BLOOD IS THE COLOR OF OUR BAND!

Anthoni Erfordter of Klagenfurt, Karnten, Austria, was converted by two Anabaptist messengers. He suffered much
from local authorities and family, and eventually fled to Moravia, leaving his wife and children behind, never to see them
again. He wrote the following song in 1541.

Oh God, to whom shall I tell the story of my great misery? Whoever honors your name must be flogged, tormented,
tortured, and put to shame as a dangerous heretic. Men desire to kill him and give him the sword and fire for his reward.

With this good news his disciples go out, preaching the gospel to every creature and baptizing those that believe. For
this they suffer great opposition from the Antichrist. They have to leave their wives and children. Men take their posses-
sions, and all their friends forsake them. Wherever they flee, their persecutors discover them to torture them on the rack,
behead them, or burn them alive.

But look, you knights of Christ, nothing on earth is unbearable if we stick to Him. He is our captain. He will stand
with us and defend us with a glorious power. Let us give everything to Him, for His kingdom will stand forever.

Go from me, wicked world! I have given my life and body to Christ! Possessions, friends, money—do not hold me
back! The fear of man can hold me no more. Though the emperor himself oppose me, though the police and the hangman
do with my body as they wish, they can do nothing to my soul. It does not belong into their jurisdiction.

Willingly we will accept the stripes they give us, knowing that our Father will not receive any rebel against his disci-
pline. But those that stay true and pure He will make His heirs. Therefore, Christians, chosen knights, be brave! Clutch
your weapons in your hands. Be ready! Let no one drive you back! Fight manfully as long as life and breath remain!

The wicked ones will rage against you. But do not worry. Our bodies must suffer. Blood is the color of our band!
Arm yourselves with the mind of Christ, who made His way through much suffering into eternal life. Daughter of Zion,
see your king comes riding on an humble beast! He comes to swap your little suffering for the kingdom of heaven! Now
world, I tell you goodbye! With joy I go riding off to meet my Father. Stay with me, Lord. Be my companion on the way
and all the sorrow will be nothing to me. Protect my soul and I will stay with you unto the end.

~Free translation from Lieder der Hutterischen Briider (Hutterian Brethren Songbook), 108




