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Mostly to my surprise, because I
wasn’t thinking in this direction until
recently, this Winter 2011 issue of
DreamSeeker Magazine forces me to
reflect on endings and
beginnings, on stumps
and shoots. This is be-
cause this is the last issue
to be published in a pa-
per version. The online
version may long con-
tinue; that will be deter-
mined by whether
columns and articles
continue to come in and
the labor of love continues to have
payoffs beyond the financial ones—
of which there are less than zero!

Multiple factors have contributed
to this decision, including the reality
that DSM faces all the same chal-
lenges that have caused other periodi-
cals to convert to online-only versions
plus the fact that for its ten years DSM
has always been published knowingly
at a loss. Another factor has been my
taking on the deanship of Eastern
Mennonite Seminary (EMS). My
original vision was to pay another edi-
tor entirely to replace me, but I con-
cluded that for Cascadia Publishing
House LLC, through which DSM is
released, to take an even greater loss
was not viable.

However, skipping paper to go
straight to publishing online also
skips considerable work and expense.
And working with a faithful cadre of
fine columnists is the least time-con-
suming part of editing DSM. Thus I
suspect it may be viable, if DSM’s

columnists choose to remain active
online, to continue to release their
writing as the core of DSM while
sometimes fleshing it out with other

submissions.
I’m very pleased that my

most recent effort to proac-
tively invite author contri-
butions led to Brenda
Hartman-Souder’s readi-
ness to write a new column,
“Five Hours East.” But
what an irony that it appears
for the first time in this last
paper issue of DSM. Never-

theless, I hope the treasures of
Brenda’s writing and insights will
continue to be nurtured in DSM on-
line (which has always served the
greater number of DSM readers).

I’d note that tomorrow I happen to be
preaching on Isaiah 11 and the shoot
that sprouts from the stump of Jesse.
In my sermon, I’ll observe that like
the redwoods whose ghostly stumps
sprout majestic “fairy groves” or
“cathedrals” of new shoots surround-
ing the stumps, life can sprout from
destruction. And, as the sermon will
put it,

This is a word we need to hear.
Our culture mostly teaches us
that life sprouts from life, that
power sprouts from power,
wealth from wealth, success
from success. The biblical
story overall, and the Isaiah
imagery combined with the
Jesus story sharply focuses
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1972—The Young Pastor Learns A Hard Lesson

The chaplain, they told me at the front desk, was out sick. 
Would I be willing to talk to someone who was asking for a minister?
He’s on the third floor, they said, outside the ICU.

I found him pacing.
We exchanged greetings.
He was tall, stooped, in his seventies I guessed.
They were on “one of our trips,” he said.
He had seen the signs to the hospital.
“Drove like a mad man. Got her here fast as I could.”
He told me they were allowing him in to see her fifteen minutes every hour.
“Damn stupid rule,” he said through gritted teeth.
“Got to wait for . . .” he checked his watch . . . “another thirty-five. But you . . . ?”
He said it as a question.
I nodded. “Yes,” I said. “Clergy privilege.”

She lay inert, deathly still, her body trapped in tubes.
Her hair, bottle-orange atop her ashen face, struck me as grotesque.
I took a nurse aside.
“Her husband . . . well, he’s all but frantic. Could he . . . ?” I gestured at the bed.
She grimaced.
“He can come in for ten . . . no, five minutes. It won’t be long . . .”
She left the rest unsaid.
I nodded, ran to bring him in.

He stood by her, leaning near her ear, cooing to a child.
It was too intimate to watch.
A doctor came, told me I should take him out.
I whispered him the message.
He shook his head at that, asked why.
I placed a hand on his arm, tugged gently.
He followed.

this, offers us a different word.
In Isaiah the shoot comes from
the stump. In the Jesus story,
life comes from being hurt,
oppressed, mistreated, un-
done by failure or even, as in
Jesus’ case, put to death. 

As a good success-bent American,
I’d rather speak of the glorious new fu-
ture of DSM. But let me try to prac-
tice what I preach, and trust that
turning the paper DSM into a stump
gives those mysterious currents of di-
vine energy the opportunity to nur-
ture whatever new shoots might not
otherwise emerge, whether from me,
DSM online, or DSM readers.

Ido want to express great gratitude to
those of you, some thousand of you
from what I can tell, who have faith-
fully sustained nearly a decade of pa-
per DSM. And of course to the scores
of you who have shown us, with
laughter, tears, and passion, what
writing as a “voice from the soul” can
look like.

And then a business detail yet: This is
the last issue of DSM because other-
wise all the costs of annual DSM sub-
scription renewals would need to be
invested. Those of you whose sub-
scriptions ran through 2010 will re-
ceive this as a final bonus issue. Those
of you with whose subscriptions have
a year or two to go are owed money.
See form below to implement your
choice of either receiving a refund
check or twice the refund owed you in
the form of credits to buy Cascadia
books. 

❑ Refund my subscription by multi-
plying by $3.75 the number of issues
I won’t receive but paid for and send
my refund check to:
________________________________
________________________________
________________________________
______________________________

❑ Multiply the number of issues I paid
for but won’t receive _____ by $7.50
to yield $_________. I want to use
that amount as a credit to pay for the
following Cascadia books, U.S. Me-
dia Mail shipping free (see complete
list www.CascadiaPublishing
House.com/backlist.htm)
________________________________
________________________________
________________________________
_____________________
Please send my books to:
________________________________
________________________________
________________________________
______________________________

Thanks again for being part of the
DreamSeeker Magazine journey. I’ll
hope to continue to visit with you on-
line. Happy shoot growing! 

P.S. This issue ran weeks later than
expected. One sad reason was the
death of my mother, which I write
about in my column at the end of this
issue, was followed by  my father
Aaron’s declining health. DSM went
often on hold as we moved him to
comfort care in late December and fi-
nally grieved his passing on January 3,
2011 even as at a January 7 service we
also elebrated his life, which I’ll say
more about in months to come.

—Michael A. King
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Parent Tune-Up

Brenda Hartman-Souder

The Casio digital keyboard—the one we bought in
the States and paid extra shipping to fly to Nigeria—
sits silent in our living room.But a tune of sadness
mixed with tender understanding plays in my parent-
ing heart when I glance to see it hidden under its
handwoven-cloth shroud.

Since returning from a two-month home leave last
summer, when their lessons necessarily ended, neither
of my kids has once uncovered and plugged in the key-
board to sit down and put their hands to the keys.
Since I have resigned from my position as The Moti-
vating Force, they currently possess no interest in pi-
ano playing.

Even I, a mediocre pianist, am reluctant to play
these days. The sound of music filling the room re-
minds me how I’ve failed to get the kids to enjoy this
instrument and more, how in wishing keyboard com-
petence for them, I neglected the finer points of par-
enting.

Early in my mothering journey, I was convinced
that understanding basic theory and how to read mu-
sic are practical and useful skills, ones that few people
regret learning. They promote the ability to sing or
play an instrument, even just for enjoyment, through-
out life. And although not rigorous, research to prove

Outside the doors, he sank into a chair, wordless, dry-faced.
We waited, not long.
The doctor came to bring the news we knew he would.
He kept it brief, matter-of-fact.
He left.
Forrest—that was his name—glared at me, then roared.
“Why in hell did they—did you—make me leave?
I wanted to be there. I failed her.”

He did not ask for prayer.
I thanked God for that.

—Ken Gibble, retired Church of the Brethren pastor, is a Lancaster County native
who gardens, teaches, and writes in Greencastle, Pennsylvania. You can visit his po-
etry blog at kenslines.blogspot.com.
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my point included conversations
with many people who stated they
wished their parents had “made”
them take music lessons as a kid. I was
confident that piano lessons would be
one of those things that,
with an occasional little
positive push, my chil-
dren would eventually
pick up and run with.

Ha.
When Val was six, we

signed her up for an in-
novative group music
program that blended in-
struction in keyboard,
rhythm instruments,
and parental involvement. We
bought an old, petite piano from a
music-teaching friend we respected,
who advised us back then, “Don’t let
her quit taking lessons until she grad-
uates from high school!”

Her dad was able to take off work
early and provide the necessary
parental accompaniment. A child-
hood without music lessons—he was
too busy exploring the woods with his
dog or building something with the
neighbor boy—led him to find learn-
ing alongside Val novel and enjoyable.
For two years, music lessons and prac-
tice included daddy and were fun!

When we moved to Nigeria, Val
continued learning with Carolyn, a
gentle and caring missionary mom.
Greg started lessons with Carolyn
too, and they went along well enough.
Neither of our kids rushed to the pi-
ano after school to work on their
scales and simple tunes, but with
prodding they practiced enough to
keep improving. After a while, Car-

olyn reported that Val’s playing skills
were outstripping her teaching skills
and that maybe we should look for a
more advanced teacher.

We found Mr. Thomas who came
to our house once a week for
lessons and enthusiastically
focused the kids on theory,
finger strengthening exer-
cises and technique. He
pushed and encouraged
them. He told us that in or-
der for kids to excel they
should practice an hour a
day. Val and Greg responded
to that with raised-eyebrow
disbelief. We settled on half

of that amount of time.
While over the course of a school

year, they both improved and played
pieces of growing complexity and
challenge and even occasionally re-
ported “liking” lessons, their grum-
bling was the melody line I heard the
clearest. They put off practicing until
forced by threats from yours truly.
And when they finally sat at the pi-
ano, their exercises were punctuated
by irritatingly frequent 180-degree
turns on the stool to look at the
kitchen clock and estimate how many
minutes were left in this excruciating
activity I’d pushed them into.

Then we visited the USA for several
months this summer, so the piano
lessons ended. But my lessons as a par-
ent did not.

First, our family hung out with
some with musical friends who have
musical children. When eight-year-
old Tim sat down at the keys, we lis-
tened in astonishment. When

6 /   W I N T E R  2 0 1 1

18-year-old Philippe improvised a
jazz jam at his high school graduation
party, we sat in awe. Clearly, these kids
loved piano music and desired to excel
. . . while our kids did not.

Next we ran into that old music
teacher friend who had sold us our pi-
ano years ago. He rushed across the
grocery store parking lot to greet us
and then, without prompting, in the
course of our brief conversation, vol-
unteered new advice. It was some-
thing like this.

“I no longer push kids to keep tak-
ing lessons if they complain,” he said.
“Now I tell parents to let them quit.
Maybe they’ll come back in a year or
two and be really ready to play; then
the motivation will be theirs.”

My own childhood bears such
wisdom out—how could I have for-
gotten? I’d dropped piano lessons,
miserable and frustrated when the pi-
ano teacher unfavorably compared
my skills to those of my sister, five
years my elder and a natural musician.
Awhile later I asked to restart, albeit
with a different teacher. My parents
wisely concurred, and I was a piano
student for nine more years.

The real problem, however, is my
anxiety that my children, living in
Nigeria for almost six years, will be
seen as odd and not quite up to snuff
when they return to the States. Kids
there seem programmed pretty much
full-time to participate in a whole
smorgasbord of after-school activi-
ties. Val and Greg attend a fine inter-
national school, but extracurricular
offerings are limited. How will my
kids fare when most of their child-
hood was spent simply being kids?

With a silent piano, however, I am
beginning to understand that my
children are perfectly capable of
singing their own songs. Other music
fills our home.

Valerie thrives on the challenge of
school and never needs to be nagged
to complete homework. She reads at
night, and listens to music or books
on her iPod while washing the supper
dishes, crocheting, or weaving friend-
ship bracelets. She’s mastered crepes
and French toast. She nurtures a small
circle of friends and loves the ability to
travel with us and live in another
country. And she’s chosen to play clar-
inet in the middle school band; the
skill came easily because of those pi-
ano lessons. Val practices exactly 20
minutes a day, the magic number
needed to earn an A.

Greg draws, reads voraciously,
and is constantly curious about things
like animation, video photography,
how things work, building stuff from
household objects, and what it’s like
to be famous, like the president of the
United States. We have the first draft
of his inaugural speech in hand, along
with numerous action-packed stories.
He runs though our compound with
Nigerian age-mates finding fun with-
out toys. When the mood strikes and
dry season arrives, he takes a basket-
ball to the cracked court and shoots
the ball through the rusty hoop over
and over again.

Isn’t this music enough?
Twice a year, their school holds a

recital for all piano students taking
lessons from various community and
mission teachers. Proud parents fill

Their grumbling
was the melody
line I heard the
clearest. They

put off practicing
until forced by
threats from
yours truly.
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Windowless Rooms

Stephen Mitchell

I rarely enter the teacher workroom at my school. It
is small, windowless, and white, lit by four-foot fluo-
rescent bulbs that cast a pale, cold light. In the wintry
chill I am never at ease. Recently though, I went in to
make photo copies. On the counter lay an evangelical
magazine open to an article that read “Shattered to
Share.” Scanning just a few lines confirmed my suspi-
cions. The author was trying to answer that age-old
question: why do the innocent suffer?

His story was tame. A hooligan had thrown a rock
through his windshield. He called a glazier, had the
window repaired, and told the man about Jesus. Then
he had an epiphany! This was the reason God had al-
lowed his window to be broken: So he could tell an-
other soul about Jesus!

Then he had another epiphany: Here too was the
reason for so much of the suffering in this world. In
essence, if not in word, he declared that God kills the
children of his followers, strikes wives and husbands
with cancer, destroys cities in earthquakes, and wreaks
general havoc with human lives so that believers can
tell non-believers about Jesus. That’s it—that’s the
meaning of suffering.

I do not accept this answer. It is too easy and feels
like the gates of a prison shutting me in. How do I es-

the front rows with cameras poised,
the young performers are jittery in
their seats, and clapping after each
piece is boisterous and prolonged.

We won’t be at the recitals this
year, and I can’t help but wonder how
many children love piano or merely
play out of dutiful love for parents
who need them to play. Because I’ve
been there. And part of me would still
like to be there.

But we will attend the middle
school band program to hear Val and
eat her crepes with relish. And we’ll
continue to read Greg’s new stories

and mount his intricate drawings on
the fridge and office walls.

Stay tuned. . . .

—Brenda Hartman-Souder, Jos, Nige-
ria, serves as co-representative of
Mennonite Central Committee
Nigeria and, along with spouse
Mark, as parent of Valerie and Greg.
This is her first entry as a regular
writer of her new DreamSeeker
Magazine column, “Five Hours
East,” which refers to the time zone
difference between the eastern U.S.
and Nigeria.

Baneful Blessing

On Saturdays in summer
my father worked at the feed
mill till twelve. At the noon
meal (we called it dinner)
he would sometimes graft
onto his usual table grace
a phrase I learned to dread,
a red flag warning that 
the rest of my day would
not be spent playing baseball.

I believed then and believe
still he was addressing 
me more than God or at
least it was fifty-fifty:

“ . . . and Lord we thank Thee
for the privilege of working.”

—Ken Gibble



So the Christian joins the rebel to
protest injustice and the false consola-
tions that claim to know why we suf-
fer. Ivan’s protest is all the more
powerful because he does not dally in
the realm of the inconvenient—the
realm of shattered car win-
dows—but goes to the
heart of the real question:
the gratuitous suffering of
children—murder, abuse,
torture.

Did God allow the
Russian nobleman in Dos-
toevsky’s story to set his
dogs upon an eight-year
old boy so that the boy
could later testify to the
love of Jesus? The boy died. Did he do
it so the mother could—the mother
who was forced to watch?

Do we dare to answer? A yes would
be arrogant and ridiculous; a no
would land us back into the realm of
meaningless suffering, that horror
from which we hide—often, accord-
ing to Camus, behind shoddy rea-
sons.

“A world that can be explained
even with bad reasons is a familiar
world. But, on the other hand, in a
universe suddenly divested of illu-
sions and lights, man feels an alien, a
stranger” (Albert Camus, The Myth of
Sisyphus and Other Essays, Vintage In-
ternational, 1983, 6).

Is this the reason we explain suf-
fering? Because meaningless evil is too
haunting?

If so, are we speaking as Christians
when we insist that God has good rea-
sons for suffering? Or have we dis-
guised as piety what are constructions

of our human wills—windowless
rooms erected to hide the horror of
evil? Is the Christian hope founded
upon the promise of a good explana-
tion for suffering as if we will exclaim
“Oh, that’s why my daughter was

raped! Good thinking,
God!”? 

Isn’t the Christian
hope founded, instead, on
the promise that suffering
will be abolished, that its
absurdity will be resolved
not into a meaningful
plan but by banishment
when God shall wipe away
all tears from our eyes?

Camus, rejecting rea-
son, turns to will to cope with the
darkness of this world. From now on
humans must create their own mean-
ing, pushing their unbearable rocks
up the mountain: “Sisyphus teaches
the higher fidelity that negates gods
and raises rocks. He too concludes that
all is well [emphasis mine]. . . . The
struggle itself toward the heights is
enough to fill a man’s heart. One must
imagine Sisyphus happy” (123).

Like Sisyphus, the author of
“Shattered to Share” concludes that
all is well. Admitting that Christians
live by hope, he claims, nonetheless,
to discern the reason for what hap-
pened to him and claims his explana-
tion as part of his faith. One must
imagine him happy.

But it isn’t faith and it isn’t happy.
To grasp after some reason, to

bring some measure of understanding
to an experience of horror is to foray
into the unknown. They are our best
efforts to make our own meaning. But
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cape or resist suffering that happens
for a good reason? Am I really to con-
clude that between the inconvenience
of a shattered windshield and the
wracking death of a cancer victim
there is an unbroken continuum with
differences only of degree? Or is there
not a world—perhaps a nasty one—
lying between broken glass and bro-
ken bodies, between shattered
windows and shattered lives or crip-
pled psyches?

The author of “Shattered to
Share” didn’t think so. Nor is he
alone. In a recent chapel service at my
Christian high school, a visiting min-
ister told the students that God brings
them suffering for one of two reasons.

(1)To teach them patience.
(2)To prepare them to help an-

other through suffering.
I thought of the two girls in the

audience whose mothers had died of
cancer that year. I thought of my
mother-in-law whose life was ebbing
away as cancerous growths attacked
breast, bone, brain, lungs, and liver. I
wondered how anyone could ask
these women to love a God who
would act like this. Wouldn’t it make
more sense—given the power we typ-
ically ascribed to him—for God to
stop the suffering rather than add to
it?

Yet this pastor was in fine com-
pany. We can go back at least as far as
the book of Job to find pious explana-
tions. Job’s friends come to help him,
to comfort him, to endure his trial
with him. But they end up blaming
him for his suffering. Well-intended
though they are, each claims a wis-
dom no one really possesses—the

wisdom to explain this world’s in-
scrutable ways.

Answering the question is tempt-
ing though. Even the great theolo-
gians have braved it. In The City of
God, St. Augustine declares that the
Christian women raped by barbarian
invaders were allowed to suffer be-
cause they were too proud of their
own virginity. God—in his gracious-
ness—was humbling them. 

Theologians as fine as Augustine
make me uneasy. I wonder if his ge-
nius perceives something I’ve missed.
But though he troubles me, I insist
that on this occasion he has not spo-
ken well of God.

Some 1500 years later, Dosto-
evsky resisted similar consolations.
The character speaking is Ivan who
refuses to accept that suffering in this
world serves some purpose. If it does,
that purpose is cruel—just as cruel as
any purpose for which I might choose
to make another suffer. Both Ivan
(who rejects God) and Alyosha (who
embraces him) know this.

“Imagine,” says Ivan, 

“that you are creating a fabric
of human destiny with the ob-
ject of making men happy in
the end, giving them peace
and rest at last, but that it was
essential and inevitable to tor-
ture to death only one [inno-
cent human] . . . would you
consent to be the architect on
those conditions? . . . “No, I
wouldn’t consent,” said
Alyosha softly.” (The Brothers
Karamazov, Barnes and Noble
Classics, 2004, 227)
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When we insist
that God has

good reasons for
suffering . . .
have we dis-

guised as piety
what are con-

structions of our
human wills. . . ?
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You Will Be 
My Witnesses

James C. Longacre

In an ordinary week, with how many persons do
you speak? We might start with counting the check-
out persons at Henning’s Market, the neighbors next
door, the colleagues at work. Would it be fifty? One
hundred? Several hundred?

What is our testimony, our witness in our daily in-
teractions with the many persons we engage in our
weekly routines?

Witness, evangelism—the topic stirs up a variety
of thoughts, does it not? We know we ought to do it,
right? But we are afraid, do not know how, feel clumsy.

We have mixed feelings about those who give wit-
ness aggressively. The Jehovah’s Witnesses are not our
favorite visitors. We admire from a distance the dedi-
cation of the Mormons, but we are not sure we want to
copy their methods.

A number of you remember the days of door-to-
door tract distribution. Did you not generally go to
places out of your own community, go down the
streets and insert tracts in the doors, and move on—
hopefully before anyone came to the door?

reasons for suffering justify that suf-
fering. They imply that what hap-
pened was really okay. Ultimately,
they deny the evil of evil. Such reasons
are no great insult when they explain a
shattered window; they are cruel
when they try to explain a shattered
life.

Still, I’ve not suffered all that
much. The darkest time of my life was
the depression I lived with in college.
It followed on the heels of romantic
heartbreak. I thought I loved a girl
who was certain she did not love me.
Convinced that I would never re-
cover, I lurked about in an indignant
gloom for a year and a half, writing
wretched poetry and recording long,
introspective journal entries about
my meaningless life. I revived long
enough to fall in love with another girl
who was as firmly convinced as the
last that she did not love me. Though
all of this is quite common, I felt aban-
doned by the world and by God,
trapped in a universe that thwarted
my grasp after meaning.

During that time I got, in a man-
ner of speaking, very religious. I won-
dered why God allowed my hopes to
be dashed, why he kept me from the
girl I loved. I read the Psalms, Job, Ca-
mus, and Dostoevsky, looking for
some answer to the mystery of evil. I
asked God what he was trying to teach
me and assured myself that he had
some great plan for my life.

Really, though, none of this mat-
tered. Deep down, I wanted neither a
reason for my loneliness nor whatever
good might come of it. Rather, I
wanted it to end. The only thing close
to consolation was the hope that I

would someday be loved back. It is
Alyosha’s hope in the resurrection. It
is Job’s cry for a mediator who can take
hold of God and man.

Neither reason nor will can ac-
count for our lives. We need some-
thing more. No world whose
meaning rests wholly upon human
shoulders or whose purpose can be
fully and finally named has room
enough for the human soul. An exis-
tentialist like Camus could make his
own meaning—though he had to do
so without recourse to a cosmic rea-
son. And what he made was all the
meaning for which he could hope, a
windowless room lit by the pale weak
light of human will. 

But Christians cannot remain in
this or any other room, for the mean-
ing of our lives lies in the mouth of
God. That meaning remains open,
unspoken, and unfinished, while we
remain people of hope, not people of
reason or will.

Our world has been terribly shat-
tered. Though we sometimes love one
another despite its cracks, we are not
shattered in order to share. I will never
slap my forehead and exclaim over the
brilliance or beauty of a cosmic plan
that requires someone to drop bombs,
rape women, or abuse children. I hope
to see the end of these things and the
deep wounds they leave on our world
healed.

—Stephen Mitchell lives with his wife
and two children in Mount Holly,
North Carolina, where he reads, gar-
dens, teaches English, and tries (with
occasional success) not to darken
counsel by words without knowledge.



on certain days we might sing the
songs of lost love, disappointment,
and more, but most of the time our
song is that “This Is My Father’s
World.”

In our looking for beauty and
goodness, let us not overlook each
other. Amid some contin-
uing differences of opin-
ion here, some of us have
been a little too hard on
each other. We would do
well to delight a bit more
in each other’s goodness.

Second, in our actions
and words we give witness
to the faith through our sharing Jesus’
concerns. Our attention is consis-
tently turned toward the vulnerable,
the rejected, the neglected, those on
the lower rungs of the economic lad-
der, the underprivileged. We treat
with equal respect those whose names
are honored and those quite nameless.

Thus, the checkout persons at the
grocery store, the bank teller, the
cleaning women—frequently per-
sons of color still too often not ac-
corded full dignity in our culture—in
the hotels and motels are all seen as
persons of dignity and worth and are
treated as such. In our words of love,
acceptance, and care we give testi-
mony of God’s love and compassion.

Painted on the rock ledges along
highways from time to time we see
words placed there by someone who
obviously risked their safety to climb
there to paint. The letters are often
not even, the paint ran a bit. But the
words are striking: “Jesus Saves.”
Sometimes in earlier years I wondered
whether that was really the best way to

give witness to the faith. Would peo-
ple know what it meant? Would not
more information be necessary? Per-
haps so.

But we can fill out that brief mes-
sage in our testimony, our witness.
The message that we can offer gently

or boldly, directly or indi-
rectly, in lengthy conversa-
tion or over coffee, is that
Jesus saves us from paths in
life that simply go round
and round. Jesus saves us
from false gods. Jesus saves
us from false promises. Je-
sus saves us from fear. Jesus

calls us to visions bold and meaning-
ful.

Now a word on the “how to” of our
witness, the style of our testimony.

First, let us always recognize that
we are not the ones called upon to
convert others. We are to bear wit-
ness. It is the Spirit who calls.

So we do not give in to manipula-
tion. We do not impose our views. We
do not suggest that we are superior.
Earlier I quoted from 1 Peter the
Scripture that encourages us always to
be ready to give an accounting for the
hope that is in us. The text then adds
the words, “yet do it with gentleness
and reverence” (1 Pet. 3:16).

We are not called upon to argue
down another. We are not directed to
have the last word. We offer testi-
mony.

In our witness we most often lis-
ten before we speak. We listen with
Spirit-led ears and minds to hear what
is behind the observations, questions,
complaints, fears of others.
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Many of us have not been fully
comfortable with confrontational ap-
proaches such as “If you died tonight,
would you go to heaven or hell?”

Knowing what not to do, and how
not to witness, many or even perhaps
most of us, conclude that witness and
evangelism is not our gift. Some have
that gift, but it is not ours.

Another way to sidestep this issue
of witness is to suggest that we will let
our lives speak. It is good, of course,
for lives to do their own form of
speaking. But some words added to
the witness of our lives would be
much better.

The Scriptures do suggest that we are
all called to be witnesses. The great
commission given to the disciples
and, we believe, to us, is to—“Go . . .
and make disciples of all nations. . . .”
In John’s Gospel, these were the words
of Jesus to the disciples after his resur-
rection: “As the Father has sent me, so
I send you.” So to suggest that to wit-
ness is not our gift is to weasel out of
our calling.

Perhaps we view witness too much
as obligation. It is the good deed that
we have to do. It’s like as children tak-
ing cod liver oil—it tasted terrible,
but it was good for you, so you did it.

Did you notice the text read from
Acts 1? Does the text say, “You must be
my witnesses. . . ”? No, the text reports
that the Holy Spirit will come and
“you will be my witnesses. . . .” Wit-
ness is not obligation—rather, it is ex-
planation, it is testimony. Peter wrote
in his letter to the early congregation:
“Always be ready to make your de-
fense to anyone who demands from

you an accounting for the hope that is
in you. . . “ (1 Pet. 3:15b-16a).

Testimony is explanation of what
makes us tick, why we live the way we
do, how we explain our priorities,
what it is that gives us joy, and so
much more.

So then what do we say? To what
do we give witness? Drawing from the
text read, let me suggest several out of
many possible ways to witness.

The writer of Psalm 145 put it in
verse 6 like this: “The might of your
awesome deeds shall be proclaimed,
and I will declare your greatness.” We
give witness to the beauty and
grandeur all around us. We live with
what one writer calls an “abiding as-
tonishment.” Wonder, awe, adora-
tion characterize our lives and our
words. Worship is not simply a Sun-
day morning activity. Worship is a
weeklong disposition.

Quite a few years ago the New Testa-
ment scholar J. B. Phillips wrote a
book entitled Your God Is Too Small. It
seems to me that for many of our time
the world is too small. There is a kind
of thinness in people’s lives. So we give
testimony to the expansiveness of life,
the beauty of our world, the amazing
complexity of God’s creation.

With better telescopes and micro-
scopes, what do scientists see but
more complexity, additional beauty,
amazing symmetry and balance, and
so much more? So we give witness reg-
ularly and consistently to beauty, to
what is good, to the richness of life, to
the experiences and possibilities of
joy. Thankfulness, wonder, praise are
the demeanor of our lives. To be sure,
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An Alternative Point
of View
Reviews of All Governments Lie and of An
American in Persia

Daniel Hertzler

All Governments Lie: The Life and Times of Rebel Jour-
nalist I. F. Stone, by Myra MacPherson. Scribn-
ers, 2008.

An American in Persia: A Pilgrimage to Iran, by
Richard A. Kauffman. Cascadia Publishing
House, 2010.

How do we know what is going on? Some things we
see with our own eyes. On occasion these things are
such that we can hardly believe our eyes. At other
times we are informed by hearsay or gossip. We have
learned to be cautious about such reports although
there is a biblical reference which calls for taking seri-
ously “two or three witnesses” (Deut. 19: 15).

Then, of course, there are the professional news
purveyors: newspapers, radio, television, known col-
lectively as “the media.” They inform us about what is
going on throughout the world, generally focusing on
the more sensational occurrences. That something has
happened we seldom doubt, but we’re not always sure
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And we realize that not every occa-
sion, not every conversation is the ap-
propriate time for giving testimony.
We are quite sensitive to the ebb and
flow of people’s lives. What is on their
hearts and minds is what is of interest
to us. It is not that on a given day we
have a given number of persons to
whom we must witness.

Jesus did not invite himself to
lunch with every tax collector. But
when he saw Zachaeus up in a tree,
that provided the opportunity for
inviting himself to the house of
Zachaeus for lunch.

In our openness to the Spirit we
sense when to speak.

In our witness and testimony we
want to leave in people’s minds that
thought that lingers, the expression
that has encouraged and honored
them. Paul wrote in 2 Corinthians
that ”we are not peddlers of God’s
Word like so many, but in Christ we
speak as persons of sincerity, as per-
sons sent from God and standing in
his presence.” Earlier in the text Paul
used the memorable imagery that “we
are the aroma of Christ.”

Have you ever listened to the pro-
gram Car Talk on National Public Ra-
dio? You can call in your particular
problem with your car, and these two
humorous brothers seek to provide an
answer. 

Some years ago my brother Paul
was on the program with his problem.
It was actually a problem with my
truck and my stock trailer. It was my

problem, but my brother was on this
national program.

I’ll not go into the problem dis-
cussed. But the discussion went back
and forth between my brother and
these two gentlemen: ”What do you
haul in the trailer? How far do you
travel?” On and on.

When the conversation had
ended, and Paul was off the air, the
one brother said to the other, “You
know, that Paul seems like a nice guy.
He seems like the kind of guy you
would like to sit on the porch with
and smoke a cigar.”

At the conclusion of our witness,
the next day, or the next week, that
(maybe without the cigar!) is what we
hope for: that a person will say, “You
know, I would like to know more, to
be with that person again. Something
there looks inviting.”

We are the aroma of Christ. Now
that is a privilege.

— For forty years James C. Longacre,
Barto, Pennsylvania, has served the
Mennonite church in congrega-
tional, district, and national leader-
ship roles. His preaching has had a
prophetic edge and his church leader-
ship a visionary perspective. Cur-
rently Longacre farms and serves
congregations as visiting preacher
and teacher. This sermon, based on
Psalm 145:4-7; Luke 4:14-21; Acts
1:6-8  is drawn from his book, Like
Those Who Dream:Sermons for
Salford Mennonite Church and
Beyond (Cascadia, 2009). 



ter more than 15 years, the two sepa-
rated in conflict over Stone’s editorial
position regarding the finances of the
New York transit system. Stone was
always pushing his point of view so
there was tension between the jour-
nalist and the publisher from time to
time and when Stern published his
autobiography he did not mention
Stone (61).

During his years on Stern’s publi-
cations, Izzy had followed various po-
litical, social, and economic issues,
always coming out on the side of the
oppressed. Soon after leaving the Post,
Stone became employed by The Na-
tion and moved his family to Wash-
ington D.C.. In 1929 he had married
Esther Roisman. They were to have
three children and she became a stabi-
lizing factor for her husband who in
his professional life was always in-
volved in conflict.

Beginning in 1936, Stone editori-
alized against the FBI and so became a
subject for surveillance at least until
the death of J. Edgar Hoover in 1972.
“Stone kept the FBI busy throughout
the ’40s; he was now speaking to every
left-wing audience and writing for
not one, but two ‘subversive publica-
tions’” (194).

The second subversive publica-
tion was PM, which began in 1940.
This “was a tabloid that refused to
pander: there were no racing sheets,
no stockmarket reports, no pictures
of stripteasers being hauled off to jail”
(196). It “often scored in crusades that
mainstream, corporate-friendly
newspapers largely ignored. . . . PM
attacked segregation and lynchings
like no other newspaper catering to

white audiences” (197). It was to last
until 1948. 

After this Stone wrote for the
Daily Compass, which went under in
1952. So in 1953 he began his own
newsletter, the I. F. Stone’s Weekly.
“When Stone started the Weekly in
1953, Hoover was apoplectic, going
through tortured motions to sub-
scribe without Stone knowing. . . . An
FBI memo stated that ‘ extensive in-
vestigation has failed to establish any
espionage activity, on part of subject
and has established no C[ommunist]
P[arty] activity on his part’“ (290). 

Stone’s Weekly would last until
1971, nearly 20 years, and would
eventually become a profitable enter-
prise. Stone’s periodical publications
were a major source of contact with
the public, but he also would make
speeches and write books.

At one point Stone “summarized
what he was fighting for: civil liberty,
free speech, peace in the world, truth
in government, and a humane soci-
ety” (246). With such a broad plat-
form and an aggressive, personal style,
Stone was bound to face opposition.
In the ’40s he began to oppose the
Truman administration, whose “exec-
utive order, signed on March twenty-
first, 1947, went against all tenets of
the American Constitution, leading
to the persecution of thoughts, not
deeds” (247). 

He opposed the Korean War and
wrote a book, The Hidden History of
the Korean War, for which he had
trouble finding a publisher. But “His-
torians continue to cite Stone for cor-
rectly challenging the dominant view
of Western scholars that China joined
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about the significance of what is re-
ported.

I read daily and weekly newspa-
pers for local news, I read Newsweek
and follow NBC, a standard news
source. Yet Newsweek was recently
sold to a private party and NBC is
owned by an organiza-
tion which probably has
an ax to grind. Indeed
the Public Broadcasting
System, which is sup-
posed to be indepen-
dent, accepts support
from an oil company
and the military indus-
trial complex. 

I also read The Na-
tion and other alterna-
tive publications. The Nation claims
that “nobody owns The Nation” al-
though I have seen it carry cigarette
advertising on occasion. I also read
several newsletters including The
Washington Spectator, which records
news I seldom if ever find in the gen-
eral media.

All Governments Lie is a biography
of I. F. Stone described as a “Rebel
Journalist” who was not satisfied with
public statements but dug out facts
behind the statements which some-
times did not support them. This is a
“womb to tomb” biography begin-
ning with Stone’s birth to Jewish par-
ents in 1907 and continuing to his
death in 1989 at the age of 81.

At his birth he was named Isador
Feinstein, but at the age of 30 he
changed it to I. F. Stone, evidently in
an effort to get away from racial pro-
filing (115). Nevertheless throughout
the book he is frequently referred to as

“Izzy.” The development of the biog-
raphy is essentially chronological.
However, although the five parts are
chronological, within the parts are
topical chapters and we may need to
refer back to the part to see where we
are in Stone’s life.

Having once been an
editor, I was interested
in the publications
Stone worked for, but
this is evidently not the
author’s primary inter-
est. She is more con-
cerned about Stone as a
person and the develop-
ment of his thinking so
the publications serve
only as vehicles of ex-

pression.
With help from the index, which

is quite extensive, I was able to find a
record of publications he served dur-
ing his professional life. Actually, he
began independently. At the age of 14
he published his own newspaper, The
Progress, where he wrote, “To stay in
power has become the fundamental
purpose of the Democratic and Re-
publican parties. . . . Parties are no
longer the organ of a part of the peo-
ple, they have simply become heredi-
tary things like blue eyes and cancer”
(30). This is an example of the point
of view he was to represent through-
out his years as a journalist.

The Feinsteins lived in Camden,
New Jersey, and at 15 Izzy was hired
by L. David Stern, publisher of the
Camden Courier Post. After the
Courier Post he would work for Stern
on the Philadelphia Record and then
the New York Post. Finally, in 1939, af-

1 8 /   W I N T E R  2 0 1 1

All Governments Lie
is a biography of I. F.
Stone described as a
“Rebel Journalist”
who was not satis-

fied with public
statements but dug
out facts behind the

statements. . . .



one is studying the politics of that pe-
riod, these may not be of interest ex-
cept as samples of Stone’s style.
However, essays on the Democratic
and Republican parties illustrate
Stone’s contention that the parties are
too similar to be of much help
to the poor and downtrod-
den.

Another theme that
seems unfortunately timeless
is “The Need for Double Vi-
sion in the Middle East”
where Stone wrote, “So long
as a million Palestinians live
in homeless misery there will
be no peace for Israel, and
there should be no peace of mind for
world Jewry. This is a wrong we must
right” (437). The essay was written in
1969, but the stalemate continues.

The book Polemics and Prophecies
1969-1970 is filled with pungent
writing of this sort, but unless we are
studying issues of this period we will
find the biography more useful.

Richard A. Kauffman has gone to
Iran and has written a book. He spent
two weeks there as part of a Men-
nonite Central Committee study
group. MCC has been active in Iran
since an entry following an earth-
quake in 1990 (51). Based on word-
ing by one of his speech writers,
George W. Bush labeled Iran part of
an “axis of evil.” Kauffman found
most of the people he met there
friendly toward Americans and puz-
zled by Bush’s lumping them with
Iraq and North Korea, neither of
which is on Iran’s list of favorite coun-
tries.

Kauffman’s book is an “I was
there” presentation based on a two-
week experience, and we should not
expect comprehensive coverage, al-
though there is a three page list of
“Further Resources” at the end of the

book. So we assume that he
has informed himself about
the background issues in-
volved, although the book
is mainly a journalist’s ac-
count of people he met on a
two-week tour and what
they told him. 

His experiences in Iran
were mainly positive, al-
though they began nega-

tively when he and James Cooper had
trouble passing through immigra-
tion. Officials evidently perceived
that Cooper’s beard and conservative
dress along with Kauffman’s name
may have indicated that they were
Jewish. When it finally became clear
that they were not Jewish, they were
admitted.

In contrast to this chilly reception,
most Iranians they met were friendly
and “didn’t see any reason why Irani-
ans and Americans could not be
friends. But they sometimes asked us
difficult questions.” Some of them
“dared to ask why Americans hate Ira-
nians, or why Christians hate Mus-
lims” (34). A young woman said that
“‘Iran is a complex country. And so
are the people.’ Kauffman adds, “In-
deed the country is a complex place,
as complex as a Persian rug. It is also a
place of contradictions” (37). This is
in contrast to the one-note music we
generally hear about Iran from the
American media.
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the Korean War as part of a well-or-
dered monolithic plot to rule the
world” (269). 

In the meantime “The FBI, CIA,
the Army, the State Department, and
the U.S. Postal Service relentlessly
tracked Stone across the United States
and Europe” (287). Even after his
death, right wing columnist Robert
Novak charged that “Izzy Stone was a
lifelong Soviet apologist ‘who re-
ceived secret payments from the
Kremlin.’ Both were old and patent
lies, and Novak certainly had to know
this” (311).

In 1956 Stone visited Russia and
discontinued support of commu-
nism, which he had favored because
of his concern for justice to the down-
trodden, although he had never
joined the party. “He wrote a strongly
confessional column which cost the
financially strapped journalist four
hundred subscribers” (349). 

Stone weighed in on behalf of the
civil rights struggle. He supported
Muhammad Ali and Martin Luther
King Jr. in their opposition to the
Vietnam War. When Lyndon John-
son became president, Stone was in
favor of him until the escalation of the
Vietnam War. “Stone dedicated him-
self to an all-out crusade for peace, saw
Johnson as a duplicitous warmonger
and Humphrey as a fallen hero and
faithful lapdog to L. B. J.” (390).

Stone’s opposition to policies that
the mainstream media were reluctant
to oppose made him for a time a
pariah with other reporters. But even-
tually they began to recognize what
Victor Navasky has observed, that
“Izzy saw what others missed, even

though it was often in plain sight”
(446).

The book goes beyond Stone’s life
to comment on the role of the media
regarding the war in Iraq. It quotes
Daniel Ellsberg, who said, “Nobody
has learned anything from the Penta-
gon Papers, Vietnam, Izzy or any-
thing. . . . I am puzzled by the degree
of servility and compliance from the
press ‘“ (456).

And so I wonder what was accom-
plished by an iconoclast such as Stone.
Did anything change for the better? A
summary of Stone’s influence appears
in The Nation (Oct. 4, 2010). Stone is
included as No. 26 in a list of “The
Fifty Most Influential Progressives of
the Twentieth Century.” The list be-
gins with Socialist Eugene Debs and
ends with Michael Moore. Other
“worthies” include Eleanor Roo-
sevelt, Pete Seeger, and Martin Luther
King Jr. Of Stone it says that he “was
an investigative journalist whose per-
sistent research uncovered govern-
ment corruption and
wrongdoing. . . . He inspired genera-
tions of muckraking reporters” (17).

So he has had an ongoing influ-
ence. And I keep reading The Wash-
ington Spectator and other alternative
publications. They provide back-
ground information on subjects and
issues I never find covered by NBC.

After I had written this review I
came upon I. F. Stone’s Polemics and
Prophecies 1969-1970 (Little. Brown
and Company, 1970), a compilation
of his writing from this period. I
found a number of the essays re-
sponding to governmental obfusca-
tion during the Vietnam War. Unless
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News to Me

Renee Gehman

“Does anyone have any news to share? Lil-
ian?”

“Tomorrow’s my sister’s birthday.”
“Robert?”
“Yesterday I got a job in the Homework Room. I

got to sharpen all the pencils.”
“Briana?”
“Yesterday the dentist came to the Boys and Girls

Club and put a pasta on my teeth.”
“A pasta?”
“Yeah, a special pasta, and now my teeth are going

to be healthy for ten years.”

As others are reading their Inquirers, Posts, and Jour-
nals, I get the daily news sitting “crisscross-apple-
sauce” in a circle on the rug. Untainted by political
leanings or obligations to financial supporters, every
second grader may report on one item they deem
newsworthy. Here, in my opinion, are five minutes
well-spent, offering in various cases entertainment or
a chance to offer a clarification for a Spanish-speaking
student (“I think you meant paste, Briana”); but in all
cases a glimpse of the lives and values of seventeen chil-
dren.
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In a brief chapter (all the chapters
are brief ) Kauffman describes the
work of Mennonite Central Com-
mittee in Iran. It has worked through
the Iranian Red Crescent Society, and
a picture with the chapter shows a hy-
drotherapy machine bought from
France with money from MCC. 

The next chapter tells of pressures
the Iranians put on minority groups
such as Jews and Christians. Kauff-
man also observes here as he does
throughout the book, how the Ameri-
cans criticized their own government
but an Iranian professor they met
would not criticize his. Perhaps he felt
the need to be careful.

Chapter 13 reviews the sad story
of U.S. and Iranian history: how a
coup sponsored by the CIA in 1953
brought down a democratically
elected government and put the Shah
back in power. The question is how
many Americans remember or even
have heard about this unpleasant oc-
currence and how it contributed to
the taking of U.S. hostages by the Ira-
nians.

In an Afterword Kauffman re-

ports on contacts made since his trip.
“I’ve heard from several of my Iranian
contacts. They are quite anxious
about their future. They expressed
deep longing for peace. And they re-
quest our prayers as sons and daugh-
ters of our common spiritual ancestor,
Father Abraham” (109).

Kauffman is a senior editor on the
staff of The Christian Century. In the
issue of June 27, 2008, he published
an article, “Inside Iran” which covers
the gist of his book. This back issue of
the magazine is not available to most
of us and so the book serves as a useful
summary of current issues in Iran. 

Like The Washington Spectator, An
American in Persia does not try to
cover the big picture. But it includes a
series of little pictures which if taken
seriously could soften relations be-
tween our two countries. I believe I
will donate my copy to the Scottdale
library.

—Daniel Hertzler, Scottdale, Pennsyl-
vania, is an editor, writer, and chair
of the elders, Scottdale Mennonite
Church.
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When I was that age, I opened the
newspaper only as often as it featured
coloring or writing contests for kids.
It wasn’t until middle school that I re-
call a heightened sense of urgency to
follow the news. “Current events” was
the term used; “You’ve got to read ‘cur-
rent events’ articles!” was the clarion
call of the teachers. For science it was
five articles read and five responses
written each quarter. Gone as into a
black hole are the memories of the sci-
entific breakthroughs I read of; what
remains is that here is where I first re-
ally felt that the news—for whatever
reason—must be important.

In high school, appeals to students
to read or watch the news escalated.
Bonus questions on un-news-related
quizzes awarded extra points to those
who kept up with the week’s top news
stories in addition to homework and
studies. Teachers referred to news sto-
ries of the past and were mortified to
find we didn’t know about the Chal-
lenger and more. 

Feeling occasional pangs of guilt
on behalf of my uninformed genera-
tion, I dabbled in the evening news on
TV and tried reading the newspaper.
The bleakness on TV and blackness
on my fingers post-paper reading
were just a couple deterrents to any
anticipated success I hoped to garner
from these efforts.

Through high school, college, and
beyond, the pattern of feeling guilty
for not showing enough care for cur-
rent events and then trying to care and
then failing to keep up with news-
reading went on. 

At one point, in desperation to Do
the Right Thing, I registered to vote

and determined that I was going to
follow the presidential election cam-
paign and become a socially responsi-
ble citizen by being an informed
voter. I read articles, watched TV, re-
searched the validity of forwarded
emails, and let casual conversations
turn into debate with others on politi-
cal hot buttons. I felt genuinely pas-
sionate emotions towards injustice
and uninformed speakers-on-poli-
tics-who-really-only-parroted-one-
biased-newsource like I never had
before. 

But after I voted, I looked back on
my efforts and realized I still hated
politics and still didn’t really care to
know anything about any of it, mostly
because, as the book reviewed by
Daniel Hertzler in this issue states, all
governments lie, and I find that over-
whelming. A cringe accompanies this
confession, because I know many
would consider this outlook irrespon-
sible and perhaps rightly so.

I continue to wrestle with questions
of keeping up with news and current
events—should I try harder again?
Ought I to read a newspaper every day
(or at least every week)? Should I take
upon myself more social responsibil-
ity when it comes to news of injustice
around the world? What’s a realistic
amount of effort and care? Is it
enough, when there are people who
have trouble even finding clean
drinking water, that I mostly just con-
cern myself with the news of my stu-
dents, who have a water fountain in
the classroom and sometimes throw
away whole cartons of apple juice and
milk at lunch? 
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Are we called to “the news” on dif-
ferent levels? Some seem to be great
with politics, some with huge
issues like religious persecu-
tion or corrupt governments
or human trafficking. 

Some can remember who’s
who in national and global
politics. I recall an Australian
woman with a particularly strong
character who once voiced to me her
disgust at the fact that so few Ameri-
cans seemed able to name the prime
minister of Australia! I nodded and
listened empathetically, all the while
sending her telepathic extortions to
not ask me if I knew, and thank good-
ness she did not! 

(By the way, it was John Howard
at the time, and then Kevin Rudd,
and now Julia Gillard. I only know
any of that because I just searched the
Internet.) 

Right now (and this may change)
I’m feeling at peace with a smaller

scale of news—news from
the kids at my school who
qualify for free lunches or
who don’t know English very
well, or who go home to
babysitters every night be-
cause moms or dads work the

night shift, or who have easy, happy-
go-lucky lives. Crisscross-applesauce
on the rug in a circle. That is news to
me.

—Renee Gehman, Souderton, Pa., is
assistant editor, Dreamseeker Mag-
azine, and ESL teacher. She has en-
joyed the Dreamseeker Magazine
print version, which has never left
her with blackened fingers, and looks
forward to keeping up with the news
and reflections to be offered in
Dreamseeker online.

Are we
called to

“the news”
on different

levels? 



colony life, identifying themselves by
three leaders: Lehrerleut, Dariusleut,
and Schmiedeleut (Leut being simply
the German word for people). 

Most non-colony Hutterites went
Mennonite, while colony Hutterites
have continued to exist in their three
denominations, except for a split in
the 1990s that divided
the Schmiedeleut into
two groups, which our
authors call
Schmiedeleut One and
Schmiedeleut Two.
Schmiedeleut One con-
sists of those who
adopted some progres-
sive measures under the
influence of the Bruder-
hof community of the
eastern U.S., and Schmiedeleut Two
consists of those who resisted that in-
fluence.

Sociologist John Hostetler, along
with Trudy Huntington, wrote a
book on the Hutterites first published
back in 1967, so this book by Janzen
and Stanton is a welcome updating.
While several beginning chapters in
this study cover Hutterite history, the
later chapters describe the life and
faith of the about 500 colonies (and
counting) scattered across the north-
ern prairies. 

Hutterite birth rates remain high,
though they have dropped from
around ten children per family in
1954 to under five today, so that a
colony’s population may still double
in a generation, prompting the peri-
odic establishment of new colonies,
since “colonies rarely get larger than
150 to 160 people.”

“Most modern Hutterites are the
direct descendents of about 90 indi-
viduals,” say the authors, the result of
endogamy and few converts for hun-
dreds of years. That explains why 99
percent of Hutterites carry one of
only 14 names, chief among them
Entz, Glanzer, Gross, Hofer, Klein-

sasser, Mendel, Stahl,
Tschetter, Waldner, Wipf,
and Wollman. Despite
this endogamy the Hut-
terites gene pool remains
surprisingly healthy.

In the second two
thirds of their book
Janzen and Stanton de-
scribe Hutterite beliefs,
practices, traditions, and
institutions. Even as they

are remarkably open to technology,
colonies remain tradition-bound in
worship practices, sticking to a
rereading of old sermons from a fixed
canon of sermons from several cen-
turies ago. Schmiedeleut One is the
main group venturing to break out of
this tradition. Colonies have their
own schools on colony premises,
through which Hutterites become
bilingual, although their own dialect,
derived from the Tirol, remains their
everyday language.

The great majority of colonies stay
engaged in agriculture, although a
few have ventured into manufactur-
ing. Their efficiency and mass pro-
duction make them major players in
the agricultural economies of the
states and provinces where they live.
The relatively few colonies of Mon-
tana, for example, produce over 90
percent of that state’s hogs and 98 per-
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While several be-
ginning chapters in

this study cover
Hutterite history,
the later chapters
describe the life
and faith of the

about 500
colonies. . . .

An Alternative Point
of View
A Review of The Hutterites in North 
America

Marlin Jeschke

The Hutterites in North America, by Rod Janzen and
Max Stanton. The John Hopkins University
Press, 2010.

We get many books about the Amish, not many about
the Hutterites. Granted, the Amish community now
numbers close to a quarter million, the Hutterites
only close to 50,000. And it depends where you live.
Amish settlements are concentrated in Ohio, Penn-
sylvania, and Indiana. Three-quarters of Hutterite
colonies are in Alberta, Saskatchewan, Manitoba, and
British Columbia, with a third in North and South
Dakota, Montana, Minnesota, and Washington state.

Hutterites came to North America in 1874 from
Ukraine, the same time as the first wave of Mennon-
ites from Ukraine, where Mennonites had helped
them resettle after Hutterites had been persecuted in
the Balkans nearly to extinction. The first settlements
of Hutterites in America were all located in South
Dakota, where some homesteaded on individual
farms, like other pioneers, while others resumed



Words, Revisited

Nöel R. King

I did not realize how many words were scattered
around the house, unkempt and so long forgotten.

As I was sweeping under my bed, for instance, I
came across a dilapidated rendering of “supercalifrag-
ilisticexpealidocious” in a pile of gray dust under the
far corner.

“Oh my goodness!” I said. “Let’s get you out of
there and dusted off!”

It jangled and creaked as I hooked it with my
broom and dragged it across the floor and out from
under the bed.

I took it to the bathtub and gave it a good soaking,
after first asking it if it were indeed waterproof. It as-
sured me that it was and that a good bath was what it
wished for most, before eating a plate of fish and chips.

“Fish and chips?” I asked. “Really? You eat that
kind of stuff?”

Certainly, it told me, and dove back under the bath
water.

After that, I saw neglected and wounded words
wherever I went in my house. Oh, it was terrible! I
could not believe I had never before noticed the car-
nage. Unused words had been piling up in the corners
for years, it soon became apparent, and I had been
oblivious the whole time.
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cent of its eggs. Non-Hutterite farm-
ers cannot compete with Hutterite ef-
ficiency.

While technology may bring
Hutterites economic success, its most
recent developments also raise prob-
lems. Colonies have long used com-
puters to manage machines and to
keep track of budgets and agricultural
production. But computers have
opened the door to the Internet, ex-
posing young people to worldly influ-
ences, even immoral ones. 

This, our authors suggest, has en-
couraged defections. Hutterites have
a word for defectors, Weggeluffene, lit-
erally runaways, young people who
leave the colony for individual free-
dom. Some return, make confession,
and get reintegrated into colony life.
A surprising 15 percent leave perma-
nently, more of them young men than
young women, creating the problem
of whom the young women left on the
colonies can marry.

Hutterites have their critics. Many
evangelicals, including Mennonites,
question whether many of them are
genuine Christians or only commit-
ted to a traditional culture. Our au-
thors admit that for some of them
religion is a formality. Yet all Hut-
terites go to prayers every evening be-
fore supper, colony elders exercise
church discipline, and colony mem-
bers exhibit strong family life.

Given their distinctive dress, lan-
guage, and colony life, Hutterites re-
main conscious of their difference
from outsiders. At the same time most
colonies have non-Hutterite teachers
for their “English” school. They are

hospitable to visitors and relate com-
fortably to outsiders with whom they
do business, or neighbors with whom
they share common concerns. 

They are imperfect and seek to
cope with the same problems the rest
of us do. But they adhere tenaciously
to their heritage—the rejection of
military service, for example. Janzen
and Stanton note that there has not
been one murder among them in the
nearly 500 years of Hutterite history.
Moreover, they are the only known
group that has continued to success-
fully practice community of goods for
these nearly 500 years.

The fruit of many years of consci-
entious research, this book is a verita-
ble mine of information about all
aspects of Hutterite life. It is therefore
rewarding reading for anyone inter-
ested in these people.

Numbering nearly 50,000 today,
Hutterites have just passed their pre-
vious population peak during what
Leonard Gross called their “Golden
Years” in 1565–1578, following
which persecution decimated their
number. Our authors ask whether
they now face a new golden age. Some
Hutterite leaders are seeking to be-
come more missionary. Notwith-
standing the challenges of life in the
twenty-first century, Janzen and Stan-
ton remain confident that Hutterites
will thrive and be around for the fore-
seeable future.

—A widely published author, Marlin
Jeschke, Goshen, Indiana, is Profes-
sor Emeritus of Philosophy and Reli-
gion at Goshen College, where he
taught for 33 years.



more and more of them fleshed out
and flew or jumped or crawled down
the wall off the painting’s edge.

“We can be a painting ourselves!” I
heard one particularly bright phrase
exclaim as they went by. “We’ve done
a bunch of sentences; don’t you think
we can do a picture?”

“We can! We can!” was the rever-
berating response as they climbed up
the coffee table and began discussing
their newfound vision.

Finally, in the far corner of my
bedroom, I saw a very fat pile of unex-
pressed words, who had apparently
tried to escape out the bay window
over the years. Many of them, I saw,
had gotten stuck between the inside
window and outside screen as they
had tried uselessly to squeeze them-
selves through and on to some kind of
life—somewhere, anywhere.

“Who are you all?” I asked the
group, because it felt like the right
thing to do.

You have never heard such a clam-
oring, such a feverish pitch of expres-
sion, such a commotion and loudness
of noise, the second I asked.

It was a cacophony, and I saw that
word in the middle of the pile, break-
dancing amid all the singing, shout-
ing, laughing, and crying of the other
words.

“I am SO ANGRY!” I heard. “I’m
hungry—LOVE y—want to—wish I
cou—FEEL—think that—HA HA
HA!—it shoul—HURT—can’t be-
lieve yo—why don’t—whatever
made you—SORRY—I am—tir—
where it—OH! OH!”

“Okay, okay,” I said. “I get it. You
are dying to express yourselves. Go
ahead, go ahead, but I am going to
leave for a while and shut the door be-
hind me until you’ve gotten all of this
out of your systems.”

I literally had to put my hands
over my ears before I reached the door,
or my hearing might have been dam-
aged permanently. My ears were ring-
ing as it was.

“Good Lord!” I said to myself as I
went back to the bathtub and fished
out Super. 

“You good to go here?” I asked.
“Oh, you bet” cried Super. “I feel

SO SUPERCALIFRAGILISTIC-
EXPIALIDOCIOUS!”

“Back to your old self, I see,” I
said. “Marvelous!”

“Yes!” Super cried again. “She’s a
WONDERFUL friend of mine! Is
she here, too?”

“Probably,” I said. “I’ll send her up
if I find her.”

“I’m so happy!” Super laughed, as
he finished drying himself off and

went clink-
ing down the
hallway—he
had so many
joints to ma-
neuver
throughout
his body.

“Me too,”
I said to the
air in general,
as I sat down
on my couch

to write in my journal. Then I lightly
called to all four corners of my house:
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It was a cacoph-
ony, and I saw

that word in the
middle of the pile,

breakdancing
amid all the

singing, shouting,
laughing, and cry-

ing of the other
words.

Many of them had fallen out of
books that I had never finished, I dis-
covered, and there was an entire pile
under the kitchen
table from where I
had ceaselessly in-
terrupted my
friends while con-
versing on the tele-
phone. Many of
those words were
horribly mangled,
chopped in half,
torn, stepped on,
smushed. Oh, it
was awful—I
could barely speak when I realized the
extent of my betrayal to the English
language.

I found words stuffed between
and under the couch cushions, many
missing vowels and the dots to go over
their i’s. I found a bunch of those dots
piled in a corner, entangled in spider’s
webs and scuffed around the edges.
Out on the porch I saw a bird’s nest
composed largely of the crossbars that
make up f ’s and t’s.

“I am SO SORRY!” I cried to all of
them while standing in the middle of
the living room, a useless “a” dangling
from my hand (it had gotten caught in
the ceiling fan and was worn and
white from all those countless revolu-
tions).

I heard some halfhearted replies,
groans, and whimpers from around
the house. A few baby words came
crawling over to hang onto my feet
and play with my bare toes.

I bent down to pick them up. “You
are so adorable!” I laughed through

my tears. “I cannot bear how cute you
are!”

They tittered and giggled, chang-
ing shapes and colors as they
did.

I set them down and
walked over to where I saw a
large grouping of dried-out
words draped over the top of
the large painting of The Last
Supper that was hanging on
my living room wall.

“What’s going on over
here?” I asked them as I drew
next to the painting. “Why
did you end up here?”

“Picture’s worth a thousand
words,” gasped one of the longest
words. “Hear it all the time. Kills us!
So much less . . . less . . . Why??”

His words ended in a wail, and he
began weeping, the tears rolling down
over the painting, right over Jesus’
face.

“Oh, honey,” I said. “They never
meant that you were worth any less
than a painting! The truth is that a pic-
ture is worth a thousand words be-
cause there are millions and millions
of words that make up every painting.
That’s what color and paint are made
of, didn’t you know?”

The tears slowly stopped as I con-
tinued to stand there, and I heard a
creaking and crackling as more and
more of the other words atop the
painting tried to sit up or move.

“Is that true? Is she right? Can it
be? Can we trust her?” I heard many
rustlings and whisperings back and
forth, and I saw that several seemed to
be gaining some lifeblood back.
Flashes of color started appearing as

Many of those words
were horribly man-
gled, chopped in

half, torn, stepped
on, smushed. Oh, it
was awful—I could
barely speak when I
realized the extent of

my betrayal to the
English language.
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When the Call Comes

When the call comes
you will hear yourself say
what people say at such times:

“her suffering is over now”
“he always said he wanted to go with his boots on”
“she lived a good life”

and part of you,
most of you, 
believes it.

But the rest of you
wants to carry
protest signs
around God’s headquarters
and chant slogans
of indignation
and rage.

—Ken Gibble

“Come join me now, all who wish to
help me tell the story of this day and
how I rediscovered all of you.”

As I had guessed would happen, I
was mobbed right and left with
words, phrases, and even completely
formed sentences. I thought I might
have seen an actual paragraph in
there, too, but I was probably just
fooling myself.

—As circumstances warrant, through
her Turquoise Pen column Noël R.
King, Scottsville, Virginia, reports on
strange and wonderful or worrisome
things, including ignored words dy-
ing to express themselves.
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But when my mother died I felt
again the importance of this issue.
How would we celebrate my mom
without crafting a fantasy instead of
telling the truth about her?

My mother was in her way a giant.
She gave me many of my
life’s resources and gifts. I
can’t imagine having be-
come writer, pastor, dean,
ever fascinated with God,
theology, and the mean-
ing of life had it not been
for the endless hours I
spent as a teenager hang-
ing over the counter while
she cooked.

I was always full of questions
about everything, including whether
there was really a God and whether
the Bible was really true. So on and on
I’d go, pushing my skeptic’s agenda
while she defended (often amazingly
well) the faith. And sometimes hinted
that she found my questions a tad in-
triguing herself. To her final days,
when introducing me to people she’d
report one of her favorite things about
us: We were really good arguers!
When she was dying I told her I
couldn’t have been a dean without her
sharpening my mind. She couldn’t
talk any more. But she smiled.

In her final months, precisely the
wild spirit that made her a wonderful
intellectual sparring partner turned
things difficult for her and many, in-
cluding the staff at her retirement
community. Parkinson’s stole her
peace of mind and mobility. After she
died I looked for ways to thank staff
for hanging in—and was blessed by
Valda Weider Garber, head nurse

overseeing the staff. She phoned to of-
fer words of healing. She told me
those final weeks had reminded her of
“Better than a Hallelujah?” a song by
Sara Hart and Chapin Hartford re-
cently made popular by Amy Grant’s

cover. Particularly she was
reminded of the line,
“Beautiful the mess we are.”
The line went straight into
my bruised heart. When I e-
mailed Valda to thank her,
she sent me back this para-
graph:

I sang that song in
church. . . . Faces were

somber, some relieved. I men-
tioned before singing the song
that we, as Brethren by de-
nomination and Christian by
belief, have long suffered in si-
lence when life happens, not
wanting to question God’s
almighty will or ability to
know what is best for us. Ques-
tioning “why” somehow is
equated with non-belief, or at
minimum, questioning the
will of God. However, in my
own life experience, I have
learned that God wants me to
question, to cry, to ask why,
and through that process, re-
ceive his grace and ultimately
his blessing. The Bible is full of
individuals who were messes
(David, Saul who became
Paul, the woman at the well);
individuals whom God used
despite their messy lives. We
are all messes in some way. We
fail miserably. But God still
sees us as beautiful.

How would we
celebrate my
mom without
crafting a fan-
tasy instead of
telling the truth

about her?

KINGSVIEW

Authenticity, 
Transformed 
Shadows, and Betty
D. King

Michael A. King

I ’ve arrived at that stage each generation finally
reaches of beginning to lose the preceding generation.
Increasingly I attend funerals of my friends’ loved
ones. Last time  the service was for my own mother.
After several funerals of my friends’ loved ones I
learned how traumatized my friends had been by the
gap between the glowing eulogies and the real-life
shadows of the departed ones. This has me wrestling
again with a reality that has troubled me since boy-
hood: The way we talk about the Christian walk is of-
ten fiction.

Maybe my family and I are just messier than the
norm. Maybe everyone else is bewilderedly whisper-
ing, “Say what?” to my strange take on public affirma-
tions of how wonderfully the Lord guides and blesses.
Maybe your family doesn’t have hidden shadows. I do
suspect there are those for whom the rift is narrower,
and I don’t want to minimize or undercut for them
their blessings.

34



37

3 6 /   W I N T E R  2 0 1 1

Callie

Meek was how I would have described
her if anybody had asked.
No one had or was likely to.

Others, like me, thought she needed
protecting which was why one of them
had told me the man she was seeing

was bad news. “I think you need
to step in, pastor.” So I did,
called him in, told him what I had

heard, said I’d like to hear his side
of the story. The next day she
phoned, said we needed to talk.

She came to my study. She got, 
as they say, in my face. “Do you think
I can’t decide for myself who

to marry? Who put you in charge of my 
life?” That was for openers. Meek, I decided, 
was a word best applied to someone 

else.

Amid that interchange, I was get-
ting ready to give a committee meet-
ing devotional and a summary of my
vision as new dean of Eastern Men-
nonite Seminary. One thing I’d been
doing as dean was developing areas of
emphasis for me to keep in view while
leading EMS. It hit me that there was
an area I hadn’t thought to add to my
EMS themes but have long been pas-
sionate about; I’ve called it “trans-
forming the shadows” and describe it
as—

fostering through the content
of studies, and the spirit within
which seminary life unfolds, a
fierce love for the church that is
able to celebrate that the
church is the real body of
Christ and also is ever shad-
owed by failures and fallibili-
ties; shadows named rather
than suppressed can become,
through the saving grace of
God in Christ, sources of
transformation grounded in
authenticity rather than unac-
knowledged subversion of
stated values and commit-
ments (Luke 7:36-50).

When at the end of the week we

held the memorial service for my
mother, this guided my thinking
about what to say in my tribute to her.
And though I hadn’t shared it with
other family members, they too
seemed to be operating from their ver-
sion of it. Together we found ways to
tell the truth about my mom, about
how her wild self could be both a chal-
lenge and a wonder, about how she
helped us grasp that though none of us
are saints, through the grace of God in
Christ the messes we are can be made
beautiful.

So I dedicate my “transforming
the shadows” theme to my mother,
Betty Detweiler King, who helped me
both to see the shadows and to trust
that God can transform them into
gifts of beauty.

—Michael A. King, Telford, Pennsylva-
nia, and Harrisonburg, Virginia, is
Dean, Eastern Mennonite Seminary;
and publisher, Cascadia Publishing
House LLC. This column first ap-
peared on the Eastern Mennonite
Seminary blog at
http://emu.edu/blog/work-and-
hope/2010/10/21/authenticity-
transformed-shadows-and-betty-d-k
ing/
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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 J. Birky, Professor of 

English Emeritus, Goshen College

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

Copublished  with Herald Press.

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.” —J. Nelson Kraybill, President, 
Associated Mennonite Biblical Seminary

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

Copublished  with Herald Press.
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New from Cascadia Publishing House

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

Katie Funk Wiebe

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

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

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

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

Copublished  with Herald Press.

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

Ed. Harold Heie and Michael A. King. 

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

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

challenging issues we face.”
—Loren Swartzendruber

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

Copublished  with Herald Press.
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New from Cascadia Publishing House

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

Lee Snyder

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

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

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

Fetzer Institute

5.5 x 8.5” trade paper 
204 p; $14.95

A Mennonite Woman:
Exploring Spiritual Life and Identity

Dawn Ruth Nelson

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

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

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

Biblical Seminary

5.5 x 8.5” trade paper 
184 p; $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

New from DreamSeeker Books



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

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

Seeking to value soul as much as sales

New from Cascadia Publishing House

Miracle Temple
poems by Esther Yoder Stenson

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

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

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

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

5.5 x 8.5” trade paper 
120 p; $12.95

Copublished  with Herald Press.

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

Martin W. Lehman

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

Lehman narrates the Amish and Mennonite
presence in the Southeast in this first of two 
volumes” —John E. Sharp, Author, A School

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

6 x 9” trade paper 
300 p; $23.95

Copublished with Herald Press.
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Diary of a Kidnapped Colombian Governor:
A Journey Toward Nonviolent Transformation

Guillermo Gaviria Correa
“Governor Gaviria’s writings reveal a brave

and deeply spiritual man, whose compas-
sionate heart and fine mind were not cor-

rupted by suffering but deepened to an all-
encompassing unconditional love of every-

one, including his captors.” —Nobel Peace
Prize winner Mairead Maguire

6 x 9” trade paper 
280 p, $17.95 US/Can. 

An American in Persia: A Pilgrimage to Iran
Richard A. Kauffman

“Americans aren’t supposed to talk to
Iranians. Thank God Richard Kauffman is a

Mennonite, and thus open to God turning
enemies into friends. This book had me
transfixed—and deepened the mystery 
of the meaning of words like American,

Iranian, and ultimately, Christian.”
—Jason Byassee

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

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

European Mennonite Voluntary Service:
Youth Idealism in Post-World War II 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.

Copublished  with Herald Press.
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New from Cascadia Publishing House

Storage Issues: Collected Poems, 1988-2008
Suzanne Kay Williams

“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
Critics Circle award
5.5 x 8.5” trade paper 

108 p, $15.95 US/Can.

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 

300 p, $23.95 US/Can.
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Revisions Needed

I think that I shall never see
A poem lovely as a banana cream pie.

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood
and I took the one to the left.

To be or not to be?
That is a question requiring careful deliberation. I suggest an

ad hoc committee be appointed and that it report its
finding at our next meeting.

I wandered lonely as a hobo.

Listen, my children, and you shall hear
Of the midnight ride I took last year . . .
Or was it the year before that?

A thing of beauty Is a joy. 
That’s for sure.

Little Boy Blue, come blow your horn,
Or clap your hands.
Or whatever.

Mares eat oats
and doe eat oats
and little lambs eat grass.

Amazing grace, it sure sounds sweet.
In fact, you know, it can’t be beat.

—Ken Gibble


