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We've got what it take s 

R43 
to take what~Y_O_u'~ve~g~o~t _~~~l!I~~!~ 

CP Air offers you 
nonstop service to Amsterdam 
with connections to Germany. 

Come fly w it il CP Air clll Cj let us tilke you 
to Gerlll all Y 

We call whisk you ilWilY Oil one of our 
beautiful orange CP Air Jets 110IlStOP to 
Amsterdam alld arrange cOllllec tlollS to 
Dusseldorf. Hamburg. Munich. Stuttgart. Berlill 
and most other centres III Germany 

You can also take advantage of our 
low-cost 2245 day excu rsion airfares Which 
ITieallS you dont have to reserve mon ths ahead 
Or put dOWll a deposit 
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SOUTH AMERICA 
CPAlr also offer s rl ons top servic e from 

Vancou ver and Toronto to Lima From there we 
can take you 011 to Santlac~o or Buenos Arres 
Or arrange corlVell lent COllrlectrons to Brill' I 
BoliVia. Uraguay , Paraguay and the ot her 
countries of South America. 

So cal l your trave l agent Or CPAlr 
And enJoy an airline With a reputa tiorl for 

service you wont soon forget 

Orange is beautiful 

CPA;r~ 

I 



Westgate Mennonite 
Collegi·ate 

TEACHING A WAY OF LIFE 

If you like the tingle in YO,ur hand after a good spike, the shiver down 
your spine as the closing chord echoel? through the church, the choking in 
your throat as you disect an eye, or the friendly smiles of people who know 
you by name, enrol at: 

Westgate Mennonite Collegiate 
86 Westgate 
Winnipeg, Manitoba 
R3C 2E1 

Phone - 775-7111 

WESTGATE EVENTS ________________________________ ___ 

H.M.S. Pinafore - R.B. Russel School Theatre, 
January 27 & 28, 1978 8: 00 p.m. 

Art & Music Festival - May 7, 1978 
Westgate 100 Cyclathon - May 13, 1978 

• • mirror mix-up 

MARG 
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THEARCE 
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LIKi IT OR NOT, IN • 78 
.r WE'RE GOING TO 

From among the 56 entries to our 
December contest, Mrs. W. Peters of 
Winnipeg was selected the winner. 

Answers for the December contest are , 
carol, adore, noble, giving, wealth and 
goodwill. 

The letters are to be re-arranged and 
written in the squares to form words. 
Letters which fall into the squares with 
circles are to be arranged to complete the 

, answer at the bottom of the puzzle. 
A winner will be drawn at random 

from among the current entries and a 
cash prize will be awarded. 

Entries must be sent to the Mirror of
fice by January 21. 

Name _____________ ---------:--

Address ~ __________________ __ 

Town/city _________________ -;--

Postal Code _________________ _ 

Send entries to; 
Mix-Up contest 
Mennonite Mirror 
203 - 818 Portage Avenue 
Winnipeg, Manitoba R3G ON4 
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The grass withers, 
the flowers fade, 
but the Word of our God 
endures for evermore. 

Isaiah 40:8 

Winnipeg SeminalV is dedicated to the only two things 
which last forever: people and the Word of God. 
Evel'Ythi"g else is programmed for destruction. 

Biblically oriented 
Educationally excellent 

Evangelically committed 
Interdenominationally concerned 

Vocationally directed 
SOcially aware 

Evangelistically enthused 

We believe 

'- "It's especially appropriate 
that scholars be involved 
in helping fulfill 
Jesus' Commission." 

Winnipeg Theological Seminary! . 
Otterburne, Manitoba ROA IGO 

business and professional directory 

G. K. BRAUI I ASSOCIITES LTD. 

FOR. SERVICE, PHOIE DR COlE TO: 
171 DONALD ST., RM. 403 

WINNIPEG, MANITOBA R3C 1 M4 
Phone: 942·6171 

Thorne 
Riddell 
& Co. 

Chartered Accountants 
1200·220 Portage Avenue 

WinnipeG. Manitoba 
R3COAI 

Telephone 157·1770 

OffiCES IN ALL PRINCIPAL CITIES IN CANADA 

4/mennonite mirror/january 1978 

WONDERING WHEN YOUR SUBSCRIPTION 
IS DUE? 

The expiry date is shown on your address label. Any date 
prior to 1-78 means that you are now in arrears. PLEASE 
REMEMBER to enclose your address label when 
submitting payment. 

Mennonite Mirror 
203-818 Portage Avenue 
Winnipeg, Menltobe 
R3GON4 

WILLIAM MARTENS 

IAMlIiTIR and IOLle'TOR 

701 10"""" Pleoe 
214 Portage Avenue 

WINNIPEG 1. MlNITOIA 
Telephone 142·7247 



Where 
you get 
the best deal 
in the 
long run. 
Quality. And service. These are the 

Ike Friesen things most people look for when they 
President buy a car or truck. The order of import-

ance can change from one person to 
another, but that doesn't alter their basic desire for a good, reliable 
deal. The type at deal you get at Stadium Ford . .. along with our 
usual straight answers, good advice and the kind of care you're bound 
to appreciate. So whenever you decide to buy' a car or truck , head for 
Stadium Ford . . ' . where you get the best deal in the long run! 

STADIUM fORD; 
Empress at St. Matthews 786-3851 

"JUST A PUNT NORTH OF WINNIPEG FOOTBALL STADIUI\II." 

JANUARY 

SALES! ! 

CROSSTOWN CREDIT UNION LIMITED 

171 Donald St. 
947·1243 

1110 Henderson Hwy. 
338·0365 

Winnipeg, Man. 

1250 Portage Ave. 
783·7081 

SERVING THE MENNONITE PEOPLE OF MANITOBA 
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The Cover: This is one of the many pictures to be found in the recently 
published book People Apart. The text and photographs in the book explore the 
Mennonites of Waterloo county. Ontario. A review of this book appears in this 
issue on page 15. 

We extend our 

sincere best wishes 

fora 

very happy New Year 

ASSINIBOINE TRAVEL SERVICE LTD. 

111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111 

RUSSIA 

$2,120.00 

JULY 4 - JULY 27 

Berlin, Leningrad, Moscow. 

Former Mennonite settle-

ments - Alma Ata 
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SOUTH AMERICA 

$1,820.00 
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Rio, Iguassu, Asuncion, 
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ORIENT 
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JULY 7 - 22 DAYS 

Tokyo, Osaka, Hong Kong, 

Bangkok, Singapore, Penang, 

Bali 
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It is amazing the teacher 
really didn't get shot 

By Rudy Schulz 

Those of us who attended one room 
country schools would appreciate, as I 
did, the movie, Don't Shoot The 
Teacher. The story is about a young 
male teacher's first year of teaching in 
drought-ridden Saskatchwan. With a 
few minor changes the same movie 
could have been a highly authentic 
portrayal of how things were in Mani
toba during the Dirty Thirties. 

Be that as it may, the movie brought 
back memories of my own school days 
in Jerome School, No. 1506, located 
some four miles from the small village 
of St. Elizabeth, Manitoba. The Jerome 
teacher was the late Rev. Peter J. 
Heinrichs who also served as a minister 
in the local Lichtenau Mennonite 
Church. 

The school inspector's visit was 
always a very special day for Mr. and 
Mrs. Heinrichs, if not for the pupils. 
The arrival of Inspector Albright's 
Studebaker was Mrs. Heinrich's cue to 
prepare borscht for the noon hour 
respite. There was much wringing of 
hands and obsequiousness on the part 
of the teacher. ClasseS continued as 
usual for the rest of the morning, but, 
after the noon hour borscht break, we 
could always count on a questioning 
period by the inspector, followed by a 
rousing speech on the theme of the 
never-setting-sun-on-the-British-Em
pire. Having had Griebenschmaltz or 
carrot jam sandwiches for lunch we 
could never quite reach the heights of 
Mr. Albright's patriotic fervor, fed, as 
it were, on good hot Russian Menno
nite borscht. 

Gopher hunting in the spring and 
summer combined the thrill of ' the 
hunt with the more devious benefit of 
chasing the girls with dead gophers in 
our hands. When the girls scurried for 
cover into the school it was on to the 
barn to make the horses snort in 
protest at the dead gophers we threw 
into their mangers . 

Finding entertainment was never a 
problem, even if we didn't have much 
in the way of sports equipment. During 

the early winter months we gulped 
our lunches, donned skates, and rushed' 
to the frozen Marsh River to play 
hockey with homemade hockey sticks 
and "homemade" pucks. 

Near the school Jimmy MacLachlan'S' 
wooded pasture land was ideal for 
playing Prisoner's Base - a game de
manding speed of foot, deceptive 
orienteering, and resourceful signalling 
by the scout to his hidden team. 

In inclement weather the old school 
house became a wrestling ring. The 
main event would be the clash of 
heavyweights. The wooden floors 
creaked and groaned and the heavy 
dust engulfed both gladiator and spec
tator. After the heavyweight matches 
were over, the younger boys got their 
chance to run around and raise more 
dust. 

We never bothered asking the girls 
what they thought of all this fighting. 
The only relief they could hope for was 
for the noon hour to end. The precise 
moment that Mr. Heinrichs emerged 
from the teacherage all hands set to 
work to restore order. Desks were 
pushed back into place and every door 
in the old building was being pumped 
vigorously to draw out the suffocating 
dust. On one such occasion several 
over venturesome pupils decided to 
explore the school attic. Being out of 
sight and engrossed in their search for 
treasures they failed to hear the 
alarm. Their desperate attempt to 
make it back in time through the attic 
trap door misfired when one of them 
stepped through the plastered ceiling 
just when Mr. Heinrich's was entering 
the outer hall. 

Putting live ammunition into the 
stove was done with more flair and 
better timing than in Don't Shoot The 
Teacher. Empty 32 calibre shells casing 
were packed with sulphur, crimped 
tightly shut ~nd placed on top of the 
stove. The resulting explosion was as 
loud as it was unpredictable. 

One Friday afternoon Mr. Heinrichs 
was subjected to an unfortunate 

"mutiny". The girls had complained to 
him that two boys had been throwing 
mud at them. Having been asked to 
"stay after four" by the teacher and 
expecting dire consequences for their 
unchivalrous conduct, they prepared 
for flight by hiding their caps in their 
desks. Before the last strains of God 
Save The King had died in the summer 
air, the two culprits were a quarter of 
a mile down the road running at such a 
speed that pursuit never crossed any
one's mind. 

Their punishment, however, came 
sure and swift on the next day. The 
older boys cried "foul" and refused to 
come in from Jimmy MacLachlan's 
bush when the bell summoned them 
for afternoon classes. What followed 
was an afternoon of hide and s:eek. 
The mutineers had acted in haste and 
repented at leisure during the week
end. This change of heart was brought 
on with considerable dispatch when 
their parents heard about their mis
deed. 

The one room country school did not 
necessarily produce outstanding teams 
in softball or some other team sport; 
Jerome teams lost more games to St. 
Elizabeth teams than we care to 
remember. We were always over
whelmed by their size, both in stature, 
and in numbers. It wasn't until later in 
life that we could view their superiority 
over us in its proper perspective. 

We had it all over them in other 
ways. Mr. Heinrichs taught us many 
songs - German songs and Russian 
songs (the tunes sounded Russian any
way). You should have heard us sing 
The Volga Boatmen, Jubilatee, and 
The Vesper Hymn. In fact, Jeromers 
started singing before they could read, 
which explains why I sang Mark and 
Harold's Angels Sing for two Christmas 
concerts before the correct version 
came to me in a flash. mm 
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What else 
did Anna Barkman 
bring from Russia? 

A long distance telephone call came 
for the pastor. The gentleman identi
fied himself as an employee of the 
United States department of agricul
ture in California. His primary question 
was: "Can you tell me from what part 
of Russia your Mennonite people came 
who settled in Minnesota?" "Well, sir, 
I'm not sure but they may well have 
come from the southern plains of 
Russia along the Molotschna and 
Chortiza rivers; but why do you ask?" 

What followed · was an interesting 
conversation with this government 
employee. In the state of California, 
South Dakota · and some eastern states 
there is a. weed called the "leafy 
spurge" that has become a menace 
that has been almost impossible to 
control. The spurge grows along the 
ground, especially where water flows, 
and the spurge has become a scourge. 
The agricultural scientists are surmis
ing that the spurge seeds were brought 
to this country by Mennonites a 
hundred years ago. While little Anna 
Barkman may have picked those pre
cious Turkey Red wheat kernels one 
by one, others no doubt just dipped 
into the grainery and brought along a 
peck of seed wheat. The scientists 
believe they may well have brought 
the spurge along as well. It could be 
that the seed also came along with 
other seeds brought by our forefathers. 

Strangely enough, the leafy spurge 
is no problem in Russia. That leads the 
scientists to believe that there must 
be a natural enemy to the spurge in 
Russia. They'd like to find what that 
enemy is. A team is now proposing to 
go to Russia, visit the places where 
our Mennonite forebears lived, find 
out if there was or is an insect or some 
other natural enemy to the spurge, 
and if successful, bring that enemy to 
the United States. The caller is in . 
charge of writing up this proposal for 
a future visit to Russia. He has been 

FADED STEREOTYPE 
You're old if you remember when 

the people who wore blue jeans 
worked. 

CARELESS ATTITUDE 
"What's the difference between 

ignorance and apathy?" 
"I don't know and I don't care." 
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encouraged to talk with Ray Wiebe of 
Wichita and Dr. John Schmidt, Lincoln, 
Nebraska, one of our nation's top 
wheat scientists (a former Mennonite 
Brethren), and with this additional 
information he hopes to present his 
case. 

But how did he ever decide to call to 
Hillsboro and the Mennonite Brethren 
Church? He inquired somewhere in 
Washington, D.C. and was referred to 
a Reader's Digest Directory of Reli
gious Organizations. In that publication 
he found Hillsboro, Kansas, listed as 

headquarters for the Mennonite Breth
ren Church. He called 316-55-1212 (the 
telephone number for information in 
our area). asked for Hillsboro and the 
name of the pastor of the MB Church. 
That's how I got into the leafy spurge 
business. Dear little Anna, we have 
celebrated your coming, but the 
government may not be through with 
you yet! 

By Marvin Hein 
from The Tie 
Hillsboro, Kansas 

JIM McSWEENEY 
7:00 - 9:30 a.m. 

Better breakfasts begin with Jim 
McSweeney, Radio Southern Manitoba's 
Morning Minstrel. 

Enjoy Jim McSweeney mornings from 7:00 
to 9:30 - without adding a single calorie. 

You'll like his early morning wake-up music, 
and Jim keeps you posted on the time, 
weather conditions, and adds a liberal 
sprinkling of his own brand of Irish humor. 

Harv Kroeker and Ken Klassen provide the 
latest news and sports scores, and Earl 
Nightingale stops by each morning with 
"Our Changing World" at 8:25. 

Start your day with "Good Morning" from 
Jim McSweeney. 

CFAII J OHSII 
Q150 .aeo 



A Russian train ride that 
will never be forgotten 
By Peter Hampton 

Riding a trairiin Russia before the 
Revolution was a pleasure! I shall 
never forget the yearly train rides 
that we would take from Saratov to 
Ekaterinoslav and then to Warwarow
ka to visit our grandparents. 

As we chug-chugged across the vast 
Ukrainian Steppe we saw peasants 
working in the fields, singing as they 
labored-the men in their baggy pants, 
tall boots, and gaily colored shirts; and 
the women with buxom bosoms in 
their dirndl dresses with multi-colored 
kerchiefs around their heads. 

From time to time, as the train 
slowed down around a curve, a young 
muzhik would pick up his balalaika and 
start strumming a tune. The girls 
would then break out in dancing. As 
they twirled around their skirts would 
fly in all directions while their naked 
legs moved in wild abandon. 

The villages we passed by looked 
like patches of adobe pancakes-huts 
with straw roofs. The streets were 
alive with one-horse carts, two-horse 
wagons, and occasionally with troy
kas-three-horse wagons. Inter
spersed we saw dogs and chickens and 
children, and sundry other living ani
mals like cows and pigs. Occasionally 
we also saw a babushka, peasant 
woman, do her baking in an outside 
oven. 

The cities were sleek and prim with 
cobblestone streets. There were stores 
and office buildings, schools and fac
tories, and all the other commercial 
and industrial landmarks of a busy 
city. What impressed my brother and 
me most, however, were the bazaars 
where merchants and hawkers sold 
their wares in open stalls. Here you 
could buy anything from fish hooks to 
pajamas, from trained pigeons to pea
nuts. Every bazaar had its charac
teristic hum of earnest bargaining that 
sounded like a commercial choral
now vibrant and pulsating, then mel
low and soothing. 

But, after the Revolution, after the 
typhoid epidemic, and after the famine, 

riding a train ride in Russia became a 
nightmare. 

In 1924, after we had lived in 
Warwarowka for many years and 
were getting ready to emigrate to 
Canada, I had occasion once more to 
ride the train from Ekaterinoslav to' 
Saratov. I traveled with Peter Jantzen, 
who had recently been discharged 
from the Russian navy. Both of us 
were traveling to Saratov to find the 
Canadian doctor who examined our 
people's eyes for passage to Canada. I 
failed the examination when the doc
tor visited Warwarowka. I had tra
choma and the Canadian government 
would not admit anyone with trachoma. 
Peter Jantzen had not been examined 
because he was not home when the 
Canadian doctor visited our village. So 
he journied with me in search of the 
doctor in Saratov. 

My father drove us to Ekaterinoslav 
where we were to take the train to · 
Saratov. Our tickets were round-trip 
and we were to leave on a Monday 
afternoon at 2:00 p.m. As we entered 
the railroad station we met a sea of 
humanity. Everywhere there were 
clusters of people squating on the floor 
with their baggage. Dad bade us 
goodbye and Peter Jantzen and I 
found a small patch of unoccupied floor 
space and settled down to wait for the 
train. 

Our train was to leave at 2:00 p.m. 
on Monday, but we did not get out of 
the Ekaterinoslav railroad station until 
late Thursday evening. During the 
three-day wait we witnessed a fas
cinating albeit also tragic panorama of 
life in post-revolution Russia. Since 
nobody dared leave the railroad sta
tion for fear of missing the train when 
it finally came, all of the normal life 
activities of some 200 persons became 
a public display. 

The most heart-rending was the 
plight of the children. There must 
have been at least two dozen children. 
To restrain small children within pre
cariously limited confines is to frus-

trate them beyond their endurance. 
The older person can inhibit and 
refrain. He has self-control. Not so 
small children. No wonder 'then that 
the children cried until they were 
exhausted. The irate parents in turn 
became volatile with annoyance and 
anger and often multiplied difficulties 
by shouting at the children and then 
spanking them occasionally when the 
shouting did no good. 

Toilet facilities were limited with 
the result that there were constant 
lines of persons waiting to relieve 
themselves, fetch water for drinking, 
or washing up. There were no cooking 
facilities. Hence the food that ' the 
travelers carried with them had to be 
eaten cold. Many of the travelers had 
not planned for a long stay-over at the 
station and so their food ran out. 
Those who had planned more wisely 
shared their food with the children. 
But many ' of the adults had to go 
hungry. By the end of the second day 
of waiting there was little food left. 
Hunger makes for annoyance-at least 
to begin with. And this leads to 
temper. Some of the adults became 
irritable and some of them became 
quarrelsome. Several fights broke out, 
and at night there was stealing from 
each other. 

But while there was fighting arid 
quarreling, there was also love
making'. Men and women used to the 
privacy of their bedrooms in love 
making, at first were secretive about 
it. The intent to be secretive, how
ever, could not be maintained for long 
because we were all too close in 
proximity to each other. By the third 
night of waiting there was no longer 
any secrecy. Husbands and wives 
kissed unabashed. And when they 
longed for greater intimacy they en
joyed their conubial bliss for all to see. 
To a young lad like me these goings-on 
were very strange indeed. 

. continued overleaf 
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Eventually we managed to get on a 
train. But it was a freight train, not a 
passenger train. Except for some 
straw on the floors, there were no 
facilities for passengers. The boxcar 
that Peter Jantzen and I managed to 
get into was already overcrowded. By 
count there · were 30 persons in the 
car. With us the number became 32. 

Again, as in the railroad station, 
people squatted in little clusters on 
the floor or on their belongings. One 
corner of the boxcar was reserved for 
toilet activities. A blanket fastended 
to the end of the boxcar and to one 
side provided the only privacy. Males 
and females and children used the 
same corner to relieve themselves. 
From time to time the wet and soiled 
straw was scooped up and thrown out 
of the car through the side door
when the train' slowed down or stop
ped, and new straw was placed in the 
corner. 

The engineer who drove our train 
was not a gentle man, at least not in 
the way he handled his engine. He 
started and stopped the train in jerks. 
This caused the people on the train to 
lose their balance and often pummel 
against each other. There was nothing 
to hold on to and so the pummeling 
was inevitable. There were times 
when the pummeling was not only 
painful but also embarrassing. 

I recall such an incident when our 
train neared Kharkov. The train all-of
a-sudden slowed down and then stop
ped abruptly. People and things were 
thrown about. I landed on Natasha, 
teen-age daughter of Dr. and Mrs. 
Krasnojarsky, who occupied the floor 
space next to me and Peter Jantzen. 
We had exchanged some conversation 
with the KrasnoJarskys bef\>re, but it 
had been formal talk. There was 
nothing' formal or distant about my 
landing on Natasha, however. The 
social ice was definitely broken. After 
we .managed to gather our composure 
we broke out in laughter. There was 
something amusing and symbolic 
about the whole episode. Right there 
and then the Krasnojarskys and we 
lads became friends. The friendship 
has lasted for many years. I still 
correspond with Natasha from time to 
time. 

At last we arrived in Saratov near 
the Volga. We said goodbye to the 
friends we had made on our boxcar 
journey, and then proceeded to in
quire about the whereabouts of the 
Canadian doctor who was to examine 
our eyes. Next day we had our 
examination. Peter Jantzen passed. I 
failed the examination, and so it was 
back to Warwarowka for me to do 
some more doctoring of my eyes. 
Peter Hampton is a Russian-born Men
nonite formerly resident at Grunthal 
who is currently a psychologist in 
Akron, Ohio. 
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do you know/ weetst uck waut 

Walter Schroeder, son of Mr. and 
Mrs. Woldemar Schroeder of 127 Sher· 
burn St. in Winnipeg, was featured in 
a recent article in the Financial Post. 
In 1972 Schroeder, a Toronto resident, 
founded the Dominion Bond Rating 
Service, a company which has become 
a leader in the field of supplying credit 
ratings on Canadian bonds and com
mercial paper. Some 220 Canadian 
banks, trust companies, corporations, 
insurance companies and government 
agencies currently subscribe to the 
service provided by Schroeder's com
pany. 

Brian ' and Evelyn Petkau, Morden, 
are on a 2-year assignment with MCC 
in Washington, D.C. Brian will be 
working with National Inttlr-religious 
Service Board for Conscientious Ob
jectors and Evelyn will .be in Social 
work; They are members of the_ 
General Conference Church. 

Peter and Esther Hiebert, Winkler, 
formerly MCC volunteers in India, 
then Upper Volta, have begun a 2-year 
term under MCC working with LD.E.A. 
a learner centre in Winnipeg, drawing 
public attention to food and develop
ment issues. 

Dr. J .A. Toews, president of the 
general conference of MB churches in 
North America and lecturer at MBBC 
has just returned from a visit to the 
Soviet Union as a member of the 
delegation of the "Praesidium" of the 
world conference. In their meetings 
with church leaders, Mennonite and 
Baptist, they were indeed well re
ceived. They extended an invitation to 
a delegation of leaders there to attend 
the Mennonite World Conference in 
Wichita, Kansas in 1978. Toews will be 
reporting to the visit to the Soviet 
Union on January 8, at 7:00 P.M. at 
the McIvor MB church. 

CMBC and MBBC, Winnipeg, are 
joint sponsors of an Anabaptist study 

tour to Europe July 10 to 31, 1978. A 
three-credit hour course is being 
offered on a campus in Rueschlikon, 
Switzerland. Excursions to sites of 
historical interest in relation to 16 
century Anabaptism are scheduled. 
German language instruction will be 
offered. Instructors and tour leaders 
are Dr. Abe Dueck, professor of his
torical theology at MBBC and Dr. 
Waldemar Janzen, professor of Old 
Testament and Gtlrman at CMBC. 
Cost of the three-week study tour is 
$1,100. An optional two weeks follow
ing the Anabaptist course is planned 
at the additional cost of $400. For 
information contact either of these 
colleges. 

David Redekop, Winnipeg business 
man was elected chairman of Christian 
Businessmen International at the 
World Conference of CBM Interna
tional Council at Seoul, Korea in 
October, 1977. 

Adena Franz, Boisevain, Manitoba,. 
has begun a two·year assignment with 
MCC (Canada) at Steinbach, working 
in the office of Die Mennonitische 
Post. 

Garry Penner, Winkler, begins his 
two-year assignment in a day care 
centre in Winnipeg with MCC (Canada). 
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Neal and Therese Sutherland. Winni
peg. are on a two-year term of service 
in offender ministries with MCC 
(Canada) in Masouce. Quebec. 

The annual Bibelbesprechung of the 
Elmwood MB church took place on 
December 27-29. Guest speakers were 
B.J. Braun. Fesno. California and Henry 
Warkentin. pastor of the Watrous. 
Sask. MB church. 

Sjouke V oolstra. Dutch Mennonite 
pastor. and John Lapp. American Peace 
theologian spoke on the biblical dimen
sion of peace at a meeting in December 
at the Fort Garry MB chUrch. 

Altona-A Mennonite Studies Tour 
to Europe is one highlight of the 
present school year at Elim Bible 
Institute. Planned for three weeks in 
May. the tour will consist of 18 
members. including two members of 
the faculty: Countries visited will in
clude Holland. Germany. Switzerland. 
and possible Austria. The purpose of 
the tour is to visit the sites which are 
of historical significance to the Ana
baptist-Mennonite faith. The group 
also plans to make contact with pre
sent-day Mennonite churches in con
gregational and youth group settings. 
Local leaders and historians will help 
to interpret the different aspects of 
Mennonite history and contemporary 
life to the group. . 

A special Career Day was held for 
grade twelve students from MCI, 
MBCI, and Westgate on Dec. 7th. The 
day proved to be a great experience 
and will likely become an annual affair. 
Some 140 students and 30 resource 
people participated. Strongest interest 
was shown in service areas such as the 
MCC and child care services. In fact. 
two people from MCC spent the day 
surrounded by students. The day ran 
until 4:00 P.M .• after which time city 
students hosted MCI students in homes 
for dinner. The evening ended with 
students meeting at the MBCI gym for 
recreation and snacks. 

Jake Harms. leading minister at 
Sargent Avenue MeJ}nonite Church. is 
looking forward to beginning a full 
study course in theology at the Asso
ciated Mennonite Biblical Seminary at 
Elkhart. Indiana in January. He and 
his wife have been given a six-month 
study leave by the congregation. 

"Whither Elim?" was the theme of 
the Conference of Mennonites in Mani
toba delegate meeting at the Morden 
Bergthaler Church. in December. The 
Elim Bible Institute Board looked into 
the future of the Institute which 
re-opened three years ago. The build
ings housing the schooi in Altona are 
old. With an anticipated increase in 
enrollment over the present enrollment 
of 42. changes need to be made. After 
discussion of alternative sites at Altona 
or near Camp Assiniboia. the body 
accepted a resolution asking the CMM 
Executive together with the Elim 
Board to appoint an Elim development 
commission which will plan the future 
location of the institute. the size of 
buildings. work on a plan for financing.· 
the construction and oversee the actual 
building project. The appointed group 

We&tpte Senior Boys won the Pro
vincial B Varsity Boys Volley Ball 
Championship in Portage La Prairie 
Dec. 2nd and 3rd. Considering that 
there are only some 40 boys to choose 
from. when some schools can draw on 
a student body of 1.400 for players. 
their showing on Dec. 9th and 10th in 
the Provincial A's Tournament. for 
which the first win qualified them. was 
very good. They lost out in the third 

CLIFF PENNER 
MARK ALLEN REALTY LTD. 

=257-2514= 

would bring their proposal to the 
annual conference before proceeding 
with actual construction. Thirty-four 
out of 42 churches in the conference 
were represented at the conference. 

Sociologists. Raymond Currie. Leo 
Driedger and Eric Linden of Winnipeg. 
in a study on alcohol use among Cana
dian Mennonites. funded by MCC 
(Canada). find that alcohol use among 
General Conference Mennonites is 
highest. Alcoholism. as distinct from 
alcohol use. is not prevalent among 
Mennonites. however. A combination 
of factors; urbanization. higher educa
tional levels and more liberal religious 
beliefs seem to make General Confer
ence members more tolerant to use of 
alcohol than other Mennonites. Find
ings show that some 60 per cent of 
that group use alcohol as compared to 
a national average among Mennonites 

. of 34 per cent. Non-drinkers were 
defined as those who drink alcohol 
twice a year or less. About two thirds 
of those in the sample classified them
selves as being non-drinkers. and. of 
these. the majority never drink. Of the 

game of the semi-finals with a score of 
19-17 in a match where their stability 
and control provided an exiting two
hour game for onlookers. Coach Frank 
Enns feels that all the boys are to be 
congratulated for the manly behaviour 
and poise which they displayed during 
the match. They were worthy team
mates for captain Carl ' Krahn who 
displayed excellent leadership quali
ties. 

COMPLETE REAL ESTATE SERVICES-PERSONAL & PROFESSIONAL 
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other one third who do drink, the 
frequency of alcohol consumption varies 
from those who drink once a month or 
less and some 20 per cent who drink 
once a week or more. 

The Manitoba Theatre Workshop 
Neighbourhood is embarking on the crea
tion of a new production to be called 
"STORIES, MY GRANDPARENTS 
TOLD ME". The script is to be based on 
true stories gathered from Manitoba 
Senior Citizens of Eastern European 
birth. Deborah Quinn, Artistic Director 
of The Neighbourhood Theatre, would 

. appreciate hearing from anyone who is 
interested in sharing experiences as young 
immigrants in Manitoba. Please call the 
Manitoba Theatre Workshop at 942-
729 I. and someone involved in writing 
the script wilr contact you and make an 
appointment to visit with you. 

The federal government has incor
porated the private members bill of 
Jake Epp, M.P. for Provencher, into 
Bill C-5, an act to amend the Canada 
Elections Act. The bill gives teachers 

=§§§ A. new book about the = Mennonlt •• In the Crlm .. 

DIE KRIM WAR 
UNSEREHEIMAT 

• 
Martin Durksen has 
collected writings and 
photos which. give an 
Intimate picture ot 
Mennonite life in the 
Crimea bet_n 1860 
and the 19208. It isa 
boo\( worth reading 
and owning. 

In German. 325 pages
$12 postpaid. 

Order from: Martin DurkMII 
18 Tudore_. 

• 

Winnipeg, Manltobe R2K 2A4 

or: Fallowshlp 800Iu:an.., 
302 Kannacly St., Winnipeg 

or ask at your local Mennonite bookstore. 
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and. staff working for the Dept. of 
NatIOnal Defence outside of Canada 
the right to vote. Prior to this time 
Canadians teaching abroad were not 
able to vote in Federal elections. 

The board of directors of Canadian 
Mennonite Bible College has appointed 
Dr. George K. Epp as president of 
Canadian Mennonite Bible College 
effective July 1,1978. He succeeds Dr. 
Henry Poettcker who recently accepted 
an appointment as president of Menno
nite Biblical Seminary in Elkhart 
Indiana. Dr. Epp, a lay preacher ~ 
the Springfield Heights Mennonite 
Church and assistant professor in Ger
man at the University of Manitoba, 
was born in the Russian Ukraine in 
1924. It was here that he received his 
early education which was interrupted 
by the second world war. During the 
war he came to Germany and from 
there he emigrated to Paraguay in 
S?uth Ameri~a. Here his leadership 
gIftS were qUIckly recognized and he 
was chosen as a high school teacher as 
well as a minister in the Mennonite 
Church. In 1954 Mr. Epp and his wife 
Agnes came to Winnipeg where he 
immediately continued his education 
at the University of Manitoba. An 
accomplished glass blower and 
draughtsman, he used· these· skills to 
support his family, which now included 
two sons, Werner and Harold; and his 
educational pursuits. In 1965 he re
ceived a B.A. degree and three years 
later an M.A. in German Literature 
both from the University of Manitoba: 
For the next five years he was an 
instructor of German and History at 
the Mennonite Brethren College of 
Arts in Winnipeg. In 1973 he joined 

the German Department faculty of the 
University of Manitoba as a lecturer 
while continuing his studies toward a 
Ph.D. in history. a degree awarded to 
him by the University of Manitoba in 
1~~. Besides his academic responsi
bIlItIes Dr. Epp has been active in the 
Mennonite community having served 
as cultural director of the 'Mennonite 
German Society of Canada; a member 
of th,e Mennonite Historical Society of 
Mamtoba, and the editorial board of 
Der Bote, the North American German 
pUblication of the General Conference 
Mennonite Church. Mr. Epp has .also 
been active in writing and pUblication . 

The Canadian Mennonite Bible Col· 
lege will hold its annual special courses 
for ministers and layworkers at its 
campus on February 6-17, 1978. During 
the first week there will be two 
featured guest lecturers. The first is 
Dr. George Sweazey, Princeton Theo
logical Seminary, a well-known author, 
lecturer and preacher. He will conduct 
five sessions on the topic of preaching 
dealing with such issues as: use of the 
Bible, the preacher's authority, the 
purpose of preaching, sermon styles 
and sermon preparation. These ses
sions will be conducted in the mornings 
from 9:00 - 12:00 a.m. In the afternoon 
Rev. Stan McKay, president of the 
United Church of Canada, and a pastor 
on his native reserve at Koostatak, 
Manitoba, will deal with the theme of 
covenant and liberation from the per
spective of the biblical message and 
his own background as a Native Cana
dian. The series is designed to broaden 
our understanding of the Bible on the 
place of minorities in our society. 
D~ing the. second week CMBC faculty 
WIll offer fIve courses of five sessions 
each on the following subjects: organ 
seminar, music and worship, church 
membership preparation, counselling, 
and contemporary alternative church 
models. 

Brochures 

now available 

PEOPLE'S 
REPUBLIC 
OF CHINA 
TOURS '78 

ask for your copy 

MENNO TRAVEL SERVICE 
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Seeing the children go is 
heartbreak that heals well 

; 

By Mary Eons 

Some months ago a friend chal
lenged me to write a piece about what 
happens to parents when their chil
dren grow up and fly the coop. 

All this sort of tearful talk is rooted 
and nurtured in the discussions at 
luncheons. What do women talk about 
during and after the onion soup and 
the cheese crepes? Children, of course; 
what else would a self-respecting 
woman talk about? The launching of, 
the astounding growth and develop
ment of, the amazing accomplishments 
of and finally, should you be so 
fortunate, the progeny of the said 
children. -

The purpose of this article is to 
console those readers whose children 
are about to be married. (Once it's 
done, parents know better and don't 
need consolation.) Most parents are, 
sure that life just peters out gradually 
after the children have left. 

I myself said, whatever will we do 
around here when the kids are gone; 
what is there to do? on the morning 
following "the day" you wake up 
almost ashamed at the feeling of 
cat-laziness and serenity and relaxa
tion that has happened to you over
night. You don't admit this to your 
husband. As the days go by the 
serenity gets quieter, the driveway 
freer and the phone your very own 
property. You can cook exactly what 
you'd like to cook. You can invite your 
friends whenever you like 'without 
fearing the state of the bathroom after 

'the showers. You can wear an old 
mumu or whatever and the kids won't 
be there to say, "Well, now I've seen 
everything." So you mentally stretch 
and grin and pat yourself on the 
back-you've got it made. 

Then its time for your annual check 
up. Far be it from me to quarrel with 
the medical establishment. We all 
admit to the need of them, but oh, 
how we'd like to say a few things in 
our own defence. "So, how are you 

today, my dear?" "Just ~great, doctor, 
except I'm so tired all the time." 
"How's that! What have you been 
doing?" "Actually, not a great deal, 
but both our kids just got married two 
months apart and" ... Aha!!! His eyes 
light up and gleam like the shining 
stars, his ears twitch and he begins to 
write on your chart, smiling mys
teriously. To himself: Well, well. 
Another mourning, frustrated, un
needed mother. The children are ,gone 
and she doesn't know what to do with 
herself. Aloud: "Now then, how about 
we order you some ... " 

Now an attitude like this isn't going 
to help one little bit. Doesn't the man 
realize how free and without care you 
are now? For the first time in your life 
you can read all you want. You play 
the kind of records you choose and fire 
out the Moe Kaufman if that's your 
pleasure. The doctor bids a brisk 
farewell, obviously resisting the temp
tation to pat you on the head. Sudden
ly you have three choices of what you 
feel you've become: First, a child of 
12. Second, the village idiot . Third, a 
neglected sad-sack. But the medicine 
man had not heard of me when he 
studied at med school. I fooled him. I 
decided to go home, go on exactly as 
we had been for the past little while, 
do everything we'd always planned to 
do but couldn't because our children 
needed us more. 

If the truth be told, it wasn't even 
so hard. By now, eight years later, we 
are so well adjusted that we consider 
ours a life of luxury, or at least of 
Riley. Surely, "des Menschen Wille ist 
sein Himmelreich." Now when all the 
kids come home we welcome them as 
we would royalty-only more so. No 
invitations are as exciting as those to 
our childrens' houses. Wait-there's 
more to come-at the end of their stay 
we sigh ' with the pleasure of their 
company, then smile and purr with yet 
another sigh of pleasure-when they 
leave. mm 

NOW 

AVAILABLE 

A RUSSIAN DANCE OF DEATH 
Revolution and Civil War in the Ukraine 
by Dietrich Neufeld, transla ted and edited from the 
German by AI Reimer. 157 pgs. 6 x 9V4 . 15 original 
woodcuts by author,S maps, 3 appendixes, index, 
soft cover, sewn binding. $6.95 
Published by Hyperion Press, Winnipeg, Canildol. 
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A RUSSIAN DANCE OF DEATH 
Revolution and Civil War in the Ukraine 
is available by mail from Hyperion Press, 
61 Gertie Street, Winnipeg, Manitoba, 
Canada R3A 185 

ORDER FORM 
Name 

Address 

City PrO\'lnre/)!d le 

Cou ntry Pos tal Code 

No. 01 CoriE''' Amount Enclosed 

Please make cheque" payable to Hyperion Press. 
All orders will be shipped postpaid, No COD's, Shipments 
outside Canada, add 5%, payable in Canadian funds. 
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Some thoughts, 
old and new, 
about weddings 
By Mrs. Esther Horch 

Now that the nuptial season has 
slowed down again I .am reflecting on 
how much of the traditional Mennonite 
wedding has been retained for our 
_present generation. In some instances 
"much ado" about the celebration has 
been discarded, in others, ' the glamor 
of a Hollywood image has entirely 
obscured the ceremony as a worship 
experience. 

Forty-five years ago, I complied 
with my father's request, not to wear 
a veil because, he considered that to 
be a "worldly practice". I do not know 
how he would react to the lighting of 
candles or the tinkling of spoons. I do 
know that he insisted on any couple, 
at whose wedding he officiated, be 
seated, and be subjected to a sermon, 
before vows were exchanged, on the 
obligations of man and wife and each 
other. Later in life, he reluctantly 
gave in to the ring ceremony, although 
neither he nor mother wore a wedding 
band. 

Father didn't exactly think ' that 
marriages were made in heaven but 
when he evoked heaven's blessing on 
them, as far as he was concerned, this 
meant for life. For him, the union of a 
couple affected not only the two who 
were wed, but also their relatives, 
friends, and the entire church commu
nity. Birth, commitment to Christ, 
baptism and matrimony were the peaks 
of an individual's life. Of these, mar
riage was the most festive but the > 
lifetime pledge "till death do us part" 
was the essential ingredient. 

In his wedding sermons, however, 
he never deluded the couple into 
thinking that in this ecstaticexper
ience, all financial, social, and in fact, 
most obstacles to happiness were at an 
end. He assured them that, even 
under the best of circumstances, doc
tors, house agents, bank managers, in 
fact, all current and mundane activities 
and expenses were still to be reckoned 
with. Signing on the dotted line couples 
glibly make extravagant wagers .. As 
one writer says: "You take on yourself 
commitments which no one in his right 
senses would dream of shouldering 
and sometimes you even forget to 
pray for special grace." Father "prayed 
for special grace". Reviewing the wed-
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dings we have attended within the 
past year, only one has been in winter. 
This one concerned us most because 
the bride was our granddaughter. 
About this time of the year weddings 
fall off to a minimum until spring. 

I was personally pleased that the 
winter wedding was within our family. 
Spring and summer, because of the 
shortness of these seasons, already 
lure to things and places and a wedding 
may even be an intrusion. However, I 
was married in June and quite uncon
cerned about interrupting other 
people's priorities. 

Now, in my retirement, a wedding 
seems like an unsurmountable under
taking, be it ever so simple, and most 
of them are not. Drawing up a list of 
those to be invited, in itself, is a chore 
and a risk of overlooking some relatives 
and friends who will feel slighted. 
Nevertheless, to evade bankruptcy, 
not everyone that feels closely attached 
to the family, can be invited. There 
are always those whom one is obligated 
to invite. Sometimes these are the 
ones who deliberately find excuses not 
to be there. 

One aspect of some contemporary 
weddings that "throws" me is that the 
blue jean generation, decrying any 
formal mode of dress, has become 
excessively extravagant in their wed
ding attire. Grandmother may have 
worn a hoop-skirt and lace but now 
one frequently even sees a groom 
wearing embroidery and ruffles, in
cluding his attendants. Inspite of this 
paradox I have yet to read about a 
ceremony where the groom's attire is 
given a detailed account like the 
bride's. He still doesn't steal the show 
by being referred to as "the ruffles 
tapered his shirt-" 
. It is also interesting to note that 
young people who refuse to associate 
with music that does not have a boom
ing base beat, suddenly walk into 
church to a Bach prelude and request 
a Handel aria. 

The receptions always intrique me 
and often amuse me. The couple, of 
course, remains the center of attrac
tion, even as they try to hide hehind ' 
the wedding cake. They are expected 
to look radiant, even if the program is 
an ordeal for them. There are usually 
speeches by the fathers, probably the 
oldest uncle, the best man, and music 
by talented family members and this 
part of the celebration may even 
include females and children. The 
talks range from solemn to facetious. 
or at an attempt at being humorous, 
usually at the expense of the groom. 
Somehow, in his response, the groom 
makes the guests as tense as he is. 
Undoubtedly the program is an ordeal 
for him and it is ironic that this one 
last time in his married life when he 
can speak without interruption from 

his wife, he seems to have nothing to 
say. Generally he starts out with "I," 
and then corrects himself, "I mean 
both of us, my wife and I are glad you 
have come to celebrate this occasion 
with us". He has a tendency to slip 
back and say: "On my behalf' but 
catches himself and says, "I mean our 
behalf'. 

All this time, and unfortunately 
sometimes even during the worship 
service, a photographer is reproducing 
the couple's every move. I am inclined 
to think that part of the time they are 
more conscious of. the pose being 
caught than the immediate edification 
of the occasion. Most of · us take an ' 
interest in wedding pictures. They 
seem to embody charms and .perfec
tions that enchant, and yet, years 
later become a source of amusement, 
especially for the next generation. 

In our changing attitudes towards 
marriage we might do well to post
pone the big festivity for a twenty-fifth ' 
anniversary. Mr. Ford was asked at 
his fiftieth wedding celebration for the 
secret of so many successful years 
together and he replied: "The formula 
is the same one used to make a. 
successful car. Stick to the same 
model". 

I, personally, welcome changes in 
the patterns of weddings, especially 
when they lean towards simplification . . 
Too often, we as Mennonites, have 
adopted trends . from the dominant 
society, not questioning the reasons 
for the change. We thought we had to 
identify-to belong. Sometimes we 
have done this awkwardly because it 
was foreign to our culture. Now-a-days 
there are couples who strive to give 
the ceremony a meaning rather than 
concentrating on "costly trappings" or 
on a sense of "belonging". 

Attending a ceremony that becomes 
a worship service, in which the con
gregation participates rather than in 
being a passive observer of a celebra
tion, creates a mutual feeling of good 
will and a sharing in the blessings of 
the occasion. Especially meaningful to 
me is joining the couple in the singing 
of hymns, rather than only listening to 
the performance of the organ and 
soloist. I am also impressed with vows 
mutually worked out by those who are 
wed, rather than the thoughtless "I 
do." A concern with stewardship ex· . 
pressed in some presentday ceremo
nies, manifesting itself in simpler at· 
tire, fewer attendants, and lesselabo
rate refreshments, creates a more 
relaxed atmosphere and also a more 
meaningful ceremony. Maybe we are 
coming full cycle and find it less 
necessary to "belong" . However. I 
can'thelp but wonder what our idea of 
a twentieth century wedding would be 
like and still be totally Anabaptist in 
concept. mm 



A Russian Dance should 
be read by all under 50 

A RUSSIAN DANCE OF DEATH: 
Revolution and Civil War in the 
U1craine; translated and edited by 
A~ Reimer; Winnipeg: Hyperion 
Press. 1977, 1-42 pp. 

A review by Frank H. Epp 

This review will in all likelihood 
appear too late for Christmas 1977 but 
one could wish that this book would be 
on the gift table of every Mennonite 
family with members under 50 years 
of age. 

The publication in the English lan
guage of more of the drama-packed 
Mennonite literature coming out of the 
Bolshevik Revolution was long over
due .. The Mennonite Literary Society, 
Inc .. with the University of Winnipeg 
as()ne of the co-sponsors of this 
volume, and Prof. Al Reimer are to be 
commended for bringing Dietrich Neu
feld's Russian Dance of Death to our 
attention once again. In the foreword 
Society President Roy V ogt promises 
further "such translations of Mennonite 
literature and history". 

The Dance is a personal narrative in 
three parts arising out of the author's 
experience of the civil war in the 
Ukraine and the terror of the cele
brated anarchist Nestor Makhno. In
cluded are (1) his diary from Sept. 15, 
1919 to March 5, 1920; (2) his historical 
account of the Mennonite Selbstschutz 
and the massacre of Mennonites in his 
native Zagradovka; and (3) the fiction
alized account of his own escape from 
Russia in 1920. 

A student of modern languages in 
Swiss and German universities prior 

to his expulsion as an enemy alien 
during World War I, Neufeld finally 
completed his Ph,D. after his Russian 
exodus. In 1922 he arrived in Canada 
and subsequently taught at various 
American colleges. He died in California 
in 1958. 

This book is valuabl~ not only for its 
personalized account of the tragedies 
that befell the Mennonite .people-some 
encounters he describes as slaughter
but also because of the author's own 
critical assessment of the events. The 
Mennonite abandonment of pacifism 
he characterizes as a "blunder . . . par
ticularly incriminating". In his opinion, 
the ordeal of Zagradovka was "a 
monumental injustice". Further, Neu
feld was fully aware of "internal and 
external causes" which contributed to 
the bad relations between the Russian 
peasants and the. Mennonite colonists. 

Reimer was the right person to 
undertake the translation and editing 
of this work. He brings not only 
exceptional linguistic skill to this trans
lation but also the passion of historical 
rediscovery. Both are evident in his 
translation and in his two essays 
appearing . in the appendix. Un
doubtedly his own recent visit to 
Khortitza colony helped him to recon
struct this important though brutal 
chapter from the Mennonite past. 
Fifteen illustrations, including six maps 
and nine of Neufeld's original wood
cuts help the reader to comprehend 
and empathize. 

The design of the book is superb, 
appropriately clothing this dark and 
bloody dance in a red and black 
dress. mm 

Choosing 
to live 
apart 

PEOPLE APART, Portrait of a Men
nonite. world in Waterloo County, 
Ontario, by J. Winfield Fretz, fore
word by Paul Tiessen. Sand HiUs 
Books, Inc., $11.50, paper, 111 pp" 
iUus. 

By Betty Dyek 

Another in the popular coffee table 
editions, this first book from a new 
publishing company contains crisp 
black and white reproductions. De
picted here in Waterloo County are a 
people apart who have successfully 
preserved their heritage. In the fore
word, Paul Tiessen talks of a state
ment of wonderment. 

Evocative photography gives 
glimpses into a world of the past that 
is also still in the present for some 
Mennonites. The book comes out at a 
time when "old order" is slowly being 
replaced with new order, and the 
pictures will be a valid reminder that 
people can choose to live apart in 
Canada. 

The portraits of this Old Order 
Mennonite world are chronicled by 
three photographers: James Hertell in 
the foreword, Moni Lattner accom
panying the epigraphs and some of 
David Hunsberger's collection taken 
over three decades. In the pictures is 
seen a tranquility seldom enjoyed 
today. The mood is catching. The text 
is brief. 

Here is a people happy in the 
knowledge that assimilation is not 
necessarily the answer to survival in 
Canada. This may give hope to other 
minority groups, but the price is 
high-isolation with no TV or radio. 
These Old Order Mennonites live in 
today's world but are not part of it. 
They enjoy a social, physical and 
spiritual harmony where there is room 
for silence. 

In an interview in an October 1977 
Macleans, author Edwin Newman talks 
of today's persistent chatter: "If you 
pause to take thought, if you are silent 
for a few moments, that appears to 
reflect on you. Now where did this 
idea come from? I suspect it came 

mennonite mirror/january 1978/15 



from radio in which there is almost 
never a moment of silence because the 
time is thought to be valuable .... " In 
People Apart there is silence, but also 
laughter. The book offers the viewer 
the possibilities for a community of 
restraint, commitment and endeavour. 

The barn raising pictures will recall 
similar scenes in the movie Hazel's 
People, filmed in a Mennonite district 
in the United States. 

Winfield Fretz writes of the-Menno
nite's careful use of technology, delib
erately chosen with a human scale to 
it. The horse and buggy allows for 
deep meaning of place and little about 
the meaning of time. An important 
ingredient of the life of this group of 
Mennonites, states Fretz, is that their 
value system is not in contradiction 
with itself. "It is this view of commu
nity life, this mutually supporting 
system of family, school, church and 
work that I covet for this and every 
community in Canada." 

Mennonite or not, paging through 
People Apart will add a new dimension 
to quiet time and provide a breathing 
space in today's hectic pace. 

This review has appeared previously 
in QuiU & Quire. -

RETURN 

Borne on summer's wimding 
here, long ago 
skies never changed 
growth of silvery clover 
a cover spread upon. 

Here, 
the shadow of my skin 
touched yours, 
rising winds 
puffed at the flowers in your hair, 

_ over the waters 
narrow and floating air 
grey pearl light 

_ while clouds were racing 
the moon, a monster, 
shone. 

I asked a rose to dress you. 

Time, which eluded us 
spoke a forgotten song, 
darkness on wings 
deep strangeness 
around your door, the sounds 
are still. 

by HeDI'Y Rempel 
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Saturday in winter 
By Bernadine.Plett 

Reluctantly I drift out of a deep, 
refreshing sleep, into a Saturday world. 
My consciousness bobs to the surface 
like a tiny fishing cork. I tuck the 
heavy sheep's-wool comforter tightly 
around me, closing in the warmth of 
my body. Only my nose is aware of the 
chill in my flower-papered bedroom. 
The weather outside the icy window 
panes can be sensed - the muffled 
quietness of a world, wrapped in a 
fresh, deep blanket of snow. 

As sleep again washes over me, I 
am remotely aware of Daddy in the 
basement, rattling the cast-iron door 
of the old barrel furnace. His cheerful, 
warbly whistle sends a feeling of 
well-being through me. Soon the room 
will lose its icy edge and Mother will 
call me to get up. But for now, sleep is 
sweet. 

The pungent aromas of coffee, and 
golden brown toast, f~lter under my 
door, as I hurriedly dress. My blue 
angora sweater, soft as a fuzzy kitten, 
tucks snuggly into my itchy wool 
skirt, wrapping me in their natural 
warmth. 

My tongue savors each buttery bite 
of hot toast, and the steaming hot 
cocoa warms me to my toe-tips. Sitting 
on the old white wood-box, with my 
back against the warm chimney, I 
contemplate on the activities of the 
day before me. 

Daddy puffs in from the white 
outside. The door screeches in protest 
against the layer of ice and snow on 
the door sill . He stamps his snowy 
boots on the mat, sending a shower of 
the fluffy stuff around him. A cloud of 
cold vapor swirls around him into the 
room. Quickly he closes . the door 
against the intruding cold. 

Saturday at our house is always a 
busy time. The smell of soapy suds 
pervades the air, and soon mirrors and 
floors are squeeky clean. The base
boards give off their wet-woor aroma, 
mingled with the gassy smell of wax, 
as the floors take on a fresh shine. 

The younger children come tromping 
in frQm a romp in the snow, cheeks 

and noses rosy and glowing. Their 
mittens and scarves give off the dis
tinctive odor of wet wool. 

Outside the wind is rising, picking 
up the loose, fluffy snow, and sweeping 
it into solid piles at the back fence. 
The naked trees scrape their long 
branches over the roof top, and last 
summers' vines sway leafless and rigid 
before the frost covered windows. The 
world seems to come toa stand-still, 
as the drifts slowly pile up on the 
street. Only the occasional car is 
heard, motor laboring, as it ' chllrns 
through the ever-deepening snow fall. 

Inside, everything is warm and 
friendly. Mother is ' busy beating up 
her Sunday specialty - rich, moist 
chocolate cake. Cookies, spicy and 
sweet, are already baking in the oven. 
Chunky potato soup simmers at the 
back of the cook stove, the ham bone 
adding its own goodness to both taste 
and smell. The old-fashioned cook 
stove cheerfully does its many tasks of 
heating, baking and cooking, generally 
adding to the warm atmosphere of 
home. It accomplishes all these duties 
with one effort, requiring only that it 
be stoked at intervals with dry, sappy 
spruce wood. This it consumes with 
dragon-like appetite. 

Evening comes early, especially since 
the sky is covered with heavy snow 
clouds. The winds have risen, whipping 
up a regular January blizzard. 

The children are bathed and sham
pooed. Their soapy fragrance remind 
one of an English rose garden. Cuddly 
and cozy in their long flannel night 
gowns, they scamper off to bed, and 
their trilling laughter drifts back to 
the warm kitchen. 

'Mother puts away the last dish and 
Daddy stokes the furnace against the 
long chilly night. A hush comes over 
the house, as another winter Saturday 
comes to a close. Only the flicker of 
live ashes glow against the walls of the 
darkened kitchen. The house seems to 
breath with the rhythmic breathing of 
those, sleeping peacefully after a busy 
day. mm 

Bernadine Plett is a freelance writer 
resident in California. 



Sue McKay is a Winnipeg social worker with close 
friends in the Mennonite community. 

Warmth and generosity 
surprise China visitor 
By Susan McKay 

The stewardess's voice over the 
loud-speaker telling us to fasten our 
seat . elts as we were beginning our 
descent to Peking International Airport 
was the thrilling culmination of many 
years of China watching. This October, 
along with 18 others, I was part of a 
Mennonite organized group about to 
tour China. For 14 days we were to be 
referred to as "foreign friends", and 
treated to samples of Chinese life and 
culture in and around Peking, Shang
hai, Changsha, Kweilin, and Kwang
chow. The latter is more familiar to us 
as Canton. 

Our flight arrived in the late even
ing, and on our long drive from the 
airport, our bus made only one traffic 
stop. The Peking Hotel, was full of the 
courtesy, charm and mystery we had 
expected. Centrally located within sight 
of Tien An Mien Square, the original 
part was built in a French style before 
the Second World War. A large addi
tion was added in the 1950's, and a 
new high-rise section had just been 
completed. 

Our group was situated at the end 
of a corridor in the 1950's section. As 
we never needed to lock our doors, a 
friendly, campy spirit soon developed. 
One of our number, in puckish humor, 
paced off the distance to the dining 
room, situated in the newest section, 
and calculated it to be a quarter of a 
mile. This we dubbed "The Long 
March". 

Part of the charm of hotel life in 
China is the ever present thermos of 
hot water, tea, and covered cups. For 
me, one of the memories of Peking will 
alw,ays be that of having tea while 
watching day break over the Forbidden 
City and listening to the early morning 
traffic. The thousands of bicycles used 
for transportation made the noise from 
the street much different from the 

sounds created by the same number of 
people moving about a Western city. 
Doubtless the exercise So engaged in 
contributes to the healthy appearance 
of the Chinese people. 

Generally, hotel accommodation was 
good. Service was courteous and well 
organized. Noon and evening meals 
were Chinese, and usually consisted of 
five dishes plus soup. Breakfast was in 
the Western style, but became more of 
a compromise as we moved toward the 
interior of the country. For some of 
the group, breakfast became the high 
point of the day, but for me, the 
abundance of Chinese food was the 
undoing of whatever resolve I had to 
limit my intake. 

Our tour program was finalized in 
each city we visited. Every effort 
seemed to be made to accommodate 
us. Our affable leader, Dr. Winfield 
Fretz of Conrad Greble College, Water-
100, Ontario, was a master at eliciting 
interest and effecting compromises 
both within our group and with our 
Chinese guides. As could be expected, 
a group of Mennonites from various 
places and of various ages, thrown 
together with a few non-Mennonites, 
presented a challenge to the most 
diplomatic. Our herdsman was equal 
to the task, and a spirit of frankness, 
integrity, tolerance and fellowship pre
vailed. 

A word must be said of the way in 
which the Chinese organized them
selves for our comfort and enjoyment. 
For. our entire stay we were assigned 
Miss Chin, a charming and experienced 
member of the China Travel Service. 
Accompanying us as well was Mr. Ke, 
a delightful young graduate of language 
school who was on his first such 
assignment. In addition, local guides 
were provided in each city, usually one 
experienced and one neophyte. Accord-

ingiy there was always someone to 
respond to our questions and minister 
to our needs. 

Of interest is the use of the term 
"foreign friends". During one plane 
ride, Miss Chin explained it as their 
wanting to express their feeling of 
friendship to all people in the world in 
accordance with Chairman Mao's teach
ing. One was left with the impression 
that tourism for them is more than' a 
commercial enterprise and a . naturill 
response of one human being to herp 
another. It was another manifestation 
of the philosophy which seems to 
permeate the life style of contemporary 
China. 

In addition to visiting the historic 
and scenic sites so common to any 
tour, we were offered opportunities to , 
observe and discuss many aspects of 
Chinese life. We visited schools, health 
centres, factories, homes, and rural as 
well as urban communes. We saw the 
production of rice, tea, oranges, and on 
one commune saw the most elegant 
pig barn. It was' a long narrow brick 
structure with a roof supported by 
rounded arches. Although guides ex
plained that the design was a very old 
one for piggeries, to us it was reminis
cent ofa medieval monastry. 

Whenever our bus drew up to the 
site of a particular place, we were met 
by officials who clapped their hands in 
welcome. As we left, we were clapped 
again in farewell. to an endless supply 
of tea in cQ,vered cups, we were given 
an orientation, and an opportunity for 
questions. The format of presentation 
involved a review of the history of 
that enterprise and its progress since 
the time of liberation. Liberation re
ferred to the end of the civil war 
which culminated in the establishment 
of the communist regime. Frequent 
references to the teachings of Chair-
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man Mao, and the sincerity with which 
they were expressed, made one feel 
that communism here is not unlike a 
religious movement. The people we 
saw wherever we went displayed a 
sense of purpose that seemed to give 
them pride in what they had achieved, 
and hope for the future. 

From our cultural standpoint, con
stant references to a revered leader 
were somewhat disquieting. We wor
ried about their stilting influence on 
the minds of the young, and their 
limiting effects on the exploration and 
evaluation of other ideas. From our 
perspective, diversity, individual crea
tivity and freedom to think and speak 
enhance the good of many. Nonethe
less, one could not fail to be impressed 
by the bright eyes, shiny hair, straight 
bodies and happy demeanor of the 
people we saw. T1'!eir freedoms have a 
value too. They can leave hotel doors 
unlocked, and one can walk the street 
at night unafraid. Vandalism is virtually 
unknown and illegitimate children are 
rare. 

On walking across the railroad bridge 
at the border town of Sumchun to take 
the train to Hong Kong, two thoughts 
dominated my mind. One was the 
desire to return to China sometime in 
the future to explore further their 
institutions and to enjoy their hospital
ity. The other was a desire to distill 
further the essence of our way of life 
and of Christianity. In this age, when 
the world has indeed become a global 
village and it is possible for so many to 
meet different peoples on a face to 
face basis, one realizes that the ethics 
of the various societies are not that 
different. Things like honesty, com
passion, love, and joy are not the 
preserve of our Christian way. I was 
reminded of the Anglican bishop who 
once said that the C~ristian message 
was indeed changing, and that he did 
not know how it would be expressed in 
the future, but he knew it would have 
to meet two requirements. It would 
have to be consistent with itself 
throughout all the past, and it would 
have to be simple enough that every 
person could understand it. Exposure 
to the vast organization of 900 million 
people struggling in their own way 
towards a better life cannot leave one 
unmoved, hence the desire to under
stand more of the Chinese way, so that 
the best of their way may be melded 
with the best of our way for the 
betterment of all. mm 

HEA VENLY BENEFIT 
A moonlighter remarked to a friend: 

"I never work on Sunday except for 
the Lord." 

"What's the pay?" his friend asked. 
"Well," said the worker, "the pay 

isn't so hot, but you can't beat the 
retirement plan." 
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The Manitoba mission I 
of Joe Wiebe 

ALONG HIGHWAYS AND HEDGES, 
by Hedy Durksen, Christian Press, 
Winnipeg, 1977; 182 pages, paper
back, $2.75. 

Reviewed by Peter Paetkau 

The story which the author of Along 
Highways and Hedges recounts is that 
of the extraordinary and exemplary 
missionary thrust of Joe and Marie 
Wiebe. In the history of mission en
deavours in Manitoba, the Wiebes 
remain outstanding in their contribu
tion as pioneers Who were forever 
tracking down new possibilities and 
breaking virgin ground in the spiritual 
wilderness. 

The purpose of the book, like that of 
their lives, is to honour the name of. 
Jesus; and therefore present the record 
of God's faithfulness in providing daily 
guidance, performing miracles, supply
ing needs and giving strength in times 
of hardships, trials and discourage
ment. 

The story of Joe Wiebe and Marie 
Toews is adequately presented in its 
entirety, beginning with their earliest 
years in the well known Kleingemeinde 
community of Steinbach. At Kornelson 
School Joe was one of the leading 
bullies in a "gang" that terrorized the 
younger set, and was in fact "deputy" 
to the leader of the group simply 
because he was a big and burly boy. 

But by the grace of God, the rebel
rousing youth was'transformed into an 
all-out warrior for God on the home 
front, while at the same time a former 
female friend of his was being recruited 
to become his nearest-in-rank lie ute
ant in a mission undisclosed at the 
time. How this development took place, 
and how they have ever since left 
behind an enviable record of un
equalled persistence in evangelizing no 
less than five different areas (including 
a short period in Mexico), is carefully 
described in this book. After three 
decades of living on faith in the back
woods, the Wiebes today live in Winni
peg, where much of the same work is 

carried on, only now the confines of 
their parish extend into all the subur
ban extremities of the city. Many who 
turned their backs on them in rural 
areas, including even those who had 
tried to hinder their work, now have 
been asking the Wiebes for spiritual 
help and direction for themselves or 
for their loved ones. 

The Wiebes became highly reg~rded 
in each of the ' areas in which they 
worked, and, on account of consider
able tact on their part, as the writer 
so aptly shows, were therefore able to 
make inroads into many hearts and 
homes on countless occasions. Why, 
even the Department of Education 
must have received wind of their 
effective ministry. When one teacher 
expressed apprehension about going 
north to teach near Ashern she was 
advised: "Oh, don't worry about being 
scared or lonely. There are the Joe 
Wiebes living up there to take care of 
all the permit teachers!" This sort of 
thing is just one of the reasons why 
the work blossomed and bore fruit. 

The faithfulness of God in providing 
his servants with the necessities of life 
and the means for performing the task 
surfaces frequently in this story, and 
is to a large extent the secret of 
success in the life of the Wiebes. ----

The purpose of the book stands 
realized on every page. The story 
contains all the elements of a good 
drama, and is surely a record of God's 
faithfulness in the lives of his servants 
who trust him wholly. 

While the author, somewhat sea
soned by weekly columns in Mennonite 
periodicals, is well known as a writer, 
this her first published book ought to 
arouse us and send us not only rushing 
to the bookstore to share it with our 
friends at every gift-giving occasion, 
but also to expect greater things from 
the author in the future, and perhaps 
even a greater interest in missions. 
Every church library or preacher's 
study cannot do without it! It is likely 
to become a best-seller in the area of 
missionary literature. 



Reynold Siemens, well-known for his gifts as a 
cellist is Professor of English at the University of 
Alberta in Edmonton. 

Sarah Binks in retrospect: 
a conversation 
with Paul Hiebert 
By Reynold Siemens 

Paul Hiebert was a legend in Mani
toba and a noted Canadian author long. 
befot:e I first met him. Sarah Rinks, 
his earliest book, was published in 
1947 and was an immediate success, 
winning for the author the Stephen 
Leacock Medal for Humour and the 
critical acclaim from coast to coast 
befitting a new star on the horizon of 
Canadian letters. Mavis Gallant, Roy 
Daniells and Earle Birney, writing 
from Montreal, Winnipeg and Vancou
ver respectively, were quick to realize 
in Sarah Rinks the elements that 
would make it a classic in Canadian 
humour. 

Hiebert and his fictional Sweet Song
stress of S;lskatchewan nevertheless 
by then already enjoyed a prominent 
place in the hearts of numerous Mani
tobans. He was known and loved for 
his readings from Sarah's life and 
works at meetings public and private 
as early as the late 1930's, both on the 
campus of the University of Manitoba, 
where he was professor of chemistry 
and later an honorary associate profes
sor of English, and at gatherings w~ll 
beyond the boundaries of the Fort 
Garry campus. 

Transcribed below is the interview I 
recorded recenlly with Paul Hiebert: 

SIEMENS: The first question I 
would like to put to you is the 
following: when and how was Sarah 
Rinks conceived? How did the original 
idea grow and become a book? I know, 
for instance, from Lloyd Wheeler's 
Introduction to the McClelland and 
Stewart paperback edition of Sarah 
Rinks, that you used to recite much of 
Sarah's verse at the University of 
Manitoba long before Sarah Rinks 
itself was published. Also, did Sarah 
Rinks originally arise entirely out -of 

your own imagination? Did you have 
any difficu ty getting it published? 

HIEBERT: Sarah Rinks simply arose 
as a kind of vehicle for publishing the 
poems which my brother and I had 
written when we were kids. Some of 
these poems were .written by my 
brother and revised by me. A great 
many of them, of course, I wrote 
myself; but I gathered the whole 
works together and I attributed them 
to some country bumpkin by the name 
of Henry Hayfoot. But that didn't get 
me anywhere; and then it suddenly 
occurred to me that if these had been 
written by a girl they would be a bit 
more fascinating. And in the course of 
time, in the universities, when they 
used to hold social gatherings or 
conversationziones, as they called them 
the women of the faculty, in order to 
keep up their intellectual end, would 
discuss the latest literary sensation or 
the latest book. And I, as a scientist, 
ostensibly knew no literature. So I 
used to quote them these poems and 
say: "Have you heard this?" And they 
would remark: "That's a very nice 
thing; who wrote that?" Well, I just 
invented this girl, Sarah Binks of 
Saskatchewan, and I'd say: "This was 
written by that Saskatchewan poetess, 
a newcomer in the ' literary field of 
Western Canada, and she's attracting 
quite a bit of attention." And ' they 
would say: "Oh, that's very interesting, 
indeed." So before long I began giving 
lectures to the English Department on 
the literature of Saskatchewan. Well, 
then Tommy Tweed, of the CBC - he 
was a student of mine and he, used to 
know about this - would laugh, and 
he'd say to me: "Why don't you write 
it?" And I'd say: "I'm too lazy, Tom. 
Come on, and you and I will write it 
together." So we used to get together 
in my office, but we never wrote a 

single word. We'd just discuss it, and 
we'd end up by dying laughing over 
some of the things. Tommy Tweed 
has a very fertile mind. He suggested 
some of the things I make use of, such 
as the Roman Occupation of Saskatche
wan. He also suggested some ' of the 
names of the characters, the Honour
able A.E. Windheaver, for instance. 
That's his idea. I didn't like it so very 
much, but I like Tommy Tweed. Some 
of the critics said his idea was corny, 
which I suppose it is. And we used 'to 
discuss it, and I eventually came to 
write this thing. I wrote it, really, not 
to write a book, but to amuse people 
to whom I used to quote these poems. 
I wrote it for the English department 
and for my own stUdents. Eventually 
it got to be a book and I sent off to the 
publishers. It was very interesting 
how the publishers turned it down. I 
remember particularly Macmillan's. 
Macmillan's had just sent a man around ' 
touring Canada and explaining that 
what Canadian literature needed was 
a book which would kid the Canadians. 
Well, when I wrote this book and sent 
it to Macmillan's, expecting them to 
receive it, they simply wrote back and ' 
said: "The Canadian public won't stand 
for this." So that was that. Then I sent 
it off to other publishers, Dent's, for 
example. They would keep it awhile 
and say: "It's very amusing, but we're 
sorry, we don't think the Canadian 
public would like it." Oh, it hung 
around; the publishers got talking 
among themselves about this book. It 
seemed to impress them in their 
offices. Finally, Clarke Irwin, who was 
then representative of the Oxford Uni
versity Press, suggested I send it to 
them. They kept it a long while and 
finally published it. Interestingly 
enough, there was a little Jewish 
publishing firm in Winnipeg, I forget 
what it was called - the Israelite 
Press or something like that. They 
used to get our paperback books and I 
offered it to them. I sa,id: "You give 
me two or three hundred dollars for 
this and you can publish it." All I 
wanted was a book, you see, to give to 
people. They kept it awhile and decided 
it wasn't a good investment. That's 
very interesting. So finally Oxford 
University Press published it. It be
came a Canadian best-seller. I was 
rolling in money. I often think of how 
fortunate I was that this firm in 
Winnipeg didn't take it. It won a lot of 
awards. It won the Stephen Leacock 
Medal for Humour and I got fairly 
well-known on that account, but that 
wasn't my intention. My intention 
was, as in anything I write, to share 
with my friends my humorous outlooks 
on certain things; in the case of 
religious books, like Tower in siloam 
an9 Doubting Castle, it w,as to share 
my own conclusions and insights as 
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they occur to me. 
SIEMENS: You say Sarah Binks 

won awards and gave you some fame 
and money. Generally, how was Sarah 
B,nks received by critics when it was 
first published? 

HIEBERT: Well, as for its being 
critically acclaimed, Canadian review
ers were almost universally in favour 
of it. As I recall it there were only two 
reviewers who actually panned it. One 
was writing in the Victoria Colonist. 
He seemed to take the whole thing 
very seriously and he wrote in his 
review that Sarah Binks was a · book 
which should never have been pub
lished, that it was a mistake to have 
published it in the first place. And 
then, of course, there was a pair in 
Saskatoon who also took it very seri
ously. They objected to it because it 
appeared to be true but obviously 
wasn't. I think they objected to it on 
that account. They ended up their 
review by saying: "Sarah Binks, it 
stinks." They panned it for all they 
were worth. Years later I was talking 
to Farley Mowat, and he said they did 
the same thing to one of his books 
about a dog, because they decided it 
wasn't true, that this was just plain 
fiction which apparently was presented 
as truth and, consequently, they would 
have nothing to do with it. But on the 
whole, except of course in the case of 
rather supercilious critics, like the 
students writing in The Manitoban 
and The Varsity and things like that, 
it was very well received. Everybody 
liked it because it was refreshing, I 
suppose; it was different from the 
usual Canadian novel. And I made a 
lot of money out of it, which I never 
figured on doing, and had a lot of fun. 

SIEMENS: Do you, through Sarah's 
verses, parody any particular poems 
by other poets? After all, you say in 
your Introduction to Sarah Binks that 
you have gathered "together the many 
threads of personal and literary in
fluence" on Sarah. 

HIEBERT: No, no, not at all. There's 
only one parody, and that is the one 
called "Hiawatha's Milking." But on 

the whole, there isn't a parody there. 
There's a great similarity in her poems; 
she uses the same techniques, the 
same quatrains almost invariably. But 
she does write this one on Hiawatha's 
milking. But, you know, that is quite 
in keeping with Sarah because, in 
those days, "Hiawatha," that's Long
fellow's "Hiawatha," was in the school
books, and Sarah read everything that 
she could lay her hands on, whether it 
was an Eaton's catalogue, a book on 
geology or a schoolbook, and that 
accounts for her sophistication. Some
body wrote me not so long ago and 
said some of Sarah's poems are a little 
too sophisticated for a country girl. 
Don't think for a moment that she was 
aware of her sophistication. She just 
wrote as she knew and felt, and when 
she wrote "Hiawatha's Milking" that 
was after the manner of the poem she 
knew, where Hiawatha, the Indian 
youth, goes and makes a canoe. But I 
don't think she was aware of the fact 
that it was, as you might say, a 
pa.rody. You have read some reviews 
in which some critic · says certain 
poems remind him of Wordsworth or 
Keats. Well, of course, anybody who 
writes poetry like Sarah read every
thing she could lay her hands on. Some 
of her poems would have a reminiscent 
echo of the things she'd written. It 
seems only likely. You notice there 
when she writes this poem called "The 
Wedding Dress." She speaks of a thing 
being "chic." She pronounced it "chick." 
Also, when a person reads a great deal 
and hasn't got the opportunity of 
pronouncing these words, she's likely 
to mispronounce them. I remember 
one particular case where she rhymes 
"pretty" with "humidity." Well, that's 
the kind of thing that anybody does 
when they read a great deal and don't 
hear it in conversation. That's not out 
of keeping with Sarah's character, if 
you know something about her and 
her background. 

SIEMENS: Do you see yourself be
longing to a Canadian literary tradi
tion? Or do you see yourself divorced 
from it? Or is it something larger you 
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belong to and/or react against? 
HIEBERT: I must say I like Leacock 

very much. I used to just double up 
laughing when I was a kid, reading 
Leacock. Later on I got to know 
Leacock although I didn't get to know 
him well. He was at McGill when I was 
there and I was a very junior member 
of the staff and he was the senior head 
of the department. We used to go 
occasionally to faculty meetings to
gether. I'd go to affairs that the 
medical students would put on and 
Leacock would be there, and he'd give 
little talks. I like Leacock very, very 
much. But mind you, just as anybody 
does who writes, occasionally Leacock 
could be corny, as can't we all. 

The Canadian prairie has got a lot of 
humour in it because it's got a lot of 
hardship in it. I think a community that 
goes through a struggle against a 
bitter environment, when they finally 
come out of it, look back upon it and 
they tend to laugh at it. I think I was 
brought up under straightened circum
stances. We didn't have all the things 
that kids have today. But I think you 
simply develop, as you might say, a 
sense of humour, because later on you 
realize that these things in the past 
stand in kind of an incongruous position 
to what you have at present. 

SIEMENS: You have often been 
complimented on your style and tech
nique in Sarah Binks. Would you care 
to comment on these elements of a 
writer's · craft? 

HIEBERT: Well, I suppose that 
style is something you have kind of an 
intuitive sense of, as to say if a thing. is 
halting and wooden you don't like it. I 
know, when I write - I used to try to 
write with a typewriter so that I could 
save myself work, but I find I have to 
write it down with a pen and pencil, or 
rather with a pencil, because I write 
with an eraser in one hand and a 
pencil in the other. And then I write a 
thing and I rub it out and rewrite it, 
because you not only want to say 
something, but want to say it well, and 
you want to say it with style, a poetic 
flow. And that, I feel, is craftmanship. 
You know, you take a certain satisfac
tion in saying something that has a 
nice flow of one idea into the next 
idea, and that there's no haltingness to 
it. I always took pride' in that Dedica
tion that I stuck in the beginning of 
Sarah Binks there, with Sarah when 
she was approaching her end. She's 
beginning to realize that perhaps her 
talents are fading, and the author 
says: "After all, what was the beauty 
of sky and field and rain-drenched hill, 
of prairie swept by storm, of dazzling 
alkali flat, or hot fallow land in the sun 
of the summer afternoon, of the misty 
pastels of spreading time? All these 
things had been hers, and yet not 
hers. They had entered into her and 
become part of her and she had caught 

Turn to page 24 
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Shpaelt 
Baall 

Bill Block is teaching and work
ing with students at the Wood
stock School in India. He is the 
former pastor of Bethel Menno
nite Church in Winnipeg. He has 
been asked to contribute occa
sional articles to the Mirror. 
Readers of low-German will enjoy 
this contribution. 

Vie , haudi figoani Vinta dei 
jilaejenheit medel en Indien bee 
unsi . Missionoari ti schpazieri. 
Zou troff daut, daut vie aum 
Republik Dach doa vieari. Up 
dissi Schtaed haudi unsi Aevazie 
,Oabeida fer faell Joari tii Huach
schoul uck ien Houspitoal Oabei
da vurdi Baul shpaeli. Baul, nich 
Shirjch. 

Dei Englaenda voat en dit 
Laund nich iendrajchtich jiloaft. 
Vinjs nich zo ziea daut ienem 
daut inoulant voat. Oba ient ha 
dei Englaenda hiea jiloati, un 
daut es Shirjch. Aulavaejent vua 
iena jait ouda foat voat hiea 
Shirjch jishpaelt. Bee uns em 
Bizoa voua dartich ouda feftig 
schou launt es spaeli di Benj~ls 
Shirjch. En Calcutta aum Zindach 
em Park zit iena ' meist nuscht 
aundret. En unsi Shoul hiea eni 
Boaj ha vie ien Hindishproak
lehra, ien bifrieda oompji met drie 
chinja. Vanndei zo en jidanki 
shteit, shpriogt 'a met ienmoal 
un holt ut aus vann hie dem Baul 
ient duschi voat. Dit eit 'a ohni 
bat, meist irjendwo. Na jo iena 
zul nich , spoti oba fi ienen Ka
naedja dei up Baul un Hockey 
upjibrucht es, lat daut Shirjch 
ziea toam. 

Oba ejch un meen Kolaeg, Paul 
Pike, noch ien Kanaedja dei hiea 
Fiz-ed unjarechti deit, biraedi uns 
vie vurdi moal goni touchjichji, 
ouda zougoa ien baet shpaeli, 
vann upsi Huachschoul junges 
praktissi diedi. Vie shtundi uck 
ien shtout eni field, oba daut vort 
uns inoulint - doa passied ji 
nuscht. Uns Fiz-edjukaeta miend 
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daut viea meist zou exciting aus 
Scrabble touchjichji, un hie vul 
viedahans uck lieva bee Scrabble 
bllevi. 

Oba, de shpaeli uck Baul hea, 
und eck well nu urn daut vertahle. 

Ejch haud doa , en medel Indien 
toufalich ien lehra von unsi Schoul 
jitroffi, un hie fruach me auf ejch 
firi Schou 1 shpaeli vul, jaejni 
Houspitoal Jungis. Aus junga 
Benjel bruckti si me niemals tvie
moal kroagi tum Baul shpaeli. Nu 
daut etch ein fiertig zee, docht 
etch me daut unjifaea fief zikundi 
aeva, un zaed 'jo'. Import rules 
ha zi hiea nich, oba vaut daut 
aunbilangt, die Houspitoal jungis 
haudi uck ienen import, en ien 
junga Amerikauna dei beem 
Houspitoal research died. 

Daut game zulupim Schoulhuf 
jeshpaelt voari. Em field vieari 
hiea un doa grooti, shmucki biem, 
oba daut hinjad nuscht. Vie vuli 
ji Baul shpaeli. 
, In ump haudi zi ienen racht
shuljen - ien oula jivaesna lehra 
met dijchi brelli. Daut ji&jch 
noch. Hie viea uck scorekeepa. 
Daut jinjch uck noch. Hie haud 
ienpeepdinjch em mul - zount 
aus dei hockey-refs en Kanada 
brucki. Vaut es me dit, docht 
ejch zou. Na, dis oula ump shtalld 
zich tveschen (ouda zou aus zi up 

' jantzied zaji, 'teschi') home un 
first han, un zaed brov: "Shpaelt 
Baul!" 

Vaut hiet hiea? Jeft daut zount? 
Jeit daut? Un fischiedni aundari 
froagi kaumi me nu aul em zenn. 
Me funk aun ti vundri va1,lt dit 
gauf, oba ejch jinjch no meeni 
shtaed, up kurtshtop, urn Baul 
tou shpaeili. ' 

Unspitcha viea dei prinzipal 
voni Schoul. Dei haud aul achti
feftich Vintash hinjarim kroagi, 
oba don't kid yourself, dei viea en 
gouda shape. 

Fom pitcha chjich ejch naturally 
noam ketcha, un holemaeva vauts 
dit? Dei lankbien haud· tvie 
Shirjch-h~mnshji aun (dei lat et 
no hocky haunshji, oba dei zend 
vitI. Na jo, un vel, un huts droat, 
vorum uck nich, heh? 

"There's the first pitch", zaedi 
zi emma aus vie benjels met 
grooti uhri no di world series 
horchti. Daut game viea unja
vajch. Vel, ejch voa dee zaji, vie 
haudi dei orderlies aea numma. 
Zo docht ejch vinjs; oba ejch 
haud nich met dem ump jirae-

chent. lenbatta haud aul fiefmol 
utjiholt un jeedasmol jimisst,un 
dann zajt dei urn, 'take your 
base'. Take your base? meen 
knoss; vaut shoat dem? Chjiena 
shrijcht, "shiet dem ump". Daut 
jiheimnis von dit game vort dje
stra. Halpt nuscht doatou, dei 
ump haft emma rajcht. Daut vort 
uns aul joari tridj enjipraejcht. 
Hei docht vul vann dei pitcha zou 
shlajcht es daut dei batta nich 
mol traffi kaun, dann jaev vie 
dem batta en Jree ticket no first. 

Doch, ump ouda nich, vie chrieji 
den oot, un dann viea vie up ti 
bat. Unsi junges diedi aulreit. 
Uns pitcha haud zich ienen chniep
ranna bisorgt aus hie up ti bat 
kaum, un daut shauft. Aus di raj 
meist aun me viea, docht ejch zou 
ti me zelfst, 'du best noch nich 
achtifeftig, oba tivaut voascht du 
dei hiea sheemich ranni, bizorg 
dei uck ienen'. Doa vieri ji plenti 
jungis ried tim ranni. Ejch fruach 
dem prinzipal doaraeva un hei 
bout me zeenen zaen aun. Ejch 
viea nich fussy, vaut hinjad me 
daut vann dei aus ien hoz flieji 
kunn? 

Na daut viea meen tum. Ejch 
vel nich proli - daut douni dei 
sportswriters fi ienem - oba 
frieajoa haud ejch manchmoljaejin 
Gjreentol ien gouda hit jihaut. 
N a vaut shot ien baet proli? 
Foacht bruckt ji dit nich printi. 
Ejch kaum ti bat. Dei pitcha 
haud nuscht upim Baul un ejch 
blitzt dem Baul ient; un meen 
chniepranna laed lous daut di 
shtiena flouagi. Dei fieldash vieari 
up faulschi shtaed un dei Baul 
kulled derch, ouda 'teschi'. Vel 
daut gauf ien homer, un ejch zat 
me toufraed dol. Oba nich up 
lang. Ejch musst fuat vada. Vaut 
fi Shirjchi rules zent dit? Gauns 
jivess, dei miendi daut zou. Vann 
iena en homa klupt kaunn iena 
fuat vada baW. Nae, iena mut. 
Ejch haud kunt den dach aeva 
batH, oba doa viea ejch tou 
bisheidi tou. Acutally haud ejch 
lang nich jinuah chieljchi jijaeti, 
un zou gauf it daut tviedimol 
ma1,l ien single. 

Vel, jinuach fon me. Daut gauf 
noch aundret sposs. lena fon dei 
Houspitoal junges knauled ien 
tvie-bagga, un shlappt zeeni bat 
but second base met. Dei haud 
uck ien baet fael voni Shirjchi 
vachj. Dei ump died zoumiea 
vaut 'a vul. Aulem jinjch et nich 



zou gout aus janem dei no fief 
strikes no first kaum. Iensji roupt 
'a 'out', nq,a ien poa krugelji 
pitches. Ejch ketcht iejintlich nich 
aun noa voun reajilbooik hei 
jinjch. 

Na, dit reacht aul tou. No fiea 
innings viea met ienmol 'bus', 
zou aus zi hiea saji - daut hiet 
jinuach ... game over. Daut 
viea, strictly speaking, chien con
test . Zou aus ejch aul zaed haud 
vie, foni Sehoul, dei Houspitoal 
boys aea numma. Dei final score 
viea - un ejch zach dit zelfst upi 
scorecard - tvieuntvintich uni 
fieadel fi unsi zeed, un fiea uni 
haulf fir jani (221f4 to 41/2, no 
kidding). Dei ump, alias score
keppa, viea aulimol uck foni 
Shirjch jibaeti. 

Burkhalta, uns missionoa, zaed 
daut Baul shpaeli haud 'a upji
jaeft, hei kunn daut met zouni 
rules nich fidroagi. Ejch docht me 
zou hei viea ien baet tou neiv. 
Manki Roema zull iena doch zou 
aus dei Roema shpaeli.mm 
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Yom Winde bewegt 
Von Arthur Kroeger 

Gemaechlich und langsam dreh
ten sich die gewaltigen Fluegel 
der grossen Windmuehle. 1m Gra- . 
se unweit der Muehle lag eine 
Gruppe junger Burschen, die die
ses Treiben mit jugendlicher Neu
gierde beobachteten. Der Anblick 
war ihnen keineswegs neu, denn 
schon lange hatte die Muehle auf 
der Wiese am Ende des Dorfes 
gestanden und fuer die Bewohner 
von Rosenthal so manchen Sack 
des herrlichen Weizens gemahlen, 
der auf den umliegenden Feldem 
in Huelle und Fuelle wuchs . 

Es war eben gerade ein Tag, an 
dem die Schulferien begonnen hat
ten, und die Jungens waren nun 
wieder im Begriff die Umgebung 
des Dorfes zu erforschen und ge
wissermassen unsicherzu machen. 

Das Wetter war etwas kuehl 
und daher zu unguenstig urn im 
Dnjepr zu baden, wo sie sonst 
sein wuerden. Daher )Varen sie 
den "Hammberg" an den letzten 
Haeusem des Dorfes hinauf ge
schlendert und dann rechts einge
bogen. Hier lagen sie nun und 
sahnen nach, was 'sie heute wohl 
anstellen koennten. Die wuchtige 
Windmuehle war schon immer ein 
Anziehungspunkt gewesen. Je
doche der strenge Inhaber Omtje 
Hildebrandt verwies Besucher die
ser Art fern zu bleiben, denn die 
Muehle mit all ihren bewegenden 
Teilen war nicht gerade ein Spiel
platz fuer Kinder. 

Frueh morgens hatte der alte 
Hildebrandt die Muehle in den 
Wind gestellt, sie in Bewegung 
gebracht und war nach Hause 
gegangen, da sein Rheumatismus 
ihn plagte. Die Betaetigung der 
Muehle hatte er seinen zwei aelte
sten Soehnen ueberlassen. 

Dieses wussten unsere Jungens 
und glaubten daher eine guenstige 
Gelegenheit zu haben, urn einmal 
auszuspionieren, ob im Geschaeft 
der Muellerei etwas schalkhaftes 
auszuhaekeln sei. 

Es dauerte auch nicht lange, so 
kam schon ein Bauer mit einer 

voller Saecken beladenen Fuhre 
angefahren, urn Weizen mahlen 
zu lassen. U nsere HeIden wussten 
recht wohl, wie man sich Zugang 
verschafft, wie man sich beliebt 
macht: man bietet sich an zu 
Helfen, man arbeitet mit. Die 
Saecke muss ten mit der Winde 
bis zum oberen Stockwerk der 
Muehle hochgezogen werden. Das 
war ganz interessant, und da sie 
beim Abladen behilflich gewesen 
waren, durften sie auch mit der 
Winde hoch fahren. 

Es hiess allerdings: wer runter 
faellt, ist selbst schuld daran. 
Oben angelangt kroch man flink 
durch das kleine Loch in das 
Innere der Muehle. Hier unter 
dem spitzen zwiebelfoermigen mit 
Schindeln gedecktem Dach wurde 
das Getreide zunaechst gespei
chert. 

Es roch hier muffig nach Getrei
destaub, und grosse Spinngewebe 
hingen von den inneren Dachhoel
zem herab. Es wurde uns gesagt, 
dass die Ecken voller Fleder
maeuse hingen, die wir wegen der 
Dunkelheit, die da oben herrschte, 
nicht sehen konnten. 

Der Fussboden unter uns zit
terte, wie auch das ganze Geruest, 
denn der Wind war staerker ge
worden, und die alte Muehle 
stoehnte nun gewissermassen un
ter der Last ihrer Arbeit. 

Auf enger Treppe ging es runter 
zum naechsten Stockwerk, wo die 
riesigen Muehlsteine, von ueber
grossen hoelzemen Zahnraedem 
in Bewegung gesetzt, ihr Wesen 
trieben. Goldener Weizen floss 
aus der Rinne in die Oeffnung 
zwischen den sich bewegenden 
Steinen. Ais ein weisses Pulver 
kam das Mehl ein Stockwerk 
tiefer aus der Steinmuehle wieder 
in die Saecke. Hier galt es nun 
beizugreife'n und zu beweisen, dass 
man sich seinen Aufenthalt ver
dienen konnte. Die vollen Saecke 
mussten abgewogen, zugebunden 
und in die Rutschbahn geworfen 
werden, von wo aus sie wieder in 
den Wagen des wartenden Bauem 
gelangten. 
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Der Bauer selbst war nicht 
eilig, denn auch er genoss das 
Schauspiel der Wind-Muehlerei, 
zahlte dann gemaechlich und urn
staendlich seine Mahlgebuehren 
und wollte sich alsdann auf den 
Rueckweg begeben. Einer von 
den Burschen, der die dicke Brief
tasche des Bauern gesehen hatte 
dachte bei sich: "Der wurde wohl 
einen Rubel fuer uns Burschen 
uebrig haben, wenn wir ihm einen 
kleinen, oder besser noch, einen 
grossen Trick zeigen wuerden." 

Und so bot sich Abram an: 
"Omtje, wenn ich mich mit dem 
Fluegel einmal rumdrehen lasse, 
gebt Ihr mir dann einen Rubel?" 
"Du bist. verrueckt, das tut doch 
niemand!" "Aber ich tu es", -
sagte Abram. "Nun gut, wenn 
Du aber runter faellst, bist Du 
seIber schuld daran", meinte der 
Bauer. 

Abram war ueberaus kurzsich
tig, man'koennte sagen fast blind, 
und hatte wohl durch diesenUm
stand jegliche Furcht vor Hoehen 
verloren. Behaende huepfte er auf 
die unterste Sprosse des sich 
bewegenden Fluegels, gerade als 
er am naechsten zum Boden kam, 
sprang er zu und hiel~ sich fest. 
1m =aechsten Augenblick wurde 
er von dem yom Winde bewegten 
Fluegel hoch in die Luefte geho
ben. Oben stand er fuer einen 
Bruchteil einer Sekunde ganz auf 
dem Kopf und dam dann auf der 
anderen Seite in kreisender Be
wegung wieder herunter. Er 
sprang ab und streckte die Hand 
nach dem .wohl verdienten Rubel 
aus, den ihm der ganz verdutzte 
Bauer kopfschuettelnd gab. So 
verdiente sich Abram an dem 
Tage einige Rubel. Uns kitzelte 
es jedesmal etwas im Bauch, 
wenn er oben ankam, und im 
Stillen genoss ein jeder von uns 
diese Waghalsigkeit. Wir seIber 
wagten es aber nicht. 

Es ging auf den Abend zu, wir 
wurden hungrig und mussten nach 
Hause zum Essen gehen. Nach 
dem Abendessen wollten wir uns 
aber wieder bei der Muehle treffen. 
Da der Wind bestaendig war, 
wuerden Hildebrandts Soehne 
wohl bis spaet in die Nachtdie 
Muehle bedienen. Nachts in der 
Muehle! Die Fledermaeuse fliegen 
dann ein und aus! Ah, das sollte 
interessant werden! Also schnell 
gegessen. "Bring deinen Samopal 
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mit, dann koennen wir auf die 
Fledermaeuse schiessen!" - hoer
te man jemand rufen. "Mensch, 
- dachte ich bei mir, - jetzt 
musst du aber dabei sein". Das 
kann interessant werden: Fleder
maeuse, die ja zu den einenartig
sten Lebewesen gehoeren! Maeu
se, d, da fliegen koennen? Immer 
schon wollte ich diese lautlos 
durch die Luft streifenden Wesen 
einmal aus der N aehe beobachten 
koennen. Es waren ja so viele 
schaurige Geschichten mitdiesen 
Kreaturen verbunden; zum Bei
spiel allerlei Hexen-Geschichten. 
Gruselige Maerchen natuerlich. 
Man sagte aber, wenn .sich eine 
Fledermaus im Haar verfaengt, 
dann musste sie herausgeschnit
ten werden. Es gibt auch noch die 
Vampire, die ganz grossen Fleder
maeuse, die sich beim Menschen 
im Genick an der Schlagader fest 
saugen und dann langsam dem " 
Koerper das Blut entnehmen bis 
der Mensch tot zusammen sinkt. 

Es fing an zu dunkeln, und wir 
waren wieder alle in der Muehle. 
Bald werden die Maeuse fliegen, 
das war gewiss. 

Ein Junge hatte seinen "Samo
pal" (eine sehr primitiv selbst ge
machte Pistole) mitgebracht. Die 
uebrigen Jungens hatten eine 
Menge Zuendhoelzer gekauft, 
denn die brauchte man, urn die 
Pistole zu laden. 

Ich lag an einer Luke auf der 
La~er. Es konnte ja jeden Augen
blick jemand kommen und uns 
ueberraschen. Und Tatsaechlich: 
der alte Hildebrandt kam vor 
dem Schlafengehen noch einmal 
nach dem Rechten zu sehen. 

"Jungens, er kommt! Der Omt
je Hildebrant!" Schnell die Pi
stole verstecken. Es sind zu viel 
J ungens hier, etliche muessen 
ganz nach oben. Schnell! Der 
Alte kam stoehnend die knarrende 
Treppe hinauf. Er sah, dass in 
der Muehlstube fleissig gearbeitet 
wurde, gab einige Anweisungen, 
die mit uebergrosser Aufmerk
samkei.t befolgt worden, und 
meinte, es waere ' alles in bester 
Ordnung und er koenne sich da
her zur Ruhe begeben. Die Hilde
brandts-Jungens waren nicht viel 
aelter als wir und waren mit uns 
bei der Sache dabei. Der Alte war 
schon in der Dunkelheit ver
schwunden, doch die junge Mann
schaft der Muehle blieb noch eine 
zeitlang auf ihrem Posten, gewis-

sermassen den Instruktionen des 
Inhabers Folge leistend. 

Und dann geschah eS.~m 
Knall! - Die Pistole . . . - ein 
Schuss! Jetzt haben sie eine FIe
dermaus geschossen. Vielleicht so
gar einen Vampir! Einen Augen
blick Totenstille. Ein Aufschrei! 
Schluchzen und wieder Stille. 

Die Jungens stuertzten die Lei
ter hoch. Aber welch schauriges 
Bild zeigte sich: zwischen den 
Saecken lag Erich mit beiden 
Haenden ueber dem Gesicht, und 
zwischen den Fingern quoll das 
rote Blut hervor. Es floss ueber 
seinen Hals auf das offene Hemd, 
woes immer groessere Flekken 
bildete. Starr, mit der Pistole in 
der Hand, stand der andere da. 
Was hatte er getan? Was war 
geschaehen? Die Pistole war ja 
noch nicht voll geladen. Das 
Schrot, die Kugeln, . waren noch 
nicht drin:nen. 

Nein, tot war Erich nicht! Er 
lebte, aber sein Gesicht war ganz 
zerfetzt. Doch die Augen - was 
war mit ihnen? Nur schlecht konn
te man die Einzelheiten bei der 
spaerlichen Beleuchtung von der 
Petroleumlaterne sehen. Rasch 
Hilfe holen! Erich muss zu einem 
Arzt gebracht werden! Die Eltern 
wtirden benachrichtigt. 

1m Krankenhaus sagte Dr. 
Hottmann: "Der Verwundete 
muss so schnell wie moeglich zum 
Augenarzt!" Mit den schnellsten 
Pferden eilte man zur Stadt zu 
dem beruehmten Augenarzt Dr: 
Kopp. 

Der Papierpfropfen, der in die 
Pistole dazu hineingepfercht wor
den war, urn das Pulver, wie bei 
den alten Musketen, zurueckzu
halten, sass tief im Fleisch neb en 
dem Nasenruecken. Das war nicht 
einma! das schlimmste. Jedoch 
die Augaepfel und die Pupillen 
waren voller Pulverasche. Bis zum 
fruehen Morgen war der Arzt 
beim Operieren. 

Wuerde Erich wieder sehen 
koennen? Ja, wirklich Dankd der 
Geschicklichkeit dieses begabten 
Arztes, der schon so vielen Tra
choma-Kranken geholfen hatte, 
wurde die Sehkraft .gerettet. 

Noch lange wurde die Muehle 
hinterher von den jungen Bur
schen gemieden. Manch ein Sa
mopal wurde in den Brunnen ge
worfen. Ob es in der Muehle tat
saechlich Vampire gegeben 
hat?mm 



more about Sarah Rinks 
some of their intaniible spirit and 
flung it back .... " In a way it's a 
schmaltz, you see, but you're writing 
Sarah Binks and the whole thing is 
schmaltzy anyway and you can get 
away with it. Nevertheless, it rolls on 
your tongue. I always took a pride in 
that kind of stuff. That is a satisfaction. 

SIEMENS: Here's a question I can't 
resist asking. It's the same question 
which was put to the late Agatha 
Christie. An interviewer asked her if 
she based the characters in her books 
on any real-life models. She said no, 
not at all. What would you have to say 
about the characters in Sarah Binks? 

HIEBERT: I don't think you can 
escape using real-life models, because 
you're trying to write about living 
persons. What you do is take some
thing, a person or an instant or a 
reality, and you write it. 

SIEMENS: .At the beginning of this 
interview I asked when and how Sarah 
Binks was conceived. Now I would like 
to ask you where Sarah Binks was 
conceived and what part the Manitoba 
environment played in her gestation 
and birth. Lloyd Wheeler, in his Intro
duction to Sarah Binks, says that 
"knowledge of and interest in Sarah 
Binks, the Woman and Poet, began to 
spread on the campus at Manitoba and 
in the city of Winnipeg." He goes on to 
say: "And soon Sarah Binks as pre
sented by Paul Hiebert became the 
evening's topic at meetings .... Dur
ing this period of gestation - before 
she was born into print - Hiebert was 
testing and revising his work." So 
couldn't one say, I ask now, on the 
basis of these few quotes, that she is 
every bit as much a product of Mani
toba as any other part of the prairies? 

HIEBERT: Yes, indeed, she's defi
nitely a product of the University of 
Manitoba. After all, as I explained 
before, I used to recite these poems to 
people around the University of Mani
toba and finally I began giving lectures 
to what was known as the "Morons' 
Group in the English department. As I 
did so I would revise it from time to 
time, because things would occur to 
me. That was her growing, her gesta
tion period. In that sense she was very 
definitely a product of the University 
of Manitoba. Mind you, as I say, the 
roots go deeper, the roots go right into 
the Saskatchewan background and also 
my own academic background. You 
realize that this is all written from the 
standpoint of a high academic mind, 
which analyzes and weighs evidence 
one way or another. You take the case 
of that poem "The Parson's Patch" 
when she says: "Pathetic patch ... / 
a lettuce, a handful of maize, / A sprig 
of parsley, and that is all / That meets 
our gaze. / Here we can see with what 
loving care, / Poked and patted by the 

parson's hand, / They flourished, ... " 
And then she goes on to the high 
moralizing: "And now as we turn from 
the parson's patch / ... And after a 
few minutes' contemplation, / The 
moral will be visible." Now, I criticize 
that from the standpoint of an English 
scholar by saying that her rhyming" of 
"contemplation" with "visible" is not in 
the highest traditions of Saskatc ewan 
literature, which it isn't and wHich is 
why I can say so with complete con-

. fidence. It's not in the best tradition of 
Saskatchewan literature to rhyme like 
that. I was speaking there as a profes
sor, as an Associate Professor of 
English literature in the English de
partment, which, in a sense, I was 
because Lloyd Wheeler made me an 
Associate Professor. He welcomed me, 
although being honourary there was 
no money connected with it, no salary. 
English department members always 
took a high supercilious attitude to
wards scientists as lacking in culture, 
but I was now one of the Chemistry 
department with whom it was fit to 
associate. That's why he made me 
honorary Associate Professor of Eng
lish and I responded to that, I rose to 
that occasion. Before long they quit 
asking me to address the English 
department, so I said to Lloyd Wheeler 
one time: "Lloyd, why don't you invite 
me down to talk to your English group 
again?" And he said: "How in hell can 
I? After you've spoken, everything I 
tell them makes them giggle and 
chuckle for weeks after." In a sense 
you're taking off these professors when 
you speak from a high academic stant
point that way. But that is true, Sarah 
Binks is a Manitoba product. There's 
no doubt about it. 

SIEMENS: How do you see yourself, 
the author of Sarah Binks, in relation 
to the critics Rosalind Drool, Dr. Taj 
Mahal and Horace P. Marrowfat? 

HIEBERT: Well, I see myself more 
or less projected in them. I am the 
critic looking at it from one .angle and 
Marrowfat from another angle. I am, I 
suppose, being myself there. I don't 
believe you can write, I don't believe 
any writer can write, without writing 
out of himself and his own experience. 
I mean, what he is doing is expressing 
himself as that experience relates to 
the things he is writing about. He 
always brings to anything he writes 
about a certain slant, a certain point
of-view, and he cannot interpret the 
stuff on a higher level than he happens 
to have within himself, within his own 
development. That's why, today, a lot 
of writing is so factual and shallow. 
It's easy enough to write about facts, 
but to interpret and see insights of 
meaning within these experiences is 
something which demands a certain 
amount of genious, which I wouldn't 
say I have. 
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SIEMENS: How do you feel about 
Sarah Binks now nearly thirty years 
after it was published? Is it still a part 
of you? 

HIEBERT: I don't know whether it 
was ever a part of me. It was simply 
about a person I like to reflect upon 
and enjoy. Yes, I guess it's still a part 
of me, I can ,roll some of the passages 
of Sarah Binks over in my mind and 
take pleasure out of it. Even more, I 
can roll some of the passages of 
Willows Revisited. When I drive into 
Winnipeg, through very flat prairie, I 
say to myself what Dean Swivel said 
about the Saskatchewan scene. Mind 
you, he's filling the whole countryside 
full of interest, and he says: "The wide 
horizon still abounds / In infinite 
variety; / For there are posts and 
posts and posts, I And these are oft 
equipped with wires, ... '" He sees 
something interesting in that, and I 
think when I reflect upon Sarah and 
what she saw, I take joy in it. I don't 
disassociate myself at all from my past 
and from my experiences. Yes, you 
might say Sarah Binks is still a part of 
me. 

SIEMENS: Do you think Sarah 
Binks will live? I think it will, but, 
more importantly, what do you think? 
Further, which do you think will wear 
better, the poetry or the prose? 

HIEBERT: I really never thouglit 
that Sarah Binks would live, but I'm 
beginning to think she will. I think 
she's got her definite place in Canadian 
literature with the writings of Leacock 
and Haliburton and these other fellows 
probably because Canadian literature 
is a bit impoverished and because she 
belongs to the history of Canadian 
literature in the early days. But I 
think she'll live in this sense, that's 
she's very definitely a character. She 
is a creature who is very authentic. 
The locale in which she grows and 
thrives is very authentically true to 
the Canadian prairie West at that 
particular time, from 1906 to 1929. 
And I think Sarah Binks belongs in the 
history of Canadian literature because 
it's authentic, because it does represent ' 
the West at that time and because she 
herself is something like the characters 
you meet in all fiction. She's like 
Pickwick. She's not as good, of course, 
but she's definitely there. But I think 
she will have quite an honourable 
place in Canadian literature. 

(Origirwl interview . published in 
Journal of Canadian Fiction, number 
19, 1977.) 



.. . your word 

Dear Sir: 
I am a member of The Church of 

God in Christ Mennonite and have 
been involved with much of the current 
work of the church today. As such, I 
would humbly point out a few of the 
more' obvious discrepancies in the 
October issue of Mennonite Mirror .. 

(1) A nurse (or anyone) refusing to 
give themselves in service to someone 
in need would not be living the tenor 
of the Bible nor the church. If this 
would happen just as you stated, 
neglecting to care for the sick, the 
brother or sister would come under 
discipline for the un-Christlike action. 

(2) Cars without any chrome has 
never made anyone lost or saved, 
neither has it been a point of discussion 
that I am aware of. Granted that the 
humble servant of Christ would not 
buy a pretentious car with unnecessary 
frills or one which would conform him 
to the world. 

(3) In the work I have personally 
been involved in no one has been 
asked to leave their business or occu
pation and return to farming. There 
may be times, when through a recon
secration, God asks the brother or 
sister to find a vocation more compat
iblewith the spirit of Christ if the 
previous position was questionable. I 
am a business man and have enjoyed 
my Christian walk and labor in the 
kingdom without farming. It has never 
been asked or suggested that I farm. 

(4) The quotations you refer to from 
the Messenger of Truth, I'm sure you 
realize, are quotations from your and 
my forefathers Menno Simons, Dietrich 
Philip and others. If not word for word 
at least in essence. 

(5) 1st Cor. 5:11-If we are to break 
company and avoid the erring member 
after he refused the admonition, this 
would of necessity include our fellow
ship. A time of eating is a time of 
fellowship more so then most other 
times. 

(6) It is true that partnerships need 
to be dissolved at times. 2nd Cor. 6:14 

(7) On no occasion have I heard or 
seen a husband or wife asked to sleep 
separate from their marriage partner 
or discontinue marriage relations. 
However, if the individual has a con
viction on this it would agree with the 
writings of our (yours and mine( fore
fathers. 

The avoidance is a very unpopular 
subject, it causes pain to the flesh 
(self). The greatest pain is to the one 
keeping the scriptural avoidance. It 
points toward the final separation 

which will take place if the relationship 
with God is not re-established. There 
are times I would like to believe as 
you do, it's more comfortable. At 
times I have wished Jesus and the 
Apostle Paul had not given these 
instructions; but the fact remains. 

Regarding your source of informa
tion. When trying to get a "picture" of 
a nation where would you go for this 
information? Would it be to the pri
soner who has been disciplined or to 
the man who is free and enjoying the 
goodness of that country? The same 
would apply in this situation. The real 
inside picture would come from one(s) 
who has been under discipline but 
found salvation restored and the joy of 
a miracle performed through the 
cleansing wave. For ' every member 
who has become offended and refused 
the real spIrit of Christ there are 
many who have said, not my will but 
thine be done. They now give a clear 
ringing testimony, "old things are 
passed away; behold, all things are 
become new." Now they give thanks 
for the work in their lives and are 
living with a 'real nearness to the Lord 
as when they were first born again. 

The religous community never wants 
to accept a reformation. They would 
not accept Jesus but rather put him to 
death. As we look through history 
they have been condemned and perse
cuted even as our martyr brethren. 
The way Satan and the religous com
munity fights the reformation is a 
farther confirmation it is a work of · 
God. 
Sincerely Yours, 
Errol Wedel, 
Macon, Mississippi 

REVIVAL IS NOT 
THE RIGHT WORD 

Dear Sir: 
A friend brought me the October 

issue of- the Mennonite Mirror and I 
found it very invormative and interest
ing. Of course the Fast reunion article 
was of special interest but even more 
so the article; "The Holdeman Revival: 
is it reform or witch hunt?" I am 
pleased to see that someone dares to 
expose what is going on in that group 
of dear people. The incidents that I 
could relate to you on what is happen
ing here in B.C. and also in Manitoba, 
would fill pages. The one term used in 
your article, 'Revival' I believe is not 
that which describes what is going on. 
I assure you though, that I am truly 
sorry on what is going on. 
Sincerely yours, 
Arnold Fast 
Abbotsford, B.C. 

CHARITY ABOVE ALL 

Dear Editor: 
About 20 years ago I boarded a 

Winnipeg bus. Seated in the back 
were a half dozen Mennonite girls in 
their twenties. Two seats ahead of 
them was a middle aged woman. The 
girls appeared to be in great spirits, 
giggling and talking rather loudly. 
Eventually everyone on the bus knew 
what was entertaining them. They 
were. making nasty remarks to each 

. other about this poor woman's hairdo 
and wondering out loud how ' she had 
dyed it and why. Finally the butt of 
their jokes got up and just before she 
stepped out of the bus she turned to 
her tormentors and said quietly "you 
girls aren't very nice." 

Was this a testimony? If so, to 
what? 

Now we have the suggestion on 
page 26 of the MM, November 77 
issue, "To insist on going back to work 
or school on that day (Nov. 11), for 
example, would be one way of making 
the· point." What point? How would 
this be perceived? As a protest against 
war? Surely we deceive ourselves. 
Would it not be seen as a gross insult 
to the bereaved, a taunt to the griev
ing, an arrogant ego trip? 

It seems to me the Bible quite 
clearly states that charity supereedes 
all other virtues or gifts of the Spirit. 
Not only that but without charity none 
of the other virtues are of any conse
quence. 

The rest of the editorial is commend
able. We should perhaps discuss this 
issue even more in order to clarify our 
thinking on this subject for our time. 
Ron Suderman 
Winkler 

NOTE FROM THE EDITOR 

We received another letter on the 
Holdeman issue by a person who did 
not give a specific address. We are 
willing to publish letters without the use
of names, upon request. We require, 
however, that the person send us a letter 
identifying himself clearly so that we 
know that the letter is authentic. It is not 
adequate to give simply "Winnipeg" as 
an address, even though that is the only 
address published. 

CHILDREN WlTIJ PARENTS 
Two little girls were playing and 

one pretended that she wanted to rent 
the other's playhouse. 

"Do you have any parents?" the 
playhouse owner asked. 

"Yes," was the reply. 
"Then I'm sorry," the small ·landlady 

said, "but I never rent to children with 
parents." 
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our word ... 

THE RESPONSE OF THE CHURCH to DIVORCE: 
Love versus Se~timeDta1ity 

Though statilltics are not available, there is little doubt 
that .. a growing. number of Mennonite marriages are 
-breaking down. In addition to the painful difficulties 
experienced by the families involved, this tragic develop
ment poses new problems for Mennonite ... congregations. 
Those congregations that are dealing with the problem of 
divorceJor the first time are. probably discovering, as many 
others have in the past, that it is easier to set up simpie 
rules .about questions like this than it is to apply them satls
factorily to a given situation. Many individuals and congre
gations are seriously asking: what shall we do? 

The rules are clear and a violation is usually easy to spot. 
It is not so clear, however, what one. ought to do with the 
violators. Jesus gave the church extremely high principles 
to uphold, but that same Jesus surprised His onlookers 
again and again with the merciful and tender way in which 
He treated the offenders of His time. 

The Church sees. marriage as a sacred relationship ana 
the vows of fidelity made by those. who commit themselves 
to such a relationship are meant to ~ honoured through a 
whole lifetime. 

The ideals . of holiness and mercy are not easily balanced. 
In the past most Mennonite congregations probably showed 
too little sympathy for human failure of any · type, including 
failure in marriage. Some undoubtedly still do. Sometimes 
one has the impression that a congregation or church 
institution has been concerned primarily about saving face 
when such a failure has come to light, and the guilty parties 
have been ousted as quickly and as quietly as possible. 
Jesus was never embarrassed by sinners. Indeed, it was 
the kindQf self-righteousness that feels uncomfortable in 
the presence of sinners which - Jesus condemned most 
severely . . The church must always guard against being too 
strict because of such discomfort. Many instances could be 
cited where our congregations have not been as tolerant 
and as loving as they ought to have been. 

But the other danger is also present. Despite its own 
weaknesses, and the possibility that it will judge. too 
harshly because of self-righteousness, the church has the 
responsibility of inspiring righteousness in its members. 
Therefore, it has not only the right but the duty to 
admonish and discipline those members who willfully flaunt 
the teachings of Jesus. It is all too e~y to confuse 
cowardice with tolerance and sentimentality with love. 
Now that more of our congregations are faced with the 
problem of divorce the real · danger exists that they will 
allow such confusion to determine .their practice. 

What is the difference between sentimentality and love? 
To treat a person sentimentally means to attribute _ very 
little or no responsibility to that person. Modern psychology 
regards most people as . victims of their fate. One has 
problems because of parents who were negligent, friends 
who were devious, or a mate who is disappointing. Let us 
admit that many difficulties can be traced at least partly to 
such sources. That is why we should feel genuine sympathy 
for a person in difficulty. But many people who come to us 
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with difficulties don't want only that kind of sympathy. 
They want to be treated sentimentally. They want us to 
believe that their situation is in no way the result of their 
own doing, and therefore cannot be corrected by them. 
They want to be absolved of responsibility, of the need 'to 
repent, of the need to reverse their course and follow the 
advice of others. They want a church that will act like some 
sentimental parents do when they assume that their 
children can do no wrong. They want, in other words, to be 
treated fundamentally as victims, not as whole persons 
with the potential for both good and evil. 

Love, on the other hand, attributes the possibility of both 
good and evil to human beings. Because love recognizes our 
capacity to err it reacts with some sympathy when we do. 
But because it also respects in us the ability, to recognize 
our error and to choose a better way it does not accept our 
weak excuses and our evasive schemes. A good friend said 
to us recently: "If you ever observe me saying or doing 
something that could jeopardize my marriage I want you as 
a friend to tell me that I am stupid and that my. action 
cannot be excused. I am telling you this becaUSE! I know 
that I will immediately find a thousandpla.tl~I~le reasons .to 
justify what I am doing. I don't want you to listen to them. 
I want you to kick me where it hurts~ven though I may 
resent it!" -

That is the kind 9f friend the church ought often to be to 
those who feel that they cannot be faithful to their partner: 
not a sentimental body which allows itself to be shamed 
into being acquiescent by those who know how vulnerable 
it is to the charge of harshness, but a loving body which 
challenges us to live up -to our true potential as children of 
God. 

There are admittedly persons in our midst whose 
marriages cannot be restored, regardless of how contrite -
they may be. A new beginning must be made. There are 
hurt and bleeding people who need to be treated with 
infinite tenderness and mercy. Because of such persons, 
who seldom plead for mercy but nevertheless deserve it, 
the church must always be discerning and not legalistic in 
its approach. 

There are many others, however, who are basically 
unwilling to exercise their responsibility, who are capable 
of weaving endless tales of woe or artful theories of 
personal development to justify their selfish and destructive 
behaviQur. The church should not all.ow itself to be blinded 
to the abject desertion of responsibility which hides behind 
such modern statements as, "I must leave my partner in 
order to find myself', .or "my children are preventing e 
from achieving real meaning in life". It is through the 
thousand daily, often difficult, attempts to build warm 
relationships with one's partner and children that one dis
covers a larger self which begins to approximate the King
dom of God. lithe church really loves its members it will do 
everything .n its power to ke!!p them on that path of 
discovery. R. V. 



------=-==~ 

fthe 

administration 

If the Word of God is a light to your feet, 
it may be calling you to walk the path of service. 
In 1978 MCC needs 300 pairs of helping feet. 
Put yourself in our shoes. 
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water projects 

teaching 

Write or call: 
Mennonite Central Committee 
21 South 12th Street, Akron, PA 17501 
(717) 859-1151 

it. 

201-1483 Pembina Highway, Winnipeg, Man. R3T 2C8 
(204) 475-3550 
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DeFehr Furniture is an important part of thousands of homes from Toronto to Vancouver 
Island. 

The secret of a successful product is workmanship - and our furniture is produced in six 
different plants in Western Canada by 450 of the finest people we know. 

Our goal is a satisfied customer and an employee who enjoys his work. 

A. A. DEFEHR MFG. LTD. 
55 Vulcan Ave., Winnipeg, .Man. Area Code 204 Ph . 668-5600 




