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Racism: The Social Cancer
After telling our story what should be done?
Thom Moore

There is a social cancer in our society and as with any
disease, the doctor must ask where we go from here. By
coincidence, one day I received an email from a friend
with a link to a March 24, 2015 PBS news story entitled
The Hidden Racism of Young White Americans by Sean
McElwee . A couple of days later I received my copy of
April 2015 The Mennonite with a picture of a noose and
crown of thorns on the cover and an article by Shannon
W. Dycus on the inside. Dycus’ article is entitled “What
Story Are We Telling?” Since the article appeared in The
Mennonite, I assume that she is specifically asking that
question of the Mennonite Church. She takes the opportunity in an Easter reflection to equate the crucifixion of
Jesus Christ to the act of the lynching and murder of African Americans. She says that:
The crucifixion of Christ was an act of torture carried out by the state to silence the messages of a subversive leader. The lynching of African Americans
was a punishment carried out by a community to
protect itself from those deemed harmful yet whose
crimes did not fit neatly within the legal system.
(page 13)
In the wake of recent racially tainted incidents, from public name calling to police murders of unarmed Black men
throughout the country, Dycus asks a timely question of
the Church, “What story are we telling?”

The horror of life in America for African and African
American people began in 1619, with the delivery of a
dozen and half Africans to somewhere near Jamestown.
For some, the horror persists to this day. Dycus notes
that between 1800-1940, about 5000 men, women, and
children lost their lives through lynching. The Equal Justice Initiative recently published a report documenting,
3959 “racial terror-lynchings” between 1877-1950. The
multi-headed monster of racism, hatred, intolerance, and
injustice is our social cancer. It may fade from the national stage, but it refuses to die. Instead, it goes underground, lingering just below the surface of social life
ready to make itself known and consume us.
I recall singing “We Shall Overcome Some Day.” In my
naivete I focused only on the first part of the song. There
were signs that overcoming was happening. After three
centuries of injustice and oppression, a modern Civil
Rights Movement featuring freed men and women spread
across the nation. Churches took a prominent role participating in and supporting the fight. The plight of African
Americans and women had caught the nation’s attention.
The institutions of government and private business
made policy changes that began to reverse the laws and
practices of segregation and discrimination.* Scores of
African American young men followed Jackie Robinson
into the nation’s past time of baseball and the growing
sports industry. After Rosa Parks’ refusal to relinquish
her seat to a white rider and 381 days of bus boycotts,
racism seemed to be giving way. Clearly the most cele-
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brated victory was the U.S. Supreme Court’s ruling in
Brown vs. Topeka, which reversed a half century of Plessy
vs. Ferguson and struck down Jim Crow laws throughout
the nation. James Brown sang a new anthem, “Say it Loud,
I’m Black and I’m Proud” and Rev. Jackson taught us to
say “Black is Beautiful.”
There were signs everywhere that racial injustice was on
the run; overcoming was happening. But the “Some Day”
backlash was brewing. Many great men and women critical to the movement were lost, some pushed out of the
limelight and some killed. Still, the movement held together until “Some Day” came and Dr. King was killed.
The oppressor struck a blow that splintered the movement. Like a heavy weight boxer the movement found
itself on the ropes fading.
Today, the backlash has taken center stage again. The
racist element of our society has gotten a second wind
and regrouped. Now it is the boxer’s turn to regain his leg
strength and return to the match. We must fight the social cancer of racism by understanding, treating, and defeating it.
Rev. Dycus has presented the groundwork for just how
we should pursue the next step of putting faith into
action. This will require a great deal of preparation on
our part prior to “doing.” We prepare to engage in this
work because it is living out a Christian call of right
behavior toward our fellow human beings, not from some
expectation of being embraced and loved. Rely on Micah
6:8: “He hath shown thee, O man, what is good: and what
doth the Lord require of thee but to do justly and to love
mercy, and to walk humbly with thy God?”
We should join in where we can with victims of this new
surge of racial, social, and political violence. There is a
role for everyone to participate at all levels of society,
from the individual to the institutional.
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Sharing a meal or entering into a project with a victim is a
tried and true Mennonite way of building relationships.
Accepting an offer to share a meal is an act of hospitality
that goes a long way to building trust. Look for ways to
eliminate defining people as victims. Speak out, stand
with, and confront society. Become educated about our
local communities. Join with organizations that are working for justice. Attend city council meetings to become
familiar with the concerns of the marginalized and powerless. Work when possible with them and if not, on their
behalf. Attend school board meetings and challenge those
in authority to really work to provide quality education to
all students. Fight alongside the disenfranchised to
improve their economic situation through increased job
opportunities and entrepreneur endeavors. Work to
reform the adult and juvenile criminal justice system to
make justice the cornerstone of its work. Allow people to
repent, pay back the damages they have done, and
reenter society as productive people.
Not everyone will engage in “doing.” For those who do
not, they can at least adopt one portion of the Hippocratic
Oath administered to physicians: “Whatsoever house I
may enter, my visit shall be for the convenience and
advantage of the patient; and I will willingly refrain from
doing any injury or wrong from falsehood...”
This is hard work, so let’s get started. Then we can say
that this, too, is our Mennonite story.
*The first round of the Civil Rights Movement primarily
focused on African Americans, but as the movement grew
and there was more and more legislation passed and court
cases settled in favor of African Americans, others joined in
to benefit from those positive changes.

I would like to post a notice for some men that I know who are looking for work. Both have worked for me. (Marcia Nelson)
▪Andre Tinsley - 898-6774 - landscaping, yard work, hauling, light carpentry. He has worked for us and attended FMC a
couple times with his wife, Roselyn.
▪Carlos Davis - 418-2154 - hauling, landscaping, yardwork, leaves, snow removal, demolition. He has worked for us and
also for Rachel Rasmussen.
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Reflections on Pink Menno at MWC
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Kajsa Herrstrom
There were a couple of major Firsts for me in attending
World Conference. It was the first time in my 5 years with
the Mennonite church that I've been to a gathering bigger
than an individual congregation. It was also the first time I've
been part of a movement that had to work at least partly
under the radar. That was my experience with Pink Menno,
especially at the beginning of the week. At first it was really
frustrating, because I knew there were others there, but
wasn't sure how to find them.
I solved that problem on the second day by wearing my Pink
Menno t-shirt. Suddenly I wasn't invisible anymore. People
saw me, and the information that was being passed along by
word-of-mouth found its way to my ears. I was told to look
for a red Prius in the parking lot if I wanted to get one of the
new shirts. A couple of others saw my older pink shirt and
joined the quest, and together we found the right car. Our
new shirts were a gift because World Conference leadership
had said they couldn't be sold, but we were told we could
make a donation later via the Pink Menno website if we
wanted to.
Something I learned that day was that no workshops offered
by LGBT activists were even considered. I also found out that
while there had been talk on Facebook about Pink Menno
sitting together for one of the worship services, we had been
asked not to, because our consolidated pink presence might
be construed as threatening.
But my experience as one person walking around in a pink
shirt wasn't that people felt threatened by my visibility. In
some ways it was actually a relief to be visible, and I know I
had conversations I wouldn't have had otherwise. They were
almost entirely positive, but they did get repetitive. They're
conversations that need to happen, so I don't regret them. It
just felt very one-sided, as though everything else about me
was eclipsed by the pink shirt, the visible indicator of my
difference.
That experience also gave me a tiny little glimpse into what
it could be like to be part of a group labeled as different
based on appearance. I deeply appreciated people wanting
to hear about my experience as a queer Mennonite, but after
a while, I found myself wanting to have conversations about
other things. After the week of World Conference, I could
wear different clothes and not all of my conversations would
be about Pink Menno anymore, but I realize that's a luxury I
have that many people don't.

I'm glad to have been given that wake-up call, to engage with
the question of what it would be like to be working for acceptance when you can't choose invisibility, when the first
thing people notice about you is the color of your skin, or the
fact that you use a wheelchair, or wear clothes that are specific to your religion. And within the LGBTQ community,
there are others whose gender identity or expression is farther removed from the mainstream than my own. And I'm
not sure if my being able to pass as mainstream is a luxury or
a disadvantage or both.
There were a couple of times during the week when it
seemed that the speakers were talking around edges of the
issue of LGBT inclusion. I heard later that one of the Young
Anabaptist speakers had originally had a paragraph in his
talk addressing it directly, but had been asked to take it out.
(This may be fact, or only rumor.)
It wasn't until Saturday morning that the first and only person specifically mentioned sexual orientation from the stage.
It was another of the Young Anabaptists, and he said it in
Spanish, as part of a list of differences that some people
might be uncomfortable letting into their churches. He said
it, and the translator hesitated for a moment in the translation, and the speech went on. Nothing fell apart. No chaos
ensued. In some ways I think that's what the church needs to
see, that we can mention these things without the world
stopping.
By the end of the week, pink t-shirts were popping up everywhere. Everything left over from Kansas City had been given
away. The European youth got into it and wanted to show
their support, and in some ways, maybe their enthusiasm
and attitude of "why is this even a big deal?" went a long way
toward the softening of the leadership's attitude toward us.
On Saturday evening, we assembled for a Pink Menno group
picture on the steps outside, and someone was kind enough
to take the picture with a whole stack of phones. Then someone started to sing, and we all joined in on 606. I think that
was the highlight of my week.
When we went back inside for the final worship, there was
pink peppered throughout the assembly. We didn't need to
sit together in a block to feel that we were joined in community, and this way others could see us without feeling that we
were somehow assembled "against" them. I'm sure there's a
place for confrontation, but I've always thought there's great
strength is being present and visible without being confrontational. Just that continued presence says, "We're here, and
we're staying."
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Ask Ms. Menno
Dear Ms. Menno:
I am a long-time reader; first time correspondent. I marvel at the remarkable patience you consistently display
towards the persistent provocateur who calls himself
“Southern Mennonite.” I wonder if you would have some
more reasonable suggestions on how to meet FMCU’s
budget than “southern Mennonite’s” idea of staging
weekly crucifixions of Pastor Michael?
Sensible One

opportunity to raise money for Syrian refugees by getting
up and reciting “Welcome to First Mennonite,” the leader
could monetize the welcome with an unobtrusive public
radio-style announcement, to wit, ‘The welcome this
morning is brought to you by Art Mart. Art Mart - serving
all your welcoming needs for more than 40 years. Check
out our new display of green place mats, made from genuine recycled wheat straw from Palestine. Nothing says
“Welcome,” like recycled wheat straw place mats from
Palestine. And for a limited time, mention that you heard
about it at First Mennonite, and get an extra 10 percent off
your purchase.”

Dear Sensible:
It is such a relief to hear from a reader who is interested in
common sense practical solutions to his/her questions
rather than trying to get Ms. Menno to say something ridiculous in response to questions about obscure biblical
texts. In fact, I have been thinking about some conservative ideas to raise money for the work of God’s kingdom.
The most obvious and easiest would be to sell naming
rights to different parts of the service. For example, “the
welcome.” Instead of the worship leader squandering the

Lighting the candle in memory of our sister church in Bucaramanga, Colombia, could be sponsored by Busey Travel. The scripture reading by Kessler Optical, communion
by Great Harvest Bread Company and Sun Singer Wines.
These are just some obvious examples. We should probably appoint a “Sales and Souls” committee to really put
our fund raising for the Lord into high gear.

Some softball pictures from our last Hurrah at the end of the summer!

