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Then he brought me back to the door of the house; and behold, water was flowing from under 
the threshold of the house... the man led me through the...water reaching the ankles...the 
loins...and it was a river that could not be forded. 
 
He said to me, "Son of man, have you seen this?" Then he brought me back to the bank of the 
river.... Then he said to me, "These waters go out toward the eastern region and go down 
toward the sea, being made to flow into the sea, and the waters of the sea become fresh. It 
will come about that every living creature which swarms in every place where the river goes, 
will live.... "By the river on its bank, on one side and on the other, will grow all kinds of trees 
for food. Their leaves will not wither and their fruit will not fail. They will bear every month 
because their water flows from the sanctuary, and their fruit will be for food and their leaves 
for healing."  (portions of Ezekiel 47:1-12 (NASB) 
 

As we come into the Advent season, healing has been on my mind. In addition to the personal 
reasons for thinking about healing noted below, I am longing for God's healing in many other 
ways: 

 For the divisions in our country which make the rich richer and the poor poorer. 
 For the racism that has again become evident through police shootings, but which all 

along has undermined the moral fabric of our society. 
 For the horror of terrorism from drones dropping bombs to decimation of entire people 

groups who don't agree with the invading armies.   
 For the widening divisions in the church today over interpretation of scripture. 
 For our world and particularly the health of poor people as the effects of global climate 

change become evident. 
 

While I have thought extensively about the vision of John in Revelation 
21-22 of a new Jerusalem, the river of life, and the trees for the healing 
of the nations, I have been struck more recently with Ezekiel's similar 
and much earlier vision in Ezekiel 47.  True healing comes from God 
and our Advent longing mirrors that of ancient Israel as God continues 
this saving work through Jesus, the Messiah, who will come to 
complete that which was begun in Bethlehem, Nazareth, Jerusalem, and 
Golgotha two thousand years ago. 
 
In that light, I look back at God's healing work in our lives during the 
past year. 
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My late letter last year related the death of my mother on 
December 15, 2013.  As the family gathered the last 
weekend of the year, it was indeed a time of healing and 
mutual support as we remembered and celebrated the life 
that she lived. 
 
That December was just the beginning of a long cold 
snowy winter for us in northern Indiana.  We are grateful 
to have managed our way through it and emerged into 
spring and a milder summer. 

 
My primary work continues to be for Mennonite Healthcare Fellowship (MHF) and March turned 
into a travel month on behalf of that organization.  Making a trip to Iowa, Kansas City, and then 
on to Newton, Kansas for MHF also allowed the opportunity of visiting friends and relatives in 
those areas as well.  Friendships were also renewed later in the month on a Board meeting trip to 
the Kidron, Ohio area.   
 
At the end of March, my brother, sister, and I, along with spouses gathered in Goshen to 
administer the dispersal of our parents remaining furnishings and household items, eventually 
culminating in an auction in late May. Sometimes it still seems hard to believe that I am in the 
older generation (although I do still have quite a number of aunts and uncles still living).   
 

In late April and early May, Twila and I took my son, Nathan, on a train trip to 
Lancaster, Pennsylvania.  There, he got to meet some of Twila's relatives and 
take in a grand production of the story of Moses at the Sight and Sound 
Theater.  While Twila continued to visit in Lancaster County, Nathan and I 
headed east to the Philadelphia area to see friends from our Norristown days.  
We celebrated his 36th birthday and even got to see a Phillies game with 
friends before heading back to Indiana.   
 

Our other major travel came in June, again spurred by work responsibilities as we attended the 
MHF Annual Gathering at Laurelville Mennonite Retreat Center, followed up by trip to 
Williamsport that included visiting family and friends and the wedding of Twila's granddaughter.  
 
On May 14, I had a biopsy that revealed prostate cancer.  After considering various options for 
treatment, I decided to have surgery which took place on August 22 in Indianapolis.  I am 
thankful that the cancer did not spread and I will need no further treatment.   
 
However, I am dealing with some unforeseen complications.  In November, I developed a 
lingering illness with intermittent fever, chills, headaches, and low energy levels for 2 1/2 weeks. 
Finally, after numerous tests and doctor visits, I was diagnosed with an abscess in the area of my 
August surgery. That required a surgical procedure to drain it (on the day before Thanksgiving) 
and some powerful antibiotics which continued to cause me not to feel well into early December.  
The day after stopping medications, my heart went into irregular rhythms and I ended up in the 



hospital for 24 hours.  As of this writing, I am feeling better but facing some additional decisions 
about further treatment.  
 
Because my surgery date was unknown, we didn't plan much after our June trip.  In July, we 
celebrated our 6th anniversary with several events with family and friends that happened to fall 
on that day.  On one August Saturday, we went sailing with our neighbor on his new boat out on 
Lake Michigan.  I took it easy in September and attended the MCC Relief Sale but did not sing in 
the choir this year.   
 

I was reminded again of my age in October attending my 40th 
year class reunion at the Goshen College Homecoming 
celebration.  Another highlight in October was a weekend 
Michigan lighthouse tour with a visiting friend from 
Pennsylvania. I felt pleased at that point to have the energy 
for hiking the two miles to the best of those lighthouses, then 
up to the top, and back down and out again.  We also saw 
several marvelous sunsets.  
 

Celebrations this year are low key. The Thanksgiving Day meal was with my sister and family, 
the first Thanksgiving after both my parents are gone.  It was also a time to give thanks for my 
healing surgical procedure the day before.  Christmas plans have not been made in detail but will 
include Twila's healing from cataract surgery on both eyes during December. 
 
A highlight for me in early December is always the "Festival of Carols" performed by the Goshen 
College Music Department.  The opening hymn, "Once in Royal David's City," includes this very 
meaningful verse: 

And our eyes at last shall see Him, 
Through His own redeeming love, 
For that Child so dear and gentle 
Is our Lord in Heav’n above, 
And He leads His children on 
To the place where He is gone. 

There are a few more pictures if you are interested at http://tinyurl.com/m8wahb2.  Click on the 
first picture and use the slideshow feature if you want to see captions.   
 
Twila and I wish you God's healing and hope as you celebrate this season and enter into a new 
year in 2015!   
 
Paul Leichty 
 


