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“Persecution? What’s that? No thank you, I’ll have mine with fries.”
That’s the first way to deal with persecution. The second is to turn it 

into a kind of pseudo-white-Protestant-first-world guilt trip that causes 
us to be depressed about the sad state of the Unpersecuted and Unfaithful 
church of America today.

I get the first one. Persecution is painful, and we’re not exactly living 
in first century Rome, and isn’t that nice? God has given us the unique 
privilege of living in Disneyland, so slap on your Mickey Mouse ears and 
pass the pixie dust, wahoo.

The second is harder to untangle. We think since we’ve never been 
burned at the stake or beaten with rods we’ve never experienced persecution. 
And since, as the Apostle says, all who desire to be godly will be persecuted, 
that must mean we don’t desire to be godly, which means we’re not 
Christians.

And then, since we’re all works-oriented sacramentalists by nature, we 
find solace in poking our festering guilty consciences. And “Persecution” is a 
ready-made whip to flail our flesh with. After all, it’s better than feeling like 
we’re drifting off into Neverland. 

But neither of these ways of handling the subject is fruitful.The fact is 
we’ve inherited a blessing from those who have gone before us. We have a 
great deal of freedom that was paid for by the blood of the martyrs.

But we’ve taken it for granted. And instead of holding the ground 
gained by our godly forebears, we have been conceding ground to the 
Enemy.

And we do live in Disneyland. But not for long. Anyone who thinks 
that prison or death is an impossibility for faithful Christians needs to wake 
up. Google what happened when we invited Doug Wilson to speak about 
sexuality at Indiana University.

But, rather than lashing ourselves for being the Unpersecuted, the way 
to turn the tide is to renew our commitment to simple, humble Christian  
obedience in every sphere of life—in our churches, in our homes, in our 
jobs, and in the public square. 

And that’s always met with resistance—resistance we must be willing to 
embrace. It’s not rocket science.

So that’s what this issue is about. My wife deals with the difficulty of 
feeling persecuted at the grocery store. Nathan Alberson gives us a fairy 
tale truer than our Disneyland lies. Joseph Bayly writes about loving people 
enough to put our fears of persecution to death. And I give a couple insights 
I’ve learned from ministering to college students.

And if my little intro here hasn’t sold you on how we’re dealing with 
the tension, you should be sure to go to clearnotefellowship.org/warhorn 
and read Stephen Baker’s defense of the same point. And then you really 
must read Nathan Alberson’s account of processing the issue of persecution 
through daydreams about facing down lions and angry gunmen.

But I’ll get out of your way and let you get to it.

Persecution in Disneyland
From the Editor

Jake Mentzel
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Once I was in the checkout line 
at Walmart. I had two babies with 
me. One was in my shopping 
cart, the other in my belly. Both 
were uncomfortable—but not as 
uncomfortable as the cashier, a girl 
about my own age, who looked at 
me with awe and pity. Her gaze 
went from little Peter, eighteen 
months old, to the balloon that 
was my belly.

“Omigoodness,” she said. 
“They’ll be so close.”

I smiled. “They’ll be friends.”
“But it will be so hard,” she 

whispered. 
“It will probably be hard in the 

Reflections of   
a Walmartyr

Amanda Mentzel

beginning, but they’ll grow up as buddies,” I said.
I spent the next five minutes reassuring her that it was all going to be 

okay—as if she was the one with the burden to bear.
Now I have four children (with number five obviously on the way), and 

I can’t go anywhere without somebody saying something. I’ve got my share 
of “Better you than me!” and the old reliable “You’ve got your hands full!”

Before this pregnancy began to show, whenever someone would make a 
comment about my children, Peter would proudly declare, “There’s another 
one in there! In Mama’s belly!”

What could I do but blush and nod?
Some folks are joking or being friendly. Or maybe, like the girl at 

Walmart, they’re just concerned. And yet, many really are annoyed, or even 
angry. Sometimes I get frowns, scowls, and rolling eyes. I’ve had people 
stiffen or turn away, as if it’s painful just to look at us. And some of the 
comments cross the line from playful to bitter.

Of course, these comments and looks aren’t limited to grocery store 
outings. At a recent holiday gathering I was talking to a family member 
about her work. When she was done telling me about her woes working a 
job she doesn’t like, she asked me if I work.

I gestured to my youngest with a smile. “I have plenty of work to do 
with these guys around.”

No response, not even a sympathetic grin. And that was the end of our 
conversation.

It can be hard to know how to sort it all out. How many of the jokes are 
malicious? How much of it is all in my head?

After all, we live in a culture increasingly hostile to God. I think about 
all the pressures against a woman like me—a housewife and a mother.

Women aren’t supposed to want children today. They’re supposed to 
want the world! I know my very existence, the fact of a pregnant young 
mom pushing a grocery cart with four children zipping around her, is a slap 
in the face to every person in that store who put career ahead of family, or 
got an abortion. No wonder they lash out.

I have to fight it in myself, too. It’s hard keeping track of a grocery 
list and eight wandering hands and feet, let alone dealing with looks or 
comments from strangers. I don’t want to feel shame. I have everything to 
be cheerful about and nothing to be ashamed of. Still, as a young mom at 
the grocery store, I’m in a battle.

Am I being Persecuted with a capital P? Well, it’s hard to compare some 
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bad vibes at Kroger with whips and chains and burnings at the stake.
Still, I think of the Beatitudes. “Blessed are you when people insult 

you and persecute you and falsely say all kinds of evil against you because 
of me.” Persecute is a big word, but insult and falsely say all kinds of evil 
are not so off the mark. In some very humble, very first world, itsy-bitsy, 
undeserving way, the blessing of that verse is mine.

Because a person can inflict shame as surely as he can inflict a knife 
wound. A person can inflict shame through a cross look when your kids 
patter by him in the produce section. A person can inflict shame through a 
twist of the lips when your baby won’t stop crying in the checkout line. The 
person may truly and consciously hate children and motherhood. Many 
people do. Many more people are just unthinking sons and daughters of 
their culture.

 The shame is felt just the same, and it’s felt, in some small way, for the 
sake of Jesus. Because, for me, being a wife and mom is part of obeying 
Jesus. It’s a matter of trusting that God made me to bear children and 
children are His blessing.

And knowing the shame is for Jesus' sake doesn’t make me feel it any 
less. To assume my faith makes me untouched by those darts would be as 
nonsensical as to assume the faith of every saint made him unaffected by fire 
or bullets.

However, before getting too swept up in my role as Young Mother and 
Walmartyr, it’s good to keep in mind that it’s only a trip to the grocery store. 
I don’t have to be ready with my dukes up, armed with witty comments and 
a defensive attitude—as if it’s me against them.

It’s true that our culture punishes young women for becoming wives 
and mothers. And it’s true that having to feel that pressure at the grocery 
store is a sign of the growing evil of our times. But at the end of the day, 
it’s not exactly whips and chains and fire. People are sinners, and sinners do 
sinful things.

And, really, my children are the best defense against whatever lies ahead. 
If Jake and I train them well, by God’s grace they will defend me from any 
evil, and they will be salt and light.  

One kind, middle-aged lady put it best when she stopped me in 
Walmart. She smiled a big smile at all my babies and shook her head.

“I wouldn’t want to be a woman in this world without children,”  
she said.

I sat on the edge of the bed with  
my son. 

“Where do we live?” I asked him. 
“In the shadow of the great 

mountain,” he said. 
“How is it beyond the mountain?” 

I asked. 
“It is darker than the depths of the 

earth,” he said. “And colder than the 
depths of the sea.” 

“Who lives beyond the mountain?”
“He is the Stranger who walks in darkness. He has no name.”
I struck the match and held out the flame. “Why do we light the 

candle?” I asked.
“To keep out the darkness,” he said.
I held the match to the wick. “Why do we light the candle?”
“To keep in the light,” he said. 
The candle began to glow and I snuffed out the match with my fingers. 

The Candles  
that Keep the World  
Unbroken
Nathan Alberson
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“Why do we light the candle?” 
“To keep the world unbroken,” he said. 
I set the candle in the window as my son got under his blankets. I 

leaned over to kiss him goodnight, and he said, “Papa?”
“Yes?”
“I’m afraid my candle will go out.”
I told him once the candle was lit, it would burn until dawn.
“I don’t want to be afraid,” he said. 
Then I told him this story:

Once upon a time there were three little boys who lived with their 
mama and papa in a little house in the shadow of the great mountain. Each 
of the boys was a good boy and lit his candle at night to keep the darkness 
out, and to keep the light in, and to keep the world unbroken. 

Their papa had told them of the Stranger who walks in that darkness, 
and climbs through windows to snatch up little boys and girls and carry 
them back with him beyond the mountain, where it is darker than the 
depths of the earth, and colder than the depths of the sea. 

The first little boy used to play with boys twice his age, and he could 
run as fast and climb as high as any of them.  

One day some of the older boys told him there was nothing beyond 
the mountain but grass, that it was only a mountain, and that his papa and 
mama were fools. 

So he thought to himself, I will not live in fear. I will not be afraid of the 
darkness that lies over the mountain.

That night he did not light his candle. He fell asleep and slept for a long 
time. 

And then at darkest night, the Stranger came dancing down the 
mountain, and crept through his window and snatched him up.

When the little boy cried for his mama and papa, they did not hear 
him. And the boy was carried over the mountain, where the darkness 
devoured even the memory of him, so that his mama and papa did not weep 
for him or even remember he had ever been theirs. 

And his memory lives only in the telling of this tale.
The second little boy spent his time reading books, and he knew the 

answers to why a clock ticks and how a bird flies, and he never had to ask 

his papa the why or how of anything. 
One day he read the story of a great knight who went to the foot of the 

mountain and cried out, “I am not afraid!” And forever after the Stranger 
knew him for a fearless child of the light and passed him by. 

So he thought to himself, I will not live in fear. I will not be afraid of the 
darkness that lies over the mountain.

Midday, while his papa was in the fields, the little boy snuck away from 
his mama and headed for the mountain. He knew there was no sense going 
there in the night, and he knew he must be back for supper. 

He went along his way, whistling and unafraid, for the sun was bright 
as a fiery teardrop in the sky. He came to the edge of the mountain, and he 
opened his mouth to cry out, “I am not afraid!” 

But as he stepped upon the foot of the mountain, darkness came upon 
him like a curtain, for there it is always blackest night.

And then the Stranger came dancing down the mountain and snatched 
him up.

When the little boy cried for mama and papa, they heard him, but like 
the voice of one far away or lost at sea. His papa was working in the field 
when he heard the cry and his heart was stabbed with grief. His mama was 
working in the house when she heard the cry and her heart was stabbed 
with grief. And both his papa and his mama knew their little boy was gone 
forever.

But then the boy was carried over the mountain, where the darkness 
devoured even the memory of him, so that his mama and papa did not weep 
for him, or even remember he had ever been theirs. 

And his memory lives only in the telling of this tale.

The fear of the Lord is the beginning of knowledge
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Recently a friend confessed 
through tears that he was afraid 
of persecution. He was worried 
about losing his new job if 
people found out he believed 
homosexuality is sinful. He has 
a wife and children to provide 
for. What would they do?

Speaking of a wife and 
children, my wife is fearful that 
I will get arrested some day for 
preaching against this same 
sexual immorality, leaving her 
to care for our children alone.

This is not baseless paranoia. With recent court decisions, it is the 
direction we are heading. Homosexuality is a sin the whole world is waiting 
to punish us for opposing. And after all, Jesus warned his disciples to expect 
persecution. Paul reiterated in 2 Timothy 3:12, “Indeed, all who desire to 
live godly in Christ Jesus will be persecuted.”

Persecution is when men make you suffer for doing God’s will, which is 
summed up in the two great commands: love God, and love your neighbor. 
In other words, persecution is when you suffer for loving God and loving 
others.

So persecution punishes love. It aims at destroying love. This is why, 
in our quest to avoid persecution, we stop loving our neighbors. We don’t 
want to suffer. So we let ourselves be bullied into becoming as loveless as our 
persecutors.

Of course, we don’t speak about it that way. We talk about our need 
to not give offense. We talk about how important it is to have good 
relationships with our coworkers or classmates. We talk about loving our 
neighbors, but really our fear has killed our love.

This fear of persecution is not only crippling. It is sinful. But how can 

Fear, Love, and 
Persecution

Joseph Bayly
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The third little boy was very little indeed. He liked to draw pictures to 
make his father proud, and pick little flowers to make his mother smile. He 
would sometimes speak of his older brothers, but his papa and mama did 
not believe him. For often he would dream of them, and even nameless and 
utterly forgotten things live in dreams. 

His papa used to warn him very sternly, as he had his brothers before 
him, to light his candle when he went to bed, to keep the darkness out, and 
to keep the light in, and to keep the world unbroken. 

So he thought to himself, I will not live in fear. I will not be afraid of the 
darkness that lies over the mountain.

That night, he kissed his mama and papa when he went to bed, and lit a 
candle and put it in his window.   

And then at darkest night, the Stranger came dancing down the 
mountain, and when he saw the candle in the window, he passed over that 
house.

The next morning, the boy woke, and he drew a picture to make his 
papa proud, and picked flowers to make his mama smile. And he is the 
teller of this tale.
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All good dragon slayers start by learning to eat their vegetables. At least, 
that’s the way we’re training ours.

I’m a campus minister, and one of my favorite ways to explain my 
work to my kids is by telling them I’m a full-time bona fide dragon slayer. 
The Word of God is my sword and the strongholds of Satan are my 
battleground. I work to free my students from the little dragons that have 
hold of their hearts, and to topple the big dragons that reside within the 
fortress of Indiana University.

The first rule of being a good dragon slayer is learning to kill your own 
dragons. For my five-year-old son Peter—who loves to don his helmet and 
go on the hunt with shield and sword—that means, among other things, 
eating his vegetables without grumbling.

Now, you’d think my insistence on this first rule for aspiring knights 
(Eat Your Vegetables) might rob the romance from dragon slaying. But why 
shouldn’t vegetables have magical properties that transform little boys into 
brave knights? Peter accepts it as fact. And he’s right to.

This childlike faith, this willingness to happily submit to simple rules 
that have unseen consequences, is exactly what will make him into the fell 
warrior he dreams of becoming. It’s what will train him to face down his 
lusts when he hits junior high. And when he’s amassed victories in hundreds 
of tiny battles, it’s what will give him strength to face the real trials of being 
a faithful Christian.

But this lesson is lost on most of us.
As I said, I’m a college pastor. And that means I’m tasked with the job 

of taking college students and arming them for the battle of life—the battle 
between heaven and hell, Jesus and Satan, righteousness and sin. 

Sometimes this creates problems—especially among the young men. 
Sometimes when you give a squire his first sword, he’s going to hack at 
every shadow. Sometimes my students are not as gentle or as skillful as they 
should be. Sometimes they screw it up. 

There are two ways to handle this. You can teach a young man that 
swords are for keeping in sheaths, or better, on shelves. Or you can teach 
him to use his sword properly—with wisdom and grace. 

How to Train a Dragon Slayer
Jake Mentzel

we escape it? It comes right out of our hearts. And, as I’m fond of reminding 
people, there’s no place on this green earth where we can go to escape 
ourselves. Wherever you go, there you are, fearful heart and all.

The only solution to our fear is greater love. Perfect love casts out fear.
This is why my friend was confessing his fear. He saw how it was 

preventing him from loving his coworkers. He was having trouble even 
offering to pray for them when they needed it. Would he ever be bold in 
more difficult areas—like sexuality—when the need should arise?

I told my friend that he simply needed to let people know he was a 
Christian and live an out-loud Christian life, showing them love. Sure, some 
people might take offense, but then they wouldn’t be quite so surprised 
later when he spoke against sin. They would know that he loved them, 
and his opposition to sin would flow naturally out of the love he had been 
demonstrating.

We must be faithful with little opportunities to love our neighbors. 
Then the big opportunities will come. If we’ve been unwilling to pay the 
price of mild persecution, we won’t be willing to pay it when the “last straw” 
comes along. The longer we wait to come out of the closet as Christians by 
loving our neighbors, the more costly it becomes.

For my friend the process played out more rapidly than we expected. 
Within two weeks he had spoken to the president of the organization he 
worked for, stating that he loved homosexuals but hated their sin. Bold? You 
bet. Loving? Undoubtedly. Love kicked fear to the curb and left it wallowing 
in its own blood.

Did he lose his job? No, not this time. In fact, the outcome was a 
wonderful meeting with the president, where he was able to speak to him 
further about what it means to be a Christian.

That’s the counterintuitive way God works. He promises to bless our 
faithfulness. And then He promises persecution. He tells us to take up our 
cross and then He reminds us that His burden is light. He calls us to suffer 
with Him, and then He heals our wounds. He promises vengeance on the 
wicked, and then He commands us to love our enemies and pray for those 
who persecute us.

So sure, love might mean getting arrested. It might mean losing our 
jobs. It might also mean wonderful lunches in nice pubs that result in 
changed lives. There’s only one way to find out which it’ll be, though. Let’s 
kick fear to the curb and see what God does.
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Men need to make mistakes. And I’d rather have my men making 
mistakes while trying to protect vulnerable souls and defend the truth than 
while trying to polish their swords and sound respectable. It won’t be long 
before the kind of persecution you read about overseas or in history books 
won’t seem so unthinkable here and now. When that day comes, the need of 
the hour will be for men like the ones I’m trying to train.

No, the real problem with all my overzealous squires out to become 
knights isn’t their zeal. The real problem is that they never learned to eat 
their vegetables.

Here’s what happens: I tell a young man there are dragons to fight, 
and it’s exciting. It’s cool. He wants to go out and kick some tail. Should 
he stand up in the middle of class and preach a Paul-at-Mars-Hill sermon? 
Should he go to the local atheist meeting and get in an argument? Should 
he drop out of school and go on the mission field? And what on earth 
should be done about Planned Parenthood, anyway?

All well and good. But did he read his Bible? Did he pray? Did he look 
at pornography? Did he do his dishes or leave them for his roommates? Did 
he do his homework? Did he say that little thing he knows he needs to say 
to his roommate about that girl he’s been spending time with?

Unless a man is committed to killing his own dragons—putting his sin 
to death—he’s just a daydreaming little squire with puny arms and no skill 
with a sword. A man trains to slay dragons by taking on his own deceitful 
heart. If he’s unwilling to do that, he’ll never survive an encounter with a 
real dragon. Real dragons are far too dangerous and cunning.

This is all to say that the only real preparation for faithfulness in big 
things is faithfulness in small things. Saying the thing that might get you 
fired or mocked or burned at the stake will sure be a lot easier if you’ve lived 
a life of sacrifice and self-denial. 

And, as I recall, Someone wise once said that only those who are faithful 
with small things get entrusted with big things anyhow.

This, of course, doesn’t mean a man should shrink from what big 
challenges God brings across his path. It just means he had better be strong 
and well trained if he hopes to survive. After all, when you find yourself 
standing in front of a dragon, it’s no good saying, “I forgot to eat my 
vegetables.” 


