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easonsBest 
to you from us at SAFEWAY 
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Enqlish Preci<iion 
A Frenchman wah describing his ex

perience studing English_ "When I 
discovered that if I was quick and fast, 
that if I spent 100 freely I was fast and 
th at not to eat '/,as to fast , I was 
discouraged." 

" But then I coille across this sentence-
'The first one won one one-dollar prize,' I 
gave; up." 

P"per Crust 
Moth". on a picnic winl the fam ily: 
",I 'Jnnny, where i" you r paper plate?" 
,Johnny: "or,! I thought that was lhe pie 
cru st I" 

TD Medication 
Aft er bravely refusing a painkiller, trle 

pat ien t explainecj to the dentist: " I'm 
trying to t ranscend dental medication ." 

-------------------------

LOEWEN PIANOS LTD* 
SPECIALIZING IN QUALITY NEW 

AND USED PIANOS. 

Kawai Grand and Console Pianos 
- Kawai Organs-

We rent all our instruments 
with pu rch ase option 

2630 Portage Ave. 832 .. 6174 

Robert t.oewen 
1--- --_ .. _ ____________ __ _ _ ________________ . __ __ ._ 

....---------_ •. 

If you cue movln9 o.nd want to cho.i'!ge Y<.:>1JI o.ddress, or CUI? 

writing to the mi//(ll for some other reason, please Include o.n 
address label from 0 bMk !SSIlE>, or !nclude your post~" cod<~. 

OUI reco rd sy:stem Is built around the code. 

help us 
to help you 

millOI mix-up 

STAFE 

D~TIJ 
ROGLY 
[I I 01 
VIGG IN I ' 
[=a::IIT~J J 

CRI PEN 

PERMEATE THE 
FESTIVE SEASON 

The recent disruption of the 
post al system has made it im
possible to pick a' winner for -the 
past two contests . If sufficient en
tries come iri within the next month 
for the October and November 
contests , the M irror will pick one. 

The letters are to be rear ranged 
and written in the squar es to form 
real words . Letters which fall into 
squares with cir'cles are to be 
arranged to complete t he answer 
at the bottom of the puzzle. 

A winner wi ll be drawn at random 
from among all the correct entries, 
and a cash prize will be awarded. 

Entries must be sent to the 
Mirror Office by January 20, 
1976. 

Name __ . . . ___ . _________ _ . ___ __ ____ _ 

Address . __ . . _ . _ . _ . _ .. . __ . ____ ... __ 

Town/city __ . ____ . . . _ . _ . . _ . . __ .. _ . __ 

Postal Code . ... _ . _ . . __ . . __ . .. _ .. . .. 

Send your entries to: 
Mix-Up, Mennonite Mirror, 
203-818 Portage Avenue, 
Winnipeg, Man_ R3G 0111 4 
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®ur 
atl1ristmas 

c&ift 
to 

Wou! 

With any books ordered 
from this advertisement 

we will include 
absolutely free 

any 52.50 book 
listed here. 

Offer expires Dec. 20, 1975 

DIRECT MAIL OR 
PERSONAL SHOPPING ONLY 
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BOOKS 
BY 
MENNONITE 
AUTHORS 

Hoehen und Tiefen 303 pages, soft cover. Author 
Maria Winter-Loewen writes about difficult times 
in post-revolutionary Russia. True story, · mostly 
autobiographical, with some poetry by the author. 
$6 postpaid. 

Hoehen und Tiefen, 2 Band This is a sequel to 
the first edition by the same author. 261 pages. $6 
postpaid. 

Verbannung nach Siberien Joint English and 
German. By Anita Pries. True life experiences of a 
woman who spent 10 years in the Stalin concen
tration camps. The author, now living in Win
nipeg, writes: "Many of my fellow-sufferers have 
not gained feedom ; unable to sur'live the rigors of 
raw existance they slumber in mass graves 
awaiting eternity. " $3.50 postpaid . 

Eine Deputationsreise von Ruszland nach 
Amerkia 95 pages. Originally published in i897. 
This is the diary of one of the original Mennonite 
delegates from Russia to North America in 1873. 
Author is Leonhard Sudermann. $2.50 postpaid. 

In Search of Freedom 47 pages, soft cover. By 
Leonhard Sudermann. This book is a trans lation 
of the above. $2.50 postpaid. 

The Mennonites of Western Canada By Rev. 
Gerhard Lohrenz. Volumes have been written on 
Mennonite history. This book tells it all in 52 easy
to-read pages. Only $2.50. 

Lost in The Steppe 354 pages, hard cover. 
Translation from the best-sell ing German. Author 
is Arnold Dyck, formerly the best-known writer on 
the Prairies. This is considered to by Arnold 
Dyck's autobiography, written in story form; set
ting is the Mennonite villages on the Ukrainian 
steppes. $9.95. 

1m Dienste des Meisters German poems by the 
late Isaac P. Friesen , minister at the Mennonite 
Church at Rosthern . Band 1, 138 pages, $2.50. 
Band 2, 186 pages, $2.50. 

Reflections on our Heritage The history of Stein
bach and the East Reserve. A 1973 winner of the 
Margaret McWilliams medal , community history 
category. An ideal gift. Hard cover binding, 373 
pages, profusely illustrated . $7.95. 

ALL PRICES POSTPAID 
Order directly from 

DERKSEN PRINTERS 
Steinbach, Manitoba 



Compliments of 
Central Canadian 
Structures, Ltd. 

2245 McGillvray 

Winnipeg, Manitoba 

Walter Voth 
Telephone: 475-9012 _1-. . ___ 1..£ I 

HarryGie~ 

The GREATESTWuy 
TO SEE NORTH AMERICA 

CHOOSE FROM 4 -
MAGNIFICENT TOURS! 

Escorted TolS Indud .. : Na.h'04Ua ,.Oay-
10na B.ach , DllneyworkJ, Florid. , Se. 
Wodel • wat,rtMWI , Cypress Gardenl , 
Busch Garden. & Fort L.ud.rd .... 

,,'''AltrUIt'.: 
Jion. 10, J.n. 24, 

Feb. 7 .nd M.rch 13/ 78 

Complete PadUige Tours Indude: 
Transportation via Luxurious Motor

. coach for entire Sightseeing Tour; Pre>
fessiona l Tour Drivers and Hosts (or 
Hostesses); First Class Hotels; Bell 
Boys; pius Interesting side Tours. 

Phone Circle Tours Ltd. 

775-8046 
or .. e your Travel Agent 

About Our Summer I. F.111976 

FOR FREE INFORMATION ON THE 
TOUR OF YOUR CHOICE, 
COMPLETE AND MAIL COUPON 
TODAYI 
Reaerve Now: Clip 8. Mall ................................................................... ~ 

~ ~ CIRCLE TOURS L TO_ l 
Q ~ 301 e urn" St., W Innlp4JQ Man. R3Q 2M ~ 

~ ! Nama ! 
E ~ ... ddr..... . ...... ~ 

~II..~;.~ .~~~~.~~.; ..... :::: .. ~~.~.~.~.~~~ .•.•. ~ .... ~ ... :~ ..... .1 
mI .. . R.t •• , O.te. Now Available. 
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The cover this month is by artist 
Lorena Reimer and it re lates to the 
"Our Word" editorial on page 29. 

This is an enlarged edition of the 
Mirror to com memorate the 
festive season. Our next issue will ' 
come out in the new year and may 
be another large edition to cover 
January and February. 
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President and editor. Roy Vogt ; vice-president 
and managing editor. Edward L. Unrau; 
treasurer, Arkie Wiens; secretary, David 
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Business committee: Rudy Friesen. Rick Mar
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Greetings and Best Wishes 
to our Members and Friends. 

Crosstown Credit Union Limited 
171 Donnld Street 1110 Henderson Hwy. 
947-1243 Winnipeg 338-9349 

Serving People of Mennonite Faith in Manitoba 

This Winter CP Air offers you weekly 
nonstop service to Amsterdam with 

connections to Germany. 
Come fly with CP Air and let us take you 

to Germany. 
We can whisk you away any week on 

one of our beautiful orange CP Air jets 
nonstop to Amsterdam . We can arrange 
connections to Frankfurt, Dusseldorf, Hamburg, 
Munich and most other centres inGermany. 

You can also take advantage of our 
low-cost 22/45 day excursion airfares. Wh ich 
means you don't have to reserve months 
ahead . Or put down a deposit. 
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And whichever CP Air flight you 
choose, your trip will be sweetened by 
multi-lingual flight professionals who are some 
of the most friendly and skillful people in the 
sky. 

So call your travel agent . Or CP Air . 
And enjoy an airline with a reputation 

for service you won't soon forget . 

Orange ;s Beautiful. 
CPAir~ 



Post Office gossip, 
family rituals, 

and homemade presents 

A visit to hometown revives 
memories of the Advent season 

by Elizabeth Peters 
A dull November day is drawing to a 
close. The sin ister c louds. driven across 
a leaden sky by the autumn winds, i. . 
tensify the gloom so characterist ic of 
the hour when the mel low afternoon 
fades gently into purple nigh t. Farther 
down the street in th e litt le Southern 
Manitoba town , the bare branches of a 
row of shivering t rees reach up to the 
foreboding sky beseechingly, as if 
begging a boon from the heavens to 
relieve the dismal bleakness below. Then 
suddenly, as though relenting, the sun 
bursts through the glowering cloudbank 
in the western horizon - for a fleeting 
moment it s slanting rays animate the 
rows of houses and the cluster of trees, 
delineating their silhouettes with 
exaggerat ed sharpness against the 
murky sky. Fitfully as it came, the bright 
yellow light dies away, and the street 
becomes lifeless and empty again . 

Strange that it should be so - it never 
used to be " empty" when I was a child 
here. I look about me almost t imidly 
while I rest my arms on the stone railing 
of the post-office steps. Just why I am 
standing here I really don't know. 
Perhaps it's the nostalg ia inherent in the 
season that has stirred in me the 
peculiar desire to visit my " hometown" 
once more , despite the painful 
awareness that I am no longer a part of 
this bustling community which was _,nce 
just a sleepy little Manitoba town . 
This was the scene of my childhood. I 

hardly dare to glance into the street 
before me, for here, at the spot where a 
new road cuts into a wide property, our 
house used to be. To us it was a 
beautiful house, and no one ever thoug ht 
that it was actually very old and most un

fashionable , and that it desperately 
needed a coat of pain t. We only knew 

that it had many windows, around which 
the vines of the Virginia creeper outside 
gently swayed, bringing comfort to us 
within ; that it was bright and airy, and 
above all , jolly and friendly, even on 
dreary winter evenings when the wind 
shook and rattled the doors and win
dows. Undaunted by the draughts, we 
put another half pail of coal into the 
Quebec heater, whereupon it turned a 
glowing red and radiated comfortable 
warmth to the members of the 
househOld. Cosily, we sat around the 
large dining room table within the circle 
of warm light that streamed from the 
mantle-lamp hanging from the ceiling 
above it. 
We had just immigrated to Canada and 

had put down our first tiny roots in this , 
at that time, tiny town, when the world 
depression broke in 1929. The old house 
which meant so much to us had been 
bought under the most adverse con
ditions in the most adverse of times. I 
gaze forlornly at the spot in the street 
where it stood for many happy years, full 
of good cheer and the warmth of home. 
Of sturdy build, it was moved out to 
some prairie farm when the town 
acquired the property on which it 
proudly stood , the oldest and perhaps 
most solid of the houses on the street. It 
is gone; and not all of us who filled it 
with life and laughter are here today. 
How the town has changed! Across the 

avenue where the tall bell tower used to 
be, a fine new " town hall" has been built, 
and the homey sounds of its jangling 
bell have been replaced by a howling 
siren . Admittedly the sound of the bell 
did not carry as far as the modern Siren, 
but its ringing indicated the time of day 
in a melodious manner to the many who 
were not in the proximity of a clock, for 
wrist-watches could be afforded by the 

privileged few only. Sometimes the bell 
tolled excitedly during a fire or flood, and 
brought out the fire-brigade which at the 
time consisted of only one water-pump, 
manned by volunteers. Almost with a 
feeling of resentment I appraise the 
brand new, bright red, chrome-trimmed 
firetruck which is parked beside the 
town-hall - truly an eye-catching piece of 
equipment of which the town may be 
justly proud. And yet, I suffer a twinge of 
regret when I think of the old pump - how 
the men used to toil in order to hurl the 
widest, thickest spray of water hissing 
into the flames, accompanying their ef
forts with most expressive invectives, In 
Low German, of course. 
So much has changed! The p'ost office 

where I am standing-is a red-brick struc
ture with massive cement steps and an 
iron railing set in thick stone slabs. A 
smile comes to my lips as I recall the 
post-office building of my childhood 
days. It was located across the back lane 
from us and occupied the front quarters 
of a private home. The tiny "waiting 
room" had one wall lined with a few 
shelves containing rows of mail boxes, 
although few people could afford to rent 
one. The ones who couldn't, received 
their mail marked "general delivery," 
Every day the townspeople and farmers 
of the vicinity crowded into the post
office after the mail cart having met the 
noon train, returned from the station. 
Most of them were not really expecting 
letters - their correspondence generally 
consisted of an occasional parcel from 
Eaton's mail-order. But, of course, the 
mail was not the point of issue anyway. 
The post-office was a great place for 
meeting friends, picking up juicy bits of 
local news, eating sunflower seeds, and 
socializing. Once the "visiting" was pret
ty well done, the waiting customers sud-
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denly remembered that they were in a 
great hurry, and impatiently spluttered at 
the wicket : "Isaak, jeff me emol de 
Post! " "Isaak" returned th e peremptory 
tone with a grumpy " Nothin g for you -
you never get any mail anyway !" 
The iovely large house across the street 

from us is still there, however. In my time 
it was occupied by a joll y youngish 
family who were highly esteemed in t he 
community because they were refin ed 
and knew how to live graciously. When 
they found the winters too cold, our en
tire street deplored their moving to a 
warmer climate. A very large family next 
moved into the house; there were 15 
children, and refinement was not their 
main attribute. Conversations were of 
necessity carried on in fort e fortissimo. 
In the summer months we were forced to 
assume the listener's role, for every 
word echoed across to us. Their bed 
time rituals were always a source of 
great fun to us, and we made it a point, 
taking care that our mother didn 't find us 
out , to sit on our front steps around 9 
o'clock. Promptly at the tone of the town 
bell, the father began rounding up the 
children, in staggered sections, ac
cording to age. " Peta, Jihaun on Trin -
schlopen gohnen!" A few minutes later, 
a little louder, " Obraum, Isaak on Jreet -
feetwauschen! " Usually most of the 15 
had to be summoned two or three times , 
culminating in the stentorian summons: 
"Hurry up! I said 'come at once', and I 
mean 'come at once. ' A box on the ear 
would smarten you up! " And frequently 

it did. The lovely old house is empty now 
- grey and mute, it squints across at me, 
the skeleton of it s glorious past . 

A wide cement walk goes right past the 
place where our house used to be. 
" Sidewalk" they call it now, but we 
always referred to it as " footstich " or 
" footpath. " At that time it consisted of 
narrow boards nailed onto 6-inch 
wooden planks set on their side, so that 
one actually walked at an elevation of 6 
inches from the ground. I recall vividly an 
anecdote concerning one of the town's 
" characters" and his difficulty with the 
sidewalk . He was a most pleasant per
son, but work did not agree with him and 
it was only by dint of his watchful em
ployer that he got any of it done at all. 
When he did finish a week's work , it was 
his habit to indulge himself somewhat in 
the hotel beer-parlor on pay-day, before 
going home, so that the cheque would 
not fall into the hands of his anxiously 
waiting spouse, mother of 10. One Friday 
evening the village constable en
countered him , picking his way along the 
sidewalk, carefully placing one foot on 
the walk and the other on the ground 
beside it. "Why do you walk with one 
foot on the sidewalk and the other on the 
ground?" asked the constable. "Oh, is 
that what I'm doing?" beamed the old 
man . " I'm so glad you told me - I thought 
one of my legs had become shorter! " 

Suddenly the lights flash on in the 
modern windows in the street to my 
right. Already there are Christmas 
displays beautifully set up, and people 

crowding in at the store entrances. Very 
likely they heard the daily message on 
the radio or televi s ion : "Th ink Christ
mas! Only 25 shopping days t ill Chri st
mas! " Obediently young and o ld alike 
follow the urgent appeal, and submit to 
the nightmare of shopping , made dif
ficult by the wide range of beautiful , g lit
tering merchandise, beckoning in the 
windows, for "Wer die Wahl hat , hat die 
Qual. " 

Christmas shopping was one problem 
with which we were not confronted. 
Presents were given only to the parents, 
in our case, only to our mother, since our 
father was not living. Of necess it y, they 
were usually handmade , although 
storebought articles were held in much 
higher esteem than handcrafted things 
so popular today. I remember my sisters 
diligently working at little embroideri es 
in graat secrecy. My older brother, who 
at 17 tried to shoulder the responsibility 
of our father who had died so young, 
cheerfully furnished the major part of the 
gifts by his skillful use of the fretsaw 
and his artistic talents in sketching and 
painting. Only now do I realize how hap

py we were and how wonderful was the 
art of giving in those years when there 
was very little to give. 

Every year we carefully wrote out the 
long list of things we ardently desired, 
knowing full well they could not be 
realized. Once or twice our hopes were 
fullfilled , to our great joy. We were young 
then and could not know what sacrifices 
had been made to bring about our hap-

Business and professional directory 

G. K. BRAUN & ASSOCIATES LTD. 
Insurance Agents & Consultants 

171 Donald St .. Rm. 403 

Winn ipeg . Manitoba R3C 1 M4 

All Lines of Insurance 
Also Motor Vehicle Registration 

(8y~] 
Phone 942-6171 

Announcement 

Rudy P. Friesen, M.R.A.I.C., 
wishes to announce the establishment of his . 
new architectural practice: 

Rudy P. Friesen, Architect 
PH 7-200 Ronald 51. Winnipeg. Canada R3J 3J3 
(204) 885-3352 
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BARRISTERS & SOLICITORS 

608 Somerset Place 

294 Portage Avenue 

WINNIPEG 1. MANITOBA 

Telephone 942·7247 
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Riddell 
& Co. 

Chartered Accountants 
1200-220 Portage Avenue 

Winnipeg,Manitoba 
R3COA9 

Telephone 957-1770 
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piness. I remember my utter surprise and 
ecstacy one Christmas when I found 
beside my plate a big doll that could 
open and shut it s eyes, and which had, 
as specia l proof o f quality and elegance 
a red silk ribbo n with the inscription 
"Eaton 's Beauty" on its gossamer white 
dress. 
Chri stmas is so slow, it just doesn't 

seem to come c loser at all , and Rempel's 
Sus, who lives two houses away from us, 
often comes over to while away the time, 
and to play " Mensch Argere Dich Nicht " 
with us. "Blind Man's Buff " is much 
more fun, but is frown ed upon in winter 
because the coal-oil lamps are such a 
fire hazard, and we are frequently ad
monished: " Nich wadda toben!" Sus, 
who is rather easy-going at other times, 
now ad vo cates implicit obedience , 
because she has heard of several 
children who were bypassed by the 
"Naetklos" for just such small 
misdemeanors as " Blind Man's Buff." Of 
course, in our home it is !he " Weihnacht
smann" who brings the gifts, and we 
assume he is of milder humour. Never
theless we des ist from playing the wild 
game, because Sus, who is several years 
older, maintains that the " Naetklos" and 
the " Weihnachtsmann" are all "Frin
dschaft" - close relatives! 

At last the date on the lumberyard 
calendar with the picture of an apple tree 
in full bloom, shading a very red barn , 

S 

clearly states we have reached the 24th 
of December. Our house fairly gleams af
ter the week's scrubbing, scouring and 
polishing that has been carried on 
energ etically by our mother and older 
sisters. My little brother and I have fill ed 
the woodbox to the last inch , and have 
melted so much snow in the boiler at the 
back of the cookstove that we will surely 
not run out of soft water during the 
holidays. The smell of plumemoos and 
baked ham tantalizes the nostril s, and on 
the shiny oilcloth on the kitchen tab le a 
big batch of freshly baked Zwiebaeck
chen are cooling . When they are cool 
enough to eat we may each sample one 
after spreading it with home-churned 
butter - something we are not allowed to 
do ordinarily , because butter is not 
necessary on buns which are made with 
butter. Invariably our moth 3r will ask: 
" Are they edible or didn 't they turn 
out?", knowing all the while that they are 
wonderful , of cours e, for aren't they 
Christmas Zwi ebaec kchen? Th ank 
goodness the cumbersome bathing 
procedure has been successfully ac
complished. In winter the weekly baths 
pose a hardship, since they must be 
taken in the draughty kitchen near the 
stove, in the round galvanized tin 
washtub. The tub has to be brought in 
from the shed, fill ed with heated water 
from the boiler, and emptied aga in pail 
by pail , after every bather. 

Early in the afternoon our older brother 
brings in a t iny ,evergreen which he and 
ou r mother have selected, after many 
deliberat ions. " A little one, because it 
takes up less room," we are told, 
although we all know it was chosen 
because it was the cheapest . Joyfully we 
run to meet them, and cannot resist 
" medd ling " whil e the tree is decorated, 
and will hang orn aments on the bran 
ches in a most " inarti stic manner" as our 
art istic brother call s it - yet he never 
changes any of ou r " decoratim". At the 
very last the white tallow candles are put 
into the holders; we " little ones" admire 
our beautiful tree and sniff the fragrance 
of the pine-need les because they smell 
"so wondrously" of Christmas. Sus 
comes over for a minute to have a look at 
our tree. She does so furtively, because 
her parents consider a Christmas tree to 
be sinful , although they are not a whit 
narrow-minded in other respects, and 
make fin e neighbours. We feel terribly 
sorry for Sus, for what is Christmas 
without a tree. 

At last darkness falls., and it is truly 
Chri stmas Eve. Everyone wears his best 
on thi s holiest of all holy nights. I have a 
new dark green dress made from my 
oldest sister's old one. It was pieced in 
several places, but I feel very "straum" in 
it , and after the shine on our shoes has 
been given a last rub, we two younger 
children race to the nearby church in or-

winter 1975/76 
Bahamas .Acapulco· Mazatlon ·Cuba· Hawaii ·Jamaica 

JAMAICA
ACAPULCO 
MAZATLAN 
HAWAII -

Departures every Saturday -
Departures every Monday -
Departures every Monday -
Departures every Friday -

(Hawaii offers one and two island holidays -
days) 

from $489.00 
from $459.00 
from $408.00 
from $569.00 

16 nights, 17 

CUBA - Departures every Saturday - from $599.00 
(Sold out until March for Cuba Departures) 

Your Sunf/ight holiday includes return transportation, transfers between airport and 
hotel, and hotel accomodations. 

775·0271 

ASSINIBOINE TRAVEL SERVICE L TO. 
219-818 Portage Ave_ 
Winnipeg. Manitoba 

775·0271 

mennonite mirror 1 december 1975/9 



der to be in our seats in time. Restlessly 
our eyes search the pews . yes, there 
they are, our mother and our brother and 
our sisters. They have only just come, for 
I see tiny snowstars glisten for a 
moment in my mother's black hair before 
they melt away. 
There Is the usual rasp ing sound of 

scraping feet, and I hear Sus' mother say 
in an audible whisper: "Heat , waut 
schurjelt daut wadda!" Then we sing and 
pray and recite our verses, and one of the 
very little ones is holding his letter up
sidedown anyway for the acrostic , in
spite of all the practice. Mr. William 
Klassen and another man light the can
dies on the tall tree. The candles right at 
the top cannot be reached, and they are 
lighted with a burning candle tied to a 
long wooden rod. There is a heavy smell 
of wax and pine, and then the candles 
have all burned down as we sing "0 Tan
nenbaum." Every child receives a little 
brown paperbag full of nuts and candy, 
and there is a great crunching and 
rustling as everybody compares the con 
tents with his neighbour's, just to make 
sure they are even. No one pays much at
tention to the closing prayer, because 
we ,are suddenly in a great hurry to go 
home and "put upour plates," 
The older members of the family 

received their gifts on Christmas Eve, 
but we could pick out the most beautiful 
plate in the cupboard and set it under the 
tree before we went to bed. Naturally we 
were much too excited to sleep, and rose 
at unheard of hours - I don 't believe I ever 
managed to stay in bed much after 4 
o'clock. The timing for finding our gifts -
I purposely do not use "opening" of gifts 
because they were never wrapped. - was 
not a practical idea, for of course we had 
to call our mother to see our presents, 
and her night was duly shortened, 

Breakfast was early on Christmas mor
ning, always before daybreak, since we 
Children would see the tree lit only after 
we were seated around the festive break
fast table. We sang our favorite carols, 
ending with "Stille Nacht". I. never knew 
then why my mother's eyes always grew 
moist when we sang it. Then came the 
ordeal of reciting our Christmas poems 
for our mother - " Christmas wishes" 
they were called, and our sisters made 
sure every year that we memorized them 
perfectly, I can think of nothing I disliked 
more at the time. One had to stand up 
very straight right in front of mother, 

with folded hands, while the flames of 
the candles flickered; and one became 
quite overwhelmed with the frag rance 
and warmth and love of the moment. 
Year after year that lump in my throat 
would rise at the very instant when I 
began my address: "Liebe Mutter," and I 
saved myself from complete disgrace 
only by rapid ly racing through the lines, 
thus incurring the criticism of whichever 
sister had laboured to coax a presen
table performance from me. There 
remained only the 8-line verse to be 
spoken by my little brother, and at last 
we could breakfast in peace, 

I have stood here, motionless, for a 
long time, My eyes wander in the direc
tion of the large new edifice which has 
been erected where our unpretentious 
litt le church once stood , It was severely 
plain at first , but in later years red glass 
panes had been set in the pointed arches 
of the windows, They were lovely to look 
at night, when the light shone through 
and made them glow, but some of the 
older people found them so frivolous 
that they refused to attend church at all. 
Times have changed, and I am certain 
today no one would think of objecting to 
the modernity of the new church 
building. Still, I miss the little church 
with the red glass panes, and a feeling of 
sadness, of something lost, comes over 
me, Perhaps it is because of the red 
church windows, or is it because I hear 
the wind sighing in the bare branches of 
the trees that are fringing the place 
where our house once stood? My mother 
planted those trees after the tall old 
poplars that grew there all died because 
the soil in our street turned alkaline. 
People told her the slender saplings she 
tended so lovingly could never survive, 
But they did, the only trees in the street 
today, and she who planted them in such 

DERKSEN 

hope and fait h is no more, and has not 
seen them grow, 
The li ghts go on in the little town, and a 

cold gust of wind makes me shiver, My 
arm s have become numb on the hard 
stones, and I ru b my chilled hands to get 
them warm again, It was a long way back 
to the t ime when I was a child here, mm 
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Moses in the promised land 
fiction feature 

by AI Reimer 
The boy sat hunched together and numb 
beside the big , swarthy man on the plank 
seat of the ox-cart. The 'cart rolled and 
pitched in the uneven ruts like a ship in a 
storm . The boy's ears and eyes 
mechanically registered the loud 
squawking of the wooden axle, the 
creaking of floor-boards, the swish . of 
ropey ox-tails, the lift and glide of boney 
haunches and, once, the clear washed 
sound of a meadow-lark. But he was 
stone inside and out. A mosquito buzzed 
over his 'hand where it reste.d on h[s 
knee. He let it settle, and when the sting 
came he did not flinch but only drew 
back a little more towards that still small 
pOint within him that now seemed the 
only thing that mattered. If only he could 
get all the way to that still point and stay 
there, with no more thoughts, pictures, 
sounds, memories. If he could flyaway 
from this noisy, bucking cart, from him
self, from everythi51g ... then maybe he 
could make everything blank, keep away 
the hurt , the emptiness, the blackness 
wrapped all around him like a suf
focating blanket. 
The man was nudging him now and 

holding something out to him. He had to 
come back from the still pOint when he 
heard the man's gruff voice: 
"Here, kid , piece a bannock--take it, 

Ain't got nothing' else." 
The boy looked dully at the dirty hand 

with the brownthing in it. Schnetjke,
Metis biscuit. He shook his head. "No." 
He didn't know the English for "not 
hungry" , so he said no more. But the 
man seemed to understand and and did 
not insist. He merely grunted and lifted 
the piece of bannock to his own mouth. 
The boy glanced up and saw the brown 
jaws working under the bushy, tobacco
stained mustache. He shivered slightly 
and felt himself again retreating to the 
safety of the faraway point in his head. 
He wanted only the blankness, the stone· 
feeling . 

But this time he couldn't get there. He 
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couldn't keep the picutres from comin g. 
They came, then, thick and fast. If on ly 
he had run faster, maybe t here would 
have been tim e. But he hadn't known 
wh ere to run. It was all so sudden. He 
had been sitting there on the cold , mud
dy river bank waiting for them to come. 
And th e next thing he kn ew there were 
the sudden, sharp c ri es from the river 
and the splashes, th en more cries and 
two dark shapes hanging over the waves. 
And th en he had become aware of his 
own cri es and he found himself runn ing 
the other way screaming for help, beside 
himsel f with anguish, looking for people
-anybody--and finally he stumbled and 
fell and knew it was too lat e. The world 
was coming to an end. But he rose sob
bing and screaming and running again , 
and then at last there was a man and 
then a few more and he tr ied to tell them 
what had happened, but he didn't know 
enough English and t hey cou ldn 't seem 
to understand him. 

And now there was the box behind him 
in the cart. He could hear it sh ifting a lit 
tle whenever the huge wh eelan one s ide 
or the other plunged into a particularly 
deep rut. He just couldn't believe that his 
Papa was in that box. God wouldn 't allow 
that to happen . Not to his Papa. No, not 
that. God had promi sed them a new land, 
Papa had said when they were getting 
ready to leave Russia last year. Papa was 
an ohm, a preacher; he was also the 
leader of their small group of nineteen 

famili es that had come across the en 
dless ocean in th e big ship. God would 
never allow anything to happen to th e 
leader so soon . But t hen he remembered 
th e story of Moses, and how Moses was 
perm itt ed by God to look at the promised 
land of Canaan but not to enter it. At 
least God had allowed Papa to enter the 
promised land, even if it was only for a 
short time. On the ship he and Papa had 
sat on deck under the life-boats every 
day--he remembered with pride that he 
and Papa had not been seasick, not even 
a little bit , like most of the others--and 
talked about what it would be like in the 
new country o f Canada. 

He remembered some of Papa's words : 
" With God's grace, we will start all over 
again in the new land. It will be a hard life 
but a free li fe, my son. In Russia they 
wanted to take away our freedom , to for
ce us to accept the world. They wanted 
to interfere with our schoo ls and take 
away our young men to train for war. But 
in Canada t hey will leave us alone again. 
The Engli sh queen and th e Canadian 
government have promised us. We even 
have a sig ned paper as proof." 

And so, after many long weeks of t ravel 
over land and sea, and lakes and rivers-
they too seemed to go on without end-
they had finally come to their settlement 
in Manitoba. As long as he lived, the boy 

The Joyous 
Spilit of Christmas 

on 

knew he would never forg et those first 
few weeks in their new home. It was 
already September with a hint of frost in 
the air. Everybody set to work im
mediately to build shelters for the 
peop le and th e cattle. He and Abe had to 
help Papa cut trees for their sarai in the 
new vi llage of Barkfeld. When the trees 
were chopped down th ey had to be 
dragged out of the bush and taken the 
th ree miles home by wagon. Ach, what a 
job that had been--with the mosquitoes 
black and thick around them. He and Abe 
would often fall down carrying a tree to 
the wagon, even though Papa always 
carried the butt end. But somehow the 
days went by in a blur of fatigue and they 
managed to get their sarai finished, 
which made Mama happy because she 
was getting very tired of the flimsy can
vas tent. They even managed to com
plete a sem/in dugout for the two oxen 
and the cow before the really cold 
weather came. 
They thought they were now ready for 

the winter, and they were--for a Russian 
winter. By the beginning . of December 
Papa said it could not possibly get much 
colder, but it dido-much, much colder. 
Mechel , the young red-and-white ox with 
the crooked horn , had his forelegs so 
badly frozen standing next to the door 
that he had to be slaughtered. Papa said 
only that God had taken their ox , but that 
He had also provided them with 
delicious meat at the right time. And 
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papa marle sure that the other families 
got some of the meat too. But by 
February some of the people were so 
discoura\16d by the cold and the 
monotonous diet of the unleavened 
bread, water-fri ed potatoes and prips, 
that Papa had to have serious, heart-to
heart talks with them. He reminded them 
that th(~y ware all in God's care and thaI 
Ihese hllr(i::;hips would also pass. Spring 
would come soon and with it new hope. 
When old Taunte Issacshe died on a bit
terly cold day in late February, Papa and 
another man dug the grave in ground like 
white iron, and then Papa held a proper 
burial service wi th everyone standing 
stiff with cold around the coffin by the 
grave-side. 

An extra savage jolt snapped the boy 
out o f his reverie back to the thing 
behind him . If only he had been ab le to 
find help sooner. In his mind he went 
over the whole experience again, detail 
by searin g detail. They had arrived in 
Winnipeg the day-before yesterday-early 
in the morning, a Irain of six ox-teams 
allogel her. They had spent t he rest of 
the day buying much-needed supplies af
ter the long , hard winter. He had been 
proud and exc ited to be part of the group 
of men and boys from the village 
roamin g the town looking for the best 
buys. At the last store Papa had even 
bought him some candy, hard and thin 
with white and red st ripes. When they 
had finished their buy ing they all went 
back across the river on the ferry to SI. 
Boniface where, to save money, they 
slept in an old shed near the hotel. He 
slept beside Papa in the straw, tired_from 
all the walking and the exc itement of 
the day. Except for the wind wh istling 
through the cracks it was quite cozy, and 
he still had some of the candy in his 
pocket for the tr ip home tomorrow. 

Yesterday morning they had gotten up 
at dawn so as to get an early start on the 
long way home_ Just as they were get
ting ready to leave, Papa suddenly slap
ped his leg and said, "Ach du Lieber!" 
He had forgotten to get the dress 
material for Mama and Tina. Actually, it 
was material to be made into a wedding 
dress for his big sister Tina, who was
verlobt with the Friesens' long, thin 
Henry. Papa said he would have to go 
back to Winn ipeg, the others could start 
without him. Mr. Friesen said then he 
would go too , to keep Papa company. 
Bes ides, he had forgotten to get a few 
things too. 

"Jacob, you ' ll stay here and wait for 
us," Papa had said. "You can finish 
packing the wagon and make ' sure 
everything is ready to leave." 

So, when he had finished the packing 
and the others had lett in their wagons, 
he had walked down to the ferry landing 
to wait for Papa and Mr. Friesen. It was a 
raw blustery day and he was glad he was 
wearing his thick winter jacket. As he sat 
there on the river bank looking across 
the dark, choppy water at the town of 
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Winnipeg, it began to snow a littl e. Snow 
in May? He c ould not remember that ever 
happeni ng in Russia. He noted again 
how rough the waves on the river were 
and wondered if th e ferry· boat would
shackle a lot on th e way back. But he 
coul dn't see it now. It was still on the 
other s ide of t he river. On t his side there 
was only the heavy barge-ferry that ran 
along t he cable stretched across the 
river. Even the barge was rocki ng in the 
chop. 

He must have dozed off , then, in his 
warm jacket , because the next thing he 
knew there were loud shouts coming 
from the river and he looked up to see 
Papa and Mr. Friesen dangling by their 
arms from t he ferry cab le well past the 
midd le of the river , the ir legs swingi ng in 
th e air and t heir big sheepskin coats 
bulging in t he f ierce wind . The ferryman 
was struggling in the water near the tur
ned-over ferry-boat . Then Jacob was on 
his feet sc ream ing and runn ing, trying to 
find somebody to help--anybody. He tu r
ned back to the river just in time to see 
Mr. Friesen in his black coat falling into 
the water. Papa was still hang ing . Then 
he became aware of his own voice 
screaming over and over again: "Papa 
don't fall , don't fall. Don't let go, Papa." 

And Papa was st il l hanging. Again 
Jacob turn ed and ran in the opposite 
direction shouti ng for help, but st i l l no 
one answered . And then he fel l heavily , 
and as he ro lled over he knew it was 
useless. When he scrambled to h is feet 
again and looked back Papa was still 
there, but he was kicking a litt le more 
with his legs. He was tryin g to hang on. 
He dropped straight down, without 
struggling, as though saying , '.'Alright 
water, if you wan t me you can have me. 
God 's will be done." 
Jacob couldn't remember the rest very 

clearly. He had been vaguely aware of 
someone leading him back to the hotel: 
the man kept telling him in the pidg in 
Engli sh he hoped the immigrant boy 
would understand: "Find Papa, we find 
papa, don't worry. " Jacob understood 
the man to mean that they would f ind 
Papa alive and he felt comforted. After 
that he onl y remembered being taken to 
a room in t he hotel and having someone 
pOint to the bed and saying , "You sleep 
now," in English. He had finally fallen 
asleep and had not awakened until this 
morning. When he cam e downstairs they 
had shown h im to a big breakfast table 
where a lot of other people were eating . 
But he hadn't been able to eat anything 
at all. He just fe lt numb allover. 

That was when he first felt that he had 
to turn to stone inside and out. When 
they took hi m outside to the cart he 
noticed the big box right away. It looked 
very new; the boards weren't even pain
ted. Maybe that was Mr. Friesen in t he 
bbx. Maybe they had found Papa yester
day and he was resting in a room in the 
hotel. He turned to the big, dark man 
beside him and , poin ti ng to himself then 
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to the hotel , he asked. "Mine Papa?" 
"Yeah , kid , we found him last night ," 

the big man said softly. 
Jacob hadn't understood all the word s, 

but he could tel l from the man's tone 
that it was not Mr. Friesen in the box. 

Now, for the first time since the te rr ible 
thing happened, he had to think about 
Mama. He was on his way home to Mama 
with the box. Mama didn't know about the 
box yet. It wasn't right somehow that he 
should know about Papa before Mama 
did. At th is moment Mama was probably 
baking , or making kiielkie for d inner; she 
would be singing one of her favorite 
hymns, as she always did when she was 
work ing. And whi le she was singing, he 
was coming home with Papa dead in a 
coff in. He dreaded the moment when 
Mama would have to see the box. And 
Tina and Abe and Peta and little David, 
t hey would have to see the box too . Then 
he felt himself beginning to choke; his 
shoulders shook and the stone inside 
him began to melt as the scalding tears 
blinded him. Mama, I cou ldn't help it, 
Mama. He just fel l in and I couldn't help 
him. 
The boy was not aware of the gent le 

hand on hi s shoulder, nor did he hear the 
vo ice beside him say awkwardly: "You'll 
soon be home with your Mama, kid." mm 
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"0 Come Little Children" 

by Helen Reimer Bergmann 
It is so simple. Yet so beautiful it brings 
tears to my eyes. Straw in a doll 's bed. 
The bed Daddy had made for my little 
dolls years ago. A sturdy rectangular box 
made from an apple crate painted white . 
At each co rner a leg. With emotion I 
arrange coarse straw in this little bed. 
And what's so special about straw? This 
straw is beautiful! A reminder of One 
who had been cradled in its prickly con · 
fines two thousand years ago. 
The words of "0 Come Little Children" 

had given me the idea. Why not have our 
two and three year olds in Sunday school 
come to a crib with straw? They could 
take turns holding a bundled doll to 
remind them of Jesus' birth. At the 
Christmas eve concert standing in front 
of a large audience is so overwhelming! 

They are afraid to recite the few words 
that have been memorized. To the 
strains of this familiar Christmas hymn 
we would lead them to the crib where 
their actions could clearly convey the 
message to the audience. Namely that at 
Christmas we think of Jesus born in a 
stable and bedded in a manger. 

As I wrap the blond-haired doll tightly in 
an old white receiving blanket I think of 
swadling clothes. Long narrow strips of 
cloth wrapped around and around the in
fant. It affords a sense of security after 
having left the warmth and safety of the 
mother's womb. 

My thoughts are directed to the infant 
itself. In place of a blond·haired doll with 
perfect complexion I see a newborn 
baby. Its dark hair wet from the moisture 
of the nest it came from. Its body 
covered with a cheese-like substance. 
Its tiny face wrinkled up from the 
passage through the birth canal. There is 
Mary with weak trembling fingers wrap
ping the baby in swaddling clothes. 
Jesus. Laying him in a manger so that 
she can be free to get some much 
needed sleep. 

It is so simple. Yet so unspeakably 
profound. God's only begotten Son 
becoming man . Taking on human flesh. 
Becoming part of humanity in the same 
way as every person becomes part of the 
human race . By being conceived , 
miraculously developing and being born. 
In the stable in Bethlehem we see this 
miracle. 
Yes, chi ldren need to be led to the 

manger to see how Jesus became one of 
us. 
o come little children, 
o come one and all , 
To Bethlehem hasten . .. 
In manger so small 
God's Son for a gift 
has been sent you this night 
To be your Redeemer 
your joy and delight. mm 
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A PM's rose among 
bowtie and buckle boots 
by Vic Penner 

Prime Minister Trudeau wasn't setting 
much of an example last month when he 
appeared in Winnipeg to promote his an· 
ti-inflation guidelines. 

That was a real flower in his but
tonhole! With today's inflated C03tS and 
concern about built-in obsolescence 
you'd think somebody on his staff would 
have pinned a plastic flower on his lapel; 
simply to reflect the sp irit of greater 
austerity in our lifestyles. After all, what 
wears out faster than a real flower? 
especially with disgruntled demon· 
strators and newsmen of dubious 
sobriety breathing on it . By 3:00 p.m. his 
rose was wilt ing badly . 

I attended the PM 's press conference 
suitably attired for inf lation fighting , 
with vinyl bow tie and four-buckle over
shoes. I did make one concession to 
fashion . I left the top two buckles un
done just for a touch of c lass. The vinyl 
bow tie is very practical in these anti
inflation times. You can wash it along 
with the dishes or the car, wh ichever 
comes first. 

When I travel 70 miles for a press con
ference I try to get as much out of it as 
possib le. After being questioned for an 
hour by about 50 newspaper, rad io and 
television people, the PM took off across 
the Winnipeg Inn's mezzanine floor with 
most of us in hot pursuit. But the door 
slammed in our faces after he and two 
other men entered a small room. They 
closed it so fast that even James Rich
ardson was locked out briefly. It was 
quickly opened from within and the Win 
nipeg member of Parliament slipped in 
to join the small conference. 

By then my feet were nice and warm 
and the elastic band on my tie was 
choking me a bit. I spotted a table with a 
coffee urn where a flock of newsmen 
were stirring their coffee furiously and 
dripping the brown stuff all over the new 
carpet. 

Ah, shucks, I thought, with a vinyl tie 
you can take a few chances. What 's a 
coffee stain or two? I'll take the tie into 
the shower with me when I get home. 
Tannis Yankowicz of the department of 

consumer and corporate affairs was also 
having a cup of coffee. She looked trim 
and prosperous in her green knit suit and 

shiny auburn hair. 
" Hi, Vic ," she called out with eyes 

riveted on my bow tie. "Did you come for 
the bankruptcy seminar?" 

" Is that what they're calling the Prime 
Minister's visit? " I asked. "Not bad. Not 
bad at all." 

But it turned out that her department 
was actually holding a seminar on 
bankruptcy and in my hard times outfit I 
guess I had all the markings of a likely 
candidate. 

I had to give the government full marks 
on this one. A bankruptcy seminar and 
the PM 's anti-inflation promotion in the 
same hotel, on the same floor, at the 
same time. I hope they got a discount 
rate. 
As Tannis and I were recalling pas.t 

days the PM flashed by on · his way to 
another room . I promptly joined the train 
of followers in his wake and entered a 
room where everybody seemed to have a 
chair except I. 

No matter, I folded my arms in my most 
nonchalant manner and tried to blend in
to the wallpaper. I didn't quite make it 
though before a very big man walked up 
to me and asked if I was part of the 
meeting. 

" Of course," I replied, wondering what 
kind of meeting this was. There wasn't a 
soul there I recognized except the PM 
and James Richardson. The others all 
had labels on their lapels but I was too 
far away against the wall to be able to 
read the small print. 
" Whom are you with? " he demanded. 
" With all these other guys," I croaked 

as the rubber band from my tie seemed 
tighter than ever. 

" No, no," he cut me short, eyes glued 
to my tie . " What company?" 

I didn 't want to tell a lie, and yet I wan
ted to put my best foot forward (four
buck le overshoe and all). "Mennonite 
Mirror" , I said . But he said that didn't 
count and that I should leave. 
Oh, well , I've been thrown out of worse 

places than the Winnipeg Inn. 
* * 

P.S. :Oh , yes, at the press conference the 
Prime Minister said the wage-price 
guidelines would mean rough justice for 
Canadians but he was going to stick by 
the program and get even tougher if 
necessary. Good luck, Pierre. mm 
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Multiculturalism 
is a permanent 
government policy 
As Minister responsible for Multicu lturalism the Honourable John Munro gives direction to 
the overall impact of multicul turalism in all departments of the Government of Canada. He 
has a parti cu lar interest inthe Multicul tural Program in the Department of the Secretary of 
State, as well as those programs of the Federal Cu ltural Agenc ies designed to implement 
this policy. 

IN THE DEPARTMENT OF THE 
SECRETARY OF STATE 
The Multiculturalism Program is designed to 
assist and promote cultura l development of 
all Canadian groups wish in g to preserve 
and contri bute the ir heritage to Canada. 
Implementation of the following activiti es 
helps to achjeve this goal: 

ETHNIC GROUPS LIAI SON 
This program makes available its 
professional resources to assist groups at 
the national and local levels in organization 
and communi cation. 
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CANADIAN IDENTITiES PROG RAM 
Strives to strengthen the cultura l identity of 
minori ty groups and promote a greater 
understanding and .awareness of Canada's 
cu ltura l diversity through crafts, theater, 
folk art festivals, and literature. 

CANADIAN ETHNIC STUDIES 
Gu ided by the Canadian Ethnic Studies 
Advisory Committee programs are developed 
for research on ethnic studi es in Canada. 
The program of visiting professorships 
and lectu reshi ps at Canadian universities 
is also administered by the Advisory 
Committee. 



NON- OFFICIAL LANGUAGES 
TEACHING-AIDS 
Makes fund s available for the development 
and producti on of teaching materials for 
language c lasses. 

MULTICULTURALISM CENTRES 
PRO GRAM 
Assists voluntary groups to organize 
mu lticultural centres in local communities. 
IMMIGRANT INTEGRATION PROGRAM 
Assists various groups in helping 
immi gran ts to part ici pate more fully in 
Canadian society. 

PROJECTS GRANTS PROGRAM 
Makes funds avai lable to voluntary groups 
in su pport of a broad spectrum of 
multicultural activities. 

IN THE NATIONAL FILM BOARD 
As part of its contributi on to the 
Multi cultura lism Program the National Film 
Board has produced over 400 of its films in 
19 different languages. These may be 
obtained free of charge from National Film 
Board offices in the fo llowing cities: 
Vancouver, Win nipeg, Toronto, Montreal, 
Ottawa and Hali fax. 
IN THE NAT IONAL MUSEUM OF MAN 
The National Museum of Man in Ottawa 
documents the history of all Canadian 
ethno-cu ltural trad itions. T he museum has 
accumulated a vast number of artifacts, 
tape recordi ngs, video tapes and f ilms. 

Special attention is being placed on such 
elements as folk architecture, home 
furnishings, pre- industrial techniques of 
food production and handicrafts, traditional 
story-telling, family and community life, 
feasts and rites. Cultural exhibits and 
travelling displays are also be ing prepared. 

IN THE PUBLIC ARCHIVES 
The National Ethnic Arch ives program is 
designed to find and protect ethno-cultural 
records from loss, damage or deterioration. 
A staff of area specialists has begun 
collating records of this rich and important 
aspect of our heritage through contacts 
with ethno-cultural organizations, 
associations, and individuals. 

IN THE NATIONAL LIBRARY 
The National Library has organized a 
Multilingual Biblio-service. Its aim is to 
acquire books in non-official languages 
spoken in Canada and make them 
available through public libraries, 
expanding the extant non-official language 
book collections in most libraries. The first 
shipment of books in ten languages left 
Ottawa in March 1975. It is planned to add 
five new languages annually to a total of 
70 languages. 

To present your views, or to receive further 
information, write to: 

Multiculturalism, P.O. Box 366, Station A, 
Ottawa, Ontario K1N 8Z9 

1+ Hon. John Munro L'hon John Munro 
Minister Responsible Minstre charge 
for Multicul tu ralism du multiculturalisme 
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Should grandparents 

burst to sour grapes on my part. I can't say 
for sure. I call It self-defense. 

be allowed to run loose? 

Then there's the little matter of grand
parents spoiling the poor kids rotten. 
Statistics have proved beyond all doubt 
(though personally I'm inclined to 
disagree) that children who have the 
most dedicated, generous and adoring 
grandparents are the worst on the block. 
As a matter of fact, so they say, so over
confident are these young that their own 
parents find it impossible to live with 
them after a two-day visit at the old folks. 
What is to be done about this? My own 
opinion, for what it's worth, is that young 
parents need to arrive at a period of 
mellowing before they can make a really 
good of training their young. Shouldn't 
they be Inordinately grateful for grand
parents help? Instead they' groan and 
say: "Boy, do I remember when you 
licked the stuffing out of me for doing 
exactly that." 

by Mary M. Enns 
Now, in order to protect myself, I wish it 
to be clearly understood that, personally, 
I have nothing against grandparents. On 
the contrary, it's a noble institution, one 
of the finest since Adam proudly dang· 

- led his first grandchild on his knee and 
then probably said, somewhat ruefully to 
his daughter, "This is a fine child, my 
dear, but we're just going to have to 
equip the boy with something a little 
more substantial than that little fig-leaf." 
Indeed it is a noble state and 

something to strive for (there are those 
who Insist It is something that happens 
without one's striving.) One of my points 
is: How come, In recent years, that gran
dparenthood is considerably more 
celebrated than, say 20 years ago? 
Another point: Are the people in this 
category taking hold of a natural 
phenomenon and turning it to their own 
advantage? 

From limited observation I would 
hazard a guess that young, con
temporary grandparents are worse of
fenders than the older type ones. They 
seem to feel that they are, to a great 
degree responsible for the brilliance, the 
fine behaviour, the exceptional good 
looks of their children's offspring. The 
four grandparents of one babe have been 
known to vie with each other as to whose 
genes might have been most prominent. 
It is as much as a friendship is worth to 
agree with the wrong party. We have all 
been witness how at a party they hold 
court, holding a small audience 
inescapably captive while they 
reproduce the babblings of 10 month old 
Janie. "Really, you have no idea how 
clever that child is. The things she says 
to me on the phone." Incidentally, how is 
it that when the baby does it, it looks 
adorable, toothless, little mouth and all, 

In conjunction with 
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Feb. 12 ·14,1976 
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but when Grandmother repeats that 
same thing it becomes well-nigh 
unrecognizable? Well now, maybe if said 
Grandmother were to remove her teeth 
just for the little tableau it would look 
cuter too, or at least more authentic? 

And wait, just wait till they're in Kin
dergarten (of course, that's passed, now 
one says Nursery School or Tiny Tots) 
Suddenly, at your friends houses you are 
exposed to a rash of unbelievably 
shocking art work all over the kitchen 
appliances. "You see, girls, in his mind 
that's how Jamie (age 3) sees me. Such 
an Imagination!" With III-concealed 
pride she displays a portrait of herself 
smiling an enormous purple smile with 
teeth large enough to fill most of the 
face. If at least one were allowed to ad-

mire in silence. It gets worse in junior 
high. "You know, girls, that boy comes 
home with almost straight A's. No, 
Henry, those F's were last year when he 
had tonsllitis so often. Anyway, your 
hearing should be so good all of a sud
den! Clear across the room! If you men 
want to hear what we're saying, listen 
already but don't speak." 
And then the pictures. The situation got 

pretty serious a few years ago. I remem
ber saying to a couple of grandmothers 
(you know the type that opens her hand
bag slowly, saying "I just happen to have 
a book of our baby's pictures with me 
from birth to age three, should anyone 
be interested." (Unselfish, she should 
have said.) Then she straightens her 
back, throws back her head, half closes 
her eyes, but never her lips, 'and 
proceeds to show and telL) Well anyway, 
I remember saying, "O.K., you lot. I'm 
looking at your pictures now. But I give 
you fair warning - you're sure going to 
look at mine when the time comes." 
Some of them attributed this violent out-

In defense of all those misunderstood 
grandparents, I should like to point out 
that they are not alone in this situation. 
Why, I have a friend who is not a grand
mother but an aunt (as opposed to un
cles who COUldn't care less and are on 
occasion almost hostile in their fear of 
the unknown "Look, if that child's 
diapers are wet, don't allow it anywhere 
near me." or "if you let it throw up on my 
sweater, that's it for him.") A highly in-

telligent, professional person, this aunt 
. dotes on her nephews. When they were 
babes in arms, none could compare. At 
ages four and six they were so discer
ning as to insist upon only aunt's sweet 
and sour spare-ribs. Now out of Nursery 
School they walk with most of the prizes 
at recitals and other musical bashes. 
Now, really, isn't that too high a degree 
of dedication? 
But the question arises, if grandparents 

don't stick up for the kids, who will? 
The' teachers can't, the neighbours 
won't, the parents are too close to the 
subject. Grandparents are probably one 
of the finest things that every happened 
to kids, and some of these have actually 
grown up into first class citizens in spite 
ofthem.mm 
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Hard work helps write 
this corn story 

by Lore Lubosch 
It all started with corn, at a counc il 
meeting in the First Mennonite Chu rch , 
January, 1975. There were about 25 
young peop le present. With the guidan
ce of John Toews, youth leader, th ey 
tos,sed about various fund-rais ing ideas. 
In vi ew of inflat ion and such, th e chore 
loomed dif f icult; until someone said: 
" Let 's .grow corn - and se ll it !" The enti re 
group turn ed, in the ve rnacular of the 
generation, hyper. In their co llective 
imagination t he idea germ inated and 
grew into a whole market garden _ 

John Toews set the course without 
delay. He contacted a fri end, Arnie 
Schellen berg, who has a farm at 

Springstein . It is 19 miles from church , 
near camp Ass iniboia: an ideal locat ion . 

Next , counci l elected a committee of 
four: Ron Dick, Martin Entz, Henry Miller 
and Hary Harms. They promptly visited 
Arnie and Jessie Schellenberg, in
spected the land, and clinched the deal. 
The project could beg in as soon as 
weather permitted. 
Spring and May stirred the group of 

about 40 interested young people to an
ticipation. Nobody knew much about 
gardening, particularly where 3/4 of an 
acre were involved. Yet, t here was strong 
committment to succeed. Mo ney for the 
purchase of seed had been borrowed 
from council , to be repaid later, from the 
proceeds of harvest. As time crept 
slowly forward the gardeners-to-be grew 
anx ious to get their crops into th e 
ground. 

At last , toward the middle of May, it was 
time for action. One Saturday, 25 youths 
converged on Arnie and Jessie, armed 
with tools and corn seed. They worked 
hard, growing many blisters and 
callouses. Still , evening found enough 
spirit left in them to enjoy a wiener roast 
with the host family . 
After that first outing, rotating groups 

went to the land twice weekly. There 
we,e always enough workers available, 
usually about 15; there was also enough 
work for everyone. Weeding in particular, 
became a chore, since chemicals were 
only used to fertilize. Later, all hands 
were busier still, seeding cucumbers, 
radishes, carrots, beans, peas, pumpkin , 

squash, cantalo upes and dil l. 
Work, work, work. What kept the en

thusiasm going? Was it nove lty, zeal, 
commitment to a good cause? Probably 
a little of everyt hi ng. On the other hand, 
these youth s are ful l to capacity with 
energy. Th e market garden was a wel
come outlet for youn g vigor. It must have 
felt great to sweat for a good cause ! 
Therp. were other incentives, too , 

besides accompli shment. Wiener roasts 
and games punctuated many a hard 
work day. The Schellenbergs con 
tributed generously on such occasions. 
Jess ie's blueberry pie with ice cream, 
and also her pizza, took top honours with 
everyone's palate. In fact, these young 
people were so appreciative, so en
thu siastic, th at a neighbor cou ld not 
res is t and join ed in w ith edible 
donations. It was downright cool of her. 
June sprouted beans and peas. They 

were easy to handle; even a novice gar
dener cou ld recognize them. Cucum
bers , however, made trouble . When t hey 
first broke through the soil the question 
arose: "What does a cucumber seed ling 
look like?" No one kn ew for certain, and 
a theory was worked out: " A weed that 
grows at regu lar intervals must be a 
cucumber." It worked fine. 
Some ventures did less we ll , though . 

Radishes housed maggots; onions never 
made it , because they should be planted 
(not seeded) ; the irrigation pump broke 
down in the midd le of a dry spell. .. and 
so on . Yet, in the end, the harvest 
ignored these setbacks and was plen 
tiful. 
The last part of July offered its fi rst 

fresh peas and beans. August ripened 
enough ears of corn to fill the trunk of a 
car and pile its back-seat up high. At the 
same t ime, cucumbers beckoned in 
great quantities. Once more it took all 
hands to keep up with such bounty. 
Vegetables harvested sold at one-half 
price to Sunset Senior Citizen's Home, 
Arlington House (senior citizens') and 
the remaind er to parents of workers. 
They were apprec iated. 

With the end of summer came clean-up 
and burning. It was also time to find a 
suitable wind -up, such as, maybe ... a 
barn social? What a great idea! Only, the 
barn wa,s in poor shape. 
This time it was Irmgard Thiessen who 

had a brainstorm: "Let's paint the place 
in return for the use of the land," she 
said , an d enthusiasm echoed all around. 
Not only wou ld they paint - but they 
would fi x everything fixable! 
Thus, on th e September long week-end, 

25 youth s sprang into action again . In no 
time a new floor graced the hayloft; bud
ding elect r icians rewired the building; 
manure loads were removed with Arnie's 
laWn and garden tractor, and the building 
received two coats of paint. When 
finished , the barn stood glistening clean , 
smiling a big happy face on one of its 
freshly painted walls. It was a job well 
done! mm 
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Der Geizhals demonstrates talent 
byAI Reimer 

Many people regard ethnic culture as no 
more than a l ingering disease which , like 
oth er social diseases, it is embarassing 
as wel l as painful to suffer from. To 
o ther!>, ethnic art and culture are a 
brac ing tonic that tones up the blood 
and increases one's sense of cultural 
we ll -being. The latter group will be 
pleased to know that th ere now exists a 
Man it o ba Multicultural Theatre 
Association, and that it has just laun
ch ed a Multicultural Theatre Festival in 
our fa i r c ity. The as sociation is 
udedicated to improving amateur theatre 
and to fostering co-operation and good
will within the ethnic community in 
Manitoba." Its first chairman is Judge 
John Enns, who has been the highly able 
prime mover behind the Winnipeg Men
nonite Theatre for so many years. 

So, wh at more fitting than to have the 
Winnipeg Mennonite Theatre open the 
festival wit h a German version of 
Mo liere's great French play - Der 
Geizha /s (The Miser). And a fine produc
ti o n it was. What is particularly 
gratifying about it, quite apart from its 
high calibre, is the amount of fresh 
young acting talent it displays. I was 
begi nning to think th at German theatre 
in our town was s inking into middle age, 
both in te rms of performers and in terms 
of the audiences. But that is clearly not 
the case this year. This large, youthful 
cast is not on ly talented but employs 
the German language as though born to 
it. What a pleasure just to hear these 
young performers speak their German 
lines with so much ease and authority. 
Among the young ladies Marion Neuen
dorf, Noreen Enns and Marguerite Jantz 
deserve high marks for the competence 
and confidence t hey brought to their 
ro les . Among t he yo ung men John 
Peters, Hardy Bock, Lather Schroeder, 
Karl Peters and Martin Entz were also im
pressive. Even the smaller roles were 
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filled by young players from whom we 
will hear much more in the future, I 'm 
sure. 
The main weight of Der Geizha/s rested 

on the shoulders of that indefatigable 
and versatile veteran of the German 
stage in Winnipeg - Horst Friesen. This 
is Horst's 10th role with the company, 
an amazing record. Moliere's play can be 
made or broken by the actor who plays 
Harpignon, the miser. Horst Friesen 
proved once again that he can carry a 
comic role of this size without strain. He 
has just the right voice and physical 
presence for the character and he was 
canny enough not to push the character 
out of shape by overacting. In fact , if 
anything he was a little too restrained in 
some of the climactic scenes. Also , I 
thought that occasionally Horst played a 
little too directly to the audience, 
although I realize that the French comic 
style requires many asides to the audien
ce. John Wiebe, another fine veteran , 
made an amusing cameo appearance as 
a Jewish money-lender. 
There was, perhaps, a general ten

dency by members of the cast to play too 
directly to the audience and of not in
teracting sufficiently with each other as 
characters. It is hard for inexperienced 
actors to stay in character at all times 
but the attempt · has to be made or else 
the plausibility of the character is 
sacrificed. There is also the problem of 
getting amateur players to project 
properly, and being required to project in 
a foreign language adds to the problem. 
By and large most members of the cast 
were readily understandable, but there 
were times when some lines were lost 
because of insufficient projection. 

Fred Jansen , who in the past has 
created some fine roles for the company, 
has done a splendid job as director this 
year. He obviousJy knows that the Fren
ch style requires a fast pace and a criSp 
delivery not t9 mention split-second 

timing . These quali~ies are much in 
evidence in th is product ion, The German 
language is perhaps not perfectly suited 
to the quick-silver Gallic style of Mo liere, 
but Jansen had drilled his cast we ll and 
th ey spoke and acted with a li ghtness of 
touch and a comic deftness which 
enabled t hem to catch much o f the Fren
ch spirit. The set by Ted Korol was one of 
the best I've seen in amateur theatre and 
the costumes came from the absolutely 
authentic period collection of Dr. Victor 
Leathers. 
Everybody connected with th is produc

tion of Der Geizha/s, including producer 
Reinhard Penner, artistic advisor G8rt 
Neuendorf, and business manager Bob 
Loewen, are to be heartily congratulated. 
Ticket sales, I understand, were up sub
stantially over th ose of the past few 
years , and that is another encouraging 
sig'\. 
Yes, German theatre is alive and well in 

Winnipeg . Too bad it comes to life only 
once or twice a year th ough. Now, if I 
could only understand Ukrainian, Italian , 
Polish, Hungarian, Portuguese, Yiddish, 
Icelandic and half a dozen other 
languages, I'd be able to take in the rest 
o f the Multicultural Theatre Festival. 
Whether one regards ethnic cu lture as a 
disease or a tonic depends on one's 
point of view, I suppose. In fact , it may 
well be both - t hat is , both incurable and 
bracing. If so, we may as well relax and 
enjoy it as we wai t for the end. mm 
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review 

Record Captures 
some spirit 

of Mennonite history 
by Lore Lubosh 

Can a musician express today what our 
pioneer forefathers felt in 1874? Conn ie 
Wiebe Isaac, of Fresno, Ca liforni a, 
makes a brave attempt to do so. In her 
album o f songs, Sing Alleluia, she hopes 
"to have captured some of the 'soul ' or 
feelin gs Mennonit es (and othe r 
Chri st ians too) had as they migrated, 
starved and settled durin g th e past 100 
years". She expands her goal to include: 
"I pray that it may be an educat ional and 
inspirationa l tool for pass ing on to our 
children some thing s worth remem
berin g." 
The album is by no means in its f irst 

run ; at least one or two edi ti ons have 
preceded . It co u ld be conc luded , 
therefore, that this reco rd is probabl y 
quite adequate to t he present need fo r 
Mennon ite ethni c expression in music. It 
would be most comfortable to simpl y 
prai se the good paints in Connie' s wo rk 
and let editions 4,5,6 .. . etc. follow, un
changed, In fairness, however, thi s 
record is too close to reaching it s goal to 
be dismissed as just another example of 
well meant Mennonite med iocri ty to t he 
Glory o f God . 

Having heard two different editions of
Sing Alleluia, I can not help weighin g 
simplic ity against more " professionall y 
accomplished," or perhap s just more 
complicated arrangements. Personally, I 
vote for simplicity. On the surface, Con
nie's latest record is pleasant. The in
strumental back-up is excellent, par
ticularly where flute and harp are 
featured . Yet somehow, her earlier 
album has a certain tone of un
complicated innocence which I find 
enhancing to the message. Also, this 
latest, more 'commercial' ed ition creates 

. Connie Wiebe Isaac 
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the unfortunate impression t hat Conn ie 
can not quite measure up to stiff com 
petition in twent ieth-century record 
product ion. 
Sing Alleluia contains some of Con

ni e's own songs, sUG.h as " Little Anna 
Barkman Song" , " Ballad of John and 
Mary Friesen ," " Aprons at the MCC 
Sale" , " Son of Menno, Look Aroun d 
you" , as well as trans lations and adap
tations of traditional songs and prayers. 

'It is done wit h sens itivi ty, if not 
ori gi nali t y. Musically, it is a mixture of 
Joan Baez and Simon and Garfunkel 
sprinkled with country western and rock, 
and a pinch of Medieval and Hymn Sing". 
The overall impress ion is that Connie 
has been a little too much in flu enced by 
t he music of the late 1960's. Some of her 
me lodies seem too familiar . Th ey 
produce a definite sensat ion of " Where 
did I hear that before?" 

Variety of style and the insertion of 
choral music insure against monotony. 
Regretful ly, this latest Sing Alleluia has 
deleted t he lovely rendition of " Christi 
Blut und Gerechtigkeit " , featured on a 
previous album. So Sorry! It represents a 
cornerstone of Mennonite fa ith to those 
wh o hail f rom Russia. 
Connie's vo ice has a lovely, easy 

qualit y, very pleasant , except when she 
s ings above or below her range. Since a 
nu mber of songs were writt en by herself , 
one wishes for greater care in adapting 
melody to voice. However, thi s is of 
minor importance. There is t he greater 
problem of diction. In a record it is ex
tremely urgent that each word come 
through c learly, since the audience can 
not ' read ' the sing e r's lips . Un 
tortunately, Sing Alleluia is lacking in 
clarity, parti cularly in its German ren 
ditions. Despite these shortcomings , 
however, the s incerity of intent comes 
through clearly. Connie feels what she 
sings. 

Usually a folk song is passed down 
through the ages. It reflects the adapt ive · 
genius of generations of performers 
who, each in turn , have polished th e 
metre to fit the rhythm of melody. The 
end result is like a pebble in a clear 
stream , its edges worn and pol ished by 
time, until perfect smoothness gives 

pleasure to the senses. Unfortunately, 
contemporary song wri ters do not 
always consider thi s polishing an essen
t ial. The consequence is often a series o f 
verbal contort ions which distract the 
listener. It is d ifficult to concent rate o n 
message when words are stacked 
almost one on top of the other to 
squeeze in to the melody, I f ind th is 
malaise ev iden t in several of Co nn ie's 
own songs, in particular the "Bal lad o f 
John and Mary Friesen", and " Ap ro ns at 
t he MCC Sale." 

Song is poet ry set to music: a perfect 
vehic le to communicate emotion. It is 
important to the medium, however, t hat 
word s should not get in the way o f t he 
natu ral fl ow of melody. Converse ly, 
music must never become an excuse for 
med iocre poetry ... not even when com
municat ing a story in ballad form. Un
fort unately this shortcoming appears in 
some of Connie's own songs, par
t icularly the ballad . St il l, she is talented, 
I feel , to create good poet ry for good 
music. I hope she will try again, perhaps 
before th e next edition of her album. mm 
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review 

Things that 
touch the heart 

by Elisabeth Peters 
Barbara Harden is the pseudonym 
chosen by Arnold Oyck's second 
daughter who is a resident of British 
Columbia, having spent her chilhood in 
her native Steinbach and subsequent 
years in Europe. A review of her book of 
poems, The Changeling , in our Men· 
nonite periodicals is long overdue, since 
it appeared in print as early as 1965. 
Hers is the kind of poetic expression 

which has in the past been of least oc· 
currence in Mennonite literature ... the 
expression of artistic experience in our 

'midst, the disillusionment of the 
dreamer, the alienation of the sensitive 
artist, the spiritual reaching·out to grasp 
the meaning of life. Perhaps the excerpt 
from the preface to her book of verse will 
best convey an idea of her rare style, 
with its bltter·sweet overtones in' the 
haunting free verse, which is at times 
heavy with the sombre darkness of ex
perience, and again at times delicately 

. airy with its imaginative, dreamlike 
elusiveness: 

When I was a child I believed in elves, 
and when I grew up I lost this belief. 
But sometimes when I am alone, or 
when I have been ill, or am downcast, 
I hear a voice · speaking to me and 
telling me tales; ... lt is the last elf that 
remains to me, and the tales she tells 
are melancholy. 

Barbara Harden has the rare dual gift of 
the talented artist and the sensitive poet. 
She has illustrated her verse with ap
pealing pen and ink drawings, and the 
enltre book is artistically hand-printed by 
her. I cannot help but associate some of 
the settings at least with years in Stein
bach. The lovely lines on page three, for 
example, appear to relate directly to the 
scenery of our Manitoba prairie: 

Do you know the gray rock in the 
meadow? And the maple-tree beside 
it? 

It 
was there I sat alone, and birds were 
flying away. 
And a group flew away to the eastern 
clouds. 
And the bird wheeling on high flew 
away. And the hopping redbreast flew 
away too. 

And 
then no more birds came. 

The Changeling marks an exciting point 
of development in Mennonite literature. 
At last we have reached the stage where 
artistic expression on a higher plane has 
become possible because our society is 

now ready to respond to the spiritual or 
metaphYSical searching which is already 
indicated in some of the younger Men
nonite poets of today. But whereas their 
more robust verse concerns itself with 
the problems of our people, the very per
sonal poetry of Barbara Harden has to do 
with the inner experience of the artist 
born into our troubled society. There is 
in her poetry no answer to the 
questioning search for truth, for the 
meaning of existence of the joys and the 
pain of the aesthetic experience within 
the framework of our way of life. 
Together with other favorite reading 

materials, I keep a copy of The 
Changeling near my bedside or in some 
easily accessible place. Often I open it at 
random at the end of a weary day to find 
there never a solution, but always an 
awareness of that which touches most 
of us during the course of our daily lives. 
The tender compassion and un 

derstanding of the writ~r is fr~quently 
moving as on page 10: 

It was raining when the tale was told 
me, and it was the tale of the woman 
whose child was lost. 
And every evening she looked up the 

rOfjd, and every morning she looked 
from her window, to see if her child 
were coming. 

And in winter she set a candle in the 
window, and in summer she set it 
before the door. 
And she did not know that her child 

was dead. 
For when it was lost a man had 

found it, and he took it home to his 

wife. And they fed it with bread and 
milk. But the child died of grief. 

The pathos of the preceding lines lies, 
of course, in the implication that the lost 
child represents lost dreams that died of 
grief when hope was no more. The 
metaphor changes to direct expression 
of utter rejection and desolate 
loneliness in the short later poem on 
page 37: 

But why was it they cast me out? for 
the world had room. And was it that 
love for me was gone, or was the fair 
moon waning? 

Or had the dark urcos come with 
their writ, and one must go? 
But 

none now is ever near me, and I sleep 
alone by the linden-tree. 

Such is the substance of Barbara Har
den's poetry. Its appeal is universal, for it 
speaks in simple, moving language of 
the things that touch the heart. 
The book is sturdily bound in a hard 

cover with a dust jacket, and lends itself 
well to unique gift ideas for the ap
proaching season. 

The Changeling sells for $5.00 and may 
be ordered from: 
Walter van Oyck 
Box 160 
Penticton, B.C. 

Music to Doze By 
Composer: "It took me 15 years towrite 

this lullaby." 
Publisher: "Why so long?" 
Composer: "I kept falling asleep!" 

KRAHN 6 S T.V. LTD. 

Ph. 338·0319 

Sales - Service - Rentals 
Stereo & Appliance Sales 

1143 Henderson Hwy. 
Winnipeg, Man. 
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Ernie Penner of Winkler and Clarence 
Giesbrech t of Winn ipeg bring to 900 
Crosvenor, t he probation hoste l, a new 
approach to the houseparenl model in 
qroup flomes. The two young singles are 
res pons ible for not only househo ld 
dut ies but a lso the supervi sion o f th e 
eig ht or n ine res idents on probat ion, 
who ei the r have jcbs, aU(Jnd schoo l or 
receive job t rain ing . The appoin tment of 
th e two by M CC also represents a shift 
away from using only vol unteers fo r 
group residences. 

ChHence Epp, Opsn Circ le counsello r 
~', in ce March , 1974, w i ll assu me respon
sib ili ties for coordinating a new ap
proach to the offender program wherein 
Open Circ ie Ilopes to work more c losely 
wit n Grosvenor Place. Open Circl e is in
vol ved in matching sponsors to correc
tional inst itution inmates who rece ive 
f ew visit ors an d letters . Orlando 
Redekopp has in turn been apponted 
counsell o r. 
Don Ber·gen and his wife ,Joyce have 

beg un a four·year term of vol untary ser
vice as manaqers at Camp Ko in inia. They 
will host week-end groups, worl< at out 
door winter activit ies Ci nd i he i ike. Don, a 
Win klerite , is Cl t ra ined teac her, while 
,J oyce (nee Braun) hails from Alt ona. The 
Bergens do encou rage people to drop in 
to see the camp facilities. 
Jacob J. Reimer, \lVin nipeg, o f the 

f/' ani toba Mennonite Historical Society 
was one of s ix Manitobans to receive a 
citizenshin award from the Touri st Con
vention Associat io n of Manitoba. 
Presen t ing the awards was Chief Justi ce 
Samue! Freedman. 

J .!<. !<Iassen resigned as nat ion al 
leader of Mennonite Foundat ion of 
Canada. At a meeting of the Fo un
dation 's board of d irec tors he an
nounced a decis ion to re(l ign hif> job as 
o f June 30,1976. Klassen st rong ly en
dorses the idea of th e foundat ion but f in
ds himsel f personall y unsui ted for the 
pOSition. The foundat ion 's execut ive 
commi ttee h'(;(s begun a searc h fo r a new 
r-. at ionai manager to t ake charg e of the 
INin nipeg o ffice. 

Westgate's Variety Night on November 
19 and 20 demonstrated that even 
f> tuden ts unaccu3tomed to Gerrnan can 
enjoy t hemselves while present ing a pro
gram wi th a basically German content. 
Where else, among other th ings, can one 
discover the versatil ity of liquid Drano, 
Htficac ious for the removal of poisoned 
app le from th e c laws of unsuspect ing 
Snow White? 

Expansion for M.C.f., Gretna, has been 
planned. After half of $350,000, the to tal 
monies needed, h>1ve been ra ised in 
either cash or pledges, t hn General Con
ference hopes to go ahead with plans for 
expansion and ren ovat ion. Plans call for 
a new gyrn nas ium and renovation of 
resi dences. 
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Norman Voth f rom Grunthal's Elim 
Mennonite is lending a st rong pair o f ar
ms to a year' s service witl, MCC's WEE -
MOVE, a low-cost moving business run 
by MCC in At lanta, Ga. 

Ron and Connie Loeppky and children 
arrived in Botswana to beg in a three-year 
term of serVice with MCC. Ron will teach 
at t he Teacher Tra ini ng College in Lobat
se. Ron's moth er is Mrs. Dora Loeppky 
of Win nipeg and Connie the daughter of 
the Ben Dreidgers of Altona. The Loep
pkys are members of Win kler Grace Men
non ite Church. 

Jake Epp, MP, opposit ion speaker on 
immigrat ion f rom the Manitoba riding of 
Provencher, was questioned about his 
recent suggest ions that Canada opt for a 
smaller immigration f low. He ag reed that 
Mennonites did come to Canada during 
the period of a more l iber'al immig ration 
policy but fe lt that the country 's 
economy in t he 1920's was better. He 
does not, however, favor a c losed door 
po licy. Immigrat ion, he feels, should 
relate to job markets and as such should 
relate more Closely to regional needs -
e.g., t he Canad ian West could use more 
immigrants wh ile On tario in particular 
wants less. 

Russian Mennonites met at Camp 
Assiniboi a in September to get acquain
ted and to exchan ge experiences. All 
were new to Canadian cu lture in the sen· 
se that they arrived in Canada sometime 
during the past ten years. Sponsored by 
the Russi a Concerns Committee and 
MCC (Man.), the close of th e day saw half 
a dozen members of the group vo lun
teering to plan for a s im ilar meeti ng next 
summer. 

Mr. and Mrs. Wil liam Schroeder o f 
Winkler commemorated t heir golden 
wedding anniversary on November 2 at 
an intimate family celebrat ion at the 
home of their son Peter in Win nipeg. 
Highlights were th e showing o f family 
films and variou s musical express ion s, a 
favorite with Mrs. Schroeder. 
Irmgard Thiessen was the moderator on 

November 10 and 12 on the TV Channel 
13 "Deutches Panorama" viewing o f a 
round table discussion, " Der Conl"i ic t 
der Frau unserer Zeit " . On th e panel 
were Martha Enns, Prof. Rosemary 
Finlay, and Wi ebke Peterson. Future 
viewings on Das Deutche Panorama will 
be "Die Teenagers unserer Zeit" on 
December 8 and 10 with Irmgard 
Thiessen, An ita Pe rri m an , Gi se la 
Roeder, Martha Enn s. The play " Das ist 
der Raueber Hotzenplotz" will be shown 
at a future date. 
MBBC performed their A Cape lla Carol 

program on December 7 at 8:30 p.m. w ith 
the Winnipeg Brass Ensemble as special 
guests. Featured in th eir Fall Concert on 
November 9 were t he A Cappella ChOir in 
J.L. Bach's Cantata " The Lord shall be 
our Strength". Irmgard Baerg, har· 
psichordist , in J.S. Bach's Concerto in F 
Minor, John Mart ens, Tenor, 
singingTeleman's solo Cantata " Lauter 
Wonne, lauter Freude" , and the Oratorio 
Choir in Mozart 's " Coronation Mass" 
with soloists Heidi Klassen , Edith Suder
man , Harry Funk, and Len Ratzlaf. The 
date for their Festival of the Arts is ten
tatively set for January 15 to take place 
at MBBC. 
MBCI students will present a Carol 

Concert on December 22 at th e School 
Auditorium. Peter Peters, Princ ipal, and 
his Staff are gratified at the resu lts 
among students and parent s, of their 
" Study of World Poverty and Awareness 
Week" November 12-14. Major act ivit ies 
centred around Greate r World Needs 
and Hunger. 

A noon meal , served on the t hird day, in 
vo lved all st uden ts, each paying $.25 fo r 
a "Surprise Meal" 6% were served a 
high-c lass meal, 20 % were served a mid
dle-class meal , 74% were served a small 
helping of rice and water. This was a 
simulation of populat ion d ist ri bution in 
terms of to have or not to have. The 
philosophy behind this st udent-teac her 
study was to bring a po int across 
without too much preaching. 



do you know/weest uck WQut 

Hedy Dyck, for the past three years an 
active vo lunteer with the deaf com
munit y and t he Winnipeg Church for the 
Deaf, has been appo inted to serve on a 
full term basis as the director of ac
tivities at the Kiwanis Cent re of the Deaf. 

Marlene Neustaedter is the executive 
secretary o f the Manitoba Arts Council, a 
major sponsor of the Arts in Manitoba. 
The 12-member cou ncil is an in
dependent agency created by the provin
cial leg islature for the purpose of 
promot ing the arts in Manitoba. Since 
council members give voluntary service 
it fall s on t he shoulders of a staff of 
three, th e executive director , the 
executive secre tary and the ad
ministrative secre tary to take care of day 
to day tasks. The counc il administers 
programs covering three broad areas: 
operat ing grants to arts organizations. 
special project grants and grants to in
dividuals. An annual report of the coun
cil's activities is also given to the 
leg is latu re. 

The Elmwood MB Church celebrated 
the ded icat ion of its new Allen Digital 
Computer Organ on November 23rd. A 
near capac ity audience heard various in
stru mental, orchestral and combined 
Germ an and English choi r selections. 
High-l ighting the evening was Len Rat
zlaff 's (bari tone) s inging of J.S. Bach's 
contata "Ich Habe Genug", with Peter 
Braun conducting the orchestra, the 
ceremony of dedication was performed 
by Pastor E. Gerb randt and the church in 
alternate read ing. Organists were Ken 
Doerksen and Reg Kliewer. 
Judge John J. Enns was elected to the 

Board o f th e Manitoba Opera 
As sociat ion , joining Ernest Klassen and 
Bil l Thiessen. 

Dates: 
Dec. 137:30 p.m. CMBC Chamber Choir 
at Sargen t Mennonite 
Dec. 21 7:00 p.m. Choir Concert at Bethel 
Mennonite 
Dec. 24 6:00 - 7:00 p.m. & 7:00 - 8:00 p.m. 
Candleli ght Service at First Mennonite 
Feb. 6 and 7 Westgate Operetta, My Fair 
Lady 

The John R. Friesen fami ly f rom Berlin, 
after more than 10 years of service wi th 
MCC and the Berlin Mennon ite church , 
has returned to Canada. John is com
pleting hi s stud ies with the Free Univer
sity of Berlin . 

Saturday, November 1, was the occas ion 
for the annual meeting o f t he Manitoba 
Mennonite Historica l Society in the 
Home St reet Mennoni te Church. Mem
bers and friends of the soci ety gat hered 
to review th e accompl ishments of the 
society, parti cularil y of the centennial 
year, 1974 -1975. 
The agend a contained t he usua l 

business items such as reports , finan
cia l statements, nominat ions and elec

tion s. The program committee had also 
arranged for an interesti ng pane l 
discussion under the' di rect io n of 
sociology professor, Dr. Leo Dreidger of 
the Univers it y of Manitoba on t he sub
ject of the second century of Men
non it ism in Canada: "Where will Men
nonit ism be 100 years from now?" Ob
viou sly it is a difficul t quest ion about 
which the members of the panel aro used 
considerab le in terest at t he meet ing 
with their bri ef attempt to assess the 
direction Mennon itism will be going on 
the bas is of trends observable today . 
The centennial committee gave its last 

report, since official celebrations have 
now come to an end. A chan ge in the 
const it ution is to be made which will 
permit the present temporary centennial 
committee to be replaced by a per
manent stand ing committee, whose 
purpose it shal l be to further historical 
research andpublicat ions. 

The Manitoba Mennonite Historical 
Society was part of the joint Historical 
Societies of Ontar io and Manitoba which 
planned and pub li shed the first volume 
o f the History of Mennonites in Canada. 
Even afte r t he publication of the final 
volume of the History of Mennonites in 
Canada, the activities of the Society in 
research and publicat ion wi l l require in
vestment of time, effort and support. 

Monarch Industries of Winnipeg of
f icially opened a $5.5 million metal 
cast ing and fabricating complex at 
Winkler on November 26. The complex is 
eventually expected to employ up to 200 
persons on a round-the-clock basis, but 
it has already, according to Mayor Henry 
F. Wiebe, resulted in a considerable 
boom in the town . Monarch Industries 
was founded in 1935 by J.J. Klassen and 
is now run by his two sons, Ernest and 
John. It man ufact ures a variety of pum
ps, mixers, hydrau li c equipmen ts, struc
tural g lass tanks and travel trailers. It 
has a total of 500 employees with 
headquarters and factory in Winnipeg, a 
factory in Mountain Lake, Minn., and 
branch offi ces and warehou ses in Van
couver, Toronto, Mont real and Min
neapol is. 

Lieutenant-Governor W.J. McKeag and J.J. Klassen, founder of Monarch Industries 
Ltd., co-operate in the cutting of a ribbon to officially open Monarch's $5.5 million 
complex at Winkler. At left and right of photo, respectively, are: Ernest Klassen, com
pany president, and John Klassen, vice-president. Looking on, second from right 
(back row) is Winkler Mayor H.F. Wiebe. Photo by Bob Peters Winkler editor of The 
Pembina Times.) 
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just a few seats left ... 
on our 11th annual 

FARMERS 
& RANCHERS TOUR 

10 the 

SOUTH PACIFIC 
Leave Jan 22 for 30 days 
Host: Dr. G.J. Lohrenz 

MENNO TRAYEL SERVICE 
851 Henderson Hwy. 
Winnipeg 334-4341 

Kerr 
owned and 

managed since 

1887 

KERR'S 
FUNERAL 
CHAPEL 

120 ADELAIDE STREET 
WINNIPEG 2, MANITOBA 
CHAPEL OFFICE 943-6688 
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Deutsche Buehne im Winnipeg 
von G. K. Epp 

Das Mennonitische Theater in Winnipeg 
(Winnipeg Mennonite Theatre) darf man 
ohne zu erroeten als deutsche Buehne 
von Winnipeg vorstellen. Die Tradition 
dieser Buehne, wenn auch unter an· 
derem Namen, geht schon auf mehr als 
20 Jahre zurueck. Ihr Beitrag zur 
Erhaltung deutschen Kulturgutes in 
Kanada ist von der deutschen 
Gesellschaft in Winnipeg schon oft 
begruesst, aber kaum in seiner vollen 
Bedeutung erkannt worden. Am 21. und 
22. November 1975, fuehrte dieses 
Liebhaber-theater Moliers Geizha/s auf. 
Die Tatsache, dass Moliers Lustspiel,
Der Geizha/s, innerhalb von wenigen 
Jahren zweimal aufgefuehrt wurde, 
deutet auf Zeitlosigkeit und beliebtheit 
dieses Dramas, sowie auf die Tatsache 
hin, dass es nicht ganz einfach ist deut
sche Buehnenstuecke zu finden, die 
dem Winnipeger Publikum zusagen. 
Wenn auch viele Goenner dieser 

Theatergruppe ein moderneres Stueck 
dem Geizhals vorgezogen haetten, so 
muss man dennoch der Wahl dieses 
Stueckes zustimmen. Nach den
Physikern und dem Prozess Jesu (um 
nur die ersteren Stuecke zu nennen), war 
eine mehr volkstuemliche Abwechslung 
angebracht. Man wuerde aber zugleich die 
HOffnung aussprechen wollen, dass die 
deutsche Buehne in Winnipeg nicht 
davon ablaesst auch ernstere Stuecke zu 
wagen. Die gute Buehne hat zwei Ziele: 
Unterhaltung und Erziehung. Man sollte 
bestrebt sein, ein gutes Gleichgewicht 
der beiden zu bewahren. Nun wird 
niemand bestreiten wollen, dass Moliers 
Geizha/s auch erzieherischen Wert hat. 
Moliers groteske Darstellung des Geizes 
1st heute so sehr am Platz wie vor 
zweihundert Jahren, obzwar es zu bez
weifeln waere, ob die Zuschauer im 
Playhouse getroffen oder nur belustigt
wurden. 
Wenn man sich nun der kritischen 

Beurteilung der Auffuehrung zuwendet-
und Kritik wird eine ernst zu nehmende 
Buehne nicht nur dulden sondern 
begruessen--so dart bei der ethnischen 
Buehne auch die Sprache nicht ueber
sehen werden. Eine gute Sprache ist 
Voraussetzung fuer den Buehnenerfolg. 
Den Darstellern des Geizha/sdurfte man 
am Sonnabend (22.XI.75) nicht ernste 
sprachliche Schnitzer oder Hemmungen 
vorwerfen. 1m Gegenteil--die klare 
Aussprache und eine traechtliche 

Sprachwendigkeit der Spieler waren 
. bemerkenswert. 

Auch die technische Seite der In· 
szenierung wurde bei dieser Gelegenheit 
wieder vortrefflich gemeistert. Das Men
nonitische Theater hat sein Publikum 
bereits verwoehnt. Das gute Buehnen· 
bild, einwandfreie Beleuchtung, zweck· 
maessige Kostuemierung und sonstiga 
technische Voraussetzungen aines 
Buehnenerfolgs werden nur noch 
beilaeufig zur Kenntnis genommen. Man 
muss sich vergegenwaertigen, dass hin
ter den Schauspielern eine Gruppe von 
Liebhaberexperten steht, die nicht ein· 
mal die Genugtuung des anerkennenden 
Applaus in Anspruch nimmt. Dieser 
Gruppe gilt unsere Anerkennung fuer 
manchen Erfolg des Mennonitischen 
Theaters. 

Das deutsche Publikum wurde an den 
zwei Abenden der letzten Darbietung 
sicher nicht enttaeuscht. Es war wieder 
ein Abend gelungener deutscher Un· 
terhaltung. Dass sich hier und da kleine 
Schwaechen im Spiel zeigten, waere zu 
erwarten. Dabei lag es nicht so sehr am 
Einzelspiel als an dem Ineinan· 
derfliessen der Szeenen. Es fehlte der 
Handlung manchmal an Fluss und 
Einheit. Auch die Interpretation der ein· 
zelnen Charaktere schien nicht immer zu 
gelingen. So war der Kontrast zwischen 
einem total verschrobenen Vater und 
seinem ganz vernuenftigen Sohn an· 
fangs nicht ganz sic her, weil Cleante ob· 
wohl von einem faehigen Spieler 
dargestellt··zu betont geziert auftrat. 
Diese Hinweise sollen aber keineswegs 
die allgemeine Leistung in Frage stellen. 
Marguerite Jants, als Frosine, wurde mit 
ihrer dankbaren, aber nicht einfachen 
Rolle durchweg gut fertig, und Horst 
Friesen war in einigen Szenen wieder 
hervorragend. Die Schauspielerkrone 
wuerde man diesesmal einer schein bar 
minderen Rolle zusprechen wollen. John 
Wiebes Darstellung des alten Maklers 
war klassisch. Er demonstrierte, dass 
auch die kleine Rolle schauspielerische 
Moeglichkeiten hat. 
Es bleibt zu hoften, dass die deutsche 

Gesellschaft in Winnipeg die An· 
strengungen dieses Theaters zu wuer· 
digen weiss, und dass die verdiente Un· 
terstuetzung nicht ausbleibt. Ein deut· 
sches Theater, mit einem reichen und 
regelmaessigen Spielplan gibt es nur 
einmal in Kanada··in Winnipeg. 



I'd love to be 
Free as the wind 
Over the wide Prairie 

I'd love to be 
Free as the Wind 
over the wide prairie. 

God, take the mountains 
Remove them far away from me. 
For all their beauty and their charm. 
Within their walls 
I feel immured. 

. Cut off from all the world, 
By granite hard and cold, 
Unyielding. 
And there he sits and reigns supreme, 
This giant with no eyes to see. 
No feeling for the thousand miles 
Of beauty, 
That is lying at his feet; 
And I am here 
Downcast, depressed 

and tired from my climb. 
Give me a flat and fertile stretch of land 
That I might scan the wide horizon 
And feel the wind that's blowing free 
And no dark shadow hanging over me. 
No lofty giant looking down 
In great and massive dignity. 
No hairpin bends on every turn, 
And every time I wake at dawn, 
I can be sure to see the sun. 

by Mary Francis 

Fi~lds in the Steppes 
Rich, black and velvety 
And deeply plowed in fall, 
White, snow white 
In the winter bleak and dull. 
But in the summer sunshine 
Poppies bright and red 
And grain as high as 

a man's head. 
A nearby watermelon field 
A sweet and juicy haven for 

a little one. 
These are the sketches of my memory 
That turned to porcelain 
Safe in the folds of time 
Baked under an eternal sun. 

by Mary Francis 

I yearn for the time·worn stone ... 

lyearn for the time·worn stone 
I found on a summer's beach 
and did not treasure. 
I long for the mellow sunset 
on that autumn day when I felt love, 
and kept my silence. 
I dream of the crisp fallen snow 
on that winter morning I remained shut in, 
and made no foofprints. 
But my tears flow 
as I think of that first spring ... 
when blossoms will adorn your hair, 
but I won't be there. 

by Lore Lubosch. 

Ein I<aschubscha UFO 
von Jack Thiessen 

"Saj mol, Thiesse", sad Joakob Faea, 
"jefft daut Flying Saucers? Jleiwst Du 
daut jefft soune? Wenn etj Flying 
Saucers saj, mein etj soune mett tjliene, 
pienje Wiehnachtsmanna doa benne, 
enn mett ein poa Ingins waut sous eine 
Dutz groute makelje Kotasch schnurre. 
Jo, soune mein eti, enn nich soune 
Flying Saucers, aus miene Fru Nettie 
maunchmol fleaje lat wann se enne 
Tjeatj bossig woat! Waut sajst Du, 
jleiwst Du aune soune laewendje 
Schliewe? Na, Du sajst nuscht enn daut 
oajat mie morschig, wiels Du gout weet· 
st, daut'et vael Dinja jeft, waut'et 
goanich jeft! Bie de Brahma Bolles word 
Die daut dietlich enn nu setst Du doa 
aulwada aus'ne morsche Pogg enn 
jniesascht enn wesst Di nich faust· 
foahre. Du hast nich meha Purr enne 
Meiwe aus soun Praedja, wount uck mau 
nejentig Pund wajcht, wann ein hunjscha 
Mennist mett Jeld enne Fuppe enne 
Tjoatj waut sajt! 
Well, etj hab uck twee Plemenetjs oppe 

Universitaet, enn Dowt sajt uck emma he 
ess careful, oba he ess mau eine klaume 
Schietstremp. Enn etj saed Dowt latst, 
wann he sou wieda deid, wudd etj ahm 
opplatst noch de Sobbtje voll heiwe, 
daut Taene enn Tjwiel spretse wudde. 
Enn mett dem tweeden Drusch wudd he 
sich enn siene eajne Doarm vetsauble" . 
So saed Faea. "Oba de tweeda Plementj 
ess ein gaunz aundret Model. Fraunz 
wea uck ein ennjebilda Donna au sa no 
Bibelschoul jintj, enn he wull sich nich 
meha betje. Beim Holthacke emm Bosch 
haud'a sich ein Fortjestael aum Biel aun
jebunge-dann jintj daut ohne betje - enn 
biem Utmeste huad'a sich ein Schnep
peldoak aewre Naes jebunge enn he 
saed uck nich meha bleew, enn meew 
enn heewe sonda blau, enn mau enn 
haue." Oba donn haud Faea ein baet 
diretjt jefroagt, "Mott daut sou?" Enn 
von donn wea Fraunz utjestraightened. 

Enn dis selwja Fraunz, de foah eines 
Doages, eajentlich aum Owend von 
Haskett noh Walhalla enne Staets mett 
Mutta enn Sesta Suscha. He studead 
Physics enn wea nu aul jescheit enn 
jegrommd, haud utjefunge, daut de 
Diewels, de Schindasch enn de Hal enn 
daut Flatje einem nlch foats plesakte 

wann eina twee Glaus Bea drunk enn 
wisst daut'et enne Welt hasselleje enn 
goude Mensche gauf, kratjt sous Tus 
emm Darp enn uck enn Haskett. Enn dey 
Fraunz eideld mett Mutta enn Suscha no 
de Staets opptou ein baet om siene 
Niere uttespeele enn em tjlienen Kreis 
Jugendverein tou feare. Onn aus he noch 
ein Entjstje auf von Walhalla wea, enn'et 
bute schwoat aus Stalin siene Seel wea, 
donn pessead mett einmol waut, daut 
Fraunz, Mutta einn Suscha froah, koltjad 
enn grusseld. 
Daut word sou dach aus emm Tjrich, 

vetalld Faea enn Fraunz wull noch "By 
gosh" enn "By Golly" saje oba he kaum 
goanich doatou. Mett einmol sad sich 
medde oppem Wajch eine groute dop· 
pelde utjebulde Schiew han mett Fen
statjes. Enn Suscha schout fouts noh de 
Hinjasett opptou, Taunte Faeasche saed 
blous, "Nu jefftet doch'ne Entjretjung," 
enn Fraunz saed ein poa mol nuscht. Nu 
stund dee grouta Brommtjriesel opp'em 
Wajch, daut dacht jael enn jrein enn rout 
opp, enn ruzscht enn Suscha haud noch 
emma de Hinjabein aewre Laehn enn 
saed blous, "Etj woa uck emma schmock 
senne, Mamme," enn hield, enn hild sich 
de Oahre enn de Oage tou enn stankad 
enn Taunte Faeasche saed, "Mei, mei, 
Wie woare nu aula mettjenoahme sous 
Elias; oba Joakob, oba Joakob mien 
Maun, enn siene Frind, de sette Tus enn 
spaele Koate enn lache enn de woare 
woll bettem naechsten Unjaspaun 
wachte motte!" Oba Dowt deid nu siene 
Physics aevrem Dume oabeide lote; de 
Fenstre kunn he nich opmoake, wiels 
daut tou heat, vael tou heat wea. Oba he 
vetalld noahaea, de Schiew wea voll mett 
tjliene Tjaedeltjes, sou grout aus ein 
Naetklos, enn noch pienja enn de gaunze 
Heideldey wea sou grout aus ein Heirack 
ohne Pead. "Yes, doa saut daut Dintifnn 
sommt enn brommt enn dreid, de 
Tjlienatjes fixde ein Flat, raede 
Kaschubsch, enn donn hopp! hopp! 
hopp! de Daere tou enn donn word Gas 
jejaewt, donn ein baet meha, donn foats 
Overdrive, nu aul fiefentwintig Dusend 
Miel enne Stund, nu word de Afterburner 
aunjeschitzt enn wajch weare se! "Any 
doubts, ouda questions?" saed Faea. 
"Nosirie" saed etj. "Ji uck?" mm 
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our word. • • 

An adult Christmas story 
It is Chri stmas eve. You are trying to 
relax in th e easy chair in your living 
room, waiting for your wife to finish her 
bath so that you can have yours and get 
to bed. 

You find it hard to re lax this evening, 
which is strange because it was in many 
ways a most satisfying day. You c losed 
your business at 3:00 p.m . and on your 
way home yo ur weariness was lifted by 
the knowl edge that despite the earlier 
postal troubles this Christmas season 
was once again very good for business. 
The Chri stmas-eve program in church 
was, as usual, a mixture of things. Some 
of the old songs, and even some of the 
new, were able to stir feelings of reveren
ce and wonder. Others failed to 
penetrate the numbness which has grip
ped your spi rit recently. The highlight 
was the appearnce of your son on stage, 
looking pious and guileless in his 
shepherd 's robe as he gazed intently at 
the large doll ly ing in the cradle. You sen
sed that in this portrayal of the nativity 
scene it was your son 's innocence that 
moved you most deeply filling you with 
longing for your own lost innocence. 
After the children had gone to bed you 

and your wife prepared th eir gifts , and 
you commented on the unique joy that 
children experi ence at Christmas time. 
Did she sense what was left unsaid? 
"Yes," she agreed, "Christmas was 
really made for children ." 
You feel rest less as you wait, and you 

do something that you haven 't done for a 
long time. The bookcase bes ide the chair 
has your Bible in it . You have not read it 
alone for years, but you get it now and 
sink back into your easy chair with it. 
You remember that t he Christmas story 
is found in the Gospel of Luke, and you 
read quickly through th e first few chap
ters. The story does not grip you. You 
have heard it so often and on occasion it 

has moved you very much, but this 
evening it does not have the power to 
relieve your numbness. Your mind wan 
ders .... So many hard things have had 
to be done in the last few years . In 
building up your business some of your 
best friends have become your enemies. 
There seemed to be no other way at 
times. A partner dismissed because he 
did not carry his load, a promise which 
could not be kept without jeapordizing 
the business, an inheritance which 
divided the family bitterly and 
irrevocably - all have taken their toll . You 
thought you tried your best but so often 
the best was not as good as you once 
had hoped it would be. Lately your wife 
has mentioned that even your children 
are suffering from your increasingly har
sh disposition. Does she include herself 
among the sufferers? But then , she too 
has changed. So anxious, and alternately 
so aggressive and timid! 

You continue to leaf aimlessly through 
. Luke as you wait. Your attention is 
• caught by the opening words of a 

paragraph in chapter 15. " There was a 
man who had two sons." Yes, this is the 
familiar story of the prodigal son. You 
always liked it when the teacher read it in 
Sunday School , but lately you have 
sometimes stopped to wonder, as your 
success made you a "pillar of the chur
ch", whether you were in danger of 
becoming the elder son with his cold 
self-righteousness. 
Now it suddenly occurs to you, with a 

sharp pain of truth , that you are in fact 
the prodigal son. The loss of your in
nocence and the betrayal of your early 
ideals have taken you far from home. 
W.hat you were really looking for in the 
service this evening was the courage to 
return to that home, and what has made 
you restless and numb recently is your 
unsuccessful attempt to hide the need 

for such a return . 
You read: "But when he came to him

self he said . . .. ' I will arise and go to my 
father, and I will say to him: Fat her, I 
have sinned against heaven and before 
you. I am not worthy to be called yo ur 
son." 
Yes, that is what must honest ly be said. 

It is not easy, but neither can it be 
avoided . A confession fa ll s from your 
lips, and for a moment you cannot 
restrain the tears. Then you read further: 
" And he arose and came to his father. 
But while he was yet at a distance, his 
father saw him and had compassion, and 
ran and embraced him and kissed him." 
You suddenly realize that this is your 
Christmas story, written not for children 
or the innocent but for those who, like 
you, have wandered far from home and 
wonder whether they can ever return , 
and whether they will be met and 
welcomed by their father when they do. 
You know now that you must return. You 
have paid too high a price for your 
dubious success. The road back will not 
be easy but you know that you must 
begin . And you know that you will be met 
along that road , so that once again you 
can anticipate th e wonder of His coming . 
"John!" Your wife has been call ing you . 

" The bath is free." You move quickly o ut 
of your chair and up th e stairs. A warm 
bath awaits you , and tomorrow is Christ
mas. 

R_V_ 

• 
Note: The cover drawing of the retu rn of 
the prodigal son is by Lorena Reime r of 
Winnipeg, as is the drawing which ac
companies AI Reimer's story. Miss 
Reimer is a fine arts student at the 
University of Manitoba and a native of 
Steinbach . 
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• • • YOUI wOld 
Dear Sir: 
With reference to The Double Face of 
Mennonite Culture, permit me to make 
the following observations: 
Just how interesting a concert review 

can be, veteran critic AI Reimer has 
demonstrated to us once again. And if 
the various elements of such do indeed 
open up a case, in the minds of the 
reader and arouse unprecedented out
pourings of opinions one way or the 
other, then indeed it enters into the 
realm of the never-to-be-forgotten. Such 
reviews, like most reveries, generally are 
imaginative - and open to counter
charges. 

I have difficulty in seeing the ·duplicity 
of the Mennonite culture as such. The 
signals of a changing culture appear a 
good deal more prominent, and no doubt 
the conception of what a good Saenger
fest (or any other type of artistic event) 
ought to be is not so much that of 
retaining the traditional anymore. The 
old hymns will continue to be sung in the 
next century, I am sure, but most times 
they will be sung by professionals 
without a flaw. The kind of 
professionalism to which our early 
pioneers neither had access to or could 
afford is entrenched in our ranks. And it 
is going to remain with us. This implies 
demands for proficiency and tendencies 
to sophistication. The true test of
Schlichtheit however lies not in what 
type of song we sing. Some of the old 
hymns are portions of the masterpiece. 
The true test comes through in whether 
we can contain the act of worship and 
the roots of the Anabaptist faith in the 
rendition however immaculate it may be. 
Does the act of worship not require our 
utter devotion? 
Granted, there may be pockets 

"straining for sophistication" at con
certs, but from the people this writer 
talked to after the concert it became 
evident that for once the concert-goer 
really was with it without any strain or 
pretension precisely during the first half. 
Personally, I relished hearing the 
Academic Festival Overature, even if a 
part of it has been well-worn in the past 
18 years. 
Whatever imperfections the Mennonite 

Piano Concerto might have had, in the 
pall of a great deal of modern classical 
compositions, the concerto stands out 
as a fount of delight. What more, it 
presented snatches of the Anabaptist 
past quite dramatically. 

The second half was different, or cour
se, and if be said that it "showed us our 
musical heritage" then perhaps we must 
ask what our musical heritage really is. 
And it is soon learned that in 450 years 
we really do not have a musical heritage 
all our own. If for instance, it Is assumed 
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that the Hymn Sing Celebration of 1974 
was representative of this our musical 
heritage, then let us not fail to recognize 
the fact that it is a mixture from a myraid 
of traditions, which nevertheless do ex
press particular aspects of our faith. And 
if you page through the Gesangbuch der 
Mennoniten (1965) we find few hymns 
which are authentic Anabaptist
Mennonite compositions-and these, like 
Heinrich Goerz's Ein kleines Voelklein 
Wir, are often mere patriotic expressions 
and at their best still no match for 
Luther, Paul Gerhardt and Zinzendorf, all 
favorites in our "tradition". Before long 
some of the more complicated pieces 
like Telemann's Lauter Wonne, Lauter 
Freude or Mozart's Coronation Mass 
may become part of this "tradition" if 
sung often enough and as beautifully as 
recently heard at the Fall Recital of MB
BC. At any rate, better late than . never, 
Three Anthems for Anabaptists does 
something to rectify the situation with 
clarion trumpet calls. Unfortunately 
however, the concert from hereon 
seemed to be on the downbeat, and, 
even if the music of our local composer 
should remind of the "noble cathederal 
style of Old Russia", ample vocalists in
Marantha do not resound as between 
cathederal walls in the modern concert 
hall. 
Sincerely, 
Peter B. Paetkau 
Sperling. 

Dear Sir: 
Enclosed find two year subscription to 
your paper. Sorry, I'm in no position to 
lavish landatory remarks your way, but 
would like to schmeck waut ji utdrecken. 
letmann. 
Ed Zacharias, 
The Pas, Man. 

The following is the conclusion of a let
ter by Mennonite historian, David G. 
Rempel, of California. Part one of his let· 
ter appeared in the last issue. 

Re. the Hutterites and Cornies's sup
posed iniquitous' role in their communal 
economic life after their move from 
Radichevo to New Russia and set
tlement in the vicinity of the Molochnaia 
colonies. I am sure that it would be futile 
to make a dent in Prof. Sawatzky's views 
on the subject. I would however, call at
tention to the fact that quite a few years 
before this move southward, the govern
ment in SI. Petersburg, concerned about 
the disunity among the Hutterites and 
their repeated complaints about lack of 
land and tired of the squabbles among 
them, directed the Chernigov gubernila 
and governor to make an Investigation 

on the spot and to report his findings. It 
was the governor's opinion that one of 
the important reasons for the state of af
fairs among them was their aban
donment of the practice of communal 
life in Radichevo. 

It seems to me that in further studies of 
the Hutterites scholars might, perhaps, 
do well to consider other records than 
merely those of the brotherhood. 
Prof. Sawatzky states that I, having first 

taken strong objection to his criticisms 
of Epp's book, and then had proceeded 
"to document ... prove all" his charges, 
including. those against Cornies. That is 
simply not so, and I would kindly 
suggest to him to reread my replies. As a 
student of history, with some knowledge 
of the situation based upon many an of
ficial record, instead of an emotion, I 
pOinted out that there had been obvious 
abuses of power and assertion~ of 
selfish aims by those in control of affairs 
in the Mennonite settlements. But I also 
called attention to other aspects of the 
disputes between the haves and the 
have-nots. And I assuredly would not ad
mit, least of all have "proved" a number 
of his other charges. Vide the matter 
with regard to dust bowl effects, an ex
planation of why the low rental prices 
paid, etc. Had space permitted, I could 
have offered extensive explanations sub
mitted by the Guardians Office to the 
Ministry of State Domains on this sub
ject; voluminous evidence from govern
mental studies, those of economic and 
agricultural societies, reports of foreign 
travellers, domestic agronomists as to 
the superiority of Mennonite methods of 
tilling the soil, better crop yields, better 
farm machinery, superior types of hor
ses, livestock, sheep, etc, to any of the 
other foreign settlers in Russia, and so 
forth. Above all, one could have men
tioned the enthusiastic reports about 
Mennonite accomplishments in af· 
forestation - in the villages, along the 
roads between villages, and in special 
plantations. 
I might mention, incidentally, that the 

reasons for the Mennonites not having 
planted as many fruit trees as did many 
of the neighboring Lutheran, Catholic, 
Pietist and Reformed colonists, but in 
far larger numbers concentrated upon 
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the planting and cultivation of forest 
trees, rested with the government. The 
latter insisted that it was imperative to 
erect shelter belts hwerever possible to 
help break the fury of the devastating 
northern winds and the seering hot win
ds from the east and the North Cacasus, 
tasks at which it felt the Mennonites had 
been achieving especially notable 
results. 

Next. "These Pundmenniste. . . who 
had been callously deluded and bitterly 
disappointed in their failure to receive 
the land and assistance promised them, 
were the raal pioneers of the steppes." 
Reference here, I presume, is in the first 
place to the Chortitza settlement in its 
early history. True enough, they were 
real pioneers and paid a heavy toll for it 
in hard tOil, many diseases, heavy death 
toll, frequent loss of livestock to roving 
bands of brigands etc. Elsewhere (in my 
"Mennonite Commonwealth ... ") I have 
detailed these experiences of disap
pointments in government promises. 
However, I also must stress that the 
government in every instance of poor 
harvests or total crop failures (e.g. in 
1794, 1796-1797, 1824-1825, 1833 and 
others) rendered generous assistance in 
food and seed grains, loans, post
ponment of payment of taxes, and so for
th. E.G., in 1813, when the Chortitza Men
nonites asked again for an extension of 
repayment of old debts and current 
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taxes, the Guardians Office rejected it 
outright with the contention that not a 
single other group of people in New 
Russia had been granted as many 
privileges and extended so many favors 
as the Mennonites. The others were 
paying, and so must the Mennonites. 
In regard to failure to receive the land 

they had been promised, I assume 
Sawatzky has in mind the area originally 
selected near Berislav by Hoeppner and 
Bartsch. Conjectures for this failure can
not be considered at this place. 
However, the Chortitza plan, a former 
Potemkin private estate, contained 
almost twice as much land as was 
required to accommodate the first group 
228 families, the second one of 118 
families, and many more which came af
ter 1804. And in 1802 the government 
purchased another 11,000 plus 
dessiatines in immediate proximity to 
the Chortitza plan and also gave this 
gratis to the Mennonites. Why did the 
occupation of this surplus land take so 
long, when often there were over 100 lan
dless families in the earlier founded 
colonies? 
The government also wondered about 

this, and sent investigators to find out. 
Thus Collegiate Councillor Lifanov in 
1811 found 100 landless families in the 
Chortitza settlement. Why were they 
without land? Well, the Chortitza Gebiet
samt, in a reply addressed to "An den 
Hoeheren Staas Rath und Ritter Con
tenius, Hochwohlgeboren in 
Ekaterinoslav," under date of July 8, 
1812, responded as follows: there were 
now 126 landless families in the district, 
of whom 24 were tradesmen and craf
tsmen, 36 were families where the head 
of the household had retired due to 
illness or advanced age and the farm had 
therefore been turned over to younger 
menbers of the family, and 66 were 
young couples who derived their 
livehihood from small scale farming, 
livestock raising and through occasional 
day labor. Why were they not endowed 
with land? The Gebietsamt reported that 
it had summoned the young family 
heads to the district office and offered 
them a full allotment of land, that is, 65 
dessitines, on the recently obtained 
(1802-1803) Nizhinikhortitskii Plan, 
where they were to establish themselves 
at their own expense. Very few had ex
pressed a willingness to accept the of
fer, but only upon condition that the 
district advanced them loans, granted 
them exemption from payment of taxes 
for a certain period of years, and exemp
ted them also for certain periods of time 
from all communal services. But the 
overhwleming majority of these young 
people flatly refused to accept a grant of 
land, unless they could have it in the 
existing colonies. 
That offer had been made in February 

1811 and had once more been renewed 
in June 1812, with similar results. The 
details of this problem cannot be taken 

up here, suffice it to point out that lack 
of land distribution was not necessarily 
always due to the avarice or evil 
designs of the landowners, or the 
desire to keep some of the young in 
trades occupations, or even as day 
laborers. Those who are familiar with the 
events, know that besides three colonies 
founded on the Nizhnikhortitskii Plan 
between 1803 and 1809, four more were 
established between 1812 and 1824. 

Prof. Sawatzky states that the early set
tlers in Chortitza came largely from the 
landless and underprivileged citizenry in 
Danzig and West Prussia and concluaes: 
"Why, if not in order to regain their 
stat us and self-esteem as freeholding 
yeoman?" True enough, but why were 
there few if any well-to-do farmers 
among them? Because they were loath 
to pioneer? Was there not a very simple 
explanation for this: namely that the 
Pruss ian government and magistracy of 
Danzig simply refused to issue permits 
to leave to those with landed or other for
ms of property prior to about 1803. 

Parenthetically, it needs to be pOinted 
out that the usual stereotyped picture 
we have been given of how the majority 
of the early settlers came to Southern 
Russia with their pitifully poor 
belongings carried on wheelbarrows, is 
sheerest myth. Several detailed in· 
ventories of the colonists holdings in 
livestock and farm equipment during the 
first decade of Chortitza refute that, 
although many did not possess 
adequate housing. 
Sawatzky states that many well-to-do 

Molochnaia-destined settiers stopped 
off in Chortitza "by descending upon 
them, accepting their hospitality and 
gaining the benefit of their prior ex
perience. True, but it needs to be pointed 
out that the newcomers did not sponge 
off the oldtimers, for the subsistence 
monies granted the newly arrived once 
went mostly to the hosts. Many paid out 
of their own pocket. The new settlers 
also helped Chortitza to replenish its 
depleted or impoverished livestock. 

Lastly to Sawatzky's outrage about my 
supposedly "contemptuous reference" 
to the Chortitzers as "Pundmenniste." I 
would hope that a calmer reading of my 
earlier comments to him would persuade 
him that I had reference to Pund
menniste in the Molochnaia as well. 
History offers ample evidence. 
One final observation. We all know that 

"power corrupts." But does not misfor
tune also corrupt, at times as viciously 
as power? May this not apply to the way 
the clergy among the Altkolonier in 
Mexico and elsewhere has exploited the 
misfortune of their people and 
deliberately kept them in a state of sub
missiveness? We often complain about 
what the Catholic Church has done to 
the Mexican poor. May this not also ap
ply to some groups of ours? 
David G. Rempel 
California 
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The most blessed 

blessing of them all . .. 

Peace In Our Time! Our hearts soar with 

fervent thanks for t his blessing and 

the joys of a serene (;hristmas. 
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