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Let's bring these 
words to life 

Our Charter of Rights and Freedoms guarantees equal rights for Canadians of all origins and 
beliefs. 

But it is up to us to give meaning to these words ... to renew the commitment to equality and 
mutual respect for all Canadians in our everyday lives ... in our homes, schools and places 
of work. 

When we reach out to our fellow Canadians, each one of us 
ensure respect for the rights we all share. 

WE CAN MAKE A 
DIFFERENCE! 

1+1 Multiculturalism and 
Citizenship Canada 
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Multiculturalisme et 
Citoyennete Canada Canada 



ForeWord 

They say that we weave a tangled web with our lives. If that is true for 
those of us who live relatively modest lives, it impossibly tangled for the 
more famous. In the opening article in this edition, Victor Peters opens by 
making the opening observation that Mennonites and royalty share a diffuse 
and tangled ethnic heritage. He goes on to explain. 

Teachers: the best ones are the ones you remember. Of the best, it is a 
special teacher whose teaching is remembered for a lifetime. Paul Sullivan 
surprised one of his teachers with a tribute in a recent edition West magazine, 
which is published as a supplement to Canada's national newspaper, The Globe 
and Mail, of course. Because Dave Duerksen, Sullivan's teacher, has written for 
the MM, and is well known within the Mennonite community, we asked 
permission to reprint it here. 

Armin Wiebe moved into the national consciousness with his humorous book, 
The Salvation of Jasch Siemens. While he liked to read, was influenced by an 
English teacher, and knew he could write, his gift as a writer took some time to 
emerge. After his education he was a teacher; in fact his first book was written 
while he was teaching. In this edition, Sarah Klassen, a creative writer in her 
own right, writes about Siemens and gives us a glimpse into his development as 
a writer. 

Veralyn Warkentin in her article, The Oddity, recalls an event at the beach 
years ago. The memory was triggered while walking home, and the sensing of 
a vaguely remembered scent in the night air ... 

In his second article on working in the Mennonite church, Roy Vogt recalls the 
beginnings of his youth ministry at the First Mennonite Church. His article 
explores the subtle and not-so-subtle tensions between a minister and 
congregation. Vogt also writes his usual "Observed" column in which he 
comments on spring, the grandchildren, a good movie, and clarifies some points 
about war and peace. 

Police Action, by James Coggins, looks at the relationship of misunderstanding 
between police and community. One usually considers police heavy-handedness 
as something that happens in something less than "civilized" countries . But 
Coggins shows us that police in North America can be as insensitive as 
elsewhere. 

In his "view from the west," H. W. Friesen writes a fictious ad for a minister, 
or prophet, or both, making the point that while we may want such a person in 
our church we may not want him for what he says. 

This edition closes with another Low German article story by Agnes Wall, and 
an our word that meditates on the future of Canada. 
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Menno Simons, c . 1496-1561, was born 
in Holland and died Germany. 

Older woman's costume in East 
Friesland, Germany 
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King George m, 1738-1820, was the 
first "English" Hanoverian. 

Sara Siemens, nee Hildebrandt, 1860-
1934, was born on the island of 
Chortiza, came to Canada in 1928 and 
is buried in Winkler. 

Catherine the Great, 1729-96, was born 
a poor German princess but died a 
Russian empress. 

Mrs. Abram Bueckert coming home 
from an Old colony church service in 
Chortitz, Manitoba, 1957. 
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Royalty and Mennonites 
by Victor Peters 

Mennonites and Royalty have at least 
one thing in common: an entangled and 
diffused ethnic heritage. 

Let us begin with royalty. The 
founder of the present dynasty of Hol
land was William of Orange (1543-
1584). He was a German born in Dil
lenburg, Germany who died in Delft, 
Holland. In the last century, from 1890 
to 1990, Holland's rulers have been 
women: Queen Wilhelmina, Queen 
Juliana and the current Queen Beatrix. 
All of them had or have German hus
bands, but the House of Orange is as 
Dutch as cheese and tulips. 

When poor Queen Anne of England 
died in 1714, England was left without 
an heir to the throne. Anne had about a 
dozen children (actually 16), but all of 
them died in infancy, and the country 
went shopping for a king. It ended up 
with the Elector of Hanover who 
became George I. Like some of our 
"Olt-Kolonia" he never learned English. 
That is why he created the office of 
prime minister. Cabinet meetings bored 
King George I, so he appointed a re
placement for himself who got to be 
known as "prime minister." George I 
died and was buried in Germany. His 
son, George II, also failed to acquire a 
fluent English, but he at least was 
buried in London. Finally his grandson, 
George III, spoke English, sometimes 
even at home, and was accepted as an 
"English" king. He was buried at 
Windsor. The present British royalty 
are descendants of these Hanoverians. 

Russian dynasty 
In Russia the House of Romanov had 
an even more checkered story. One of 
Peter the Great's daughters married the 
German Duke of Holstein. They had a 
son Peter, who was brought up in Kiel. 
In Holstein everybody is German and 
Lutheran. When the royal line gave out 
in St. Petersburg, the Russians invited 

young Peter, as grandson of Peter the 
Great, to come to Russia and become 
Tsar Peter III. Peter did not care much 
to learn Russian, and though he for
mally received instruction in the Ortho
dox faith , a must for a Russian ruler, at 
heart he remained a Lutheran. It was 
arranged that he marry one of the Ger
man princesses, of which there was an 
abundance. She not only learned fluent 
Russian, but readily changed from a 
Lutheran to a staunch Orthodox Chris
tian. When her husband was murdered 
she became Catherine II, known to 
history as Catherine the Great. 

Since the time of Catherine the 
Great, who died in 1796, every Russian 
Tsar married a German princess, except 
one, who married a Danish princess, 
also a Lutheran. The reason all the 
Tsars married Lutherans was that in 
doctrine Orthodoxy was much closer to 
Lutheranism than to Catholicism. Cath
olic princesses were harder to convert. 

More marriage 
So in time German princes and prin
cesses became Dutch, English or Rus
sian as the situation required. With the 
Mennonites the ethnic transition was 
somewhat slower. Most of the 
Mennonites, when they emigrated to 
Russia, came from the general Danzig 
area. Some of them were Germans, 
others were refugees from the lowlands, 
mostly from what is today Belgium 
(Flanders) and Holland. Thus 
Mennonites today may claim that they 
are either Belgians (Flemings), Dutch 
or German. Menno Simons (c.1496-
1561) was born in The Netherlands 
(Witmarsum) but was buried in Ger
many (Odesloe). The dialects spoken in 
the entire region were so similar that 
there was no communication problem. 
(Family names at this time were still 
rare among the Mennonites, as well as 
among their neighbours. Menno only 

used his fi rst name, and "Simon' s son" 
was only added for further identifica
tion.) 

I will leave it to the linguists to 
explain why the Danzig Low German 
resembles the Flemish much more than 
the Dutch. When I took the Paris-War
saw train a few years ago to Hanover, 
it passed through Belgium. In the din
ing-car I sat at a table with two French
men. The menus were printed in 
French and Flemish. When the waiter 
came the Frenchmen ordered their 
meals in French and I in Low German. 
My order arrived about IO minutes 
before the others were served. My 
fellow travellers complained that the 
Flemish waiter discriminated against 
them, which was mostly likely true. 
Belgium, made up of French-Walloons 
and Flamingers, has a language prob
lem not unlike that of Canada. Since the 
Flamingers have larger families than the 
Walloons, the French and their lan
guage are on the defensive. 

In West Prussia the Mennonites who 
originally were Dutch or Flemish grad
ually shed their native tongue. Those 
who did not leave for Russia became 
indistinguishably German, as all are 
aware who are acquainted with "Danz
igers" who came to Canada, especially 
to Winnipeg, after World War II. In 
fact, the French Protestants, who were 
driven out of France and settled in 
Prussia even later than the Mennonites, 
became staunch Germans as well. The 
former prime minister of East Germany 
was Lothar de Maziere, a descendant of 
a French Huguenot family . 

New view of past 
On the whole the "Mennonite world" in 
Russia as in Canada became culturally 
German. It was World War I which 
gave rise to a reassessment of our past. 
The anti-German sentiment, in Russia 
as in Canada, reached a feverish pitch. 
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In Russia it reached a stage where the 
state threatened to confiscate the prop
erty of all Germans , including 
Mennonites. The confiscation actually 
began but was halted by the Revolution 
of 1917. To escape the German stigma, 
some Mennonites formed a "Dutch" 
league insisting that they were not Ger
man . Later many of these again became 
"German" when the fortunes of war 
changed. 

Hostility to things German ran high 
in Canada as welL In 1938 when I was 
"practice teaching" I boarded at 
Hieberts of Osterwick (Arran school 
district, Niverville). Old Mr. Hiebert 
had known the Ashdowns when they 
still operated a blacksmith shop. In fact, 
he had often tied his horses at their 
hitching post. Shortly after the war 
started he had gone to their hardware 
store on Main Street in Winnipeg. 
When he entered the store some of the 
clerks ducked under the counter, afraid 
of what "the Hun" might do to them. 
Hiebert said that Ashdown and he had 
often laughed when they had recalled 
the incident. Hiebert also told me that 
some of the bridges leading to Win
nipeg from Hanover had been placed 
under 24-hour guard, in case some of 
the Mennonites, sympathetic to Ger
many, might be tempted to blow them 
up. Under these circumstances it is not 
surprising that many Mennonites who 
had classified themselves as German in 
the census before the war, reclassified 
themselves as Dutch in the census im
mediately after the war. In England the 
anti-German hostility ran so high that 
the royal family changed its name 
from "Hanover" to "Windsor". 

During the earlier years in Russia the 
Flemish and Frisian congregations 
segregated themselves from each other. 
Most of the Old Colony (Chortitza) 
settlers were Flemish, and the few 
Frisian villages were numerically a 
minority. However, intermarriages 
blurred their differences and today it 
would be difficult to trace the ancestry 
of any family, and to claim one is Bel
gian (Flemish), Dutch or German is a 
matter of choice. 

We are more certain when it comes 
to the costumes, especially those worn 
by older Mennonite women. At the 
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Steinbach museum some women on 
festive occasions sometimes dress in the 
distinctly Dutch costumes, with neat 
white caps which have their corners 
turned up. These have never been part 
of Mennonite dress . Mennonite older 
women always wore the severe black 
dresses and black lace caps worn by the 
East Frisians. Today, except in isolated 
cases, these beautiful "Sunday" gar
ments are no longer in evidence in 
Manitoba, or elsewhere in Canada. 
mm 

Highlights: 

FAREWELL "FASPA" 

in honour of 

ERWIN STREMPLER 
Principal, Westgate Mennonite 

Collegiate, 1981-1991 

Thursday, May 23, 1991, at 7:30 p.m. 
Grant Memorial Baptist Church, Winnipeg 

$8 per person 

MENNONITE 
HERITAGE TOUR 

May 20 1991 -- 12 days 

-- 5 nights in KitchenerlWaterloo 
-- MCC Auction, Waterloo 
-- Farmers' Market, Waterloo 
-- African Lion Safari 
-- Visit Joseph Schneider Home 
-- Tour Seagram Museum 
-- Lunch at the Stone Crock 
-- Overnight in Niagara Falls 
-- Farewell Dinner, Skylon Tower, Niagara Falls 
-- Bronners Christmas Store, Frankenmuth, Michigan 

$895 pp twin (GST included) 
Contact Tena Huebert at 668 1414 

arrangements by: 

1050 HENDERSON HIGHWAY· WINNIPEG. MS. CANADA A2K 2MS 
PHONE (204) 338-7011 1-{800)-782.Q726(TOll FREE IN MB) . FAX: 2O<h3J4.2070 

J 
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Mr. Duerksen's Magic Word 
by Paul Sullivan 

Reprinted with pernUSSlOn of WEST 
magazine. The article first appeared in 
September 1990. 

Mr. Duerksen, our grade 12 English 
teacher, didn't suit my idea of a perfect 
teacher. He was not young and hip; he 
seemed old and baggy. Blizzards of 
dandruff fell from a few thin strands of 
hair indifferently brushed. His suit 
looked tailored for another, larger, even 
lumpier man. His fingernails were long, 
apparently victims of neglect. When he 
talked, his cheeks and lips worked like 
a bellows, fanning the words with extra 
oxygen, making his sentences glow 
white-hot with a faintly alarming inten
sity. Occasionally, he sprayed the room 
with more than just incisive observa
tions. He could not stand still, but 
strode and swept and gesticulated in a 
grammar of aerobic exclamation marks. 

He was anything but conventional. 
Often, the entire hour successfully 
avoided the curriculum. During our 
investigation of Hardy's Tess of the 
D'Urbervilles, Mr. Duerksen once 
spent the entire lesson waxing rhapsodic 
about the word "deracination," which 
means, simply, "an uprooting." But 
there was nothing simple about Mr. 
Duerksen's appreciation of the word. 
He sprang it on us with the aggressive 
glee of Sherlock Holmes trapping Mori
arty with a decisive bit of evidence. He 
rolled the "r" with the majesty of Thor, 
stabbing the air with one of those 
sharp-nailed fingers (I suspected there 
was in fact a theatrical vanity behind 
the fingernails) , and then swooped 
down on his chicks, daring us to define 
this enigmatic force, this genie of a 
word. 

None of us could. We sat in our 
seats, full of awe. It might be difficult 
to believe that, armed only with his 
lexicon, a rumpled old man could sub-

due 25 incipient juvenile delinquents. 
Yet, there was something terrible about 
Mr. Duerksen. Bobbing and weaving 
like a cobra hissing "deracination," he 
tixed us in our places . At the same 
time, he was the consummate jazz 
player, improvising passionately, clev
erly, on a single idea. It seemed that 
fresh, that spontaneous. He grooved on 
the beauty of "deracination", from its 
Latin root to its thematic implications. 
Maybe he was just a clever old necro
mancer who knew how to focus our 
hormone-addled attentions on the matter 
at hand. Whatever the case, I'll never 
forget Tess of the D'Urbervilles, or its 
central theme, or, for that matter, the 
power of a single word. 

There were times when my class
mates and I tried to scorn Duerksen and 
his unalloyed, open enthusiasm for the 
mouldy oldies of English literature. 
Any enthusiasm not officially trendy 
was suspect, and The Rape of the Lock 
wasn't even on the alternate list. But, 
unlike some of our other English 
teachers, Duerksen never tried to trick 
us into reading by having us analyze 
John Lennon's poetry or Bob Dylan's 
lyrics. He was content to expose his 
love of great writing, of the right word, 
of the illuminations of grammar. He 
merely assumed anyone would want to 
be uplifted. And he was right. He was 
the best English teacher, maybe the best 
teacher, I've ever had. 

Mr. Duerksen's example points out 
the folly of trying to systematize the art 
of teaching. His method was inspired 
lunacy, and, in a textbook, would prob
ably read like lunacy without inspira
tion. As various blockheads try to repli
cate it and bureaucratize it and label it 
and make it relevant to a "child-centred 
learning experience", it could become a 
lethal instrument of child abuse. None
theless, public education diligently tries 
to harness magic and domesticate it as 
method. I'm not sure where Mr. 
Duerksen would stand on the long-stan-

ding debate between those in the "pro
gressive" and the "back to the basics" 
education camps. I don't think he would 
see the distinction as crucial, because 
both sides make vital points. He knew 
that it was important for his students to 
want to learn, but he also knew that 
learning was hard work. Above all, he 
knew how important it was to generate 
enthusiasm for hard work, yet he had 
compassion for those who simply 
couldn't do it. You never felt like a 
failure if you couldn't get fired up 
about Henry IV. 

I'll never really know what method 
Mr. Duerksen thought he was using as 
he stood up there at the front of the 
class, eyes blazing, one lethally tipped 
finger in the air, sonorously declaiming 
Matthew Arnold's bleak but love poem 
"Dover Beach". I do know that when 
I'm being honest with myself, I can 
trace my love of words and writing to 
his class. That which endures, endures 
because of the strength of his lessons, a 
combination of learning, of erudition, 
the hard-won knowledge of experience, 
and passion -- honest, vulnerable 
passion. mm 
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Armin Wiehe's talents as a writer were always there 
but it took a while for them to blossom 
by Sarah KJassen 

Armin Wiebe relaxes over coffee in 
Osborne Village. He has just come 
from helping his wife, Mildred, serve 
lunch to the youngsters in the childcare 
which she holds in their home. A smile 
works its way through the reticence 
ingrained in his face, a reticence that 
has not been erased by the unquestion
able success of his first novel, The 
Salvation of Jasch Siemens. 

Like Jasch, Armin Wiebe is serious 
in his approach to life, but unlike his 
protagonist, he has a sophisticated sense 
of the ironic and understands that in life 
as in literature comedy and tragedy are 
close kin. 

Armin Wiebe grew up in southern 
Manitoba, the son of a Mennonite 
schoolteacher, in a home where books 
were available and reading encouraged. 
Because the teacher was an important 
figure in the community, everyone 
came to visit, giving Armin access to a 
diverse set of views expressed in Eng
lish, High German, and Low German. 
Low German was the language he 
spoke growing up, the language he 
heard in his head and heart, and his 
first book was to be a celebration of the 
idioms of that language. 

The Wiebes were associated with 
either the Bergthaler or the Rud
nerweider Church, depending on which 
one was available in the village where 
Father Wiebe was teaching at the time. 
Invariably, he became Sunday School 
superintendent in the village church, 
and the last ten years of his life he was 
a deacon at Plum Coulee. 

Reading shapes youth 
Armin's paternal grandmother, also for 
a time a schoolteacher, gave Armin a 
copy of OVer Prairie Trails, by 
Frederick Philip Grove. He treasures 
the volume, and speculates that his 
grandmother may well have met Grove. 

Frequent family uprootings were not 

Armin Wiebe 

easy for Armin, who was shy. He 
learned to occupy the role of the out
sider, the observer, a role that provides 
a useful vantage point for a writer. 

Armin experienced his first literary 
success in grade 4 or 5, when two 
stories he had written were aired on 
CFAM's Children's Party, hosted by 
Esther Horch. His classmates in Rose
nort were quite certain no buddy of 
theirs could write a story good enough 
to be broadcast; Armin's Dad must 
have written it for him. 

In W.C. Miller Collegiate in Altona, 
under the influence of his English 
teacher, Al Braun, Armin began to take 
literature and writing seriously. He 
wrote a series of comic poems based on 
careful observation of his classmates. 
Under the direction of Braun, he also 
participated in drama. This participation 
provided him with insight into charac
terization which stood him in good 
stead when writing fiction. "I let my 
characters go to assume their personal
ities the way actors assume the person
alities of the characters they play. " 

In The Salvation of Jasch Siemens the 
method has clearly been successful, and 
Jasch has found a place in the hearts of 
many readers. 

Almost an actor 
After high school, Armin attended the 
University of Winnipeg, where he reg
istered for all the (few) theatre courses 
offered at the time, and worked them 
into his arts and education degree. Had 
the university's present theatre program 
been in place then, Armin speculates, 
he might have become an actor, rather 
than a writer. 

In the meantime, he became a teacher 
and his career took him (for five years) 
to the Interlake, where he met his wife, 
Mildred, and (again for five years) to a 
Hutterite colony. After the publication 
of Jasch he taught six years in the 
North, at Lake la Martre. Here he and 
Mildred adopted a daughter, Jennifer, 
and Armin got involved in a project to 
develop meaningful reading material for 
local schools. Of the 55 readers jointly 
produced by his staff, Armin wrote 22. 
It was a project he enjoyed. He also 
organized literary events for the north
ern community. Before this, he says, "I 
was fairly anonymous up there. But 
after a reading, they recognized me in 
the streets of Yellowknife." And up 
there audiences aren't stacked with 
Mennonites. 

Writing still more 
Now he's back in Winnipeg, writing 
full time. When Armin took his family 
on a vacation in fall of 1990, it was a 
brief return to the North, which they 
say gets into your blood. Armin's writ
ing developed alongside his teaching 
career. It was not influenced by other 
Mennonite writers: Armin had not read 
Arnold Dyck's Koop en Bua, and had 
not met either Rudy Wiebe or Patrick 
Friesen, when he started writing. Jasch 
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began as a series of short stories, many 
of them written while he was a member 
of writers' workshops which included 
such writers as Sandra Birdsell and 
Victor Enns. 

The group served as a sounding 
board against which he tested his stories 
while they were in the making. He also 
took courage and availed himself of 
opportunities to read at functions, for
mal or inf()rmal, of the larger writing 
community in Winnipeg. Audiences 
responded warmly to his depiction of 
life in a southern Manitoba Mennonite 
community. Clearly, it was not necess
ary to be a flat-German-speaking south
ern Manitoba Mennonite to appreciate 
the unique humour in his work. 

Editors of literary magazines were 
happy to publish individual Jasch 
stories. In fact, he visualized his grow
ing manuscript as a collection of short 
fiction, titled A Cowbone Stuck in the 
Harrow, but the editors at Turnstone 
Press persuaded him that the interre
lated stories would work best as a novel 
and in time his working title was 
scrapped. 

Almost instant success 
The rest, as they say, is history, and 
Jasch was nominated both for the 
Stephen Leacock Humour Award and 
for the First Book in Canada Award. It 
also created a stir in southern Man
itoba. When a customer complained 
about the book to D.W. Friesens, all 
copies were removed from the shelves 
only to be picked up by a hardware 
store and sold in great numbers. Armin 
dismisses the incident as a "misunder
standing." 

Approximately 8,000 copies of The 
Salvation of Jasch Siemens have been 
printed to date. The book is studied in 
Canadian literature courses in several 
universities and colleges in Canada, and 
Rosemarin Heidenreich of St. Boniface 
College used the novel to introduce 
prairie literature to students at the Uni
versity of Trier in Germany. 

Armin's second novel will appear in 
September, 1991, also from Turnstone 
Press. The narrator, Schneppa Knals, is 
a local gumshoe who reads the Readers' 
Digest and consequently commands a 
wider vocabulary than did Jasch 
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Siemens. Armin describes this novel as 
Ita sort of mystery" and says he is hav
ing fun with the conventions of that 
genre. The working title, Holding 
Rosmak in Gutental, has been replaced 
by Murder in Gutental: A Schneppa 
KJnals Mystery. 

While awaiting the publication of his 
second book, Armin is not idle; he's 
well into his third novel which is set in 
Manitoba's Interlake area, where flat 
German is not the language. A grant 
from the Manitoba Arts Council has 
assured that, at least for the time being, 
he does not have to resort to substitute 
teaching, but is free to write. In the 
spring he will serve several weeks as 
writer-in-residence at the University of 
Trier, in Germany. When he writes, 
Armin says, he is not conscious of 
being a "Mennonite writer" or a "writer 
of humour. " His first novel demon
strates that he is a serious, compassion
ate writer, as much in tune with human 
longing for worth and happiness as with 
human foibles and failure. 

He is also, as Magdalene Redekop of 
Victoria College has pointed out, a 
strongly feminist writer. This was illus
trated on Mother's Day, 1990, at the 
Mennonite Centre in Toronto, where 
Armin was reading that Sunday after
noon. He chose to read a chapter from 
his novel where Oata has mounted the 
John Deere combine and headed for the 
field, leaving Jasch with the "woman's 
work" of milking the cows, feeding 
pigs and, of course, washing the dishes. 
His mother, to whom he turns for con
solation in this dilemma, refuses him 
both sympathy and a home-cooked 
meal. When Jasch has worked through 
his personal crisis, and washed the 
dishes, he has not taken defeat, but has 
moved a significant step toward fuller 
selfhood. His Mother's Day audience 
approved, and appreciated Armin's 
selection for the occasion. 

With his first novel, Armin Wiebe 
has attracted a wide and diverse reader
ship. His commitment to writing, his 
vision, and his integrity, will continue 
to enrich Mennonite/Canadian literature 
and to provide readers with hours of 
pleasure. mm 

ASSINIBOINE 
TRAVEL SERVICE LTD. 

U.S.S.R. Tours 
JUNE 10 - 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. 

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

Far East 
Orient and Bali: July 10-30 
Host: Nola McBurney 
Cost: $4,300 

Tour one: August 6 - 21 - China, 
Hong Kong, Japan. 

Tour two: November 10 - 25 -
China, Hong Kong. 

Call John Schroeder, 115 0211 
Please phone or write for more 
information on these tours. 

Call collect from out of town 
(204) 115 0211 
FAX 183 0898 

201 - 1311 Portage Avenue, 
Winnipeg, Manitoba, R3G OV3 



The Oddity 
by Veralyn Warkentin 

It's funny how much we forget and how 
the mind connects things and how ran
dom thoughts somehow join and keep 
feeding through the mind, page after 
page of memory, like a print-out. Most 
computer pages are wasted but a few 
store the precise data you thought just 
couldn't be retrieved, data you forgot 
you had. 

It happened last week when I was 
walking home from the bus stop in the 
chilled night air. It must have been after 
nine o'clock . The scent in the air sud
denly grabbed my nostrils and yanked 
me back into the past. The sweet smell 
of burning elm and birch transported 
me back to the cottage just like Proust's 
cup of Tisane tea carried him home. I, 
too, relived the moment. I was really 
there and I was partly who I was then, 
and the self that I am now. The 
thoughts of my two selves co-existed in 
a cautious balance, like a gymnast on a 
beam. I was both innocent and mature, 
unknowing and knowing. I was both 
actor and audience, remembering things 
past.. .. 

... On the rocky shores of Lake Win
nipeg our bare toes scan for sandy 
spots. I look for unpicked clams to save 
from vulture-sea gulls. Finding one, I 
joyfully pick up the slippery, grey smo
othness and remember this "rock" is 
alive. With satisfaction, I skip it across 
the water to safety with my clammy 
hands of salvation. Ted doesn't watch. 
Little sisters aren't worth the effort . He 
wastes his breath anyway, though, 
"They're for the birds!" Then he smirks 
at his own cleverness. Three sea gulls 
screech by overhead in the "V" pattern 
although its only July and they ' re only 
flying to the outcropping of rocks. 
We're heading there, too. 

Question of ecology 
Ted watches my acts of mercy towards 
the creatures on the sand and tosses 

words through the muggy air. "They 
need to eat 'em . It's the ecological 
system. It's nature." Then he adds,. 
"You can't save them all." 

He bends in his cut-off jean shorts to 
inspect what's left of a dead carp. He 
pokes it with a stick and the skeletal 
form crumbles. I play my part: I shriek 
and jump away, not caring if I hurt my 
feet on the stones. I'm not scared, but 
it ' s gross and little sisters are supposed 
to scream and jump away at creepy 
things. 

It's overcast and the air is heavy .The 
grey sky and water meet at a thin line 
of darker grey. It's funny how I squint 
even when the sun's gone. My brother 
is turning over rocks now and revelling 
in the discovery of crawling creatures . 
"Why don't you crawl back under your 
rock," he says to them, or to himself, 
or maybe to me. 

Witches hat 
We like to walk to the sandbar that juts 
out into the water like a curved witch's 
hat that's topped with the white rocks 
of sea gulls. We try and see how close 
we can get before they spook. Yester
day, Ted got pretty close and it was 
really exciting but then I moved too 
fast , I guess, 'cause they flew away. If 
one bird goes there' s a chain reaction. 
In a second there' s a rustle of wings, 
like when Mom shakes a bed sheet, and 
then the sky turns white. It's like the 
gulls applaud their own speed and 
perceptiveness. We never get close 
enough and they never get caught. 

We're almost at the Witch's Hat 
shore. It changes every day . The rocks 
are different, various stuff is washed 
ashore. It's not permanent. Ted told me 
about the tides and stuff (even in a lake 
like this), so I scan the sand for what
ever treasure the morning waves may 
have left me. I find an old, yellow 
thong, half-eaten away by the sand and 
waves. I hesitate and then try it on, 

wondering if somebody drowned and if 
I'll be haunted by a white ghost floating 
up out of the water like a bubble-bath 
monster because I claimed this thong as 
mine. 

Ted sees me and grunts, "Ugh. You 
don't know where that's been. Throw it 
away or I'm telling." 

In defiance I pick it up with the ends 
of my fingers. But Ted has already 
moved down the beach and doesn't 
notice so I launch it into the waves. 

I have some more friends that are 
"clammed up." I know they're in there 
because if I squeeze them, clear liquid 
comes out like water, or tears . Ted. 
should help me in this environmental 
quest, but brothers are heartless pigs (to 
this he'd say, "Oh yeah? 'Pretty-Intelli
gent-Guy!" Pig.). Instead he looks at 
dead things. 

One day he found a skeleton of a 
bird (he said a sea gull); it was far from 
the water near the green, bushy banks 
which turn into old Johnson's field. The 
skeleton was intertwined with the 
chicken wire fence. That was really 
cool. All those little white bones 
seemed to have grown around the fence 
like vines, like they were really alive. I 
guess they used to be. But Ted hasn't 
found anything that neat since. 

Watching the oddity 
He's pretty close to the birds this time. 
He makes me stay far back and only 
watch, 'cause I scared them yesterday, 
he says. But I hear the sandpaper sound 
of running feet on the beach and J see it 
coming in a streak. A shaggy, brown
grey mutt with wet, matted fur . - and 
three legs. I'm scared to death of dogs. 
Especially an oddity like this . I don't 
know if it's before I scream that the 
wings applaud -- probably . The dog 
gets to the rocky point of the Witch' s 
Hat before I yell. I can't believe it can 
run that fast. 

Ted shouts , "Holy cow! What is 
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tbat'?" and running around, his hollering 
joins the op<;,~ra of the sea gulls and the 
applause of their wings and the three
legged oddity's yelps. 

"Mom, I saw it again at the beach," 
my brother says breathlessly as he runs 
into the cottage and the ripped screen
door bangs. 

"How many times have I told you not 
to slam the door, Teddy? You know I 
asked about that dog. You can't bring it 
home because it belongs to Mr. John
SOIL" 

"But he never even looks after him," 
Ted moans, squashing the wind out of 
the vinyl chair as he slumps at the 
kitchen table. His blue eyes mirror the 
wetness of the lake. 

"Sure he does. I asked if the dog was 
born that way but he said it was an 
accident. A few years ago it was caught 
in a fox trap in Johnson's own field, 
poor thing. Mr. Johnson rushed him to 
the hospital in Gimli because they don't 
have a vet. Can you imagine wrapping 
your dog in a blanket and carrying it 
into the emergency ward? The neigh
bours must have thought he'd gone 
bushed. They had to amputate that back 
leg but the dog adapted and Mr. John
son says it learned how to do every
thing it used to do." 

"Jeez. You should see how fast he 
runs," Ted says as he turns to go back 
to the beach and watch and wait. 

Pursuit 
Running in my sandal-feet I try to catch 
up to my brother; the rhythm of my 
stride syncopates the pounding waves. 
He probably took the shortcut down the 
foot-path. I take the long way around 
on the gravel road 'cause I'm in shorts 
and I'm anergic to the knee-high, lime
green, stink -weed plants that line the 
path. And Mom wouldn't let me walk 
down the path by myself, anyway, 
'cause it's in dense bush. Boys are 
lucky they can race right through the 
shortcuts. 

I can hear the noise by the time I 
reach the first bit of sand. But the 
waves and the sea gulls are drowned 
out by the growls and barks and Ted's 
screaming. In a distance I see them all 
on the Witch's Hat. Squinting in the 
sun I still can't make out exactly what's 
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happening but my heart and my head 
throb when I see all the dogs. I want to 
stop and I want to go. My feet slide 
over the moving pebbles and rocks and 
I reel like the men outside the Icelandic 
Tavern. 

I'm close enough to see and too close 
to breathe. Ted is running and scream
ing and throwing rocks. It's because of 
him. The Oddity has been cornered by 
four tierce-looking dogs from some of 
the neighbouring cottages. They had 
formed their own wolf-pack and now 
they want to destroy the outsider, the 
oddity. Somebody's got to do some
thing or he'll be torn to pieces. Like 
I've been hit by a whitecap, my knees 
start to buckle on the shifting sand as I 
realize the nearness of these blood
thirsty dogs. 

Ted is going to turn into dog food 
any second. He's throwing rocks at 
them and getting closer (he hit the ugly 
black and white mutt in the head that 
time.) But he can't save our Oddity; the 
dog is dead meat and so are we unless 
we get out of here. Finally, Ted notices 
me. "Get help! Run! Tell Mom!" 

I can't move, of course. 
"Go! GO! You stupid!" 
I'm afraid I'll be the next target for 

the pebbles but I still can't move. 
He is balanced on his three legs, the 

only dog not groWling. He's trying to 
keep the water behind him and prevent 
the others from forming a ring. If they 
surround him, he knows he's done for 
-- he'll be Dr. BaUards. 

~ting the odds 
Suddenly, the Oddity makes a break for 
it. He catches the stupid mutts off-guard 
by going through the water. Bet they 
didn't count on the fact he can still dog
paddle. The stupid mutts! All they can 
do is snap at the white foam and yelp. 
They can't stand it that the odd one 
outsmarted them, that he's swimming 
fearlessly with three legs into the deep
that he's won. Oh, no. There's no one 
left for their salivating jaws except. ... 
They're moving in for the kilL Ted's 
going to be dog chow. And so am I. 

We both instinctively duck as the 
shot cracks through the air like their 
snapping jaws. Yelps and barks replace 
the growls and I know I'm going to die 

when the evil pack starts to move. They 
scatter in opposite directions -- an 
explosion of fangs and saliva. My eyes 
are closed 'cause I'm sure I'm going to 
die when 1'm hit by the flying sand as 
paws shoot past my bare legs. I feel the 
breeze of their cowardly bodies. Some
how, Mr. Johnson's shouts save us. 

"Mom, you wouldn't believe how 
fast he ran towards the rocks on the bar 
and then he stood his ground. He was 
like John Wayne in a western. Like it 
was just him versus the big, black dogs. 
And you wouldn't believe how he got 
away. I can't believe how fast he 
swam." 

Ted couldn't get over how fast the 
dog ran and how fast he swam, and that 
he beat them. And after The Oddity 
beat them, he kept on running on his 
beach, terrorizing the sea gulls and 
living. We never really saw him much 
after that summer and we never did tind 
out what happened to him. He might 
even still be out there. He probably is, 
because he's a survivor .... 

... So tomorrow, after a day of filing 
computer print-outs, I'll retrieve these 
moments and share them again with 
Ted during visiting hours. He'll remem
ber The Oddity. He'll remember how 
fast he ran and that he even swam when 
he had to, and that he beat them. He 
beat the odds. mm 



Looking back on 30 years in the Mennonite community: Part Two 

Working in the Mennonite Church in Winnipeg 
by Roy Vogt 

We returned to Winnipeg from Ger
many in late August, 1962, eager to 
take up our work with the First 
Mennonite Church in Winnipeg. We 
received a very warm welcome, being 
invited into so many homes that we 
sometimes became confused. We 
arrived at one home exactly a week 
early, to be greeted with unbelievable 
grace by a very surprised family. 

One of the first touchy problems was 
our salary. I asked only that we be paid 
enough that I would never feel com
pelled to charge for services at wed
dings and funerals. Perhaps the church 
was too generous. At the very first 
congregational meeting someone criti
cized the "much-too-high" salary we 
had been given, and moved that I be 
dismissed from my position. Fortunate
ly, the motion received little support; in 
fact it resulted in a vocal show of sup
port which was very encouraging. 

The Congregation 
The First Mennonite Church was in 
many ways a unique congregation. It 
had close to 1,200 members, which 
probably made it the largest Mennonite 
church in North America: a far cry 
from the small fellowship groups con
sidered ideal at seminary. With my 
appointment there were six ministers to 
serve the congregation: three full time 
and three "lay" ministers with other 
jobs. This arrangement proved very 
helpful to me. I benefitted immensely 
from the experience and support of the 
other ministers, though I'm sure that 
they sometimes felt I didn't heed their 
advice enough. In addition there was a 
dedicated corps of deacons and numer
ous support groups, mostly female. 
(Those people who still feel that men 
are better organizers than women might 
note that this congregation had nine 
very active and well-organized women's 
groups, and only one struggling men's 
organization) . 

Most of the members were German 
speaking, with roots in Russia and 
Prussia. The Sunday morning service 
was conducted entirely in German, 
making it inaccessible to most people in 
the neighborhood. The focus of the 
church was obviously on the existing 
membership and its needs, not on the 
surrounding parish. However, this was 
also one of the oldest urban Mennonite 
churches in North America, having 
existed in Winnipeg since the mid 
1920s. Therefore many of the several 
hundred children and young people, and 
some of their spouses, were primarily 
English and urban in language and 
outlook. The problem of harmonizing 
two languages and cultures had been 
recognized long before our arrival, but 
the solution to this problem lay in the 
future and would involve me very di
rectly. 

When A Congregation Calls A Minis
ter, What Is It Getting? 
What is the role of a minister in a 
Mennonite congregation? What were 
some of my personal goals, and what 
was the congregation expecting ? It 
would be nice, but boring, if one knew 
the answers to such questions in 
advance. Fortunately there was some 
overlapping between my goals and the 
members' expectations, but inevitably, 
as time would show, there were also 
differences. Such differences, of 
course, make life interesting and can be 
essential for growth. (One early point 
of difference surfaced after my tlrst 
sermon. An older lady took me aside 
and said critically that she had observed 
me praying without my hands folded. I 
told her she was right, but I had also 
been taught that one should pray with 
the eyes closed. She caught the point of 
my reply immediately and laughed. 
"You rascal," she said. "I think we'll 
get along just fine. ") 

Basically I had been called by this 

congregation to share my understanding 
of the Christian faith with it. Space 
doesn't permit a detailed description of 
how I understood this faith and my role 
as a minister. In general I was guided 
by words that Jesus uttered in his first 
recorded sermon: "The Spirit of the 
Lord is upon me because he has 
anointed me to preach good news to the 
poor ... , release to the captives . .. . , 
recovery of sight to the blind, to set at 
liberty those who are oppressed, to 
proclaim the acceptable year of the 
Lord." (Luke 4: 18-19). A tall order! 

These words contain no simple for
mula of faith. I understood them as 
follows: Under the guidance of God the 
First Mennonite Church of Winnipeg 
had called me to speak and act on 
behalf of God; to comfort the suffering 
and oppressed with the comfort of God 
and to re-direct and illuminate the lives 
of the wayward and the "blind" with 
the righteousness and wisdom of God. 
(In the words of one wit: the role of a 
Christian minister is to comfort the 
afflicted and afflict the comfortable) . I 
was deeply moved at my ordination to 
be assigned such a task. Henceforth, 
members of the congregation might 
justifiably disagree with many things I 
would do or say, but I could reply with 
equal justification that it was they, not 
I, who had chosen me to be their 
spokesperson on behalf of God. lowed 
them an honest attempt to understand 
the will of God, but I did not owe them 
words or actions with which they neces
sarily agreed. 

Working In the Mennonite Church 
Once the work at First Mennonite 
Church began there wasn't much time 
to think about what I ought to be doing . 
Much of the daily agenda was dictated 
by the needs of members and by church 
programs that had been previously 
planned. There were sermons to pre
pare and deliver, people to visit, adult 
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study courses to develop and couples 
to counsel in preparation for marriage. 
(I was astonished myself to discover 
after seven years that I had been 
involved in more than 100 weddings.) I 
was gone from home practically every 
evening, to the detriment of our family. 
It is so easy, I found, to challenge the 
priorities of others while forgetting 
about one's own. 

Fortunately, in such a large church 
some specialization of services is poss
ible. Though I preached, in German, 
about once a month, and initiated Bible 
Studies in various homes across the 
city, I was expected to give my greatest 
attention to the young people. A previ
ous, active group of young people had 
now reached their late twenties and had 
ceased to function as a youth group 
within the church. The next generation 
-- especially those in high school -
seemed to be losing interest in the Chri
stian faith and had no organization to 
channel their interests. 

I didn't know any of these young 
people, and was afraid that their much 
greater immersion in an urban culture 
would thwart my efforts to renew their 
interest. I needn't have worried. Calls 
from concerned parents immediately put 
me in touch with a number of the ap
proximately 100 youth in this age 
group. Very soon a few of these young 
people began to show real leadership, 
and within a year an active youth pro
gram was organized. I will always 
cherish the discussions, socials, cat
echism classes, outings to various lakes 
-- and the many other activities that I 
was able to share with these young 
people during my ministry. Eventually 
they established their own coffee house, 
and formed a strong nucleus in the 
English service that soon emerged. 
Their enthusiasm and creativity were 
sometimes greeted with consternation, 
but most church members were ex
tremely supportive. 

Another early challenge was the 
establishment of an English service. This 
may seem to be a trivial matter, but 
anyone who has ever participated in a 
major cultural-linguistic change knows 
how traumatic and difficult it can be. 
For years many members had been 
asking for an English service in addi-
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tion to the German, and our appoint
ment was partly a response to their 
wishes. However, a poll of members 
shortly before our arrival indicated that 
a majority was still opposed to the idea. 
At one of the first church council meet
ings I attended, this issue was roundly 
debated. 

Finally the secretary of the council 
offered the following wisdom: "Our 
members know that an English service 
is necessary. They see it, however, as 
an abandonment of the German -- even 
though it isn't -- and they can't vote for 
that. What we must do is remove from 
them the need to make such a decision. 
Let's go to them with a 'fait accompli:' 
we will propose that there be an Eng
lish service, and all that the members 
have to do is decide how such a service 
shall be organised: separately from the 
German, or together with it." 

After some discussion about the 
"democracy" of this proposal it was 
adopted. The secretary was right. At 
the congregational meeting no one chal
lenged the council's decision to proceed 
with an English service. Instead there 
was a lengthy debate about the most 
desirable form of organization. Event
ually it was decided to establish two 
separate services -- a decision that I 
have always felt was right, though it 
had the disadvantage of splitting some 
generations in their Sunday morning 
worship. Henceforth the First 
Mennonite Church really consisted of 
two congregations, a change that was 
accomplished with remarkable tolerance 
and good will. 

The Inner Life of a Mennonite Congre
gation 
When church members invite a person 
to minister to them they become 
involved in a paradox, which takes us 
to the inner life of a congregation. On 
the one hand, they want that person to 
teach and inspire them at the deepest 
level of their existence. I am convinced 
that even those who attend a service for 
the most shallow of reasons -- out of 
duty, or to be seen by others -- still 
hope that they will be given some new 
insight into life, something that will lift 
their spirits. On the other hand, these 
very same people are not sure that they 

really want to let the minister into their 
lives. What might be found there? And 
what could the minister actually do? 
For this reason, subtle strategies are 
used to keep the minister at bay. The 
simplest, and most common, is to put 
him (or her) on a pedestal. A person to 
whom special virtue is attributed would 
be too shocked to get close to human 
weakness (the biggest danger in the 
Christian faith is not that we make 
Jesus too human but that we keep him 
at a safe distance by stressing his divin
ity). Therefore, ministers are most 
conveniently placed behind pulpits 
where they are expected to cajole, con
demn, or babble nice words, which 
may disturb or soothe the listener, but 
which don't really comfort, inspire, or 
challenge anyone (note that in virtually 
every modern movie the minister is 
depicted as a person who says innocu
ous things at funerals and Weddings to 
which no one really listens. The minis
ter performs a ceremonial function in 
life, but is not considered a real part of 
it. 

In our congregation the young people 
were allowed to dance at socials, which 
my wife and I were expected to chaper
one, but there was considerable protest 
when we also danced. In the opinion of 
some that meant stepping down from 
the pedestal. I was prepared for criti
cism of the way I danced -- what, after 
all, can one expect from an 
ex-Steinbacher -- but I didn't accept the 
higher perch on which some members 
wished to place me). 

Church members want to be under
stood and challenged, but I quickly 
discovered that they are reluctant to 
make the kind of honest self-disclosure 
to a minister that true understanding 
and dialogue require. We all want -
and most of us have -- a few friends 
with whom we can be almost complete
ly honest. Such a friend is seldom a 
minister. 

So how does one discover the inner 
life of a congregation and minister to it? 
I believe I knew at heart what had to be 
done, though I often failed to do it. I 
had to demonstrate to the members that 
I genuinely respected and loved them, 
and wanted to get to know them as they 
really were, not as they thought a min-



ister wanted them to be. In my preach
ing I tried to accomplish this by engag
ing in a conversation with the people. I 
believe in the power of rhetoric, but it 
didn't come naturally to me and wasn't 
the means by which I felt I could estab
lish a bond with the members. I always 
wrote out my sermons in advance and 
had the script in front of me, but my 
desire to have eye contact with the 
members was so strong that I found it 
impossible to read the script. Invariably 
at the end of the sermon the top page of 
the manuscript on the pulpit was still 
page one. 

In visiting members, or meeting them 
on other occasions, the only require
ment wa..<; to be natural, something 
which I believe they sometimes found 
more difficult than I did. I recall with 
amusement the first married couple that 
I chose to visit. On the advice of our 
leading minister I did not call them in 
advance. One evening, shortly after 
dinner, I appeared at their home and 
knocked on the front door. The husband 
came to the door, peered through the 
screen at me, and exclaimed in a very 
loud and flustered way, "Oh, it... it is 
Reverend Vogt." Gaining his compo
sure he said, "Please come around to 
the back door, we have just painted this 
one. " As I walked by the side of the 
house I heard the husband shouting 
inside, "Quick, clear the cards and the 
bottles away. The minister is here." 
There were four adults in the home. As 
we greeted each other in the kitchen I 
glanced at a card lying on the floor. 
"Was I disturbing a card game?" I 
asked innocently. "Well yes," they 
acknowledged, "but we thought you 
might not approve." I assured them 
that it didn't bother me, and that I 
played cards myself, but I asked if we 
could visit a bit since I wanted to get to 
know more church members. The ice 
seemed to be broken and a pleasant, 
useful evening ensued. 

I resolved, however, that in the 
future I would call people in advance. 
Honesty didn't necessarily depend on 
surprise. 

A minister often meets people with 
their guard up, but in the course of 
years one also gets to know those same 
people when they are most vulnerable, 

and receptive. That is the rich paradox 
of the ministry. At moments of failure 
or triumph, of suffering or extreme joy, 
at the happy beginning of a marriage as 
well as in times of breakdown, mem
bers often reveal their deepest fears and 
hopes with a minister, and it is both a 
terrible responsibility and a holy privi
lege to share in that inner life. 

The seven years of ministry in First 
Mennonite Church, and the work in the 
Mennonite community that continued in 
other ways, brought us many new fri
endships and innumerable blessings. It 
also taught us much about the strengths 
and weaknesses of our Mennonite faith 
-- reflected both in ourselves and in the 
people we served. 

Next Month: Reflections On Mennonite 
Faith and Ufe 

WINNIPEG 
MENNONITE 

THEATRE 
announces 

a play competition 
to celebrate 

WMT's 20th Anniversary 

The board of the Winnipeg 
Mennonite Theatre would like to 
produce a play on a Mennonite 
theme on the occasion of its 20th 
anniversary in the Fall of 1992. A 
prize of $500 is offered if 
produced. 

Deadline for submission is March 
31, 1992. For furtherinformation, 
please contact Alfred Wiebe, 
president, at 338 7263 or 339 2058. 

MIRROR MIX-UP 

B ELAM 

I-·d ~/ ltS rf] RI 
SATTE J 
1$ &lIt @E1 :;Y .. 
LA R I T . ~ I 
lilt' Kil ,gIL. I "-
NAGEL 
IglL. IGIIfM 
With winter's chill we were 

smitten; 

Is it better to be 

~ 

From the 20 entries to the February 
puzzle, K. Durksen, of Morris, was 
selected the winner. 

Answers to February are rifle, plane, 
bugle, snipe, desert, and engulf. 

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 May 21 . 

name 

address 

cltyftown 

postal code 

Send entries to: Mix-up Contest, 
Mennonite Mirror, 207 - 1317 A Portage 
Avenue, Winnipeg, Manitoba, R3G OV3. 
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OUR 
PEOPLE 

Bruce Neufeld works with book customers on a 
daily basis. As Customer Service Co-ordinator for 
Western Canada, he deals with publishers and their 
production people, from across Western Canada. If 
there is anything you want to know about your job 
when it is in the plant, Bruce is the man to talk to. If 
he doesn't have the information, he will get it for you. 

OW Friesen is comprised of Friesen Printers, 
Friesen Wholesale Stationers, Friesen Yearbooks, 
Friesen Business Machines, Friesen Book and 
Stationery. Our head office is located in Altona, 
Manitoba and with Sales Offices in Victoria, 
Vancouver, Kelowna, Calgary, Edmonton, Regina, 
Saskatoon, Winnipeg, Toronto, Chatham 
and The Maritimes. 

" r DWFriesen 
'':v~CJ{here people make the difference" 



OBSERVED ALONG THE WA Y 

Winter loosens its grip reluctantly while 
peace and justice remain as elusive as ever 

Spring has finally stumbled in. In the 
last issue of the Mirror there was a 
beautiful poem by Henri J. Enns cel
ebrating the variety of seasons on the 
prairies. I wanted to shake my head in 
agreement when I read the opening 
words: "I would not wish to live in 
warmer climes, where there are no 
changes in seasons or in times." Deep 
down I concur. However, the magazine 
arrived just after a late March snow
storm that brought to an end a week of 
lovely spring weather. "Enough of 
variety," I shouted, "let's get on with 
warmer weather, and I won't complain 
if it lasts for a while." Slowly the wish 
is being granted. 

As I write this, in early April, the uni
versity year is drawing to a close, 
exams are looming, but beyond that 
there beckons a visit to the University 
of Trier, in Germany, and a journey 
with a number of other explorers to 
eastern Germany, Czechoslovakia, and 
Austria. All of this should provide food 
for thought in our June issue (readers 
will get a rest from this column in 
May). 

The Easter season has just passed and it 
is good to reflect on some events of the 
past month which led up to it. Once 

again we are frequently rejuvenated by 
visits with friends. AI Reimer returns 
briefly from Arizona and declares that 
bobbing and weaving in a warm pool in 
Phoenix isn't all that bad. He just hates 
being beaten at golf by persons who are 
15 years older than he is (I recall that 
he doesn't particularly enjoy being 
beaten by persons slightly younger than 
he is either). The luckiest people in the 
world are those who sincerely believe 
that the best place in the world is 
always the place where they happen to 
be. 

And what would we do without our 
grandchildren? The answer, of course, 
is "plenty" -- but it wouldn't be nearly 
as much fun . Our children in Winnipeg 
know this, so they thoughtfully leave 
their year-and-a-half old Andrew with 
us for a weekend while they spend time 
with friends at Riding Mountain. He is 
a contented and curious little fellow 
who plays well by himself but also 
enjoys romping with Oma and Opa. 

One day when Opa has the stereo 
speakers blaring loudly in the living 
room Andrew interrupts his amusing, 
spontaneous swaying to the music (may
be he'll be the first great Mennonite 
dancer?) to investigate where the voices 
are coming from . He walks around and 

by Roy VOb>t 

around the floor speakers, placing his 
ear again and again against the felt 
covering, peering inside without satis
faction. Finally he turns to us and raises 
his hands in an adult-like shrug , letting 
us know that the mystery cannot be 
solved. We wonder how many more 
times in his life he will have to shrug. 
We also wonder how come he is so 
well behaved -- much better, as I recall, 
than our children ever were. Does he 
have better genes? If our son wasn't so 
polite he might reply , "No, not necess
arily better genes. It's just that he has 
better parents than his parents had." 
Actually, I prefer the gene theory. 

As some of you know, my wife and 
I travel quite a bit, and occasionally we 
question whether this is a good use of 
our resources. However, I never won
der about this when we travel to Ed
monton to visit our children and 
grandchildren -- as we do in mid
March, to celebrate several birthdays. 
The oldest boy is now six and the 
oldest girl three. We always marvel at 
how they change in just a few months -
just like the weather in Manitoba. 

We ask ourselves, egotistically, 
whether, in addition to the obvious 
goodness of the parents, anything has 
rubbed off from our home to theirs. 
Well yes , there are observable signs of 

mennonite mirror / april , 1991 / 17 



cultural transplantation, most notably a 
crokinole board in the games room, 
fanner sausage in the freezer, and a 
tendency to zag and zoom on the 
highway. 

Back home in Winnipeg we take an 
evening off for the movie Dances with 
Wolves. I am not that impressed with 
the acting but the central theme of 
Wh.ite~Indian relations is extremely 
interesting, and is handled very sensi~ 
tive\y. 1 recall with shame how we used 
to play cowboys and Indians and, 
except for Tonto, tht': Lone Ranger's 
sidekick, the Indians were usually the 
villains. Films like this remind us of the 
injustice of this, and of the injustices 
that still remain. I am disturbed by this, 
as well as by something that my wife 
says on the way home: she thought 
Kevin Costner was unusually good 
looking. I noticed that there were some 
dose-up shots of him sans clothes, but 
wasn't particularly impressed. Obvious
ly other people were. That weekend I 
undertake a new program of exercise 
and weight reduction. 

The world news constantly demands 
our attention, but in the past month the 
bombardment has been so heavy that 
we have begun to chafe. There are just 
too many questions to answer. Is our 
country really breaking up, and should 
we care? Was the Gulf war necessary in 
retrospect, and has anything really 
changed? Will the Soviet Union ever 
solve its problems, and can Gorbachev 
survive? Is the sudden anger of former 
East Gennans against the new Germany 
justified? The media are filled with 
speculation,but few clear answers. I 
believe the questions are important and 
require serious thought on our part, 
even if clear answers elude us. 
There are some thoughts on Canada's 
future in this month's t"-ditorial. 

Our problems seem minor compared 
to those in the Soviet Unlon,and in 
many other parts of the world, Did we, 
who have so much trouble replacing 
even one bad habit with a good one, 
ever really think that it would be easy 
for a whole society like the Soviet 
Union to change direction in a few 
years" without a lot of' turmoil? We 
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often expect too much, and people in 
the media -- like the rest of us -- are 
too quick to make judgments. The prob
lems of the former eastern Gennany 
may be more easily solved, but they 
also raise disturbing questions, Western 
news reports have given us a very 
one-sided picture of what is happening 
there. We are told over and over again 
that West Germany's sole objective has 
always been to rescue its eastern cousin 
from its own ineptitude. The arrogance 
of this attitude should have alerted us to 
some of its dangers. The reality is that 
many former East German companies 
and educational institutions are being 
brutally taken over by western author
ities without regard to the wishes of the 
eastern German population. Why don't 
our media report the student marches 
which protest the closing down of 
whole faculties in eastern German uni
versities, or examine more critically the 
force,d break~up of companies like Zeiss 
by their former West German competi
tors? The German government is assist
ing a recovery, but it is also supporting 
a take-over move which rides 
roughshod over the interests of former 
East German citizens. 

During my visit to Germany last 
October I was appalled by the attitude 
of superiority that many people in West 
Germany have towards their new fellow 
citizens, Recent events are revealing 
some of the disastrous consequences of 
such an attiiude. 

The continuing turmoil in the Middle 
East shows that even a decisive war is 
no long-run solution to deep, underly
ing problems. As I said in a previous 
editorial -- which seems to have been 
misinterpreted by some -- I considered 
the war in the gulf to be a tragic mis
take, I still do. I felt that the threat 
posed by Iraq had to be countered with 
some use of force, such as was 
involved in the pre~war blockade (and 
for this reason I rejected absolute paci
fism as an adequate answer to the prob
lem), but it appeared to me that the 
threat could be contained without resort 
to a full-scale war. Despite the relative
ly easy victory I haven't changed my 
mind about this. The basic problems in 
the Middle East remain, and ultimately 
they will have to be resolved through 

diplomacy, not war. 
Readers seldom respond with letters 

to this column. However, in the last 
issue my colleague Victor Doerksen 
did, taking issue with my emphasis on 
the ambiguities of a pacifist position. I 
am pleased that even the editors and 
publisher of this magazine can disagree 
with each other in its pages. 

Doerksen argues that while a radical 
peace teaching is impractical, and will 
result in ambiguities and compromises, 
one shouldn't be too harsh with its 
defenders on that account, and one 
certainly shouldn't question the right of 
such persons, despite their com
promises, to testify against a particular 
government action. 

I would like to respond to this brief
ly. First, I agree that the ambiguities of 
an idealistic position should be shown 
considerable tolerance. I have a friend 
who refuses to own or drive a car 
because of what cars do to the environ~ 
ment, and I do not chide him, or even 
needle him, when he asks me to pick 
him up by car when we go to a meeting 
together. I have a great deal 0<: respect 
for his general position, though I obvi~ 
au sly don't share it. 

Second, less tolerance should be 
shown to those who hold such positions 
but refuse themselves to acknowledge 
some obvious problems. I have been at 
many Mennonite meetings dealing with 
our peace position and seldom is there 
any serious attempt to deal honestly 
with the compromises that are often 
made. We have people who are quite 
prepared to call a policeman in case of 
emergency, but who again and again 
insist that they are against the use of all 
force. It is this kind of self~righteous 
posturing that I was criticising. 

Third, those who are against all wars 
should by all means testify to our gov
ernment against its participation in a 
particular war. (Though the early Ana~ 
baptists probably wouldn't). Such per
sons should state unequivocally, "We 
oppose aU wars and don't want you to 
lead us into this one." However, that is 
not what we have been tending to do. 
Some of our spokespersons, including 
the MCC, have acted recently as though 
they are seriously assessing whether or 
not a particular war justifies Canada's 



participation. They convey the impres
sion that they have looked at the pros 
and cons, at whether there is a serious 
threat warranting our intervention, and 
have then concluded on balance that 
participation would be wrong. Such 
analysis , of course, is bound to be 
superficial and one sided -- because the 
conclusion has been established in 
advance -- and it is for this reason that 
I expressed my preference for the ana
lysis of thoughtful journals like the 
Manchester Guardian. 

Our recent practice is like a person 
who is against all movies , but then 
suddenly decides to become a movie 
critic, without giving up his basic posi
tion. It is possible to respect the basic 
position of such a person, and to smile 
tolerantly when he is seen sneaking into 
a cinema -- but if he does sneak , he 
shouldn't defend his position too un
critically, and if he maintains his basic 
position he shouldn't aspire to be a 
movie critic whose job it is to assess 
both the merits and faults of a particular 
movie. mm 

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 L __ Featuring Mennonite Food 

REVIEW 

A grief confessed 
It is hard not to feel like a voyeur when 
reading a book like Dancing in the 
Dark by Elsie K. Neufeld. A brother is 
torn out of life by a terrible but all-too
common traffic "accident" and life is 
changed for the living, especiaHy for 
that person who has deeply loved her 
sibling. As terrible as the crushing and 
burning of the Volkswagen is, tearing 
open the wounds of grief last much, 
much longer. Much of the book is 
spent in the dark; only in the last pages 
does the reader get to the dancing part. 
And yet, in spite of its terrible in
timacy, this confession transcends the 
realm of the private to the universally 
human, the personal and the person in 
all of us. 

Elsie Neufeld tells of a difficult 
friendship with her brother John, a 
relationship complicated by the diver
gent spiritual paths followed -- she 
taking the church-goody way and he 
that of the black sheep -- which in due 
course brought them into a closer and 
unspoken communication, an under
standing that made the separation that 
much harder to believe, accept, or 
come to terms with . The author is 
blessed with an imagination which 
exacts a great price in such situations . 
In the book one can follow her through 
the torment, but also through the disci
pline which she acquired by grace and 
through friends like Wilma Derksen, 
which helped her forgive her "enemy. " 

This is no glib guidebook for the 
bereaved. Its realism and honesty ac·· 
company a tough and gripping story, a 
true confession provoking both thought 
and feeling in the reader. It may well 
help anyone who finds him- or herself 
confronted by a death not his own, as it 
no doubt has served the author as a 
release and discipline. Apart from that, 
this book is an eloquent testimonial to 
the resources of the human heart and 
mind, both in pain and struggle, and to 
the grace which does allow, finally, for 
the dancing. 
Dancing in the Dark: A sister grieves, 
by Elsie K. Neufeld; Waterloo , Scot
tdale: Herald Press, 1990. 

Costly Faith 
The Russian experience of Mennonites 
eady this century is one of persecution. 
Again, people died because of their 
Christian faith. There are many in our 
congregations who have direct experi
ence with those years. 

Mennonite ministers were a particular 
target. And there were many martyrs 
among them. 

One of them, Aron A. Toews man
aged to escape the Soviet Union, and in 
his new home in British Columbia 
assembled the stories of ministers who 
suffered and died for their faith. 

Toews' book was published in Ger
man. Last year, Kindred Press pub
lished a translation by John B. Toews 
of Calgary. 

Aron A. Toews, MenlWnite Martyrs, 
translated by John B. Toews; published 
by Kindred Press as number 6 in the 
series, Perspectives on Mennonite Life 
and Thought. 225 page, 29.95, Cana
dian. 

• Continuing on the theme of Martyrdom, 
John Oyer and Robert Kreider com
bined their efforts to write Mirror of the 
Martyrs, which in a subtitle is described 
as "stories of courage, inspiringly 
retold, of 16th century Anabaptists who 
gave their lives for their faith." 

The 96·page book is includes many 
of the etchings of Jan Luykens that 
appeared in the original Martyr's 
Mirror, these pictures are graphic 
illustrations of the cruelty that humans 
inflict on each other. 

But the book asks some hard ques
tions about loving one's enemies and 
resisting evil. In particular, it forces 
the reader to examine the extent to 
which beliefs are worth dying for. 

In summary, a small, but powerful 
book. 

Oyer, John S, and Kreider, Robert S. 
Mirrors of the Martyrs, 22 pages, 
illustrated with etchings by Jan Luy
kens; published by Good Books, Inter
course Pennsylvania, $9.95 U. S. 
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Police action 
by James R. Coggins 

Maybe it was because it was a ghetto 
and the police didn't understand "that 
kind of people. " Anyway , when there 
was a hostage incident over on the East 
Side, the police weren ' t sure how to 
handle the situation . 

The official report said it all began 
when Sam Rack and his 14-year-old son 
walked across the hall to the Wades' 
apartment with hunting rifles and began 
shooting . Some neighbours suggested it 
might have started much before that -
when Sam's wife left him, or when he 
was laid off at the factory, or when he 
was just a boy and his father had beaten 
him within an inch of his life. 

In any case, it was around supper
time when Sam and his son crashed into 
the apartment where Kay Wade and her 
four teenage daughters lived . They had 
shot one of the daughters and taken the 
rest hostage. 

No one knows why they did it. The 
police may have asked, but Sam isn't 
talking -- or the police weren't listening 
when he did talk. It doesn ' t really mat
ter now, I suppose. 

The first call 
The police were called by neighbours, 
worried that Sam might break into their 
apartments next. The police arrived and 
followed the usual procedure in such 
cases . Roadblocks were set up. Other 
residents fled the apartment building. 
The police ordered Sam and his son to 
put down their guns and come out. Sam 
told the police to blow their brains out. 

Eventually, negotiations were begun. 
And this is where the police came close 
to finding out what the whole thing was 
about. Sam demanded that the police set 
up a meeting with his estranged wife. 
He demanded that the police settle some 
disputes with his landlord. He claimed 
Mrs. Wade owed him money. It was 
never entirely clear, and the police 
refused to negotiate with him as long as 
he was still holding the Wades hostage. 
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A lot of people thought the police 
would just wait Sam and his son out. 
But around 11 0' clock the police told 
Sam he had to come out with his hands 
up by midnight or they would come in 
shooting. This made no impression on 
Sam. He said he would shoot the rest of 
the Wades. He would set the building 
on fire. From the apartment window he 
would shoot anyone in the neighbour
hood who came within range of his 
hunting rifle. He warned the police that 
if they shot him, a black man, they 
could have a full-scale race riot on their 
hands. The police thought he was bluff
ing. But Sam must have thought the 
police were blufting too . Maybe it was 
because Sam was black. The police 
didn I t understand just how tough life is 
down there on the East Side. 

Shooting begins 
The police weren' t bluffing. They put 
snipers in place, and precisely at mid
night they began firing into the apart
ment building. Someone asked why 
they started shooting instead of trying 
to break in quickly . The police said 
they did it to reduce the possibility of 
people being killed. To reduce the 
possibility of police being killed, they 
meant. 

The strategy worked. The police 
fired into the building for a half hour 
before finally storming the place. By 
then Sam was wounded -- and his son 
was dead . Two more of the Wade girls 
had been shot, too -- one died immedi
ately and the other died later in hospi
tal. Sam had also shot an old man, half 
deaf, who had wandered out of a near
by building to see what the noise was 
all about. He had set the building on 
fire, too. By the time the police had 
given the all clear, it was too late for 
the fire department to do much. The 
walls were left standing, but everything 
inside the apartment building was 
destroyed. None of the residents had 

any insurance, of course. People on the 
East Side don't. They can't afford it. 

Official praise, uonofficial rage 
The police commissioner's office 
praised the actions of the police 
involved, citing especially their pru
dence in avoiding significant bloodshed. 
Only one police officer had been slight
ly wounded in the battle, although sev
eral police cars had been shot up. 

The commissioner's office also 
pointed out that Sam had obviously 
been bluffing. Despite some rock
throwing, some increased tensions 
between blacks and the police and a rise 
in the crime rate on the East Side over 
the next few years, Sam had overesti
mated his importance. There was no 
full-scale race riot on the East Side. As 
the commissioner's office pointed out, 
there was always a lot of crime on the 
East Side anyway. 

There was a trial, and Sam was 
eventually executed for his crime. The 
police wondered why no one in the 
neighbourhood seemed grateful for their 
actions. Not the other residents of the 
building, nor the residents of the nearby 
buildings . Not even Mrs. Wade and her 
remaining daughter. Maybe it was 
because they were all blacks, like Sam 
and his son were. Who really under
stands the black mind anyway? The 
police were a little annoyed that no one 
bothered to thank them. And the next 
time there was a hostage-taking on the 
East Side, no one called the police. 
mm 



WORDS FROM THE WESTERN MOUNTAINS 

Prophets: The timid need not apply 

The following advertisement did not 
appear in a recent church publication: 

Opportunity: Our congregation has 
an opening for a mature, perceptive, 
conscientious person of either sex. 
Responsibilities include becoming 
familiar with individuals in the congre
gation as well as with the church's 
programs and activities. You will be 
expected to give particular attention to 
how individuals and the church as a 
whole respond to God's call. You will 
be an independent minded person with 
the ability to live above the need for 
praise and the fear of criticism. You 
can anticipate being criticized, 
denounced, shunned and supported 
from unexpected quarters. You will 
have a deep love for your people. You 
will not hesitate to identify individual, 
congregational and denominational 
idolatry and sin. 

You attend a church now but likely 
find yourself on the periphery of most 
church activities. You likely hold no 
office in the church and you have at 
various times been described as a 
sceptic, a radical, and as a grumbler. It 
is unlikely that the church's power 
structure understands you; they are 
puzzled by you. They tolerate and 
ignore you. This need not be inappro
priate preparation for this position. 

This position has been available for 
some time. Pastors have usually been 
unable to function in this capacity since 
they are employees of the congregation 
and must please a sufficient portion of 
the congregation to retain their jobs. 
Pastors who engage in this responsibil
ity tend to resign or are helped to do so 
by the congregation. Pastors are then 

called to another church and the cycle 
repeats itself, resulting in economic 
worries , family disruption and frustra
tion for the pastor and his family. Thus 
it should not surprise you if our pastors 
are no more interested in hearing from 
you than will be most of the congrega
tion. Church boards and committees are 
preoccupied with preserving their struc
tures and committees and may well see 
you as a threat. You will speak words 
the people do not want to hear . Your 
work will always be characterized by 
your humility and deep compassion for 
the people. 

Trdining: Formal theological training 
is not a requirement though such train
ing might not be a deterrent to suitabil
ity for this position. A sound knowl
edge and understanding of Scripture is 
essential. You will want to spend reg
ular time in prayer and meditation, 
alone and with others. 

Tenure: This is a long term position. 
The successful candidate can be con
firmed in this position in one of two 
ways: unanimous agreement of the 
members of one of the ladies groups in 
the church or by a neighbouring con
gregation affirming your call. When 
either of these conditions is met the 
congregation must and will accept the 
decision. 

You can be dismissed in two ways: 
by a I ()() per cent consensus decision of 
the congregation (voting rarely repre
sents consensus and will not be used for 
this decision) or upon the recommenda
tion of the ladies group from a neigh
bouring congregation, after a review of 
your work. 

by H. W. Friesen 

Reporting: You will make presenta
tions to the congregation at least four 
times a year, humbly seeking to reveal 
God's will. You will communicate in 
creative ways and by the strength of 
your convictions. You will interpret 
events of the times and speak to dis
crepancies between what you see hap
pening in individual and congregational 
life and what Scripture teaches. You 
will be granted time at any church 
function if you request it. In addition 
you will speak to individuals and small 
groups, showing up at unanticipated 
events and places including workplaces 
and leisure activities of the members. 

Warning: Since terrible acts have 
been committed through misguided zeal 
you will be required to submit to a 
critique of your activities by a neigh
bouring congregation every two years 
or whenever a ladies group from your 
congregation requests such a critique. 

Salary: None. Indebtedness to the 
congregation or anyone in it is likely to 
impede your ability to carry out your 
responsibilities. It is an advantage if 
you are not possessed of independent 
wealth or the pursuit thereof. 

Position Title: Prophet. 

If no one responds to this advertise
ment the ladies group will identify and 
approach potential candidates . mm 
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The Council of Boards of the Confer
ence of Mennonites in Canada met in 
Winnipeg in February. With 97.6 per
cent of the 1990 budget having been 
met, some money could be added to a 
reserve fund, with allocations made for 
special projects: collecting data for 
writing a history of the Conference and 
contributing to leadership development 
for aboriginal peoples in the Con
ference's Native Ministries program. 
Authorization was given to proceed 
with a $375,000 addition to the student 
residence at Canadian Mennonite Bible 
College. 

William Unruh of the University of 
British Columbia's physics department 
will receive the 1990 British Columbia 
Science and Engineering Gold Medal in 
Natural Sciences. Dr. Unruh, who is 
also director of the cosmology program 
of the Canadian Institute for Advanced 
Research, was honored for his pioneer
ing work on quantum field theory 
applied to black holes. 

Sig Enos, executive director of Con
cordia Hospital since 1978, will step 
down from the position at the end of 
June. Bill Patmore, currently executive 
director of Bethesda Hospital in Stein
bach, will replace him. 

The Manitoba Institute for Music 
Technology is a new joint venture of 
the University of Manitoba's School of 
Music and New Music Manitoba. The 
organization will explore and explain 
the new instruments of this era -- the 
computer, the synthesizer, the 
sequencer and the sampler. The main 
person behind this enterprise is Univer
sity of Manitoba music professor 
Michael Matthews. The institute will 
offer short and medium-term workshops 
on synthesizer basics and computer
assisted film and video scoring. In 
addition to Matthews, one of the instr-
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uctors is Winnipeg composer Randolph 
Peters. 

Don Loewen, secretary for communi
cations and media with Mennonite Bret
hren Missions/Services since 1984, will 
be terminating this position in August 
1991 in order to pursue graduate studies 
in Russian literature at the University of 
Manitoba. 

Margaret Franz has been appointed to 
a second three-year term as editor for 
the Conference of Mennonites in 
Canada. 

Agnes in the Sky, a book of poetry 
by Di Brandt, has been named the Man
itoba Book of the Year. The book was 
selected over four others for the $2,500 
prize offered by McNally Robinson 
Booksellers. 

Cate Friesen, singer, musician and 
song writer, released her first cassette 
in February, 1991. Formerly from 
Altona, she has been in Toronto for the 
past four years studying, writing and 
performing. She is the daughter of 
David and Mary Friesen of Altona. 
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Michelle Sawatzky of Steinbach has 
been named Player of the Year in Cana
dian Intercollegiate Athletic Union 
volleyball, and was voted the Most 
Valuable Player in the CIAU national 
championships in Calgary , where her 
team, the University of Manitoba 
Bisons, won the Canadian champion
ship. In May, Michelle will tryout for 
Canada's World Student Games team. 

Ronelda Friesen of Steinbach, a 
volleyball player, was nominated for 
the 1990 Manitoba Youth Athlete of the 
Year Award. She is a Grade 12 student 
at Steinbach Regional Secondary 
School, led her team, the SRSS Sabres 
to their second consecutive AA Provin
cial volleyball championship and was 
named Most Valuable Player of the 
tournament. 

Larry Miller, executive secretary of 
Mennonite World Conference, reports 
that the Assembly 12 Fund deficit has 
been reduced from the estimated 
$325,000 Canadian ($285,000 U.S.) to 
about $175,000 thanks to contributions 
from participants and the elimination of 
remaining expenditures where that was 
still possible. The shortfall for Assem
bly 12, held last July in Winnipeg, 
resulted from lower registration and 
registration income than anticipated. 

David and Mildred Schroeder, Char
leswood Church, began a six-month 
COM voluntary service term in Jan
uary. David is teaching at the China 
Evangelical Seminary, Taipei, Taiwan. 

Abe Wiebe of Winkler has been re
elected to the Mennonite Central Com
mittee executive committee. 

First Mennonite Church in Winnipeg 
dedicated its new pipe organ on Febru
ary 24. 

Lage Bros Pianos business closed its 
doors in March after 30 years of busi
ness in the store on Main Street. The 
three brothers who started the business 
came to Canada after the Second World 
War. At first their business involved re
building and fine-tuning old pianos, but 
later they began to import and sell 
European pianos. The business was sold 
in 1989 to new owners, who recently 
decided to consolidate several bus-



inesses, and Lage Bros. was closed. 

Soviet meeting 
links Christian 
business people 

An international meeting of Christian 
business professionals and entrepreneurs 
was held in Moscow February 7 to 9. 
This was the International Christian 
Business Conference, and was spon
sored by the Association of Christians 
in Business (ACB) in the U.S.S.R. with 
the participation of the Soviet Union 
Network (SUN). 

This was the first international con
ference held by the ACB since its 
founding in Moscow in May 1990. Of 
the roughly 200 participants, 35 came 
from Canada, the U.S., Germany and 
Holland, with nearly 165 from the 
Soviet Union. Seven of the Soviet Rep
ublics were represented, and the Soviet 
businesses ranged from semi-conductor 
manufacturers and computer assemblers 
to brick makers, construction firms, 
honey producers, textile manufacturers, 
and everything in between. 

The main purpose of the conference 
was to encourage understanding of the 
opportunities, issues and problems of 
business-to-business linkages between 
Soviet Christian Entrepreneurs and their 
counterparts in Western Europe and 
North America. There were a good 
number of Soviet cooperatives (private 
firms) exhibiting their products and 
profiling their firms. Also, a very sig
nificant development was not only the 
networking between Soviet and Western 
business people, but also Soviet-Soviet 
networking. This is a very positive 
development, as networking is a foreign 
concept in the Soviet Union. 

The elite "Logos" choir of Moscow 
Baptist Church put on a concert for the 
conference as well. Victor Hamm of 
Winnipeg opened the conference with a 
discussion about the Christian gift of 
helps, and Johannes Reimer closed the 
conference with a discussion of owner
ship and stewardship. 

Western participants made fact-find
ing trips to private businesses both 
before and after the conference, a num
ber of local government officials held 

meetings with Western delegates, and 
Soviet and Western firms held import
ant business meetings during the confer
ence. Contracts for goods and services 
totalling $10 million were signed during 
the conference. 

The conference included some very 
frank discussion about the future direc
tion and leadership of the ACB, and 
concluded with the announcement that 
the next East-West business conference 
would be held in Odessa in May 1992. 

The Soviet Union Network is an 
association of Christian entrepreneurs 
and business professionals committed to 
the re-emergence of entrepreneurship in 
the Soviet Union, and to the building of 
the moral bases of a market economy. 
The Soviet Union Network sees busi
ness-to-business linkages as effective 
tools in assisting the re-emergence of 
capable self-investment as the most 
effective business linkages. Head
quartered in Winnipeg, SUN has mem
bers throughout North America and 
Western Europe. 

Mennonite schools meet 
in Brandon this year 
Some 110 educators representing 
Mennonite schools from across the 
country gathered for sessions of the 
Canadian Association of Mennonite 
Schools (CAMS), in February at the 
Victoria Inn. 

Schools represented included Menno 
Simons Christian School, Winnipeg 
Mennonite Elementary School, 
Mennonite Educational Institute, Rost
hem Junior College, Mennonite Breth
ren Collegiate Institute, Westgate 
Mennonite Collegiate, Mennonite Colle
giate Institute, Niagara Christian Col
lege, Rockway Mennonite Collegiate, 
Swift Current Bible Institute, Steinbach 
Bible College, Mennonite Brethren 
Bible College, and Canadian Mennonite 
Bible College. 

Keynote speaker Gerry Ediger, Pro
fessor of Christian Theology at 
Mennonite Brethren Bible College, led 
the group in three sessions based on the 
theme "Authentic Teachers ... Whole 
Students ... Integrated Learning. " Ediger 

challenged those present to articulate 
how Anabaptist belief should make a 
difference in both the teacher's instruc
tion and the response of students to that 
instruction. Both teachers and students, 
he noted, are part of a learning continu
um on which each must meet the other 
with love and integrity. 

The weekend's program also included 
workshop sessions on specific and more 
general areas of educational interest; 
informal times of fellowship and shar
ing; and a light-hearted variety night 
which featured "talent" items from 
various schools. 

The weekend concluded with a com
munion service, during which Gerry 
Ediger encouraged participants to dis
cover integration through a common 
commitment to Christ and each other. 
- Tim Wiebe. 

Donation drop brings 
concerns for MCC 

Despite increases in contributions 
from thrift shops and relief and house 
sales, total giving to MCC is down 
almost two per cent in the first quarter 
of the 1991 fiscal year. That could 
mean cuts in MCC and MCC U.S. 
program and personnel. The MCC 
executive committee will examine the 
problem at its March 22 and 23 meet
ings in Akron. 

Support network 
established 
A network has been formed of 
Mennonite and Brethren congregations 
wishing to be supportive of lesbian, gay 
and bisexual members of the church. In 
line with denominational statements 
encouraging dialogue on this question, 
the Supportive Congregations Network 
(SCN) is a resource for and encourage
ment to congregations wishing to 
explore issues of homosexuality and the 
Christian faith. The network envisages 
three categories of participants. Explor
ing Congregations would be those inter
ested in the issue, but who are only 
beginning their discussion of the sub
ject. Accepting Congregations would be 
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prepared to accept gay, lesbian and 
bisexual people as full members. Af
firming Congregations would be pre
pared to take on a public advocacy role 
in support of lesbian, gay and bisexual 
people in the church. A resource 
packet for congregations will be ready 
by July, 1991, and representatives of 
the network will be available for dis
cussion at this summer's Church of the 
Brethren Annual Conference and 
Mennonite Church General Assembly. 
The Supportive Congregations Network 
invites the response and participation of 
congregations and individuals. Inter
ested parties may write to: Support
ive Congregations Network, Box 
479241, Chicago, Illinois, 60647-9241 

ReuseabJe market bags 
bring benefit 

The average U.S. consumer uses 
more than 500 grocery bags a year. 
Canadian supermarkets give: out as 
many as 2.8 million bags a year. 

Re-bag-it market bags are an alterna
tive to grocery bag waste offered by 
SeltHelp Crafts of the World and 
Mennonite Economic Development 
Associates (MEDA) Trade Inter
national. 

Reuseable Re-bag-it market bags are 
made of white rip-stop polyester mesh. 
They are strong and roomy and suitable 
for grocery shopping or a multitude of 
other uses. 

The manufacture of Re-bag-it market 
bags provides desperately needed jobs 
for people in Haiti, the poorest country 
in the Western hemisphere. Doug 
Dirks, SelfHelp Crafts' producer rela
tions director, visited the family-run 
business that produces Re-bag-it market 
bags in Haiti's capital, Port-au-Prince. 
Most of the workers live in Cite SoleH, 
a slum that is home to about 250,000 
families. Re-bag-it market bags are 
available at SeltHelp Crafts stores in 
Canada and the United States. For more 
information in Canada, contact Doris 
Daley (519)662-1879; in the United 
States, contact Joyce Ganse, (717) 859-
4971. 
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Major Russian Mennonite 
archive in Odessa 

"The find is an extraordinary product 
of scholarly glasnost and will revol
utionize the study of Russian Mennonite 
history. !I With tht';se words, Harvey 
Dyck, Professor of History, University 
of Toronto, and Chairman of the Con
rad Grebel College - University of 
Toronto Research Program in Russian 
Mennonite Studies, describes the startl
ing discovery in the summer of 1990 of 
a major Russian Mennonite documen
tary collection in the Odessa State 
Archives. The discovery was made 
independently by himself and by 
George Epp, President of Menno 
Simons College in Winnipeg. 

Dr. David G. Rempel from Menlo 
Park, California, a leading authority on 
Russian Mennonite studies, terms the 
Mennonite archive, which disappeared 
from public view for 60 years following 
its confiscation in 1929 by Soviet auth
orities, "absolutely incredible in its 
historical significance." 

Consisting of over 3,000 files and up 
to 175,000 pages of material, the 
archive covers a wide range of subjects 
relating to the history of the largest and 
most prosperous Russian Mennonite 
settlement, the Molochna, from its 
founding in 1804 until the end of the 
Civil War in 1920. 

On the basis of a unique barter agree
ment signed in September 1990 by 
Professor Dyck with Odessa Archives' 
Director Vladimir Malchenko, the 
Odessa Archives are microfilming the 
entire collection in exchange for micro
filming equipment and a photo-duplicat
ing machine. 

The copying project is being organ
ized by the University of Toronto-Con
rad Grebel College Joint Research Pro
gram in Russian Mennonite Studies. It 
is cooperatively funded by three Cana
dian Institutions: Conrad Grebel Col
lege, Waterloo, Ontario, the Mennonite 
Heritage Centre, Winnipeg, Manitoba 
and the Centre for Russian and East 
European Studies, University of 
Toronto. Following its evaluation and 
indexing the microfilm collection will 
be made available to the scholarly com
munity, Dyck says. 

In December 1990 Prof. Dyck 
returned from a second visit to Ode.<;sa 
with over 27,000 pages of microfilmed 
archival material. In the meanwhile an 
additional 40,000 pages have been 
filmoo, and Dyck hopes, barring un
foreseeable developments in the USSR, 
to cross the Soviet frontier with the last 
of the microfilmed archive after a fur
ther research trip to the southern 
Ukraine this coming spring and sum
mer. 

The archival discovery by Dyck came 
in the summer of 1990 while he was 
researching Mennonite and colonist 
agriculture on the Canadian-Soviet 
s;holarly exchange as a guest of the 
Soviet Academy of Sciences. "I was so 
excited at the find that I could not sleep 
for nights. The first thing I did was 
wire David Rempel about it, hoping the 
thrill would not give him a heart 
attack," Dyck recalls. 

"The Archives' staff was remarkably 
cooperative and forthcoming as well as 
being appreciative of what I knew con
cerning the history and content of the 
Mennonite collection," he says. "Till 
then the large Mennonite archive had 
never been used and remained a closed 
book. " Mention of the collection 
appeared nowhere in the Odessa 
Archive's published holdings guide and 
the Archives has no information on how 
it landed in Odessa. 

"The success of negotiations that 
culminated in the microfilming agree
ment," Dyck adds, "owed much to the 
contacts, skill and advice of Odessa 
radio broadcaster Svetiana Vishtalenko, 
whom I hired to help me." 

Assembled during the years of war, 
revolution and civil war from 1916 to 
1920 by secondary school teacher Peter 
Braun, the Molochna Mennonite 
archive is phenomenally rich in its 
records of leading Mennonite agricul
tural, administrative, educational, and 
alternative military service (Forstei) 
institutions. About fifty percent of the 
collection covers the first half of the 
nineteenth century. It includes almost 
complete personal, family, and official 
files of Johann Cornies, celebrated 
Russian Mennonie agricultural and 
educational modernizer and reformer, 
whose influence reached throughout the 



southern Ukraine. 
Only about 15 per cent of the files of 

the original collection were lost during 
the Romanian and German occupation 
of Odessa in the Second World War. A 
handful of the surviving files were 
seriously water-damaged, and efforts 
are undetway to have these restored in 
Kiev, the Archive Director has said. 

On his December visit to Odessa, 
Dyck found the Archives' photo labora
tory and restoration department in the 
midst of a major restoration of the 
Mennonite collection. Employees were 
removing the stitching of each file, 
restoring damaged pages, microfilming 
the contents, and then restitching the 
files. "This is a huge and significant 
undertaking," Conrad Grebel College 
President Rodney Sawatsky says, "de
serving of the gratitude and support of 
everyone interested in this area of 
research." 

Dr. Lawrence Klippenstein, Archi
vist-Historian of the Mennonite Heri
tage Centre, comments: "Ironically, the 
seizure of the collection by Soviet offi
cials in 1929 probably saved it from 
almost certain destruction during the 
Second World War." 

For further information, please con
tact Prof. Harvey L. Dyck, Chairman, 
Conrad Grebel College, University of 
Toronto Joint Research Program in 
Russian Mennonite Studies. Telephone: 
office (416)978-4054, home (416) 483-
9541. 

Ten reasons to have a 
garden this spring 

Almost everyone is able to tend a 
garden of one size or another. Unfortu
nately many people do not even bother 
with a garden. They apparently are 
unaware of the values of home garden
ing for themselves and the environment. 
Here are 10 reasons why gardening is 
important. 

1. Gardening helps connect people 
with the natural world. It helps us see 
how nature, upon which we all ulti
mately depend, works. As we toil to 
grow our own food, we can understand 
that nature offers "no free lunch." One 
reaps only what is sown. Most modern 

lifestyles hide these important prin
ciples. 

2. Gardening allows people to reduce 
or eliminate use of pesticides and inor
ganic fertilizers. With garden plots, 
labor-intensive methods can be used 
instead of chemicals, reducing pollution 
of ground water. 

3. Gardening helps conserve energy. 
Oil is conserved since gardeners do not 
need petro-chemical derived pesticides 
and fertilizers. Scientists calculate that 
it takes about ] 0 calories of energy 
input (mostly derived from oil) to pro
duce one calorie of food energy in the 
commercial energy-inefficient U.S. 
food system. Raising produce at home 
using mostly hand labor, one calorie of 
energy input will produce more than 10 
calories of food energy. Home garden
ing also eliminates energy needed to 
transport, process and package food
stuffs and helps solve landfill problems 
caused by over-packaging. 

4. Gardening helps reduce global 
warming caused by the build-up of such 
"greenhouse gases" as carbon dioxide 
(C02). Industrial agriculture and other 
industry add C02 to the air in large 
amounts as fossil fuels are burned. 
Since vegetables and fruits use C02 in 
the food-making process, gardeners 
help to remove excess C02 from the 
air. 

S. Gardening helps reduce air pollu
tion. Food grown at home needs no 
distribution by transportation systems 
that pollute the air. Engine exhaust 
includes nitrogen oxides, sulphur diox
ides, ground ozone, carbon monoxide 
and carbon dioxides. 

6. Gardening helps conserve soil. 
Composting, using raised beds and 
other similar techniques are easily done 
in home gardening. A properly main
tained home garden leaves little chance 
for soil erosion and deterioration. 

7. Gardening reduces your home 
food budget considerably. Money saved 
is available for church and mission 
support or other causes. 

8. Gardening is good exercise. When 
so many people have sedentary and 
high stress jobs, gardening provides 
needed physical exercise and is relaxing 
and rejuvenating. 

9. Gardening produces food that 

tastes better, is more nutritious and is 
free from toxic pesticides. You have 
probably tasted the difference between 
ripe organically home-grown straw
berries and hard, partly green pesticide
laced berries shipped in from miles 
away. Peas, sweet corn and even pea
nuts and popcorn from home gardens 
are tastier than commercial varieties. 

10. Gardening allows one to tend 
part of God's creation. As a gardener 
recognizes this fact, it can be a spiritual 
experience. Gardening helps a person 
foHow the commandment of God to 
care for the earth garden as recorded in 
Genesis 1 :29-30 (NIV) "Then God said, 
'I give you every seed-bearing plant on 
the face of the whole earth and every 
tree that has fruit with seed in it. They 
will be yours for food. And to all the 
beasts of the earth and all the birds of 
the air and all the creatures that move 
on the ground -- everything that has the 
breath of life in it -- I give every green 
plant for food.' And it was so." 

What a privilege for gardeners to 
participate in this divine plan. As you 
tend your garden this spring, remember 
that you are managing it for God and 
preserving God's good creation. 

-- Art Meyer, MCC U.S. Global 
Education. 

COMING EVENTS 

May 3: Mennonite Brethren Collegiate 
Institute Annual fund-raising banquet at 
the schooL 6:30 p.m. 

May 8-11: Westgate Mennonite Colle
giate senior students present "The 
Mikado" at the Gas Station Theatre. 
Call 775-7111. 
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THE POET'S WORD 

GRANDFATHER 
His clothes are baggy, weighted with spaghnum, 
fungi eat at his trouser cuffs, 
lichens have blotched the nubs of his fingers, 
and algae drift in the corner of his eyes. 
He is busy with a field of cedar posts 
fourteen to a row, shaking them rudely 
awake before he tightens the wires, 
replacing upper wires he has snapped 
in trying to get too much out of them, 
wresting the last of his strength from them, 
winching it around endposts 
as though to cut clean through. 

"Ten children went before in death 
and four grandchildren." 
He remembered them like row numbers. He 
wanted them to come from God, but they were names, 
orphans sleeping inside him 
like maps of another country yellowing 
in a foreign language, 
names separating at the foldlines. 

He accounted for each of us, the living, 
by forgetting our names, and then he forgot 
the road out of town to our berry farm, Dyke Road, 
and names of the children who had died. 
We tightened wires and tested posts alone, 
shook them gently in the long aisles, 
replaced with fewer words the far too many 
broken, held up by sagging wires. 

Missionary barrels 
thrift shops 
rag bins 
floor mops 
they all smell the same. 

-- Grace Warkentin 

I 



YOUR WORD 

Wille Friesen 
In his February commentary Roy Vogt 
mentions his grandfather Vogt, a 
minister of the Kronswiede church in 
Russia, who had met a colorful person 
by the name of Willy Friesen. 

I suppose Roy's record was in 
German and read "Wille" Friesen, and 
Roy assumed that the man's name was 
"Willy Friesen." Not so. His name 
was "Wille" Friesen, the Low German 
"Wille" meaning "Wild" or the 
"Wildman" Friesen. 

There are numerous accounts of his 
exploits. Once he had himself sewn an 
elaborate uniform and is to have 
appeared at court as a foreign 
ambassador. Before the First World 
War, Friesen spent some time in 
Canada and the United States, and 
briefly functioned as a revivalist 
evangelist. 

When I was a boy of 12 in Russia I 
met "Wille" Friesen once, under most 
unusual circumstances. Later Friesen 
emigrated to Canada, where he was 
widely known in Manitoba and 
Saskatchewan. He spent his last years 
in Winnipeg, destitute, and lived in the 
Salvation Army hostel on Logan 
Avenue. 
Victor Peters, 
Moorhead, Minnesota 

RENT-A-CAMCORDER 

Ideal for weddings 
or birthdays 

$19.95 
A DAY 

Ph. 338-0319 
Deposit required 

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

1143 Henderson Hwy. 
Ph. 338-0319 

Mennonite Literary 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. 

Bonaventure 
Travel Inc. 

Contact 

Darlene Kailer 

Ruth Wiebe 

477-4581 
FAX 4750494 

1-161 Stafford Street 

Winnipeg, MB. 

R3M2W9 

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

ASPHALT 

PAVING 

ASPHALT 

SUPPLY 

EQUIPMENT RENTALS 

237-6253 
29 Terracon Place 

Winnipeg, Manitoba 
R2J 483 

Westgate 

~ 
You are invited to participate! 

* Consider studying at Westgate Mennonite Collegiate 
* Annual Cyclathon, May 4 
* Operetta, The Mikado, May 9-12 
* Farewell Faspa for Erwin Strempler, May 23 
* Annual society meeting, May 27 
* Spring Concert, May 31 
* Graduation, June 26 
* Awards chapel, June 28. 

Together we can provide a Christian Education for our youth 

Westgate Mennonite Collegiate 
86 Westgate, Winnipeg 

Telephone 775 7111 
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Welcome to Matheson Island 

solid grey two-lane 
snakes its way north 
past Hecla 
and its rainbow 
striped, gold-eyed 
sun worshippers 
turns 
becomes 
ribbon of gravel 
through stalwart forest 
numb skeletons 
swarming swamp 
forsaken muskey 
past he rmit- hidden fishermen 
shacks glinting like treasure 
under spruce and pine 
it curves 
it winds 
it dips 
it ends 
suddenly 
there's no more road 
just a yawning Lake Winnipeg 
lapping at the rocks tumbling 
into excitable waves 

a fri endly hand waves from the far shore 
cable-ferried gently heaving 
across no-man's land 
the road continues 
(it doesn't go anywhere, of course) 
past sunburned children 
scrounging for red-luscious strawberries 
while bulldogs and sandtlies 
scrounge for their red-luscious blood 

This used to be called Snake Island, y'know 
so m any snakes here, y'know 
the island was full of 'em 
I r em ember waking up at night 
two snakes 
squirming on the windowsill 
and my baby in the crib 

I got out of here pretty fast 

it's not so bad now 
kids see a snake once a year, maybe 

past a secret sun 
worshippers' haven 
where laughing three- wheelers 
tear up the sand 
and smushy fishtlies 
wash up like foam 
(it doesn't go anywhere, of course) 
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past antennaed windows 
and plump-luscious gardens 
and whitefish turning/tasting 
gold in the smoke 
and tangled nets 
like spider webs gone mad 
and sauger heads 
rotting up a scream of greedy gulls 

ya 
he's bein' a good boy now 
sure was havin ' trouble with him though 
sneakin' over ther e 
pia yin , cards all the time 
And they don 'tjust play cards 

they're listenin ' to all that modern music too 
blaring so loud you can't see straight 
drinkin' and smokin' too 
Gosh, I can't stand that smokin' 
they think I'm stuck-up 
I'm not, got asthma, y'know 
chokes me up so I can't brea the 
that's all 
ya 
he's a good boy now 
long as he don 't go pia yin ' cards 
never done nobody any good 
eh, Pooch 
jus' no good for him 

past grandfather boats rocking 
in their sleep 
and foreign-foolish sails 
lazing in their gilt 
(it doesn't go anywhere, of course) 

past the gossiping Island Grocery 
and Tiny's cloistered shelves 
with their corntlakesandcoffeeand 
jars&jars of rainbow-colored 
sundancing candy 

they call him Tiny 
tiny he 's not 
perched like a maharajah 
behind the chipped-linoleum counter 
with cheerios and adidas joggers 
heinz ketchup andjordachejeans 
stanfield underpants and roger's syrup 
and flies 
clinging to the sweat 
on his abundant middle 
I shouldn't complain. he says 

past shrieking ledges 
and motherly branches pregnant 
with saskatoonraspberrieschokecherries 
and spitsour pincherries 
twisted senile roots 
poplar studs 
diamond willows 
gifts from wind and water 
around the northernmost tip 
and on to shale 
so smooth, so tlat 
so guarded and secretive 
you could build up the ruins 
of some ancient sun 
worshipping civilization 
(but, of course, it doesn't go anywhere) 
who wants to go anywhere 
when you're on Matheson Island? 

-- by Helen Baergen 

nodding at the black-haired womenandchildren 
hauling treaty boxes of pop, chips and boiling meat 
out to the waiting boats 
they're m y bread and butter, ye says 



Frad Oppname 
foon Agnes Waul 

Dee Lied enn Hosefeld weare fradlijch 
onn jachte sitj jeweenlijch nijch. Daut 
wea too aunstrenjent, daut eewje 
Jekaubel. Jemietlijcha jintj'et doarone, 
dochte de measchte Lied, buta fleijcht 
Kjieltje Jasch Jou Hiebats nijch. An 
wort nojerat daut see sitj maunjchmol 
doll worde onn noch soogoa sea. Daut 
wea soo aus wann see sitj nijch soo 
rajcht festone kunne. Aus aare Kjinja 
noch kjleen weare jintj'et noch, oba aus 
dee eascht aula fonn tus weare, jriest'et 
ut mett dee Beid. Daut wort jieden 
Dach oaja. Dee Nobasch duade daut' et 
opplatst wudd Schlaajerie jawe ooda 
soogoa irjent waut noch Schlemmret. 

Ditt wea jrod enn dee tiet wua dee 
Hosefelda eenen nieen Pdidja kjreaje. 
Pradja Dertjse, een gooda Maun. 'Et 
diad nijch lang batt hee dee Rad fonn 
Kjieltje Hiebats head. Dee Jemeenderot 
fruach am aus hee nijch no Hiebats 
gone wudd ann doa Ordninj schaufe. 
Faasejchtshaulwe sull hee Preemtje 
Hilbraunt mettniime, wiels dee wist 
sootoosaje auIes waut enne Ommjiiajent 
faajintj. Hee wea uck Faasenja onn 
kjannd wiet onn breet aulem. Butadiim 
wea hee Priidja Dertjse sien kjleena 
Fada. 

Hiebats kjitjte toom Fensta rut onn 
sage Priidja onn Fiiasenja aunkome. 
Dee Hiebatsche kroagd an fuats eene 
groote Stow nenn. Hiebat selfst saut 
aul doa mett siene Brell opp, onn dee 
opne Biebel oppe Schoot. Aus see 
eascht aula saute, naum dee Hiebatsche 
uck noch iia Kjnettijch faa. AuIes wea 
stell onn friidlijch. Een batje too stell. 
Saje deede Hiebats nuscht. 

Pradja Dertjse wist nijch fuats, woo 
hee mett dam Friid oppniime aunfange 
sull. Hee hoost en biit ann muak sitj 
diin Hauls rein. Donn siid hee enn 
siene baste Pradjastemm, "Daut Liiwe 
kaun sea schwoa senne, uck daut 
Eheleben. Daut haft siene schwoate 
Siede onn ess nijch emma Ieijcht. Oba 
mett de Tiet sull daut gone. Daut 

schient soo, aus wann daut bie junt 
nijch soo ess onn doabie sennt jie nu 
aul iiwa dartijch Joa befriet. Etj well 
nijch too nieschiarijch senne, oba mott 
junt doch fro age aus jie enn junem 
Eheleben Triibsal ha'?" (Priidja Dertjse 
bruckt emma en poa huagdietsche Wead 
wann hee wiim femone must). 

Hiebats kjitjte am bioos aun. 
Preemtje Hilbraunt naum nu daut 

Wuat. "Maunjchmol heat Eena bie junt 
Iud rade onn daut sennt nijch scheene 
plautdietsche Wead waut jie doa saje. 
Jie nane junt Op, Asel onn Stintjkaut 
ooda uck Eltj. Tierenomes sennt fe 
Tiere, nijch fe Mensche. Daut ess je 
meist sao's jefleatjt wann jie soo rade. 
Dentjt junt mol nenn , wann dee Kjinja 
emm Darp soowaut oopschnacke. 
Soont well jie doch nijch?" 

Hiebats siide uck hiatoo nuscht. 
Priidja Dertjse funk wada aun. "Doa 

woat fetalt daut jie, Oomtje Hiebat, 
june Fru mett' e Atjs soogoa dee Fortj 
hinjaraun weare. Daut lat nijch 
schmock, goanijch schmock. Eena 
mott mett Frulied aare Netje Jedult ha' . 
Mie ess daut too wadre daut etj ditt hia 
soo saje mott. Onn eenmol fua jie mett 
aa oppe Stap ann see must ute Koa 
riitkrupe ann too Foot no Hus gone. 
Doa woat uck jesajcht -- oba etj kaun 
ditt meist nijch jleewe -- daut jie aa 
eenmol soogoa nom Mestacka jebrocht 
haude ... " 

Preemtje Hilbraunt unjabruak 
iewrijch, "Onn jie, Mummtje 
Hiebatsche, junt sach etj selfst mol woo 
jie junem Oomtje dee jebrodne Kjieltje 
ferre Feet schmeete, blooss wiels hee 
Blott nennklofft . Daut wea nijch 
leeftolijch fonn ju'. Ess daut soo daut 
jie am mett'm Kjiitel heetet Wota 
hinjaraunrande? Onn daut jie am 
eenmol goot mett en Stetj Brennholt 
feduckte, aus hee oppe Rubentj lach 
onn Meddachschlop hilt?" 

Wada wea rajcht rein nuscht fonn 
Hiebats too heare. 

"Wie sennt nijch jekome ju' 
aulahaunt faatooschmiete , " siid dee 
Priidja nu. "Wie kaume hia han toom 
junt beriide daut jie junt nijch 
emmawiiarent jachte selle. Welle daut 
fonndoag opprieme." 

Aules wea musstell bie Hiebats enne 
groote Stow. 

Pradja Dertjse hold noch mol aun 
onn fruach diretjt, "Waut saj jie 
hiatoo?" 

Oomtje Hiebat klaupt dee Biebel too 
onn Uid dee langsomm opp'm Desch. 
Donn kjitjt hee siene Fru awre Brell 
aun onn sad, "Mutta, ha' wie ons aul 
mol jetsankt?" 

"Niemols , " siid see. Onn kjnett 
wieda. mm 

South Winnipeg 
Kinderschule Inc. 

Registrations are now being 
accepted for the South Winnipeg 
Kinderschule Inc., a licensed non
profit English-German bilingual 
nursery school for three and four 
year old children, located at 14000 
Pembina Highway in the Hope 
Lutheran Church. 

Previous knowledge of German 
not required . Children are 
introduced to the German 
Language and Culture through 
physical and musical activities, as 
well as through social and 
intellectual interaction in a 
comfortable and fun-filled 
environment. 

For information call 474 5019. 
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OUR WORD 

The transformation of Canada 
Our country is currently undergoing some profound changes, 
prompted by a federal government with a continental vision 
and by the province of Quebec, which has its own vision. It 
is difficult to say which of these visions threatens Canada 
most. I am inclined to the view that the federal government's 
attempt to meld our economy with that of the United States 
will change our nation more than any adjustments we may 
make to accommodate Quebec. 

The free trade agreement with the United States is already 
having a profound impact on our basic social and economic 
institutions, and will undoubtedly destroy virtually everything 
that distinguished us from our neighbor. The agreement was 
inspired by an extreme, uniquely American market philos
ophy which is foreign to our own history and is repudiated by 
most industrial nations today, including Japan and Germany. 
The latter espouses a social market economy which un
ashamedly defends high taxes in order to support generous 
health and education programmes, proving that economic 
growth and generous social programmes are not natural 
enemies. Unfortunately, we have bought the American 
vision, which places prime emphasis on economic efficiency 
and pits it against social generosity, and we are already 
paying the price. Accommodating Quebec may affect our 
social and economic policies as well, but not nearly as much, 
I suggest, as our wholehearted embrace of the American 
economy. While Quebec is different from the rest of Canada, 
in terms of government (read "citizen") support of social 
programmes it is perhaps even more Canadian, and 
unAmerican, than the rest of Canada. 

I believe that Quebec's desire to run its own affairs as 
much as possible is entirely understandable and should not be 
opposed too vigorously by us.Nation states have not been 
around a long time, and many of them were artificial cre
ations from the start. What is happening in Yugoslavia, the 
Soviet Union, Czechoslovakia, and in many other countries 
around the world today, including Canada, is a sign that the 
natural communities of people -- which centre around such 
basic human institutions as language, kinship, and religion -
were not well served by the western invention of national 
states.On the basis of reasonable negotiations with Quebec we 
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should be able to retain the economic and social benefits of 
cooperation without thwarting the cultural aspirations of 
Quebec. 

What remains troublesome is: the continuing neglect of 
native concerns (they were here first, after all, and deserve 
to have their unique rights recognized before anybody else), 
the very real problems of trying to change Canada without 
harming our basic social and economic institutions, and -
most irritatingly -- the rhetoric that accompanies much of the 
debate. Why do we constantly have to blame somebody for 
the coming separation? I am reminded of a married couple 
that chooses to separate, and promises initially to do so in a 
reasonable, adult manner. Almost inevitably the reasonable
ness disappears,accusations are made and both the couple and 
their friends are subjected to an agonizing round of argu
ments, none of which solve anything. Will we ever get 
beyond that in our national debate? Possibly, but the whole 
thing is not helped by a media which thrives on the most 
unreasonable elements, driving us to forsake the evening 
news for the relative sanity of Cheers. 

Ten years down the road I believe we will see that in the 
last decade or so of the twentieth century Canada was 
changed fundamentally -- not so much by the aspirations of 
Quebec but by a radically new willingness to let the market 
determine our social, economic, and political priorities. By 
buying the American dream we may discover that we bought 
more glitter -- and perhaps even greater efficiency -- but 
much that was important in Canada , which made us care for 
each other through non-market institutions, will have been 
sacrificed. It is this possibility that should concern us much 
more today than the challenge posed by Quebec, and it is 
around this issue, and the concerns of our native people, that 
more commission hearings should be held. By constantly 
warning us that Quebec may change Canada, the federal 
government conveniently diverts attention from the tremen
dous, detrimental changes it has set in motion through its own 
actions and neglect. 

- Roy Vogt 



WARKENTIN & CALVER 
Barristers and Solicitors 

Notaries Public 

ERWIN P. WARKENTIN B Th, llb 

N-3025 Ness Avenue 
at Sturgeon Road 
Winnipeg, Manitoba, R2Y 2J2 

Bus 885 4452 
Res 786 5048 

FAX 837 9021 

There' s no better time for your insurance ... 
For over 30 years Manitobans have relied on 
G.K. Braun for complete professionnl insurance 
services including: 
- Tenants and condominium pnckages 
• Travel insurance - Homeowner's insurance 
_ Commercial insurance - Life insurance 
_ Bonds - Autopac 
Ask nbout our senior's discounts and monthly payment plans! 

G.K. BRAUN Insurance Services 9426171 
301-171 Donald (beside Sheraton). Rosenort office. 786 8411 

Winnipeg Building & 
Decorating Ltd. 

GENERAL CONTRACTORS -----------------------

• A COMPLETE REMODELLING SERVICE. 

DONALD T. MacANGUS ---- HENRY THIESSEN 
DAVID MacANGUS 

56 Ellen Street, Winnipeg, telephone 942 6121 

John 
Fehr 
Insurance 

1050 HENDERSON HIGHWAY 
WINNIPEG, MANITOBA R2K 2M5 

For all your insurance needs 

Ken Peters 

Derksen 

338- 7811 

Plumbing 
& Heating 

(1984) LTD. 

807 Mcleod Ave., Winnipeg, Man. 

• Commercial 
• Residential 
• Renovations and Repairs 

CaU668-4450 

WINTER'S AUTO BODY LTD. 
- - - --- SPECIALIZIN G IN ------

ALL MAKES OF CARS ~ 

• AUTO BODY LC~~. EFFICIEN T 

REPAIRS ~". ;S' SERVICE 
& PA INTING !:... . ASSURED 

. 786-6695 

(e,y_~~a.~) 
1010 ARLINGTON 

(1 Blk. North 01 William) 
Winnipeg, Manitoba 

TelfJphone 957 0050 FAX 9570840 

David G. Unruh 
Herbert J. Peters John R. Braun 

Aikins , MacAulay & Thorvaldson 
Barristers & Solicitors 

30th Floor. 360 Main Street 
Commodity Exchange Building 
Winnipeg, Manitoba R3C 4Gl 

Your Personal 
Financial Advisor 

OFFERING YOU 
* Relirement and Estale Planning 
* Investment for Capital Growth 
* Income Tax Counselling 
* Brokered AnnUities 

ART KROEKER 
ICG Building 

444 SI. Mary Avenue 
Winnipeg R3C 3T? 

* Life and Di sability Insurance 

IIlVBstors 
Group 

Bus. 943-6828 twoRrIR()A..lOURExPfR'lENC( 

WAREHOUSE DIRECT - SAVING YOU MORE 
Shop ECONOTEX for Home-Sewing needs 

REMNANTS 
By the Pound 

FABRICS 
By the Meter 
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