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YOUR WORD 

Sorry story 
This is regarding Al Reimer's short 
story about Old Eva's Cure in the 
special July Mennonite Mirror, 1990. A 
few weeks ago we had Billy Graham's 
team here in Calgary. Rev. Ralph Bell 
and we all had to sign our signatures to 
get rid of all pornography. I always 
thought the Mennonite Mirror was a 
Christian paper. But I would be 
ashamed for my children or 
grandchildren to read it, after that Old 
Eva's story. 
Mrs. Tena Klasen, 
Airdrie, Alberta. 

Tragic deletion 
Receiving the Mennonite Mirror is 
much appreciated. May I say that the 
article on page 9 of the December issue 
was of real interest to me. I read it 
although with great concern for I too 
have felt this trend setting in a few 
years ago and becoming increasingly 
more so. Due to circumstances I did not 
attend an MB church for many years, 
but I am a staunch believer in its 
theology and regard my Mennonite 
roots highly and with pride. To see that 
the initials MB are being deleted from 
church names is · to me almost 
unthinkable -- but, there you have it!. 
Sad. I have spoken out against this. 
Hopefully the trend will change back. 
Yours truly, 
Esther Mary Unruh, 
Abbotsford. 

Notice Of crhe 
To the Shareholders: 

th 
Take notice that the annual meeting of the 

shareholders of the Crosstown Credit Union 
Limited will be held at the Mennonite Brethren 
Bible College, 169 Riverton Ave., Winnipeg, 
Manitoba on Monday, March 18, 1991 at 7:30 p.m. 

To hear reports, financial statements, elect 
directors, approve Charter By-law changes, 
amend the Articles to permit issuing shares, (the 
changed by·laws and articles can be reviewed at 
any of the Credit Union's offices), and to dis
cuss such other items as may come before the 
meeting. 

Dated this 18th day of February, 1~91 

By Order of the Board of Directors 

Harry Peters, Secretary 

Corporate Office 171 Donald SI. 942-1277 
Winnipeg, MR. R3C 1M4 

COMMERCIAL 
CREDIT 

BRANCH OFFICES: 
942-2686 

Downtown 171 Donald SI. 947-1243 or Fax # 947-3108 
Westend 1250 Portage Ave. 783-7081 or Fax # 783-4535 
North Kildonan 1200 Henderson Highway 338-0365 or Fax # 334-4998 

A TRADITION OF GREAT FINANCIAL SERVICE TO THE MENNONITE COMMUNITY OF MANITOBA. 
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ForeWord 

Anyone who has followed volleyball in Manitoba and Canada will know that 
Michelle Sawatsky is a truly outstanding player -- her long list of honors is 
evidence of that. But it is also true that the game is only one part of her life -
is also a music student of considerable talent. The opening article of this issue, 
Mary Lou Driedger, gives an insight into this unusually talented and personally 
warm person. 

Elisabeth Peters is well known to those who love German and who have 
graduated from the Faculty of Education. It is her work as a teacher and an 
educator of teachers that Peters is most fond of. One of her former students, 
Dora Maendel, passes on some of the enthusiasm that she has for this teacher and 
writer. 

In this month's Observed, Roy Vogt ranges widely from the Gulf war to 
family matters, to and idle weekend away. Also H.W. Friesen sits on the edge 
of the Pacific Rim and concludes that the B.C. focus is rather more Asian than 
it is to Ontario. 

Tim Wiebe in a one-page story the Water Tower describes the feelings of a 
young lady as she heads for school in the "big city" and leaves behind the 
security of her home, which is symbolized in the water tower. 

Our poetry this month includes work by Audrey Poetker, Harry Wiebe, and 
Lara Schroeder. 

Cycling to Vancouver is a story by AI Reimer that explores the relationship 
between a retired couple, whose love for each other has faded and are unable to 
"connect" in a truly sympathetic way. 

There are several book reviews in this issue. One of the most interesting of 
the group is of a cookbook. Those who have wondered whether there really is 
"Mennonite food" will find the answer in that book, and those who want exact 
instructions on how to make authentic Mennonite foods will also be helped. 

In the Low German section, Biem Dockta, by Agnes Wall is a rather funny 
description of what it's like to visit the doctor. 

The cover: The photos of Michelle Sawatsky on the cover and page 4 were 
provided by Steinbach's, Carillon. 
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Volleyball, music and Michelle Sawatsky 
combine to create a woman of unique talents 
by Mary Lou Driedger 

It's Saturday, November 3, 1990. A 
hush descends over the gym at the 
Steinbach Regional Secondary School. 
On the court a women's volleyball team 
from Japan stands ready to face its 
Manitoba opponents in an exhibition 
match. As the people packing the ble
achers rise to attention, Michelle Sa
watzky steps up to the microphone and 
in a beautiful soprano voice sings Can
ada's national anthem, unaccompanied. 

High on the wall to her left is 
Michelle's · high school volleyball 
sweater. It hangs above a banner which 
records the fact that the Steinbach high 
school girls won the provincial title in 
volleyball in 1986. That year, team 
member, Michelle Sawatzky, was in 
Grade 11. Michelle is the only female 
athlete in the history of the school to 
have her uniform retired. A starting 
setter for the University of Manitoba 
Bisons, Michelle was named the most 
valuable female volleyball player in 
Canada last year at the national univer
sity championships. In January, she was 
one of the nominees for the Manitoba 
Female Athlete of the Year award. 

Winning the most valuable player 
title oflast year's CIAU championships 
and being nominated for the Manitoba 
Athlete of the Year award are just two 
of a long list of volleyball honors 
Michelle Sawatzky has received in the 
past few years -- all-star selections, 
. most valuable player, best defensive 
player, team and personal medals, and 
being chosen to play on national and 
special teams. 

With the achievement of such excel
lence it is no wonder that her high 
school chose to retire her sweater. It is 
one way to publicly recognize an un
usually talented graduate. 

As her lyrical performance of 0 
Canada at the Japan-Manitoba exhibi
tion match suggests, volleyball is only 
one part of Michelle's life. She is also 
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a talented musician working towards a 
Bachelor of Music degree with a piano 
performance and voice minor at the 
University of Manitoba's School of 
Music. 

Careful use of time 
Somehow she manages three or four 
hours of piano practice each day along 
with five hours of volleyball and one 
hour of weight training. She also 
attends her other university classes, 
Monday to Friday, and has to squeeze 
in time for studying and preparing for 
them. 

I went to the Bison East Gym one 
afternoon to watch Michelle and her 

Michelle Sawatsky 

team compete against the University of 
Regina Cougars. It was obvious from 
watching the Bisons that Michelle is a 
leader as she calls out plays, warnings 
and words of encouragement to the 
other women. 

"I guess I'm sort of the team quarter
back," Michelle tells me later. From 
the way the University of Manitoba 
players work together they clearly know 
each other very well. Michelle says that 
since her busy schedule leaves little 
room for any sort of social life, the 
women on her team have come to be 
her closest friends. Although she prob
ably knows fellow team member 
Christine Toews the best, because they 
have played together for three years, 
Michelle tells me most of the women 
on the team are easy to be friends with, 
because of their common interest in 
volleyball. 

"The other girls who play understand 
me and what makes me tick. Someone 
not as involved in sports just wouldn't 
understand." Michelle claims that 
another reason the Bisons get along so 
well is because of their similar family 
backgrounds. "You just don't get this 
far in athletics unless you have a very 
supportive family. So we all have that 
in common." 

Michelle is generous in her praise of 
her own family who have always been 
there to "cheer me on and help me in 
any way they can. " 

Shannon Kehler, Michelle's high 
school volleyball coach in Steinbach, 
says that she has seldom seen parents as 
dedicated as John and Adina Sawatzky, 
Michelle's Mom and Dad. "The whole 
family is so supportive," says Ms . 
Kehler, who recalls how Michelle's 
older sister Sharon, who is now an 
intern at Winnipeg's Seven Oaks Hospi
tal, used to bring her medical textbooks 
to tournaments so she could study in 
between watching Michelle's games. 



Small crowds 
Michelle's comments about supportive 
families certainly rang true the after
noon I went to watch her play at the 
University of Manitoba. In fact, the 
entire audience appeared to be made up 
solely of family and friends of the 
players. I was surprised at the small 
attendance. Only a handful of people 
had shown up to watch the finest 
women's volleyball team in Canada in 
action. Michelle says she never really 
thought much about the lack of specta
tors till the team travelled to American 
cities. "When we play exhibition games 
or tournaments in Illinois, Indiana, 
Grand Forks or Fargo, those large 
arenas are just packed to the rafters 
with enthusiastic fans." 

In spite of a lack of large audiences, 
Michelle says she much prefers playing 
volleyball in Canada. "There is definite
ly an American way and a Canadian 
way of approaching the game. The 
Americans are so patriotic, so sure they 
are number one. They are very aggress
ive and outgoing players." 

Although small attendance at most 
games doesn't bother Michelle at all, 
she has found a lack of press coverage 
for the women's team more frustrating. 
"Some of the papers have done major 
stories on our team, but last year when 
we won the CIAU championships they 
wrote a single column in the local paper 
about our victory. The men lost their 
final game and they got pages of cover
age. It's not that we women play just 
because we want publicity, but I have 
to admit it does bother us when the men 
get more press attention." 

Press coverage of the University of 
Manitoba Women's team might be 
difficult if all the players are as busy as 
Michelle. I was unable to interview her 
right after watching the Bisons defeat 
the Regina Cougars. Michelle had to 
hurry off the volleyball court that day 
in ord~r to get to the Centennial Con
cert Hall in time for a performance with 
the Winnipeg Symphony Orchestra as a 
member of the university choir. 

In an interview with the Steinbach 
Carillon News, Michelle admits she'd 
love to record an album of original 
songs someday. Composing is another 
interest of hers. 

Learning about herself 
When I interviewed Michelle at her 
parent's home in Steinbach, she men
tioned that the music world is really no 
less competitive than the sports world. 
To "make it" as a professional pianist, 
vocalist or composer in Canada is just 
as difficult as achieving an elite level in 
volleyball." Obviously, Michelle thrives 
on competition whether it is in music or 
sports. Competition, however, is not 
the only thing she appreciates about 
volleyball. 

She claims that the game at which 
she excels has also taught her many 
valuable things about life. "I've learned 
about commitment. I know now that if 
I have patience and commitment I can 
do almost anything I want to. I've also 
learned the importance of working as a 
team. I've come to realize that you 
don't always have to be the star. I've 
learned to be happy for my team mates' 
successes and to attribute my successes 
to the help I've received from them. 
Volleyball has definitely made me a 
tougher person. I've certainly learned to 
accept criticism. I know now that I 
have to take suggestions and work to 
improve if I don't want to let my team 
down." 

As a volleyball player in junior high 
school, high school, university and on 
a variety of provincial and national 
teams, Michelle has worked for many 
different coaches. I was curious about 
what qualities she most appreciates in a 
coach. "I like a coach who takes a 
personal interest in the players -- some
one who knows there is more to your 
life than volleyball. My university 
coach, Ken Bentley, has been especially 
good about realizing that my music is 
important to me too and making certain 
allowances for that. Discipline is the 
most important quality in a coach. A 
disciplined coach is a tough coach who 
motivates you to achieve everything you 
possibly can, and prepares you for 
difficult situations. A good coach helps 
you to become the best you can bel" 

"The best she can be" seems to be 
Michelle's motto in every area of her 
life. I asked her what she wants to be. 
What does the future hold? "Well," 
she responds, "the only place to ~o in 
volleyball after university is the Nation-

al A Team which competes inter
nationally and trains for the Olympics. 
I think the one thing that might prevent 
me from achieving that would be my 
size. I dream about it though, " Michelle 
admits. Michelle is only five feet, six 
inches tall, and she will readily tell you 
that she has had to work very hard to 
excel at every area of the game of vol
leyball in order to compensate for her 
short stature. If she doesn't make the 
National A Team there is always the 
possibility of playing professional vol
leyball in Germany or France. 

In music she is thinking about work
ing on a master's degree or perhaps 
becoming a professional pianist. "But I 
would also be happy teaching music to 
children," she adds. 

Whatever direction the future takes 
for Michelle Sawatzky, it is certain that 
with her dedication, discipline and 
determination she will become 'the best 
she can bel' mm 

Join us at the 
LUNCHEON MEETINGS 

of the 
MANITOBA CHAPTER 

of 

MEDA 
for interesting 
challenging topics 
fellowship. 

speakers, 
and good 

NEXT MEETING: March 6 
Noon, Charterhouse Hotel. 

SPEAKER: Dr. Arthur Schafer, 
director, Centre for Professional 
and Applied Ethics, University of 
Manitoba. 

TOPIC: Business Ethics in the 00s 

TICKETS: $11 (Students $5.50) 
RESERVATIONS: 944 1995 

meda 
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Elisabeth Peters is a writer, teacher, and translator 
who infuses her students with her own enthusiasm 
by Dora Maendel 

Elisabeth Peters is three things: writer, 
translator, teacher. 

She would perhaps prefer to be 
known or remembered as a writer, 
through she is well known for her work 
as a translator. But it is the third and 
"the greatest of th~se" that many know 
her best: as their teacher. 

As a third-year education student at 
the University of Manitoba in 1984, 
one of the courses I signed up for was 
Second Language Instruction from 
Elisabeth Peters. I was apprehensive 
because it was my first university-level 
German course even though German 
was what I would eventually teach. As 
a Hutterite I'd grown up learning Ger
man/Religion in the quaint, systematic 
process of two hours daily: one before 
English classes commencing weekday 
mornings and one after school, as well 
as on Saturday mornings. 

Pre-class worries 
And although I'd subsequently taken 
high school via Department of Educa
tion correspondence courses and even 
helped our minister-German teacher by 
instructing the primary grades, my oral 
German was such that I was very 
anxious about how I would make out in 
class participation. I was sure my 
Tyrolean dialect would crop up with 
embarrassing frequency. After all, 
hadn't I heard the accusation: "How 
can an untrained Hutterite give anyone 
a good command of German?" often 
enough? 

Also, knowing that the instructor was 
none other than the wife of Dr. Victor 
Peters, who wrote All Things Common, 
(a book about my people, in which he 
claims that our proficiency in German 
is sadly wanting) made me seriously 
question and chastise myself for enter
ing a situation that could only highlight 
my academic ineptitude, specifically in 
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Elisabeth Peters 

German. 
But this smiling "lady-prof" could melt 
p01ar ice by her friendliness and ability 
to lilt into verses of German folk songs 
and Lieder,· something she did on occa
sion since this was an integral part of 
her approach to teaching German as a 
second language. She pointed out how 
fingerplays, poems, rhymes and songs 
can enliven language instruction and 
serve as an excellent vehicle, not only 
for teaching enriched vocabulary, but 
also for affording students stimulating 
glimpses of the endlessly fascinating 
German folk culture. 

A sheaf of photocopied songs in 
hand, we partook in singalongs includ
ing Muss Ich denn and Kein SchOner 
Land; both of which stir Canadian 
hearts as well as German. 

One day she introduced one most of 
us didn't know, Ade nun zur Guten 
Nacht. Accompanying herself on the 
piano, she sang it so effortlessly and 
movingly that it hurt when she ended 
after just one verse and then moved on 
to other things. 

"A (second) language class must be 
varied and dynamic," she emphasized: 
"and moving on before boredom can set 
in is crucial, especially since time is so 
limited." Then looking at me she said, 
"Your situation is different; you are 
dealing with sustained interest condi
tions. " 

In finding and applying an uncritical, 
non-judgmental phrase like that, she 
succeeded, entirely unawares, in clar
ifying and summing up much of my 
experience in terms of the German
learning and teaching I'd been involved 
in on our colony. I shall always be 
grateful to her for this, just as I will 
never cease to wonder why she didn't 
give me the A+ I felt I'd earned at the 
end of the course. 

Born Elisabeth Dyck in Grigorewka, 
the Ukraine, she was among the 
youngest in a family of seven children. 
Her father, a teacher, . was killed by 
Communists and in 1925 the family 
managed to immigrate to Canada. They 
were still working hard to repay their 
Reiseschuld (travel debt), when the 
Depression hit in 1929. The December 
1990 issue of Der Bote carries a mov
ing account of the family's Christmas 
celebration in the first home they 
owned in Altona, and if Erinnerung an 
bewegte Weihnachtstage is any indica
tion of things to come, we are in for a 
treat when the memoirs she is presently 
working on are completed and pub
lished. 

Teaching career begins 
After high school Elisabeth continued in 
the commendable tradition of many 
teachers on her mother's side of the 
family as well as the larger Mennonite 
community, and went for teacher's 
training; then she returned to teach 
among her "own Mennonite People." 
She was one of the many Mennonites 



who studied in Russia's great cities, 
Leningrad and Moscow; also in st. 
Krishona in Basel, Switzerland , return
ing to serve as doctors , teachers, and 
ministers. 

She states it simply, "My concerns 
have always been with my Mennonite 
people, their historical and social devel
opments, literary achievements and 
drama." 

Married by this time to Victor 
Peters, she taught together with him at 
Horndean. Her eyes glow and her voice 
softens with warmth as she reminisces 
about the work of planning and putting 
on a candlelight Christmas service, her 
hsuband taking down the mobile parti
tions among the classrooms with the 
help from the high school boys and 
transforming the whole into "a three 
dimensional Christmas scene with a 
deep-blue sky of tissue paper, a yellow 
star and lanterns at the windows, all 
framed by evergreen boughs." She 
played piano and conducted the choir 
"as each member walked ceremoniously 
along the directed route, humming Stille 
Nacht and carrying a lit candle. It was 
a fire hazard, but we never had an 
accident." 

Eventually they had to do the service 
twice in succession, which attests to its 
popularity. 

From Horndean she went to Westgate 
where "we carried on very similar 
activities -- plays, choir and all." 

First translation 
It was 1949 when her brother, Henry 
Dyck, requested her help in editing the 
major novel of Mennonite author, 
Arnold Dyck, Verloren in der Steppe. 
Her brother had translated the novel 
into English as Lost in the Steppes. 

Even in Canada, the Dyck family 
was not immune to sudden tragedy, 
however, for Henry experienced a fatal 
heart attack while visiting some of the 
Dickens' sites in London, England, that 
summer. In the fall his widow brought 
the manuscript to Elisabeth to check 
over. 

In the process, though Arnold Dyck' s 
writing had "always intrigued" her, she 
became fascinated "by his use of lan
guage and the situations he could con
jure up." 

So it seemed natural, while studying 
graduate English at the University of 
Manitoba, to ask her advisor, David 
Amason, for permission to translate one 
of Arnold Dyck's short stories from 
Low German into English instead of 
doing a term paper. He accepted the 
proposal "with alacrity" and 
subsequently submitted it for publica
tion in Canadian Literature where it 
received wide acclaim. 

Later, when she had translated two 
other short stories of Arnold Dyck's , 
they were printed as a trio in a single 
booklet by Derksen Printers of 
Steinbach: Two Letters, Runde Koake, 
and The Millionaire of Goatfield. 

Peters explains that capturing the 
idiomatic usage of the language is the 
difficult part of translating. 

In working with Low German, for 
example, it is the frequent use of the 
subjunctive that makes it troublesome. 
So the process one follows is to first do 
the literal content and then go over it 
again, revising and altering in cases of 
ambiguity . Mood is what deserves 
particular attention, as well as the over
all meaning of a text. 

Peter's translation work is significant 
because some Mennonites can't read 
German or Low German, while others 
can't read English. Hence the works of 
Arnold Dyck would "otherwise not 
have been read by most of today's 
generation, " according to a colleague of 
Elisabeth. 

Culturally, of course, this is very 
important because "it has given us a 
deeper understanding of the faith, atti
tudes and values of our Mennonite 
people, " hopefuU y propagating them by 
interpreting Mennonite life positively. 

Peters is not prone to an exalted 
vision of her own importance in this 
process. "My beliefs became 
cemented, " she says quietly of her 
teacher's training and university studies 
years. Besides, she enjoyed Arnold 
Dyck's works immensely, being contin
ually impressed by the simplicity and 
economy of his words. 

Envious colleagues 
Ironically, it is a line from a humorous 
incident describing a scene in her Ger
man-teaching experience at the Univer-

sity of Manitoba (1967-1987) that best 
sums up her role as a translator. The 
Mennonite education faculty members 
sometimes ate together in the cafeteria, 
often speaking Low German among 
themselves, enjoying it "tremendously!" 
So irresistible was the laughter at their 

table that non-Mennonite faculty mem
bers would wistfully ask for permission 
to join in with an apologetic "we don't 
understand your language, but we can 
laugh just as hard as you!" Similarly, in 
translating the works of Arnold Dyck, 
she has enabled others not only to 
laugh, but weep, suffer, learn and pon
der with the characters . 

Under the auspices of the Manitoba 
Historical Society, she recently com
pleted translating Exodus to Central 
Asia, written in 1907 by Franz Bartsch, 
into English. It is the story of the group 
of Mennonites, led by Klaas Epp, and 
their arduous journey to the Karakums 
in central Asia, from the Caucausus 
region in Russia where Mennonite 
communities had sprung up between 
1854 and 1873. After authentication by 
historians and theologians it should be 
ready in March. "This is the hardest 
thing I've ever done," she says reflec
tively, "but not the translation of the 
text." Rather, it's because the author 
assumes his reader knows certain things 
"not ever stated anywhere. " This neces
sitates time-consuming documentation. 

Currently Elisabeth is translating Die 
Fluch aber den Amur (Flight Across the 
Arnur) by A. Loewen and A. Friesen. 
It is the account of the flight of a whole 
village from the Orenburg area across 
the Amur River, in the dead of winter, 
into Charbin, China, to escape the 
oppression of the Communist regime. 

She has also translated various play 
scripts from English into German for 
Paraguayan film. 

Author in her own right 
Although best known for her translation 
work, she has also done much of her 
own writing in English , German and 
Low German, submitting articles, book 
reviews and short stories to the Pem
bina Triangle, a former publication in 
the Winkler area, as well as the 
Mennonite Mirror and Der Bote. 

Over the years she has travelled 
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extensively with her husband, Victor 
Peters, visiting Africa, Russia, the 
British Isles, Central Asia and every 
country in Europe except those of the 
East block. They lived in Germany 
from 1957-58 travelling its length and 
breadth. These travels later became the 
grist for a year-long series of articles 
published in Der Bote under the fitting 
title of Wem Gott Will Rechte Gunst 
Erweisen. 

Travels also figured importantly in 
Begegnungen im Schwarzwald as well 
as the short stories Die Mausekant and 
Reminiscences of Advent. These she 
considers her best writing. 

Other accomplishments include edit
ing the Gnadenthal history, and Das 
Dorf im Abendgrauen by Fritz Senn. 

She has also written two plays: Nur 
eine alte Orgel in German, 
subsequently translated into English, 
and The Cherry Hedge -- originally in 
Low German. 

This play has been performed in 
Mennonite communities throughout 
Canada, raising many dollars for chari
table purposes, as it did for her own 
much-loved Westgate Collegiate when 
she put it on with students while teach
ing there. Thus, the play she thoroughly 
enjoyed writing continues to give deep 
satisfaction as the instrument used to 
replenish the funds of worthy organiz
ations such as schools, where she has 
spent so many hours teaching. 

Appreciation lasts 
For her, the goal of inspiring students 
with an appreciation and love for that 
which is "great and good and beautiful" 
(Arnold Dyck's words), or at least 
giving them some exposure to it in the 
form of classical music, for example, 
was always a top teaching priority even 
at the high school level. This was defi
nitely not always received with enthusi
asm. 

At the university level this oc
casionally resulted in disappointed, 
disillusioned students who had antici
pated a course heavy in methodology. 
But her philosophy in instructing these 
prospective teachers was that "all inter
ested students will learn what they 
ought to learn provided they are 
inspired with enthusiasm and curiosity 
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for their subject. Thus, methodology, 
while helpful and desirable, seems to 
me to take second place to inspiration. " 

Unexpectedly one summer day, years 
after high school-teaching, an unsol
icited accolade came her way. Driving 
along a busy, downtown Winnipeg 
street she was overtaken by a huge 
semi-truck that had Beethoven's sym
phony number five floating down from 
the window. Startled, she turned and 
noted the driver -- a tall, bearded, 
macho-looking young man, who smiled 
in recognition and waved her to the 
side. After parking his rig he intro
duced himself as a former high school 
student of hers. Chatting , amiably, he 
explained the apparent enigma of a 
classical-music-Ioving truck driver 
resulting from her music appreciation 
classes. "Even though I didn't think I 
liked the classes at the time, I've never 
forgotten and today this kind of music 
gives me pleasure!" 

These are the true rewards for a 
teacher. rom 

• 
Discover 

SOUTH AMERICA 
Our tour will transport you to the 
exotic destinations of Brazil, 
Paraguay, and Ecuador. Relax on the 
sun-drenched beaches of Rio de 
Janiero and see the breathtaking 
world famous Iguazu Falls. 
Experience the pioneering by 
Mennonites in Paraguay and brazil. 
Discover the beauty of the Andes 
Mountains and the excitement of 
bargaining in the Indian markets of 
Ecuador. 
March, 1991 

LANDAIRE 
TRAVEL SERVICES 
Box 250, Niverville, 
Manitoba, ROA 1 EO 

1 - 204 - 388 - 4062 

Westgate 

KEEP WESTGATE GROWING 

• Come to our annual fundraising banquet at the Grant Memorial Baptist 
Church on March 13. Tickets are available at Westgate or from your 
church representative. Cost: $30, per person. 

• STUDENT APPLICATION DEADLINE FOR PLANNING PURPOSES 
FOR THE 1991-92 SCHOOL IS MARCH 18. 

• Orientation programs are on April 4 and 25. 

• JUNIOR HIGH STUDENTS PRESENT THREE ONE-ACT PLAYS: 
US AND THEM, GRAFFITO, AND TRIAL OF AMANDA MARIE 
LOCKS; MARCH 7 AND 8. Call school for tickets. 

Together we can provide a Christian education for our youth 

Westgate Mennonite Collegiate . 
86 Westgate, Winnipeg, telephone 7757111 



REVIEW 

ATime 
to Choose Life 
by Bernie Wiebe 
Who wants to read more . books on 
abortion? Not many people, because 
the rhetoric seems all too repetitious, 
too vitriolic, and too bland in terms of 
creativity. 

When I was asked to consider re
viewing A Time To Choose Life, I 
agreed because the Human Life 
Research Institute (Toronto) promised a 
timely and thought-provoking addition 
to the cyclic verbal diarrhoea of 
adversarial communication we have all 
been subjected to over the past 20 
years. I am an optimist and want to 
believe that some of our better thinkers 
will eventually provide creative leader
ship. Besides, it is an all-Canadian 
book! 

However, it is disappointing to read 
that an inter-disciplinary" dispassionate" 
presentation includes "medicine, social 
work, philosophy, political science, 
history and .... " (p.l) What about 
psychology, ethics, and theology? Are 
not these latter fields where the real 
battle rages? How do we want to bring 
rapprochement by ignoring the protag
onists? 

To be sure, this new book makes a 
strong case for pro-life from its given 
vantage point and limited spectrum. 
When George Grant, late Dalhousie 
political science professor, argues that 
our contemporary "triumph of the will" 
results in a blatant individualism that 
expresses itself in an undisciplined and 
irresponsible manner, he is probably 
correct. And that does play into the 
cyclical verbal barrages hurled back and 
forth between pro-Life and pro-Choice. 
Suzanne Scorsone, of the Royal Com
mission on Reproductive Technology, 
also aptly points out that "A total 
freedom, unrelated to others, is imposs
ible .... " (p.21) That too enters into the 
debate. Unfortunately, Scorsone herself 
then obliterates the pro-choice vantage 

as totally without substance. 
Iaian T. Benson, Vancouver lawyer, 

argues for an acceptable view of "com
promise, " hardly helping Christian 
thinkers . Samuel Ajzenstat, McMaster 
University philosophy professor, does 
effectively point out some of the 
dilemmas in liberal thinking, but fails to 
do a similar analysis or comparison of 
conservative thinking and then neglects 
to show creative alternatives. Heather 
Morris, University of Toronto professor 
of obstetrics , together with Toronto 
writer, Lorraine Williams, argues that 
the post-abortion complications have 
been underplayed. But this argument 
seems questionable when another recent 
book, Bioethics and the Beginning of 
Life (1990) musters study after study 
(p.173) indicating this issue not to be of 
high significance or frequent occur
rence. Chris Bagley, professor of 
Social Work at the University of 
Calgary, first makes a case for "killing" 
in "most extreme circumstances" (p.96) 
and then suggests this is not relevant in 
the abortion arena. To me his argument 
seems ludicrous, to say the least! His 
points about what we should provide 
for pregnant women (p.106) are superb! 

Robert Nadeau, Ottawa lawyer, does 
present one of the most poignant contri
butions of the book when he argues that 
the heart of the issue is our choice 
between the fetus or life and the idea of 
freedom or liberty (pp. 186-200). This 
helps the process. Ian Hunter, Univer
sity of Western Ontario law professor, 
helps us by showing the process 
involved in the 1983 case against Dr. 
Henry Morgenthaler. 

On a scale of 1-10, I'd give this book 
a 4. It can help those who are looking 
for help in a creative way. My hunch 
is that it will tend to be marshalled by 
right wing forces simply as more am
munition for the battle. And I regret 
that it makes no attempt whatsoever to 
enter the realm of faith or ethics, with
out which this issue cannot be resolved. 

Ivan Gentles, editor: A Tune to Owose 
Life (Toronto: Stoddart Publishing, 
1990). 247 pp. 

Bernie Wiebe teaches at Menno Simons 
College in Winnipeg. 

MIRROR MIX-UP 

ERLIF 

I I 0 I I 
LA PE N 
I [] I 
GLU B E 

I CD 

Let us pray that sanity will 

rxx:x:x::A) those 

accountable for the current 
conflict 

From the 14 entries to the December 
puzzle. Anita Shacklefgrd. of Gloucester. 
OntariO. was selected the winner. 

Answers to December. are tea. team, 
maple, earth, trace, and charm 

The letters are to be re-arranged and 
written in the squares to form words. 
letters which fall into the squares with 
circles are to be arranged to complete the 
answer at the bottom of the puzzle. The 
drawing provides a clue. 

A winner will be drawn from among the 
correct entries, and a prize awarded. 

Entries must be sent to the Mirror office 
by March 19. 

name 

address 

cityltown 

postal code 

Send entries to: Mix-up Contest, 
Mennonite Mirror, 207 - 1317A Portage 
Avenue, Winnipeg, Manitoba, R3G OV3. 
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OBSERVED ALONG THE WA Y 

Good news and bad news, tough political decisions, 
and pleasant times with family diaries and good friends 

Life went on this past month despite · 
CNN and the War in the Gulf (it didn't, 
of course, go on for the tragic victims 
of war). 

In late January we are able to spend 
a few interesting days with 
Karl-Hermann and Joyce Fink of 
Cologne,Germany. Joyce has come to 
Winnipeg to give a harpsichord recital 
and her husband, Karl-Hermann, a 
noted specialist in East European 
affairs , has been invited by the Univer
sity of Manitoba as a distinguished 
lecturer. We enjoy their company 
immensely. We can't help reflecting a 
number of times on the sad course that 
events in Eastern Europe are now tak
ing. Life never seems to be improve in 
a straight line. In retrospect the rapid 
unification of Germany last year (which 
some of us thought happened too quick
ly) was wise. Given the current mood 
in the Soviet Union it appears unlikely 
that approval would be given now for 
such a step. 

On cold winter evenings it has been a 
pleasure to work on our Vogt family 
history. I never thought I would do 
this, but with age one's curiosity about 
life takes new directions: backwards! I 
have been shocked to discover how 
many of my male ancestors were minis
ters. Our family was a lot more pious 
than I thought. However, most of them 
were farmers and grain merchants, and 
they used the natural resources at hand 
to produce brandy. My grandfather, 
Andreas Vogt, was a well-known minis
ter in the Chortitza colony in Russia 
and was noted for his sense of humor 
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and for the numerous friends he had 
among Russians. He frequently partici
pated in Lutheran and Russian Ortho
dox services, even performing the last 
rites for the dying by making the sign 
of the cross over them, and baptizing 
dying children into the Orthodox 
Church. I am proud to find that the 
authorities often called on him to give 
the last rites to derelicts and murder 
victims. His daughter Anna (later the 
well-known Kindergarten teacher in 
Winnipeg) has given a moving account 
of a graveyard service where she and 
her father stood alone in the corner of 
the community graveyard and bade 
farewell to a murder victim whom 
nobody knew. 

Reading this is more pleasant than 
many a novel. I especially like his 
humor. One day a certain Willy Friesen 
appeared before my grandfather and 
announced that he had just returned 
from America, where, so he claimed, 
he had made quite a name for himself 
in religious circles. "In view of this," 
Willie exclaimed to my grandfather, "I 
think you should invite me to preach in 
your church." " Oh no, Willie, "my 
grandfather relied, "No one here · is 
particularly curious about your relig
ion." When a young lady from a 
wealthy landed estate introduced herself 
to my grandfather in a rather affected 
High German, he looked at her and 
said, "I suppose despite all that you can 
still speak Low German." 

Once he took part in a meeting of 
ministers held at a farmstead during 
harvest. At noon he went outside and 
observed a number of farm hands ea-

by Roy Vogl 

gerly devouring their lunch. While they 
had their mouths full he shouted to 
them: "What a marvellous people. 
They have found a hole under their 
nose and now they are compelled to fill 
it. " The workers laughed and one of 
them shouted in response: "What a 
preacher!" His love for people outside 
of the Mennonite community later saved 
his son David's life. The latter was 
lined up to be shot by a firing squad 
during the revolution when, at the last 
moment, one of the executioners, a 
young Jewish man, shouted: "Wait! 
That is the son of the Mennonite 
preacher from Alexandrovsk. Let him 
go." And they did. 

Of course, family diaries are not 
always that heroic. There were horse
thieves along the way, and the only 
Mennonite to be executed in Russia 
before the First World War for murder 
(as far as I can tell), was an Abram 
Vogt -- who must have been a very 
distant relative. 

Every seven or eight years my wife and 
I get the urge to move. I don't know 
where this urge comes from. It has 
nothing to do with our current home -
which is comfortable and convenient -
nor with any sudden necessity. It is like 
a germ that floats in the air and sudden
ly possesses our minds. As one of our 
friends observes, it is like buying car. 
You haven't really thought about it 
much, but suddenly one day you do 
start thinking about it, and very grad
ually but surely the thought mushrooms 
into a full-blown desire that demands 
fulfilment. 



We happen to travel a bit, and spend 
large blocks of summer at the lake, so 
in the cold lazy days of January and 
February the evil thought strikes: why 
not move into an apartment, which is 
easier to maintain and can be locked up 
without care. We are intrigued by the 
possibility of living downtown, con
nected to Portage Place. So we investi
gate Fred Douglas Place, "a quiet resi
dence for those 55 and over." The 

, . apartment we look at in this building is 
spacious enough to overcome my wife's 
claustrophobia '(a condition which she 
slowly developed after years of mar
riage to me) and it is indeed quiet, and 

r 

clean. The library and exercise room 
also appeal to us. We are shocked, 
however, when shown the handicrafts 
room, where "older" people, 
white-haired and frail, are busy at their 
hobbies. "Is this where we want to 
land? ," we ask ourselves? I must say it 
takes me a while to recover. But then I 
think: "Well yes, these are people like 
us -- perhaps not as active, but just as 
human (and perhaps more so)." I am a 
little ashamed. 

Shame gives way to shock when we 
discover how expensive the apartment 

: is: more than our house. The elevator 
takes us back to earth, leaving us to 
consider future possibilities, but also 
reminding us that we are in a chain of 

, life with others and there is no reason 
to be smug about our own status. 

In late January a number of us travel to 
Steinbach on a Saturday evening to 
honor Eugene Derksen, the longtime 
head of Derksen Printers and a gener
ous supporter of Mennonite culture. 
When I think of Eugene I can't help 
thinking about the distinction between 
the "official" culture in a community 

'like ours, and in a town like Steinbach, 
and the "unofficial" culture. Our offi
cial culture, headed by a fairly strict 
church, is aggressive but joyless. The 
unofficial culture, carried on in homes 
and clubs, and in many community 
undertakings, is often more relaxed, 

, ,and a great deal more pleasant. Most of 
us, like Eugene, have been shaped in 
important ways by the official culture -
sometimes to our good -- but if people 
want to know what we are really like 

they must discover us in the unofficial 
culture. 

Eugene has given to Steinbach and 
the Mennonite community a rich unoffi
cial culture. His support of literature 
and especially of the Mennonite Heri
tage Village has been extremely import
ant. And best of all, he has enjoyed 
himself and brought enjoyment to 
others. 

Once again it is mid Febroary and we 
enjoy our annual weekend outing at 
Hecla. Once again the back of winter 
has been broken. It's funny, but sitting 
by the pool my mind wanders to one of 
our former 'neighbors, that pesky kid 
called Jake Epp, who was destined to 
become a very successful politician. I 
don't know if we have ever agreed on 
much, but I don't think that particularly 
bothers either of us. 

These days he is being attacked from 
many quarters because of his support of 
Canada's role in the Gulf War. Though 
I disagree with him on this (see Our 
Word, page 30) I think most of the 
attacks on him are quite unjustified. He 
is told that as a Christian (and especial
ly as a former Mennonite) he should 
never support the use of force in the 
resolution of human contlict. But this is 
precisely what governments are estab
lished to do; they forcefully restrain 
evil in order to protect us, and forceful
ly extract wealth from us to create 
benefits for society -- because we are 
not prepared to be generous enough 
without force. 

Our Anabaptist forefathers clearly 
saw this, and therefore prohibited their 
members from taking part in public 
service. They did not feel responsible 
for the world and its institutions. We 
Mennonites -- all of us -- have given 
up this Anabaptist position long ago. 
We want to take part in the world -- in 
business, law, government, public edu
cation, etc, and we are proud when 
people like Jake Epp do well in govern
ment. What Jake Epp has had to do 
with regard to the Gulf War is on a 
continuum with all of his other deci
sions, and we have no justification for 
being particularly shocked or critical. 
He must weigh the pros and cons of 
every use of force, and hope that he is 

right. Obviously not every use of force 
is just; and we can certainly disagree 
over the justice of this particular con
flict. However, in passing harsh judg
ment on Jake Epp we shouldn't pretend 
that we are consistent either with our 
distant Mennonite past -- in which all 
use of force was condemned -- or with 
our own practices, which see us using 
force every day. 

With these pleasant thoughts let us 
move into Spring. nun 

EDEN MENTAL 
HEALTH CENTRE 

Medical Director 
As part of senior management, 
the medical director provides 
medical leadership, plans and 
supervises the delivery of all 
medical and clinical services, and 
ensures that a high standard of 
care is maintained. 

Qualifications: Licensed to 
practice medicine in Manitoba;' 
professional experience in the 
mental health field; health care 
administration and experience 
and/or training. 

Eden Mental Health Centre is 
operated jointly by the Mennonite 
churches of Manitoba and the 
provincial government, and is an 
accredited 4O-bed facility with an 
active outpatient program. The 
centre is located in Winkler, 130 
km southwest of Winnipeg. 

This position will appeal to 
person wishing to integrate their 
Christian faith with their pro
fessional practice. 

Inquiries may be directed to 
Adeline Braun, Administrator, 
Eden Mental Health Centre, 1500 
Pembina Avenue, Winkler, 
Manitoba, R6W 1 T4. 
Telephone: 204 325 4325 
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WORDS FROM THE WESTERN MOUNTAINS 

The view over the Pacific Rim generates 
a different view of language and growth 

A friend describes growing up in the 
fishing village of Steveston, now part of 
Richmond, having only Japanese play
mates and becoming fluent in Japanese 
rather than English. His parents were 
concerned about his delay in speech 
development and thought he might be a 
slow learner. Their neighbours assured 
the parents that he spoke perfectly well 
in Japanese. He has continued to use 
his Japanese to considerable advantage 
in his business. Steveston is no longer 
an Asian fishing village but a typical 
multi-ethnic Vancouver suburb. 

Our friend is an example of bilin
gualism on the wet side of the Rockies. 
The increasing use of Asian languages 
is readily apparent in a visit to Van
couver's Chinatown or Fraser street. 
The Canadian government recently 
announced that up to $14 million would 
be spent over a five year period to 
teach Asian languages (mostly Japanese) 
to Canadian businessmen. The logic 
behind this initiative is not profound: 
it's easier to do business with someone 
if you can speak their language. French 
is not the language of commerce here. 

The Asian popUlation of B.C. has 
never been totally overshadowed by 
Europeans; the Asian presence has 
grown steadily in the past several dec
ades. The global village has brought 
B.C. a richness of languages, customs, 
dress styles, foods, and faiths. By 1986 
the Chinese were the third largest ethnic 
group in B.C. after the British and 
Germans. 

The rim view 
The Asian presence reflects an aware
ness of the emerging relationship 
between the nations of the Pacific 
ocean. The region is often referred to 
as "Asia Pacific" and in recent years as 
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the "Pacific Rim" countries. Nations 
with coastlines bordering the Pacific 
ocean fall within the Pacific Rim, in
cluding East and Southeast Asia, South 
Asia, Australia, New Zealand and 
North America. 

The increasing use of the term 
"Pacific Rim" in, the past 20 years 
reflects a new regional interdependence 
and acknowledges the expansion of the 
economic and political significance of 
this region. In terms of colonial, mili
tary and economic power the past sev
eral centuries have belonged to the 
Atlantic nations of Europe and the V. S. 
Future power will be centred in Asia 
and the Pacific Rim. Led by the emerg
ence of Japan as an industrial and finan
cial leader, the centre of the world 
power and influence is shifting from 
Europe to Japan and other Pacific Rim 
countries. It is predicted that by the 
year 2000 the world will have at least 
25 megacities, each with popUlations of 
over 10 million; 13 of these cities will 
be in Asia, and only three in Europe 
and North America. In terms of econ
omic and political influence the next 
century will belong to Asia. 

B.C. has steadily increased its trade 
across the Pacific since the early 1970's 
and in 1989, for the first time, Asia 
replaced the V.S. as the major recipient 
of B.C. 's exports. This trend is 
expected to continue. Recently Pioneer 
Log Homes of Williams Lake signed a 
$6 million deal to build a log home 
subdivision in Japan. The homes will be 
built in B.C. 's Caribou region, shipped 
to Japan and assembled there. 

Another example of the attention 
given Asia is the "Canada Real Estate 
Expo" held in Hong Kong in late 1989. 
This show of Canadian properties drew 
17,000 visitors and resulted in sales 

by H. W. Friesen 

worth more than $20 million of Cana
dian real estate, mostly from B.C. As 
housing prices continue to increase in 
Vancouver and the surrounding areas of 
Richmond and Burnaby, more foreign 
buyers are considering property in 
Langley and Abbotsford where prices 
are still lower than in Vancouver. The 
strawberry farms of the Fraser valley 
are no longer owned largely by 
Mennonites but by Asians. Investment 
in B.C. from Hong Kong alone is now 
in the neighbourhood of $2 billion per 
year. 

Changes in B.C. 
These accelerating changes of the past 
two decades give B.C. a different pro
file; it is a transformation into a multi 
racial society. The uncertain future of 
Hong Kong when it returns to Chinese 
control, in 1997 continues to be a factor 
in that colony's residents seeking a base 
elsewhere; B.C. is deemed a desirable 
destination. Vancouver, (sometimes 
referred to as Hong-couver on the 
Fraser) is beginning to face the chal
lenges of all large cities with limited 
space: housing, traffic, and pollution 
problems. The population of the greater 
Vancouver area will likely grow by a 
million in the next 10 years. That 
growth is spilling into neighbouring 
municipalities; Surrey is one of the 
fastest growing areas in Canada. 

As a rapidly changing world emerges 
around us the educational, transporta
tion, church and social services are 
realizing the need to adapt to the 
multicultural opportunities of this dec
ade. It would not be unwise for 
children- to be fluent in Asian lan
guages. mm 



, The water tower 
by Tim Wiebe 

Emily watched the water tower recede 
into the distance as her dad pulled out 
of town and onto the highway. From 
five miles away it looked like some
thing out of an H.G.Wells novel -- a 
tall, ungainly, spindly-legged creature 
of metal, wood, and faded glory . 

For all of her 18 years, it had stood 
like some surreal sentry, guarding the 
entrance to the sleepy border town 
where she'd grown up . It was nearly 
half a mile to the nearest house -- a no 
man's land between the sign that said 
"Bloomfeld" and the beginning of more 
innocuous civilization. Now, as she left 
for a new life, the tower stood, as awk
wardly as ever; this time as gateway to 
an uncertain future. 

Emily was afraid of leaving. Going 
to the city for shopping or a show was 
one thing; driving in to register for 
university was something else alto
gether. She clutched the folder full of 
papers which represented the sum total 
of her literary output. . . stories and 
poems written under the watchful eye 
of Mr. Sawatzky, her senior high Eng
lish teacher. He had never pushed his 
students to write about the grandiose or 
the spectacular. Keep it simple, he'd 
said. Write about what you know. 

And Emily had. Poems about wistful 
prairie days, and lazy white clouds like 
an ever-changing gallery in the sky, and 
kneeling in the garden tamping cool 
earth around windblown plants. Stories 
about field day at the small Mennonite 
school where she'd gone since junior 
high .. .lithesome limbs loping (watch the 
alliteration, Mr. Sawatzky had warned; 
she used liberal dollops of it anyway) 
across fresh-mown grass along a rutted 
path euphemistically called a track. 

She loved to write. It was like put
ting the best of yourself on paper, like 
making a world where there was only 
freedom, the bittersweet yearning of 
human desires, the fresh prairie breeze 
rustling the big oaks which lined the 
town. 

Dad said she didn't need to bring her 
stories . The university had already 
accepted her and she was only register
ing, after all. But these wer,e her stories 
-- her life -- a life she had carefully 
recorded in her tiny basement room 
with the music on low so mom and dad 
wouldn't complain, and Emily was 
determined to enter this next phase of 
life with something of her identity 
intact. 

Traffic was heavy as they merged 
into the bottleneck which led off the 
four lane -- which, Emily thought rue
fully, might be finished to the border 
by the time she retired -- and into the 
city. It seemed as though everyone was 
busy doing those late-August things 
which had to be done before there 
could be fall and winter. 

Emily shuffled through her sheaf of 
papers and came across the speech 
she'd given at her grad. She could still 
remember the hot, dusty smell inside 
the small church where she and fifteen 
others waited to receive their degrees. 
She had spoken so proudly, confidently: 
a golden youth (Mr. Sawatzky would 
have hated that cliche, Emily thought) 
full of the future and its idyllic prom
ise. People had complimented her; 
forecast great things -- swept up, in that 
vulnerable, hopefully anxious euphoria 
to which parents seemed subject, in the 
solemn celebration of still-to-be-realized 
potential. 

Now, though, Emily wasn't so sure 
of herself. There would be hundreds of 
students in her classes, not just a faith
ful few. There would be no Mr. 
Sawatzky to weed out the impurities in 
her writing and help her keep it simple. 
The university campus, she noted , 
(even the small part of it which she 
would be using) was many times bigger 
than her home town. Dad was man
ouvering the car into a narrow space 
between two parking metres. Emily 
wiped her palms nervously on the skirt 
of her blouse. She felt more than a little 

queasy. 
The registration, though, wasn't so 

bad. The course offerings had exotic 
names like "Introductory Can Lit," and 
"Overview of English Literature," and 
"The Romantic Poets ." The lists of 
required readings had names of which 
she'd only heard, by authors who 
seemed to have written dozens of books 
each. It seemed incredible that there 
could BE this much written, this much 
thought, articulated, and brought to life. 

Emily began to revel in the inky, 
papery smell of the bookstore where 
she thumbed through title after title as 
she waited in line. She heard dad grunt 
in surprise as the clerk rang up the 
total, and then the books were hers. She 
carefully arranged them in her new, 
stylish red knapsack, and then walked 
out boldly -- as though ready to meet 
all of academia head-on. 

She was already well into Margaret 
Laurence when they bumped onto the 
pitted pavement which led into Bloom
feid. Maybe, thought Emily, as she 
slipped a book mark at the end of the 
title story to A Bird in the House, this 
town could be my Manawaka ... my 
space out of which to write hopes and 
sorrows and dreams. Every town 
should have its Vanessa McLeod. Or its 
Emily Friesen. She smiled at the rather 
optimistic comparison, and began sket
ching a new story in her head. 

The water tower loomed in the dis
tance. The sun reflected dully of its 
faded blue-coated steel. It still guarded 
that empty space between highway and 
town. But that space was no longer a 
no-man's land, thought Emily . It was, 
or it could be, the place which a free 
imagination filled with stories .. . stories 
of people who lived and gained and lost 
and loved beneath the watchful eye of 
that spindly-legged sentinel which stood 
at the periphery of their experience and 
guided them , in from the highway's 
edge, toward the middle of town. mm 
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THE POET'S WORD 

AUDREY POETKER: FIVE POEMS 

The poems of Audrey Poetker appeared in a collection 
called i sing for my dead in german in 1986. Since then 
she has taken some new directions and intergrated some of 
her past experience with new themes close to the 
Mennonite heart and psyche. Among other things Audrey 
Poetker's new poems explore the Mennonite story in 
comparison with the Old Testament account of God's 
people. A new volume of her poems will be appearing in 
the near future. 

I 

in the legends of my people 
the rivers run red 
with blood i wept 
& dreaming i dreamt 
i anointed new flowers 
with clay from the grave 
& with spittle 
& her face was as strange 
as the flowers 
& i said by the by 
i am searching 
she told me again 
of the saviour 
as she did 
in the summers before 
& i wept in the dark 
of the womb 
as she held me 
& dreaming i dreamt 
i was found 
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II 
crossing jordan 
the burden of the lord 
grinds my shoulder 
back to dust 
pushes my feet 
to the roots of rocks 
as the eyes of 
the seeing 
blind themselves 
& the ears of 
the hearing stop 
like the running man 
who forgets to 
& behind me 
before me they wait 
for the touch 
of my faithless feet 
on the still waters 
waters that still 
roll on 

III 
& then i held you again 
in the land of the living 
from the valley of bones 
i watched you return 
& we fished out the sun 
as we lay by the river 
as we lay with the earth 
that taught us to dance 
we danced 
with your children 
with their legs 
full of laughter 
& we sang 
as we'd sung 
in the aeons before 
to the father 
in the father's house 
we'll go no doubt 
tomorrow 



IV 
& in that warm place 
where our feet scratched 
hieroglyphs of childhood 
judy still wraps 
her only legs 
around the swing pole 
we laugh & laugh 
like the killdeer 
with the broken 
unbroken wing 
& follow the leader 
among the stiff september 
stalks that glow 
with seeds of summer 
& it is like 
one hand clapping 
like riding 
the long thunder 
like being a stranger 
again 

V 
& i am a child, a child dancing 
on this journey 
in the beginning 
all things begin 
pawned to the grave 
i close the gap with words 
build altars of sound 
strike every rock speechless 
like moses i must begin 
at the beginning 
i must write 
the story of my death 
separated from you 
i search the high mountains 
& every hilltop 
& all burning bushes 
i question 
following peculiar pillars 
i stumble over every serpent 
but i am a child, a child calling 
an after-the-fall child 
a child with memories 
naked, i look for you 
then hide myself 
but i am coming, lord 
i am coming 

THE POET'S WORD 

I'd shout Maaam 

I'd shout Maaam as we bounded into the house 
after school, and wonder if Allan could tell 
that I was saying it in Low German -- I hoped 
he couldn't -- he spoke English to his parents 
as if he weren't a Mennonite at all, and had 
violin lessons, and went to Yellowstone in the 
summer in a station wagon. His father was a doctor 
-- this was not easy to imagine -- our fathers were 
mechanics or drove to Winnipeg every morning at 
seven to work at Canada Packers -- two fifty a 
week for violin with Emmanuel Horch was out of 
the question. In summer -- not every summer --
we went to Detroit Lakes, slept on green plastic 
air mattresses, woke up to the hot oily smell of 
the sun on our Tourist Tent feeling safe, with 
Tante Neta, who never married, guarding the 
zippered entrance to our world. 

All of the Beautiful Things 

All of the beautiful things in Mother's closet 
that looked like family heirlooms,--

Linen suits with quilted appliques on the jacket pocket, 
New York label in the lining,-

I ;;: 

They weren't from our glamourous past at all. 
They'd been worn by Mrs. Giesbrecht once, 

whose sons own shops on Main Street. 
I'd known Mrs. Giesbrecht befoe she died , i 
before she became senile and lived an unaccounted ,~, 
number of years in the Altenheim. 

She wore earrings and tinted her hair, 
like United Church women. 

Mother's beautiful things were left behind 
when she moved to this cold country. 

An auction sale in the Chaco colony had claimed 
her trinkets, her bolts of precious unused cloth . 

Instead she packed the warmest quilts, 
made her wedding dress into a serviceable petticoat 

You had to be practical to survive this 
trek to Canada, 

You couldn't be proud now, this was 
retrenchment, hunkering down. 

It felt like a sin that you had cared so much 
for a painted lamp. 

Idolatrous, her brother-in-law Henry said, 
when he bought it at the sale. 

- by Harry Wiebe 
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d'8 Schtove 
Restaurant 

1842 Pembina Highway 
Winnipeg, Manitoba 

R3T 2G2 

Telephone: 275 2294 

* Reservations accepted 
* Banquets up to 60 people 
* Continental cusine-
* Business hours: 

Monday-Friday 8 am - 11 pm 
Saturday 7 am - 11 pm 
Sunday 9 am - 11 pm 

Featuring Mennonite Food 
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ASPHALT 

PAVING 

ASPHALT 

SUPPLY 

EQUIPMENT RENTALS 

237-6253 
29 Terracon Place 

Winnipeg, Manitoba 
R2J 483 

RENT-A-CAMCORDER 

Ideal for weddings 
or birthdays 

ADAY 

Ph. 338-0319 
Deposit required 

KRAHN'S AUDIO & VIDEO LTD. 
Sales - Service - Rentals 

1143 Henderson Hwy. 
Ph. 338-0319 



Mennonite Uterary Society, Inc. 
Benefactors $1,000 plus; Patrons $500-
999; Sustaining Members $100 - $499; 
Donors $25 to $99. 

Patrons: D.W.Friesen & Sons Ltd.; 
Roy Vogt. 

Sustaining Members: Conference of 
Mennonites in Manitoba, Elvera 
Doerksen, Victor Doerksen, Philip Ens, 
George Fast, T .E. Friesen, 
G.O.Martens, Victor Peters, Garth 
Reimer, E.L. Unrau, Frieda Unruh, 
Dr. C.W. Wiebe, A.J.J. Wiens, 

Donors: John L. Braun, Dr. Peter 
Enns, Lydia Ewert, W. Fieguth, Ed J. 
Friesen, Edna Kasper, Wanda 
Kellerman, Ed Klassen, Peter 
F.Klassen, Frank Krause, Marlene 
Pauls Laucht, Abe Letkeman, Bernhard 
Martynes, Helene Murdoch, Walter H. 
Neufeld, Dr. E. Penner, Nettie 
Penner, John J. Siemens, Richard 
Thiessen, U. Woelcke, 

GENEALOGY WORKSHOP 
The Mennonite Genealogy workshop 
will be held Monday, February 25, at 
7:30 p.m. in the Archives Reading 
Room, Provincial Archives, 200 
Vaughan Street, Winnipeg. Speakers 
will be Elizabeth Blight, Provincial 
Archives. Her topic will be, Overview 
of the History of Photography with 
Emphasis on Manitoba. Dr. George K. 
Epp, Menno Simons College, will also 
speak on Photography in Mennonite 
Colonies in Russia. This workshop is 
sponsored by the Winnipeg Genealogy 
Committee of the Mennonite Historical 
Society. For information call Margaret 
Kroeker, 772 0747. 

With GST in your marketplace, it is important to 
compare pnces. 

Some prices include GST. But often, it is added later. 

Before you buy, look for signs ... or ask. Where GST 
applies, know whether it will be added at the cash 
register or if GST is built into the price tag. 

GST added, or GST included. It's important for 
you to know the difference. 

If you have other questions about the GST and 
prices, the answer is to call us toll-free Monday to 
Friday 9am-9pm. 

The GST Consumer Information Office. 

1-800-668-2122 

1+1 Government of Canada Gouvernement du Canada 

Canada 
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THE POET'S WORD 

Five years old: 
and I sit on a bed 
legs swinging free 
and listen 
(the joy of catching meaning without trying!) 
while Sam McGee burns. 

And Great-great-grandfather Harder 
would walk two towns 
to ask for a watermelon 
and save an accidental soul. 

Ten years old: 
and Dad introduces me to "David" 
and his rendition 
as performed 
for 29 wide-eyed students 
and one (unnoticed) open-mouthed principal 
(that spectacular leap 
from mountain ledge of melting ice 
to desk-top 
convinced me that my father 
could win the Olympics 
as well as two-bit bets). 

And Father 
would hop a fence 
to cut and run 
with the green basketballs. 

Fifteen years old: 
and we both dream 
our silent dreams 
of joint publishing 
(to let the world know 
the wonders of my father 
and to make him proud 
with just one blow!) 

And we 
would shoot the seeds 
from between our teeth 
to see how far they'd go. 

Twenty years old: 
and someone says 
"You see it's in her genes--
her Great-and Great-great-grandfathers 
were Great Mennonite Authors!" 

(and they loved their watermelon too.) -
-- Lara Schroeder 
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It's gotta got a beat. 

e.e. 

has a talent 

for syn 

copation and knows 

how to make things 

sound. 

if I could write a poem 

with the beat 

of african drums 

or harlem rap 

and I could send people 

dancing with my words . . . 

but my horizons are limited 

by prairie flatness 

(wheat waving to the wind) 

and menno 

nite roots 

with their rhythms 

of pass 

ivity. 
-- Lara Schroeder 



Cycling to Vancouver 
a story by AI Reimer 

"Julius! Supper's ready," Mary shouts 
down to him. 

"Comin' in a minute," he booms 
back up the stairs towards the kitchen. 
"I'm gittin' close to Med'cine Hat," he 
adds triumphantly in his thick German 
accent, congealed for over 50 years in 
Canada. 

He lowers his massive head and 
pedals harder, looking like one of those 
big shaggy bears trained to ride a tiny 
bike in a Russian circus. He has always 
been of Herculean size, although in old 
age his bulk looks slack, less imposing. 

- Sitting on the seat of his exercise bike 
-- a seat he has built up with odds and 
ends of plywood, foam rubber, rags 
and sacking until it has the circumfer
ence of a toilet seat -- his huge belly 
sags like a loosely filled sack of wheat. 
His great thighs move up and down in 
stately rhythm and he wheezes deep in 
his throat with the effort. Now he lifts 
his immense feet from the pedals, 
plants them clear of the bike and heaves 
himself erect with a windy sigh. Care
fully he enters his new mileage in the 
log hanging from a nail on the base
ment wall and checks his map. He 
notes with satisfaction that he is only 
five or six miles from Medicine Hat, 
Alberta. Over half way to Vancouver, 
his destination. Soon he will be up in 
the Rockies and then, he gloats, I'll 
glide all the way down to the Coast. 

"Ve-ell," Mary drawls as she hands 
the platter of boiled potatoes to Julius, 
"are you still pedalling across the 
prairies down there?" Born and raised 
in a Plautdietsch-speaking community 
in southern Manitoba, she too speaks 
with a German accent, but less pro
nounced than her husband's . 

Julius chews methodically. An old 
farmer, he is used to eating swiftly, 
with no more than snippets of conversa
tion allowed to interrupt the practised 
rhythms of stoking himself with the 
huge amounts of food he thinks he still 

needs. 
"I tol' ya, I'm up to Med'cine Hat. 

Soon I'll be up in dem Rockies, you 
bet. " He spears another piece of 
splayed-open farmer sausage fried in 
butter. 

Mary lets him eat in silence. She is 
busy too. Her appetite is almost as 
large as his. She is built along the same 
heroic proportions as Julius, and has 
more or less given up trying to hold her 
weight below two-fifty. On their wed
ding day fifty-two years ago in Bark
field, people had said they were the 
biggest couple ever seen in the district. 
Though tall enough to tower over 
everyone around them, in those days 
they had both been slender and angular. 
Their faded, full-length wedding photo 
standing on the old upright in the living 
room does not give a true indication of 
their size but their faces reflect the 
serenity and confidence of big people. 
Mary looks handsome in her white 
dress and tiny veil, her luminous eyes 
gazing at the camera with innocent 
candour. The young Julius, his thick 
black hair shorn severely high, is all 
jug-handled ears and droopy moustache, 
looking like a recent immigrant he was. 
His rawboned frame pushes at his cheap 
dark wedding suit, making it look 
flimsy and ill-fitting. 

The first year of their marriage they 
had lived with Mary's parents on the 
family farm near Barkfield in the time
honored Mennonite custom. Then her 
father had been killed suddenly in a 
freak accident in Winnipeg. With his 
weak eyesight he had become confused 
and tried to cross Portage Avenue 
against a red light, got panicked by the 
traffic and ran directly into the path of 
an oncoming street car. 

Julius and Mary took over the family 
farm and with both of them working 
from sunup to dark they did well. Until 

the Depression in the thirties. By the 
summer of '39 Julius, who came from 
the Old Colony in Russia and knew 
only farming, had enough of poor crops 
and growing debt. Mary's mother hav
ing died in the meantime, they sold the 
farm for a ridiculous price, paid their 
debts -- barely -- and moved to Win
nipeg, where Julius started out as a 
pick-and-shovel construction worker. 
By winter, with the War started and 
men beginning to leave for military 
service, he was able to get a job as a 
stationary engineer's assistant in a bis
cuit factory. They got back on their feet 
financially again, practising self
imposed frugality in all except the great 
amounts of food they consumed. 

At the centre of their lives, though, 
was a hollow that had never been filled 
and never would be. They no longer 
even talked about it. Although both 
were passionately fond of children, they 
had no kids of their own. In Mary's 
mind her barrenness was forever associ
ated with the Great Depression and 
their failed farm. God had not blessed 
their endeavors on the farm nor in the 
marriage bed. At first Mary simply 
could not understand how two strong, 
healthy and willing partners like her 
and Julius could not produce a child. 
When she looked around the women's 
side in church Sunday mornings and 
saw frail, anemic, even tubercular-look
ing wives dandling glowing babies on 
their laps her heart gave way and she 
wept tearlessly through the service. And 
she prayed, night and day she prayed. 

But gradually her spirit grew bitter 
and she silently cursed a fecundity of 
which she was bereft while others, less 
deserving, perhaps, had more babies 
than they could well manage. For a 
long time she blamed herself and could 
not bring herself to believe that her 
Julius, who mounted her so eagerly and 
with such vigor, could fail to produce 
the quickening seed she lusted for. But 
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-
in the end it seemed to her that the 
Depression itself was blighting every
thing -- the fields, the barns and pens, 
her womb. She locked the door of her 
heart finally to everyone and everything 
except Julius -- to God, the church, the 
community. She wanted only to get 
away from it all. It was her idea -- an 
idea that had at first startled Julius -- to 
make the move to the alien city, where 
they knew no one. To make the change 
complete she insisted that they speak 
English to each other, and not just to 
the neighbors. Julius had resisted 
strongly at first. It seemed to him per
verse to give up his beloved 
Plautdietsch, in which he swam like a 
master, in favour of that tongue-twist
ing English which was good only for 
cursing and shopping. In English he 
was always just stepping off the boat in 
a strange land. 

Mary looks peevishly up at her hus
band, who is now scraping his plate 
clean in that noisy way he has, but that 
of course will not stop him from taking 
a third helping. As she watches his 
familiar movements she realizes for the 
first time that she no longer loves him, 
has not loved him for a long time. The 
revelation shocks her. When did all this 
start then, or rather when did it end? 
Was it when she finally realized after 
they left the farm and moved to Win
nipeg that she would never have any 
children, no matter how hard she 
prayed or yearned? Was that when she 
stopped loving this big bear of a man 
with whom she had lived all these 
years? Or did the last of her love fade .. 
away only after he retired and she had 
him underfoot most of the time? As 
long as he worked at Christie Biscuits 
as a stationary engineer they got along 
well, both having their own well-worn 
grooves of routine that seldom inter
fered with each other. 

With both of them at home all day 
their little bungalow on Lily Street 
seemed suddynly too small. Julius kept 
blundering into the loose sequence of 
tasks that filled her days. He puttered 
away at woodworking projects in his 
near little comer workroom in the base
ment. He was good at that sort of thing 
and made finely detailed Dutch wind
mills and gracefully designed wooden 
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lawn chairs, which he gave away to 
friends or sold for a few dollars. The 
trouble was that he was too restless to 
work at his hobby on a regular basis. 
He would come upstairs frequently, 
pretending to look for this or that. She 
could see that he had no real focus 
anymore, had lost the rhythm of daily 
routine. What he really wanted was to 
talk, usually about the old days, and 
that interfered with her work. He 
demanded lunch -- by which he meant 
a huge hot dinner -- on the stroke of 
noon, and would get upset if she was 
five minutes late getting it on the table. 
They started to snap at each other as 
they had never done all the years Julius 
was working. 

She gives him a long covert look and 
shudders inwardly. He is still shovelling 
chunks of potato and sausage into his 
cavernous mouth, his jaw muscles bulg
ing steady like a cow chewing the cud. 
He is disgusting. Now he goes scrape, 
scrape, scrape again on his plate, then 
raises his fork and sucks the tines 
clean. He leans back and belches loudly 
with unselfconscious satisfaction. Has 
he always been such a pig? Overcome 
with revulsion, she wonders if it is too 
late to leave him, but knows the answer 
already. She can entertain the notion 
privately, nurture it as a secret day
dream, but she can never act on it. 
Where would she go? How could she 
get by on her own? She is 70 and too 
old to work even as a cleaning lady. No 
one would hire her. She has no children 
to take her in, and her only sister lives 
in Saskatoon and is about to move into 
a senior citizens' home. No, she really 
has no options and she knows it. She 
will have to disguise her dislike as best 
she can and live out her days with him. 
He has high blood pressure, she thinks 
wickedly, and who knows ... ? Then 
feels guilty for the evil thought. 

Julius' problem starts next day, just as 
he is pedalling into Medicine Hat. It 
begins as a sudden twitch of memory 
that takes him by surprise. Instead of 
being in Medicine Hat, which he can 
only imagine never having been there, 
he finds himself transported back to 
Russia, to Khortitza, a town he had 

come to know well in the old days 
during the Civil War when he was a 
boy in his teens. His mother had fled 
Eichenfeld, their village, with Julius 
and his sister Anna after his father and 
two older brothers were slaughtered by 
Makbno's monsters in the massacre 
there on October 26, 1919, in which all 
the men and boys fourteen and over 
were killed -- 82 people in all. Julius 
was only 13 then, but he was already 
bigger than most men and would surely 
have been among the victims had he 
been home. It had been his colossal 
luck to be in nearby Franzfeld that day, 
where he was helping his uncle Jacob 
with a pig-slaughtering and so he had 
escaped the horrible fate of Father, 
Heinrich and Peter. Their sabre
mangled bodies had been found tangled 
together in the Schien, half-hidden in 
the straw -- that is, Father's and Peter's 
bodies were found there. Heinrich, 
apparently, had not been killed outright 
and had managed to crawl a blood
stained stretch through the Schien door, 
expiring half way to the house. When 
he got home Julius had silently wept his 
anguish and been frightened almost to 
stone by. the wailing of his mother and 
sister. 

But it isn't Eichenfeld and the terrible 
massacre that sears his memory now. 
It's something that for him, at least, 
was no less tragic and so shameful that 
even now he blushes to think of it. 
They had fled to Khortitza with little 
more than the clothes on their backs, 
afraid that the bandits would come back 
again. Julius knew his 15-year-old sister 

. had been dragged from the house that 
fateful night and repeatedly violated by 
the drunken beasts on the street. As a 
result, she contracted a shameful dis
ease that his mother refused to name 
and had to be sent to Bethania, the 
mental hospital near Khortitza where 
women and girls who had suffered 
similar fates from bandits were being 
treated. 

Bad as it is that isn't the shameful 
memory either. It was what happened 
while they were living in Khortitza in a 
tiny raw cottage, a mere shack, in the 
back garden at the home of his mot
her's cousin Tina and her husband 
Jasch Block. Tina Block was an emaci-



ated, grouchy woman who, his mother 
said, was suffering from tuberculosis. 
Jasch, her husband, was a big, hulking 
man with a purplish, fleshy face and a 
high, penetrating laugh that reminded 
Julius of a crazed Russian beggar he 
had once heard cackling fiendishly on 
the street. in Eichenfeld. "Uncle" Jasch 
had worked in the Lepp and Wallmann 
machine factory until it was forced to 
close. Now he eked out a living as a 
handyman doing odd jobs for people 
who could stilI afford to pay. Julius 
disliked Jasch Block for his rough talk 
and crude manner and sensed that his 
feelings were returned. More than once 
he had overheard Jasch in talking to 
Tina referring to him contemptuously as 
a Daugenitjs, a good-for-nothing, or as 
a fula Daumelskopp, a lazy oaf. 

One afternoon Julius, suffering from 
the severe stomach cramps to which he 
was prone, had come home early from 
his temporary job as a part-time helper 
in the Rosental colony nursery just 
outside of Khortitza. As he approached 
the door of the cottage he heard the 
half-smothered voice of his mother, 
frightened and protesting. "Oba lasch, 
lot mie tach. Nii, nii -- schiim die! 
Diene kranke Fru -- doo iia nijch sane 
Schaund aun. " 

Julius froze with outrage. No, no,.he 
wanted to scream, the shame is against 
you, Mama, not against his sick wife. 
Then he heard scuffling and a muttered 
oath from Jasch. His panic mounting he 
banged open the door and saw his 
"Uncle" forcing his mother down on 
the bed. With a wild cry he grabbed 
Jasch's thick suspenders and pulled in 
terror. The man turned angrily and with 
a swiftness that took Julius by surprise 
crashed a huge fist into his chest and 
sent him staggering against the wall, 
where he collapsed in a daze. Then 
Jasch, face twisted and black, standing 
over him hissing: "Nijch een Wuat, du 
Schinda, nijch een Wuat -- too lqeenem 
-- oada etj schlo die haulf doot. " With 
that he turned and left. 

Julius knew that Jasch would carry 
out his threat to beat him senseless if he 
blabbed to anyone. He would do it 
without batting an eye. But there was 
his mama sobbing on the bed. He made 
her promise to tell him if Jasch tried 

anything like that again. But even in his 
innocence he knew that wouldn't be the 
end of it. And it wasn't. About a week 
later he was sent home early one after
noon because there was a steady drizzle 
that made it impossible to work outside 
in the orchard. This time he found the 
door locked and the window curtain 
closed. Hethought his mother might be 
out visiting, but then he heard furtive 
scuffling inside. He knocked loudly and 
called to his mother. Silence. He tried 
again without response. Suddenly he 
was overcome with a feeling of utter 
hopelessness, as if his mother had died 
and he had been powerless to stop it. 
He felt like a helpless child. Soaked and 
wretched he did the only thing he could 
do. He walked away numbed, oblivious 
to the rain, his fists jammed tight in his 
pockets. 

Julius shakes off the sad memory and 
tries to concentrate on his pedalling. He 
has gone almost four more miles with
out noticing. That means he is already 
west of Medicine Hat heading for Red
cliff. He mustn't allow his mind to 
wander like that. Those old memories 
don't do a body any good, he thinks, 
you just go soft and make yourself 
miserable recalling that stuff from the 
old world. I escaped all that a long time 
ago; I don't want to think about this 
now in myoId age. In fact, he hasn't 
thought about this ancient family shame 
for years, has managed to push it far 
back in his mind till now. He can't 
even recall ever telling Mary about this 
part of his life, although he must have 
at one time or another. 

He puts his head down and pedals 
harder, trying to make his mind a blank 
so he can concentrate on his imaginary 
trip. But that's impossible now. He has 
released a force of memory he is powe
rless to stop. Inexorably his mind goes 
back to his realization that the evil 
business with his mother and Jasch 
would continue, that his mother was no 
longer resisting and that she was ac
cepting food and other favors from the 
man he loathed beyond reason, to the 
night he decided he'd had enough and 
sneaked out of the hut forever. All he 
took was a small bundle of clothes and 
the few rubles he had withheld from his 
mother since he'd found out. 

His plan was to cross the Dnieper to 
nearby Alexandrovsk, buy a railway 
ticket to the Molochnaya and then walk 
to the village of Pordenau where his 
Uncle Peter, his father's oldest brother, 
lived. But when he got to the railway 
station in Schoenwiese on the outskirts 
of the city early in the morning, he was 
told that there were no more tickets to 
be had that day, that the train was 
already filled up and was ready to 
depart. Afraid to stay at the station in 
case his mother guessed where he was 
headed and sent Jasch after him, he 
decided to walk the 90 miles and try to 
get rides along the way. 

Julius' train of memory is interrupted 
by Mary calling him upstairs. He 
glances at the odometer on his bike. He 
has gone another three miles without 
noticing. He mustn't allow that to hap
pen again. His memories are beginning 
to rob him of the pleasure of his trip. 
He plods heavily up the basement 
stairs, his stomach feeling sour. He 
doesn't even feel like eating. Just feels 
old today. It must be those verjluchte 
memories of the old country. 

A week: later Mary wakes up feeling 
strange. She lies motionless on her 
back, hoping the funny feeling in her 
chest -- not a pain exactly but a tight
ness -- will go away so she can get up. 
She shifts her gaze to look at the 
grizzled head beside her sunk deep into 
the triple pillow Julius insists on, his 
face turned away from her, a tuft of 
hair riding up and exposing the dead 
white skin of his scalp. He is snoring 
raggedly. Suddenly fear grips her. The 
inside of her chest feels like a roll of 
barbwire being twisted and tightened 
until she can hardly breathe. She 
doesn't feel like getting up but her 
growing alarm forces her to move. She 
sits up slowly, feeling dizzy as she 
gropes for her slippers and tries lever
ing herself to her feet. She almost col
lapses back into the bed. Biting her 
lips, she perseveres and makes it to the 
bathroom. When she emerges a few 
minutes later the barbwire has loosened 
a bit and she knows she can put on the 
coffee and make breakfast. 

After breakfast Julius goes down to 

mennonite mirror I february, 1991 / 21 



his bike. Preoccupied with his trip he 
has not noticed that Mary's face is pale 
and strained, that she is unusually quiet. 
He is determined to make Calgary 
today -- another 21 miles will get him 
to the outskirts, to the junction of the 
Trans-Canada and the Deerfoot Trail 
leading to Edmonton. Yesterday he had 
passed through Strathmore and nine 
miles beyond it. He is eager to get 
through Calgary and to the beautiful 
Kananaskis foothill country he has 
heard about. And then the Rockies! He 
has never been up in the mountains and 
has no clear sense of the long climb 
required to get to them. He thinks 
vaguely of the highway through them as 
being flat and featureless as it is 
through the Prairies. 

He is. nicely underway when the old 
memories assail him again. For a whole 
week he has more or less kept them at 
bay, but this morning he knows they 
will not leave him alone. With a sigh he 
gives in to them, although he does not 
slacken his pace ... He remembers that it 
had taken him four days to get to 
Pordenau at the southern edge of the 
huge settlement. He was able to get a 
few rides on wagons and carts along the 
way, although there wasn't much traffic 
in those violent times even on the main 
roads. He had slept in fields, in hay and 
straw stacks, too inexperienced to real
ize how dangerous that sort of solitary 
traveling was at the time. 

In his Uncle Peer's household in 
Pordenau he found a terrible crisis. 
Two. weeks earlier Uncle Peter had 
been paralysed by a stroke that left him 
speechless and staring helplessly into 
space in his armchair by the big brick 
stove in the kitchen. Taunte Liesa and 
her two unmarried daughters Tina and 
Mariechen were trying to cope as best 
they could in the absence of Frauns and 
Jacob, the younger sons who had 
helped Uncle Peter with his large Wirt
schaft. After serving in the Self
Defense in winter, both boys had been 
forcibly conscripted into the White 
Army just three days before Uncle 
Peter was stricken. Julius was arriving 
at the right moment and immediately 
pitched in with the neglected work on 
the farm. Fortunately, Uncle Peter and 
the boys had been able to get the har-
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vest in before disaster struck, and with 
winter not far off there were only the 
bam chores and the feed and fuel to 
bring in. Most of the horses had long 
since been "requisitioned" and the stock 
was severely depleted as well. Julius 
had fitted into the household comfortab
ly and soon made himself indispensable. 

-The tightness in Mary's chest gets 
worse after breakfast. She shouldn't 
have eaten so much. She tries to do a 
little cleaning up in the kitchen, but 
within minutes is forced to give up. She 
retreats to her chair by the TV in the 
living room, but the discomfort turns 
into sharp pains almost as soon as she 
sits down. Her anxiety sharpens and she 
feels sweat pouring down her face. 
What will she do? Call Julius and have 
him call the doctor? She still believes 
doctors are to be called only in a dire 
emergency and she hopes that her pain 
will ease soon. She'd be so embar
rassed if the doctor came and she was 
back to normal. She decides that for the 
moment she will try to sit out the pain 
now stabbing at her like sharp knives. 

Julius stops pedalling to check his 
map, finds he is only eleven miles from 
Calgary. He works his legs methodical
ly, keeping an even pace, trying to keep 
his back raised and straight so he won't 
get cramps. The old movie reel in his 
memory continues to unfold .... He 
would have been content to remain in 
Pordenau indefinitely, but just after 
Christmas word came of a terrible 
typhus epidemic raging in the Old Col
ony, with people in the Khortitza
Rosental area dying like flies. After 
thinking about it for a few days he 
decided to go back home. What had 
made him go back? He had left vowing 
he would never go back again. Not for 
anything. But the thought of his mother 
and Anna, if she was home again, lying 
helpless and dying with the typhus was 
more than he could bear. He had to go 
back to see what had happened to them. 

A fist of excruciating pain slams' 
Mary's chest and leaves her gasping for 
air. She tries to call Julius but her open 
mouth makes only un jelled sounds that 
her frenzied brain knows are futile. She 

tries to get up out of her chair just as 
the fist slams her again and drives her 
to her knees. She collapses on her sto
mach, her legs and arms jerking spas
modically like a swimmer drowning. 
She begins to scrabble at the carpet, 
trying to drag herself towards the kit
chen and the basement stairs. Her 
mouth works frantically, the babble it 
produces cries of help only in her mind. 
"Jul-ius, Jul-- , hel' me, hel-- " 

The pace of his pedalling-slows as he 
recalls what he found in the miserable 
shack in Khortitza. Anna already dead 
and stinking unbearably in the comer 
cot where she had slept. His mother on 
her back in her cot, her face with its 
sunken, glittering eyes a shrunken, 
yellow, gaping mask he cannot recog
nize. She is calling weakly for water, 
but there is none. He bends over her, 
murmuring brokenly, "Mama, Mama, 
I love you, I'll get some, Mama, don't 
die, Mama-- " He cocks his head. Is 
that Mary calling upstairs? He brakes to 
stop, strains to listen, hears only faint, 
broken bleats and a kind of scraping, a 
muffled dragging. What's happening to 
Mary? What's happening? And then he 
thinks he knows ... His legs begin to 
pump again, frantically. "Can't 
vait ... can't vait for nuttin''', he sobs, 
the great mound of his chest heaving, 
"have to get to Calgary, to Calgary ... . 
Mama, Mama, I couldn't do nuttin' .. . 
too late, no vater ... everybody dead. 
Jasch hanging in the bam, all black, 
Tina face down in de bedroom, every
body dead .... " The sounds from over
head haven't stopped but he no longer 
hears them. He knows only the 
pedalling now as the tears glisten on his 
fat cheeks. "Gotta git to Calgary 
today ... Cal-gary." mm 



Tracy Dahl, a graduate of Canadian 
Mennonite Bible College and former 
Rose Bowl winner at the Manitoba 
Music Festival, recently debuted with 
the Metropolitan Opera. She was called 
in to replace an ailing singer who was 
to star as Adele in Die Fledermaus. 
Dahl was originally scheduled to make 
her Met debut next season in the com
pany's world premiere of The Ghosts of 
Versailles. She is playing the role of 
Marie in the Manitoba Opera Associa
tion's production of Donizetti' s Daugh
ter of the Regiment in February. 

In mid-January the Manitoba 
Mennonite Historical Society held a 
banquet at the Mennonite Heritage 
Village in Steinbach in honor of Eugene 
Derksen. Through the years, Derksen 
Printers has been the publisher of many 
pieces of literature by Mennonite 
authors. Derksen made a major contri
bution towards the publishing of the 
collected works of Arnold Dyck. 

Cal Zacbarias, formerly ofHalbstadt, 
son of William and Mary Zacharias of 
Altona, has accepted the position of 
manager, special programs division, 
with the newly established Canadian 
Aging and Rehabilitation Product Dev
elopment Corporation (ARC OR) in 
Winnipeg. Mr. Zacharias spent the past 
three years in Ottawa as chief of liaison 
for the National Advisory Council on 
Aging. He will work closely with sen
iors and disabled persons to ensure that 
their needs and concerns are considered 
in the business and service sectors. 

Rosemary Joy Siemens of Plum 
Coulee received the silver medal for 
piano from the Toronto Royal Conser
vatory of Music for obtaining the 
highest mark in the province of Man
itoba in the Grade Five Piano Examin
ation. She was also awarded the 
Frederick Harris Music Scholarship of 
Toronto for the highest mark in grade 
five and six. Her piano teacher is Janet 

MANITOBA NEWS 

Braun. Rosemary is the daughter of 
Jack and Mary Siemens. 

Krista Loewen won the silver medal 
award of the Royal Conservatory of 
Music for obtaining the highest marks 
in the Grade Five violin examinations in 
Manitoba. Her violin teacher is Lillian 
Toews. She is the daughter of Lloyd 
and Joyce Loewen of Altona. 

Nine women representing the General 
Conference Mennonite Church will 
participate in a cross-cultural learning 
tour sponsored by Women in Mission 
and the commission on home ministries. 
Representing Manitoba will be Nettie 
Neufeld of Steinbach. 

The Wmnipeg Mennonite Elementary 
Scbool, 26 Columbus Crescent, Win
nipeg, Manitoba, R3K OC6 invites 
inquiries and applications for registra
tions for students from Kindergarten 
through Grade 6. For information pack
ages or a school tour, please call the 
school office at 885-1032. Two teach
ing positions for Grades 4-6 are antici
pated for the fall term. 

Ruth Eons, daughter of John and 
Neta Enns of Winnipeg completed her 
Ph.D. in musicology this fall at the 
University of British Columbia. Her 
dissertation is on the rondo arias of 
Mozart. She also holds degrees from 
Westminster Choir College, Princeton, 
N.J., the University of Manitoba, and 
Canadian Mennonite Bible College. 
Presently she lives in North Vancouver 
with her husband Doug Medley. 

An MCC delegation has returned 
from Iran where they examined damage 
from the June 1990 earthquake and 
talked with Iranian agencies about poss
ible MCC reconstruction assistance. "It 
was well understood that we were from 
a Christian agency and that our humani
tarian concern was a result of our Ch
ristian faith," says MCC administrator 
Ed Martin. 

The Mennonite Brethren Board of 
Missions and Services appointed Melita 
Rempel of Sargent A venue Mennonite 
Church as a missionary to Zaire. 
Rempel and Byron Burkholder, whom 
she married in December, will begin 
their term of service in February 1991. 
Burkholder is currently serving in 
Zaire. 

Lilli Janzen, Steinbach Church, began a 
1 112 year MVS term in September in 
Seattle as an assistant teacher for Our 
Place Day Care Centre. Her parents are 
Helen and Victor Janzen of Steinbach. 

Brenda Sawatzky, Grace Church, 
-Brandon, began a one-year MVS term 
in September in Hutchinson, Kansas, as 
a childcare worker for Friendship Day 
Care Centre. Her parents are Arthur 
and Renetta Sawatzky of Brandon. 

Glenn Schroeder, Altona Church, 
began a two-year MVS term in October 
in Kykotsmovi, Arizona, as a physical 
education/Christian education teacher at 
Hopi Mission School. His parents are 
Helen and Wilhelm Schroeder of Win
nipeg. 

Not all Hong Kong millionaires are 
Chinese. One of them is Richard 
Siemens. Two Hong Kong periodicals 
recently had his picture on their covers 
and featured his success story. His 
business is communications. Siemens' 
parents are John and Louise Siemens, 
who are members of First Mennonite 
Church, Winnipeg. 
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During the 1991 winter semester, Dr. 
Rosmarin Heidenreich is lecturing at 
the French-Canadian university at Ville
franche-sur-mer, in southern France. 
Dr. Heidenreich, who is professor of 
comparative literature at St. Boniface 
College, is on a sabbatical. She is a 
member of First Mennonite Church in 
Winnipeg. Her brother, Karl Peters is 
currently teaching at the Udorn 
Teachers College in Udorn Thani, 
Thailand. His students are English 
majors who plan to teach English in 
Thai high schools. 

Mennonite Central Committee 
Canada has been given a green light to 
explore the possibility of creating a 
"Jubilee Fund" which could symbolical
ly address concerns about treaty land 
entitlements for Native people in 
Canada. The idea of such a fund first 
surfaced in a report about treaty land 
entitlements· prepared for MCC Canada 
by Frieda Esau Klippenstein. It was 
picked up by the Conference of 
Mennonites in Canada at its July 7-11 
convention in Edmonton, when del
egates from across the country passed a 
motion to explore the creation of a 
fund, together with MCC Canada. In 
passing the motion CMC delegates 
suggested that the fund could be used to 
help Native people purchase land due 
them through treaty land entitlements. 
The focus of the fund could be areas of 
Canada where Mennonites have directly 
benefited from use of Native lands. 
Treaty land entitlements are parcels of 
land promised to Native people by the 
Canadian government but never 
delivered. Some of these land debts are 
now over 100 years old. 

Mennonite Central Committee 
Canada should increase its involvement 
among Native People, a recent survey 
of delegates at four MCC provincial 
annual meetings shows. Delegates at the 
meetings were asked if MCC should 
increase its work among Native people, 
including placing more volunteers, 
supporting just and fair land claims and 
by creating forums where Native people 
and Mennonites and Brethren in Christ 
church members can meet. The ques
tion was answered by 249 delegates at 
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the November meetings; 64 per cent 
gave unqualified support for increased 
work with Native people; 25 per cent 
said yes, but with qualifications; while 
only 11 percent said no. 

In its December 8, 1990 issue, Money 
magazine ranked MCC 23rd in its list
ing of the top 100 charitable organiz
ations based on percentage of income 
that goes for program .. NonProfit 
Times, in its November 1990 issue, 
ranked MCC the 62nd largest charitable 
organization in the U. S., based on 1989 
income of $33.78 million. 

Mennonite Central Committee volunteer 
Henry EnDs, who serves as executive 
director of Disabled People's Interna
tional (DPI), was one of two people to 
receive a 1990 human rights award 
from the Legal and Educational Associ
ation of Manitoba. Enns, who helped 
found DPI 10 years ago, received the 
award for his efforts to get the United 
Nations to recognize the human rights 
of disabled people around the world. In 
1983 the organization persuaded the UN 
Human Rights Commission to include 
disabled people as a group that must not 
be discriminated against. In 1984 DPI 
convinced the Commission to conduct a 
study of human rights violations against 
disabled people; the report is due out 
next year. Enns has also served with 
MCC Canada's Handicap Concerns 
program and serves as a consultant for 
MCC's overseas programs. 

Recovery of Hope, a program for 
troubled marriages is iviting couples 
who are experiencing dissatisfaction in 
their marriages and wish to consider 
alternatives to attend the next Recovery 
of Hope seminar, March 23 and April 
23, 1991, from 9 a.m. Call 275-6649 
for more information. 

Coming Events 
February 24: Mennonite Community 
Orchestra "The life and music of Wolf
gang Amadeus Mozart." Jubilee Place, 
181 Riverton Ave. 3 p.m. 

March 8-10: Peace-It-Together at Cana
dian Mennonite Bible College. 

ASSINmOINE 
TRAVEL SERVICE LTD. 

U.s.S.R. Tours 
MAY 15 - JUNE 3: 
Host: Dr. J.e. Toews, Vancouver. 
Moscow, Karaganda, Alma Ata, 
Odessa, Zaporozhye, leningrad; 

JUNE 13 - 28: 
Host: Dr. John Klein, Nebraska. 
Moscow, Odessa, Karaganda, 
leningrad. 

JUNE 30 - JULY 17: 
Hosts: Dr. P. letkemann and Dr. 
G.K. Epp, Winnipeg. 
Moscow, Zaporozhye, Yalta, Kiev, 
leningrad. 

JULY 18 TO AUGUST 6: 
Host: Dr. John Friesen, CMBC. 
Warsaw, Gdansk, Moscow, Alma 
Ata, Valta, Zaporozhye. 

AUGUST 14 - SEPTEMBER 3: Hosts: 
Dr. AI Reimer and Dr. James Urry. 
Moscow, Kiev, Dnepperpotrosk, 
Cheron, Odessa, Zaporozhye, 
leningrad. 

SEPTEMBER 3: Host: Anne Berg 
Moscow, Zaporozhye, Tbilisi, Valta, 
Odessa, leningrad. -

East Europe 
May 10 - 29: 
Hosts: Roy and Ruth Vogt 
Weimar, leipzig, Berlin, Dresden, 
Prague, Munich, Vienna, and 
Salzburg 

Call John Schroeder. 775 0271 
Please phone or write for more 
information on these tours. 

Assiniboine Travel Service thanks 
everyone who participated in our 
U.S.S.R. tours this past year. and 
who made each departure so 
successful. 

Call collect from out of town 
(204) 775 0271 
FAX 783 0898 

201 - 1317 Portage Avenue. 
Winnipeg. Manitoba. R3G OV3 



REVIEW 

Food: 
Russian-Mennonite 
Style 

Norma lost Voth, Mennonite Foods and 
Folkways from South Russia, Fitzhenry 
& Whiteside $32.50 

There is Ukrainian food, German food, 
Jewish food, Mexican food -- and there 
is Mennonite food. A new book, writ
ten by Jost Voth, proves beyond a 
shadow of a doubt that there are spe
cifically Russian-Mennonite dishes not 
found among other nationalities. Does 
this also prove that Mennonites are not 
only a religious faith or denomination 
but a unique people? A people with a 
distinct culture, historical tradition, 
faith, language-and food? Perhaps. 

This book is more than just a cook
book. It is the story of Russian 
Mennonites seen through their food. 
There are many recipes in this book, to 
be sure, something the expert chef and 
amateur cook will appreciate. But each 
dish or pastry is placed within the cul
tural and historical context of the 
Mennonite people. Following the mig
rations of Mennonites from the Nether
lands to South Russia and the 
Americas, the author traces the Dutch, 
West Prussian, Russian, and North 
American "influences" upon Mennonite 
cooking and baking. 

The famous Mennonite zwieback, the 
"double-decker" bun, occupies a promi
nent place at the very beginning of the 
book. The author calls this bun rightly 
"the hallmark of Mennonite baking." 
The zwieback may be the only 
Mennonite food dating back to the time 
of Menno Simons during the Reforma
tion. 

Other Mennonite foods dealt with 
include various kinds of moos, water
melons and rollkuchen, and of course 
knacksot (toasted sunflower seeds) 

which young and old Mennonites have 
enjoyed to the present time. Dishes 
adopted and adapted in Russia include 
borscht, varenikje, and the famous 
Russian easter bread, called paska. 
Dairy products such as cheese and pork 
and beef dishes belonged to the healthy 
diet of hard-working Mennonites. Salad 
dishes, most popular today, were rare 
among Russian Mennonites. As the 
author puts it: "Men who enjoyed 
smoked pork sausage and fried potatoes 
and noodles and ham smothered in 
cream would have viewed a salad with 
great scepticism or ignored it entirely. " 

Readers will no doubt be surprised to 
read that Mennonites did not abstain 
from alcoholic beverages . They drank 
beer and wine-in moderation of course!
and they even brewed world-famous 
drinks like Danziger Lachs. However, 
with the establishment of the MB 
Church (1860) and the movement of 
prohibition in North America they dev
eloped a more negative attitude toward 
"strong drink." 

It may be true that a person is what 
he eats (Der Mensch ist was er isst. ") If 
you enjoy Mennonite food, chances are 
that you are a Mennonite or wish to be 
one! Here are some recipes from this 
excellent book readers might tryout for 
themselves. 

- by Harry Loewen. 

---0---
In my cookbook library I have many 
Mennonite cookbooks, but after spend
ing some time studying this book, I feel 
that it is one of the best I've seen to 
date. The very first recipe is for 
Zwieback (double buns). Now we all 
think we know how to make Zwieback, 
but this book not only tells you how, 
but also why. They cover the "wedding 
Zwieback, funeral Zwieback, and 
Fraunenverein Zwieback." It even 
includes a recipe for Zwieback with 
guaranteed success because all of the 
ingredients are carefully measured, and 
not by the "feel" of it as is so often the 
case in the recipes handed down from 
generation to generation. I tried this 
recipe, and the Zwieback were very 
good. The Zwieback section includes all 
the various kinds of breads made with 

the Zwieback dough, i.e. Sweetened 
Zwieback, Coffee Cake or Platz. 
There are many variations of Moos,· 
Milk moos, Kjlieta (Dumpling) Mooss, 
various Fruit Mooss', and yes, even a 
Beer Moos; Rollkuchen, (Crullers), and 
Portselkje (New Year's Fritter) and 
how to make the latter perfectly, are 
but a few of the recipes which are 
included. Interestingly enough, every 
section has a short history of the recipes 
which follow. In reading this book, and 
it is a good read, one finds recipes for 
just about everything we have tasted at 
some time, or have heard others talk 
about; SiltkjeeslSiZtfleesch, Kolledes, 
(Head Cheese), how to make Crack
lings (lreewe) , How to Cure a Ham, 
and the list goes on. It tells why the 
Mennonites loved pork; the fact, legend 
and lore of Peppemuts; how to make 
boiled coffee; and why herbs play an 
important part in our culinary back
ground. The book is filled with rhymes 
and poems, a Low German Pronunci
ation Guide; the Old Colony, 
Molotschna, and English translation of 
Low German Sounds. I feel this is a 
book which would be a most welcome 
addition to any library, es~ially for 
the fourth generation Mennonites, and 
those who have married into a 
Mennonite family. My only criticism is 
that I wonder why the publishers have 
used parchment paper. A cookbook 
generally is readily soiled, and this 
paper will absorb the grease spots and 
chocolate spatters, probably to the point 
that some recipes will become inde
cipherable after a while. If this book is 
supposed to be used on a regular basis -
- and at the price of it one would hope 
that was the purpose -- then it would be 
much easier to work with a spiral 
spine. It is rather bulky, and the hard
cover does not lend itself to countertop 
use. I look forward to Volume II. 

by Frieda Unmh. 
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NEW BOOKS 

as noted by Harry Loewen 

The Preacher of old noted with a sigh: 
"Of making many books there is no 
end, and much study is a weariness of 
the flesh" (Ecc1.l2: 12). Mennonites, 
however, who have been latecomers to 
the art of writing and book-making, 
need not worry about this verse, cer
tainly not about its first part. They need 
to tell their story so that their children 
and others get to know about their rich 
heritage. 

The following titles have come to the 
Mennonite Mirror's desk and we are 
happy to let our readers know what is 
being published by and about 
Mennonites. 

Delbert Plett, a lawyer in Steinbach, 
Manitoba, has become known largely 
through his five volumes on the Kleine 
Gemeinde (Evangelical ' Mennonite 
Church). Having studied this religious 
community for some time, Plett has 
rightly concluded that this Mennonite 
body of believers may have expressed 
the Anabaptist-Mennonite faith and life 
more consistently and effectively than 
any other Russian-Mennonite group. 

Plett has now rendered part of the 
Kleine Gemeinde story in novel form. 
Those who generally do not read his 
more historical works upon which this 
novel is based will find this 
fictionalized account both interesting 
and engaging. The novel focuses on 
Aron Warkentin and the coming of the 
Kleine Gemeinde to Manitoba in the 
1870s. 

Delbert F. Plett, Pioneers and Pil
grims. The Story of the Mennonite 
Settlement in Manitoba 1874-187Z 
Pioneers of the land; Pilgrims of the 
faith. A novel (Steinbach, Manitoba: 
Crossway Publications, 1990). Paper, 
100 pages. 

Jakob Peters (1812-1883) was Ober
schulze (chief mayor) of the Bergthal 
Colony in Russia and an important 
leader of his people when the first 
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Russian Mennonites came to Canada in 
the 1870s . The leadership and signifi
cant work of this pioneer to Southern 
Manitoba is well told and documented 
in a new biography of this man. Num
erous maps , notes, and graphs add to 
the scholarly and vivid description not 
only of Jakob Peters but also of the 
early settlements in Manitoba. 

John Dyck, the author, and the Han
over Steinbach Historical Society are to 
be commended for producing this valu
able study. 

John Dyck, Oberschulze Jakob Peters 
1813-1884. Manitoba Pioneer Lemler 
(Steinbach Manitoba: Hanover Stein
bach Historical Society, 1990). Paper, 
138 Pages, $10. 

' How did the well-to-do, the estate 
owners among the Russian Mennonites 
live prior the Revolution of 1917? What 
did they experience when the end came, 
and how did they come to terms with 
revolution, chaos, loss of their land, 
and emigration to Canada? Helena 
Goossen Friesen tells about her family's 
life on the Wintergruen estate and how 
that life changed during difficult times. 

The story, originally written in Ger
man, has been ably translated into Eng
lish by Neta Enns, the author's daugh
ter. James Urry supplied an Introduc
tion to estate life in Russia and valuable 
end-notes. The book includes many 
photos. CMBC Publications has pro
duced a well-designed and interestingly 
written book. It is to be recommended 
highly to both lay readers and scholars 
of Mennonite History. 

Helena Goossen Friesen, Daydreams 
and Nightmares. Life on the Winter
gruen Esiate. Translated by Neta Enns. 
(Winnipeg: CMBC Publications, 1990). 
Paper, 92 pages. 

Much has been written about the 
Amish . Yet people still wonder whether 
these simple people living in the eastern 
United States and Ontario, Canada, are 
sincere Anabaptist Christians or relig
ious hypocrites . Are the Amish relevant 
prophets and witnesses in our increas
ingly materialistic age, or are they 
leeches and parasites on the body of the 
technological society among which they 
live? 

Donald Kraybill, who knows the 
Amish well, answers the many riddles 
and seeming contradictions we associate 
with these people. He writes: "The 
puzzles ' of Amish life are many. Tele
phones, taboo in homes, stand at the 
end of farm lanes. Powerful tractors, 
used at Amish barns, rarely venture 
into fields. Horses pull modern hay 
balers and corn pickers on Amish 
farms. State of the art calculators are 
permissible, but not computers. For
bidden to own or operate motor 
vehicles, the Amish freely hire cars and 
vans for transportation. Electricity from 
public power lines is off limits, but 12 
volt current from batteries is widely 
used." 

Popularly written, the booklet 
includes many photos of Amish life. 

Donald B. Kraybill, The Puzzles of 
Amish Life (Intercourse, Pennsylvania: 
Good Books, 1990). Paper, 113 pages, 
$5.95 U.S. 

Old Mennonite field stone houses in 
Ontario and Pennsylvania have fasci
nated many travellers to those regions, 
yet little has been written about these 
old structures and their history. Steve 
Friesen focuses on an old stone house 
built by Hans Herr when Herr and his 
family came to Pennsylvania in 1719. 

This beautifully illustrated and me
ticulously researched book is more than 
the story of an old house and its inhab
itants throughout the centuries. It is the 
story of Anabaptist beginnings in 
Europe, the coming of European 
Mennonites to America, and the cus
toms, traditions and values of a people 
that lived in this world with their heav
enly mansions in mind. 

Andrew Wyeth, in the Introduction to 
the book, writes: " ... 1 thoroughly 
enjoyed reading this book about my 
ancestral home. " 

Steve Friesen, A Modest Mennonite 
Home. The Story of the 1719 Hans 
Herr House, an early colonial landmark 
(Intercourse, Pennsylvania: Good 
Books, 1990). Paper, 128pages, $9.95 
U.S. 

During World War II Mennonites in 
the United States and Canada were torn 
between two loyalties: their love of 



their country and their faithfulness to 
their religious principles, especially the 
principle of nonresistance. Some 
Mennonites enlisted in the army to fight 
for their country . Others sought to 
serve their country as conscientious 
objectors (COs). 

In the United States young men of 
the Historic Peace Churches (Quakers, 
Mennonites, Brethren) entered a pro
gramme that was acceptable to their 
peace convictions-Civilian Public Ser
vice (CPS) . While they sought to avoid 
fighting, they wished to contribute to 

and valuable pictorial history of CPS. 
The story "Captures the young men's 
work in mental health hospitals, soil 
conservation, reforestation and medical 
experiments. It is an earthy story, full 
of personal struggle, government red 
tape, humor and loss - an unusual ex
periment in church-state relations." 

Albert N. Keirn, The CPS Story: An 
IUustrated History of Civilian Public 
Service (Intercourse, Pennsylvania: 
Good Books, 1990). Paper, 128 pages, 
$11.95 U.S. 

the welfare of their state. Most of these books can be purchased 
Albert Keirn, a well-known expert on from Mennonite Books. 

the subject, has written an interesting 
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Biem Dockta 
fODD Agnes Waul 

Nom Dockta gone jeit nijch scheen. 
Wuaromm nijch? Lang wist etj daut 
nijch emma sao rajcht. Etj weet, dee 
kaun eenem halpe wann eena 
Weedoag haft. , Dee kaun soogoa 
halpe ea eena Weedoag haft wann 
maun sitj too Tiet unjaseatje lat. Hee 
jeft Meditsien jaajen ne lange Reaj 
miserable Krankheite. Docktasch 
jaumat daut awa kranke Mensche onn 
see kjenne die maunjchmol jIitjenntoo 
daut Uiwe rade. Doa sennt meist 
kjeene Mensche enn Kanada, ooda 
enne Stats, ann enn noch fale aundre 
Stade enne Welt, woont noch niemols 
biem Dockta jewase sennt. Etj weens 
kjann kjeene soone. 

Oba batt nu too haft mie noch 
niemols waa jesajcht daut'et mett 
Docktasch besondasch goat jeit. 
Nijch een eentsja. Onn weet jie , 
wuawaajen? Daut ess gauns eenfach. 
Daut easchte, waut dee Dockta too die 
sajcht ess, "Tratj die ut," aus daut 
ushent needijch ess ooda nijch. Daut 
jrippt die dann aul fuats en batje aun, 
wiels kjeen aundra Mensch wudd 
soont felange wann du no am waajen 
Jeschafte jintjst. Du hast die aul jebot 
ann rein aunjetrocke, oba du best 
doawaajen doch febleft, wann hee jrod 
sao rut sajcht, "Tratj die ut. " 

Han ann wada proowt mol een 
Oatst dissen korten Sauts en bat 
saunfta too saje. Hee schleit faa daut 
hee die bata unjaseatje kaun wann dee 
Kjleeda doa nijch emm Stijch sennt, 
oba meene deit hee doawaajen doch, 
"TRATJ DIE UT!" Eenje Docktasch 
saje ditt waajen dee Kjleeda sao aus 
wann see daut mau sao bieaun 
erwane. See kjitje die nijch enne 
Uage. See kjitje sao aun die febie, 
soo daut du dentjst doa steit hinja die 
waa jaajen de Waunt OlIn dee saul sitj 
uck aul fuats iittratje. Oba daut ess 
aula aul ooltmoodsch waut etj hia 
schriew. Dee modema Dockta deit 
daut aul aundasch. Hee haft sitj 
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oppoat en Maatje aunjenome ann tolt 
daa fa! Jelt blooss daut see sitj een 
wittet Kjleet awatratjt ann too die 
sajcht, "Mett Kjleeda aun woascht du 
enn dienem Uiwe dan Dockta nijch 
too seene kjriee. Tratj die ut ann laj 
die opp dise Bentj dol." 

Dockta ooda schmocket Maatje, 
goat jeit daut doawaajen doch nijch. 
Wann eena gauns splintanoaktijch ess 
feelt eena sitj niemols soo sea brow. 
Irjentwaut fait doa. Onn wann eena 
nuscht aun haft, kaun eena sitj nijch 
sao leijcht waare. Onn du kaunst uck 
nijch eenfach iitkleiwe wann dee 
Dockta die mette Notel too Doag 
kjemt. Gauns opprejchtijch jesajcht, 
etj jleew doa sent nijch raI Lied dee 
daut noaktijch opp earnst schmock lat 
onn dee schiime sitj waajen ditt ooda 
jant. Daut ess eenem Mensch soo 
ennjebuare, jleew etj. One Kjleeda 
rommgone wort Adam ann Eewa 
soogoa enoolent. 

Etj well hia nijch jesajcht habe daut 
een Dockta nuscht weet ooda nuscht 
too doone haft. Sea kluak matt hee 
senne, sonst haude see am nijch mol 
late Oatst woare. Drock haft hee daut 
emma. Nu saul hee uck noch die 
unjaseatje. Du mottst nu enn een 
kjIeenet Stowtje no am lure. Hee ess 
jrots enn sien aundat Stowtje -- hee 
haft tleijcht uck sao goa noch mea -
ann behaundeIt ne aundre. Hee haft 
nijch fuats Tiet onn du mottst wachte. 
Du best aul noaktijch ann best opp 
een schmaulet, haudet, huaget Bratje 
noppjekrope ann lijchst doa nu opp 
een stetjstje dennet Papia ann best 
mett noch een denneret toojedatjt onn 
die hubbat. Du hast die een Buak 
mettjebrocht toom lase oba du best 
daut nijch jewant, one Kjleeda opp ne 
Bentj lidje onn lase. Daut Buak last 
sitj scheen, oba du lajchst daut leewa 
biesied onn griiIst die, auf mett die 
irjent waut kranket ess. Entlijch 
kjemt dee Oatst nenjeost, gauns ute 

Piist. Hee ess schmock aunjetrocke 
ann doawaajen best du noch dolla "at 
a disadvantage," sao's dee Enjellenda 
saje, onn die fangt emma mea aun too 
freare. 

Dee Dockta sat sitj doch en bat han 
ann fangt aun too nobre. Aum 
Aunfank dentjst du am ess uck mol no 
spatseare sao's aundre Lied, oba dann 
frajcht hee aulahaunt waut am no 
diene Meeninj nuscht kjemmat, oba du 
kjrijchst aul Gaunsehut. Daut baste 
ess am aules too fetale waut hee weete 
well, dann kaunst du die tleijcht 
auntratje ann no Hus gone. Du 
bangst die nu uck aul no dien scheenet 
Heim ann no diene Famielje. 

Daut diat nu uck aul nijch mea 
lang, dann nemt hee daut stetjstje 
Papia fonn die rauf ann betjitjt die. 
Hee kjitjt fonn wiet auf, hee kjitjt 
fonn dijcht bie. Hee kjitjt derjch een 
Fejreetrungsglauss no diene Wraut 
aum Oarm ann nom Muttamol aum 
Jnetj. Hee stalt sitj enn Jedanke faa 
woo die daut mucht fonn benne 
iitseene. Woo die daut fonn bute sitt 
weet hee je auI. Hee bekloppat die 
onn behorjcht die. Opp eenmol dache 
siene Uage opp ann hee sajcht, 
"Aha!" 

"00, wee," dentjst du too die selfst. 
"Nu haft'a waut jefunge. Woo lang 
woa etj noch lawe kjenne?" Dann 
woascht du enn, daut hee stiew no 
dienem Buck kjitjt. Na, dann kjitjst 
du uck doa han. 

Dee ess nijch kjleen, dee Buck, hee 
ess witt ann domt opp sao's en 
Kjastinjstweebacksdeajch wann dee 
aunfankt opp too gone. Dee Dockta 
woat wall uck sao dentje aus du wiels 
hee fankt aun dan too kjnade. 
Bestemmt dentjt hee aun dee Tiet aus 
hee een kjleenet Jungtje wea ann siene 
Mama prachad aus hee nijch mett een 
stetjstje Brootdeajch kloare kunn. 
Omm en stootstje frajcht hee, "Deitet 
hia wee ooda hia?" 



I 

"Aulawaajen deitet wee." 
"Onn woo lang hast du dann aul 

dise Weedoag jehaut?{" 
"Na, nu mau jrots, aus du 

aunfungst, mie dan Buck too kjnade. " 
Hiatoo sad hee tsiemlijch kort, "Die 

ess nuscht. Du kaunst die auntratje 
onn gone. Etj see die wada naatjstet 
loa." 

Diss Dockta jreest selden wam oppe 
Gauss. Daut bediet oba nijch, daut 
hee doatoo too stolt ess. Hee kjannt 
bloos nijch fal fonn siene Patsjente 
wann dee aare Kjleeda aun habe. Hee 
woat oba jewess nijch dis sen 
besondren Buck fejate onn kaun sitj 
nu aul freie wann hee diin omm en 
loa wada dolkjnade kaun. 

Latst haud etj eenen scheenen 
Droom. Mie dreemd etj sad toom 
Dockta, "TRA TJ DIE UT." Mie ess 
daut schod daut etj oppwatje must ea 
dee Droom too Enj wea. mm 
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OUR WORD 

What do we say about the war in the Gulf! 
At the time this editorial is being written (early February) it 
is impossible to tell how the war in the Gulf will end. 
Maybe by the time you read this the picture will be clearer. 
Unfortunately the war has already produced a terrible amount 
of physical damage and human suffering. 

Our first instinct when war breaks out is to throw up our 
hands in despair. This time such f~lings run especially deep 
because the past year, with the seeming end of the Cold War, 
promised to usher in a new ear of peace. There seems, alas, 
to be no end to our ability to find excuses to tear each other 
apart. 

But handwringing in a time of war is not enough. A tragedy 
of such proportion demands from each of us a careful 
weighing of the issues at stake and a readiness to act on the 
conclusions we reach. Within our Mennonite community 
many people are voicing the traditional Mennonite position: 
PEACE, NOT WAR. Through the press, on TV and radio, 
and through peace marches and other forms of protest, our 
co-believers are making -their position clear: The UN (read, 
"U.S. ") should not be in the gulf trying to force Iraq out of 
Kuwait by military means. Many are of the opinion that 
economic sanctions were a much better means of opposing 
the aggression of Iraq, and they should have been continued 
without resort to war. 

Let me say at the outset that I agree with the opponents of 
war. The war in the gulf is not only a tragedy but a bad 
policy. While I have personally come to this conclusion, 
which happens to agree with many of my co-believers in the 
Mennonite Church, and with other war-opponents, I must 
confess that I don't feel very comfortable with the arguments 
advanced by some of these opponents. On the whole I find 
them to be quite superficial and one-sided. The arguments 
may be summarized as follows: although Iraq unjustly 
invaded Kuwait, which deserves some kind of corrective 
action, like an economic embargo, there was no further 
danger to the world significant enough to warrant military 
intervention. In addition, so the argument usually runs, the 
western powers are more interested in oil than in the preser
vation of freedom. Finally, the western powers must accept 
a large part of the blame for Iraq's aggression: they have 
given him arms, provided him with examples of aggressive 
behavior (e.g. the U.S. in Panama) and have failed to resolve 
the larger mid-east problem. 

So there are three basic reasons for opposing a war against 
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Iraq: The danger of Iraq to the rest of the world is exagger
ated, the intentions of the western powers are insincere, and 
their past actions have been impure. These, of course, are 
serious charges, and to test their validity requires a lot of 
analysis. I have found the best source for such analysis in the 
Manchester Guardian, and the worst in the positions taken by 
some of our peace advocates. On the whole they refuse to 
take seriously the possibility that Saddam Hussein -- discount
ing the overblown rhetoric of a George Bush -- is indeed a 
significant threat to the peace of the world. Our co-believers 
remind us of the Christian injunction to look with charity on 
our enemies, but they seem to neglect an equally important 
Christian teaching: that the human heart is capable of 
tremendous evil. They also neglect another Christian 
teaching: that God has instituted governments to contain such 
evil with force. Presumably the hands of such governments 
are never very clean, and yet they have a mandate to protect 
human beings against the evil of others. It is tragically 
apparent in this war, as in others, that there are persons in 
our midst who welcome war: they can make money on it, 
(oil is indeed important) and they can exercise their own evil 
desires to harm others. -

And yet -- thoughtful opponents of war must acknowledge 
that they have no monopoly on the desire for peace. Many of 
those who reluctantly support this war do so because they are 
convinced that it is the only way to preserve peace in the long 
run. To our anti-war position they say: have you really 
considered what the world will be like if Hussein is not 
stopped? Do you really think that an economic embargo 
would bring him down? Do you think that a long-term food 
embargo would bring less suffering to the civilian population 
of Iraq than a war? These questions must be taken seriously 
by all peacemakers. 

For myself, after a lot of reading and discussion with 
others, I have concluded the following: Iraq would not be 
forced out of Kuwait by an economic embargo -- at least not 
by an embargo which my own conscience could support 
(excluding food and medicine). On the other hand, waging 
modem war against Iraq over Kuwait is too high a price to 
pay, and will do too much damage to our relations with the 
mid east. The problem is to contain Iraq. For this, a UN 
force, and a partial long-term embargo on military and 
industrial goods might be sufficient. 

What do you think? -- Roy Vogt 
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