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Would Jesus Recognize the Church
Today?
Ben Tapper

Culture is an amorphous word that means different
things to different people. I prefer to think of culture as
“the attitudes or behavioral characteristics of a particular
social group.” (Thank you, Google.) As a result, we can
look at inclusion as a function of culture. Some cultures
appreciate diverse perspectives and others consistently
practice hospitality towards strangers. For four years I’ve
seen the people at First Mennonite welcome others with
open doors, open hearts and open arms. As a stranger to
the Mennonite faith and culture myself, I’ve experienced
this hospitality first-hand on numerous occasions.
However, I wonder if it is enough to invite others into
our sanctuary. At what point should we be transformed
by those we welcome in? Practicing radical inclusion
means more than bringing those who are different into
our spaces. It means keeping ourselves open so that we
too can be transformed once our space also becomes
their space. It is this transformation that is evidenced in
the story of Jesus and the Canaanite woman in Matthew
15:21-28:
Leaving that place, Jesus withdrew to the region of Tyre and
Sidon. A Canaanite woman from that vicinity came to Him,
crying out, “Lord, Son of David, have mercy on me! My
daughter is suffering terribly from demon-possession.” Jesus
did not answer a word. So his disciples came to Him and urged
Him, “Send her away, for she keeps crying out after us.” He
answered, “I was only sent to the lost sheep of Israel.”
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Would Jesus recognize the church today? It is an unusual
question, but if our community is truly modeled after the
life and teachings of Jesus of Nazareth, it is a vital
question. Jesus was a first-century Jewish teacher who
likely had no intention of creating a new religion. He
envisioned his followers would continue to live out their
faith within the contexts of the Jewish community by
practicing radical inclusion and challenging systems of
institutional power. As I sit in church each Sunday, I
wonder if our membership requirements, culture and
denominational institutional structures are antithetical to
the realm of God that Jesus envisioned.

Carol Mullet

The woman came and knelt before Him. “Lord, help me!” she
said. He replied, “It is not right to take the children’s bread
and toss it to their dogs.” “Yes, Lord,” she said, “but even the
dogs eat the crumbs that fall from their master’s table.”
Then Jesus answered, “Woman, you have great faith! Your
request is granted.” And her daughter was healed from that
very hour.
There are many things one could highlight in this story,
including the seemingly xenophobic or sexist response of
Jesus; however, what I wish to focus on is the fact that
Jesus was changed. Despite whatever prejudices he may
have had, regardless of what he thought the scope of his
Continued on page 10
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Editor’s Note
What would your superpower be, if you had one? We
asked some of our youth that question for this issue and
I’ve been mulling that over for myself, too. I finally
decided that my superpower would be to sincerely talk
with anyone about anything, and not only have my
words be received as intended but be able to hear their
words in that same pure, unfiltered way as well. No
loaded dialogue, no skirting around issues, just honest
listening, contemplation, respect for the other person’s
words.
Talking seems really hard to do right now. Collectively,
we have code words to signal to each other where we
stand on an issue, and we refrain from conversations
that could veer into disagreement. Yet we don’t hesitate
to angrily post comments on social media that only
seem to serve to further entrench us on our respective
sides.
I’ve been participating in a learning group focused on
understanding whiteness and undoing racism. The
articles and videos to prepare for each meeting are
thought-provoking; our discussions have been
challenging, uncomfortable, necessary. It’s helped me
see just how thick my blinders have been. My blinders
haven’t fallen off but I’m aware that they are there now.
In Why Are All the Black Kids Sitting Together in the
Cafeteria?, Beverly Daniel Tatum writes: “Cultural
racism is like smog in the air. Sometimes it is so thick it
is visible, other times it is less apparent, but always, day
in and day out, we are breathing it in…. To say that it is
not our fault does not relieve us of responsibility,
however. We may not have polluted the air, but we
need to take responsibility, along with others, for
cleaning it up.”
Part of my responsibility in cleaning it up is educating
myself about what being white means and how my
white experience is not universal. Being able to listen to
someone else’s truth does not negate my own
experience, but rather can help me better understand
our world.
Maybe my wished-for-superpower is
really the courage to attempt those
conversations. And, if I knew I
wouldn’t fail, I would have them more
often. What would YOU do, if you had
a superpower… and knew you
wouldn’t fail? — AS
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The Power of Community
Mike Hood
I had my first inkling of heart
disease back in 2002 after
experiencing symptoms during my
normal swimming routine. Turns
out I had significant blockage and
agreed to have a stent put in. In the
12 years that followed, I had
another stent, a few heart
catheterizations, lots of heart meds,
none of which curtailed the
progress of the disease.

and more. There were many days
early on when folks would just sit
with me, making sure I did not fall
or mess up my meds. This help
allowed Gloria to keep on working.
Although the recovery was long
and I was very weak, the power of
community picked me right up!

Another year and a couple more
heart caths led me to open heart
surgery. I never felt well after that
surgery, and that sense of
powerlessness crept in a bit further.
In November 2015 I became very
weak, with an ejection fraction (EF)
of 5-10, which is pretty bad. So
Gloria and I made a big decision to
have a ventricular assist device
(VAD) attached to my heart,
without which Dr. Pitts gave me a
30% chance of living two more
years.
It was at this point that I began to
feel the power of God and the
power of community. My parents,
FMC folks, Steve, Shannon, Lee,
Bob, as well as my small group,
were incredible, shuttling me back
and forth from appointments,
helping with chores I wasn’t able to
do, providing meals, much prayer

That was on Thursday, June 9. In
retrospect, I felt the power of
community right then, as I hope
that Dennis and Roberta felt it from
me. (Dennis has since received a
new heart, too!)
The call came two days later. We
were at a Steiner family reunion at
Camp Shipshewana. The transplant
coordinator asked if I could leave
in 15 minutes and boy, was my
weakened heart pumping. I have
never felt the power of God and the
power of community like I did right
then.

In 2013, I kept waking up extremely
short of breath and one night Gloria
convinced me to go to the ER. The
new diagnosis was heart failure.
I was in denial; after all, I had
walked nearly five miles that day!
A second opinion and six more
stents convinced me that the
studies were correct, and the best
treatment would be a cocktail of
heart failure meds and an ICD/
pacemaker. Now, the disease was
for real and I started to feel
powerless.

six weeks!”

Laying on of hands on Mike
at Steiner reunion

I felt the power of community with
my family, because every day
Gloria or Amy had to do a sterile
dressing change to prevent
infection. Although Scott was in
Chicago, I know he prayed for me
daily. I ended up very sick with an
infection in my pacemaker line, so
the pacemaker was removed. A few
weeks later, I was placed on the
transplant list in early May 2016.
In early June, Gloria and I met
Dennis and Roberta at the hospital
while serving as ambassadors for
the VAD program. Dennis was
considering a VAD, and we were
glad to tell them all about it. We
had a lot in common: same size,
blood type, musical interests, both
Christians. Dennis was very weak,
and I had to listen hard for him to
say, “Maybe your heart will come
and you will be in here with me
next week!” I laughed and thought,
“No way; I’ve only been on the list

I was too shaken to help with any
packing, but everyone chipped in
and after twelve minutes, I was
surrounded by more than 70
Steiners. They laid hands on me
and prayed. The tears flowed. God
was with us. We made it back to St.
Vincent and the surgery was
successful. I have reached out to the
donor family with a letter of thanks,
but as of yet have not heard back.
The power of community beats on
like a new heart in the last 16
months post-transplant. The power
of community is omnipresent in my
church family, my family and many
friends. It has been a POWERful
trip! Praise the Lord.
When not completing small projects
around the house, you can find Mike
Hood enjoying a good swim or a round
of golf with his friends. “My blue ‘Stay
Positive—Give God
Glory’ wrist band is
and has been a
surprising source of
power for me. In
times of fear, doubt
and uncertainty, that
simple message
strengthens me!”
Fall 2017
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Musings from the River
John Marquis
POWER OF WATER
Journal entry from March 24, 2007:
Those of you who have made more
than a few trips downstream with
me over the years know that a few
have been called on account of
water shortage. A few others
should have been called instead of
dragging the canoe across gravel,
stone & mud.
Well, today was a first for me! This
one was called on account of too
much water!
I haven’t been on Sugar Creek
downstream of Crawfordsville for
four or five years. I have never
found a good time to cruise Shades
or Turkey Run. If it gets late in the
spring, the level is frequently below
3 feet and The Narrows is full of
waders carrying aluminum cans.
But I’ve been waiting.
This week’s rain raised the level in
Sugar Creek to 6 feet and holding
until last night. Overnight it went
up to 8 feet and the flow was more
than 12 times the mean for this
date. It exceeded the previous
maximum for March 24, set in 1948.
POWER OF EXPERIENCE,
ENCOURAGED BY A SON’S LOVE

Journal entry from July 14, 2017
From eight trips down this stretch
through Shades and Turkey Run, it
seems that a gauge reading of 2½
feet is too shallow. Bottom drag
occurs. I’ve only made one trip to a
put-in when I didn’t get in. That
was here with a gauge reading of 7
feet. I know that is too deep. On
that day, there were several large
trees floating downstream. When
any one of them impacted the pier
of the covered bridge at Clements’
livery, I could feel it in the floor of
the bridge. I didn’t go downstream
that day.
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Today, Saturday the 15th at 9:30 am,
the flow is 1360 cu ft/sec according
to the USGS site. If you fall in, that’s
62½ pounds per square foot of your
body for the first foot upstream
from your body. That’s another 62½
pounds for each foot upstream.
That push is what collects water on
the upstream side of bridge piers,
6+ inches above the adjacent water
surface. That’s hydraulic power.

Puente Reina, built in Middle Ages
to help medieval pilgrims cross
Argo River—Dan Hess

I’ve learned a lot about fast rivers
since then. Two clinics on the
Deerfield River in Massachusetts
taught me even more about
respecting hydraulic power. Ten
years, and about 1200 miles of
paddling mostly Indiana rivers
since not putting in, have taught me
my folly at nearly insisting that I go
down river that day when the
Deer’s Mill Bridge shook.
Today, Johnny and I covered that
14 mile stretch from Deer’s Mill
Bridge to Cox Ford Bridge in about
2 hours and 15 minutes. That’s an
average of about 6¼ mph.
Water was rough enough in about
half the trip that photography was
limited. Too rough a surface, with
waves up to 12 inches. Photographic
subjects flew by too fast. We stayed

too busy paddling to keep the
canoe perpendicular to the waves
to pick up the camera.
Johnny had not seen a bald eagle
until today. We saw two. We also
saw many blue heron. We couldn’t
miss those big birds as they flew
right above the river. I had not
experienced getting as close to
these birds as we did today. The
river was making a lot of noise and
we were moving fast enough that
we were nearly next to the birds
before they lifted off.
The canoe liveries were closed, with
hired help mowing lawns, cleaning
canoes, etc. The Turkey Run park
staff patrols the Cox Ford parking
lot and so issues parking passes.
The staff was gone for 45 minutes
during the middle of the day
because they considered Sugar
Creek closed due to high water.
One lady issued a parking pass
while another called a supervisor to
see if they were approved to issue a
parking pass.
When we were loading up at the
take-out, a local geezer drove up on
a 4-wheel ATV. His speech
resembled Gabby Johnson in
Blazing Saddles. As he drove into
the parking lot, he first went down
the access ramp to see if canoe was
there. Then he drove up to us to
confirm what he’d just seen. Yes,
we had been in the river. We’d
come down from Deer Mill. Gabby
asked if we’d really do it again.
Johnny said, “This guy would go
every day if he could.” Gabby
indicated that dealing with Sugar at
this gauge was too much for him.
It was another great day on the
river with my son.
Continued, next page

The Power Within
Kevin Rosner
Continued from previous page
POWER OF GOD
Journal entry from October 8, 2008
For a long time, it seemed that life was just rolling along.
I enjoyed going to church but didn’t really feel like there
was an exchange. I thought that
even if I did believe in God, how did
I really know he believed in me?
There is the story about the lilies of
the field being more splendid that
Solomon. I’ve also read the one
about even a falling sparrow being
noticed. Nice stories, but what about
me?
Then I got into a bind on the Patoka
River in 2007. It was slow and
progress wasn’t what it should have
been. It got to be 11 pm, cold and
dark and I hadn’t found my take-out
point. I was finally convinced I’d
missed that last bridge somehow in
the dark. The banks were too steep
and covered with slick mud from
the river dropping during the week.
The river was narrow enough that
there were places where brush from
each side touched in the middle. But
there was no choice but turn around
and find the bridge I’d missed.
That’s the night I decided that God
believed in me. That’s what I think of
when we sing #327:

I am a runner. When people make conversation with me,
they either ask me how my job is going or ask something
about my running. I guess that makes sense, as running
is a big part of my life.
I wasn’t always a runner. Through high school I avoided
running long distance as much as I
could. I played football and wrestled. I
ran track one year, running 100 or 400
meters along with other field events,
but didn’t enjoy it.
When I was graduating, I decided I
needed to find an activity for life to
keep me in shape. A friend suggested
running. I said, “Why not?” After
running up to three miles together, we
decided to try the Mini (13.1 miles). I
wasn’t ready for that. Even though I
was not in shape for such a race, I kept
going and finished. How I did that, I
am not sure. Some inner “power” in me
told me to just keep going.

I have run the mini marathon about 30
times, along with a few other half
marathons and two marathons. I plan
to run another marathon with my son
Isaiah when he is ready to do so.
Through all these races, I have come to
realize that running is my closest time
The sound of the waterfall made me with God and very therapeutic as far as
think of listening—Carol Mullet stress goes. If I am feeling stressed,
running helps me feel much better.

Great is thy faithfulness, O God my Father. There is no
shadow of turning with thee. Thou changest not, thy
compassions, they fail not. As thou hast been thou
forever wilt be. Great is thy faithfulness! Great is thy
faithfulness! Morning by morning new mercies I see. All
I have needed thy hand hath provided. Great is thy
faithfulness! Lord, unto me.
“If there is enough depth in one of my rivers, I
spend my time paddling. ‘My’ rivers only
indicates the twenty or so that are less than 125
miles away and that I like better than the others
within that radius. They are not ‘mine.’ God
created the Earth and universe. A surprising
source of power is the First Amendment to the
Constitution. Many people think there is power
in the national anthem. Others think there is power in Old Glory.
Actually those words, set to the tune of an old English drinking song
(acknowledging slavery in the third verse) aren't powerful. And that
flag is just a piece of cloth. But the idea of the First Amendment,
giving each of us the right to express our opinion, has real power.”

Running gets me in nature. Seeing what God has created
leaves me in awe. Soon my family will be hiking down
the Grand Canyon. That will surely be a spiritual
experience. Enormous things like that, or very little
things like the body’s immune system, make me know
God is awesome and very creative.
I have struggled the last several mini marathons. My feet
seem to hurt constantly. Sometimes my whole body is
tight. I try to make sure there is not something physically
really wrong with my body. Then I push myself to keep
going. That inner power applies to many things in my
life. If I set my mind to do something, one can reasonably
expect me to complete the task. That inner power is God
telling me there is so much more I can do in life, as long
as I set my mind to it.
Continued on page 12
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Power Less
Cathy Delaney

Praying directions from deity
Opening to sounds of her his voice
Waiting in timeless time
Ear heart hearing
Responding with surrender love

Emilie Walson

Power Writing, Part 1
Rebecca Evans
We often think of power in terms of have and have-not:
so-and-so is a powerful person, and I am not. But
another way to think of power is as an integral part of
our everyday lives. As a teacher, I have power over my
students: I design curriculum, grade assignments, and
dictate the daily agenda. This probably feels familiar.
However, we often ignore the other side: what my
students say defines how others see me. Their
performance has a direct impact on my employment.
Their behavior determines whether or not my day will
suck. This transactional power is inherent in all the roles
I play. As a daughter, my primary power is emotional
impact. As a tenant, my power shows through on the
management’s to-do list. I even have potential power as
a stranger at the grocery store.
Yesterday, I helped a preteen and her grandmother fill
their cart with Gatorade because they couldn’t reach
high enough to get it off the shelf. The grandmother
seems like the type of person to tell the story at the
dinner table at least a couple times. Although I don’t
remember, I’m sure I left my shopping cart in the middle
of a walkway at some point. The frustration of trying to
navigate around this obstacle I created could have been
8
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one of the straws that, collectively, broke a camel’s
back. Maybe someone cried themselves to sleep that
night—not because of my action, but because of my
contribution to their day’s crappy landscape.
This is where it’s helpful to think of power in smaller
measurements: not as a flood, but as a drop in the
bucket. I have a series of quotes displayed in my
classroom. One from Gandhi reads, “You must not lose
faith in humanity. Humanity is like an ocean; if a few
drops of the ocean are dirty, the ocean does not become
dirty.” This analogy of drops of water really resonates
with me, much more than a butterfly flapping its wings
or a snowball rolling down a hill. It emphasizes the
quiet, everyday influence of ordinary people. You don’t
need to be a hurricane or an avalanche to matter. You
have power, and only you get to decide what to do with
it.
Rebecca Evans spends her time
teaching high school English and looking
stuff up online. She likes playing with
words and has a strong affinity for office
supplies. She finds surprising power in
the “backspace” key.

The Power of Sabbath
Andrea Grotenhuis

I’ve never been fond of the idea of
sinning all week and washing it
away on Sunday, so I hesitate to
liken Sunday or Sabbath to filling
our tanks with fuel, either. I do
appreciate that Genesis tells that
God has empowered us to take that
holy, seventh day to rest as God
rested. My comfort with and
appreciation for the Sabbath is
definitely a journey.
I have a general distaste for
laziness. I like to do stuff, to get
things done (though Todd could
point you to more than a few of my
unfinished projects), to make
progress. It’s only been in the last
few years that I’ve started to
become more comfortable with
being rather than doing. It pained
me to see Martha get the scolding
(Luke 10:38-42).
You may have noticed my tendency
to refer to the biblical imagery of
God holding us as a hen gathers her
chicks to her. As someone who
tends to see it as my own
responsibility to care for myself, I
find great relief in the idea of
sheltering in the protection of God
to rest—maybe even to play.
I am struck by the true benefit in
living in the moment and not
letting the simple blessings pass us
by. I think it is important to try to
thank God for those blessings in the
fullness of the gratitude, not just as
list at the end of our day or week. I
also find a richer experience of
these things when I have a chance
to reflect, ponder, and make
connections. I believe there is
holiness in our awareness of God
and walking in the way. If I am too
focused on the tasks at hand, I may
not notice that my good intentions
have not kept me on the path, or

This Little Light of Mine
after Charlottesville
that there was a way to stay on the
path and bring my neighbor with
me.
I believe there is holiness in our
connections with each other, so my
Sabbath includes finding ways to
strengthen them. My strongest love
language is quality time,
specifically quality conversation,
but sometimes I need to withdraw
and be quiet… sometimes to the
point where I want that extended,
silent “monk time” once a quarter
or once a year. Regardless of the
duration or the silence, that Sabbath
time is time to question the stories I
tell myself, time to envision
something better.
I am not of the opinion that our
Sabbath has to be a specific day of
the week, but I do think we should
be intentional about setting aside
time. In the days of the Pastor-Elder
Team, I learned that Sundays were
going to be busy for me, so
Saturday became my Sabbath. I
benefited from that time.
These are just a few of my thoughts
on the power of the Sabbath. What
power can it hold for you?

Andrea spends her free time reading,
listening to podcasts, puttering around the
garden, crafting, volunteering, dancing
when (almost) no one is watching, hiking
when possible, engaging in good
conversation, and
cuddling her dogs. Her
surprising source of
power? “I grew up
thinking I was 100%
extroverted. Now I
know I also need time
to myself to recharge.”

Catherine Swanson
A torch carried in hate
sheds a feeble light.
And “This Little Light of Mine,”
sung arm in arm, becomes
a beacon.
The Light in my heart
is a revelation.
May this Light allow me to see
privilege in my life.
May it let me to know
that my reality isn’t always
the experience of others.
May it illuminate
the most compassionate
part of my heart.
My Inner Light is also fuel.
When someone counts on me
may I be present.
When I witness oppression
may I have the courage
to stand beside those
who are victimized.
When every voice counts,
may I speak up.
When the world needs a change,
may I offer my gifts.
My little Light is not so little
when I join my it with others,
and lift it to the shadow.
May I always remember
that sometimes the best way
to hold an Inner Light
is to stand up.
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Would Jesus Recognize the Church Today?
Continued from page 1
mission was, through interacting with the woman, he
was transformed by her. What must change at First
Mennonite in order for our culture to be transformed by
those who were previously outsiders? In other words,
how do the people we welcome in change our
Mennonicity?
While culture can be a subtle way that power hinders
radical inclusion, there are more overt ways, like church
membership.
During the chili
cook-off in 2016,
someone bid on
the chance to
select my sermon
topic. The topic
they asked me to
speak about was
membership. I’ll
be honest: I was
hoping for
someone to ask
me to explore
how Jesus might
get along with
Kanye, or to
preach an entire
sermon using
only hip hop
quotes. Why I
expected such
requests from a Mennonite audience is beyond me;
nevertheless, I was surprised and a bit disappointed by
the request. Still, the topic intrigued me. Does the
concept of membership align with the radical inclusion
of Jesus? The Gospel of Mark offers some insight in
Chapter 1:16-20:
As Jesus walked beside the Sea of Galilee, he saw Simon and
his brother Andrew casting a net into the lake, for they were
fishermen. “Come, follow me,” Jesus said, “and I will send you
out to fish for people.” At once they left their nets and followed
him.
When he had gone a little farther, he saw James son of Zebedee
and his brother John in a boat, preparing their nets. Without
delay he called them, and they left their father Zebedee in the
boat with the hired men and followed him.
What creedal affirmations did Simon and Andrew recite
before joining Jesus? Were they baptized by immersion
or by a sprinkling? Did they have to address their sexual
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orientation before walking with Jesus? The answers to
these questions, of course, are no. Jesus called, and they
came. How does that compare to the way we call people
to walk with us in our own community? People can
participate in church community to a degree, but only
members can fully participate. Unless you officially
become a member, you can’t vote on church decisions
which means you have little influence on leadership
changes, budgetary matters or shaping the church vision.
The impact of your voice is capped. If the issue of
membership keeps us from being as inclusive as Jesus,
why do we still
utilize such a
concept?
While culture and
membership
undermine radical
inclusion,
institutional
denominational
hierarchy also
prevents people
from challenging
systems of power.
There are
numerous
examples of this
truth, but the most
pressing today is the
Emilie Walson marginalization of
LGBTQIA voices. For decades, churches across the
country have claimed homosexuality is sinful. People
have been denied membership, refused the right of
marriage and been removed or denied leadership
positions. In subtle and not-so-subtle ways, the church
has wounded thousands of people.
While some congregations, like First Mennonite, have
chosen to become welcoming and inclusive in both word
and deed, still denominational leadership persistently
undermines the message of love and inclusion. This
summer, delegates of the Indiana-Michigan Conference
voted that pastors would not be censured or disciplined
if they performed LGBTQIA weddings. While this is a
step in the right direction, those pastors that refuse to
perform weddings also have the freedom to do so. In
short, we are still tacitly endorsing actions which may
demean the humanity of others.
Another example of denominational hindrance is the fact
that Mennonite Church USA voted to put a moratorium
Continued on next page

such example:
Some Pharisees came to him to test him. They asked, “Is it
lawful for a man to divorce his wife for any and every reason?”
“Haven’t you ever read,” he replied, “that at the beginning the
Creator ‘made them male and female,’ and said, ‘For this
reason a man will leave his father and his mother and be
united to his wife, and the two will become one flesh’? So they
are no longer two, but one. Therefore, what God has joined
together, let no man separate.”
“Why then,” they asked, “did Moses command that a man
give his wife a certificate of divorce and send her away?”
Jesus replied, “Moses permitted you to divorce your wives
because your hearts were hard. But it was not this way from
the beginning. I tell you that anyone who divorces his wife,
except for marital unfaithfulness, and marries another woman
commits adultery.”

Emilie Walson
Continued from previous page
on discussing LGBTQIA issues for the next several
years. Seen as a way to stave off division and allow other
church business to get done, it is really an exercising of
heterosexual power and privilege to decide not to
discuss these issues. If you consider yourself a member
of both the Mennonite and LGBTQIA communities, you
don’t have the privilege of putting off these discussions
because they pertain to your personhood. You may have
to face the subtle or not-so-subtle rejection of your full
personhood on a daily basis both within and outside of
the church. Rather than challenging the heteronormative
and cisgender systems of oppression within the church,
MCUSA has chosen to take a middle ground in the
hopes that we won’t lose more members.
Community is not whole if it is poisoned by oppression,
and the Mennonite community, like many others, has yet
to rid itself of that poison. One final example of this truth
is the statement regarding marriage on the MCUSA
website: “We believe that God intends marriage to be a
covenant between one man and one woman for life.”
With this sentence, the denomination is continuing to sip
on the poison of oppression while still pretending to look
for the antidote. Jesus was not lukewarm in his challenge
of oppressive systems. Matthew 19:3-9 provides one

Rather than reinforcing the patriarchal interpretation of
marriage, he subverted it boldly. Keep in mind that a
woman who was divorced could lose income, property
and livelihood. She could be perceived as damaged
goods, so the author of the Gospel of Matthew presents
Jesus as subverting the harmful ways of patriarchy in
order to provide protections for those who would be
disenfranchised. Does our denomination consistently
seek to subvert systems of power that threaten the
disenfranchised?
Many denominations claim to model their beliefs,
teachings and practices after the life of Jesus; the
Mennonite Church is no different. Unfortunately our
culture, the practice of membership and denominational
structures can subvert radical inclusion and fail to
challenge oppressive systems of power within the
church. If the church is to be a community that is
radically inclusive and innately subversive to oppressive
systems of power, we must first address the planks in
our own eye before we can truly model anything for the
broader culture. Would Jesus recognize the church
today? Perhaps, but I don’t think he’d like what he’d
see.

Ben Tapper spends his time reading,
writing, mentoring, and thinking
critically about the systemic problems
marginalized people face. “I also devote
a lot of energy towards becoming more
self-aware. Two sources of power stand
out as surprising for me: The love of my
wife, Brooke, and my identity as a black
man.”
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Power Writing, Part II
Rebecca Evans
I am nobody’s child; I am a dragon. Dragons have been
here since before you remember and we’ll remain long
after you’ve forgotten. I don’t belong to you, I don’t
belong to anybody. My existence is not a performance
piece. I’d say “hear me roar,” but I honestly don’t care if
you hear—I roar just the same. I don’t need an audience.
I am strong whether you like it or not. I’m even strong if
you are apathetic. No part of my being requires your
approval. I’m not your pet. I’m not your spectacle. I
belong to me. You may acknowledge me, but don’t you
dare try to cage me. I am nobody’s dragon; I am a child.

What would you do if you weren’t afraid
to fail?
“The only real failure is the failure to try.” Growth from
childhood to “adulthood” requires that a person learn
to accept responsibility and to grow. Children are often
reluctant to tackle challenges because of a fear of the
unknown. What will the consequences be? Will this
provide any benefit to myself? Part of the maturation
process for Christians is to recognize that the value of
responding to challenges is the benefit that this
response brings to others, regardless of the sacrifices
that one must take.
Don Mink
I am always in fear... I can’t live without it. It keeps me
safe.
Ron Rogers
If I wasn’t afraid of failing, I would be liberated to act
immediately on the things that I value most and am
passionate about without second-guessing myself,
doubting my abilities, or worrying that my actions will
be misunderstood or scorned by others.
Julie Monroe

Cure world hunger│I would do my dream job│I don’t
know│Play NFL│I would run in the Olympics│Law
school and run for elected office│Get into an important
part of the government│Create a sanctuary for all the
lost and homeless animals│Cure cancer
Answers from the youth
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Emilie Walson
The Power Within, continued from page 5
The next question is, what does God want me to do?
When I run, many things come into focus for me. I think
through things and usually come back with answers I
didn’t even know I was thinking about.
That, to me, is power. God speaking to me. And me
listening to God. I feel there are things God wants me to
do in this life. Hopefully on my next run, it will be more
apparent to me.
Kevin Rosner works in a laboratory that supports IU Health’s
many organ transplants. “When not working or running, I am
going to and from my two boys’ music and sporting events
(Jonah is in the band and soccer, Isaiah the
orchestra and cross country).” A surprising
source of energy? “That is a tough
one. Once I find a source I try to stick with
it. Like running, I get energy from my
work. An example is like when I encourage
a surgeon to transplant someone that may
not have appeared at first to be a good
candidate.”

