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IN T H I S
I S S U E

I n d i v i d u a l s  a n d  groups developing de
viating thoughts and convictions run the 
risk of being discriminated against in one 
way or another. The history of mankind 

has never been without such disturbers to the status quo. In many 
instances they were and remained a nuisance. On the other hand 
many dissenters became prophets and pioneers pointing the way, the 
better way. for generations to come. These individuals and groups 
were usually the ones who differed ideologically in an otherwise 
homogeneous society. In many instances they chose to suffer severely 
and to become martyrs rather than to give up their views. This was 
a martyrdom by conviction and choice. Just as our creator has 
not given every individual a streamlined mind and an identical con
science so he has not given everyone the same physical appearance. 
Some differences in outward appearance and linguistic peculiarities 
often lead us to deduct from what background a person is. In the 
melting pot of nations which constitutes America there has always 
been the tendency for newcomers to adjust rapidly to the ways of 
the country. There is a human tendency to be just like the rest. 
Linguistic and cultural traits can easily be adjusted to a common 
denominator. CJ This however is not the case with the physical 
and color features we have inherited. The problem would be greatly 
minimized if there was not such a strong tendency for people to dis
criminate consciously or subconsciously along these lines. Thus a 
majority, or even a strong minority, will discriminate in many ways 
against a minority, or even a majority, of a different racial back
ground. There is even a tendency for a politically, socially, and 
economically strong minority to strengthen its advantageous positions 
to retain them at any price. €J As Christians and as representatives 
of the Western civilization we must realize that our white ancestors 
accepted both Christianity and the basic elements of our civilization 
from the inhabitants of the fading Roman empire spreading it in 
the Germanic and Slavic countries of western Europe. The same 
Christianity, however, also spread among nations of a non-white color 
south of the Mediterranean Sea. God not only chose to create 
man with variuos colors of skin and hair but he also chose to have 
his Son appear on earth in a nation which did not have the pale 
northern skin. Already Paul must have faced the problem we are 
still dealing with because he had to tell his generation that in Christ 
there “is no distinction between Jew and Greek; the same Lord 
is Lord of all” (Rom. 10:12). For Paul Christ was not an abstract 
remote possibility but an ever present reality of the daily life, walk, 
and behavior of every minute and in every situation. Paul was also 
aware of the fact that Christ’s redemption was for the whole crea
tion and was a challenge to those who had benefitted by the first 
fruits of this renewal. As in the days of Paul so in our day the 
creation is still “groaning in travail” for its deliverance (Rom. 8:22). 
We are challenged to be co-workers with Christ in his redemptive 
plan regardless of how little we may be able to do. Above all let 
us beware of abstractly embracing far away causes, people, and na
tions and neglecting our Christian responsibilities within our immedi
ate reach.

John T. Akar, Freetown, Sierra 
Leone, I Vest Africa, lectured 
at Bethel College on conditions 
in Africa and “An African 
Views A mcrica.”



I. The Church Reevaluates Itself

THE COMFORTABLE PEW 
AND THE TANGLED WORLD

By Elmer F. Suderman

S e e n  f r o m  t h e  comfortable pews of most of our Amer
ican churches, the world today looks promising; its 
troubles are far away, and life smiles on us. In the 
sanctuary we can sing our hymns, contemplate the 
story of Jesus undisturbed, listen to “Angel voices ever 
singing,” polish our souls, and leave with God’s bene
diction following us.

The pew is tidy, the world tangled. In the con
gregation there is peace, in the world pandemonium. 
The church is sanguine, the world shocking; who would 
not prefer the placid pew to the wicked world?

But while we sit here Sunday after Sunday resting 
our weary souls in the love that will not let us go, from 
San Francisco to Harlem long submerged passions are 
breaking loose, and black men, frustrated, embittered, 
voiceless, face white men with lethal weapons and 
implacable hatred. National Guardsmen put down the 
rioters with orders to shoot to kill if attacked or fired 
upon. In Granada, Mississippi, angry white men, 
armed with ax handles, pipes and chains and urged on 
by screaming and cursing white women beat Negro 
children whose only crime was that they dared to 
attend desegregated schools. Next Sunday many of 
the white men will pray “Forgive us our trespasses as 
we forgive those that trespass against us.”

In Washington silver-tongued senators from the 
North argue persuasively against and defeat the open 
housing bill which would allow the Negro to break out 
of his ghettos. The same senators are more concerned 
with getting prayer back into the public schools and 
escalating the war in Vietnam, voting ten times more 
money for the war than for funds to meet the ele
mentary needs of deprived human beings. The costly 
war requires that we economize, for we cannot have 
both butter and bullets. Since the war will cost us 
$23 billion this year, the free school lunch program 
must be cut from $101 million to $23 million, the $78 
million saving paying for a little less than two days 
of the war. Do not worry about the children who de
pended on the hot lunches; they can go to church 
where Jesus will bless them. Deplore the high cost 
of the poverty program, but support the war, for it 
stimulates the economy.

The more we kill 
The better we live 

a poet has told us.
Do not look out the window, from the affluent pew, 

for if you look far enough you may see that in India 
millions are starving and that the average per capita 
income is $70 a year, less than many of us spend on 
our coffee breaks, and much less than we spend on 
stronger drinks or cigarettes. What we spend each 
year for wars, past, present, and future, costs each 
American $350 a year, $280 a year more than the per 
capita income in India. In the United States we 
spend less than one half of one percent of our gross 
national product for economic assistance to under
developed countries. We spend a million dollars a 
day to store our surplus food. Do not look; it disturbs 
worship. Indians are emaciated; we are fat. Huddled 
in sapped, starving, dry and dusty villages, they look 
with sunken, fearful, pained, and questioning eyes at 
our overloaded dinners, their children yearning from 
amid the squalor and dung for our garbage. We can’t 
help it can we? Let us worship, rather, and thank God 
who made

The earth so bright;
So full of splendor and of joy, beauty and light;
So many glorious things are here, noble and right.

Let us be thankful that our average per capita in
come is $2,550 a year, not $70. Do not think about 
the twisted pain of hunger; take up an offering and 
give a widow’s mite and then let’s all go to eat steak, 
eating without being hungry, enough to feed at least- 
one starving man.

Do not look out the church window, for in Vietnam 
Americans die, a hundred or more a week, over 5,000 
since the war began. The Vietnamese die faster, and 
we rejoice with every week’s head count: the dispatches 
each Thursday reporting the Vietnamese dead with 
the same objectivity that a sports writer uses in re
porting the score of a basketball game. There are 
no figures released for the civilian population killed— 
they would be too difficult to count—but one estimate 
is that since the war started 100,000 civilians have been
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killed because the inextinguishable fire of Napalm does 
not distinguish between soldier and civilian or between 
friend or foe. Enjoy the self-indulgent pew; it is odious 
outside.

Close your eyes in reverent devotion, for if you look 
far enough you may see through our clean, clear win
dow. Napalm blinding men, women, and children, 
seering their skin and replacing it with a hard black 
crust easily broken, speckled with yellow pus, making 
it impossible to sit or lie down—Napalm made by 
enterprising, profit-making, church-going Americans. 
Do not look at the mind-numbing horror of mutilated 
bodies without arms and legs; do not listen to the 
wailing women who have lost their children; and do 
not smell the stench of the burned bodies. Napalm is 
an ugly word. ‘"The Lord be with you,” is more satis
fying. And the smell of burning flesh is, undeniably, 
unpleasant. Cologne elicits more pleasant thoughts.

Do not listen as you sit in the moral pew, for you 
may hear an American, fighting in Vietnam, expressing 
to newsmen his delight in flushing Vietcong out of 
their caves with bombs and then pouring Napalm on 
them. t:I just love to see him burn.” Do not listen, 
for such language inhibits singing “to the Lord with 
cheerful voice,” serving him with mirth, and coming 
before him to rejoice.

Do not look out of the window from the affluent 
pew, at least not very far, for out there are the de
stroyed churches in Vietnam, stained glass shattered 
and altar defiled. Our stained glass throws interesting 
shadows on the comfortable pew. Do not look at the 
razed countryside, villages and rice granaries destroyed, 
leaving those who have not been blown to bits or 
reduced to a bubbling mass of Napalm to live as wild 
boars in the forest. Such destruction and defoliation 
will cost us $5280 per South Vietnamese acre this year. 
Do not look that far. The maples are brilliant this 
fall and the wheat and corn crops are good.

Do not listen to die cries of these children. Sing 
rather the hymn which speaks so sweetly of God’s chil
dren, living in far-off lands

In strange and lovely cities
Or roam the desert sands
Or farm the mountain pastures
Or till the endless plain
Where children wade through rice fields
And watch the camel train.

It is much easier to bring “The truth that comes from 
Jesus,” as the song continues, to such idyllic but make- 
believe children than to bring it to hungry Vietnamese 
whose rice fields we have sprayed with poison.

Put stained glass in the church windows to keep out 
the world with its confusion, terror, horror, and hideous 
pain so that we might be undisturbed in telling—to 
each other, of course—

The old, old story 
Of unseen things above 
Of Jesus and PI is glory 
Of Jesus and Plis love.

Wrap your souls in cellophane to avoid contamina
tion by sweating, bloated, starving millions eating scraps 
of garbage, if at all. Breathe deeply of the bracing 
American fall air and the seductive perfume of well- 
washed, clean bodies to keep out the stench of the 
rotten dead. Keep your eye on the cross, comely mirror 
lucent, to avoid seeing

Green, Clumsy legs 
High booted, sprawled and groveled along the saps, 
And trunks, face downward in the sucking mud, 
Wallowed like trodden sandbags loosely filled.
And naked, sodden buttocks, mats of hair,
Bulged clotted heads sleeping in the plastering 

slime.1

Nestle more deeply into the comfortable pew, for it 
is better than the twisted world, and what’s religion 
for if it doesn’t shut out the evil? Do not listen, but 
if the curses of the wounded intrude even into the sanc
tuary, pray for peace, but not for the Vietcong, at 
least until we are certain that the House Committee 
on un-American Activities would not consider it sub
versive, and do not send food to the North Vietnamese; 
increase the number of bombing missions instead.

Do not look at the squalor and debasement of life 
in the slums where half-brutalized children fill the air 
with shrieks and curses, looking for cool water as they 
tumble among the littered street, going home at night 
to share a single room with twelve others. Let the 
church be concerned with keeping its haberdashery 
neat and perfecting its choreography. Do not look at 
Granada with its red dust and redder blood; here in 
the church chat amiably with our middle class God, 
briefing Him about how things are going here on earth, 
deploring the excesses of civil rights leaders and Viet
namese war protesters. Do not think about bloated 
hunger; church dinners are more interesting. Let us 
take a spiritual tranquilizer if we must, let us praise 
God from whom all blessings flow, if we can; and above 
all, let us pray, if we dare.

Prayer
O God of Martin Luther King and George Wallace.
Of the North Vietnamese and the United States Ait- 

Force.
Of the starving Indians and of Mennonites,
Forgive us for being hurt by things that do not really 

matter
And being insensitive to things that break the heart of 

God.

1 Siegfried Sassoon, from Counter-Attack.
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WHERE HAVE ALL 
THE LOVERS GONE?

By Vincent Harcling

Reprinted from New South (Vol. 21, No. 1, Winter, 1966).
Reflections on the Nonviolent Movement in America
I speak Americans for your good. We must and shall 
be free I say, in spite of you. . . . And wo, wo, will be 
to you if we have to obtain our freedom by fighting.

—David Walker (Boston Negro), in his APPEAL, 
1829.

Do to us what you will and we will still love you. . . . 
We will soon wear you down by our capacity to süßer. 

—Martin Luther King, Jr., STRIDE TOWARD  
FREEDOM, 1958.

A black man has the right to do whatever is necessary 
to get his freedom. We will never get it by nonviolence. 

—Malcolm X , 1964, quoted in LIBERATION, 
February, 1965.

Will They Learn?
Sometimes it seems far more than a decade and some

times it seems no longer than a fiercely stretched and 
searing day since a young, frightened and eloquent 
black preacher stood in the churches of Montgomery, 
Alabama, and urgentlly called a determined Negro 
populace to fight evil with love. As those tens of thou
sands began their long walk of protest against the deeply 
entrenched injustice and humiliation of segregated 
buses, they were challenged with these words:

Our actions must be guided by the deepest principles 
of our Christian faith. Love must be our regulating 
ideal. Once again we must hear the words of Jesus 
echoing across the centuries: “Love your enemies, bless 
them that curse you, and pray for them that despitefully 
use you. . . .” In spite of the mistreatment that we have 
confronted we must not become bitter, and end up by 
hating our white brothers. . . .  If we fail to do this our 
protest will end up as a meaningless drama on the stage 
of history, and its memory will be shrouded with the 
ugly garments of shame.1

In these ardent, moving words were the convictions 
that had been delivered up out of the man’s own dark 
and solitary nights of turmoil and search. They were 
the words that struck responsive chords in the minds 
and spirits of his Negro listeners, and as he spoke, his 
words repeatedly brought forth impassioned outbursts 
of hope from trembling lives. Soon each intonation,

each line was heard throughout the wounded and 
broken communities of the South. Soon they seeped 
into the weary ghettos of the North, finally pouring 
out to a world half cynical, half wondering if this might 
indeed be the way.

In the minds of black and white men alike grim vi
sions and somber dreams were thrown against these 
words of hope. Memories of Nat Turner, images of the 
carnage at Shilo and Antietam, sounds of hateful, fear
ful mobs, pictures of black bodies swaying in the winds 
on lonely country roads or above exultant, guilt-torn 
crowds—all these seemed too much to forget, to forgive, 
to overcome.

Still the black preacher preached on, and the people 
marched, and the court finally ruled on their behalf. 
And when the deaths continued, when the oppression 
seemed more devious but no less unrelenting, the young 
man born in the South adopted the Indian saint as 
his own and cried out,

We will match your capacity to inflict suffering with our 
capacity to endure suffering. We will meet your physi
cal force with soul force. We will not hate you, but 
we cannot . . . obey your unjust laws. Do to us what 
you will and we will still love you. Bomb our homes 
and threaten our children; send your hooded perpe
trators of violence into our communities and drag us 
out on some wayside road, beating us and leaving us 
half dead, and we will still love you. But we will soon 
wear you down by our capacity to suffer. And in win
ning our freedom we will so appeal to your heart and 
conscience that we will win you in the process.-

Soon a generation even younger than his own heard 
the call and moved into the battle. Their language 
and convictions were not as outwardly Christian as 
the prophet of Montgomery, but their personal com
mitment was no less complete. As they sat at the 
counter and rode the buses, as they fell beneath the 
billy clubs and sang in the jails, they too were hoping 
that this preacher of love was right and they were 
willing to risk their lives on the gamble—at least for 
a time. A new society might be worth a man’s life.

Then in the midst of the tumult, among the com
munity of white, hoping, wondering men—especially 
in the leader’s own Southland—a question was raised,
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a haunting, agonizing question: “Will they learn to 
hate before we learn to love?” The image of “they” 
was legion and yet one, and almost impossible to define: 
smiling, patient, loyal, devious, annoyingly shrewd, 
lazy, unctuous, happy, sad, fearful, and black. All 
of these, but not hateful, not yet. And the “we” ? 
“We” were ruling, cringing, domineering, fearful, 
superior, confused, patronizing, conservative, and white. 
All these, but not loving, not yet.

It was a self-protective, anxious question, but it was 
also a question that revealed a painful courtship of 
hope. For it was surely true that some of the ques
tioners dreamed of a day when their unclaimed Mont
gomery brother would be proved right, when the crush
ing shell of their whiteness and their customs and their 
possessions would be penetrated by the piercing shafts 
of love, and they would be “won” indeed. Passively, 
most often too passively, they waited, asking, almost 
fearing the answer, “Will they learn to hate? Will they?

Now at the end of a decade of deaths and burnings, 
of victories and scarring overturnings, now with the 
echoes of Malcolm still in our ears and the flames of 
Watts dancing in the recesses of our minds, now the 
answer seems to be in. They have learned to hate and 
we have not learned to love; and the only real question 
seems to be, when will the ghettos of Atlanta and Bir
mingham hear the cries, “Burn, Whitey, Burn!”

After a ten year walk on the brink of hope is this 
our final answer? Bias nonviolence lost its way in the 
American racial revolution? This essay pretends to no 
definitive answers, but represents rather a series of re
flections which might provide a path toward some 
truth. Reflections are first in order on nonviolence in 
the Freedom Movement. Reflections are no less fitting 
on the anguished question concerning “we” and “they.” 
Finally, reflections have no meaning without some at
tention to the grounds for future hope, resignation or 
despair.

I: The Paradox of Success
As it began to be organized in Montgomery, this latest 

phase of American nonviolence grew up in paradox, 
no fertile ground for firm answers. (Among the first of 
paradoxes, of course, was the blooming of such a flower 
in the Cradle of the Confederacy, at the heart of the 
most militant section of the nation.) Only a moment’s 
reflection on Montgomery suffices to force to the sur
face some of those fretful dilemmas that continued 
with the movement. For instance, all of the rhetoric 
and many of the convictions of those early days were 
framed against the background of that sublime fanati
cism: “Love your enemies.” When these words were 
originally spoken to the long aching hearts of an op
pressed and noble people there were only two promises 
connected with them. One was acceptance as a son 
of God. The other was the cross. Through the life 
of the first Galilean speaker the two promises became

coterminal.
In Montgomeiy, different promises were often made, 

promises of “victory” of “winning” the enemy, of 
achieving desegregation, of creating “the beloved com
munity.” Gandhi was joined to Christ for social rele
vance, and nonviolence became a “tool” in the civil 
rights campaign. In the minds of many men it was 
seen as one means of achieving some very tangible and 
necessary goals. It was an experiment with struggle, 
even in Montgomery, and it was clear that a majority 
of those who tried it were ready to turn to other means 
if it did not work.

For a time in the South it ‘ worked. ’ But even 
where tangible successes came forth they too were 
hedged in by paradox, and Montgomery was again a 
classic example. One aspect of the paradox of success 
there was partially resolved in advance by Martin 
Luther King when he spoke not of a boycott against 
the bus company, but of non-cooperation with evil. 
He said this was an imperative. No such delicate 
distinctions were made, however, by the walkers on 
the city’s streets. Most of them had read neither 
Thorcau nor Gandhi (and they did not understand 
their Christ to have spoken of bus companies). They 
knew only America and its profit-oriented world. “Flit 
them where it hurts,” some said, “in the pocketbook.” 
Somehow, though they hoped for a different reality, 
they often believed that the withholding of money was 
a surer weapon than sacrificial love. It was the cash 
register that changed men, not the heart. The tension 
between the hope of love and trust in economics was 
painful, and whenever it was relaxed it was most 
often love that lost. What else could one expect in 
a society so fearfully proud of its material possessions?

Even more difficult, perhaps, was the fact that when 
the buses were finally desegregated the action did not 
come through the initiative of a converted white com- 
cunity, nor even through the power of the dollar. 
It came rather by the fiat of a federal court, with its 
ultimate appeal to the coercive, destructive power of 
the government’s armed might. (More will be said 
later about this strange ally in the cause of love.)

What would have happened if the courts had not 
come to the people’s aid after a year of non-coopera
tion? King himself remembers that it was near the 
end of the protest, when the legal harassment of the 
city grew serious, when the car-pool was threatened 
with disarray, when the length of the struggle seemed 
interminable—it was then he says that he was able 
“to feel the cold wind of pessimism passing through” 
his followers. What would have happened without 
the courts? Would the winds have extinguished even 
the guarded hope in love? Experiences elsewhere 
strongly support such a guess.

Is this the natural fate of nonviolence when faced 
with a prolonged struggle? Is it possible that a mass, 
nonviolent movement cannot be maintained in Amcr-
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During the Race Riots, Detroit, Michigan, June, 1943.
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ica? Are thousands (to say nothing of millions) of 
men and women and children too many, too variegate, 
too individualistic to submit to the self-discipline and 
group discipline required by nonviolence? Both Gandhi 
and King believed that a dedicated core of true be
lievers could serve as the spine for the fluid crowds 
when times of disappointments came. And with sharp 
intuitions King knew that many discouraging times 
would come, for he realized how different were the 
tasks of winning independence from a society and in
tegration into one. (How much easier it is to demand 
land and control in the nebulous West or in the all too 
specific heart of Harlem than to break down every 
steel-bound, fear-bound wall through the power of 
creative, disciplined loving.)

Where then was the solid center of believers in the 
North, in the South? Could it be that the movement 
was never prepared to “experiment” with nonviolence 
for the long years that might be required before a truly 
new and united community of respect and love could 
be built? Could it be that the necessary dedication to 
truth and to poverty that Gandhi assumed was hard 
to imagine among black men who had been forced 
for centuries to use a mask as a way of life, who lived 
in an image-oriented, public relations-dominated society, 
and who had tasted the tempting affluence of America? 
Or was it simply that the hope for the “beloved com
munity” was an impossible one from the beginning, 
no less chimerical than the Marxist dream of the New 
Society? And even if it is more than a dream, can 
love be used as a tool, even for good ends? Can its 
results ever be predicted, be guaranteed?

Perhaps Martin Luther King was involved in an 
unresolvable dilemma when he first called men to 
follow the commands of Christ as a means of achieving 
integration. It may be that the Negro boy sitting in 
the debris of Watts saw more clearly than he knew 
when he said, “I’m tired of hearing about the good 
old Jesus Christ . . . The cross is a  sign of death, that’s 
all there is to it. Jesus Christ hung from it.” What 
is the future of nonviolence in America or in the world 
without a cadre of those who will face the cross—• 
and its equivalents—as a beginning and not as the end?

II: God Is Nice, B u t.. .
Among the strange and paradoxical elements of the 

attempt at nonviolent resistance in our midst few are 
more perplexing than the activities of the federal gov
ernment, especially in its role as the dens ex machina 
for many men. After Montgomery, against the back
ground of a relatively sympathetic Supreme Court, 
the Movement turned again and again to the hope of 
federal power. President Eisenhower was castigated 
for moral neutrality and apparent unconcern. Men 
wept as he waited until troops seemed the only alter
native in Little Rock. The late John F. Kennedy was

repeatedly taken to task for playing too shrewd a game 
with his narrowly won power and his great popularity. 
Criticism was widespread against his failure to speak 
out with clarity and precision until after Birmingham. 
And from the outset of Lyndon Johnson's assumption 
of presidential power the pressure was on him to use 
that massive weight on the side of civil rights and 
integration. Meanwhile Congress was being constantly 
assailed for its staunch refusal to deliver national legis
lation that would help to secure the rights of black men 
and their allies to life, liberty, and the pursuit of power.

Throughout the cities of the South nonviolent demon
strations often seemed more precisely aimed at Pennsyl
vania Avenue and Capitol Hill than at the Albanys, 
Greenwoods, or Shreveports where they were taking 
place. At times it appeared that the demonstrators 
and their leaders did not really live in the hope their 
nonviolent rhetoric proclaimed. Decades of disappoint
ment, duplicity, and suffering seemed to have produced 
a certain skein of hopelessness in their attitudes toward 
the local white citizens, officials, and police.

There were exceptions, of course, but by and large 
the approach seemed to be a short-circuited one that 
leaped quickly and brilliantly beyond the seemingly 
impenetrable consciences of a segregationist, fear-ridden 
populace to the power inherent in the national govern
ment. The placards were to be read in the White House. 
The marches were timed for Huntley-Brinkley and 
Telestar. The assistant attorney general—after the first 
hard grueling months—was often on call to deliver the 
prisoners if jail got too long or too hard.

All this was understandable when hope was dis
counted. When little but repression was really expected 
of “the white man” then other allies were needed. 
The consciences of influential northern liberals seemed 
less impervious, and their complaints seemed helpful 
upon reaching the White House or various congressional 
offices. All of this fitted into a pattern of pressure and 
dependence upon the federal power, but it may have 
compromised the integrity of the power of nonviolence. 
It may have by-passed the stubborn, frightened southern 
opponents in the understandable search for quicker, 
less painful results. Meanwhile, an enemy who might 
have been waiting in terrified, flailing anticipation of 
love was left to laugh and cry alone in his fear.

In 1964 the results of such strategy began to come in. 
Apparently the pressure on Washington and the appeal 
to the world had worked. Suddenly the movement was 
besieged by a president who operated with as great 
a flair for publicity as any civil rights lieutenant; who 
made and carried his own placards, who moved quickly 
and often ruthlessly with great power whenever it 
pleased him, or so it seemed. The marchers and field 
workers were overwhelmed by money, by registrars, 
by national legislation, by a war on poverty, by a chief 
executive who seemed ready to burst out with the 
music as well as the words to We Shall Overcome.
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A repentant white Southerner had seen the light. What 
more could be desired? Here was federal power, often 
with a vengeance. If some persons felt that the appear
ances and the labels were often more impressive- than 
the actuality, they still could not deny the seemingly 
ubiquitous reality of the federal presence. Here were 
the “results” that the Movement had so long sought.

The great majority of television-prone barriers that 
were such obvious targets for nonviolent demonstrations 
and protests now' seem to have been broken down by 
the actuality or the threat of federal force. In the 
minds of many financial contributors the battle is done 
and money flows into the civil rights coffers far more 
slowly than at any time in the last five years. Young 
heroes of the Movement are drifting back into school, 
moving reluctantly toward the army, or simply wan
dering, like the remnants of a victorious but forgotten 
crusade. Officials arc turning to the service of the 
Great Society. Is that the natural resting place for 
a movement that began as an experiment with Christian 
love, became a syncretistic appeal to “all men of good 
will” and then a tool in the struggle for power? Is it 
natural that it should have been lured into the national 
consensus to sing the paeans of a greatness created 
by fiat, television, and money?

The results are in, and in many ways they are im
pressive, but at the same moment a strange, almost 
inexplicable malaise has settled down like a spangled 
shroud over the Movement. Somehow it all seems so 
overwhelming. The heavy-breathing octopus of gov
ernment initiative seems to have sucked the life out of 
so many protests and creative actions. Is this the end 
of the nonviolent aspects of the Movement? Could 
it be that nonviolence has passed and we are left no 
nearer to the beloved community than we were ten 
years ago? Segregation remains at the core of the 
American way of life. Unemployment figures arouse 
little compassion and are countered by contracts for 
ammunition, helicopters, and napalm. “Desegregated” 
schools are shields for the continued alienation that 
both Negroes and whites endure, and the churches 
remain the last public—but increasingly irrelevant— 
bastion of fear.

Is this what wfas bargained for? Is it possible that 
dependence on federal power, a conservative, manipu
lative power, has actually sapped the clan vital of non
violence? Could it be that the movement that began 
with a promise to match “physical force with soul force” 
may well have found too easy a way out in matching 
instead the physical force of the federal government 
against the terror of A1 Lingo's state troopers? 'Could 
it be that the movement that promised to encounter 
the “enemy” with tough, protesting, forgiving love 
may have escaped the hard and costly encounter by 
appealing to Washington in the showdown? Is it 
possible that the movement that sang “God is on our 
side” was really more happy with the national guard

around it, and thus may have chosen the lesser part? 
In the process many a strategic battle has surely been 
won, but no one seriously speaks any longer of “re
deeming the soul of the South” or of America. Has 
the task been given up as hopeless or have the victories 
been confused with redemption?

Dare we even raise such questions? Do they suggest 
unbelief? Who is to say that there was not a spirit at 
work among us. created by the truly nonviolent minor
ity, a spirit which accounts for victories yet unseen? 
Who is to say that all is known when we describe laws 
and cash registers and troops? Was there no tortuous 
movement of conscience beneath the surface of ex
pediency? Did the gallant songs from Parchman jail, 
the blood on Birmingham’s street, the death of William 
Moore and his brothers—did these produce no fervent 
tumult in the lonely nights among judges, police, and 
presidents? Perhaps our myopic bondage to the per
spectiveless present bars us from the vision of miracles 
such as these.

Nevertheless we arc bound and the appearances are 
what they are. And they seem to suggest that the 
task of redemption through suffering and dogged loving 
has been given up without sufficient effort. Perhaps 
the marchers and the singers have now accepted the 
chilling conclusions of the black poet, LeRoi Jones, 
when he speaks with evident conviction of “the rotting 
and destruction of America.” Or, do they look with 
less despair (but no more hope) to Bayard Rustin, 
that veteran of the struggle, as he says:

Hearts are not relevant to the issue; neither racial 
affinities nor racial hostilities are rooted there. It is 
institutions—social, political, and economic institutions 
—which are the ultimate moldcrs of collective senti
ments. Let these institutions be reconstructed today, 
and let the ineluctable gradualism of history govern 
the formation of a new psychology.3

I l l:  Farewell, White Brothers, Farewell
Such cjuestions lead to reflections upon the future 

of a movement once called nonviolent, now often name
less, indescribable—like some rage. What is its direc
tion, what are its goals? In a sense it is Rustin who 
has articulated what many persons believe to be the 
newest (yet very old) goals of the Movement. Through 
this attack on institutions Bayard and Malcolm’s heirs. 
Martin and Muhammed’s followers would all see a 
common greater vision: to bring to America’s Negroes 
a sense of manhood, a conviction of true human dignity.

Plow, specifically, shall that be achieved? Is there 
possibly a role for nonviolence here yet? In a society 
that so often equates manhood with the capacity' to 
use physical, destructive force against animals and 
men, this is a difficult matter. For many Negroes be
lieve that America will recognize their manhood and 
their dignity more quickly through the sniper’s sights
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of Watts than through the prison bars in Jackson. 
( Thus one reputable Negro professional will soon pro
duce a book that goes beyond the Deacons for Defense 
in its call for the formation of a Mafia-like protective 
police force among Negroes to face the federal gov
ernment with a grim alternative.) Only if Negroes— 
and whites—in America find some more transcendent 
standards of manhood could the situation be different. 
Under such conditions of thought nonviolence is surely 
passe and has no role in the new phase of the Move
ment. For it suggests another standard by which to 
measure a man. The vision of nonviolence suggests 
that it is a man’s commitment to truth, to love, to life 
that makes him truly man and not his readiness to 
“defend” himself. It affirms that manhood is to be 
found in the ever deepening and interdependent life 
of the loving community rather than in the traditional 
violence and personal isolation of romantic frontier 
individualism. Whether nonviolence can ever deeply 
dent the American image of manhood is a moot question.

And what of dignity? It is not surprising that the 
means of achieving dignity are now equated with po
litical and economic power. It is not surprising, but 
it is so very disappointing in the light of history’s ver
dict on power. Still even the voice that once spoke 
of winning the enemy through enduring love now 
says “political power may well . . .  be the most 
effective new tool of the Negro’s liberation” ; and one 
wonders what struggles against the hardness of our 
hearts led to this new path for him. One wonders 
if his words reflect a loss of hope for any deeper way 
to dignity in the midst of a society of men and women 
whose capacity to coil themselves around power and 
privilege seems greater than any capacity to receive 
the sword of love.

Clearly power has become the theme. Even though 
we have been greatly disillusioned by the uses of federal 
power, even though a library of volumes and unknown 
graves mark the exploitations of private power, still 
there is an infatuation with political and economic 
force. “We must have jobs and income, not simply 
for what they mean to our families and our spirits but 
for the lever they give us.” So goes the cry. “We 
must have the capacity to influence those political de
cisions that concern us. We need the power of self- 
determination in the ghettos of Harlem and Chicago 
and Detroit no less than the black men of Africa and 
the nonwhites of the rest of the world. The white man 
is the same the world over and we do not trust him. 
Power alone can change our situation, can bring us 
the dignity of real men.”

This is the new theme in the Movement. (And 
those who are waiting yet to be loved by “them” need 
to recognize the current preoccupation. It is a di
rection that no longer offers any significant attention 
to the needs of “our white brothers” for redemption, 
but rather focuses on the needs of “our black brothers”

for dignity. It has evidently appeared that both can
not be done at once. In some ways the new fascination 
appears racist and in some ways it is. As such it may 
simply indicate another way in which we have “suc
ceeded,” another way in which the Negro has broken 
into the mainstream of American thought.) But here 
again the question must be raised: Are these really 
the things that bring dignity to a man, important 
though they may be otherwise? Do the spokesmen for 
such goals consider the members of the power “struc
tures” in our cities and nation, the wheelers and dealers, 
to be persons of dignity and true manhood? Do the 
worshipers of power assume that Negroes would use 
economic and political levers in a more humane and 
compassionate way than others? How can this happen 
unless at the same time something is changed within 
the human spirit?

The continuing problems of socialist nations reveal 
to us the human factor at the heart of the issue. New 
institutions and control over them—no matter how 
benevolent their intent—do not produce either human
ity or dignity. The greatness and awesomeness of non
violence was that it promised to reform not only the 
evil system and the men who ran that system, but it 
essayed a change in the nonviolent resistor himself. 
Is such a hope in vain? Or is it too much a threat, too 
frightening to realize that we might have to experience 
change no less radical than the society and the men 
we face on the line? Perhaps the devotees of non
violent change desired more of the pie-as-is than anyone 
knew. Perhaps the burning ship was not so bad at all 
if you could travel first class and dance with anyone 
you please.

Perhaps it was not their fault. Perhaps there simply 
is not present in America any philosophical, moral or 
righteous grounds for an understanding of new men or 
new society. Could it be that bad?

IV: In the American.Style
Whatever the causes, there now appears solid reason 

to believe that “they” have at least forgotten about 
loving, and at most may have learned to hate. If this 
is true then it may be that there is no hope for us 
at all save a possibly slower “rotting and destruction” 
than Jones expects.

Have “they” really learned to hate? How hard it 
is to hear such words. Plow terrifying to live under 
such a cloud. Have they? While Martin King once 
spoke of enduring and wearing down the whites with 
love, now a different set of voices can be heard in every 
section of the land, sections where even the brave 
warrior of southern streets dares not walk when the 
“next time” becomes now and fire burns the land. 
In such places Malcolm is still echoed and revered for 
saying “I’m against anyone who tells black people to 
be nonviolent while nobody is telling white people to
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be nonviolent . . . Let the Klan know we can do it, 
tit for tat, tit for tat.” In Los Angeles a young man 
reflects on the experiences of Watts’ riot and says:

It was the best thing that ever happened. You come 
to the Man and try to tell him, over and over, but 
he never listens. Why, the Man has always been 
killing. He first drove the Indians out. Now my 
arm’s almost been bit off. I ’ve got to bite back. The 
riot? There’ll be more of the same until the Man 
opens up his eyes and says “We’re going to give it 
to you because we’re tired.”4

Thus the capacity to endure suffering is exchanged 
for the bitter resolve to wear out the deaf and blind 
“Man” with the capacity to inflict violence.

Why is it that such voices seem more dominant in 
America today? Have “they” really learned to hate? 
Perhaps they knew all along. Perhaps they were 
waiting, too, to see if consciences would truly be moved, 
to see if deep changes in the society would be made 
voluntarily, to see if love might well prevail. Perhaps 
they knew their hate too well, knew its fearful debili
tating consequences, and waited, hidden from us, at 
the other end of the brink of hope. Perhaps they did 
not try hard enough, perhaps* they did not wait long 
enough, perhaps they should have entered the non- 
violent movement more deeply, perhaps there should 
have been a movement for their concrete jails.

However much we yearn for it to be different, they 
are waiting no longer. They aVe rising up, and it must 
be known and it must be affirmed that their response 
is no new hatred, learned at our feet. It is as old as 
man, old as the first slaveship rebellion, old as Walker’s 
Appeal and Nat Turner’s rusty sword, old as the Dea
cons for Defense and Negroes With Guns. It is a re
sponse more human than black, a reaction to humilia
tion, exploitation, and fear. So it is not that “they” 
have learned to hate, rather they were human all 
along, just as “we” are, and they knew the arts of 
hate, knew them well. They were only waiting with 
cool, masked hope to see if Martin King would make 
any significant change in the American way of life.

In their eyes he did not. If there were changed 
consciences they could not see them. What they saw 
was force and pressure and the power of law, of money 
and of guns. Meanwhile they were still unemployed, 
still given atrocious schooling, still kept out of the 
Man’s communities, still humiliated by social workers 
and coerced by police — in spite of all the highly 
praised laws. Periodically they were still being swept 
off the streets into the patronizing, isolated job corps 
camps or into the burning jungles of Vietnam. They 
had neither the words nor the concepts but they knew 
the truth was being spoken by the man who said:

The unintegrated Negro is the symbol of our demo
cratic failure and the unemployed Negro is the most

conspicuous evidence we have of the breaking down 
of the economic machinery. I do not believe there 
is any chance that the private, self-adjusting economy 
can provide today’s unemployed Negro with a  job, 
the traditional means to dignity and self-respect. Tax 
cuts and war on poverty notwithstanding, most Negroes 
now without work are not likely to be taken up into 
the private economy again.5

When the hopelessness within them seemed to give a 
vivid witness to such statements about their society 
and their future, then they gave vent to their anguish 
in the American way. (Perhaps they do not hate us. 
Perhaps more than anything else they despise us. Per
haps they are blind in their rage because we did not 
learn in time, and if we did learn, then did not resolve 
to act in ways radical enough to save them from decay. 
Did they not want us to love? Is this the madness of 
it all? Is this why the heat, the seeming hate is so 
intense? Are we like lovers in some limbo, acting out 
the urgings of death, repressing the surgings towards 
life and never never reaching far enough and long 
enough to touch the fevered hand, the atrophied heart 
on the other side? And where other broken seekers 
in other kinds of worlds would then take to the long 
silence of meditative night and slow dying, is it that 
we turn instead to violence and shall at least bum to
gether?) Is this the anguish imbedded deep within 
the meaning of the young man’s soliloquy in Watts?

If it is, then what more than failure could we have 
expected of nonviolence in such a land as ours, when 
faced with such terrible pain and humiliation? What 
could we expect of nonviolence in a nation that had 
come to being in the midst of aimed revolution? What 
could we expect of nonviolence in a nation that had 
realized its Manifest Destiny over the unburied bodies 
of the natives of this land? What could we expect 
when the savagely of Civil War seemed required to 
bring freedom to four million men in the land we 
believed chosen by God as the world’s last best hope?

What could we expect of nonviolence in a nation 
that had bombed some enemies into submission, atom
ized others out of existence and now lives easily with 
the threat of complete annihilation of all who would 
seek seriously to oppose or dominate us? What could 
we expect of nonviolence in neighborhoods where 
frightened policemen recorded their fear in fierce 
words and quick guns? What could we expect of a 
society that defines manhood as the state of being 
willing to “fight for your rights” ?

Violence to the enemy is built into the American 
grain far more deeply than nonviolence. Negroes in 
Chicago and Los Angeles and Atlanta consider the Man 
to be their enemy. They have seen the economic, 
educational and residential walls being built stouter 
and higher against the majority of them. They attri
bute this either to the malignant puipose or the care
less disdain of the Man. Why should they not turn to
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violence if they believe that he will listen to nothing else?
When will the violence come south? If some ob

servers are right it has begun in the North because 
the cities of that promised land were once considered 
pinpoints of hope in a racist society. Something more 
than despair was expected where hundreds of laws 
were on the books and where newspapers daily and 
fully condemned the white South. Now the moment 
of truth has come and many Negroes have discovered 
that their hopes are being dashed more cruelly because 
they had hoped for more. Northern residential segre
gation is more humiliating because it is denied. North
ern unemployment is more difficult because the food- 
producing land has been left behind and the signs of 
other men’s affluence are even more obvious. Northern 
schools are more offensive because they have been 
“desegregated” in some places for a long, long time.

The North claimed to ofl'er more, partly because it 
just was not the South. So its frustrations are greater, 
and TV simply helps to make all of it breathlessly vivid. 
Thus the argument goes.

If this is true then we need wait only long enough 
in the South for our city officials, newspaper editors, 
and chambers of commerce to announce to the world 
our new image. Soon we too will claim to be fully 
liberal, desegregated and great havens of economic op
portunity for all men. We too will no longer have any 
racial problems. We will have gathered all our Negroes 
from their diaspora throughout the cities and placed 
them in concentrated enclaves. Then we will chide 
the rural areas of the South and ask for federal action 
on behalf of those wonderful Negroes. When that 
day comes we can expect our own explosions, explosions 
that will make us long for Birmingham and Albany.

Fivcu ^"'dred Negroes participated in an integration march in 1962 at Albany, Georgia. One hundred twelve were jailed 
for “parading without permit.”

12 M E N N O N I T E  LI FE



For as long as Negroes expected us to act like South
erners, clinging to official segregation, practicing in
formal desegregation, waiting for “them” to love, we 
could escape. Once we claim to be as good as the 
North, our nakedness will be seen. For in the eyes 
of black sensitized men we shall be as bad, as frus
trating and as provocative as Chicago or New York. 
Then the burning will begin. Such seems to be the 
price of progress in our America.

We say it is madness for them to choose violence. 
Their minority status in a hostile nation would make 
their destruction certain. But they find it hard to 
hear us when any night’s newscast brings to them 
glimpses of the American style in the world. Is their 
madness any greater than ours when the nation attempts 
the same approach in a world where “we” are in a 
minority? Is our destruction any less certain? The 
voice of conscience from Montgomery once proclaimed 
to Negroes that the use of violence to achieve justice 
would cause their “memory to be shrouded with the 
ugly garments of shame.” The nation seems little 
concerned about the way future generations will judge 
its dress. Why should the Negroes care more?

V : Shall We Overcome?
Perhaps such harsh reflections can lead us to one of 

the deepest insights for the present moment. It may 
well be that in a society of violence it is no longer 
a matter of our learning to love the Negro, but our 
learning to love. Perhaps we shall find no solution for 
the explosive problem in our own midst until we eschew 
violence as a way of life in international affairs or keep 
the Negroes out of the army and away from TV sets. 
For who can tell the black, indignant men that violent 
solutions are no real solutions while he has television 
or can join the military forces? Who can speak of the 
need to love those who are hating him when our na
tional policy is at least to frighten and at most to 
destroy those who hate us?

Can the American Negro — so very American — 
change his heart before the rest of us? Once Martin 
King and a host of other men deeply hoped for this. 
Once they thought the Negro might bear some Mes
sianic possibilities for our nuclear-ringed world, but 
the evidence is not with them now. We have not 
learned to love soon enough, and Negroes have not 
chosen to be the suffering servants of the society on 
a long-term basis (most of them had no desire for this 
on even the briefest terms). Now we must do our 
own loving and it may be too much to require, for 
now it must include Negro and Chinese and Gastroite 
Cuban and a variety of intermediates. Indeed the 
“we” must now be expanded to encompass both the 
black and white non-lovers and haters. Perhaps this 
is what it really means to overcome, to overcome even 
our we-ness and our they-ness on a scale no less than 
the measurements of the globe. Have we given up all

hope that such a day could possibly begin to appear?
So we return again to hope. Perhaps the problem 

is lodged deeply in that direction. Is it possible that 
our capacity to hope is now as far from us in America 
as our sense of moral absolutes? The conquest of non
violence depends both on hope and upon truth. It 
speaks of love and goodness, of evil and wrong as if 
such things were real, as if amoral meant immoral. 
Could it be then that the failure (how sad a word!) 
of nonviolence in our own generation is a sign of our 
multiple loss: loss of hope, loss of nerve and loss of any 
truth outside our own small, quaking lives? The ul
timate vision of nonviolence is the beloved community. 
Where shall we find our model in the midst of Ameri
ca’s age of personal isolation and corporate fear? 
Where shall we find it in the midst of our non-families? 
Where shall we find it when we protect ourselves 
against the majority of the human community with 
never sleeping silos of concentrated hell?

Perhaps it was all too wild a dream in the first place, 
this hope of redemption. Perhaps it was a child’s fan
tasy in the sleep of night, or another Negro folk tale 
dredged up from the long dead age of faith. But if 
it was, then who shall preserve us from the day, from 
this age, from the sudden blaze of fiery light?

Speak to Us of Love, But not Much
In the midst of our endless, almost involuntary, hope

less search for “them,” for the black brothers who once 
held hope for us all, there is something raging within 
that turns us instinctively to glance toward the man 
who pl eached the tender words so very long ago.

Now ten years older, a thousand years sadder, the 
wounds of evil upon him, he still seems to search for 
grounds of hope — sometimes desperately. As he moves 
— such burdened moving— from East to West, from 
ghetto to cotton field, searching for his followers, we 
cannot stifle a sudden, urgent call, a call to him.

“Speak to us of love; speak of hope; speak of brother
hood,” we say. And all we hear is the anguish of his 
troubled words describing, protesting napalm and gas 
and death in Vietnam.

We are angry; and in our anger’s rigid, fearful 
strength we push to keep him in his place, his place of 
civil rights, his place of nonviolence, his place of love 
for us.

“Speak to us of love, not of fighting for our freedom 
against ‘them,’ ” we say.

What must he think as a billion of the humiliated 
“them” gather in watchfulness under the strange dark
ness of his visage? What ranges of almost bitter sadness 
and weighted laughter must the somber shades of flesh 
and blood conceal?

What must he think?
Who will save us from the breaking in of fire, of light? 

F o o t n o t e s  o n  p . 4 5 .
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TOWARD A NEW UNDERSTANDING 
OF NONRESISTANCE

By Stanley Bohn

W h e n  I b e c a m e  a member of the local branch of the 
National Association For the Advancement of Colored 
People in Kansas City, Kansas, I found them discuss
ing at their regular monthly meetings the problems 
the Negro has with employment, housing, hospital 
care, education, and contacts with local churches. 
Like NAACP groups across the country in the 1960’s 
this group was becoming more militant, using direct 
action, and no longer limiting itself to taking griev
ances to court in expensive lawsuits and successive 
appeals to highers courts. The only other white mem
ber who attended meetings when I joined was a Cath
olic clergyman. Catholics who were a few years be
yond middle age could remember from their child
hood the burning crosses of Klansmen at their homes 
and churches in Kansas City, Kansas. In the 1960’s 
they were the first church group to become involved in 
righting wrongs done to Negroes in that city.

My education about the church’s role in race re
lations and the usefulness of a doctrine like nonre
sistance began immediately. At a NAACP meeting 
we were discussing school desegregation. Among oth
er practices the school board was hiring buses to 
carry Negro children from the Negro ghetto in our 
parish, driving past two white grade schools to a small 
under-staffed and under-equipped Negro grade school. 
My contribution at this meeting was to make the re
mark that we should inform the churches of the city 
about the issue and get their help to work for a 
change. Everybody had a good laugh and the meeting 
resumed. I was not quite convinced then but months 
later I realized I had said something pretty funny. 
Churches that taught love and even nonresistance 
were not being persecuted and felt no need to re
evaluate the doctrine that one should love one’s ene
mies or that one should be using nonresistance in 
dealings with a foe. They felt they had no enemies. 
It was almost as if the churches had planned their in
difference to drive the Negro to the violence that 
erupted later. Presumably after the Negro attacked 
them, then the doctrines of loving the enemy and non-

resistance could be applied and they would then for
give the Negro his wrongs to them.

By 1961 I felt that nonresistance as I had always 
understood it (turning the other cheek, avoiding 
fights) had proved its value. The church’s Sunday 
school, Boy’s club, Vacation Bible school, Weekday 
church school was integrated and we had begun to 
integrate our membership. Negroes in our neighbor
hood had their own preferences and convictions and 
they were not desperately trying to join a white 
church. There were, however, a few looking for a 
church home in their own neighborhood who were 
willing to venture into the painful embarrassing slips, 
the glad relief as old myths are shattered, and the 
side by side efforts that go with integrated member
ship. Our church office received a few calls from oth
er suburban congregations asking for help to set up 
interracial dialogues. I received two awards for inter
racial work and was even asked to represent the Ne
gro viewpoint, even though I was not a Negro, in 
some of the discussions that took place at city hall con
cerning racial controversy and the poverty program. 
My role was that of a go-between helping the two 
sides that seemed to misunderstand each other, to speak 
to each other.

If this was nonresistance, this friendly handshaking 
on both sides of the conflict, the Mennonite fore
fathers who found that it led to suffering must have 
had some kind of personality problems because I was 
finding it a popular way to live, having friendships 
on both sides of the controversy, some honors, and on
ly an occasional protest from neighbors who felt that 
associating with Negroes was wrong.

At the same time, the experience of having our 
Boy’s club turned away from the YMCA pool several 
times, having the same club dropped from a baseball 
league before the season began because we had Negro 
players, seeing friends and parishioners humiliated at 
the restaurant next door to our church, and seeing 
how a city pushes Negro youth out of the school and 
out of the neighborhoods the whites want, provided
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plenty of grounds for a guilty conscience for a go-be
tween. Mennonites can see that the doctrines of non- 
resistance phrased to bring reconciliation in boundary 
line arguments between two landowners and to pre
vent fruitless court squabbles has to be restated in the 
new situations where God had led us.

“Staying Out of Fights”?
The change most obvious in the understanding of 

nonrestistance is that one cannot be satisfied with the 
go-between role that I had drifted into. One has to 
choose sides. One cannot, for example, take the role 
the Pope is described as having taken in World War 
II in the play “The Deputy." In this role the Pope 
accepted both the Nazis and the persecuted Jews and 
supported them both. The Pope sympathized and un
derstood both sides but did not openly declare him
self opposed to the Nazis and as a defender of the 
Jews. It is the same role taken by moderates in the 
South and many of us in the North. However, if a 
person has not chosen sides and identified himself 
with the oppressed, the doctrine of nonresistance 
(turning the other che6k) is wrong for him. Non- 
resistance is a doctrine for one who is offended or 
attacked not for the “umpire” or the “go-between.”

If a person does not “choose sides” and stand 
with those he feels God has shown him to be the op
pressed, he can say “Love your enemies” but both 
sides know he does not have to care about them to 
say that. If a person on one side or the other says to 
his fellow battlers “Turn the other cheek” or “Love 
your enemies,” this statement means something.

The person who has chosen sides can also be for
giving to those on the other side because he has taken 
sides, has been offended, and has something to for
give. If he is only an “umpire” he has nothing to 
forgive. To put it more strongly, he cannot be a re
conciler unless he has taken sides. Pie can only be an 
umpire.

The Biblical description of this is God’s action in 
which He tries to reconcile man to Himself by send
ing His leaders and prophets to them. Finally, as the 
New Testament relates. He comes Himself, takes a 
position, is offended, and forgives men. An all-power
ful God had little to forgive until He Himself was 
involved, offended and threatened when Pie was pow
erless. Likewise, Jesus in Luke 4:1 -If chooses the side 
He sees to be the oppressed.

Re con cili ng Requi rein ents
When one chooses sides lie has the possibility of 

being a reconcilor. Until he does a Christian is in dan
ger of taking over the state’s role as a court or a feder
al meditator, hearing both sides and forcing some 
kind of agreement or settlement. This umpire is need
ed and the state does it as best it can. The Christian’s

role, however, is one of reconciliation. We see God at 
work reconciling men to himself and men to each 
other. Our mission is to work with God at this same 
work, not by umpiring but by reconciling our differ
ences, not someone else’s differences, with others.

I am not saying that the Christian must choose 
sides in a labor-management conflict, the marital 
conflict of a husband and wife, or the cold war be
tween China and the United States. It is not easy 
for us to see in such cases who is the oppressed and 
who is the oppressor or whose propaganda we should 
believe. It is often the case that both are at fault. 
However, when God shows us as clearly as He has 
in America that it is wrong to continue the oppression 
of Negroes, Christians are no longer allowed to take 
the umpire role saying “you should not be fighting” 
or “please, please let’s not do this here.” Neither is 
he allowed to merely be an understander.”

It should also be noted that when one chooses the 
side of the oppressed, this does not mean he is choos
ing the side of the people who always do right and 
just acts and do not ever take revenge. Standing 
with the Negro does not free the Negro from human 
feelings, hatefulness, or from doing illegal acts of 
vengeance. One who stands with the Negro and finds 
himself involved in things he does not condone, will 
have to share the blame when his side does wrong, 
ask for God’s forgiveness, and keep on working at 
the reconciling task. There are, of course, things he 
cannot participate in and activities which his group 
does that he must speak out against. The point is that 
a Christian cannot refuse to choose sides because he 
feels that both sides do wrong and neither side is 
good enough for him.

A Reformulation of Nonresistance
If nonresistance was no longer to be interpreted 

as “don’t cause anybody any trouble” and now meant 
that one chose the side of the oppressed, in order to 
be a reconciler what would the result be? A test came 
in July, 1965. Like those in the seminary community 
at Elkhart, Indiana, a member in the Fort Wayne 
Mennonite congregation and in the Topeka Menno- 
nite congregation, and many others, my wife and I 
decided to sell our home in a white community 
through a Negro realtor. (In Kansas City a Negro 
realtor is called a realatist.) The buyer was Hen 17 
Goodson, a Negro raising his family in a house the 
city would have condemned if it would have been 
vacant and they would not have been in a position 
of forcing a man out of his house and being unable 
to find a place for him to go. The street on which 
he lived was unpaved as were many of the streets in 
his area, and in fact cars could no longer use a part 
of it. The ghetto in which he lived used septic tanks 
for their sewage although all the surrounding areas 
of the city were able to use the city sewage system.
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The plea that children should go to a neighborhood 
school did not apply to this community and they were 
bussed out of the neighborhood to a Negro school in 
another Negro ghetto two and a half miles away.

I let my neighbors know that I was using a Negro 
realtor so the house would be open to anyone as, of 
course, it should be in America. When Henry Good- 
son bought it after several people, white and Negro, 
had looked at it, I visited my neighbors with a writ
ten letter to sit down and explain our action. I had 
not asked my neighbors whether they would mind 
having a Negro neighbor before I sold the house 
because I did not feel that this was a moral thing 
to do and because I felt that I might anger them too 
much by going against the advice white neighbor
hoods like ours feel they should give.

In this case the “sides” between which we could 
choose were on the one hand our Negro friends and 
church members who felt housing should be open 
to all. On the other were our white friends and a 
few church members and many people that I never 
knew who felt selling a house in a white community 
to a Negro was all right but a Christian should not 
do it because it hurts his neighbors. In a choice be
tween offending the next door neighbors and keeping 
Henry Goodson’s family in the neighborhood that

was deprived of good schools, scout troops, YMGA 
clubs, and which had its share of polluted streams 
that ran down the streets from over-running cess pools, 
some felt that it would be better not to offend my 
next door neighbors. On the other hand, I felt that 
most people would choose as I did if they would 
have been fortunate enough to have been in on the 
NAACP meetings that discussed these problems and 
would have been patiently taught the realities of urban 
life.

My job, if I was no longer an umpire, was to ab
sorb the hate (the phone calls at night, the threats 
to my children, the hint from the city official that I 
had better not ask the police for assistance if I got 
in trouble, “the visit” from a group of young men 
one night who after a little shouting left a white 
peaked hood on my door, and the other kinds of 
harassment familiar in our present racial conflict). 
I could teach in the Freedom School to Negro young
sters “love your enemies” because I had shared some 
of the hatred which they are subjected to. I could 
go through the painful process of reconciliation to 
white neighbors and white real estate developers who 
started the harassing campaign because I had been 
offended and had something to forgive. In other 
words, I could be the reconciler instead of the umpire.
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Six months ago, almost a year after Henry Good- 
son had moved into my home, we revisited our old 
neighborhood. We made the visit not because we were 
anxious to go through those painful reconciling at
tempts again, but because we knew that this was 
something we should do. By this time, the Goodsons 
were well liked by their next door neighbors and 
many on the street were a little proud they had weath
ered the storm and had learned some new things about 
what a neighbor is. Reconciliation was a reality.o  *

Conclusions
1. The new meaning of nonresistance, that T am 

learning at this stage of my pilgrimage is that it is 
based on the incarnation, the fact that Christ dwelt 
among us and identified with people. Nonresistance 
to be practiced means that Mennonites must first 
agree to come into the world and live in it as Christ 
did. If this first requirement of nonresistance cannot 
be met, this doctrine that we prize so highly will be 
the cause of our downfall. Nonresistance will then 
become a cruel practice of being friendly to both the 
oppressor and the oppressed, but refusing the painful 
role of reconciler.

2. Nonresistance as a doctrine means a way to do 
the reconciling work that God docs and calls us to 
do. Nonresistance does not mean being an umpire 
but it means being a reconciler. Reconciliation is only

possible if one has chosen sides and stood with the 
oppressed.

3. Tlois interpretation of nonresistance means that 
Mennonites must learn about nonresistance from a 
group outside themselves. We do not have in our 
recent history the kind of experience that we need. 
Our history tells us to stay out of fights, a right way 
of reconciliation in many situations in the past. The 
new situation means that we will have to go through 
the painful role of learning that we have only a par
tial gospel to contribute, and will have to learn from 
non-Mennonites what the rest of it is so both Men
nonites and non-Mennonites can find salvation. It 
would seem obvious that Mennonite missionaries and 
voluntary service workers in the South, in South Amer
ica, in Asia or wherever they might be, need to choose 
the side of the oppressed if they are going to proclaim 
the reconciling word of God. It is not known how 
long the oppressed, the American Negro for example, 
is willing to be the patient teacher.

It seems very important, if we are not to proclaim a 
false gospel about reconciliation, that all proclaimers of 
this word in this country and abroad identify with the 
oppressed and let us know when they return to our 
churches to give reports, when we as oppressors do the 
oppression. The church in England did not identify with 
the laboring man when he was going through his strug
gles to gain a decent and wholesome life for himself and 
his children and the churches of England are now emp
ty. If we lost such opportunities it is hard to know how 
many more opportunities God will be willing to give us.

“THE GOOD SAMARITAN”

By Clarence Jordan

Oni-; d a y  a  very religious person came up to Jesus and 
tried to find out whether he really knew the scriptures 
or not by asking him a question that is something like 
this, “Professor, how—uh—what do you do to be 
saved?”

So Jesus took him up on that and said, “Well, 
you’ve read the Bible, haven’t you, what does the Bible 
say? How do you get saved from your understanding

of it?”
And this Sunday school teacher, I suppose he was, 

wanted to show off to Jesus how much he really knew 
about the Bible so he said, “Well, the Bible says, ‘You 
shall love the Lord your God with all your heart and 
with all your mind and with all your soul’. And, yes, 
it says something about ‘Love your neighbor as your
self’ too, I believe.”
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And Jesus said, “That’s right, that’s right! You 
make a habit of this kind of living and you’ll be saved, 
too!”

Well, the Sunday school teacher, he was kind of 
backed into a corner and trying to save face, he said, 
“But now there is a little technical question. Now you 
say I got to love my neighbor, well now, really who 
would you say my neighbor is?”

So Jesus took him on and said, “Okay, fellow, you 
asked for it, let’s go.

“There was a man one time going from Atlanta to 
Albany and while he was going along there driving 
along in his 1958 Ford going down the road about 
fifty miles an hour—all of a sudden he came to a 
blockade in the road. And he slammed on his brakes, 
screeched to a stop and some men jumped at him with 
pistols and “Stick’m up buddy” and he put his hands 
up and they grabbed him by the collar of the neck, 
pulled him out, and bopped him over the head with 
a pistol, knocked him out, stripped o(T his brand new 
suit, grabbed his wallet, jumped in his automobile 
and away they went, leaving this fellow beside the 
road half-conscious, groaning, and moaning.

“Why, in a little while, about a half hour later, a 
1962 Buick came scooting down the road about 65 
miles an hour driven by a white preacher going from 
Atlanta down to Albany to conduct some revival meet
ing and he was going along there about 63 to 65 miles 
per hour and, coming around the curve, his light flashed 
on that guy lying on the shoulder of the highway, blood 
all oozing out of his head, a big hole cut on his fore
head. And he takes his foot oil' the accelerator and 
starts to hit the power brakes. And all of a sudden 
he remembers that he told the preacher he was going 
to be there at eight o’clock tonight to begin this re
vival meeting and besides he realizes that if he stops 
he’s liable to get taken into court as a witness or some
thing and besides that man’s bleeding all bad there 
and if he picked him up and put him in there he’s liable 
to get blood all over his new upholstery and everything 
and my goodness the man was nearly naked and if 
he were to drive up to the First Church in Albany with 
a naked man they’d think that he was out of his mind 
so he takes his foot off the power brakes and hits the 
accelerator and away he goes. And as he goes by he says 
‘God bless you, son! God bless you5!

“Well in a little while a gospel singer came down 
on the road. He’s not driving a 1963 Buick. He’s 
driving a 1961 Chevrolet and lie’s going about 60 miles 
an hour and he comes around the curve and his lights 
hit this fellow rolling, groaning, and moaning right 
there on the shoulder of the highway, he says ‘zliew5 
and he starts to stop. Fie puts his foot on the brake 
and then he remembered that he told the Junior Choir 
he was going to meet them there thirty minutes early 
to teach them a little chorus and that besides you could 
start a meeting without a preacher but you got to have

somebody there to hizc the tune. So he, he decides 
that he got to get moving so he puts his foot back on 
the accelerator and away he goes. And as he passes 
by he starts whistling the little tune he’s going to leach 
the Junior Choir, ‘Brighten the Corner Where You 
Are.’ Well with the preacher gone by and the gospel 
singer gone by, who’s going to stop for this poor fellow?

“Well, in a little while,” Jesus said, “another auto
mobile comes down the road and it comes to this man 
lying on the side of the road and it stops. And out 
of this Ford gets a man, he is a,” Jesus said, “he was a 
Samaritan but I think if He were telling this story 
today He would say and ‘Fie was a Negro!’ He gets 
out of this car and goes over and looks at this man 
and he’s moved to compassion by what he sees; the 
big cut on his forehead, blood coming out of his ears. 
Fie goes around and he drains some gas out of his 
carbueretor onto his hankerchief and he comes back 
and he wipes the blood off the forhead of the man and 
as he’s wiping oil’ the blood he’s thinking something 
like this, ‘You know somebody robbed you, I don’t know 
who it was, but I know what it means to be robbed, too. 
And somebody has beat you up, I don’t know who beat 
you up, but I know what it means to be beat up, 
because people beat me up, too. Now all these other 
people have been driving on by and leaving you here, 
I know, I know what it means to be left on the side of 
the highway.’ And so he then picks the man up very 
tenderly and puts him on the back seat of his auto
mobile and goes on into Albany. He passes by this 
church where they’re having a big revival meeting as 
they’re whooping it up in there on ‘Love Lifteth Me.’ 
There’s a big sign out front that says ‘Everybody’s Wel
come’, but he knows how to read the signs. He goes on 
into the hospital and goes in and gets a nurse and 
asks her to come out that he’s picked up a, he says to 
her, T picked up a white man out there on the side 
of the road between here and Abbeville. I don’t know 
who he is, but he sure is hurt bad and I don’t have 
much money with me. I haven’t got but two dollars 
but I want to give you that as a down payment. Evi
dently he’s been robbed and hasn’t got any money and 
you just keep account of the bill and I just want to let 
von know that if he can’t pay it, why when I come 
back Saturday after I get my paycheck, why I’ll stand 
good for it.’ ” Then Jesus turned to the Sunday school 
teacher and he said to him. “Of these three men that 
passed this man on the road, the white preacher, a 
white gospel singer, and the Negro, of those three who 
would you say was the neighbor of the man who was 
held up by the gangsters?”

And the Sunday school teacher said, “Why, it was 
that nigger, I mean it. it. it. it was, well, it was the 
man, who, it was that fellow you know that picked him 
up and treated him nice. Fie was the man.”

And Jesus said to him, “You’re right fellow! Now 
why don’t you start living that way yourself?”
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II. Where Are We?

AN AFRICAN VIEWS AMERICA

By John T. Akar

T h f .  n e b u l o u s  a n d  indefinable phenomenon called 
“the American Way of Life" has spread like a wild 
contagion, with choleric effect, throughout the world. 
Wherever you go today, in Asia, in Europe, in Africa, 
in Australia, in the Americas, everywhere, on radio, 
on television, on films, on stage, on records—you hear 
and see America in many tongues, many languages, 
many dialects, many sounds and many ways. The dol
lar is the chief inspiration behind the monetary sys
tem of the West, and the dream of the treasuries of 
the Western world, and the longing of the eastern 
camp. American clothes, American food, American 
cigarettes, American cars, American’s language, Amer
ican hot dogs, hamburgers and relish with milk 
shakes; and the inevitable trade marks of Ameri
cana—Coca-Cola, Wriggley’s chewing gum, Camels, 
Hershey chocolates, Mars bars, and Time and Life 
magazines are common household words in many 
tongues and many countries. Never in the history of 
any empire—both Roman and British included, has 
so much influence, for good or ill, been wielded by 
one country and one people upon the rest of the face 
of the earth. Such is the extraordinary position of 
Americans today at this, the last third of the twen
tieth century. Such a position carries immense re
sponsibilities.

Because the world is now so small that it is no 
bigger than our backyard, and because the headache 
and toothache of your neighbors are ours also, the 
need for making friends and influencing people as
sumes a larger dimension in reality. Today, the great 
powers as well as the small powers need friends and 
the friendship of the world. No single nation, in
cluding America or Russia, can afford to survive in 
complete isolation from the rest of mankind. It would 
be a strident act of masochistic brutality even to 
contemplate such a futile thought. In her search 
for friends and in her pursuit of friendship, America 
and her philosophy are pul to the test. For on the 
opposing picture in vivid and violent contrast to 
America and her democratic philosophy, stand Rus
sia and the mighty ideological challenge of totalitar
ian communism. Both ideologies bestride the narrow

world like two mighty giants and we petty nations 
crawl about helplessly under the shadows of their 
enormously contrasting impact.

In viewing America, an African cannot but dwell 
long and profoundly on the fundamental conflicts 
and challenges of both opposing ideologies. As this 
challenge of communism and democracy also con
stitutes the current preoccupation of every American, 
I propose to dwell at length on the subject, speaking 
quite freely, frankly, and honestly in our true African 
tradition, and from the perspective of an objective 
and dispassionate nationlist.

But first let me say this: Make no mistake about 
it, we Africans are not angels. We are too human 
for that. We are no devils either. We ask for some 
time to allow us to seek a solution to our problems. 
This explains our current unrest, upheavals and 
what I have called the “changing winds of the winds 
of change.” We have democracies in Africa and we 
have dictatorships as well. So does Europe. We have 
many faults and many, many weaknesses. We are 
not without virtues either. This could also be said 
about the Americans. We ask that, in the spirit of 
genuine and sincere friendship you help us to dis
cover our faults and solve them so that the hungry, 
suffering masses of our people will be happier, health
ier, and better cared for. The hungry and poor in 
Africa do not know the difference between commu
nism and democracy. It makes no difference to them. 
But they search religiously for a different way of 
life—they search for decent food, decent jobs, decent 
education, decent health, a decent roof over their 
heads and a decent place in the sun. This is the chal
lenge posed by the broad base of our human pyra
mid.

We ask that you speak honestly and frankly to us. 
The African appreciates and welcomes frank, brutal 
truth. We know that we are all less than ten years 
old, we the new independent nations of Africa, 
beginning with Ghana.

You will be doing us a great disservice if you do 
not tell us, in the spirit of friendship and goodwill, 
the brutal truth about our foibles, our weaknesses
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and our obvious excesses. True friendship, lasting 
friendship, rests on the permament foundation of 
truth and honesty. Even if the truth hurts.

Neither the east nor the west would understand 
why Africa would choose a middle-of-the-road, non- 
aligned neutrality, searching for the best in both op
posing ideologies and philosophies and synthesizing 
it within a distinctly indigenous African framework. 
But for the African, the choice was inevitable. Both 
ideologies—both communism and democracy—baf
fle and confuse us to a point of utter frustration.

There are many, many things inherent in commu
nism which make it, both as an ideology and as a 
way of life, abhorrent and repugnant to our African 
traditional sense of decency, good order, and peace. 
Because we do not understand so many imponder
ables about communism, it is not unrealistic to assume 
that its future in black Africa is unquestionably fore
doomed.

We do not understand why they would talk of an
ti-colonialism and anti-imperialism on one hand, and 
on the other submerge Eastern Europe in the quag
mire of colonialism and imperialism. We do not un
derstand why they would talk of democratic social
ism and at the same time liquidate their leaders, like 
Khrushchev, their greatest leader so far, without so 
much as an explanation and without a twinge of con
science.

We do not understand why freedom, individual 
freedom, man’s sacred possession, is so hopelessly 
meaningless to the communists and why assassinations 
and fatal intrigues of the James Bond 007 vintage 
seem so commonplace in a communist country. Afri
cans instinctively dislike wars and killing.

We do not understand why Marxism-Leninism, 
which was obviously tailored and designed for a par
ticular period of European history, claims to have all 
the answers and all the solutions to all the problems of 
this complex and increasingly more complex space 
age. This is plainly ludicrous, to say the least.

We do not understand why African students in Rus
sia are forced to attend classes in Marxism-Leninism; 
why they are restricted, like Western diplomats, to a 
radius of fifty miles from Moscow without prior ap
proval of the powers that be, and why their letters to 
their parents in Africa are invariably censored be
fore dispatch.

We do not understand why God has been replaced 
by the state and the state machine in communist- 
countries. This is a fatal tragedy. We Africans are 
fundamentally religious and believe in God.

It will be incredibly difficult to expect us to replace 
reverence for God by reverence for the state and the 
state machine. Nkrumah tried it in Ghana and what 
happened to him is now common knowledge.

No, Ladies and Gentlemen, we, in Africa, do not 
understand all these things, and the more confusedO '

communism or communist ideology succeeds in mak
ing the African intelligentsia, who is capable of cool, 
calculated, dispassionate analysis, the less attractive 
communism obviously becomes. Clearly it is impala- 
table to the thinking African intelligentsia who is in
clined to say. quite frankly perhaps, that communism 
should be confined to areas where it belongs—Russia, 
and China, that is if it belongs anywhere at all.

Similarly, the re-education of Americans is neces
sary to bring them up to date on the Africa of to
day—as a continent with countries belonging to and 
participating effectively in world organizations; as an 
area with a rich cultural background: with a wealth 
of natural and human resources, a profound philoso
phy, and a capacity for a strong public opinion on the 
part of the masses.

Alas, most Americans, and there may be some 
among you in the audience here today, still rely on 
Tarzan films as their source material of information 
about Africa even though the film series is invariably 
shot behind Hollywood’s back door.

Chauvinism and isolationism are the twin diseases 
and dis-eases of America. While Russia and China 
battle for the minds of the uncommitted in Africa, 
America is still pathologically preoccupied with the 
racial genealogy of her “friends.” Suddenly, when it 
will be too late, Africa will be lost to the West and 
that will be your doom because you need Africa more 
than Africa needs you. Our African gold constitutes 
the backbone of your whole western monetary sys
tem. Our natural resources—many of them happily 
still untapped—keep your factories running and de
cide the balance both of your payments and of your 
employment.

Perhaps one day soon America will realize that its 
very survival is at stake. That she needs Africa as 
much as Africa needs her. That Black and White 
need each other if both are to survive. Each needs 
and is needed by the other. The key to the future of 
America in Africa lies not in your foreign policy, but 
in your domestic policy. The African intelligentsia— 
and he influences the masses today in that continent 
—cannot understand why White America is anx
ious to inculcate Black Africa’s friendship while si
multaneously discriminating against our brothers and 
sisters of color and of African ancestry here in Amer
ica. This is one sad issue no American politician or 
statesman can explain and to us Africans this is the 
heart of the matter.

Many things in your American democratic society 
baffle, bother and perplex us, the intelligentsia of 
Africa.

We cannot understand or even explain why 75,000 
Nisei, American citizens of Japanese descent, in one 
of the most tragic aspects of World War II, were up
rooted and incarcerated. These loyal citizens of Amer
ica, Americans all, were unjustly interned only be-
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Ktt Klu.x Klansmen, carrying their torches, march around a large burning cross at a KKK rally in Spartanburg, S. Car.

cause of their Japanese extraction, while Americans 
of German descent went unnoticed. Why it was rea
sonable to assume that the latter would be more loyal 
than the former defies logic. And when time came 
for compensations to be paid, the Japanese Ameri
cans received only ten cents on the dollar. Is this not 
a crime against humanity?

We cannot understand why it required the Amer
ican Army to send an American Negro to a school, 
a right which constitutes an inseparable part of his 
American birthright.

We cannot understand why the atrocities of the 
Congo, the product of a pathetic colonial policy 
plagued with a melancholy - myopia, should receive 
so much adverse publicity in America, calling the Afri
cans of the Congo savages, murderers and criminals, 
while the everyday murders, rapes, hit and run deaths 
of your large cities, particularly New York, are de
scribed by these same newspapers as “contemporary 
metropolitan social problems.”

We do not understand why miscegenation is 
frowned upon legally and morally when everybody 
fully knows that it has been going on all the time 
illegally and immorally for decades. The Negro who 
came here to America from Africa was black. Today 
the Negro ranges in color from jet black to jet white, 
in short, all shades. May I ask, how do you account 
for that?

We do not understand why you accuse Russia of 
anti-Semitism, when Jews in America are still re
stricted from membership in some university frater
nities and sororities and some of your social clubs— 
like golf and country clubs. Remember the African 
adage. If you point an accusing finger at a foe, you 
have three pointing back at you!

We do not understand why our Lord Jesus Christ, 
who incidentally was not a white man, is in America 
made to be a racist as evidenced by exclusive White 
and Black churches throughout the length and 
breadth of America. Some American Christians, es-
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pecially the anti-Semites, even forget that Christ was 
a Jew!

We do not understand why almighty God in his 
inscrutable wisdom has created the White man in the 
minority with a majority complex.

We do not understand why in your American col
leges and universities the emphasis is on the school 
of action rather than the school of thought. Your 
campus heroes are not the potential poets, novelists, 
playwrights, scientists, inventors, historians, mathe
maticians or economists of the America of tomorrow, 
but the captain of the football team, the basketball 
team and the tennis team, the track star, the bridge 
player and, of course, the homecoming queen. Alas! 
it is like stressing the hole instead of the doughnut.

We do not understand why you do not understand 
why your bitterest critics among African intelligentsia 
are invariably Africans who, like we, have been re
cipients of higher education in your American col
leges and universities. But when they start relating 
to you their sad, pathetic, humiliating experiences of 
racial discrimination and insult in your universities 
and so-called Christian colleges, then you will under
stand; and, unless you personally are the recipient of 
such a personal insult and humiliation, you do not 
really understand or appreciate how it all feels.

We do not understand why there exists a cleavage 
between the theory and practice of democracy. We 
Africans are not just interested in “words, words, 
words.” We are interested in deeds. This is the 
strength and superiority of your ideology—or should be!

We do not understand why you Americans decry 
African tribalism, admittedly a blithering nuisance, 
and at the same time export religious tribalism to 
Africa as evidenced by the Christian churches’ numer
ous tribal labels—or what else are they?—Roman 
Catholic, Methodist, Baptist, Episcopal, Lutheran, 
Jehovah’s Witness, Seventh-Day Adventists, Presby
terian, Congregational, Evangelical United Brethren 
and God alone knows what else.

We do not understand why the church of Christ in 
America has been reduced to nothing more than a 
glorified social club. What the cricket club is to the 
English as a socially exclusive club, the Christian 
church is to most of the American white Christians. 
The churches’ response to history is slower than the 
movement of his to 17 itself.

We do not understand why America, Christian 
democracy, has allowed itself to substitute the al
mighty dollar for almighty God; and, what is even 
more tragic and catastrophic—to substitute psychiatry 
for prayer. It is a sad-sick-sorry- state, on the road to 
moral decadence, that allows itself this unlikely and 
ungodly institution.

If we must be critical, we who are on the side of 
democracy, you and I, we must be critical first and 
foremost of our own conduct. .

What is happening in Viet Nam is not good. It is 
wrong and I do not want to blame anybody. As a 
Christian, however, I do want to make this observa
tion, that war preparation and war assume that Jesus 
was wrong. In the final analysis, even if the war in 
Viet Nam is won, what will it mean to the average 
American taxpayer, to average Mr. and Mrs. America? 
What will Americans get out of the victory? Per
haps some day someone will tell me. War is the 
invention of the human mind. The same human mind 
can invent peace with justice. We cannot understand 
why America pours billions of dollars into Viet Nam 
and sacrifices countless American lives to arrest the 
spread of Communism and at the same time spends 
millions of dollars in South African investments to 
bolster and support a vicious, fascist, totalitarian 
police state. Mow do you reconcile the two? How do 
you explain these double standards?

You have deliberately forced the American Negro 
to speak the harsh, cruel language of force. There are 
politicians in your Senate who would rather see 
racial violence and riots than social justice. Now 
America is reaping a harvest of hate and revenge, 
bloody and remorseless: Whatever a nation sovveth 
that shall it also reap! There is still time for you to 
sow seeds of brotherhood, partnership, true partner
ship and equality. If you do, your harvest will be 
abundant and your peace serene.

Harsh as this may sound, we Africans cannot under
stand why the whole ethos of your American civiliza
tion is sex and dollar oriented.

We cannot understand why the American South is 
a law all to itself—a law founded on fear, executed in 
fear and, doomed inevitably, to a fearful failure. The 
South’s fear is not the Negroes but fear itself.

We cannot understand why there exists in America 
a strong public opinion, pampered and directed by 
the American press, a public opinion which has been 
allowed to replace American leadership. This is a 
serious danger sign.

Yes, my friends, there are many, many other such 
searching things that we do not understand. If we 
Africans are perplexed by them then you, the students 
of America, upon whose shoulders will devolve your 
country’s future, should be provoked, yes, provoked 
by them—provoked to think, provoked to act, pro
voked to do something to redeem the unfortunately 
tarnished image of this great nation of yours.

It is gratifying to observe that changes are taking 
place and they start right here in your hearts, where 
everything good or bad is formulated.

You are the leaders of tomorrow and upon your 
shoulders will devolve the future destiny. Will you 
respond to the global challenge and emerge as yet 
another Abraham Lincoln, another Franklin Delano 
Roosevelt, another John Fitzgerald Kennedy, or will 
you be satisfied to float aimlessly on the outskirts
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of the challenge in glorified mediocrity?
Today, more than ever before, the world is divided 

by “isms" and ideologies — Communism, Socialism, 
Fascism, Imperialism, Militarism, Pacifism, and so on 
and so forth. Some of them turn their disciples into 
murderous troublemakers who would exterminate all 
who differ from them with a fanaticism reserved ex
clusively for their own political creed, while others, 
although well-intentioned, have proved inadequate.

Day after day we pick up our newspapers to find 
nations snarling at each other, bombs and armies in
creasing in size, and conferences, conventions, and 
committees increasing in number. Intolerance, abuse, 
hate, and violence have become commonplace, quar
rels arise out of the slightest provocation, and mutual 
esteem is on the decline.

In addition to this, we find the ghastly doctrine of 
racial superiority still rearing its ugly head all over the 
world. In some countries it has degenerated into racial 
segregation, whilst in others, although no strong opin
ions arc expressed, it has been a traditional way of 
thinking for centuries.

Man in his scientific wisdom and genius has con
quered time, space, and distance. He has succeeded 
in leveling mountains, in making rivers flow forwards, 
backwards, or not at all; he has burrowed in the 
ground and has provided shelter and comfort there; 
he has found refuge, of a sort, in the bowels of oceans

and seas; he has put on wings and has transcended 
distance. In short, man has rendered our world a very 
small place to live. So small in fact that mankind is 
mankind’s neighbor. The world is so geographically 
shrunken and humanly expanded that everybody is 
everybody's neighbor and friend. The greatest and big
gest enigma of the country is not the conquest of man’s 
environment, which man has achieved, but the con
quest of man himself. In the field of human relations, 
mankind is sadly lacking.

We must all agree that we are all children of Al
mighty God and we must accept our physical and 
other differences as mere differences, as mere mani
festations of God’s creative handiwork, but not as 
indications of a superiority strata in the human family.

Man, whoever he may be, and whatever his station 
in life, should evolve that element of tolerance and 
understanding of the sacred and divine value of the 
human personality and mind, a divinity which dame 
nature has endowed on her children. Only by this way 
can we achieve a new world order and realize in 
practice the oft-quoted phrase, “The brotherhood of 
man under the fatherhood of God.”

There will soon break a new dawn in the horizon 
of the American dream. And when that dawn will 
come, of your emancipation from the fear of bondage 
and the bondage of fear why, America will be the 
undisputed paradise on this side of heaven!

RACE, AN INTERNATIONAL PROBLEM

By Don Jacobs

T h e  r a c i a l  p r o b l e m  is acute in America just now, 
not because the Negroes have suddenly become im
poverished or that the white man has suddenly be
come rich, but because the American Negroes now 
understand the intricate machinery of the power struc
tures and see these structures almost hopelessly rigged 
against them. The important fact is that they now feel 
they know the facts earlier denied them.

Keeping Poor People Poor
The only way to keep a poor people poor and 

powerless is to keep them uninformed or throw a 
curtain around them and permit just the “right kind”

of information to get through, information which 
promises a better day some time in the future. But 
when the underprivileged people get enough informa
tion to enable them to get valid “inside information” 
the spell is broken and it is just a matter of time 
before the insistent demands are heard.

This is not only true of American Negroes, but is 
precisely the same for people living under colonial 
governments. In the beginning they were overwhelmed 
by the government force and apparent exccllcime of 
the colonial governments; therefore they adapted them
selves to the circumstances, hoping for the best. They 
were promised little more than internal peace by the
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Strange governments, a thing which they all desired 
anyway. In those far-off days the colonial rulers could 
eflectivcly censor information for mass consumption.

Then the process of education was begun, spear
headed by the church in mission, all over the colonial 
world. People slowly began to read and to understand. 
Their progress in education was usually accompanied 
by advances in living standards. During this early phase 
of colonial education there were two world wars in 
which armies were recruited in the colonies and in
corporated into the armies of the master nations. They 
were sent to the far corners of the earth. For many 
colonial peoples this was their first significant window 
on the world. They began to see and faintly under
stand where they stood in the power structures of the 
world.

But it required the revolutionary change of the steady 
educational and urbanization processes to bring home 
to the people the fact that they were far, far behind 
in technical and economic skills. They also discovered 
that the universal power structures were weighted 
against them and that the task of “catching up” ap
peared. apart from some unexpected miracle, quite 
impossible.

The independence movement which took place and 
is still running strong since 1955 is indeed not the re
sult of a decline in the standard of living among these 
peoples, but on the contrary, the people had come to a 
point in their educational pilgrimage where they were 
quite certain that they must find a more favorable 
position for themselves in the power structures of the 
world. To be sure, these people are not living lives of 
great material prosperity but neither are they helplessly 
poor.

Some people say, “But then why all this clamoring 
for independence? These people are better off now than 
they have ever been before. Why aren’t they satisfied 
with what they have?” This is the sentiment which is 
often expressed by the white people in South Africa 
where the African population has a higher average in
come than anywhere else on the continent. South 
Africa is trying to kill the independent spirit of the 
Africans by steadily increasing their income. This, by 
the way, is not the way to go about it. The only way 
you can keep a people subjected is to keep them poor 
and uninformed; poor so that they are preoccupied 
with scratching together a meager living and unin
formed so that they do not know that there is any pos
sible alternative in their struggle.

A New Self-consciousness
The colonial phase is now almost at an end. One 

phase in the struggle is almost past. Now these new 
nations are trying desperately to consolidate their free
dom lest they lose it to another tyranny. They are also 
hopeful of finding a place in the power structures of 
the world in which they can exercise their new freedom.

These new nations are now learning some difficult 
lessons. The power structures of the world are reluctant 
to give them rights of full membership, so to speak. For 
instance, these nations naturally wish to raise the stan
dard of living of their people. This requires rapid devel
opment and rapid development requires capital. But 
instead of being able to use accumulated capital these 
new nations discover that they must go deeply in debt 
in order to get the simplest industries started. Yet. when 
thev go into debt their money begins to be devaluated 
which scares capital away.

An African, in some bitterness, recently remarked 
that the scriptures were being fulfilled in the world, he 
said. “To those who have shall be given.” The eco
nomic picture is painted in very somber colors as far as 
the new nations of the world are concerned. Somehow 
it seems as though economic law is working against 
them; little wonder there is such massive discontent 
around the world among new nations and little wonder 
that the fabricating nations are beginning to feel a 
measure of insecurity in the light of the glaring inequal
ity of the distribution of wealth in the world.

The readers of this article are well acquainted with 
the problems which now exist as the American Negroes 
seek a little place in the American sun. It is a very 
traumatic and disturbing situation indeed. And we have 
only begun to see some of the problems. Some of us 
almost throw up our hands in despair when we see how 
very difficult it is for Negroes to infiltrate age-old 
power structures which were established to perpetuate 
the prosperity of the privileged. And all of this is an 
enlightened America!

Now just in case this does not give us enough mate
rial to worry about I would like to suggest that we 
might begin to worry' about a situation which is really 
“worry worthy” ; that is the clashes which are bound to 
occur as the new nations discover that they are not 
really very welcome in the “international clubs” be
cause they cannot afford the membership fees and also 
because the entrenched interests are reluctant to part 
with anything which they bought so dearly.

The question arises; “Is there a place in the power 
structures of the world for the new nations?” I am not 
asking whether they will have seats in the U.N. The 
new nations do appreciate their seats at the U.N. But 
the U.N. does not set the price of raw materials nor 
does it have investment capital. This is what the new 
nations want to talk about.

The big question of our time is, will the new nations 
and other developing nations acquiesce to the status 
quo and reluctantly assume a position of poorer broth
ers in the world for all time? Or will they struggle and 
fight and refuse to rest until they have become full 
members in the international economic committees?

To complicate the whole picture further, almost all 
of the “poor” nations of the earth are non-white. And 
so a picture which is basically an economic one is over-
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laid with a yet more highly emotional one, race. What 
this spells for the future is anyone’s guess. On the basis 
of the facts we have, the present racial and economic 
problems now so obvious in America simply point the 
way to a similar problem on an international scale 
where they will be of far more consequence.

Reasons for Worry
You might well ask, why get so worried about this 

all at once, has not this condition existed for centuries? 
Certainly we have always had a poor mass of humanity 
inhabiting the same planet with the wealthy. This is 
true but does not take into account some very signifi
cant factors. Now the poor know that they are poor. 
This is a result of many things, not the least of which 
is the revaluation in communications. Furthermore, 
most of the world’s poor were ruled by the world’s rich. 
Now they are free nations and insist on being a part of 
the new picture. We can no more return to the past 
than can we put Humpty Dumpty together again. The 
new day is indeed a new day and cannot be brushed off 
as a bad dream.

Has it ever occurred to you that maybe the white 
West will deny the non-white peoples of the earth a 
place as partners in the new day? Is it not possible that 
communism, excluding Russia and “Western Commu
nism” may take these new nations under its wing.

promising them partnership status, a position which 
they are denied in the West?

Let us use Africa as an example. At the present time 
the Africans are in no mood to sell their hard-earned 
freedom to anyone. They are very sensitive to any new 
colonialism. Rut when this first flush of independence 
fever wears off. what then? Is the next generation of 
Africans going to be able to keep things in perspective 
or may they be drawn toward some ideology' which of
fers promise for a brighter future?

We have not seen the end of the racial and economic 
struggle in the world. I believe we are just seeing the 
beginning of what may prove to be the crucial phase in 
international reorientation.

Does the Lord Jesus Christ have any interest in all 
of this? We must never forget that all things were made 
by him and for him and through him. He is still in 
control of his creation. Yet this does not relieve his 
people of their responsibilities in the matter.

In these days of rapid change around the world we 
as God’s people need to think like Jesus, to have the 
mind of Christ. We may not be able to revolutionize 
the world for him but we can revolutionize the spot 
where we are, just like Jesus did, and add a touch of 
salt, a bit of light in a world torn by divisions. We can 
at least be part of the answer, insignificant though that 
may be, instead of part of the problem.

ETHNIC MENNONITES?

By Warren Moore

I t  i s  n o w  a year later. Many things have happened 
since I reported on race relations in some Mennonite 
congregations. Perhaps the one, most beneficial thing 
that has happened, is that enough time and events have 
passed to enable me to separate a “Mennonite” from 
“Mennonitism.”

Being introduced to the “Mennonite way of life,” did 
not equip me with a rationale for the actions of Men- 
nonites. The “stuff” that goes into the making of a 
Mennonite remained, for me, an unknown quantity. 
I kept asking myself: “What is it that makes these 
people the way that they are?” Whenever I put this 
question to Mennonites, they would recite rote answers,

given from the uncertain vantage point of an intel
lectual.

Digging into the tightly knit structures of towns 
where Mennonites have control, revealed a survival 
tactic, not uncommon to most minority groups, that 
fear of losing an identity: the disavowal of values in 
alien groups and institutions.

This type of social programming carries over into 
relations between Mennonites of various ethnic groups. 
Although the best might be intended, defeat and frus
tration are engendered. It seems that in some commu
nities there is a three-layer “caste system” among Men
nonites. (1) Those of Swiss extraction are on top (2)
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rile Low German are sandwiched between, and (3) 
The Hutterites are pressed to the bottom. The ration
ale for this system was based upon cultural habits and 
degrees of over-all assimilation into the wider context 
of Americanized living. Each of the three layers has 
set up criteria for acceptance and, for reason of pride 
of hostility, resists the intrusions of the others. My visits 
to all three were brief, but my most immediate and 
lasting impression was that there was not enough basic 
difference between them to matter. Their habits were 
different, to be sure, but their goals were essentially the 
same. They were all terribly preoccupied with their 
way of life and fearful of any substantive change in the 
familiar environs. To some extent, my presence was 
disturbing. Some were probably wondering whether 
or not I represented the avantc-garde of a certain in
flux of non-ethnic Mennonites. Perhaps I inspired this 
by cultivating a taste for German food and using a 
few Low German words, which I had picked up at the 
Mennonitc Seminary.

When I wrote “Mennonites in June,” I knew that 
my impressions were premature. At this point, I sus
pect that next June will find me revising this statement. 
However, I have had enough time to think about Men
nonites to know that there is no “stuff” that makes one 
a Mennonitc. It is not a quantity to be isolated, cul
tured, or studied. Most of what is currently called 
“Mcnnonitism” is a residue of personal history, which 
without the re-occurrence of certain parallel accidents, 
will dissipate.

Given enough time and automation, the Mennonitc 
"way of life” as a phenomenon, will become a folkway 
of antiquity and remembered only on festival occasions.

Many Mennonites realize that the church cannot be 
equated with the ethnic family structures. Fewer are 
willing to engage in or initiate affirmative action pro
grams which would lessen the possibility of such an 
equation. This is not to suggest that Mennonites, 
either as a church or as a people, need to decentralize 
or dissolve. But it is to say that more physical contact 
with the problem areas and aggrieved persons is needed.

As an ethnic group, with its own tried interpretation 
of the Christian ethic, the Mennonitc church can bring 
something fresh and fundamentally vital to Christen
dom. Hopefully the Mennonitc vision of discipleship 
has sufficiently imbued every quarter of the church,

to reduce embarrassing contradictions. Yet, the church 
cannot, realistically, spend its energies policing its 
aggregate body. It must move ahead, in faith, be
lieving that there is therapeutic value in being actively 
obedient.

The Mennonite church could project its interpreta
tion of the Christian ethic through in-depth commu
nication with the masses of oppressed, privileged, reli
gious and non-Mennonite cultists, who for the mo
ment, are the pivot of national and international con
flict. Mennonites, as others, might feel that such a 
relationship would be too sectarian and could endanger 
their established programs of outreach. There is no 
assurance that this would not be the case. However, 
the problem of implementing the Christian ethic re
mains. It is my feeling that anyone who can get a 
program of voluntary service and pacifism off the 
ground should be able to explain the role of participant- 
observer.

The present structure of the General Conference 
Mennonite Church is ideal for producing “experts” in 
various fields. There is ever the sense of being “sent 
and called” in Mennonite circles. The broader con
stituency in the church remains unaffected by the 
revolutionary experiences of the “experts.” To a great 
extent, emissaries from inner-city ministries, peace 
projects, ct al, find a void between their situation and 
that of the remotely located constituents. It is not 
so much a question of ignorance as it is one of indiffer
ence. Yet, the emissaries cannot feel free to chal
lenge them, because of the need for support. Maybe 
this void could be filled by dispatching a trustworthy, 
dyed-in-the-wool, rural-orientcd, slightly bigoted person 
to the inner-city of Vietnam, and requiring that they 
experience a “live-in” for one year or more. The re
ports which they would take back to their towns would 
be accepted. Perhaps the sense of urgency, which 
hangs like stale air in the abused hallways of flats on 
Woodlawn, would get through to them.

What would happen if all Mennonites decided to 
move South, join all-Negro churches and live in all- 
Negro neighborhoods? This could justifiably be de
nounced as extreme and impractical. But, it would 
be interesting to see what would happen to the con
cepts, customs, and language of Mennonite styled 
Christianity, as it engages the racist culture of the South.

The Services of Mennonite Life
Mennonite Life has devoted issues to various significant problems of our day. It has featured “The Mennonite 
Church in the City” (January, 1964), “A New Approach to Missions” (January, 1966), “Mennonite Graduate 
Students April, 1965), "Mental Health (October, 1966), “The Fine Arts” (January, October, 1965; July, 
1966). Back issues are available for 75 cents. Write to Mennonitc Life, North Newton, Kansas 67117.
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THE INDIAN AND THE 
CANADIAN MENNONITES

By Alfred Heinrichs

W i t h  m ix e d  f e e l i n g s  Mennonitcs have entered into 
the social issues of the Negro problem. And with re
newed vision the church sought to speak to the inequi
ties of a people that have their ‘place.’ The church wit
nessed to the ‘powers that be5 for disenfranchising a 
people. The given witness was to be tempered with love 
and justice, expressing love by helping to reconcile the 
white and the Negro and expressing justice in words of 
criticism to those who failed to live with due regard of 
the other ‘brother.’

The Mennonite church in Canada has accepted 
vicariously, at least, the Negro cause in the United 
States. It has supported individuals who have given 
themselves amidst the trying areas. It has gone much 
further than merely financially supporting involved per
sons; the Canadian segment has sent with great fre
quency young persons to the areas of involvement. And 
as Canadian Mennonites have supported the Negro 
cause across the border, with greater oblivion have they 
regarded the Indian within their boundaries. One re
ceives the impression within the Canadian Mennonite 
constituency that it is great to rally behind the Negro 
cause, but it is below our dignity to express similar at
titudes towards the Indians.

I would dare say that the Canadian Mennonite 
church need not look far to express its Christian con
cern. Within a half hour’s drive from many of our 
Mennonite concentrations we have the dilapidated con
ditions of the Indian Reserves. The Reserves stand there 
as a bleak reminder of the things that we have not done 
in the last few decades.

We have failed to sec that the Indian’s life is one of 
dependency. He has no institutions that he can call his

own. Economically, he has become a welfare case. So
cially, he accepts the lower strata of our white society. 
Politically, he flounders not knowing who is for him. 
Religiously, he has been told what the forms of behav
ior should be within his culture.

This attitude of dependency has forced the Indian 
into the embarrassing position of having ‘no place’ in 
society. The only place he really feels at home is the 
Reserve, which is unwholesome. In addition, Indians as 
a people are in conflict: the older generation has its 
reservations of the integrity of the non-Indian, whereas 
the younger set accepts without a criteria the sub-cul
ture of the non-Indian. When everything is said and 
done, the Indian lacks the capabilities to forge an in
tegrating path within today’s problems.

The problem is compounded by the inevitable dis
integration of the Indian way of life, nebulous as that 
may be. Still we are made aware of the trend by view
ing the isolated deviations within their culture as com
pared to ours. With increasing frequency they arc ar
ranged in our court for a variety of minor offenses. In 
greater number the Indians find themselves part of 
broken homes or a common law marriage. Other devi
ations could be mentioned which would basically indi
cate that the pressures of a cohesive society are rapidly 
disappearing, and thus resulting in uncontrolled be
havior.

The Canadian Mennonite church has become one 
with society in its attitude towards the Indian. With 
common occurrence we hear words like shiftless, 
drunks, good-for-nothing, hopeless, etc., as they are used 
to describe the character of the Indian. Our ‘do-no
thing’ as it pertains to the Indian’s over-all problem is
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II hat is the future of the Canadian Indian? Dors 
Christianity have an answer?

supported with the belief that if he wants to make 
something out of himself, lie can. And if he cannot it 
is not the church’s responsibility; for it is then the task 
of government to help him learn skills so that he can 
get a job, help him rid himself of alcohol, that he may 
become more stable. The church has said its respon
sibility is to save the soul! But, we have forgotten that 
so-called saved souls will have to make concrete deci
sions amidst the prevailing problems which inevitably 
will be called the Christian life.

The Canadian Mcnnonite church has been engaged 
in mission work amidst the Indians. The church has 
been present largely through a verbal ministry, believ
ing thereby to fulfil its basic responsibility. With great 
difficulty the church has labored on this plane; for it 
had to say "We care, we love you. even though we don’t 
help you in your economic, social and political prob
lems. We are here to save your soul!”

In addition, that which we do on the mission field 
through our representatives is largely negated by what 
we do in our home community to the Indians. For 
example, we remain quiet when our car dealers sell 
them old cars that may break down before they have 
traveled a hundred miles. We hire them as beet laborers 
through some middle-man; then we absolve ourselves 
of the responsibility of learning to know them and be
coming acquainted with their need: this might demand 
that we pay them more than we usually do. We give

them an old granary to live in; for he is just an Indian. 
However, we would not think it possible that our own 
relatives could live that way. Ail this is supported by 
tile church members, deacons, preachers, and bishops, 
who are guilty of the same practices.

I he Canadian Mcnnonite church needs to repent. 
And the repentance should take the form of re-devel
oping attitudes and actions. The previous attitudes 
must be relinquished and more sympathetic ones adap
ted. The new attitudes must express themselves in con
crete actions. These concrete actions must take into 
consideration the total problem of which the Indian is 
part, for the Indian is asked to live his life amidst the 
compounded evils already referred to. What possible 
form should the witness take? The answer is difficult 
to formulate. It may take two forms within two respec
tive communities. Thus the answer that I would like 
to cite is only a tentative one which should point us into 
the proper direction.

At the basis of the answer rests the concept that 
whatever is ours must be brought into the kingdom of 
God so that it may serve in many different ways. The 
store owner should learn to see his store as a tool of the 
kingdom and not merely as a way through which one 
can live on a higher plane. He should possibly consider 
taking a young Indian as an apprentice who would be 
taught the processes of that type of business. The gar
age operator should consider the same thing. The farm
er should not be excluded; and least of all the house
wife with many of her skills. All these must serve to 
the betterment of other people.

To many this may sound like the social gospel which 
many people flee like the plague. But the gospel is 
social; it speaks to people, and that makes it social. 
The gospel must speak to the whole man; for it has the 
possibility of developing the various capabilities, and 
then bringing them into the service of our Lord. For 
example, the Indian school drop-out must be tutored; 
the capabilities of his life must be salvaged, in order 
that he may express himself to the limit of his potential.

The church should do this. In what way can we 
really show our Christian concern to those who have 
lost confidence in us other than in concretely entering 
into the Indian problem and learning to become his 
servant? This might be the only way we are able to say 
that we are concerned.

The Canadian Mennonite church is rich in money 
and culture. These things can be used in a constructive 
way as they help the ‘neighbor’ in need. We should 
strengthen the imperative of his demand by saying that 
the wealth and culture must serve die less fortunate. 
On the Canadian home front we are able to do much; 
we are capable of making available all our resources in 
a very practical way so they will serve as a stepping 
stool for a downtrodden people, through which we may 
say as an act of faith that I love you in the Christian 
sense of the word.
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BLACK POWER IN THE 
WHITE PERSPECTIVE

By George E. Riddick

T h e  J u n e ,  1966 Meredith march marshaled the con
temporary forces of Black Power in their first visible 
public demonstration. For the responsible leadership, 
so designated by the Time-Life Luce syndicate this 
was a decided embarrassment. Admittedly, the youth 
in Student Nonviolent Coordinating Committee 
(SNCG) had not chosen an attractive or pleasant 
image. . . but by the April primary period the Black 
Power, symbol of the determination to gain black 
power in the black belts of the south, was already 
vying for entrance to the Alabama political dialogue. 
In Lowndes, Wilcox, Bullock, Perry, Dallas and Macon 
counties audaciously Black Power supporters brushed 
aside invitations to support coalition candidates of pre
dominantly Negro Democratic loyalist auxiliaries and 
federated bodies, and asserted that their own candi
dates would “. . . go it alone” against the tide of white 
knight George Wallace.

Their campaign is to date somewhat inconclusive. 
But its crucial importance can be understood against 
the demographic ecology which shapes the realities 
and the hard laws of real estate in black belt Alabama. 
Reports of the United States Department of Com
merce, Bureau of the Census disclose the following 
facts relative to the socio-political indices and deter
minatives there.
There are 49,983 Negro families in the black belt in 
Alabama. Over 84 percent of these families earn less 
than <$3,000 per year. Although this encompasses some 
263,000 people who make up 26.8 percent of the total 
population of Alabama, there were only 6,236 regis
tered to vote in the 1964 elections. This means that 
5.19 percent of the Negro black belt population was 
registered to vote at the time of Selma.

A massive voter registration drive upset some of the 
disparities in registration and also potentially upset 
the balances of power in black belt Alabama. It now 
appears that Macon County will have a Negro sherifT, 
barring, of course, his assassination or forceablc re
moval. But the SNCC kids, who dug much of the 
ground to cultivate this situation, are not being fooled 
by appearances. The Wallaces still serve as arbiters 
of an essentially plantation squirearchy in the thickets

behind the swamp woods. The changes as yet have 
not been substantive but only partially substitutional 
as far as black people are concerned. Black people 
must now be politically and economically enfranchised 
or they will have become the unwitting players in a 
tragic circus where their hopes will be shattered on 
the glass menagerie—called coalition.

The influence of coalition politics upon this mas
sive nonrepresentation and complete disfranchisement 
of black people in the last primary was to provide 
in Congressman Elliott a foil for the victory of Mrs. 
George Wallace—something which caused one wag 
to speculate that it was a Gcorgeous victory for the 
LurLeorgc Wallaces.

Black power politics is a repudiation of the tradi
tional alliances forged by Black plenipotentiaries whose 
power base was never real but always an illusory 
shadow government.

The Negro power structure has been important not 
because it had any substantial power but because it 
represented “a parallel government which filled the 
vacuum existing between the Negro ‘citizen’ and the 
state.”

While it has the rough appearance of a parallel 
power base too, it is hardly appropriate to call the 
delicate balancing act of black plenipotentiaries the 
rites of a competing power structure—but certain it 
is that these rites of passage to the white world were 
validated by the variegated channels and structures 
from the white world.

For such confusion in the Negro community, ren
dered prestige and prominence as synonymous with 
power. This was not merely a popular error. It was 
a part of the social arteriosclerosis which kept the 
Negro community bogged down begging, or competing 
and vying in public pulpit for largely ceremonial 
roles; whether as president of local church councils 
or as alternate delegates to the United Nations, vice- 
presidents of hundreds of things and, since the recon
struction era, we have had more than our share of 
roles as—“advisers” to presidents, mayors, governors 
and business magnates preferably as members of their 
human relations commissions or committees.
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Black Power politics is a channel of communications 
which urges Negroes, first in the slumber of the black 
belt south, and then in the Orwellian nightmares of 
northern ghettos—to leave illusion behind.

The liberal white decentarchy is also culpable on 
this point. For the cave which black men and women 
have lived in has been made more decorative and 
thereby continued to be more deceptively comfortable— 
as a result of the relationship of liberal whites as a 
board of directors rather than a bridge of brother
hood to the black community.

When Stokely Carmichael notes that . .integra
tion is irrelevant/’ he is asserting the basic skepticism 
of black people over meaningful relationships with 
anyone who presumes to determine the criteria and 
the framework within which the integrative process 
is to take place. And we need to remember that so far 
it has been the case that Negroes have been expected 
to initiate the steps toward racial integration which is 
a somewhat angular assertion of value prerogatives 
on the part of the white world.

Integration is irrelevant precisely because in inte
grationist politics Negroes have not been integrated. 
They have been “swallowed” up in a cellophane cav
ern. Their prominence may on occasion have been 
unquestioned but their power was nearly always in 
short supply and therefore questionable.

One of the most difficult problems and wrenching 
dilemmas that faced the Mississippi Freedom Demo
cratic Party in its demands for recognition within the 
Democratic Party structure stemmed from the fact Oat 
while the highest public offices were at stake, and the 
most wide-reaching public policy was being shaped, 
there was real ciuestion over whether the channels of 
access at the convention and the constituency of the 
convention itself did not make it a private club. There 
was more than a procedural sense in which the con
vention was staging ground from whence candidates 
and their mentors and debtors competed for public 
power on essentially private and exclusivist or elitist 
springboards and hypotheses. The rather spurious 
settlement made at Atlantic City corroborated Moses’ 
gravest predictions. Namely, that when Negroes began 
to talk about the issues that revolved around political 
power and not merely numerical representation or 
petty peripheral advisatorv nonsense- -the jig would 
be up . . . Sassy niggers would then be censured and 
their organized strength attacked as radical and 
“leftist.”

There is no doubt in this writer’s mind that the 
power will move northward. What it will find will be 
a jungle sown in seeds of despair that have reaped 
granes of wrath. Already policies have been announced 
which in finality will only ignite the fires that will 
tragically char the asphalt and aspirations of people 
of good will in the long hot summer ahead. For there 
are some realities that cannot be avoided north of the

Mason-Dixon turf.
While median income of Negroes increases from 3- 

5 percent it is yet little more than $5,000 in a city 
where the white median is $7,250 per year. A Negro 
youth with four years college and one year of graduate 
school may expect to earn only $246,000 in his life 
time, while a white youth with a high school education 
will earn $253,000 during his life. A white youth with 
four years college will earn $395,000. With one addi
tional year he may share an income expectancy of 
$466,000. A Negro youth with four years of college 
can expect to earn at most $185.000, but a white 
grammar school drop-out after eight years of school
ing will earn some $191.000 in his lifetime.

This is not to say that man is economic or that 
money is the sine qua none of life. It is to assert that 
Negroes, even in middle class affluence, do not com
pete with whites. Because they do not, they cannot 
bargain on an equitable basis with whites short of 
direct action moves designed to place the total white 
community into a crisis situation.

Black Power and White Power
The whole confusion over Black Power reveals more 

about the white world than it does about the advo
cates of Black Power.

Blackness reminds us—as James Baldwin once sug
gested—of how undone we are in the focus of a 
people seeking to recoup the manhood which history 
has deprived them of through white power.

The advocates of black power undoubtedly wish to 
relate and reconstruct a mythos for the black communi
ty. Such a mythos would relate that community to some
thing larger than the sociological and political shack
les which presently bind it to a virtual mortgage on 
its future.

The question raised by the power party and other 
advocates of Black Power is, can American politics 
have any future apart from reconstruction of the socio
political mainstream of the nation? Indeed “What is 
the mainstream” ? The SNCC and CORE (Congress of 
Racial Equality) factions of the national freedom move
ment now know that to bargain the white power struc
ture into a crisis is the only way to free it from the 
myopia that fails to perceive that the choice is to move 
for social change or to face a conflagration.

Whites are shocked to hear the “moderates” of the 
older SNCC cry that “Damm it if we cannot sit at the 
table, we will kick the legs from under it . . .” But this 
is the truth behind a handwriting that they never 
bothered to read. It is the handwriting at the core of 
the “hieroglyphics of destitution” which Jesse Jackson 
speaks so eloquently about: the four letter words whose 
foulness is a composite of desperation and blind hope
lessness and not of obscenity at all.

This is precisely why the more perceptive and alert
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youngsters of Negro youth gangs find Black Power 
attractive and proudly wear Black Power buttons. 
These youth should not be confused with the virulent 
racists in Chicago’s inner city white pockets on the 
southwest and northwest sides of the city who scream 
for white power and who also bespeak a desperation 
but one of a totally different nature.

For while youth gangs are concerned over their 
status, . . . they are more interested in the substance 
of daily life which they see filched from their parents 
by politicians, landlords, social workers, insurance sales
men and corner businesses. These youngsters seek to 
know why their education is filtered down to them in 
schools whose per capita expenditure for each student 
hovers around $365 ($269 of which goes for instruction 
as opposed to the city average of $517, $344 of which 
goes for instruction). Intricate formulas stressing some 
basic—if oblique—“equality” of expenditures that is 
sömehow altered by the absence of experienced teach

ers in ghetto neighborhoods only corroborate for them 
the basic indifference which power structures in society 
have for black youth.

It was one of our more articulate board of educa
tion members the other week who asserted about one 
site selection “What difference does it make what block 
we take up in Kentwood-Oakland for a school. . . 
What’s all the fuss about the housing?” You can believe 
that the sector of the Blackstone rangers living in that 
area heard her with a clarity that was equally as pene
trating as that from city hall and the remaining board 
of education membership. These students know that 
with their schools 85.6 percent segregated. . . an incred
ibly high 74.4 percent at high school level—and this 
increasing geometrically each year—that the board of 
education is another bureau of racial segregation in 
the city of Chicago. A new school superintendent is 
far less impressive than old but continually repeated 
instances of performance scores for top ranking gradu-

Marlin Luther King, Jr., declares a “day of penance” after the night’s violence which was an attempt to defy police 
(Albany, Georgia, 1962).
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atcs of all Negro ghetto schools placing them as much 
as two and a half points below the average performance 
scores of other students attending college or university 
in the state. One news report cited the fact that Negro 
students graduating in the upper one-fourth of their 
class frequently scored 2.75 out of a possible 5 points 
at the state university.

These students know—or, at least, soon will know 
that this is a political issue. In fact the very question 
of color is a political issue in this city. Given these 
present infactitudcs, white power forces seem to as
sault all bases of reason by asserting that the choice 
and conflagration are not in fact alternatives . . . that 
by reason of their own current self interests the choice 
increasingly becomes a conflagration which is then 
interpreted as providing the occasion for a show of 
force. Thus we hear one seriously considered pro
posal that perhaps national guard units should be 
parked in the inner city core areas each summer to 
maintain the peace.

For the last vestiges of escape in the ghetto will 
have been gobbled up by dissemblers who would com
press both its borders and its possibilities—its problems 
and its prospects in a garrison state.

But let us stop and think. Would this not join the 
issue at that intersection of frustration and despair 
that might unleash a last proxism of urgency that in 
shattering previous integuments would threaten none
theless the total metropolitan area. Thus all epilogues 
of the ghetto are now beyond the rccititative of petty 
incidents and must now be considered in terms of the 
horrendous melodrama which is rehearsed in those 
ghettos daily. For no one who really lives as opposed to 
residing) in the ghetto or is a close observer of its 
unpattemed gasp of survival diurnaly, can seriously 
entertain anything less than the possibility of a total 
conflagration. But in the larger community there seems 
to be little recognition of the basic insult of the ghetto. 
Thus, the vice-president’s very honest assessment that 
one who lives in ghettos would likely lead revolts, that 
he would do so himself if compelled to live in them . . . 
is the subject of villification from alarmists who them
selves do not live in ghettos. But let us cite some more 
figures to put bone and sinew on the invisible skeleton 
structure that all of us see when we “imagine” the 
ghetto.

According to studies released by the Department of 
Commerce, note that: enrollments in high school have 
averaged over the past six years some 640,000 in
crease and college enrollment has increased nationally 
some 270,000 yet, only 29 percent of the nonwhite fe
males and 27.6 percent of the nonwhite males have 
completed four years of high school or more. But even 
this low figure represents an increase since the 1950s 
when it was only 14- percent.

This factor even affected the older aged groups 
where education levels were somewhat lower. In other

words the median level of education for Negroes above 
thirty-five was from two to four years lower than it 
was for whites. But whites even in the 1950s had 
reached the 40 percentile mark in terms of those who 
had completed secondary education. Thus Negroes are 
to this date a full 11 percent below the 1950 rating of 
whites in education at the secondary level alone.

Wage scales reveal even wider disparity in terms of 
the Negroes’ possibility of becoming competitive. For 
the 1963-64 report of the Department of Commerce 
“Americans at Mid Decade” noted that the median 
income for men was $6,100; for women $3,600. But 
for Negro men it was only $3,900.

What this discloses is a form of syndomatic poverty 
that capitalizes upon itself and becomes the guarantor 
against Negroes ever becoming inheritors--rather they 
are always inhabiters in their insular ghettos.

What must further be seen by the liberal white de- 
centocracy in America is that talk of avoiding polar
izations in the total community is less than worthless 
unless these disparities and their concomitant inequities 
can be massively overcome.

Youth and the Future
For the sake of its youth to whom it must bequeath 

its heritage, the nation must accept less facilely and 
more with a pronounced sense of uneasiness the mis- 
representative character of the varied boards and aux
iliaries entrusted with the guardianship of its major 
community services.

It is not merely that ghetto youth suffer from the 
social estrangement imposed—almost as a malignancy 
by these groups . . . but that the functions of these 
agencies constitute feudal recidivism of a private club; 
a club in which public policy is tragically a  satellite 
concern essentially tangential to the main business of 
running the club and perpetuating its hegemony.

Thus when “prurient interest” is attacked by mor
alistic censors, the youngsters wonder if the corrupt 
events presided over by the pristine trustees of a major 
metropolitan service and the inflated profits drawn 
from speculative real estate deals in areas selected 
for site location of schools or other municipal facili
ties—also reflect a “prurient” interest at public ex
pense!

Much like the figures caricatured in Genet’s The 
Blacks, the youth gangs are fascinated with the larger 
society to the point of imitation; and like these figures 
the mask of imitation is only a shield for incorporating 
the larger subtleties of “operating” which youth gangs 
know so well as the modus vivendi of society, no mat
ter at what level. It is impossible to speak of cherished 
institutions to these youth for these youngsters know 
that those institutions are the coveted superstructure 
which shapes the price which corruption pays to a 
certain escheatic order. But who pays a price to justice?

A part of the penetrating attraction of Black Power
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is its seeming promise that America’s black people can 
bring clown the curtain on the politics of collusion. 
There need no longer be a brokerage class maneuvering 
from compromise and defining principle on grounds 
of a privatistic ethnic which surrenders the issues at 
the outset.

Because of this, the SNCC-CORE-axis makes com
mon cause with all those whom it has seen as out
siders (including the Black nationalist children and 
stepchildren of Fadd and Marcus Garvey).

For them there is very little point in arguing right 
versus left relative to the ideological spectrum. Con
sensus white politics have been the exclusionist politics 
of the center which effectively prevented the black man 
(and for that matter the dispossessed period) from 
sitting at the right hand of the privileged clique. It is 
not Stalinoid or Moaist to assert that the experience 
of SNCC and CORE, and GOFO through Freedom 
Democratic Party in 1964 eclipsed anything that might 
have been described in a Fitzgerald novel about this 
nation’s political parties. For the experience revealed 
that a party harboring Dodd, Eastland, Stennis, Ei
lender, Long, and Russell on the one hand, and Powell, 
Kennedy, Ruether, Douglas, and Brown on the other 
was not a “party of the people . . . ” nor was it dem
ocratic, at all but was in fact a diaphonous ideological 
contradiction sustained by papier-mache and money.

Insulting and patronizing articles from the Evans- 
Novak-Roscoe Drummond and Luce oriented press 
serve only to confirm the militants in the movement 
in their basic suspicion of the sickness of the larger so
ciety.

They know too, that there is an invisible govern
mental agency called the machine which in effect 
serves as a holding company with interlocking direc
torates among the business and labor and mass media 
enterprises. They know that this holding company is 
able to frustrate any and nearly all functions of gov
ernment in the interest of part necessity.

They know also that bi-partisan government in the 
city is government of at least four parties divided less 
on ideological grounds than along lines of vested inter
est relative to the city versus suburb.

Thus the paramount issue against which the integrity 
of party government must be judged in mid-century is 
what is a political party and what constitutes responsi
bility and obligation for such an entity in a democracy.

Black Power: A Christian Response
Perhaps the most urgent task for the church in de

veloping a response to Black Power is to reconceptua
lize its own mission in the world. It should be clear 
that the non-missional presumptions of rendering phi
lanthropy as a helping profession are, by now, dis
credited and without merit in any dialogue of the 
church’s role in the ghetto. On the other hand, we

must state that this is the acceptance of the cross that 
requires an understanding of the implications and ram
ifications of identification with the dispossessed that 
will require much more thinking than has been evident 
in many Christian communions. Obviously, to enter
tain the possibilities of doing this outside of an ecumen
ical and indeed, where possible, an inter-faith context 
is not to undertake the task at all. Nor need we expect 
to be welcomed by the advocates of black power. 
Much if not all of our support will have to be non- 
directive and channeled largely through the leader
ship of lay people with whom we maintain a liaison.

It is certain that the church’s understanding of what 
interaction means must shift from the rather tradition
al concern that adjustment rather than creative con
flict become the basis for arriving at solutions to a 
given crisis. The church must understand that fre
quently the establishment does nothing apart from 
the presence of substantial conflict which in effect 
bargains the community into a crisis.

The church should see the tension created by the 
political demands of black power movements as the 
inevitable and valuable by-product of the Negroes’ at
tempt, in the ghetto, to express his manhood by re
entering society as an interest group. But we should 
also surmise that any re-entry process will be pain
ful and, at times, abrasive in terms of the counter
balancing of claims and interests in the body politic. 
What should be appreciated in the church’s role is not 
the Imitatio Christi . . . but is defined by the image of 
a servant who seeks dialogue in obedience to his Lord; 
and who willingly assumes risks of the dialogue.

Severe distrust from the advocates of Black Power 
may help the church to a more authentic expression 
of the love ethic which divests itself of the facade of 
moral superiority and spiritual pride. The church will 
need to deploy its laity in disciplined, close study moves 
that sensitize the community at large to the urgency 
of developing Negro leadership and a group con
sciousness of self that will provide the raison d’etre for 
the massive racial rehabilitation which Negroes need. 
By and large Negroes who have worked in integrated 
settings or who have received the official blessing of the 
white power structure are going to be useless to the 
Black power movement; this is tragic. Perhaps the 
most that can be hoped for is that a few of them will 
be able to operate as communicative bridges to that 
movement.

The churches must make a careful and thoroughly 
appraised assessment that is free to proceed from the 
context wherein it works and is not enslaved to some 
doctrinal presuppositions about what an action must 
be in all places and all times.

The question of endorsement is not only no longer 
an option of the church, but it essentially begs the is
sue. The movement is not contingent upon any such 
beneficence on the part of the church. What the church
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should more nearly perceive is its task to be a sharp, 
if friendly critic of the dogmas which are a part of 
any revolutionary situation and which invariably arise 
in the reconstruction of ideology.

These gigantic assertions may be viewed as necessary 
to the devolution of ghetto mentality since it is most 
apparent that black leadership will wish to reject out 
of hand the patronizing description of the Negro com
munity as a sub-culture.

The church should also reject this image as a dis
tortion and in the midst of its critical task should 
seek to interpret the black man’s quest for an alter
native in which he may participate as something more 
than an articulate ward of the larger and more dom
inant group.

The church needs to tell the larger and more dom
inant society that at the very least black people will 
search for this alternative even if it means the crea
tion of paragovernmental linkages to the central de
terminants and sources of decision making. This in
cludes mass media, government, informal decision 
making apparatus and the asphalt-concrete grass roots 
movements. Other than this it is only reasonable to 
surmise that they will move toward the collapse of 
these surrogate structures as totally incompatible with 
their drive to manhood and total participation.

Finally, the church must be prepared to allay the 
fears of the white community against an authentic 
(as opposed to opportunistic) black power movement. 
The church should help the white community confront

the unpleasant realities that have necessitated the for
mation of black power movements in the north and 
the south.

Again, the church is not under obligation to support 
every segment of the black power movement. It is 
under judgment to come to terms with black power, 
particularly as it impinges upon the nondirection of 
the American cities. Certainly it must repudiate vio
lent and opportunistic forces who mask behind Black 
Power as a cry for black people’s liberty. American 
cities must undertake overall city planning with com
prehensive scope and develop complementary institu
tions whose accountability and response to all elements 
within a city does not evince in spastic nonsense about 
“. . . . This city will never select a member of the 
board of such and such on the basis of color. . . .” The 
mayors who say this are always careful to assure repre
sentation to the noisy and politically sensitive ethnic 
elements of the white community. It is the task of the 
church to point this up and shout aloud the men
dacity and hypocrisy it betrays, and the convulsive 
desperation it generates in the Negro ghetto.

It is no longer a question of whether or not the 
black community will organize. It is whether the church 
has the intestinal fortitude and the integrity to ally, 
where possible, with this organization in breaking the 
strange hold of the corporate structure rather than en
gaging in the futile and self defeating attempt of 
opting to revert into that corporate structure and there
by perpetuate for masses the mess we are already in.

These six elderly Albany Negroes kneel in firayer on steps oj city hall after 161 Negroes had been arrested because they 
had “paraded without a permit.”
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HI. Ventures Toward a Solution

A MINISTRY OF RECONCILIATION

By Orlando A. Waltner

T h a t  w o r d s  l i k e  segregation and apartheid should 
describe the social and cultural pattern of any people or 
nation is cause for embarrassment, apprehension, and 
repentance. On the American scene where segregation 
of non-white has been planned and promoted, some
times with the help of political agencies and funds, the 
wrong of earlier slavery and present-day segregation be
comes starkly brutal and repulsive. Where segregation 
with all its attending evils has been supported by 
churches and institutions and Christians as individual 
leaders in communities, the cognizance of this system of 
alienation as sin is yet to break more deeply upon this 
nation.

The present institution of segregation is engrained 
deeply into white, American culture. It could be no

other since the Negro from the colonial day was made 
a part of the U.S. scene because of the economic gain 
he meant to white society. Oscar Handlin writes of the 
voung American nation pioneering in freedom, but en
slaving the Africans who, transported to the western 
hemisphere, were by law reduced to the status of prop
erty: “The evolving economic system depended upon 
the Negro and required his total subjugation. The 
masses of black men had to be totally disciplined. For
bidden to hold weapons, to signal one another, to as
semble in groups, or to strike a white man, they were 
kept in incommunicado. The law defined them as 
chattels, held them incapable of giving evidence, pun
ished them savagely for misdemeanors, and deprived 
them of their humanity. The completion of the slave

Typical house occupied by Negroes in rural Mississippi.
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code fixed the character of a plantation.” Indeed, the 
United States’ history has its embarrassing aspects of 
exploitation and subjection of the Negro race.

The Delta Ministry
Efforts to correct the system of exploitation and sub

jection have encountered strong resistance. Only a firm 
and determined position of the Federal Government 
has been able to create some situations in which the 
Negro can more fully exercise the rights that are his as 
a person. Repeatedly it has been said that the church 
has been tardy in protesting against the evils of segre
gation. Courageous Christians and congregations did 
raise their voices in behalf of the Negro, but the church 
as an institution was indifferent, complacent, or openly 
supported segregation. More recently, hosts of church 
people determined to help the Negro find release from 
his underprivileged status and station have turned to 
the Delta Ministry in Mississippi, a program of the 
National Council of Churches. In this program, begun 
in 1964, churches of five continents are working posi
tively to help the most sorely depressed and needy Ne
groes living in the flat, crescent-shaped area of north
west Mississippi. Large plantations reap rich rewards 
from the thirty-feet deep top soil of the Delta. Some of 
this soil is the richest in the world. More than 2 million 
bales of cotton, worth more than a quarter billion dol
lars, are shipped every year from the Delta. But the 
Negroes who hoe and pick the cotton earn an average 
of $486 per family per year.

The Delta Ministry moved to help the poor, illiter
ate, helpless, and exploited Negro. In the two years of 
its program, the Delta Ministry has achieved some sig
nificant results. In the area of relief, local people in 
several counties were organized to bring protest in 
Washington on the discrimination in distributing wel
fare funds and commodities. In those counties without 
programs to distribute federal surplus commodities, the 
Delta Ministry offered to administer these federal pro
grams. As a result, the state expanded its program to 
bring additional relief to people in all of the 82 coun
ties of Mississippi.

Through the assistance of Delta Ministry, a non
profit corporation was organized which can now apply 
for federal grants and loans for low-cost housing and 
small business opportunities. Economic rehabilitation is 
also promoted in the launching of numerous Headstart 
programs (a preschool program for deprived young
sters). As a result, 1.3 million dollars and 1,300 jobs 
were made available to the state through federal funds. 
To counter ill health the Delta Ministry engaged a 
doctor and four nurses who organized county health 
departments conducting demonstration clinics for de
prived Negroes. Counties and state health programs 
are encouraged to expand and to provide nondiscrim
inating service.

In the absence of leadership roles and opportunities 
to express community responsibility, citizenship has had

little meaning for the Negro. The Delta Ministry’s pro
gram encourages the Negro to study his own problems 
and to initiate programs to resolve these problems. As
sistance and counsel are given to the Negroes to register 
as a necessary step to qualify for citizenship responsibil
ities in the local communities. Programs are flexible. 
People’s needs are a determining factor of ministry. 
The elderly who are denied legitimate welfare grants 
or social security benefits find in the Delta Ministry' an 
organization which comes to their help and encourage
ment.

Barriers of Hostility
The Delta Ministry staff is identified very closely 

with the Negro in his struggles to attain a more digni
fied and meaningful life in as short a time as possible. 
As a result the Delta Ministry is a part of those forces 
which create tension between white and Negroes. The 
hesitant and cautious manner in which “moderate 
whites” have supported the Negro in his claim to full 
citizenship has convinced the administration of the 
Delta Ministry of the necessity to call upon Federal 
Government to exert pressure in gaining for the Negro 
the rights that are his. As the Negro has been gaining 
ground in winning his rights, the gulf between the seg
regationists, the moderate whites, and the Negro has 
been deepening. New and subtle ways of discrimination 
and rejection of the Negro are being used by whites.

A Ministry of Reconciliation
Consistent and serious programs of reconciliation are 

rare. The ministry of reconciliation is without question 
the most difficult task facing the nation in its racial 
crisis. And who but the church should take the lead 
here? In spite of the rebuffs, the harsh and difficult ex
periences that have come to members of the Delta Min
istry staff, there remain the challenge and the need to 
add to the Delta Ministry program the concent of rec
onciliation. Both the Negro and the white need to over
come attitudes of bitterness, mistrust, and fear. And the 
whites need to experience a cleansing from guilt of 
years of wrong deeds.

The ministry of reconciliation is a mission of peace to 
people who are at war within and among themselves. 
This difficult mission requires personnel of sensitivity, 
courage, and patience. It demands persons of faith, 
hope, and love. This is a mission calling for the corpor
ate witness of the churches. The peace section of the 
Mennonite Central Committee could be the logical 
agency to designate personnel, which within the frame
work of the program of the Delta Ministry, could en
gage responsible businessmen, professional personnel, 
and ministers in discussion and formulation of programs 
of reconciliation. The Delta Ministry would most likely 
stand ready to add this peace mission or ministry of 
reconciliation to its list of activities in behalf of the 
Negro and the white people of the South.
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TEACHING IN A 
SEGREGATED SCHOOL

By Patricia Martin

S e v e r a l  y e a r s  a g o  I received an assignment to teach 
in a school located in a city slum. I was neither warned 
that the school would be over ninety percent Negro, 
nor consulted if, as a Caucasian, I would object to such 
an assignment. The personnel director was providing 
this city with integrated faculties by merely assigning 
teachers without regard to race. The situation was 
without tension, when compared to the racial problems 
confronting most big city schools. The board of edu
cation had shown its concern for the total community. 
The school tax dollars were equally distributed. This 
was evident as I went from an upper middle class 
neighborhood school to my new assignment within the 
same system. Both schools had good audio-visual 
equipment, playground toys, an auditorium, provided 
held trips, and the same amount of money per pupil 
was given to the teacher to order supplies. Why. 
then, do civil rights leaders say that segregated schools 
are not equal? I learned the answers first hand.

Schools in poverty areas lack leadership in their 
Parent-Teacher’s Association or similar organizations. 
These organizations are left struggling much as the 
church congregation remaining in the inner city. In a 
more affluent neighborhood, a Parent-Teacher’s Asso
ciation group provides a school with such needs as 
inter-com systems, mimeograph machines, tape record
ers. television, extra library books or kitchen equipment. 
This is not true in the slum school. Our P.T.A. was 
only able to raise three hundred dollars the entire 
vear; whereas a P.T.A. in a school in a “good neigh
borhood” with experienced leadership, fewer working 
mothers, and more money in the family budget to 
spend on tickets for school programs, carnivals, or 
spaghetti suppers, was having problems deciding how 
to spend the one thousand extra dollars in their treasury.

Another inequality is due to a large teacher turnover. 
A teacher does not stay long enough to build up the 
teaching aids. As a teacher orders the yearly supplies 
for her room, she thinks of both immediate and future 
needs. When the buying plan is interrupted every 
few years, the room never gets well equipped, or it’s 
a “hodge podge.” Teachers may even need more sup
plies than the average school because there will be 
more failures, and the children will need more practice.

The most important inequality is in placing the same 
number of children per teacher, usually around thirty-

five in city systems, without regard to the special needs 
of the disadvantaged child. I am a kindergarten 
teacher. Let us look at what happens in kindergartens 
segregated by de facto segregation into a room of 
mostly disadvantaged Negro children in one school and 
a room of mainly middle class white children in another 
school.

The middle class children are directed to cut-color- 
paste, which the majority have done many times at 
home. There is instant success. Many can even print 
their names on the back of the paper. They can sit 
and wait quietly for the next activity. They know how 
to care for and look at books. They have had many 
educational toys and trips. Blocks are used to build 
farms, cities, and bridges from the first free play session. 
They bring extra equipment from home for the special 
art projects. Their behavior reflects the security of 
their home life. These children and their teacher go 
through the year with relative ease in a good psycho
logical climate.

The majority of the thirty-five disadvantaged chil
dren have never been stimulated by educational toys, 
trios, or even stories. Each child needs the teacher 
“at the same time” to encourage him in his first attempt 
to cut-color-paste. Most have never seen their name 
in print. Blocks are lined up in a long row or made 
into tall towers. Books are “read” upside-down and 
backward. The noise in the playhouse reflects the dis
organization of their home life. Starting where these 
children are in their development, the teacher may 
show them their face in a mirror, which most have not 
seen before except as a blurred reflection in a store 
window. Lack of language development is a maior 
problem. They cannot talk about what they have not 
experienced. The teacher through drama and visual 
R’ds acquaints the children with a larger world. This 
is complicated by the fact that most teaching aids 
are geared to the experiences found in middle class 
family life and because of the lack of pictures de
picting the Negro. Often to motivate a child to talk, 
a teacher’s most valuable aid is an understanding of the 
sub-culture of poverty. She may be able to get him to 
talk in two or three sentences about guns, rats, tele
vision. police, church, fires, money, or bugs. Often the 
potential dropout is experiencing his first failure even 
in kindergarten because the teacher cannot get around
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to encourage the entire class. These children need 
many successes. The needs of the parents have been 
so great that the needs of the children could not be 
met at home. Their excessive demands for attention 
and other problems in a personality development cause 
a cloudy psychological atmosphere of failure for these 
children and their teacher. The authoritarian type 
“hit and holler” discipline used at home results in a 
multitude of discipline problems at school. One of 
the hardest jobs is to communicate to the parents that 
a whipping given by the teacher will not help the child 
learn his lesson or “act right.”

Schools are not providing equal education opportu
nities for the disadvantaged Negro child when teacher- 
pupil ratios and teaching procedures are not adjusted 
to correct and to prevent these special difficulties. The 
middle class child does not receive an adequate edu
cation in his sheltered classroom isolated from the 
reality of the differences to be found in the world. 
The problems of educating the disadvantaged Negro 
child are great enough, as I learned from this teaching 
assignment, when there is a progressive board of edu
cation committed to human relations. I was soon to 
learn that such a school board is indeed a rare gem. 
There is a more typical way of administering ghetto 
schools. This way is the cause of much of the fear, 
hostility, and distrust found between whites and Ne
groes in many school systems today. Robert Kendall 
in his book “White Teacher in a Black School” does a 
good job of describing the frustrations of working 
under a rigid board of education.

When we moved to another city in Kansas, I applied 
for a job in a school system which happened to be

mostly segregated. There was resistance to faculty 
integration. Unless teachers volunteer, the segregated 
faculties will continue, except for teachers new to the 
system, because teachers with tenure cannot be re
assigned to correct racial imbalance. The board was 
not interested in the attempts of the Human Relations 
Commission and other groups working on the problems 
of dc facto segregation. Along with my teaching appli
cation, I sent a letter requesting an assignment to a 
Negro school. During my interview, I again raised 
the question of such an assignment. I certainly was not 
encouraged by the words of the personnel director, 
“We believe children are children. We want what is 
best for the child. We do not want anybody out there 
with an axe to grind.” The normal procedure deviated. 
I was sent to the school to “look it over” and to be 
interviewed by the Negro principal. I suppose the 
bare playground, broken sidewalk, old ill-kept building 
and lack of teaching equipment was expected to deter 
me. Later in the day, I was called on the phone by 
the secretary of the personnel director to sec “How T 
liked it out there.” By mutual agreement of the prin
cipal and myself, I have now been there three years.

Discouragements come not only from the administra
tion but from fellow white teachers as well. Last sum
mer at an institute for the desegregation of schools, 
many teachers expressed feelings of prejudice. Working 
each day and seeing the results of segregation, I cannot 
help but be committed to the civil rights movement. 
There are rebuffs from some white friends, family and 
Christians who find the commitment hard to under
stand and accept. To assure freedom from segregated 
patterns of the past, Caucasians and Negroes need a

Picketing at Board of Education building in a metropolitan city.
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chance to get acquainted on the job and in the leisure 
time of their daily lives. This means a conscious effort 
from the white person to remove the racial barriers 
erected long ago and fermented by unquestioning gen
erations. My opportunities have made me aware of 
and sensitive to the deprivation of human dignity and 
the inequalities caused to the Negro American because 
of white supremacy in our country.

The problems of the Negro children in my room who 
come from low rent public housing and high rent 
dilapidated housing around the school are as described 
earlier. They are further complicated by past isolation 
from whites in the larger community. One day as I 
was walking in the neighborhood, one of the girls in 
my room came skipping down the street. When she 
saw me, she stopped dead and shouted, “Ooops, I must 
have come too far!” This was her reaction to seeing a 
white person in her block.

Our school has been neglected as have other Negro 
schools in the system. This is sometimes partly the fault 
of the “Uncle Tom” type Negro principal who wishes to 
cause as little trouble and expense as possible and keeps 
the budget requests low and conceals the needs of the 
pupils. Our particular school has no duplicating ma
chine. Seatwork is put on the board morning and noon 
by teachers who are already giving up thirty minutes 
of their lunch hour to supervise the children who have 
brought sack lunches. There is no hot lunch program 
for the elementary schools. Because of the interest of 
a small group of middle class mothers, our schools now 
have a milk program. These mothers were concerned 
that the school system was not participating in this 
federally funded program and approached the board 
of education as a pressure group. We need more such 
help in the form of pressure from citizens. This is 
the first year we have had a speech therapist (only three 
hours per week) and a counsellor (one day a week) in 
our school. We are so overcrowded that these services 
are located in a main hallway or in a corner of the 
library. The librarian comes once a week. The library 
is a gloomy room located next to the boiler room in 
the basement which means it is not quiet. One day I 
was using the library to show a film and the nurse 
(half day a week) and the counsellor arrived, and an
other teacher wanted to use this only available space 
to practice gym. There is no auditorium for school 
programs or meetings. We shove back desks and use 
a classroom. We lack teaching equipment. I am for
tunate that I can supplement supplies with my own 
children’s educational toys. My expenses for such items 
as pens, tape, straws, parties, records, stapler, paper 
punch, which should be provided by the school, comes 
to nearly one hundred dollars a year. Federal funding 
of a teachers aide program gave each teacher the help 
of mothers in the community part time each week. 
It made a remarkable difference in the performance of 
the children and the efficiency of the teacher. It is

doubtful if such funds will continue, and without such 
help I am not certain I can continue! This would be 
a real opportunity for volunteer service as is happening 
in some places.

As the first and only white teacher in the history of 
the school, the parents at first thought I might be mean 
to their children. They expected me to keep my dis
tance. My philosophy of ghetto school teaching is to 
be involved in the neighborhood. By this I mean using 
recreation facilities (if there are any), eating out, shop
ping, using public transportation from time to time, 
home visitation, visiting churches, and socializing with 
Negro friends in the area. Our children attended a 
nursery school in the ghetto: this was a breakthrough 
in my communication with parents. They saw this 
as a sign of mutual trust as we allowed our children 
to rub elbows. The discussion of race is becoming less 
taboo. The local poverty program has begun to draw 
out the feelings of parents as they plan for their chil
dren’s future.

The children and I work for open human relation
ships needed for this new generation of five-year-old 
Negro Americans. The following are some typical 
comments I recorded in my classroom: “My teacher is 
white.” “My brother calls you Whitey.” “I like your 
hair.” “Are your kids white too?” “ A rat bit me, 
but mama said not to tell you.” “You live in the 
white man’s world don’t you.” “I don’t have a daddy.” 
“She’s talking about my mama. You don’t talk about 
nobody’s mama.” “My mama is getting married.” 
“He spit on me.”

“Niggers is a bad word.”
“Why did you call him a nigger?”
Shrug.
“Do you know anyone who likes to be called a 

nigger?”
“No Ma’am.”
“What is he?”
“Colored.”
“He’s a Negro.”
Smile. “That’s right.”
Boards of education are mostly one color, white. 

They are either committed or not committed to civil 
rights. The non-committed are in abundance. De 
facto segregation in our nation’s schools has been passed 
off as a housing problem. The fact is there are several 
creative solutions to dc facto segregation known to ad
ministrators They are not implemented because those 
in the educational power structure do not wish to 
disrupt the status quo. Without federal aid and the 
civil rights movement schools would be moving more 
slowly in eliminating inadequate education of Negro 
Americans. School administrations will be most in
fluenced to change by pressure from parents, black 
and white together, who desire their children be trained 
to live in an integrated, democratic society.
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WORLD IN WORSHIP

By Thomas F. Moffett

W i i i t e - g l o v e d  l a d i e s  acting as ushers, the congrega
tion marching forward to place their offerings on the 
communion table while singing the Negro gospel song 
“Lead Me. Guide Me,” a prelude and perhaps an 
invitational hymn with the pronounced beat of the 
Negro gospel music—these are features of the Sunday 
morning worship at the First (United) Presbyterian 
Church of Kansas City, Missouri, which the average 
Protestant visitor finds new and strange. Since the 
congregation and staff are interracial, some of them 
also have had some adjusting to do. However, this 
adjustment can hardly be considered more radical 
and difficult than the upheavals in established liturgical 
practices which great numbers of Roman Catholic 
congregations are now experiencing.

When a white church seeks to be an agent of recon
ciliation and mission in a Negro neighborhood what 
effect does this have on its form and style of worship? 
It is often said that most of our “standard brand” white 
Protestant churches are not really capable of effective 
ministry in city neighborhoods of low economic or 
educational level or of Negro concentration. “Those 
people just are not attracted by our style of worship 
and activities.” is the reason often given.

This widely accepted attitude is being challenged by 
a small but increasing number of effective inner city 
churches both Protestant and Roman Catholic. How
ever, I believe all of these have made their primary 
appeal not on the basis of the form or style of worship 
but by the evidences of genuine acceptance, concern and 
cTective action to meet the urgent needs of the people 
by both individual social welfare and more long-range 
social and political action approaches.

This concern for people, however, makes many such 
churches receptive to liturgical change since the mis
sion of the church is conceived as taking Christ to 
the people in a way they can understand rather than 
bringing people to a Christ who is expressed in a fixed 
form and tradition to which they must adjust.

First (United) Presbyterian Church in Kansas City, 
Missouri, has.tried to be responsive in this way without 
in any sense breaking contact with its historic tradition 
in worship.

The church is in the heart of the city’s worst poverty 
area. The parish is a free-way-ringed “island” about

eight blocks square and has for years been half white 
and half Negro. Eight years ago the 25 active white 
members undertook a new and intensified ministry to 
the entire neighborhood with substantial denomina
tional support. At that time the “island’s” population 
was at least ten thousand but it was already turning 
from residential to commercial and has now dropped to 
below six thousand.

In spite of this decline the church has not only be
come the most active force in neighborhood social wel
fare and action but has grown to over one hundred 
members with a program involving at least five hundred 
people on a regular basis and touching five thousand 
a year in some way. The church is interracial, but 
about two years ago the growing number of Negro 
members finally resulted in a shift in the ruling body 
(the Session). Leadership moved from elderly whites 
to young Negroes. It was from this new leadership that 
the suggestions came for the most noticeable variations 
from usual Presbyterian worship practices.

From the beginning of the church’s new ministry 
the pastor, Kenneth S. Waterman, had a deep appre
ciation for the value of the liturgy and an openness 
to all the historic liturgical traditions and newer ex
periments. There had been little prior exposure to 
the worship of Negro churches, however.

The basic structure of the worship was established 
right at the beginning of the new ministry and has 
actually remained unchanged. It is deeply rooted in 
the relatively formal liturgical traditions rather than 
in the so-called “free” forms. In fact the comment 
of the local neighborhood visitor of Baptist, Methodist, 
or Pentecostal background is often, “This must be some 
kind of Catholic church.”

Sections of the sendee are entitled. “Praise to the 
Almighty Gocl,” “Confession to Our Forgiving Father.” 
“Instruction and Inspiration,” “Our Response to God’s 
Love,” and “The Fellowship of Christ’s Church.” 
Congregational participation is structured in the fa
miliar forms of a responsive “Greeting” or “Call to 
Worship,” unison “Apostles’ Creed” and prayer of 
confession. Participation is increased beyond the Pres
byterian norm through the saying of the Twenty-Third 
Psalm in unison as an “Assurance of Pardon” and by 
singing “The Lord’s Prayer” as part of the dedication
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Vacant store serves as church in Harlcm^New York, opened by four Protestant denominations in cooperation with New 
York City Mission Society and Union Theological Seminary.
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of the offering. Throughout the service the congrega
tion adds the “Amen” to prayers and sometimes in 
other places such as after the choir anthem.

The final part of the service, called “The Fellowship 
of Christ’s Church” follows the first “Benediction” and 
three-fold-amen sung by the congregation. During the 
hymn the pastor has left the chancel, removed his 
robe and leads the fellowship period from the floor of 
the nave. Here the participation of the congregation 
is still structured but in a free and informal mood 
which is in marked contrast to the dignity and form

which preceded. Visitors are asked to stand and in
troduce themselves and announcements are made, often 
at some length. There is a time for questions and 
discussion about the sermon and service. The period 
lor sharing personal and community joys and needs 
brings even more regular and wide participation and 
is followed by prayers for help and healing frequently 
led by one of the elders. Sometimes there is a time 
of preparation for worship the next Sunday. Until 
very recently the final moment was reserved for a 
very brief invitation to anyone who wished to express

Protest meeting in church at Durham, North Carolina.
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loyalty to Christ by becoming an active member of 
this part of his church. Now we have placed this 
during the hymn following the sermon.

This worship service follows a form reasonably fa
miliar to all but the freest of Protestant churches but 
bringing into this form elements of participation, free
dom, and informality which have helped to make 
strangers quickly feel at home.

Our form of worship has not been the attraction 
which has brought visitors. Various forms of service 
and action programs showing a church alive to the 
needs of the community have been the initial attraction. 
Rut the worship service has expressed enough vitality 
and warmth to encourage the visitor to return and 
enter more fully into the life of this community of 
Christians.

The recent changes in our worship are more obvious 
responses to the normal worship patterns in independent 
Negro churches. One of the most noticeable is the 
offering procedure with the congregation coming for
ward. This may seem strange to almost all white 
Protestants, but its symbolic significance is related to 
that of the normal Methodist or Episcopal communion 
in which the worshiper expresses his response of obedi
ence and self-dedication by going forward rather than 
staying passively in his seat as most Presbyterians do. 
The logistic problems of getting everybody up front 
and back to their seats often cause some dismay to a 
person accustomed to Presbyterian concern for dignity 
and order, but joy and freedom in giving have too long 
been getting nothing but lip service.

The really sticky question that recent changes in 
our worship has brought out into the open is that of 
music. The introduction of Negro gospel music in 
both special choir numbers and some congregational 
singing was suggested by the new members of session 
and has brought a marked response from the congre
gation. “This is our kind of music—soul music.”

It should be noted that for several years we had been 
singing a Negro spiritual almost every Sunday. These 
were perhaps helpful as an evidence of some effort 
toward adjustment by the white members and pastors, 
but they obviously were not the form in which our 
Negro people were accustomed to expressing their 
praise and prayer to God. For a penetrating analysis 
of the relation of the spirituals to the Christian faith, 
I would recommend pp. 206-220 of Joseph R. Washing
ton, Jr.’s, Black Religion. Washington dismisses Negro 
gospel music with scorn as “the creation of a disengaged 
people” which has become the property of commercial 
opportunists (p. 51). But the fact remains that most 
of our congregation recognize it as their own. And if 
there is any part of the service that should belong to 
the people, it is the music. The music is meant to be 
the people’s expression of heart-felt praise and thanks
giving to God. If it is a cold and foreign form through 
which they are unable to pour out their heart and

soul, it is a meaningless exercise in good taste or life
less theology. We have been guilty of this too long.

One serious problem remains which calls for much 
more attention than anyone has yet given it so far as 
I know. Negro gospel music has developed without 
benefit of full ecumenical theological understandings 
of the Christian faith. It primarily expresses the Negro 
longing for freedom and equality in words and mood 
shaped by the white evangelists’ conscious or uncon
scious evasion of the real human issues. It also served 
their desire to turn the Negro’s attention to an escapist 
preoccupation with salvation in the hereafter. Thus 
when we use music that our people feel is their own 
it tends to take them back into an opiating-fundamen- 
talist understanding of the Christian faith which we 
have been trying to overcome. It might seem to imply 
that we are unwilling to truly disassociate the church 
of today from its sins of the past when it actively aided 
in turning the Negro from involvement in the struggle 
for genuine freedom and provided instead a cheap 
emotional release in the hope of a home in glory. 
A serious effort to fit new words into the gospel music 
might help to bring us out of this dilemma. I believe 
it needs to be tried. There remains a question in my 
mind, however, that the music itself is so heavily 
loaded with the emotion of an otherworldly escapism 
that for the current generation it can never really 
express anything else.

One great difficulty in dealing with this dilemma is 
the fact that even where Negroes and whites are wor
shiping and working together in anything approaching 
genuine freedom and equality there is still such a back
log of misunderstanding, guilt, and mistrust that we 
avoid honest discussion for fear of hurting each other 
or being accused of prejudice.

To keep the significance of race in proper perspective 
I would like to include my observation from the years 
of prior ministry in lower and middle class white con
gregations that their dilemma in church music is very- 
similar. We seem to have no adequate alternative in 
Protestant hymnology to music that leaves the average 
congregation essentially unmoved in heart and spirit 
or music whose words and emotional overtones are 
basically tied to a denial of the concern of God for this 
world which is the meaning of the Incarnation.

The average pastor is ill-equipped to combat this 
problem. We need a serious effort by musicians, 
theologians, and writers to build upon the few hymns 
we now have which relate faith to modern life and 
to set these words to music which carries the beat of 
today’s world and can be the authentic expression of 
contemporary faith. Perhaps such a hymn-writing 
workshop should involve at its heart a group of people 
from the streets of Watts or Harlem like the group 
which produced the prose and poetry presented by 
NBC Television on its recent “The Angry Voices of 
Watts.”
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THE CHURCH IN A RACIALLY 
CHANGING COMMUNITY

Editor's Note: This article is a firsthand report of a Mennonite con
gregation's attempt to accept a neighborhood and a church that was no 
longer white. The heart searching questions he asks of himself are asked 
of us all.

By David Ewert

F e a r  i- ia d  e r o d e d  the conscience and morale of our 
church years before the neighborhood itself changed. 
Some members, who lived east of the church, had 
already faced the problems of integration in their 
communities and with few exceptions concluded that 
integration either was undesirable or unworkable. 
“They picked on our kids. They smashed bottles in 
our alleys. They ruined our school. They spoiled our 
sleep with drunken brawling and loud music fit only 
for savages.” These were the myths and half-truths 
passed on as final and adequate explanations why it 
was impossible to live next door to one of them.

It was hardly surprising, then, that these feelings 
should have influenced church policy. Over four years 
ago, when our present pastor was being considered for 
a call, part of the unwritten agreement was that he 
would not invite Negroes to our church. After all, the 
church had an obligation to maintain stability and good 
relations in the community. Inviting Negroes might 
lead to racial incidents; members might be ostracized 
by their neighbors; the church might even be bombed. 
Despite attempts by the pastor to get the congregation 
to face realistically its only live options—extinction or 
integration—no change in policy was effected during 
the first two years of his pastorate.

Then the exodus began. From the summer of 1964 
until the summer of 1966 about 75 percent of the resi
dents in the area around our church moved away and 
were replaced by Negroes. As they moved into the 
community, the issue before the church became more 
urgent. What if Negroes just happened to visit? 
Would they be welcome? Most agreed that they would. 
A person could hardly be excluded from a “Christian” 
church on the basis of skin color.

The test case finally came in October, 1964. A 
person who had recently moved into the neighborhood 
and become active in the church invited a Negro 
mother whom she had met at the local grade school 
to visit our church. After thinking about it for several 
weeks the Negro lady decided to come. That Sunday

morning in October, 1964, marked a new era in the 
life of our church. Initial reactions were varied. Some 
people became terribly alarmed and viewed her pres
ence as a deliberate, planned attempt to flout the 
understood policy of the church. Many adopted a 
“wait and see” attitude. And then there were those 
who were actually relieved that the break had finally 
been made. To the credit of the pastor and the ma
turity of the congregation, most of those who had 
reacted the strongest continued to attend, although 
several families since then have gradually moved away 
from active involvement in the life of the church, and 
some will no doubt eventually cut their ties completely.

However, the “break in the dike” did not result in 
any flood of newcomers. For six months, only this 
one Negro lady and a few children attended our serv
ices with any regularity. Because it was quite obvious 
that passive acceptance of Negro visitors was not 
enough to build a congregation, several couples began 
a canvass of the community in the spring of 1965, 
which was expanded, organized, and completed by 
a summer assistant from Mennonite Biblical Seminary. 
As a result of this visitation program and other con
tacts, during the past year our Sunday school enroll
ment has increased to over 60, and as many as 10 
Negro adults have been in attendance at our worship 
service. Seven adults are presently involved in in
struction classes, at the close of which they will decide 
whether they wish to unite with our congregation.

So now we have an integrated church. What does 
that prove? Well, nothing really. In the first place, 
our church cannot seriously be considered integrated 
unless most of our Caucasian members continue to be 
actively involved in the life of the church. We hope 
and pray that they will, but realistically speaking, it is 
not too likely. According to studies made of other 
changing neighborhoods, churches in Negro commu
nities are integrated only temporarily. Gradually the 
Caucasian members drift away and the church becomes 
all Negro. What this pattern illustrates is that until

4 4 M E N N O N I T E  L I FE



the church becomes integrated in dispersal as well 
as in assembly, it will remain a segregated church. 
And behind this sociological fact lies a more serious 
spiritual problem. Until the church is the church in 
dispersal as well as in assembly, its witness will be 
largely irrelevant. That is to say, unless we as in
dividual members recognize Jesus Christ as the one 
Lord in our neighborhood involvement and relation
ships, one Lord for all men, we will be crying on deaf 
ears when we proclaim our one Lord from the pulpit 
on Sunday morning. If we cannot live next door to 
a Negro during the week and call him “brother” over a 
shared barbecue, what right have we to intone piously 
that all men are brothers when we sit in the church pew?

Granted, all this is very idealistic, and many prac
tical problems militate against ever realizing completely 
the church in which the one Lord is both preached 
and obeyed in this matter of race relations. Granted 
also that we must live and work with people where 
they are, with all their prejudices. It is for this reason 
we hope and pray for the continued involvement of 
our Caucasian brothers who have moved out of the 
community, acknowledging that there are areas in our 
lives too that have not been brought under the Lordship 
of Jesus Christ. Therefore, although our church may 
end up as a Negro congregation with a few Caucasians, 
we do not think the effort will have been in vain if 
we will have exemplified, however imperfectly and 
temporarily, a deeper meaning of the words “one Lord.”

But there is yet another dimension to our situation 
that needs to be considered. We can justify our exis
tence as a Mennonite church in a Negro community 
even though we do not achieve genuine integration 
by asserting that the community needs a witness to 
the Mennonite distinctives—a covenanted brotherhood 
and an active witness for peace. The difficulty is that 
in the past our church’s witness at these two points

FOOTNOTES FROM PAGE 13

1. Martin Luther King, Jr., Stride Toward Freedom. New York: 
Bailantinc Books, 1958, p. 51.

2. Ibid., pp. 177-178.

has been minimal. How then can we ask of our Negro 
inquirers what we have never expected of our Cau
casian members? We have often evidenced only 
nominal commitment to Jesus Christ and the brother
hood. We have seldom engaged in active outreach or 
become deeply concerned about the spiritual, psycho
logical, or physical welfare of all our fellow members. 
Only a small minority have any clear conviction on 
what is involved in being a “peacemaker”—refusal 
to bear anus, etc. How then can we now insist on such 
convictions as prerequisites for church membership?

On the other hand, if we do not stress at all the 
unique aspects of our view of the church and disci- 
pleship, can we justify our existence as a Mennonite 
church? Furthermore, it can be argued that it is pre
cisely because we are in a transitional stage that we 
now have an opportunity to aim a little higher in our 
standards for congregational life. If we do not raise 
our sights now, it will be nearly impossible to do so 
later, after a pattern of minimal commitment has 
been set. The prospect of going through the agony 
of racial change only to end up with another obsolete 
social institution irrelevant to all of the major issues 
of life is not particularly heartening. However, if we 
do insist on a high level of commitment, we may have 
hardly any adult congregation in the coming years. 
That is not a particularly heartening prospect either.

Not that there are not many creative ways of being 
the church without worrying about the size of the 
congregation. There are, but they require a degree 
of imagination, courage, and dedication that a more 
conventional pattern of church life might not demand. 
God grant us the insight to be creative and the courage 
to live without the security of tradition, as we seek to 
follow our Lord, here, at what seems to us to be one 
of the exciting frontiers of the church.

3. Commentary. February, 1985, p. 28.
4. Christianity and Crisis. October 4, 1965. p. 201.
5. W. II. Ferry. “ Toward a Moral Economy.” Unpublished mimeo

graphed copy of a speech delivered in Atlanta, Georgia, Dec. II, 1965.

BOOKS IN REVIEW

Black Religion: The Negro & Christianity in the United 
States, by Joseph R. Washington, Boston: Beacon Press, 
196-1. 297 pp. $5.00
This informative and stimulating book offers much needed

insight into the historical background and conditions out of 
which the Negro church developed. It is through an honest 
exposure to the terribly un-Christian mission to the Negro 
people, carried out in early American history by Christian
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missionaries, that we as white Christians can begin to ap
preciate the present plight of the so-called Negro church 
and the inadequacy of much of what passes for Christianity.

The author, Joseph Washington, holds the Ph.D. degree 
from Boston University School of Theology, from which 
Martin L. King also received his degree. Washington pre
sents a critique of King’s non-violent protest movement 
from a theological perspective. In some respects the author 
is overly critical in minimizing the Christian character of 
the freedom movement, but he provides for the reader, 
nevertheless, very penetrating considerations. He sees the 
protest movement as a technique which in the final analysis 
can stand on its feet independent of Christian love. At the 
same time Washington does not question the moral integrity 
of the movement.

It soon becomes evident, however, that while Washington 
is free to offer a critique of the protest movement as a 
movement not grounded in Christian theological principles 
per sc, we as white Christians can find no comfort in his 
criticisms of the movement. For having made his critique, 
Washington proceeds to document historically how dreadful 
the sin of white Christians has been and still is, with respect 
to our “application” of Christianity to the Negro people. By 
forcing segregated church life upon the Negro, white Chris
tians have also forced the Negro into a position of working 
out his faith on a far from adequate theological base. Early 
mission and Christian education efforts carried out by white 
clergy and teachers in the south, consciously and systematic
ally gave the Negro people only “half a loaf.” Certain pas
sages of scripture were always avoided by the white teachers 
and preachers who wished to keep the slaves ignorant of 
the ethical teachings of Christianity which might betray 
their own unethical manner of dealing with the slaves. The 
focus of the Christian education was one of teaching a mo
rality shorn of ethics. The corrupted interpretation of Chris
tianity which the white church passed off on Negro slaves, 
coupled with severe restrictions in educational opportunity 
has resulted in a kind of hodgepodge understanding of 
Christianity within the Negro church.

“Slaves laboring in the field wert; not instructed in the fun
damentals of Christianity, for the farmer-preachers under
stood and embedded in the field hands the ideal of religion 
as frenzy. The religious experience of these Negroes was 
marked by the absence of instruction.”

The main purpose of the missionaries was to extol the 
virtues of the next world.
“The missionaries were convinced that Christianity is a reli
gion of compensations in the life to come, and they knew 
what they were about in witholding from the slaves the great 
demands of the Christian faith . . . .  this comedy of errors 
was so repetitive and impressive that it led Negroes to the 
false conclusion that the religion of feeling and compensa
tions is the Christian faith. The revivalist seized upon the 
defenseless Negro in his impressionable state of ignorance, 
permanently damaging the opportunities of the slaves and 
their offspring to participate in either the fruits of the 
Christian religion or the Christian faith.”

Catechism materials were written especially for use with 
slaves, emphasizing humility and obedience to masters. Mar
riage vows were altered to suit the self-interest of the slave 
holders. The bride solemnly promised to cleave to her hus
band “so long as God in his providence and the slave traders 
allowed them to live together!”

These cruel facts from the history of the white man’s

calculated nurture of the Negro in early America should 
give the white church pause and turn it to repentance. In
stead, we have often found the Negro church and religious 
life something to ridicule and laugh at.

The state of the Negro ministry in America today is one 
of being seriously inadequate. The percentage of Negro 
young men entering the ministry is considerably less than 
among whites in proportion to their numbers. This is an 
indictment, not of the Negro people, but of the “white” 
Christian church. For we have sown tin; seeds of a pseudo- 
Christianity, and our Negro brothers have suffered the 
bitter fruits.

Washington’s book should be read by every Christian who 
is willing to examine the motives of white Christianity’s 
missionary interests. It will reveal to the reader the tremen
dous burden of responsibility now laid at the doorstep of 
America’s white churches. Ours is the task of integrating 
the Negro people into a Christian church in which Christian 
nurture and growth can be honestly entered into as a mutual 
experience based upon a mutual need.
C h ic a g o  Dclton Franz

A Triology of Books for Our Time
The Light of the Nations by J. Edwin Orr, Grand Rapids: 
Wm. B. Eerdman’s Publishing Co., 302 pp., $5.00.

The first and the nineteenth centuries have been referred 
to as experiencing the great advances in Christianity. The 
Light oj the Nations, one book in the “Advance of Chris
tianity Through the Centuries” series, gives the story of the 
amazing renewal which took place in the churches in the 
nineteenth century and the outstanding developments in the 
spread of the gospel to islands and nations and the social 
reform movements of this period.

Kenneth Scott Latourette has stated of this period: “This 
Protestantism was characterized by an abounding vitality 
and a daring unequaled in Christian history . . .” (p. 46). 
The thirty chapters of this hook give a chronicle of how this 
took place. This is why it is important to all those who are 
concerned about church renewal, evangelistic outreach and 
social reform.

The mid-third of the nineteenth century generally was a 
time of low ebb in the life of the church. It was a period 
when social issues were burning. Prisons were in a deplor
able condition. Little children worked in the mines. Some 
were permanently crippled and many died. People worked 
in factories for sixteen hours a day.

While periods cannot be absolutely separated, outstanding 
at the turn of the century (1800) was a burst of concern 
about those in the islands of the sea and countries like 
India, China and African nations where the gospel had 
scarcely penetrated. Missionary societies were formulated. 
Individuals offered themselves. The story of two missionar
ies is told briefly: “entered the island of Sumatra but were 
killed and eaten by the Bataks” (p. 50).

Slowly the revival fires began to burn. Thousands were 
converted. Prayer meetings were held as early as six a.m. 
with thousands attending. In Europe and America, the ef
fects were being felt. What did this have to do with social 
reform? It gave social reform an inner dynamic and a
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power. It ushered in one of the grandest periods of social 
reform in the history of mankind. Of course, the immediate 
effect was the change in life of the converted people. In 
some areas there was an immediate difference in the busi
ness of taverns and jails.

But individuals took the torch to concerted action. Wesley 
had said “Christianity is essentially a social religion; to 
turn it into a solitary religion is indeed to destroy it” 
(p. 81). Thus people like John Howard tackled the incred
ible prison conditions—and stuck with it in the power of 
the Holy Spirit. He died in his work. William Wilberforce 
and Lord Shaftesbury got to work. They, and others, ap
plied the gospel to the question of slavery, mines, factories, 
etc. Thus, “The Ten Hours’s Act” was passed. Laws were 
passed forbidding children to be used in mines and exploited 
in other ways. “The Lunacy Acts” were passed, which 
transformed the lot of the mentally ill from that of abused 
prisoners to protected patients. The “Chimney Sweep Acts” 
were passed. Not only did Lord Shaftesbury accomplish the 
work of ten men in social reform, but he also kept, busy in 
evangelistic ministry, being president of the Ragged School 
Union, the World Y.M.C.A., the British and Foreign Bible 
Society, etc. Very many of those engaged in social and in
dustrial reform were products of this type of evangelism. 
Prime Minister David Lloyd George paid an unusual tribute 
to evangelical influence.

Will history repeat itself? There are those who feel the 
resurgent concern about the plight of millions in depressed 
areas of the world—spiritual and material—will be used of 
the Holy Spirit to bring revival once more to the church. 
If this comes we shall again enter an indescribable period of 
social reform and justice. We will not only have the con
cern, but the motivation which is willing to pay the price 
and the power to achieve.
N e w t o n ,  K a n s a s  Andrew R. Shelly

What Manner of Man, A Biography of Martin Luther King, 
Jr., Leorne Bennett, Jr., Pocket Books, Inc., New York, 
1965. pp. 156

“Only an exceptional mind, a rare spirit, and an abiding 
faith could have enabled Dr. King to be absolutely fearless 
and absolutely nonviolent, in jail and out, when stabbed 
and threatened, with his home and family constantly har
assed and at one time in danger of being destroyed by 
bombs” (p. 10). So writes Benjamin E. Mays, president of 
Morehouse College, Atlanta, Georgia.

One time a bomb was thrown in the King.home. Both 
his wife and baby were uninjured. He was notified in an
other part of the city. Returning he saw police, firemen, the 
mayor and many others were there. Negroes were gathering 
by the hundreds. Bennett writes: “It was clear to almost 
everyone that Montgomery was on the verge of a blood 
bath. . .” King raised his arms. “Do not get panicky. Do 
not do anything panicky at all. Do not get your weapons. He 
who lives by the sword will perish by the sword. I want 
you to love your enemies. Be good to them.”

Why would a man who could be earning $75,000 a year 
on a lecture platform be engaged in activity which takes 
him away from home two thirds of the time, with daily 
threats to his own life and constant possibilities of harm to 
his family whom he loves so dearly?

Martin Luther King, Jr. believes the hour of history has 
struck. He feels the only questions remaining to be answered 
are the how and when. He sees great danger in violent 
action. He does not believe Negroes will continue to be 
“half free and half slave.” In resigning from the pastorate of 
Dexter Avenue Baptist Church King said: “I can not stop 
now. History has thrust something upon me which I can
not turn away.”

King is mindful of the criticism which has been directed 
toward him. Probably the 9,000 word letter he wrote from 
the Birmingham jail will go down in history as one of the 
great pieces of literature. In it he outlines his purpose. He 
answers critics who urge waiting. In referring to the philos
ophy of “what,” King wrote: “It has been a tranquilizing 
thalidomide, relieving the emotional stress for a moment 
only to give birth to an ill-formed infant of frustration.”

The author of the book, an old friend of King, writes 
sympathetically and tries to take the reader behind the King 
of the headlines. Regardless what one may think of some of 
the activities of Martin Luther King, Jr., the reading of 
this book will be a thrilling adventure. Arc we willing to 
demonstrate our dedication to the cause of righteousness in 
directions of personal sacrifice?
N e w t o n ,  K a n s a s  Andrew R. Shelly

Shall We Overcome, Howard O. Jones, Westwood, N. J:, 
Fleming II. Revel 1 Co., pp 146. $3.50.

“In addition to the current civil-rights movement, we 
need an invasion by the Spirit of God, a moral and spiritual 
catharsis and renewal, beginning in the church and extend
ing throughout the length and breadth of the race. In this 
crisis hour, the Negro people require spiritual help and di
rection. A spiritual vacuum exists that only Christ and the 
church can fill . . . Admittedly the white churches also need 
revival” (pp. 8-9).

Howard O. Jones is a Negro evangelist and is a member 
of the Billy Graham Evangelistic Association. The writer 
observes the great contributions the Negro has made in 
American society. He quotes Ebony magazine: “It is often 
said that the American Negro has come further, faster than 
any other racial group. It might also be added that he has 
had more obstacles to overcome.”

In rapid fashion Jones reviews great achievements of 
Negroes in astronomy, botany, chemistry, medicine, etc. He 
refers to great men as Frederick Douglas, Booker T. Wash
ington, George Washington Carver, Martin Luther King, Jr., 
Ralph Bunche, Thurgood Marshall, etc. The clarion call of 
Jones is that the Negro must be challenged: “Negro Ameri
cans today stand at the crossroads of decision and destiny” 
( P - 2 4 ) .  '

The book devotes attention to the Negro church. “In this 
crisis hour, God is calling the church to repentance and re
vival.” Many more Negro ministers are needed. Only two 
hundred are in seminaries. Jones refers to the task of the 
Negro church, which he regards precisely the same as the 
task of the white church. Fie insists that God docs not base 
call “on color.” He states: “ 'Go ye into all the world, and 
preach the gospel to every creature’ (Mark 16:15) were 
his parting instructions. When the church has obeyed these 
instructions, it has prospered. When it has forsaken them, 
dark ages have settled on it like a shroud” (p. 78).
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While there may be some differences in approach between 
Martin Luther King, Jr. and Howard O. Jones, they believe 
equally in the seriousness of racism. Listen to Jones: “The 
mirror of modern race relations reflects the Christian church 
in America as ashamed and guilty before God and society. 
Weighed in the balances of divine justice it is found wanting. 
Such a picture of the church is pathetic but realistic” (p. 119).

Referring to his relationship with the Billy Graham 
Evangelistic Association, Jones asserts that love and friend
ship have prevailed from the beginning. He points out that 
before the modern race movements began Graham was 
preaching to integrated audiences by policy.

Jones answers those who think the Bible teaches Negro 
servitude (Genesis 9).

What is the solution? Jones feels “we must insist on the 
establishment of better laws.” But, we must go further “by 
getting at the hearts of both Negro and whites, and only 
Jesus Christ can do that. Christ is the final answer” (p. 139).

The call of the book is to all—Negro, white, etc.—to ac
cept Christ. Then, the challenge is to all people: “We must 
quit evading the issue and making excuses. We must stop 
being overcome with race prejudice and bitterness. As Negro 
and white Christians let us allow Christ to settle the prob
lem once and for all. Let us not be satisfied until we have 
overcome” (p. 144).
N e w t o n ,  K a n s a s  Andrew R. Shelly

The Black Anglo-Saxons by Nathan Hare. New York: Mar- 
zani & Munscll, Inc. 124 pp.
The Torture of Mothers by Truman Nelson. Newburyport, 
Mass: Garrison Press, 121 pp.

These two books have one thing in common—both are 
about Negroes in America. There the similarity ends. On 
the other hand, as contrasts they also go together, for the 
first is about life in the Harlem ghetto, and the second is 
about life outside the ghetto. If freedom can be seen in 
terms of degrees, one can ask the question about the two 
groups: which one has more freedom?

The Torture of Mothers is a very descriptive title for the 
book. For that is precisely what the author is concerned 
about, the agony of mothers who see their sons searching for 
identity in the oppressive atmosphere of Harlem. But it is 
not about the torture of any and all mothers. It is about 
the torture of three mothers, whose sons became involved in 
the early skirmishes in the summer of 1964, leading to the 
Harlem riots of that same year.

The victims are three boys, manhandled by the police and 
accused of a murder they did not commit (according to 
the author’s conviction, and the mothers’). The heroines are 
the mothers, almost overwhelmed by the grinding wheels of 
justice. The villain is the white power structure, manifested 
by the police, the courts and The New York Times.

The author, Truman Nelson, is a free lance writer, proud 
of the fact that he stands in the abolitionist tradition. (He 
is a native of New England, and has written a novel about 
John Brown, The Surveyor.) His technique here is that of 
the recorded interview, in which he permits the sons and 
the mothers to tell their own story. This is tied together by 
his own careful documentation and comment. Photographs 
of the mothers add to the impact of the book. In this way 
their sincerity and agony come through loud and clear. Pie

writes with righteous indignation, and the reader cannot 
help but share that feeling.

And what of the boys? As of the autumn of 1964 (when 
the book was written), they were still “entombed” in 
Brooklyn. “Their mothers see them in the jail, talking back 
at them from a cage. . . . They tell their mothers that it is a 
common practice for the guards to stop the elevators be
tween floors of the prison and then give them a working 
over with billy clubs and gun butts” (p. 69). A footnote on 
page 66 informs us that they were tried and found guilty of 
murder in July, 1965.

The Black Anglo-Saxons is an expose of a different kind 
—“a double exposure if you will—of Black Anglo-Saxons on 
one hand and, on the other, the white norms they so blindly 
and eagerly ape.” This term, Black Anglo-Saxon, is used to 
describe those Negroes who seek to accommodate themselves 
to the white American way of life, and at the same time 
feel superior to the mass of Negro society. The author 
spends well over a hundred pages, describing the various 
types within this group. At times the documenting of ex
amples of over-conformity becomes repetitious and weari
some.

The author, however, has some basic assumptions which 
we need to examine—and as the critical introduction by 
Oliver Cox suggests, these assumptions are not accepted by 
everyone. Hare is indebted to the Negro sociologist, E. 
Franklin Frazier, who feels that the Negro middle class has 
no meaningful identity. They “suffer from nothingness” be
cause they have rejected their peasant tradition and sought 
to identify with white America, which refuses to accept 
them. In other words, integration for the Black Anglo-Saxon 
means becoming like the white man.

We should not blame the Black Anglo-Saxon for being an 
imitator, as Flare seems to say. For everyone is an imitator, 
more or less! And whom else can the Negro imitate? As a 
number of people have observed, the Negro is the first real 
American (with the possible exception of the American 
Indian). Whereas other migrating groups brought with them 
their old traditions, the Negro did not. He was uprooted 
from the old, and brought as a slave to the New World 
without that continuity. The culture that emerged from that 
vacuum was “truly American”!

As an aside, I would say that the revival of interest in 
African culture and the slogan, “Black Power” can be seen 
as alternatives to the Black Anglo-Saxon. As a friend has 
suggested, Black Power is an attempt to realize freedom. 
And freedom means the possibility to choose other patterns 
of life than those now present in the “American way.”

The real difficulty, then, with the Black Anglo-Saxon that 
Hare describes is not that he is an assimilationist, but that 
he is an accommodationist. That is to say, he is trying to 
accept himself—and be accepted—as an individual, without 
admitting that he is a Negro. In his search for self-under
standing, he is attempting to negate part of that self.

To return to the question posed at the beginning: who is 
really free? The Negro mother living in the Harlem ghetto, 
or the Black Anglo-Saxon living in the White Man’s ghetto? 
The Harlem mother has an inner freedom, for she is not 
running away from herself. This is her precious gift, and 
this is her hope. The Black Anglo-Saxon has a semblance of 
outer freedom, but that is all. Which freedom do you prefer? 
N e w t o n ,  K a n s a s  Darrell Fast

48 A A E N N O N I T E  L I FE



MENNONITE LIFE AGENTS
EASTERN USA

PHOTO CREDITS: pp. 7. 12. 31: Unit«! Prws In
ternational; pp. Hi. Ken Thompson. NCC; j >j >. 

21. 34; Wide World Photos; p. 211: Winfred Unruh; 
p. .ill: J. W. Lockett; p. 41: Religious News Serv
ice; p. 42: The New York Times.
Front and Back Cover: St. Louis Post Dispatch from 
Black Star; Religious News Service.

MENNONITE LIFE 
North Newton, Kansas

A nnual subscriptions $3.00 
Single copies 75 cents

Friendly Book Store 
234 West Broad St.
Quakertown, Pa.
Provident Bookstore 
Souderton Shopping Center 
Souderton, Pa. 18964

CENTRAL AND WESTERN

Eastern Mennonite College Bookstore 
Harrisonburg, Virginia 
Provident Bookstore 
I 19 E. Lincoln Ave.
Goshen, Indiana 46526
Goshen College Book Store
Goshen, Indiana
Faith and Life Bookstore
720 Main
Newton, Kansas
Mennonite Weekly Review
129 West Sixth Street
Newton, Kansas
Faith and Life Bookstore
Berne, Indiana
The Bookshop
Freeman, South Dakota
A. P. RatzlafT
Henderson, Nebraska
Mennonite Brethren Publishing House
Hillsboro, Kansas
Crossroads Co-op
Goessel, Kansas

C AN A D IA N

Provident Bookstore 
117 King St., West 
Kitchener, Ontario 
Mary Krocker 
780 William Ave.
W i n n i peg, M a n i t oba 
The Christian Press 
159 Kelvin St.
Winnipeg 5, Manitoba 
D. W. Friesen & Sons 
Altona, Manitoba 
Faith and Life Bookstore 
Roslhem, Sask.
J. A. Friesen & Sons 
Hague, Sask.
Derksen’s Christian Supply 
North Clearbrook, B. G.
Harder’s Market 
Vineland, Ontario 
Evangel Book Shop 
Steinbach, Manitoba

EUROPEAN

Mention it engem einde 
Königstr. 132 
Krefeld, Germany 
Menno Travel Service 
Weteringschans 79 
Amsterdam Z, The Netherlands




