of all
the borders that define us. Here in Canada their nation is called An-
ishnaabe, but in the country of my birth, the United States, the same
peoples are called Ojibway.

Is there any difference? Of course, but how can I understand the
subtleties that led to that division? My Anishnaabe husband and I
sharea distant heritage of Scotancestry—does that mean we are alike,
justa bit? How do these genes and stories and borders define us? Can
astable bridge be builtacross the deep divide to a path of relationship?

| have discovered through my poetry that bridge building can start
from either side. I see my job as constructing the bridge foundation
on my side of the river and not worrying about what others are doing
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on their side of the river. My task is to be honest about all of who [ am
and realisticabout where I stand. I must give up helpless wallowing in
assumed shame, guiltand self-pity.

Yes, [ am not my ancestor and didntask to be born in this time and
place (or maybe I did), yet I carry privileges inherited from what my
ancestors appropriated. Those privileges require something of me if I
am to live a truly authentic life on this continent—this part of
Mother Earth where many nations lived and told stories about Her,
and some named her Turtle Island before “others” came and imposed
adifferentstory called North America, the land of opportunity.

Now I know it was an opportunity for the original peoples to be
“disappeared,” condemned to disenfranchisement, confinement on
small parcels of undesirable land, and myths that misrepresent their
true natures. The colonial project, through the use of settlers, stole
not only the land and resources, but also cultures, languages, identi-
ties, and spirits. Can bridge building help me with a different story in
this context?

There’s baggage that comes from living in a society with core val-
ues shaped by deep foundations in theft, greed, arrogance, genocide,
slavery, rape, ongoing economic violence, and simple ignorance. Ig-
norance is our worst enemy, and I have learned that in many ways,
people chose their particular ignorance. It is the beginning of the loss
of innocence.

We can’t afford any longer to hide behind illusions. I can be sure
that my neighbors see quite clearly the baggage I carry, and I need to
listen to what they have to say about the nature of that baggage.

How else am I to learn how to sort through and carry it with cor-
rectintentions? I am no more capable of a solitary construction of my
identity asasettler descendant than I am of getting through life in iso-
lation. I cannot “get it” all by myself; I need help with bridge building

The gifts of my poetry teach me that silence is also a great gift. Lis-
tening to the silence of the past opens new places inside of me. I hear
my ancestor’s voices and feel their tears over the trauma they lived
through. Without the gift that came to them on Turtle Island, they
would have had no place to live and I would not be alive.

Perhaps because of my professional life, I have an understanding
of thesilent story of historical trauma that others lack. Or maybe not.
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Regardless, any understanding I may have doesn’t give me anything
special. All that insight can do is open my heart to seeing and hearing
the truth of the devastation that has occurred, and continues to occur,
on Turtle Island. I mustlisten and bear witness.

N ext month I am moving again. My husband and I are going to live
on his Reserve north of Lake Superior, a beautiful place within walk-
ing distance of white sand beaches and rolling dunes where his ances-
tors have lived for tens of thousands of years.

It’s never too late to learn to be a bridge builder,
to write better poetry, and to create a settler de-
scendant identity that is dignified, loving, and
respectful of the Creator’s guidance to this
place.

I think my ancestors would be happy to know that the hospitality
shown to them when they arrived on this continent, ignorant, hurt,
and wounded, is still alive despite the hurt this settler project passes
on. Maybe if they had learned how to be human beings on thisland, if
they had given up their fears and compulsions, there might have been
adifferent story—one that came full circle to a holistic space, nota
linear, boxed-in space with well-defined yet brittle boundaries.

Maybe the newcomers could have learned an “indigenous” iden-
tity instead of forcing Euro-centric identities on everyone else. Then
maybe [ wouldn’t be wearing a backpack labeled “settler descendent.”

Butit’s never too late to heal, even to heal the past. It’s never too
late to have a happy childhood, learn to play a drum, sing asongina
new language, and learn a dance that tells a new story of letting go of
trauma. I've learned to cook moose meat and bannock. Now 'm
moving away from an “urban reserve” space to a place where I can
learn how to find the best blueberry patches in the bush and canoe on
the river that carried my husband’s ancestors.

I’m going to learn to tell a differentstory. It’s never too late to learn
to be a bridge builder, to write better poetry, and to create a settler de-
scendant identity that is dignified, loving, and respectful of the Cre-
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ator’s guidance to this place. I think my grandmothers would be
happy to know I'm finally getting it when it comes to pie baking, po-
etry writing, and yes, even bridge building!

“The past isn't dead. It isn’t even past.”—William Faulkner

—Annie Wenger-Nabigon is enrolled in the Interdisciplinary Ph.D. in
Human Studlies Program at Laurentian University, Sudbury, On-
tario. Her research focuses on a First Nation model of resilience from
an extended family perspective. She lives at Pic River First Nation,
Heron Bay, Ontario, with husband Herbert Nabigon and is a consul-
tant in the mental health field and in anti-racism education.



The Gray Afternoon
of the Soul

Gareth Brandt

l tisa gray afternoon. It is now the twenty-sev-
enth gray afternoon in a row! For those who do
not live in the Pacific Northwest, you may not
understand this winter phenomenon of continu-
ous damp days. It drives some people crazy, but I
find a strange comfort in its consistency. It may
not be sunny and happy but neither is it dark and
bitterly cold; it is just mild and middling—kind
oflike my life.

Itseemsappropriate to live here in this climate
during the middle part of my life; it provides an
image of my soul. Books have been written about
the “dark night of the soul” and many songs urge
us to “rise and shine in the early morning” but my
life right now is more like a gray afternoon.

Although I'like where I am in geography and
in life, sometimes my contentment becomes
complacency, and that troubles me. I want to
grow, but not in the ways I did in my youth. At
midlife in the expected life span we are just as

24
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close to death as we are to our birth. It is in midlife that, for the first
time, we have as much to look back on as we do to look forward to.
That does something profound to the soul. It can kill us or it can re-
birth us.

How can the gray afternoon of the soul bring
growth and meaning for us?

Our default mode is to just settle into the routines that have
buoyed us for the past few decades. We sit comfortably between con-
tentment and complacency and wish for no drastic changes in the
weather. How can the gray afternoon of the soul bring growth and
meaning for us?

Being outin nature provides us with many analogies for spirituality. I
callit the “geography of the soul.” Sitting in Heritage Park in Mission,
British Columbia, one can see the North Shore Mountains in one di-
rection and the Fraser Valley to the south. The two directions repre-
sent for me the looking back and the looking ahead. For the first time
in life the look back is just as long as the one ahead.

Midlife

I like this place

I can see both ways

behind me

the grand mountain peaks
of the northern range
(some pretty good hikes)
dark forests

where I gotlost a few times
risks and adventure
dissonance, and a few rhymes
[ like this place

I can see both ways

ahead of me
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thick mist and clouds

but the sun still sees through
(at times)

on green flat fields

hidden peaks?

Arriver with abridge

I’'m notafraid

birds are all around singing
I like this place

I can see both ways

Sometimes we think that in midlife all of our questions will be an-
swered and life will be easier, but it is not so. In fact, sometimes the
questions increase and new questions emerge! But we are also more
content to live with the paradoxes and questions.

In our younger years we may have been driven to find answers and
success, but in midlife sometimes all that we have built up crumbles
around us or we realize that the exterior life was not all it was cracked
up to be. Life made more sense when we were younger and issues were
less complex. Now it is time to embrace the paradoxes and to live the
unanswered questions.

I believe thaclife is in many ways circular. We return to the dust from
which we came. Earthly life begins when we emerge from the dark-
ness and safety of our mother’s womb and it ends as we return to the
darkness and safety of death, the womb of God. The Bible uses a lot of
death and life and rebirth language, and I believe that at death life is
reborn in another dimension.

What is death and life after death like? Life on earth is mysterious
enough, but the concept of eternal life in other dimensions is incom-
prehensible. Unanswered questions abound in midlife, but the foun-
dation of faith remains; in fact the questions become an integral part
of our life of faith.

The following poem represents some of my midlife reflections on
the past, presentand future. Life is not the way it used to be in the
past, butit has provided a foundation for my present and future.
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The Ruins of St. Mary’s Mission

The concrete is cracked and crumbling
and not exactly level anymore

What used to be

ashapely profile

with walls and windows dressed
now is stripped and bare

but the foundation still is there

Many years ago itonce had
aroofand doors

and you could go inside

now itsall open air

but the foundation still is there

In eighteen hundred sixty one

the structure had a mission

itwas even dedicated to God

now stairs are left that lead to nowhere
but the foundation still is there

Inits heyday

students sat in rows and regiment

to learn the R’s of life

now the grassand trees grow anywhere and everywhere
but the foundation still is there

Now I see tombstones in the distance
with the river flowing by
I’s a nice place to take a stroll

In the past life was more regulated and controlled, and we didn’t
have to worry about our physical health and appearance. Life in our
middle years may not seem as progressive as the years that were pri-
marily about earning money and raising children. Sometimes the
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stairs we have worked so hard to ascend seem to lead to nowhere. We
have experienced pain and loss.

We have new questions. How will we face this second half of life?
Will we continue to build our exterior lives even though we find no
meaning in it? Will we invest our lives in temporal pleasures—the
beaches and golf courses of “freedom 5572

How will we process and integrate the difficult and disconcerting
events of our past? Will we “take a stroll” and enjoy the present mo-
ments and loved ones that God gives us? How will we embrace the
paradoxes—the unexplainable sufferings of the past and the unan-
swered questions about the future?

Aswe move into the gray afternoon of life, we become more aware
of the reality of our death and the limitations of our mind and body. It
can be depressing to look back and see life vigorous and exciting and
then to look ahead and see a crumbling body and eventually death.

Although there is always a fear of death as we contemplate its mys-
tery, there is also a contentedness in realizing that since there is noth-
ing we can do to reverse the journey we can savour and enjoy each
moment more fully. Thus we become more alive in life even as our
lives draw closer to death. The gray afternoon can have meaning,.

—Gareth Brandt, Abbotsford, British Columbia, teaches practical the-
ology at Columbia Bible College. This article has been adapted from
Gareth Brandts book, Under Construction: Reframing Men’s Spir-
ituality (Waterloo, Ont.: Herald Press, 2009), see more at
http://mensspirituality.com
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Our Faith,
Like Margaret’s

Brenda Hartman-Souder

There are days when my faith, my beliefin a
creator who loves and guides me, wanes. I don’t
like to admit this but I am endowed, so it seems,
with a more than adequate dose of skepticism
and doubt about many things spiritual. From
Margaret, however, I have just drunk a cup of
pure, nourishing water on the journey of faith.

MCC Nigeria works with Home Makers by
giving a small ($5,000) annual grant. Margaret
Ahmed is the energy, the organizing, creative and
visionary force behind Home Makers. She leads
this small initiative staffed solely by volunteers to
teach rural women skills that will help them start
and successfully run small businesses.

She founded Home Makers after observing
the plight of so many women who want to help
provide for their families but have little education
or tangible opportunities to do so. Home Makers
trains women one Saturday a month throughout
nine states in Nigeria.

29
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Margaret and her volunteers teach women how to make bread,
doughnuts, laundry soap, hair and body creams, along with how to
tieand dye fabricand fashion bead jewelry. Women who exhibitskill,
commitment and trustworthiness are given small loans. More than
90 percent are repaid. Home Makers teaches women the basics in
bookkeeping and holds seminars on other issues facing women who
raise families and operate small businesses at the same time. Home
Makers works.

I attend the trainings about once a year, and I love seeing the look
of total concentration as women learn to mix simple ingredients for
body cream or hearing their astonished exclamations when Margaret
opens the simple steel drum oven to reveal beautifully browned,
steaming bread. Margaret writes impact stories as part of her regular
progress reports, and they are filled with testimonies of real women
who moved from desperation and poverty to hope as they improved
the lives of their families by these small businesses.

Many women report making a $20-30 a month profit. While not
much by our standards, this extra income makes a huge difference in
the kind of food mothers can afford to buy and in the quality of
schools their children can attend.

But unknown to many, Margaret sacrifices to serve with Home
Makers. A skilled, educated woman who has proven herself in suc-
cessful businesses, she does not take a steady salary from individual
donations that, along with the extra trainings she conducts for church
groups all over Nigeria, keep Home Makers afloat. Recently, dona-
tions have decreased, evidence of the economic crisis taking root in
Nigeria too.

In addition, a major church denomination has been wooing Mar-
garet to take a full-time position with them to develop and run their
brand new Women’s Skills Training Center. To do so would mean a
steady salary. The job looked like a perfect fit for Margaret, except
that it would clearly distract her from her already full-time work of
running Home Makers and ministering to the rural women whom
she believes need her most.

Margaret shared this job offer at a recent advisory committee
meeting which I attended. You could tell she was struggling with the
offer, stating that “All work is God’s work, right?”
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After that meeting I impulsively wrote Margaret an e-mail. I
shared my respect for her and how she and her husband have chosen a
very trusting, simple lifestyle so that they could serve Christ.

I asked her though, what she honestly heard God was calling her
do. Iwas troubled that the work of Home Makers, so valuable, would
not continue if Margaret’s focus and energy were taken by the de-
mands of full-time work with a major church organization. Butas1
pounded out this email, I had nothing tangible to offer Margaret. In
these economic times, MCC could not increase their grant to Home
Makers.

A few days later Margaret replied, stating that she knew God
wanted her to move forward with training and encouraging rural
women and that she had decided to trust God (again) with her life.
However, she noted, she had no money to pay for their daughter’s
school fees, but that she would trust God about that too.

Well, I felt awful. I had encouraged Margaret to go deep and sort
out what God was saying to her, but I had had no idea that the sacri-
fice might be her own daughters’ education. My immediate impulse
was to send her personal money, but I refrained, knowing this can be
problematic in its own way.

I had to sit with my discomfort and frustration
not just with my relative wealth but living in an
oil-rich country so neglectful of its citizens.

I had to sit with my discomfortand frustration not just with my
relative wealth butliving in an oil-rich country so neglectful of its cit-
izens. Those with integrity and service born out of love for God often
struggle while corruption means others line their pockets and deny
Nigerians basic services and rights.

Bu: during the next few weeks I received phone texts or e-mails from
Margaret. “I am in Nassarawa State doing a training for 48 women. |
have a peace and joy (about my decision). Greet your family.”

Then an e-mail: “My girls are back to school and our house is
stocked with enough food to last ayear.” Women attending her work-
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shops had donated the food and given her alove offering allowing her
to return her girls in school. A little later Margaret came in to thank
me for writing that email of concern. I was speechless. What Mar-
garet taught me deserves far greater gratitude.

While intellectually struggling and scared, Margaret still trusted
the call of God for her life. She chose to stay the course; she knows ata
deep level it is clearly marked for her. She is quietly continuing her
unique calling with dignity and joy. She trusts God to provide the
food on her table, the rent, her daughters’ school fees. She trusts God
for everything and she believes in abundance flowing - that somehow
there will always be enough to go ‘round.

| think of Margaret now on days when I wonder why [ am in Nigeria
and how itis that God called me here. Or when my writing seems dull
and useless. Or when the office tasks seem chaotic and unfocused. Or
when I worry about our future after MCC or road risks or another vi-
olent crisis being triggered.

Along with other friends, both here and in North America, who
share their gut-wrenching concerns right along with their deep belief
that the Spirit of Life leads and loves them, Margaret helps keep me
on course. She helps me trust that—even while sometimes and neces-
sarily questioning and doubting—I am doing what I am uniquely
asked to do, right here, right now.

—Brenda Hartman-Souder, Jos, Nigeria, serves as co-representative of
Mennonite Central Committee Nigeria and, along with spouse Mark,
as parent of Valerie and Greg.



On Crazy
Institutions

Alan Soffin

Like many Americans, | have been troubled by
the grievous misalignment of our institutions
and our ideals—including many of our religious
institutions (see Rethinking Religion: Beyond Sci-
entism, Theism and Philosophic Doubt, Cascadia
Publishing House, 2010). So, when an academic
ex-colleague of mine asked me to come up with
criteria for what some social scientific writers
have referred to as a “crazy” (institutional) sys-
tem, [ responded.

Crazy Systems

T'had no idea that my attempt to identify insti-
tutional or system “craziness” in a fundamental
way would lead from social science to spirit—to
issues of zncarnation, sin and the notion that reli-
gious institutions might support institutional
sanity by virtue of their standpoint on life (not
their doctrines).
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What follows is a journey from the secular to the religious con-
ducted by a religiously concerned non-believer

For me a “crazy” system is a system turned against itself. The main
criterion of a crazy system lies in the incompatibility between its in-

For me a “crazy” system is a system turned
against itself. The main criterion of a crazy sys-
tem lies in the incompatibility between its incen-
tive structure (that which motivates people) and
the ends on the basis of which the institution is
defined or specifically justified.

centive structure (that which motivates people) and the ends on the
basis of which the institution is defined or specifically justified.

So ajournalistic institution, such as the New York Times or Wash-
ington Post, has its justifying end in the presentation of relevant, im-
portant information and sound opinion. But I have heard students
and adult professionals repeatedly describe the end of newspaper
work as “increasing circulation” or “selling newspapers”—thus re-
ducing the end of journalism to the end of a newsstand.

A newspaper goes crazy when it falsifies or exaggerates or omits
relevantand important truths—which it tends to do when, as com-
petition grows, sales (a necessary) means becomes its end. (Think of
engineers that “have to” design big SUV’s—crazy in a time of global
warming, crowded roads, and little or no off-road activity.)

When journalistic work is conducted in a structure whose justify-
ing end is no longer the end that earns the name of journalism, the
journalist is turned not only against journalism but also against
his/her ideal self—provoking guilt and the aggressive production of
self-justifying B.S: “there’s no such thing as objectivity,” “newspapers
are a business.”

Such situations instance the famous “fallacy of the commons.” Ac-
tion tuned to individual advantage, to concrete specifics (status, admi-
ration, deferential behavior, money, power, love, goods, land) has
little time for the goodness or the rightness of an institution’s actions. As
the means for action eclipse action’s justifying ends, systems and per-
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sons (commons and commoner) lose hope of personal and institu-
tional integrity.

Personal Craziness

Personal and institutional craziness share the same structure. Just
as the activities of institutions (journalism, law, history, science) have
their own defining and justifying ends, so human—as distinct from
animal—activity has its unique and justifying end. For the unique ca-
pability of human activity is the ability to see what is true and thus do
whatis good and right.

The ability to seek and realize this end justifies whatever rights we
claim and obligations we have with respect to other living things. Itis
why we are not simply “mammals” or “organisms.” The end of acting
for that which in truth ought be done is what defines the “human’ as
against the “animal’ and the ‘person” as against the “creature” or
“thing.”

In personal craziness the incentive structure is tied to the pursuit of
concrete particulars—factual conditions of one sort or another. The
child, for example, is curious about the world, is open to the #rue, the
good, the beautiful, butschools in time turn the child from worldly ex-
ploration and inquiry to “grades” and (later) to the cash value of “do-
ingwell.”

The “American Dream” too often makes an end of “wealth.” Sur-
vival, power, security, acceptance—which can be means to right
thought and action—become ends in themselves, thereby reducing
uniquely human ends to the ends of animals (as journalism’s end be-
came that of the newsstand).

Where psychological problems are unresolved ( “craziness” or
“neurosis”) the mind is incentivized to treat the solving of past prob-
lems as current ends, losing sight of what is needed in current situa-
tions. Ironically, the development of one’s identiry—while essential
and unavoidable—poses by its very solidity a standing problem for
our unique human endsince the pursuit of what s true, right, or good
will sometimes challenge what we suppose—and thus ask us to be in
some way different from what we are.
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The Synergy of Craziness

Institutional craziness and personal craziness are interwoven and
mutually reinforcing. Take sports. Institutionally, sports are “big busi-
ness’—as much a focus of “research” universities as elementary and
secondary schools. Individuals ansorb incentives from these institu-
tions. Celebrity coaches teach that “winning isn’t the thing, it’s the
only thing.” Ask someone the aim of sports and they’ll say, “winning.”

But propose they play basketball against a sick or physically im-
paired opponentand they will demur. Underneath, not entirely lost, is
the knowledge that sport is an ideal competitive experience—a physi-
cal and mental test of achievement. Winning (like the rules) is but a
means to thatend.

But in our culture, the means has become the end, so in “sports,”
successful fouling is a skill, a weak opponent is a gift and, together,
schools and players seek in each other an actor whose only aim is wins.

Incarnation and Sin

An object or situation that oughr to be a certain way is an ideal
end—an end not yet become a facz. The good or right that we imagine
must be realized through actual (concrete) thoughts and arrange-
ments. Seldom remarked, however, is that the movement from the
ideal we have in mind to the means of its realization is a movement
from one kind of world to another.

Institutions and persons represent the conversion of a non-physical
vision of the good into a specific physical torm. How mind does this
cannot, in my view, be explained (over-simply: science can’t explain
why a thing is good or right). The transformation of what ought ro be
into physical fact—is incarnation. The process is one of embodiment,
butasitis the embodimentofan ideal, itis the embodiment of spirit, zf
Spirit” has any meaning more serious than either ghostliness or vivacity.
incarnation is a natural miracle—a uniquely religious fact.

As animals cannot do this, the transformation of the physical
world in accordance with the normative or good (the divine) may use-
fully speak to the question, What is the meaning of (human) life?

Still, what I have argued is that the good or the spirit, once bodied,
once made concrete, is subject to “the ills of the flesh.” The problem
for institutions as for individuals is how rightly to incarnate non-
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physical ends. In a sense our psychological identities and institutional
rulesareidols, and the problem is to keep them from falling into idola-
try. Consider how the means of “the free-market” is treated as an end
(rather than “the common good”) or how often one’s ethnicity or na-
tion isan end (more than one’s humanity).

The independence of fact from ideal brings risk of embodiments
ruling over what is right. For me, this ever-present danger is the most
basic, defensible meaning of “original sin” or the “weakness of the

Slesh.”

Religion

The rules and incentives of institutions court idolatry when they
become disconnected from reflection on their relation to the good. As
the world changes, the meaning and effect of embodied life changes
(self-reliance in an agricultural America couldn’t have the same form
inindustrial America). The means for achieving the good mustbe con-
tinually subject to critical reflection.

While this is a matter of maintaining continuous interaction be-
tween institutional adaptations and higher education, journalism and
democratic processes, it is also a matter, in my view, of bring our iden-
tities and social arrangements into the sphere of religious meditation.

For religious institutions are unique in asking us to reflect on our
lives in the light of our eventual deaths. They are the goads to ultimate
seriousness. Religion brings each of us to the question, What is the
meaning of my life>—What difference has it made that I lived?

To this non-believer, the struggle over fixed, specific doctrines
smacks of means-end reversal. Surely, the end is to cleave to the mean-
ing of being human. If so, perhaps various doctrinal formulations are
but means aimed at achieving it. In any case, the standpoint of reli-
gion—the spirit of the retreat—must be brought to institutions and
to persons if sane institutions are our goal.

Alan Soffin, Doylestown, Pennsylvania, numbers among his inter-

ests philosophy, religion, filmmaking, writing, and music ranging from
classical through jazz and international sounds. Soffin is author of the

new book Rethinking Religion: Beyond Scientism, Theism, and Philo-
sophic Doubt (Cascadia, 2011).
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Remembering the
Civil War

Daniel Hertzler

Upon the Altar of the Nation, by Harry S. Stout.
Viking, 2006.

Mennonites, Amish and the American Civil War,
by James O. Lehman and Stephen M. Nolt.
The Johns Hopkins University Press, 2007.

Books on the Civil War proliferate. I got the first
of these from a remainder house and found the
second listed on a brochure promoting tourism
in Amish country. About all the two books have
in common is the war. Their purposes and devel-
opment are quite different. But taken together
they provide grist for reflection.

Stout, who sees himself as a just warrior, has
set out to develop a thesis. He evidently operates
within the prevailing Calvinism of our American
culture: violence and war are necessary if regret-
table. He does not quarrel with the Civil War as
such but with the conduct of the war when it
went beyond what he considers the rules of war.

38
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Lehman and Nolt have a different agenda. They wish to inquire
what happened to descendants of the Anabaptists who were perse-
cuted for their beliefs and who declined to defend themselves. These
immigrants had never felt completely at home in the American sys-
tem. What would they do when the unity of the system broke down
and the separate sections fell upon each other? The book is based
largely on diaries, letters, and newspaper accounts. Not many church
statements were available from this era.

This much should be said on Stout’s behalf: He goes beyond the
level of the typical reenactment with uniforms and guns where no one
gets hurt unless he slips in the mud. The book delivers what it
promises. [t documents how each side in this bloody conflict was ab-
solutely convinced that God was on its side. If either side’s soldiers
won a battle, it was a blessing of God. If either side lost, this was a les-
son forit.

Stout reports that most of the generals on either side had been
classmates at West Point. They began with an intention to observe the
rules of war. As time went on and the issues became more desperate,
they bent the rules by persecuting civilians, foraging, and destroying
property in most wanton fashion. Also, some of the battles involved
what could only be described as butchery when a general threw his
men into an impossible assault.

I was aware of Sherman’s campaign from Atlanta to the sea which
devastated the countryside. Stout reports an angle I had not under-
stood: Sherman separated from his supply line and turned the troops
loose to forage from the land. Destruction was a strategic necessity.

Some 620,000 soldiers died in the war. More died from disease
than from bullets. A summary on page 447 provides these details:

Killed in action and died from wounds:

Union: 110,070

Confederate: 94,000

Died of disease

Union: 249,458

Confederate: 164,000

Union dead: 359,528

Confederate dead: 258,000

Total: 617,528
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Despite all the foolishness and ruthlessness he describes, Stout
continues to defend the just war. The book is dedicated “To the mem-
ory of my father, Harry Stober Stout (1923-2009) a warrior sailorina
just war. And to my grandchildren. . .. Itis to the coming generation
and the moral conclusions they reach that this book is ultimately ded-
icated.” The “just war” Stout has in mind is, of course, World War 11,
considered by some the “good war.” Numbers of us believe there is no
such thing.

Stout asks whether the 620,000 Civil War dead

died in vain. He cannot believe that this would

be so and indulges in what I consider question-
able theologizing.

Stout asks whether the 620,000 Civil War dead died in vain. He
cannot believe that this would be so and indulges in what I consider
questionable theologizing. “Just as Christians believe that without
the shedding of blood there can be no remission for sins, so Ameri-
cans in the North and South came to believe that their bloodletting
contained a profound religious meaning for their life as nations”
(459). Whether or not this is his own perspective, he does not appear
to object to it.

Whathe does object to are the immoralities committed by leaders.
“Americans don’t want to concede the unforgivable wrongs commit-
ted by the likes of Lincoln, Grant, Sherman, Lee, Forrest, Early and
Davis. . .. The web of lies, suppression and evasion that developed in
the Civil War not only shock butalso bear witness to the power of war
to corrupt, especially at the top. . ..”

In the end, Stout states his case. “Judging the Civil War is nota
brief for pacifism. Rather it is an endorsement of the just war. There
are no ideal wars. . . . Ina less than ideal ideal world, however, in which
we sometimes labor under a moral imperative to war, we cannot do
less than demand a just war and a peaceful outcome” (461). I find
Stout’s analysis of the Civil War useful—but not his shallow perspec-
tive on war.
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As the American occupation of Iraq was winding down, it was re-
ported that more than 4,000 American soldiers were killed and some
32,000 injured along with an estimated 100,000 Iraqi civilians
killed. It would appear that a majority of Bush’s Methodist Church
and Obama’s United Church of Christ generally supported this war
although some years ago the UCC declared itselfa “peace church.”

L ehman and Nolt have a message but it is more subtle than Stout’s.
They want to tell a story. In the middle of the nineteenth century,
Mennonites and Amish were not accustomed to making public state-
ments, although a notable exception was “The Sonnenberg Peti-
tion,” which appears in their book as Appendix A on pages 235-236.

One useful learning from the book is to account for the perspec-
tive on the relation between a peace church and the dominant culture
which I experienced when I was growing up. We were wary of getting
too close to the political system, and numbers of Mennonites did not
vote. The book shows how this point of view was developed and be-
came for a time the dominant position for our church. In later gener-
ations, it has been modified pragmatically and theologically, for
example, in John Howard Yoder’s The Christian Witness to the State
(Faith and Life Press, 1964; Herald Press, 2002).

Lehman and Nolt observe that “large majorities of Mennonites
and Amish found resources in their faith to resist complete identifica-
tion with Union or Confederate causes” (7). But this response was
notuniform and was only developed over time. It is particularly help-
ful to learn that the dynamics involved in seeking to be faithful to the
Anabaptist tradition varied in different geographical contexts. The
experiences in three of these are described: eastern Pennsylvania, Vir-
ginia, and the Midwest. The political relationships for these peace
churches were different in each of these three contexts.

In eastern Pennsylvania, Mennonites were politically active and
received support from certain politicians. Pennsylvania Governor
Andrew Curtin and Congressman Thaddeus Stevens are mentioned.
With such friends in high places, Mennonites were able to negotiate
special status for conscientious objectors.

These negotiations were also affected by their place in the Penn-
sylvania Dutch culture. “In many ways Mennonites and Amish
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found a comfortable ethnic niche, since Pennsylvania German cul-
ture could set them apart from the American mainstream withouten-
tirely isolating them” (23).

Mennonites in the Shenandoah Valley faced a different culture.
“Virginia was influenced by values rooted in both English and cava-
lier society and rough-and-tumble backwoods life, both of which dif-
fered from specifically Anabaptistand broader Pennsylvania German
orderly ideals” (25). They were to face the problems without political
friends. Mennonites generally objected to slavery and secession, al-
though these objections were not completely uniform.

Amish and Mennonites from Ohio to lowa faced a context differ-
ent from each of these and their responses developed from this con-
text. They were less protected than eastern Pennsylvania and less
vulnerable than Mennonites in Virginia.

Of course in all of these areas responses to the military option var-
ied. Some young men signed up right away. Pictured on page five is
Gideon M. Nice (1844-1916), who “was reared in a Mennonite
home but donned a Union uniform. Nice saw combat at the Battle of
Gettysburg.”

After the draft began, alternate options included a commutation
fee, generally $300, or hiring a substitute. Either of these seems like
less than a clear-cut testimony against war. A third option followed by
some was to flee to Canada. Quakers were of two minds. Some were
ready to fight against slavery while others tried to get complete ex-
emption for persons whose convictions would not permit them to
kill.

The authors observe that the problem of hiring a substitute “was
ethically ambiguous for some peace people, who wondered if it repre-
sented too proximate a position with the military” since it “con-
tributed directly to war-making ability.” Some also were reminded of
the war’s violence when their substitute was killed. The authors cite
the experience of John S. Stoltzfus (my great-grandfather) who “still
keptas a tragic reminder the uniform his draft substitute had worn
before dying in battle” (88).

Since the war came only marginally and temporarily to Pennsylva-
nia except for those in the areas near Gettysburg, the issues were less
urgent and direct than those facing Virginia. “Now three possibilities
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lay before them: accept forced service against conscience, face court-
martial (and perhaps death) as deserters, or go into hiding” (57). Both
the first and the third were practiced, but the account indicates that
“apparently threatened court-martial never happened” (58).

The well-known story of Christian Good is in-
cluded. According to the report, he was drafted
and went into battle but refused to fire his gun.

The well-known story of Christian Good is included. According
to the report, he was drafted and went into battle but refused to fire
his gun. “Incredulous, the officer asked if Good was notable to ‘see all
those Yankees over there’ to which Good is said to have replied ‘No,
they’re people; we don't shoot people’™ (58). However, some were able
to get exemptions. Appendix B provides a list of “Men exempt as of
October 1, 1863.”

Hiding and attempting to get away to Union territory were com-
mon responses. John Heatwole is reported to have “walked back-
wards up a mountain in the snow so as to baffle scouts on his trail”
(69).

Although Mennonites and Amish in the Midwest lacked the po-
litical clout of those in eastern Pennsylvania, they were to provide
more articulate peace writing. One notable feature was “The Son-
nenberg Petition,” included in the back of the book as “Appendix A.”
The Sonnenberg Mennonites of Wayne County, Ohio, were recent
immigrants from Switzerland. They called a special meeting and pro-
duced a statementwhich “the church presented to the Wayne County
Military Committee, who in turn forwarded it to Gov. David Tod”
(235).

The final paragraph in the statement is as follows: “We shall en-
deavor to do our duty toward God and our Government, and hope
that we will not be compelled to do any thing which to avoid we
would, and are resolved to, suffer the penalty of the law rather than to
violate our faith, but that we will be allowed to satisfy the demands of
Government by Commutation instead of doing Military Service”

(2306).
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Two other responses were to have ongoing significance for Men-
nonite ethical thought. First was that of John E Funk, a Mennonite
lumber dealer in Chicago who taught in a Presbyterian Sunday
school. The authors report that Funk had been “an enthusiastic pa-
triotat the time of Fort Sumter’s fall. . . . He hesitated to go asasoldier,
though in 1862 his reasoning was ambiguous. . . .”

Then “Funk’s feelings about war began to shiftin October 1862.”
He went to Elkhart, Indiana, where “he heard the powerful preacher
and bishop, John M. Brenneman, who expressed concern for how
peace principles were playing outamong Mennonites” (175).

By 1863 Funk had begun to write a statement entitled “Warfare:
Its Evils, Our Duty” and in July that year he had 1000 copies printed.
This tract of 16 pages “did not rely on explicitly religious rationale,
butinstead used graphic word images to portray the senselessness and
inhumanity of killing. . . . Yet the message also developed an unmis-
takable theological center around Jesus, who provided the message
and model for peaceable living” (178).

Brenneman also would write a peace statement, “Christianity and
War.” It was three times as long as Funk’s tract, and he published it
anonymously, perhaps in fear of negative attention. He took an op-
posite approach from Funk’s, beginning with “the essence of Chris-
tianity” and he “wrote at length about the nature of repentance and
selfless contrition that led believers to ‘deny ourselves, to take up our
cross.”

In contrast to Mennonites of eastern Pennsylvania, Brenneman
called for separation from the political system. ““Is it not enough for
us to be Christians?” he asked. ‘Or must we also be called, or call our-
selves, after a worldly name—a Democrat or a Republican? Surely we
ought to guard against this evil” (179).

In another year, Funk would begin to publish a magazine, Herald
of Truthwhich for more than 40 years would providea gathering place
for Mennonite thinking on ethical issues. Thus Funk’s work “would
cast peoplehood in more clearly theological and ideological terms”
(231). As time went on, “A two-kingdom people in a world of multi-
ple identities, Mennonites faced the challenges of faithfulness and
relevance, and formulated divergent responses to that tension” (233).

The authors observe that “the war had demonstrated the lack of
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consensus, coordination, and systematic communication among
Mennonite and Amish Americans. . .. If the war had not formally di-
vided Mennonites and Amish (as it hadn’t Methodists, Baptists, Pres-
byterians and Episcopalians, perhaps it was because there was too
little real unity to begin with” (231).

In wars following the Civil War, peace churches have found it nec-
essary to contrast the conflict with their values and seek to forge a re-
sponse. Support for the young men in World War I was later deemed
inadequate. They were inducted into army camps and persecuted for
their position. My father-in-law, Eugene Yoder, found the experience
so painful that it was reported he wished to have no sons. As it hap-
pened, he had only two daughters.

Before World War II church leaders negotiated Civilian Public
Service, which was set up to provide work of national significance at
no pay for the conscientious objectors. Some considered it as a com-
promise, but the experience provided opportunities for young men
to sharpen leadership skills and numbers of them later served with
distinction as leaders in the Mennonite Church.

The Korean War and the Vietnam War followed, but today the
American military is able to function without a draft. This puts peo-
ple of peace in an odd—and potentially dangerous—position. As
long as they order their lives quietly no one is likely to bother them.

The book closes by quoting Vincent Harding, an African-Ameri-
can historian who wondered whether American descendants of the
Anabaptists may have ““forgotten what it is to rejoice in suffering for
Christ’s sake, forgotten our comradeship with the outcasts, forgotten
how it was to be fools for Christ’s sake?””

The authors conclude that “The heirs of those who foughtand
those who refused to fight in the 1860s, along with all who probe the
moral dimensions of human conflict, still live with such questions”
(233).

Indeed, we do.

—Daniel Hertzler, Scottdale, Pennsylvania, is an editor, writer, Sunday
school teacher, and instructor for the correspondence course, Pastoral
Studies Distance Education.
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A Great Idea

Noél R. King

l twas time to do something with all of the ideas
I had lying around. They were taking up space in
my head and home, and I thought that maybe
someone less fortunate than I, someone who had
far fewer ideas, could greatly benefit from my old
castoffs.

So I contacted my neighbors and cousins to
ask if they wanted to add their unused ideas to my
old dusty pile, where I would then pack them up
and take them to the local secondhand shop.

You would be startled at the number that
ended up in my driveway! I have to admit that I
pawed through all of them myself when I thought
nobody was looking before I loaded them up in
my pickup truck to take to the Goodwill.

As I furtively rummaged through the pile, I
saw that one of my neighbors had snuck in a few
of his old dreams along with his old ideas, proba-
bly thinking I would not notice. But I did, al-
right, because he had the audacity to hide an old
recurring nightmare underneath themall.
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IfT had not been careful, I could have been bitten by it. As it was, it
gave me quite a shock, and I jumped back just in time as I pulled up
the edge of the old childhood blanket that he had wrapped it in and
saw the nightmare lying in wait for me there in a deep, dank corner
beneath.

You better believe  marched right on over to that particular neigh-
bor’s house and demanded that he DO SOMETHING with his old
nightmare, like take it to a psychiatrist’s office immediately and
dump it there.

He sheepishly said that he would do that, as he gingerly corralled
the nightmare and forced it into a wild animal trap that he had pulled
out of the back of his garage. I took note that this did not seem to be
the first time he had had to handle a nightmare with his own bare

hands.

After that nasty business had been taken care of and I had returned to
my house and carefully washed my hands—I did not want my own
dreams to be infected that night—I returned to the business at hand,
of sorting through the ideas piled on my driveway.

I separated out all of the 'm-going-to-write-a-novel-someday
ideas (they are a dime a dozen and practically useless), and I decided
regretfully to throw away a few promising political ones outright be-
cause I feared that the Department of Homeland Security would la-
bel them “terrorist” ideas: they were rough and unformed around the
edges and oozed foreign accents. Too bad, but some ideas are not
worth dying for.

The biggest thrill by far was finding a 100-year-
old thought of Albert Einstein’s, stuck like a
piece of tape to some old great-aunt’s cookie
recipe idea.

The biggest thrill by far was finding a 100-year-old thought of Al-
bert Einstein’s, stuck like a piece of tape to some old great-aunt’s
cookie recipe idea. I couldn’t really understand the Einstein idea, but
who could? I carefully pulled it free of the cookie recipe and rinsed it
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off with a little bit of fresh alcohol. I have found that a smidgen of al-
cohol freshens things up, but more than that ruins an idea, so you
have to be careful.

Once I held Einstein’s freed idea in my hands, it felt like it was go-
ing to leap right out of my tenuous grasp and into the sky above me if
[ weren’t careful, it was so light and lively. I can’t imagine what it
would be like to have such amazing ideas rocketing around inside my
own head, butIsure betit feels great!

[ won’t go on and on about my ideas-collecting project, seeing as
you probably get the general idea by now—haha! But I will say this: If
you have any fresh ideas, whether they are old or not, take good care of
them, because the market is red-hot right now.

—As circumstances warrant, through her Turquoise Pen column Noél R.
King, Charlotesville, Virginia, reports on strange and wonderful or
worrisome things, including how to handle great ideas.



M KINGSVIEW

Families:
Where Torment and
Transcendence Mix

Michael A. King

1-he death of both my parentsamid journeying
with various friendsand colleagues through com-
plex family dynamics has made me want to zoom
out to bigger-picture reflections. What keeps
coming to me is this: Families are where we pri-
mally and intimately experience torment and tran-
scendence.

I hasten torecognize that forment probably is-
n’t how those blessed with sunnier family experi-
ence would put it. And transcendence may not
compute for those who have known primarily
ways families maim.

So let me simply report why I think of both
torment and transcendence.

orment because I've seen so much of itin family
layers going back generations. And in communi-
ties, often church-related, I regularly participate
in. The torment can range across mental illness;
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the pain such illness inflicts on sufferers and those who love them; sui-
cide; amid inability to navigate inherited shadows passing them on to
others; divorce and its trauma for those separating as well as children,
relatives, friends. I know a family in which attempts of children to
grow up lead to being literally disowned; there is torment here for
those disowned even as surely the acts of disowning flow from their
own prior wells of anguish.

I could go on—and on—but my point isn’t to belabor the tor-
ment. I simply want to name it plus offer the severe mercy of ac-
knowledging that the torment is not rectified by being Christian but
accompanies us as Christians. No example I've offered flows from
non-Christian family life. I don’t blame Christianity—but those of us
in Christian families can empower shadows through believing there
must be something non-Christian about them, hence we may take
our church selves to church, sequester our family hurts at home, and
in so doing often deepen rather than heal them.

've seen this dynamic in relation to suicide and its frequent com-
panion, depression. Many of us were formed within an understand-
ing that suicide was sin and depression a sign of spiritual failure.
Suicide has been viewed as so grievous we can even tell of suicidal
loved ones whose bodies congregations wouldn’t allow in cemetaries.
Seeingassociation with depression or suicide as shameful has made us
reluctant to talk about such matters, to make them part of our church
lives or faith journeys, to trust that rather than God’s judgmentadded
to the depressive’s or the suicide’s torment, grace even here, and
maybe especially here, can sorrowfully and tenderly abound.

When families are able, imperfectly though truly,
to confront their torments, they can become
zones of amazing grace.

And maybe that takes us to the cusp of transcendence. Because when
families are able, imperfectly though truly, to confront their tor-
ments, they can become zones of amazing grace.
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Not cheap grace. Any family who has walked through the worst of
the worst knows grace is costly, bought by tears, sleepless nights of re-
living nightmares, choices to grow even when one’s family soil seems
too shallow to offer nurture, turning to mentors and therapists and
friends and sometimes our own family members with readiness to
keep loving even when it hurts like we imagine hell itself to hurt.

Recently a friend I'm in touch with only on Facebook, but with
whom I share roots going back to our growing up together as children
of missionaries, posted that a giant of our missionary youths had en-
tered hospice care. This stirred us to share memories.

My friend remarked of the dying missionary and his wife that they
“were probably the first people I met—as a young child—that were
very very much in love and full of creative, imaginative energy. I'll
never forget them running across a field, hand in hand. I was very
young and there is no photograph of that moment, but it is engraved
in my mind.”

Chills. Tears. That is a picture of transcendence. Family can carry
us beyond our worst to miracles larger than we achieve in isolation.
Hand in hand acrossa field. So classica film-like image as to be almost
acliché butin the best sense of cliché—though we risk cheapening it
by repetition, the reason we're thus tempted is that it’s so primally and
powerfully true.

I think of the day a dying mother, amid a family’s shadows, em-
braced a child. And in that embrace said to one who waslong an adult
yetalso a child tremuloussstill, “I love you as you are.” Transcendence.

Again I could go on. Because could we with ink the ocean fill, we
wouldn’t exhaust the love, of God or for each other, that allows us to
turn scripts of even family torment into narratives of transcendence.

—DMichael A. King, Telford, Pennsylvania and Harrisonburg, Virginia,
is Dean, Eastern Mennonite Seminary; and publisher, Cascadia Pub-
lishing House LLC. This column was first published in The Men-
nonite (Oct. 2011).
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mail to DSM@CascadiaPublishingHouse.com or to the Telford address
above. (Note that articles submitted by mail without SASE are unlikely to
bereturned.)
Even as we can only publish a modest number of unsolicited articles,
we do very much encourage feedback, including short letters for publica-
tion and occasional longer response articles (350-400 words).




New from Cascadia Publishing House

Peace Be with You: Christ’s Benediction
Amid Violent Empires
Ed. Sharon L. Baker and Michael Hardin

“From a concrete story of a real congrega-
tion trying to be faithful among its neigh-
bors to discussions of just policing, white
superiority, and excommunication for re-
fusal to forgive, this collection offers a
worthwhile read for those who care deeply
about how Christian commitment to peace
is lived out in our complex world.”
—Nancy Heisey
6 x 9” trade paper
RN | s B M1 Flukted 300 p, $23.95 US/Can.
|

i New from DreamSeeker Books

o Wk St I : Collected P 1988-2008
._H—l l_} l{ lﬂl. (J l._, e e eCS?Jzar?sgnI?ay Williams

I __“!Ej l.l I' b “Might be Annie Dillard by way of Gerard
: Manley Hopins . . . but in fact it’s Suzanne

Kay Miller, whose poem-document on life
lived both in and away from a Mennonite
community proves to us over and over how
“You might imagine eternity / in local
terms,” the mandate of so much moving po-
etry, and the lovely presiding spirit of her
own." —Albert Goldbarth, National Book

<L ZANNE KAY MILLE R Critics Circle award
: 5.5x 8.5” trade paper
108 p, $15.95 US/Can.

ORDER. . . From Amazon.com, BN.com, 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

Seeking to value soul as much as sales
For more information and order options visit www.CascadiaPublishingHouse.com




New from Cascadia Publishing House

European Mennonite Voluntary Service:
Youth Idealism in Post-World War Il Europe
Calvin Wall Redekop

“One of the most dynamic Mennonite
movements since 1945 has been youth-ori-
ented voluntary service. It is especially im-

portant for North Americans to understand
the European part of this story. Redekop is
an exceptional guide. —John A. Lapp

5.5 x 8.5” trade paper with photos
130 p, $14.95 US/Can.

i# New from DreamSeeker Books

Face to Face: A Poetry Collection
Julie Cadwallader-Staub

“I read a lot of poetry, but rarely do I read
poems so elegant in their simplicity, so pro-
found in their humanity. I read many ac-
counts of great love and great loss, but rarely
do I see suffering explored as honestly and
hopefully as it is here. “

—Parker |. Palmer

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

ORDER . .. From Amazon.com, BN.com, 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

Seeking to value soul as much as sales

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



HelenWade Alderied

Backlist classic from Cascadia

Like Those Who Dream: Sermons for
Salford Mennonite Church and Beyond
James C. Longacre, with

foreword by Walter Brueggemann

“Longacre’s incisive mind, global perspec-
tive, dry wit, and keen theological insight
make these biblical reflections wonderfully
relevant for anyone on the road following
Jesus.” —]. Nelson Kraybill, President,
Associated Mennonite Biblical Seminary

5.5x 8.5” trade paper
200 p, $18.95 US/Can.

& Backlist classic from DreamSeeker Books

The Mill Grinds Fine: Collected Poems
Helen Wade Alderfer.

“Out of a lifetime of tough wisdom born of
deeply felt beauty, grief, humor, and grace,
Alderfer writes of ordinary things with eter-
nal import: food for a tramp, the indelible
glory of a flamboyant tree, a sermon gone
stale, Simon running into town naked for
lack of rain, the tender shock of a child’s
eye-view, a father’s brand new suit seen
only in a casket.”

—Wilbur ]. Birky, Professor of

English Emeritus, Goshen College

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

ORDER. . . From Amazon.com, BN.com, 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

Seeking to value soul as much as sales

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



Backlist classics from Cascadia

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

Sarabdi | Wmi 5.5x 8.5” trade paper
I Commp By avir 136 p/ $72_95 US/Can

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.

ORDER . .. From Amazon.com, BN.com, your local bookstorer 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

Seeking to value soul as much as sales

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

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, Associated Mennonite

Biblical Seminary

5.5 x 8.5” trade paper
184 p; $18.95

i New from DreamSeeker Books

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

5.5x 8.5” trade paper
204 p; $14.95

ORDER. . . From Amazon.com, BN.com, 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

Seeking to value soul as much as sales

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



New from Cascadia Publishing House

Roots and Branches: A Narrative History of

R ts the Amish and Mennonites in Southeast
United States, 1892-1992, vol. 2, Branches-

B r ES Martin W. Lehman
FUNES My o s A 4, s “This second volume . . . focuseson. ..

i Basada st Unisrd Semas, (BFTAFF]

what emerged as new people came to faith
from traditionally non-Mennonite white,
African-American, Hispanic, Garifuna,
Haitian, and other origins. Today, over half
of the Southeast Mennonite Conference con-
gregations derive from these newer popula-
tions within the Mennonite faith family”
—/James R. Krabill

6 x 9” trade paper

246 p; $21.95

- New from DreamSeeker Books

What’s in the Blood
poems by Cheryl Denise

“In Cheryl Denise's second collection, readers
will recognize some delights from her previ-
ous book, I Saw God Dancing: plain-spoken
narratives setin rural landscapes, charged
with her own abandon and exuberance. But
here we also find frank meditations on vio-
lence and life's many labors. Her lines have
grown tighter, her voice deeper. These are po-
ems with meat on their bones.”

—Julia Spicher Kasdor

5.5x8.5"trade paper
116 p; $12.95

ORDER. . . From Amazon.com, BN.com, 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

Seeking to value soul as much as sales
For more information and order options visit www.CascadiaPublishingHouse.com
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% New from DreamSeeker Books

Jesus Loves Women:
A Memoir of Body and Spirit
Tricia Gates Brown

Richard Rohr, O.F.M., Center for Action and
Contemplation, Albuquerque, New Mexico; and
author, Falling Upward: “Finally, the body is

getting its due as the normal and gifted ve-
hicle for Spirit! It has taken us a long time to
realize the Christian obvious, and Tricia

Gates Brown is making it both more obvious

and thoroughly Christian.”

5.5 x 8.5” trade paper
264 p, $14.95 US/Can.

New from Cascadia Publishing House

Present Tense: A Mennonite Spirituality
Godon Houser

"Houser’s gentle, forthright, and theologi-
cally astute voice has nothing to prove. His
many years as an ‘insider’—a church jour-
nalist—and ‘outsider’—one who did not
grow up Mennonite—render these reflec-
tions on Mennonite spirituality into a
unique alloy of intimacy and objectivity.
Read this book if you are Mennonite, if
you’d like to be one, or if you are just curi-
ous about what makes Mennonites tick.”
—Valerie Weaver-Zercher

5.5 x 8.5” trade paper

174 p, $16.95 US/Can.

ORDER . . . From Amazon.com, BN.com, 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

Seeking to value soul as much as sales

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



Backlist classic from Cascadia

Meditations on the Beatitudes:

Lessons from the Margins
MEDITATIONS Don Clymer

on the " , o .
BEATITUDES Don Clymer’s Meditations are creative,

thoughtful, and substantive. Clymer does a
beautiful job of setting up a personal story
for each meditation and then reflecting on

the beatitude in question and the conflicting

cultural value associated with it. This is ex-
d sy from il Margins cellent material for study groups.”
—Dorothy Jean Weaver

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

% Backlist classic from DreamSeeker Books

1 Trees Must Feal:

How Trees Must Feel: A Poetry Collection
Chris Longenecker, who”takes the happen-
ings of a common day, a conversation with a
lover, a family gathering, and winds them
into a framework that, like Georgia O’-
Keefe’s magnified flowers, helps us really
see these moments—which, without poets
or artists, might slip by unnoticed. She
surreptitiously, by way of trees, lilies,

and socks on the floor, nudges us to

lean into life and love.”

—Pamela Dintaman

Tl "1"".4‘""""'-""'-"

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

ORDER . .. From Amazon.com, BN.com, 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

Seeking to value soul as much as sales
For more information and order options visit www.CascadiaPublishingHouse.com




New from Cascadia Publishing House

ATable of Sharing:

Mennonite Central Committee and the
Expanding Networks of Mennonite Identity,
ed. Alain Epp Weaver.”“This book offers fas-
cinating glimpses into the controversies sur-
rounding the creation of MCC, and how and
why this religious NGO pursues its mission
around the world of peacebuilding, disaster
relief, economic development. Individuals
interested in the intricacies of inter-Mennon-
ite relations, history, and cultures in North
America will find the book especially reveal-
ing.” —Dean E. Peachey

6 x 9” trade paper with notes, charts, index
462 p, $29.95 US/Can.

i New from DreamSeeker Books

Sticking Points, a novel by Shirley Kurtz.
“Through the obsessive butloveable Gospel
Truth writer Anna, Kurtz details a domestic

world dazzling in its specificity: the “pink
blush’ of the rims of beet-pickled eggs; corn
sliced in “toothy strips’; the ‘pinpoint stars’ in
the ‘stygian sky’ of a screen-saver; and the
ever-present threats of prions, pilot lights,
and low-acid tomatoes. Anna’s scattered
memories coalesce into a gutsy critique of her
church's narrative of redemptive violence.
For anyone who has felt

like the ‘'odd one out.””

—Kirsten Beachey

6 x 9” trade paper

268p $18.95

ORDER. . . From Amazon.com, BN.com, 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

Seeking to value soul as much as sales

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

The
“Ideal”

Couple

New from Cascadia Publishing House

Rethinking Religion: Beyond Scientism,
Theism, and Philosophic Doubt
Alan Soffin

An atheist drawn to religion, Soffin shows
how to conceptualize a “God” who is in and
of the cosmos rather than also beyond it as
theists affirm. This allows Soffin to embrace
and value the treasures of religion even
while not being theistic. Says Soffin, “For
those who sense in modern life an underly-
ing absence of fundamental meaning—yet
fear self-deception in pursuing ‘God’—there
may be no recourse but to . . . begin the an-
cient journey anew.”

6 x 9” trade paper

436 p, $29.95 US/Can.

™ New from DreamSeeker Books

The “Ideal” Couple:
The Shadow Side of a Marriage
KMarilyn and Carl Wolegemuth

“The Wolgemuths have shared their sorrow,
anguish, disillusionment and pain with can-
dor and unflinching honesty with the hope
that their story will benefit others. Giving
credit to God’s grace, Marilyn and Carl have
persevered under extremely difficult circum-
stances.”

—Gerry Epp

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

ORDER . . . From Amazon.com, BN.com, 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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Grade Eight

I dream of Jason swinging his arm around my shoulders,
whispering something wonderful.

At thirteen he throws away his violin

and jingles girlfriends like loose change.

At recess my friends and I make fun of all the popular
girls with their highlighted hair and pierced ears.

In the hallway Jill and her new breasts

eclipse talk of football.

And flat chested Annie is still in the cool crowd
but slipping.

When Rob complains his balls itch and
wonders if one of us girls would like to scratch them
Cathy looks puzzled and asks, You have more than one?

At lunch I try to make my dreams come true
reciting the alphabet, twisting my apple stem,
forcing it to break at J,

the first letter of my true love’s name.

Biking down Fifth Avenue, I wonder what life is like
inside those houses the size of banks

with bonsai trees shaped like geometry lessons

and white fenced backyards with turquoise pools.
Susan says she has no tan lines.
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For grade eight graduation I stand far away from Susan
whose dress is exactly like mine

but she looks like Farrah Fawcett

and I some wanna-be.

I ask Bobby LaRue to dance,

he declines, he’s some odd religion and isn't allowed.

I don't believe him. I gulp the gym air, squeeze my eyes shut
and in my mind cross myself like a Catholic would for luck.
I ask Jason, when he looks at me I feel like math homework.
Sure, he says, let me finish my Coke.

I'sit, silently humming Stairway to Heaven,

the song almost gone when he nods.

—Cheryl Denise grew up in Elmira, Ontario. She earned a nursing
degree at Conestoga College in Guelph, Ontario. This poem is
[from her newest collection, What's in the Blood (DreamSeeker
Books, 2012). For three years she worked as a volunteer through
the Mennonite Church as a public health nurse in La Jara, Col-
orado. Now she and her husband live in the intentional commu-
nity of Shepherds Field in West Virginia. The community raises
Jacob sheep and a small flock of chickens. They produce and sell
lambs, yarn, and soft, beautiful wool blankets. Cheryl works as a
nurse supervisor for in-home care services for elderly and disabled
persons. Her poetry collection, 1 Saw God Dancing, was the win-
ner of the 1998 West Virginia Writers Poetry Competition. Her
poetry has appeared in various literary journals and publications
including the anthologies Wild Sweet Notes: Fifty Years of West
Virginia Poetry 1950-1999 (Publishers Place, Inc., 2000) and
Coal: A Poetry Anthology (Blair Mountain Press, 2006).
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