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ForeWord 

One of the things you notice when driving around Winkler is the Triple E 
manufacturing plant. And then when you drive around on vacation, one is 
impressed at the number of Triple E vehicles on the highway. But Triple E's 
success did not · come easily. Hard work and sticking to the basics of the 
enterprise have paid off in a business that continues to be very viable. In our 
opening article, Al Loeppky describes the company's progress. 

What constitutes the history of a people? James Urry in a reprint of his 
address to the Manitoba Mennonite Historical Society explores how Mennonites 
have presented their history. He observes there is a varied range of history, and 
that their contribution to the overall picture varies as well. He goes on to 
observe that there is still much to uncover. 

Retirement is something many people discuss at great length, and some even 
manage to escape to the retirement havens. Al Reimer managed to spend some 
time in Arizona and discovered that there are some conventions that must be 
observed and concludes that he is perhaps "too young" to move there 
permanently. 

One hopes that marriages last forever. But they don't. Making a decision to 
end a marriage is difficult. In a short piece this issue, Myra Schell, describes 
how a decision to "walk out" restored a sense of worth. 

When tempted with an array of good food, they say the best way to get rid of 
temptation is to give in. Edmund Stevens explores how he was "seduced" into 
buying a cinnamon bun by someone who knew his weakness. 

THE COVER: You don't have to travel to far distant lands to visit ruins, there 
are some in your own backyard. The Trappist Monastery in St. Norbert burned 
almost 10 years ago and then was rehabilitated into a stone ruin and provincial 
park. In summer it is a quiet haven on the banks of the LaSalle River on one 
side, and the open prairie on the other. 

Mennonite Mirror 
volume 191 number 8 

april, 1990 

Triple E: Modest beginnings, 
perseverence, and maturity / 5 

Mennonite popular culture: private 
lives and public images I 9 

A visit to geriatric paradise / 13 

Poet's word / 14 

Observed along the way / 1 5 

Review: Reflections of an Hispanic 
Mennonite / 1 8 

Word from down East / 19 

Words from Western mountains / 21 

Walking out restored sense of worth 
/22 

Temptation and giving in, and sweet 
experience / 23 

Manitoba news / 25 

Enn Hosefeld Woat Jefriet I 28 

Our Word: Mennonites and the Forks 
/30 

Mennonite Mirror 

Publisher. Roy Vogt Editor: Ruth Vogt 
Managing Editor: Ed Unrau Associate Editors: 
AI Reimer. Harry loewen. Victor Doerksen. 
Mavis Reimer Writing Staff: Andre Oberle. 
Paul Redekop. Dana Mohr, J. Braun, Tim 
Wiebe, Sarah Klassen. Agnes Wall, Mary lou 
Driedger, George Epp. Vic Penner, Dora Dueck. 
Dora Maendel; Mirror Mix-Up, Bob Matsuo. 

Mennonite Literary Society Inc. 

President: Roy Vogt VICe-President: Ed Unrau 
Secretary: David Unruh Office Manager: 
Frieda Unruh Directors: Rudy Friesen. John 
Schroeder, Mavis Reimer. 

The Mennonite Mirror is normally published 10 
times each year for the Mennonite community 
of Manitoba by the Mennonite literary Society 
Inc. 

All business and editorial correspondence 
should be addressed to 207 - 1317 A Portage 
Avenue. Winnipeg, Manitoba, R3G OV3. 
Telephone 7 8 6 2 2 8 9. The Mennonite 
Mirror observes the following part-time office 
hours: Monday 1 to 4 p.m .; Tuesday, 9 a.m. 
to 4 p.m.. Thursday. 9 a.m. to noon. 
Subscriptions: $20 for one year; no charge for 
those on pension. 

issn 315 - 8101 

Second Class 
Mail Registration: 2 6 5 8 

mennonite mirror / april, 1990 / 3 



4/ mennonite mirror / april, 1990 

OUR 
PEOPLE 

Barry Buhr is a Cameraman . .. with a 
difference. He doesn 't shoot 35mm, but operates a 
large process camera that shoots customer 
originals. These originals take the form of 
photographs, art work and typeset copy. Both line 
and halftone negatives are made. In the offset 
process nothing can be printed without the material 
being photographed, and a negative made for the 
Stripping Department. 

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

rDWFriesen 
" Where people make the difference " 
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Modest beginnings, major upheavals 
and a lot of perseverence 
sees Triple E to maturity 

Coming into Winkler from the east on 
highway 14, one of the first things you 
notice is the Triple E motor home fac
tory complex. 

Huge pale yellow and green metal
clad buildings squat in the northeast 
corner of town. Motor homes sit here 
and there on gravel lots, waiting for 
finishing, inspection, or delivery. 
Some are protectively kept inside acres 
of chain link fencing, like cows in a 
pasture. The size of everything in this 
rural setting gives a feeling of perma
nence and security. Yet the short his
tory of Triple E has been characterized 
by change more than anything else. 

In the winter of 1964, Winkler plum
ber P.W. Enns was on voluntary ser
vice in Elkhart, Indiana, a travel trailer 
manufacturing centre. Having built his 
own camper trailer at home, P.W. was 
interested enough to have a look at . 
Elkhart's trailer industry in his spare 
time. What caught his eye was a trailer 
chassis with a rubber ride suspension 
system. He made a few calls back to 
Winkler to talk to his son-in-law, Phil 
Ens, his partner in a plumbing business . 
He persuaded Phil to share the cost of 
a trailer chassis with him. P.W. thou
ght it might work to do plumbing in 
summer and make trailers in winter. 
That way they wouldn't have to layoff 
summer workers. It was an unlikely 
combination, plumbing and trailer man
ufacturing, but worth a try. 

They signed away their homes and 
P.W.'s small farm as collateral, took 
out an option on one acre of land in the 
northeast corner of Winkler, and by fall 
they were in production, making 13-
foot travel trailers. Phil managed the 
plumbing while P. W. ran the trailer 
business. They were joined by Peter 

by AI Loeppky 
Elias, another of P.W.'s sons-in-law; 
together Enns, Ens, and Elias made the 
three E's for the company name. 

Getting started 
In 1965 P.W. went to the Federal Busi
ness Development Bank to ask for a 
$70,000 loan. When asked how much 
money he had, he explained that he had 
none, which was why he had come to 
the bank. They turned him down. The 
Winkler Credit Union provided the 
money as a character loan and financed 
Triple E's growth until the amount of 
money going out and coming in became 
too much for a local credit union to 
handle. By that time the banks were 
anxious to do business . 

Triple E grew rapidly during the first 
years. Production increased from 97 
trailers the first year, to 327 the next , 
to 550 in the third year. Different 
styles and sizes of travel trailers were 
added. Montreal' s Expo in 1967 bo
osted the demand for recreational ve
hicles, making it a good time to do 
business. 

In 1967 P.W. Enns bought a dam
aged Ford one-ton truck from an auto 
wrecker ·and built his first motor home. 

Philipp R . Ens 

Triple E became the first Canadian 
company to build motor homes on a 
production line basis. 

In 1968 P. W. wanted Phil to manage 
both businesses so that he could build 
prototypes. Phil argued that since that 
job would be too much for him, their 
best bet would be to sell the plumbing 
and heating business and only build 
recreational vehicles. P.W. agreed 
reluctantly, not liking the idea of giving 
up the original family business. Thus 
Triple E became an exclusively recre
ational vehicle industry. 

Until 1969 Triple E was, by its own 
admission, a small company growing 
too fast for the Enns family. It was 
operating with a large debt load and 
lacked the know-how to manufacture 
and sell on a large scale. In stepped 
B.C. business tycoon Jim Pattison and 
his company, Neonex Leisure Products. 
Pattison was buying travel trailer and 
motor home companies and the Triple E 
trailer factory looked like a good buy. 
He bought out the Enns family, paying 
10 per cent of the purchase price in 
cash and the rest in Neonex shares, held 
in escrow. The arrangement meant that 
if the new shareholders wanted to cash 
in their shares, they could only do so 
over a designated time period. The sale 
was a relief for P.W. and his sons-in
law because they were able to payoff 
their mortgages. Pattison retained the 
three original owners, Phil as company 
manager and P. W. as consultant. He 
also had an option to buy the motor 
home division, then owned by the orig
inal three, along with six other share
holders. 

National stage opens 
Neonex owned Triple E for four and a 
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half years. Its ownership of other rec
reational vehicle businesses provided an 
economy of scale which was impossible 
before. Neonex could buy more 
cheaply by buying more to supply both 
Triple E and Travelaire, which it then 
owned. There was more money to 
work with so Triple E could stockpile 
materials when prices were low. Dur
ing that time the Winkler people learned 
a lot from Neonex about design, plan
ning, projection, and purchasing. 
Neonex removed the mystique of doing 
business on a national scale. 

Disaster struck in 1972. In the early 
morning hours of March 29 the Winkler 
fire department was called to put out a 
fire at the plant. It was much too late. 
The fire burned out of control and by The Triple E Empress motor home 
afternoon left a pile of smoking rubble. 
It also left a widow with four children. 
Henry Schellenberg, manager of the 
motor home division, had gone to work 
early as usual, and succumbed to smoke 
and fumes inside the building. 

It was a time of CrISIS. 

Schellenberg's death weighed heavily 
on the community. On top of that there 
were orders which couldn't possibly be 
filled in time, which meant that Triple 
E was losing dealerships. The Enns 
family could collect insurance on the 
building and go back to farming or 
plumbing. Disheartened, they gave this 
option serious consideration until their 
employees called them to a meeting at 
the Harvest Inn restaurant. They of
fered free labour for reconstruction if 
the business would continue. The rest 
of the community urged them to keep 
going, as did Pattison. In May Pattison 
bought Triple E's motor home division 
and Dutch Mobile Homes, a local com
petitor. He made Phil vice-president 
and manager of the entire operation. 
The Dutch plant was doubled in size 
and the razed factory rebuilt. During 
reconstruction the trailers and motor 
homes were stored in the Winkler 
arena. Triple E was back in business. 

Gas crisis 
It didn't take long for the next crisis to 
threaten the company. The energy 
crisis of 1973 created havoc in the 
recreational vehicle industry. In the 
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u.S. alone, where Neonex had a sub
stantial interest, 750 manufacturers 
were reduced to 85. The value of Enns 
family holdings decreased sharply with 
declining share values. Pattison worked 
at selling off his recreational vehicle 
sector in the u.S. and Phil recalls him 
feeling badly about how things were 
turning out for the Winkler people. In 
December, 1973, Pattison attended an 
Enns family wedding in Winkler aod 
Phil offered to buy Triple E back. 
Pattison expressed interest and negoti
ations were started. 

Phil was prepared to buy the com
pany himself if nobody wanted to join 
him, but after painful deliberation and a 
great deal of ambivalence, P.W. agreed 
to get back in, reasoning that because of 
his relationship to Phil he would be 
affected by the success or failure of the 
business even if he wasn't a share
holder. Peter Elias declined, having 
experienced enough risk for his taste. 
He stayed on as a vice-president when 
the company came back into his family . 

Pattison's feelings about the Enns 
family and their situation proved to be 
genuine. He provided a two-year inter
est-free loan of $200,000 so that they 
could buy back the company. That 
meant that Triple E could payoff the 
loan with profits from sales. Later, 
when the company was growing rapid 

ly, Triple E set up the P .W. Enns Fam
ily Foundation which helped to fund the 
Mennonite Heritage Centre in Winni
peg. Pattison contributed a $100,000. 
Regardless of past or present contro
versy surrounding Jim Pattison and his 
business dealings, Phil will say only 
good things about him. 

Growth returns 
In 1976 and the four years following, 
Triple E grew quickly again. It ex
panded by buying the Surfside and 
Beachomber trailer companies in Mani
toba, Skylark Recreational Vehicles in 
Lethbridge, and acquired Leocraft Mo
tor Homes in Gimli, Manitoba. One
third of Lode King Industries, a Wink
ler company specializing in making 
hopper grain trailers, was added to the 
list. 

In 1980 Triple E began operating a 
van conversion plant in Guelph, Ontar
io, in order to be closer to suppliers and 
markets. The business was now mak
ing travel trailers , motor homes, mobile 
homes, pick-up truck campers, van 
conversions, and fifth wheel trailers. 

In 1981 the roof fell in again. Inter
est rates and ~asoline prices soared. 
Triple E and the rest of Canada were 
paying up to 24 per cent on loans. 
Consequently, orders for recreational 
vehicles stopped almost entirely. When 
the dust had settled at financial year end 



on August 31, 1982, Triple E had lost 
more than half of its equity. The com
pany closed its recreational vehicle 
plants in Gimli and Lethbridge and 
consolidated its mobile home production 
in Lethbridge. It stopped making travel 
tmilers altogether; Phil recalls not being 
too worried. "By that time we were in 
a financially solid position so it was just 
a matter of streamlining and waiting for 
things to pick up again." 

They didn't have to wait long, doing 
well enough that by 1984 Triple E 
bought another third of Lode King and 
by 1986 owned the business outright. 

Triple E's European connection hap
pened almost by accident. In 1987 a 
small delegation from Scandinavia vis
ited the Triple E factory in Winkler. It 
was led by Tormod Holland, a Norwe
gian businessman. He had picked up a 
Triple E brochure somewhere in Nor
way and what he saw interested him in 
selling Triple E products in Scandin
avia. Phil and Tormod, along with 
other Scandinavian businessmen, estab
lished Triple E International, a recre
ational vehicle distributorship. Last 
year 80 vans and 25 motor homes were 
sent to Scandinavia. Phil says the Scan
dinavians prefer Canadian-made recre
ational vehicles to those from the U.S. 
because of their more conservative 
styling and a Scandinavian preference 
for Canadian politics. The company is 
trying to get into Germany, the plum of 
European markets. 

Meanwhile, the Alberta operations 
have expanded to include an ongoing 
mobile home development project in 
Yellowknife, N. W. T. 

Change seems to be constant at 
Triple E. In 1989 Douglas Manufactur
ing of Winkler was added as a subsidi
ary. Douglas is a company which 
builds rotary mowers and tillers, things 
the industry cans short-line farm equip
ment. Under-financed, Douglas went 
into receivership earlier this year. 
Triple E had signed loan guarantees to 
help the company and had the choice of 
paying out the guarantees or making a 
deal to buy the company. Because of 
everything else going at Triple E, the 
purchase of Douglas is seen as a short 
term management headache. In the 

long term, though, it should be a good 
acquisition. Triple E is confident it can 
overcome the company's management 
problems and turn the company around. 
Douglas has the advantage of exporting 
80 per cent of its production, and 
brings to Triple E the balancing effect 
of diversification. 

Freer competition 
The newest and biggest challenge facing 
Triple E is the Free Trade Agreement. 
Triple E will find it very difficult to 
keep pace with U.S. motor home manu
facturers. The only option now seems 
to be a U.S. presence, critical not just 
for continued growth but for the sur
vival of the company. U.S. consumers 
prefer U.S.-made products, and Triple 
E will only make inroads into the U.S. 
market if Triple E products are manu
factured there. It may also be the only 
way to stay competitive in Canada 
where U.S. companies, with lower 
production costs, the Free Trade Agree
ment, and a strengthening Canadian 
dollar, are taking an ever-increasing 
share of the recreational vehicle market. 
As a result, Triple E is actively looking 
for involvement in a U.S.-recreational 
vehicle company. Expansion across the 
border will require capital, one source 
of which may be a public share offer
ing. Phil is confident that the problems 
that Free Trade presents will be offset 
by the strength of Triple E's agricul
tural manufacturing and the expansion 
of Triple E into more of the European 
market. The present strength of Euro
pean currencies is good news for Cana
dian exporters. 

Triple E has survived 25 years in a 
roller-coaster recreational vehicle mar
ket. Last year it sold $79 million worth 
of motor homes, mobile homes, and 
agricultural products. Phil sees a 
number of reasons for the success of 
Triple E. 

Triple E maintains that it has good 
people in its employ, people who value 
work and are concerned with making a 
good product. In upper management 
there have been almost no personnel 
changes for 25 years. The Enns family 
is quick to praise its employees, es
pecially those who have been there a 

long time. 

Community spirit 
Triple E sees itself as a cog in the com
munity. In this small town, managers 
and workers live near each other, go to 
the same churches, play on the same 
teams, and have similar conservative 
outlooks on life. This considered, 
Triple E has more in its business phil
osophy than financial interest. 1t was 
on this point that Triple E and a recent~ 
ly hired manager parted ways. Phil 
says, "When I'm out in the community, 
I want to greet the people who work for 
me and sit beside them in church. J 
have to run my business accordingly." 
The ties are strong. In spite of the fact 
that it sells almost 95 per cent of its 
products outside Manitoba, Triple E has 
turned down offers of free land and tax 
incentives from places outside the com
munity and province. 

There is no union at Triple E in 
Winkler. Union overtures have been 
rejected by employees. In 1987 Triple 
E moved its van conversion plant from 
Guelph back to Winkler. The shop in 
Guelph was represented by the UA W 
which, according to Phil, regarded 
hostility between labour and manage
ment as standard practise. In defending 
the pull-out Phil explains, "We country 
folks from Winkler have no idea of how 
to play that kind of game." In Winkler, 
Workers' Association president Henry 
Hildebrand likes the way management 
and labour relate to each other, cooper
ating and solving problems face to face 
rather than assuming antagonistic roles. 
He and company personnel director, 
Len Sawatzky, went to Ottawa last year 
to receive the top Canadian Award for 
Business Excellence in the category of 
labour and management relations. 

Phil points to profit sharing, work in
centive programs, good safety stan
dards, fair grievance procedures, and 
long term employee recognition as 
fostering good labour/management 
relations. He maintains that employees' 
wages and benefits are equal to those in 
union shops, citing Triple E's unionized 
plant in Alberta as an example. Hilde
brand agrees that Triple E's hourly 
wage earners are among the best paid in 
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the area. 
Triple E's approach to business is 

determined in part by its place in a 
smalI Mennonite community, but Phil 
also discusses a spiritual dimension to 
the business. He says, "I am not so 
naive as to assume that people who are 
not Christians are going to fail or not 
do as well as we do, but our faith has 
certainly helped to shape the business 
philosophy at Triple E. And I don't 
think a day has passed in which my 
mother-in-law hasn't brought the busi
ness and its people before the throne of 
grace. " 

An entrepreneurial spirit is necessary 
to take advantage of a market as fickle 
as the recreational vehicle market. Phil 
has that spirit, admitting that risk taking 
and moving in new directions suit his 
style. For him, change always brings 
opportunity. Ever-changing political, 
economic, and social conditions will no 
doubt provide opportunity to move in 
new directions. 

Al Loeppky is a teacher in Winkler. 
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Private lives and public images: 
Mennonite popular culture in historical perspective 
by James Urry 

An address to the Manitoba Mennonite 
Historical Society, January 27, 1990, 
Winnipeg. 

Many of you will be aware that recently 
I have been somewhat critical of some 
Mennonite attempts to write history. I 
have argued that some Mennonite 
history is "triumphant history" -- it 
chronicles success and celebrates 
. Mennonite achieveme~ts -- or it is 
"good news history" -- it tells a pretty 
story, usually with a didactic purpose. 
These approaches have produced a 
rather sanitized version of the 
Mennonite past, one in which all kinds 
of people and various controversial 
subjects have been neatly eliminated. 

One of the aspects of Mennonite life 
which has often been eliminated is what 
I would call "the colour" of everyday 
Mennonite life in home and field. 
Mennonite history places Mennonite life 
in the public domain and Mennonites 
must appear as highly faithful to their 
religion, living well ordered lives, as 
good parents and loyal citizens. But at 
the "popular" level of Mennonite 
history writing there are variations on 
this theme. By "popular" I mean the 
non-academic genre of Mennonite 
history writing. Such works include the 
numerous histories of congregations, 
usually written to mark some 
celebration of the congregation's 
founding or growth, histories of local 
communities and histories of families, 
extended genealogies as it were. In 
each case such histories have tended to 

follow well established formulae in 
terms of structure and even appearance. 
This is not a Mennonite phenomenon 
alone; local histories of non-Mennonite 
communities often appear to have been 
based on prior models. Perhaps this 
should be called D.W. Friesen style! 
Some Mennonite local histories are 
truly dreadful, but others are of a very 
high quality and show some attempt to 
break out of the established patterns of 
presentation. I make no apology for 
mentioning the work of Peter Zacharias 
on congregational and local history and 
Katherine Marten's fascinating new 
book on the Klassens of Homewood. 

Wide range of history 
The interesting thing about these 
popular histories is that they range 
between the public and the private 
domain. The congregational histories, 
perhaps as much because of their 
subject matter as their public 
statements, are the most normative and 
separated from everyday life. Local 
histories lie somewhere in between. 
Some do attempt to give a good 
impression of the local community, 
although at other times they too are 
terribly normative, with boring sections 
detailing the achievements of rather dull 
local business people whose 
contributions have often paid for the 
book's production. As one Mennonite 
sadly pointed out to me, in a recent 
history of his home town he could not 
recognize the place where he had grown 
up. The family-genealogical books, 

however, are written usually for a much 
more private audience and often contain 
wonderful insights into everyday 
Mennonite life. 

Beyond the Mennonite world the 
subject matter of history in the last 
thirty years has expanded greatly and 
now covers a much wider range of 
phenomena and approaches than it once 
did. The time when history was just 
about politics or diplomacy (the dates 
of kings, queens, battles and 
revolutions) is long past. Now 
historians are interested in a mass of 
other subjects, economics, demography, 
society, cultural practices and other 
things. And historians have come to 
realize that much of history in the past 
was elite history: written by eljtes, 
about elites, for elites. On~ could say 
the same about some Mennonite 
history, especially in its triumphant and 
good-news mode. The successful 
chronicled the history of success, and 
were they to deny their achievements? 
And what they stressed was also the 
achievement of high culture, the 
civilizing of life, the building of 
institutions, the acquisition of polite 
manners and of cultured ways. 

More than people 
Now historians are recogmzIng that 
history includes not only other people -
- the common person, the silent, the 
marginal and the forgotten -- but also 
other subjects, especially low culture 
and what was long considered vulgar, 
common and corrupt. History from the 
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bottom-up it has been called. But one 
of the problems in attempting to include 
ordinary folk and their ways in history 
is that the sources are few, or so it 
would at first appear. Such people 
often lived in an oral, not a literate, 
world and left few traces of their often 
rich culture. Historians are hooked on 
documents and the published word and 
distrust other sources of information: 
oral traditions, surviving customs and 
material culture. Of course 
anthropologists are just the reverse. 
They distrust the printed word and 
prefer oral traditions and artifacts. In 
recent years anthropologists and 
historians have come together to 
examine the rich subject of popular 
culture as opposed to official culture, 
low culture instead of high culture. 
Can these ideas usefully be applied to 
Mennonite history? I think so. 

The French sociologist Pierre 
Bourdieu has suggested that popular 
culture consists of what the common 
people like, simple pleasures, 
something which would "satisfy the 
taste for revelry, plain speaking and 
hearty laughter." Now that sounds like 
Mennonites to me! At least when Low 
German is abroad in the privacy of their 
own homes or gatherings. Of course I 
know Mennonites like to present a 
public face of a dour, hard-working 
pious people who, as the American 
critic Mencken once described 
puritan/protestants, attempt to prove 
that God is a bore. But behind the 
public mask has long existed something 
else. Mennonites in church at worship 
can be contrasted with Mennonites in 
the vestibule afterwards; Mennonites 
opening yet another monument to either 
their pioneer or martyr history with the 
delights of Faspa and bawdy Low 
German evenings where few .outsiders
can ever know what really is going on. 

Wilder past? 
In the past things were even more 
colourful. Mennonites danced, sang 
dirty ditties, joked .outrageously, 
distilled and drank alcohol, and smoked 
tobacco. There was a rich underworld 
of gritty sayings, of .oral insult and 
innuendo. The only thing Mennonites 
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did not d.o, as many contemporary 
commentators noted, was "cuss" (at 
least in public). And from their 
essentially peasant agrarian past they 
brought with them all kinds of other 
local customs and beliefs about work 
and play (mumming for instance), 
disease and death, healing and health
ideas and customs often built on 
superstition and belief in the forces of 
darkness. But how often are these 
popular manifestations of Mennonite 
private lives discussed in Mennonite 
histories? Mennonite "healers" are 
occasionally mentioned, but the 
complex cosm.ologies which lie behind 
their practice have rarely been 
examined. In fact we know more about 
Mennonite popular culture thanks to 
recent Mennonite writers of fiction than 
through the work of Mennonite 
historians. 

N.ot all agrarian 
Not all these aspects of popular culture 
were derived from a distant agrarian, 
peasant past. In Russia the 
establishment of the Forestry Service 
proved to be fertile ground for the 
invention of new traditions. The young 
men conscripted into the forest camps 
developed and later handed on a bizarre 
set of rituals and customs. Recruits 
were initiated into the new community 
by passing thr.ough rites in which they 
were humbled and humiliated; young 
men struck strange deals of brotherhood 
in which they exchanged sisters in mock 
engagements, establishing imaginary 
affinal links . What else went on is now 
left to the imaginati.on, but life in the 
camps was a strange mockery of normal 
Mennonite existence where the mixture 
of genders and the reality of birth, sex 
and death were open for all to see. 
Instead they were a cross between an 
English public school and a monastic 
retreat. Again the story of popular life 
in the Forestry camps has been told 
through literature, most strikingly in 
Arnold Dyck's writings, rather than in 
the "histories" of alternative service in 
Russia. 

The point is that such c.oncerns are 
n.ot of minor importance. In the past 
Mennonite life was more oral, more 

localised, less affected by .outside 
culture due to their separation from the 
world and, dare I say it, m.ore vulgar 
than today (even in the rem.oter rural 
areas of Canada). Vulgar that is by the 
standards of modem, polite high 
culture. Herein lies part of the problem 
for modem Mennonites: they have 
distanced themselves from the actual 
lives of their ancestors through either 
the acquisition of polite culture, .or very 
open evangelical religion or both. Most 
Mennonites are interested in geneal.ogy 
and feel a deep sense of affinity with 
their ancestors, but they undoubtedly 
would find their ancest.ors quite 
intolerable if they could actually meet 
them face to face today. And the 
ancestors no d.oubt in tum would reject 
their descendants and their ways. The 
past is not just an.other country, it is a 
world inhabited by aliens. 

Famil and kinshi Y p -
It would appear that Mennonites tended 
to live in two worlds. One was 
dominated by community and 
c.ongregation, the public face of the 
private, separated Mennonite way. The 
second was the world of family, kinship 
and friends dominated in Russia by the 
village. This was more private, or at 
least with degrees of privacy increasing 
towards the -family unit and familial 
relations. Each world had its own 
separate ways. The congregational 
community prepared Mennonites for 
their ultimate salvation, for the next 
world. But family and kinship were of 
this world, not the next. Only in recent 
times have couples been buried under 
the same headstone and adjacent to 
family and kin in graveyards. The idea 
seems to be that the Mennonite social 
structure will be recreated in the next 
world. In the old days individuals were 
buried in rows as they died and without 
headstones. One hoped to meet one's 
maker face to face alone on the day of 
judgment. Obviously family life was to 
be experi(!nced only here on earth. But 
of course we know so little about 
Menn.onite popular belief, as against 
official dogma, that one cannot be 
certain about this. 

What is interesting is that many of 



the rituals Mennonites associate today 
with church were not church events in 
the past. Marriages were not held in 
church but usually in the houses or 
barns of the bride or groom. Funerals 
likewise were held in homes and barn; 
the dead· never went through a church 
on their way to the grave. Of course a 
minister was always present and there 
was a ritual aspect to these important 
life-cycle events, but the occasions were 
seen primarily as family and community 
affairs rather than congregational. And 
of course events could get out of hand 
once the minister had departed! The 
life of popular culture took over with a 
vengeance with either celebrations or a 
hearty wake. Eventually such events 
were "reigned in" by the ministers. 
Funerals were brought into the church 
and weddings, at least in Russia after 
the 1880s, through the standardizing of 
the Schlusselbund and the Polterabend. 
Even so the religious leaders kept a 
careful eye on proceedings. In 1910 
the General Conference in Russia issued 
instructions for the supervision of the 
Polterabende, insisting that they be 
upright and "pure." 

Preachers and teachers 
The attempt to subordinate aspects of 
domestic "ritual" and its links with 
popular culture by religious authorities 
was a common trend across Europe 
among both Catholics and Protestants 
during the nineteenth century. But 
there were others who launched attacks 
on the popular customs of the common 
people, most notably schoolteachers, the 
civilizing arm of the secular state. 
School teachers were the harbingers of 
high culture, those charged with 
transforming rural peasants into citizens 
of the nation, shifting their loyalties 
from family and neighbourhood to the 
state and its institutions. In the Russian 
Mennonite world this process took on 
an additional force in that the leading 
ministers were often teachers by 
training or profession, the teacher
preachers as I have called them 
elsewhere. 

As Mennonites began to associate 
increasingly with the "world", the 
public face of Mennonitism shifted to 

incorporate a wider universe. The 
public world now went well beyond the 
congregational-community to include 
non-Mennonites. On the one hand, 
Russian officialdom and nobles had to 
be impressed with Mennonite 
achievements and culture, on the other 
hand Little Russian peasants had to be 
shown that Mennonites were not just 
socially but also culturally superior. So 
high culture, religious conformity, 
social status and allegiance to the state 
all became neatly bound together into a 
single attempt to build Mennonite 
culture on a new, modern base. 

New behavior code 
Civilized manners, middle-class 
morality and a desire to emulate the 
high culture of the wider world now 
became the "correct" way. Dress codes 
altered (tailored and styled clothes 
replaced the old rough peasant dress -
you can see this clearly in 
photo graphs) ,eating habits changed (fine 
china, the knife, the fork and the 
serviette were substituted for the spoon 
and bowl) and polite conversation in 
Russian or High German, sitting stiffly 
upright in a carpeted room took the 
place of rural yokels, lounging on a 
bench spitting sunflower seeds onto a 
wooden floor while sharing witticisms 
in Low German. And these new airs 
and graces were to be learnt in the 
classroom, under central supervision, as 
an adjunct to literacy; popular culture 
by contrast was learnt in the home, in 
the barn, in the fields and was 
profoundly oral. In fact the clash 
between High German (and Russian and 
later English) and Low German was 
one of the battlegrounds in what became 
the suppression of Mennonite popular 
culture, with its roots in the Mennonite 
agrarian past. For behind all these 
moves lay the transformation of 
Mennonite society into modern, 
industrialized life. 

In Canada the great divide between 
the Kanadier and the RussHinder which 
was so apparent through the inter-war 
period was largely a measure of how 
successful the Mennonites in Russia had 
been in civilizing the Mennonite 
peasantry after 1880. Not that the 

Kanadier had remained stationary in the 
New World since the 1870s, wallowing 
in their agrarian past. But in Canada 
the European pretensions of the Old 
World, with its high culture and a class 
mentality were less apparent and the 
Mennonite's isolation from the world 
on the grounds of faith was reinforced 
by the frontier. 

For many RussHinder settled in 
Canada in the 1920s high culture (High 
German, choir singing and various 
customs associated with Christmas, 
marriages and other events) came to be 
seen as essential to Mennonite identity 
as religion. Some Russllinder therefbre 
were convinced that the Kanadier had 
somehow lost these essential cultural 
traits in emigration and in the hardships 
of pioneering the prairie frontier. For 
the Russllinder to think otherwise 
would have meant admitting that once 
they too had shared the popular culture 
of the Kanadier and that their beloved 
high culture had been acquired since the 
1870s and was not essential to "being" 
Mennonite. 

Changing culture 
But popular culture was already on the 
wane in the Mennonite world in Canada 
before 1920. In many cases the 
Kanadier's world of popular culture was 
not neatly transformed into concerns 
with high culture through a combination 
of religion and education led by a 
cultural elite as it had been for the 
Russllinder. Instead, the old was 
challenged and rejected in the name of 
evangelical religion and the 
transformation was often much more 
violent and shattering. The cycle of 
tent-revivalism which like some fire
storm burnt across rural Mennonite 
communities challenged and negated 
much of Mennonite popular culture: 
drinking, dancing, smoking, singing 
and other customs were condemned as 
evil and were to be totally abandoned. 
In a sense the evangelical revival 
movements can be seen as one aspect of 
the American way of civilizing, 
engendering middle-class values, 
shifting old ties of kin and community 
to new shibboleths of the open market. 
The "saved" individual becomes the 
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consumer of religious ideas as much as 
of material goods, and the conservative, 
fundamentalist world view allows them 
to enjoy, but not to acknowledge the 
existence of a modern, scientific world. 
Revivalism and evangelism have their 
own particular modernizing agendas. 

If the RussHinder drifted towards the 
cities as centres of high culture, many 
Kanadier stayed rural and experienced 
the delights of a new low culture, the 
modern mass culture of rural America. 
Mass culture has made heavy inroads 
into rural Mennonite life in the wake of 
the tent revivalism. If city Mennonites 
sing oratorios, attend theatres and other 
"cultural" events, their rural 
counterparts listen to country and 
western and the insidious messages of 
fundamentalist preachers which crowd 
the airways across the border with the 
U.S. They chew gum, love big cars 
and trucks, wear jeans and cowboy 
boots with heels and have transformed 
Mennonite cuisine into their own kind 
of junk food. Three cheers for the 
Winkler Farmer's Sausage! Of course 
their urban counterparts drive posh 
cars, eat health foods (sophisticated 
junk food), subscribe to intellectual 
journals (like the Mennonite Mirror), 
are always reading the latest "in" work 
of fiction (Umberto Eco's new book 
seems to be the current favourite) and 
of course are environmentally 
concerned. It is just another form of 
mass culture. 

An awful tension 
And Mennonite popular culture of old 
has also been appropriated, but more to 
serve the needs of high culture than a 
living way of life. In Canada there is 
this sad process of ethnicide, a process 
whereby living cultures and popular 
culture have become legitimated in a 
multicultural society. Low German 
songs are somehow supposed to reflect 
the real essence of what it means "to 
be" Mennonite. There is an awful 
tension in all this; a tension between a 
world that is being lost and a world 
some want "preserved," a tension 
between performing just for 
Mennonites, and finding an audience 
(and government grants) in the wider-
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world. world. In hindsight there is something 
In historical terms the replacement of inevitable about all this. But if the 

popular culture by high culture has been private worlds of popular custom no 
accompanied in the Mennonite world by longer exist , that is no reason why they 
the shift from agrarian to industrial should not appear in our histories . 
society. Local culture has been There is a rich world still to be 
homogenized into a larger culture, by uncovered out there, if the history of 
the rise of nationalism and by increased Mennonite life is to be revealed in its 
Mennonite involvement with the wider entirety . mm 
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Travel opportunities with a purpose ... 
• THROUGH EASTE.RN (EUROPEAN) WALLS: Dr. Bernie Wiebe, August 4-27 
Dramatic changes have been occurring in Eastern Europe over in the past months. This 
tour begins in Berlin, where the wall that long stood literally and symbolically as the 
division between East and West, only recently was torn down. It's an exciting time 
to visit and Menno Travel Service invites you t o join our host, Dr. Bernie Wiebe, to vi sit 
East/West Germany, Poland, Czechoslovakia, Hungary, and Austria this August. 

• SOVIET UNION BUSINESS/HERITAGE TOUR: Calvin Redekop, August 6 - 27 
Openness to joint ventures of various types is on the increase in the Soviet Union. A s 
a result of contacts by North Americans in re-establishing these linkages especially 
agribusiness and related manufacturing. This tour will be of interest to those with an 
interest in exploring previous and present ventures in the Soviet Union. The tou r will 
include tourist events and opportunities to visit friends and relatives as well . Our host, 
Calvin Redekop, is well known for his interests in matters of business and faith. 
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305 - 171 Donald Street, Winnipeg, Manitoba, R3C 1 M4 
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CAMS MUSIC FESTIVAL 
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Annual Society Meeting, May 28 
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A Visit to Geriatric Paradise 
Believe me, friends, I'm not trying to 
flatter myself. I hear the ominous 
creaking of Time's chariot as clearly as 
the next person. Not to mention the 
even louder creaking of my ageing 
joints and sinews when I get up in the 
morning. I'm a grizzled cock and no 
spring chicken. I admit rn never see 
this side of 60 again. And it's becom
ing more and more difficult to maintain 
my long-standing boast that I'd rather 
be the age I am than any age 1've been. 

But I have to teU you that I'm not 
quite ready to retire to a trailer camp 
for senior citizens in the desert land
scape of Arizona. I've just returned 
from two weeks in one of those geri
atric Shangri-las in Mesa, and a sober
ing experience it was. Don't get me 
wrong. I have nothing against senior 
citizens, especially "snowbirds" from 
the frozen north, migrating south for 
the winter to hot sun and heated pools. 
Mesa offers a marvellous environment 
for people seeking to escape or at least 
slow down the cruel encroachments of 
advancing age. It's just that personally 
I don't feel quite ready to embrace that 
particular life style. 

The trailer life 
And Happy Valley Trailer Village, I 
found, has a very well-defined life 
style. The trailers, amazingly habitable 
and roomy, sit cheek by jowl on neat, 
miniature streets under the gently fan
ning palm trees and the relentless sun. 
You've got to be a least 45 to live there 
and most of the roughly 3,000 inhabit
ants meet that requirement by a com
fortable margin. In the midst of the 
Village there is a huge Activity Centre 
with two spacious swimming pools -
the "warm" pool and the "cold" pool. 
It took my leathery northern skin sev
eral days to detect the thermal differ
ence between a warm pool heated to 87 
degrees and a cold pool at 84 degrees. 
Needless to say, the warm pool is the 
more popular of the two. It is domi-

by AI Reimer 
nated by what I call the "bobbers and 
weavers." The bobbers, mostly stately 
ladies of a certain age, stand at rigid 
military attention in the pool and bob up 
and down for exercise -- for hours at a 
time. The weavers, even more ener
getic, stand with arms akimbo weaving 
from side to side in the water simulat
ing the aerobic exercises you see on 
TV. 

I tried to escape the 90 + heat by 
cooling off in the warm "cold" pool 
while dreaming of tingling Manitoba 
lake water in July. Every few minutes 
a well-insulated lady or gentleman 
would plunge in beside me and exclaim 
loudly how refreshing the water of the 
cold pool was. When not in the pools 
these hardy souls don wide-brimmed 
hats and broil themselves voluntarily in 
the great microwave oven of the sky. 

Those who aren't in the pool area are 
busy doing other things such as square 
dancing in the Activity Hall, playing 
shuffleboard outside or golf on one of 
the many courses nearby. Even the 
golf courses are designed for retirees, 
that is, the holes are short with lots of 
par threes and not many hazards. 
Ideal, I must confess, for a short hitter 
like me -- flattering, in fact, when you 
can shoot in the 80s on them after hav
ing trouble breaking 100 on the lengthy 
beasts at home. 

To fit into the trailer park scheme of 
things, you must follow certain conven
tions of social behaviour. Single ladies. 
who greatly outnumber the single men, 
tend to form their own social groups. 
Many of these ladies are remarkably 
well preserved and look twenty years 
younger than they are. Married couples 
enjoy a special status and socialize 
mainly with each other. Eating out is a 
favourite pastime and everybody clips 
the restaurant coupons offering special 
dinner deals from the papers. Restaur
ant dinners are preceded by drinks at 
somebody's trailer, usually limited to 
one mild gin and tonic or an anemic rye 

and Sprite. If you order wisely at the 
restaurant you can usually take home a 
doggy bag that will provide your lunch 
next day. The ladies spend countless 
hours analyzing menus and dishes and 
can tell you exactly what they had for 
dinner at Happy Harry's last Tuesday. 
And to maintain an active social life 
you must play bridge or cribbage. 
Stay-at-homes paint or do crafts, often 
becoming amazingly proficient at them 
as the frequent bazaars in the Activity 
Hall prove in abundance. 

Mobile Nirvana 
Operations and diseases are favourite 
topics of conversation, but death is a 
taboo subject to be avoided -- like sex 
and other anti-social behaviour. Some 
of the medical marvels here are hard to 
believe. Twice I golfed with a retired 
professor who has only half a lung. He 
carried his own golf bag around the 
course and beat me both times we play
ed. He has been that way for over a 
decade, which was welcome news to 
my wife who is herself convalescing 
from recent lung surgery. 

For most people the trailer park "sea
son" lasts from October-November to 
April-May. Time slips by agreeably 
with all these activities and life becomes 
a kind of mobile Nirvana. By seven 
a.m. the park citizens are out in droves 
for their morning walks. They go by in 
all shapes and sizes with happy faces 
and cheery "hi's." After a while you 
take them for granted. A couple of 
days before returning home I attended a 
spring training ball game in Phoenix 
and found myself staring at young 
people as though they were aliens from 
outer space. 

Ah well, in another 10 years I may 
be ready for this leisurely southern life 
style. All I need to do then is perfect 
my bobbing and weaving technique and 
learn to present coupons in restaurants 
without blushing, and I'll be in business 
in Geriatric Paradise. mm 
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THE POET'S WORD 

Adam's Poem 

I opened my eyes this morning 
The day belonged to me 
I saw my blanket and I saw my Mom and Dad. 

Then I saw the bus and all the kids on the bus. 
And then I saw the school and I considered 
Stopping the world right there making the day 
Go on and on forever, but I decided not to 
I let the world spin on and I went to school. 
I almost did it but then I said to myself 
Who knows what you might be missing tomorrow? 

Springchild 

It has been winter so long 
the crocus in the snow 
releases its song with a cry 
a beat of blood 
surging up through white skin 
a blossom of pain 
this life regained. 

Light doggedly twisting round a tree 
finds my face 
and makes a revelation 
of every hair bone lash 
I wince from the scrutiny 
the hidden skin laid open 
a secret unsheathed 
this newest-green of me 

My song once spun its notes 
in winter's womb 
quivering now in the resurrection air 
like a naked child 
still feeling the fire of her birthing 

It has been winter so long 
and I am ready for my naming 
for the light embracing 
skyward straining 
breath of sun 
that tells me 
I am Spring 
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--Adam Verwymeren, 
grade 3, WMES 

-- Jennifer Friesen 

Good Friday 

Here is creation revisited 
death a beginning once more 
in this garden 
this soft-sun paradise 
of crackling leaf soon to be new upon the tree 
of winter-thin squirrel spring-skittering 
over tombstones 
of the old with their canes 
slowly bending to greet awakened earth 
with some token 
be it a flower 
or a smile for an empty crypt 

Here is creation revisited 
the stone is rolled away 
in this garden 
this tear filtered cemetery 
where one monument stands 
cast not in stone but flesh 
a gardener who calls my name 
and asks me to plant no more flowers 
but to take the blossom 
of his scarred hand 

Here 
now 
is creation revisited 
and death is swallowed in life. 

-- by Jennifer Friesen 



OBSERVED ALONG THE WA Y 

Costly commitments and memories of past encounters: 
observations of hockey, music, and purple shirts 

Manitoba has enjoyed an early spring 
this year, which has rejuvenated our 
spirits. Unfortunately our hockey teams 
do not observe the seasons . Just as one 
is drawn outdoors by the balmy weat
her, the opening rounds of Stanley Cup 
play lure us crazy hockey fans indoors 
to stuffy ree rooms, or to even stuffier 
arenas. For both players and spectators 
this is an act of sheer masochism. 

As luck would have it, our Jets are 
once again pitted against the Edmonton 
Oilers . Since the latter team puts bread 
and butter on the table for our children 
and grandchildren in Edmonton we are 
forced to cheer out of both sides of our 
mouth . Being in Edmonton over Easter 
won't make it any easier. Our grand
children will undoubtedly be watching 
us very closely to see where our loyal
ties lie. Naturally, since we always 
cheer for the underdog we will be che
ering for the Oilers. 

On the April 1st weekend my wife and 
I attend a hockey dinner in Winnipeg, 
in honour of the South East Thunder
birds . This is a Junior team made up of 
the best native hockey players in Man
itoba. We enjoy the native hospitality 
very much and are extremely impressed 
by the fine young men who make up 
this team. Last year they won only one 
game; this year they won 20. As one of 
them observed, "If we hadn't won that 
one game last year we could boast 
today of infinite improvement." Our 
son-in-law is the guest speaker on this 
occasion. He has many good lines, but 
we think his best one involves the dis-

tinction between being merely 
"involved" and being truly "com
mitted." The chicken that provides the 
egg on your breakfast plate is merely 
involved. The pig that provides the 
bacon is truly committed. I can't help 
but think that our Jets will bring home 
the bacon this year if the Oilers show 
that kind of commitment. 
I write this during the last week of 
classes at the university. Students are 

.. weary, and anxious about the upcoming 
exams, while professors are intent on 
throwing as many last-minute ideas as 
possible at them, lest too many gaps in 
knowledge remain uncovered. In these 
circumstances some unusual things can 
happen. 

For example, a few students come to 
see me one morning, to apologize for 
their behaviour the previous day in 
class. Apparently they and a number of 
other students in the front rows had 
snickered loudly during my lecture 
because a student sitting directly in 
front of me, not more than four feet 
away from me, had fallen sound asleep 
and was snoring loudly. The students 
are ashamed that they disrupted the 
class with their snickering. I am touch
ed by their concern. After all, courtesy 
is a virtue that does not seem to be 
distributed very widely . 

However, they are surprised to hear 
that I noticed neither their snickering 
nor the snoring. They may be a little 
disappointed, wondering whether I even 
notice that they are there when I lec
ture. I am reminded of a professor in 
mathematics , notorious for his absent
-mindedness , who a number of years 
ago suddenly left the room in the mid-

by Roy Vogt 

dIe of a lecture 10 get something from 
his office. The students waited for his 
return in vain, and they all left after 
about 10 minutes. A few minutes after 
that one of the students just happened to 
walk by the same lecture room and look 
in. There behind the lectern was the 
professor, busily lecturing away, with
out a single student in the class. Now, 
that kind of absent-mindedness is sheer 
genius! 

A wonderful Sunday afternoon in Spr
ing is spent at the Jubilee Auditorium in 
Winnipeg listening to the annual per
formance of the Mennonite Community 
Orchestra. When this orchestra was 
revived a few years ago I wondered 
whether, in the midst of the growth of 
professionalism in the arts and a dwind
ling sense of community among th~ 

Mennonites, an amateur orchestra of 
this kind could possibly succeed. It is 
doing very well indeed. The unique 
combination of old and young players, 
added to on this occasion by Peter 
Loewen's excellent solo performance on 
bass strings, made this one of the most 
enjoyable concerts of the year. We hope 
they'll keep it up for many years . 

Another evening around the same time 
is spent with a group of friends at the 
Mennonite Brethren Bible College lis
tening to a series of tapes produced by 
the late piano virtuoso, Glenn Gould, in 
the early 1970s. Gould was fascinated 
by the attempt of the Mennonites to 
retain a separate identity while taking 
an active part in Canadian life. He 
came to Winnipeg in the summer of 
1971 to interview a number of Men-
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nonites, to probe their philosophy of 
withdrawal. He himself was withdraw
ing from the concert stage and had a 
great deal of sympathy for what he 
perceived to be a strategy of withdrawal 
in the Mennonite community. His 
interviews were broadcast a few years 
later on CBC radio. Listening to them 
again 15 years later brings back many 
memories. I recall Ben Horch calling 
me at the lake, asking me to come to 
Winnipeg for the interview. I was inter
ested in meeting Gould and readily 
agreed to Horch's request. However, 
what sticks most in my mind is the 
strange event that occurred the day 
before the interview. My wife and I 
have chuckled over it many times since. 

On the day before the interview I 
drove into Winnipeg alone, planning to 
have dinner at our home and catching 
up on some yard work. My younger 
brother was living alone in our house, 
while interning at the Health Sciences 
Centre. When I arrived home the door 
was unlocked, but he wasn't there. I 
looked into our back yard, and there 
was a beautiful young woman, whom I 
had never seen before, sunning herself 
in a rather fetching bathing suit. With 
my usual sense of modesty I didn't 
know what to do. Should I hide myself 
behind a door and pretend that she 
wasn't there? Should I sneak out and 
eat elsewhere, hoping that she would go 
away. No, my mother had always told 
me to be forthright and honest with 
people, so I took a deep gulp and walk
ed into the backyard and introduced 
myself. 

The young woman was startled by 
my appearance, but not flustered. 
Before I could even ask who she was 
she explained that she knew my brother 
from his years of study in Montreal and 
on passing through Winnipeg decided to 
give him a call. He informed her that 
he was on night duty at the Health 
Sciences Centre and wouldn't be home, 
but he invited her to stay overnight at 
our place, assuming that none of us 
would be there. So, here she was, mak
ing herself at home. Did I have any 
objections? Well no, we had always 
been told to welcome strangers. There 
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was always the possibility, we were 
told, that we might be harbouring an 
angel unawares. As I stood out there 
on our backyard thinking about this I 
couldn't help notice how the curtains at 
the neighbours on both sides were flut
tering wildly. The evening actually 
turned out very well. She was an inter
esting young woman, and complimented 
me on the barbecue that I hastily pre
pared. I learned a lot about my brother, 
and about life in Montreal. 

I told her about the interview with 
Glenn Gould and the next morning, a 
few hours before the meeting with 
Gould at the CBC, she insisted on go
ing downtown with me. She wanted to 
reward me for my hospitality by buying 
me a shirt which would really wow 
Gould. I protested that Gould was a 
very ascetic person who wanted to meet 
simple Mennonites without flashy cloth
es. She thought that I was merely trying 
to justify the cheap clothing I was wear-

Best of 
North America 
Coast to Coast 

40 DAYS 
OCTOBER 1. 1990 

ing. 1t is, of course, impossible for any 
man to stand up to a woman who wants 
to remake him. So it was that on that 
warm summer afternoon I walked into 
the CBC studio to meet Glenn Gould, 
dressed in a gaudy purple shirt that 
reeked more of Las Vegas than of the 
humble back streets of Steinbach. 
Though the clothing was strange to me, 
I rather liked the feel of it. However, I 
am sure that Gould was disappointed. 
He was looking for simple, innocent 
people who would reinforce his longing 
for a purer, less complex existence. 

Now, almost 20 years later, as we sit 
and listen to the Mennonites that Gould 
interviewed and as people around me 
try to examine the meaning of what was 
said then, my own mind goes back to 
the hours before I met Gould, to that 
young woman from Montreal who 
stumbled briefly into a Mennonite 
home and left behind a deep purple 
shirt that now hangs in the closet of that 
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home and has not been worn since. I 
also think back on Gould himself, that 
strange genius slouched in his chair in 

MENNONITES! 
Special ECONOMY TOUR featuring 
Mennonite Colonies of Paraguay: 
including tourist attractions of Iguazu 
Fails, Jesuit Ruins, etc. Three Weeks : 
January, 1991. 

PERU! 
Two tours: 

July, 1 990 & January, 1 991 
Relive ancient history in this 
unforgettable tour to the country 
of mysteries, Peru. Visit the 
centuries old city, Lima; treasure 
tombs, Gold Museum, Andes 
Mountains, fabled 'Lost City' of 
Maehu Pichu, and Cuseo, capital 
of Inca Civilzation. 

LANDAIRE TRAVEL 
Box 250 

Niverville, Manitoba 
ROA 1 EO (204) 388 4062 

the CBC studios, trying to make sense 
of the odd assortment of Mennonites 
that Ben Horch had brought to him. I 
enjoyed the interview very much; Gould 
was relaxed and self-effacing, encourag
ing one to speak freely, perhaps to say 
even more than was wise. But that is 
the mark of a good interviewer. How
ever, I also felt a little sad and a little 
annoyed in his presence, sad because he 
was searching for ideals which neither 
his art nor his life could ever satisfy, 
and annoyed because he was proposing 
to blend different human voices into a 
verbal symphony in which each per
son's individuality was submerged in 
the composer's grand design. Those 
two encounters 20 years ago were both 
strange and exhilarating; they belong to 
a world which our forefathers told us to 
shun, but this too is part of God's 
world, and in it we may indeed dis
cover angels unaware. mm 

~HR-WAV OURS 
;;t2~&WPtted~~ 
~aP~7O«d " 

EHR·WAY TOURS 
lOCHURE 
'011 
NAY, WINNIPEG 
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MIRROR MIX-UP 

RAGON 
I I 0 I 
PEASH 
P I I I 
SATTE 
I I 0 I I 
IS(l)R I I \ 
AfHER 
1 _I 0 
Put away the winter blahs! 

CJ::J::f:XX) into action. 

From the entries to the February' puzzle, 
Wanda Neufeld, of Winnipeg, was 
selected the winner. 

Answers to February, are tide, abet, 
glean, binge, anger, and blind. 

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

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

Entries must be sent to the Mirror office 
by May 22. 

name 

address 

city/town 

postal code 

Send entries to: Mix-up Contest, 
Mennonite Mirror, 207 - 1317 A Portage 
Avenue, Winnipeg, Manitoba, R3G OV3. 
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A year 
of looking 
in the 
Mirror? 
By subscribing to the Mirror 
you will receive an edition 10 
times year and see more of the 
magazine that tries to take a 
comprehensive look at what 
Mennonites in Manitoba, and 
elsewhere, are doing. 

Gift subscriptions are welcome, 
and the names and addresses 
should be listed on another 
sheet. 

The current subscription rate 
for 10 issues a year is $20 for 
one year. 

Send your cheque or money 
order to: 

Mennonite Mirror 
207-1317 A Portage Avenue 
Winnipeg, Manitoba 
R3G ova 

name 

address 

city/town 

postal code 
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REVIEW 

Reflections 
of an Hispanic 
Mennonite 
reviewed by Bernie Wiebe 
Jose Ortiz's story from his conversion 
in Puerto Rico to his present adminis
trative position within the Mennonite 
Church bureaucracy is both encouraging 
(that there is such a story) and some
what disconcerting (he reveals some of 
the painful paradoxes between Men
nonite practices versus our confessions). 
It is a story we must hear and need to 
learn from, because it is one of those 
unusual circumstances where an His
panic Mennonite speaks to us candidly 
about what it means to become "one of 
us. " 

I'm not aware of many autobiogra
phies written by two authors and still 
conveying a unified believable narra
tive. Yet, somehow, Ortiz and Graybill 
manage it and do it well. 

This book is important for several 
reasons: 1 ) We have not had enough 
Mennonites from other than Russo
Germanic-Swiss-Dutch backgrounds 
write about their pilgrimages among us . 
2) Not only does Ortiz (and his shadow, 
Graybill) articulate some of the unique 
details about the covert obstacles pres
ented by Mennonite ethnicity; he also 
calls for some specific adjustments. A 
striking illustration of this is in chapter 
13 where Graybill reflects on Ortiz's 
observation that "if we cannot get new 
converts, that says our faith is just a 
folk religion." Graybill then advocates 
for Ortiz that Mennonites should be less 
concerned about eliminating differences 
and more actively pursue an appreci
ation of variety. 

Ortiz compares the new Mennonite 
mosaic to a multi-ethnic meal ("Pen
nsylvania Germans bring meat loaf, 
home fries and rhubarb pies; African 
Americans bring greens, black -eyed 
peas, pork and cornbread; Mexicans 
bring jalapeno peppers and enchiladas; 
and Puerto Ricans bring arroz con 

polIo, platanos and piragua" (p 74). 
Who can deny or resist the desirabil

ity of such a model? Each group helps 
to make the meal more "truly a fore
taste of heaven" (p 74) . 

Traditional Mennonites need to read 
this book. It is a rare "window" on 
what it may require for us to break 
down our own dividing walls that keep 
other people from joining us in the 
Mennonite faith pilgrimage. 

Ortiz exhibits a keen awareness of 
the challenges facing all Christians in 
our contemporary world. He sees the 
need to recognize the potential tyranny 
of technology (on computers, etc. pp 
59-63); and the need to speak the faith 
in language and symbols of our culture 
(p 84). 

To this reviewer it was also a rare 
encouragement to see "Canada" specifi
cally mentioned and included in Jose 
Ortiz's challenge (p 11). 

Ortiz, Jose and David Graybill, Reflec
tions of an Hispanic Mennonite, (1989, 
GoodBooks, Intercourse, PA 17534,92 
pages). 

Bernie Wiebe teaches at Menno Simons 
College. 

MENNONITE BRETHREN 
COLLEGIATE INSTITUTE 
Invites applications for the following 
position beginning September, 1990: 

FRENCH to immersion students in 
junior and senior high, part-time. 

Openings are also expected in 
other subjects, including English, 
French, German, physical education, 
Biblical studies, counselling, science. 

-- Grades 7 -1 2 
-- 488 students from a wide 
interchurch community 
-- 30 teachers 
-- expanding curriculum and student 
body. 

Send applications and resumes to: 
Dave Teigrob, Principal, 180 Riverton 
Avenue, Winnipeg, R2L 2E8. 



THIS WORD FROM DOWN EAST 

Further misadventures and a word 
of thanks to Mrs. Manassah Martin 

I've a penchant for doing dumb things. 
A gift for putting myself in rather awk
ward, potentially embarrassing sit
uations . 

Now don't get me wrong. This is 
not a tendency which in any way threat
ens the international balance of power. 
Neither is it a sign of a deeper psycho
sis which could lead me into uncharted 
paths of questionable behaviour. It's 
not even a tendency that threatens my 
my own health and well-being. It's just 
that I do dumb things. You know -- the 
kind of stuff you endure a good tease 
over during Christmas dinner with the 
family, or confide to a friend over 
coffee at Robin's donuts. THAT kind 
of dumb thing. 

Most of the time, I've little to show 
for myself after getting into my latest 
pickle -- save maybe for relief that I've 
survived the embarrassment of it all. 
Once in a while, though, my trademark 
bumbling results in some rather enrich
ing insights; some definitely worthwhile 
experiences. Allow me to share my 
most recent such misadventure. 

Snowy driveway 
Sunday, December 31. A typical New 
Year's Eve in Ontario. In other words, 
a wet, icy, slushy. kind of day. The 
kind of day (it being a Sunday; my 
being free for once from church respon
sibilities), during which a sane Men
nonite would stay home, sleep in late, 
and maybe find a religious service on 
TV to assuage latent feelings of guilt 
for not being at worship. I decide to go 
one better. I will drive out to the coun
try, go for a jog, and witness the won-

derful spectacle of the Old Order Men
nonites, dozens of them' in those black 
buggies pulled by magnificently groom
ed horses, making their way to the 
white frame church atop the modest 
knoll on Woolwich Road #21. 

Of course, a smart person would not 
try to park the car in a snow-packed 
laneway. Nor would a bright chap push 
pedal to metal, in reverse, when the car 
seemed stuck. Neither would an intelli
gent individual start rocking the car 
between reverse and drive, even as the 
vehicle slid part way into the ditch. I 
wasn't smart. I was more dim than 
bright. Intelligence, it seemed, could 
not be extended, in my case, to practi
cal, mechanical matters. I got stuck. 

Snowy standstill 
A_ fascinating process occurs when one 
becomes stuck -- especially when this is 
done entirely on one's own merits. 
First comes denial. This doesn't hap
pen to me. I don't GET stuck. This 
phase 'passes quite quickly. It is fol
lowed by a mild feeling of panic. My 
wife will kill me. We'll never make it 
for brunch in St. Jacobs. Wait 'til my 
friends hear about this one. I'll never 
live it down. Next comes the procrasti
nation phase. The right brain urges you 
to admire the hoarfrosted trees; to drink 
in the sodden stillness; to run down the 
road a piece and see how far you can 
slide on the ice. Only then does the left 
brain kick into gear with the necessary 
practical advice. Hey, stupid. That 
farm on your right. Go there. Ask for 
help. Do it now. Even semi-literary, 
erstwhile poetic sorts like me get cold 

by Tim Wiebe 

feet. I swing into action. 
I am met at the laneway by Mrs. 

Mannassah Martin. "Looks like ee got 
yerself some trouble. Come in. You 
can use our phone." I'm ushered into 
a huge Old Order Mennonite kitchen. 
Heat radiates from the cast iron cook
stove. Mrs. Martin seems to find this 
all very amusing. She helps me find 
the phone book, chats with me when 
the line at the other end proves busy. 

Snowy welcome 
"Presently, they will be some horse and 
buggy folk come along. Might be one 
'a them could help ye." In the mean
time, her husband and son are getting 
ready for church. They would help any 
other time, she explains, but they don't 
want to be late for the service. I'm not 
surprised. Sounds like an appropriately 
Mennonite dilemma to me. Besides, I 
enjoy sitting in Naomi Martin's warm 
kitchen, with its hardwood floors and 
homemade, oak ~upboards. A kind of 
calm descends as I ponder my next 
move. 

Mrs. Martin makes it for me. "Alvin 
Weber, across the way, he has him a 
tractor." My left brain begins to work. 
Hey ... dummy! Hear that? A tractor. 
Hooks . Chains. Power. Your stuck 
car. Gradually, it dawns on me. This 
could be a solution to my problem. 
"Does he have a phone?" She nods, as 
if expecting me to ask (although she 
would surely have waited all morning 
had I decided not to). I am soon in 
contact with Alvin. Within five min
utes, he is rumbling by the Martin place 
in his four-wheel drive John Deere. I 
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pause to say my thank-yous, and absorb 
the crisp, clean stillness that envelops 
the farmyard. I can still see Naomi 
Martin standing at the doorway, hands 
on her hips, watching to see that no 
further misadventures befall me on this 
sleet-driven Sunday morning. 

Alvin works swiftly, carefully. One 
black buggy after another slows, nearly 
stops, then picks up speed again as the 
plain people take in the sight of another 
worldly fool entrammeled in his own 
technology. The horses' hooves, Mrs. 
Martin had explained, are equipped 
with special tread . . . far more effective, 
I'm sure, than my top-of-the-line winter 
radials. At least some people, I muse, 
seem to know what they're doing in this 
life! 

Snowy freedom 
In a moment, I'm free. I wave Alvin 
goodbye, and slowly turn the car to
ward home. I may just make it back in 
time to Waterloo, where Marlene and 
our daughter, Emily, will be wondering . 
why dad decided to jog so far on the 
day we'd planned a special outing. On 
the way home, I ease past a long line of 
buggies; a line which slowly disappears 
as one carriage after another is turned 
into the frozen-dirt front plot of the 
clapboard meetinghouse. The breath of 
100 horses and the steam from sweating 
flanks now swathed in heavy flannel 
blankets coalesces, hangs motionless for 
a moment, then rises slowly into the 
hoarfrosted morning air. Inside, a 
long, slow chant -- the first of maybe a 
dozen verses in the morning's opening 
hymn -- graces the silence on this Eve 
of 1990. 

I've done brighter things, yes. And 
I'm certainly capable (I think) of doing 
the practical thing on icy Ontario New 
Year's Eves. But sometimes, you just 
have to go with the right side of your 
mind. There's enough rationality and 
practicality in this world already . Mrs. 
Martin, I thank you from the bottom of 
my heart for taking in a cold, wet stran
ger on a sodden Sunday morning. I 
think I had my worship service in your 
cozy, quiet kitchen; that day of my last 
misadventure of the 80s. Just one ques
tion. Were you covering your face 
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from the cold as you watched me walk 
away, or was that a twinkle I caught in 
your eye as you chuckled silently into 
your apron?! mm 

Note to Readers. 
Apoem, entitled "Sun ", which appeared 
in the January issue of the Mirror, was 
incorrectly attributed to Lynette Dueck. 
The poem was in fact written by Karen 
Wiens of Altona. The Mirror extends 
sincere apologies to the persons con
cerned, and regrets any inconvenience 
the error might have caused. 

Have you 
moved, 
and forgotten 
your Mirror? 
To change your address simply 
cut out the mailing label which 
appears on this magazine, and 
affix it to the space below: 

write your new address below: 

street 

city/town 

postal code 

and then send it to our office: 

Mennonite Mirror, 
207 - 1317A Portage Avenue, 
Winnipeg, Manitoba, 
R3G OV8. 
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l ASSINIBOINE 
TRAVEL SERVICE LTD. 

TOURS 1990 
These are the tours 

available to you in 1990 

1) U.S.S.R. Tour: May 6-28 
HOST: DR. PETER LETKEMAN AND 
DR. G.K. EPP 
Moscow, Tashkent, Zaporozhye, 
Odessa, Alma Ata, Yalta, Kiev, 
Leningrad 

2) Germany, Trier, and Aria: 
July 21 - August 5 
Rhine Cruise, Cologne, etc. 
Host: Bert Kroeker 

3) German Heritage tour of the 
Soviet Union: July 31 - August 25 
HOST: DR. WILLIAM WIEST 
Moscow, Odessa, Zaporozhye, 

I Tashkent, Leningrad, Zagorsk, 
Worms/Rohrbach, Sukhumi, Frunze 

4) U.S.S.R. Tour: August 1-22 
HOST: DR. HELMUT HARDER 
Leningrad, Novosibirsk, Karaganda, 
Tashkent, Yalta, Odessa, 
Zaporozhye, Moscow 

5) U.S.S.R. Tour: September 1-22 
HOST: DR. JOHN BERGEN 
Moscow, Novosibirsk, Karaganda, 
Alma Ata; Frunze, Yalta, Kiev, 
Zaporozhye, Leningrad 

6) Middle East Tour: December 21 
to January 6 
HOST: IKE BERGEN 
Israel, Jordan, Athens, Egpyt 

Call John Schroeder 
at 204 775 0271 
Please phone or write for more 
information on these tours 

-- For any holiday destination ask 
. any of our experienced agents --

Call collect from out of town 
(204) 775 0271 
FAX 783 0898 
201 1317 Portage Avenue, 
Winnipeg, Manitoba, R3G OV3 
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WORDS FROM THE WESTERN MOUNTAINS 

Rain and prairie visitors often arrive together, 
and they don't complement each other 

The fog drifts in with an eerie quiet
ness, obscuring sights, muffling sounds, 
settling in low lying areas and extending 
till everything is obliterated. Traffic 
problems, whether on highways or in 
the air, are silently and quickly created. 
The air becomes heavy; for some pe
ople breathing becomes difficult as 
pollution is trapped and held by the fog. 
Fog disconnects people from their envi
ronment; it hides people. If the late 
morning sun burns it off it will be a 
beautiful clear day, at least till late 
afternoon when the pattern repeats 
itself. Unless it rains. 

Rain is the dominant feature of west 
coast winter, lIlore common than fog. 
It rains continuously. Newcomers no 
longer believe there are mountains 
behind all that mist, hidden for weeks 
by low clouds, fog and limited visibil
ity. On a clear autumn day the fresh 
snow on the mountain tops is a truly 
spectacular sight; on the rainy days of 
winter the mountains are not to be seen. 
Fog, rain, and rare sunshine are con
tinuously in the forecast. A recent 
winter month actually had FOUR days 
without rain, a cause for celebration. 

No prayer for them 
Rain and prairie visitors are not the 
subject of prayer petitions since both 
will arrive in B.C., often unscheduled, 
without seeking Divine intervention. 
They often arrive together, providing 
prairie visitors with ample cause to 

complain about the unending rain. 
Days of low clouds and incessant driz
zle are typical winter fare, like the 
gentle rain prairie farmers wait for after 
putting in the crops. The forceful 
downpour accompanying prairie thun
derstorms that can, in a very short 
period, deposit a monthly supply of 
precipitation for a farm is uncommon 
here. Locals actually stop and look 
about when a rare thunder clap is 
heard. 

The umbrella, common as the snow 
shovel in the prairies, replaces the win
ter coat; lined winter shoes give way to 
rubber overshoes. Commuters to Van
couver, even on clear mornings, carry 
their umbrellas, knowing the clouds 
with their accompanying downpour will 
sneak over the mountains without fail. 

Dreaming of a white garden 
A Norris cartoon features a bewildered 
BCer shovelling the rare wet snow as 
his wife sits at the window, penning a 
letter to relatives in Winnipeg. "Weat
her is fine here, Fred's just outside 
digging in the garden." Such stories 
have resulted in locals being accused of 
exaggerating accounts of balmy winters. 

The rain season falls between Octo
ber and March and the amounts vary 
with each area. Vancouver receives 
about 154 cm of rain per year, Victoria 
about half as much. Areas closer to the 
mountains receive more rain. White 
Rock, near the USA-Canada border has 

by H.W. Friesen 

the lowest amount of rainfall in the 
Vancouver-Lower Mainland area. 
Snow is rare; Vancouver has a six per 
cent chance of a white Christmas. 
Summers, to the surprise of many, can 
be dry; Vancouver has more sunny days 
in summer than many Canadian cities. 

More complaints 
The human condition is characterized 
by complaints about the weather, and 
grumbling about rain is not uncommon 
here. Some ex-prairie grumblers with 
a wealth of experience in the art com
plain not only about the rain, but also 
about the absence of the clear prairie 
nighttime sky as well as lack of north
ern lights, obscured by either humidity 
or surface lights. 

Of those who retire to BC, some 
move around the province, and some 
leave the province, because of the weat
her. There are newcomers who find 
the constant winter rain depressing; 
preferring sunny prairie weather, even 
at -25C. Life consists of more than 
scenery and climate and the BC weather 
is not tolerated by all. 

Winter, such as it is, does not last 
long. Weather here is moderate and 
not given to the extremes our prairie 
cousins suffer. Roses in the garden in 
November and daffodils coming up in 
February make it quite endurable. If 
you don't mind the rain. mm 
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Walking out was difficult, 
but it restored a sense of worth 

NO one ever expects to get divorced, 
certainly not Mennonite couples who 
take their vows "till death us do part" 
seriously. But it does happen and the 
guilt and pain for both partners can be 
overwhelming. 

I entered my marriage knowing that 
my life would now be devoted to caring 
for, and being a helpmate to, my hus
band. Women born in the 30s knew 
this was their role-they would get mar
ried (heaven help them if they stayed an 
old maid!) raise a family and enjoy 
being a grandmother in their twilight 
years. The only professions open to 
them otherwise were nursing and teach
ing. 

We hadn't been married long when I 
realized that even though I still kept 
working part-time I had lost control 
over any decisions made. I handed 
over my pay cheque automatically be
cause it would make him love me more, 
right? Wrong! Being so obedient only 
made things worse because I was re
sentful, seething inside while he became 
more domineering-not a good set-up for 
a happy marriage. 

Work as escape 
The children came along in quick suc
cession and I loved motherhood but 
found myself carrying around inside a 
heaviness emotionally that never seemed 
to lift. I was still working part-time 
and the only time the darkness lifted 
was when I was at work where I knew 
I was a capable person. 

I didn't realize I had allowed my self
worth to evaporate completely. While 
I was trying to please my husband I had 
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by Myra Schell 

allowed him to take total control of my 
life, telling me where I should go and 
when, keeping me short of money, and 
if I would disagree with any of his 
decisions I would be treated with a cold 
disapproval which I couldn't bear. So 
I did whatever I could to prevent this 
coldness. However, the tension in the 
house was palpable and I often took my 
unhappiness out on my children. This 
is what I regret the most. We were 
totally unable to discuss this, I being 
too afraid and he not considering it 
necessary. By now I was convinced 
that I was quite stupid, rather unattract
ive, and extremely lucky to have snared 
such an intelligent, talented man. That 
was a crock. 

Building to parting 
This husband of mine was not a mon
ster and he never physically abused me. 
He is a charming, friendly man to all 
who meet him, like many other men 
who psychologically and emotionally 
abuse their wives. 

Many things led up to the change in 
me that gave me the courage to leave. 
There had been many, many marriage 
counsellors (he did agree to the first 
one because a good female friend ar
ranged it) but their advice would only 
last a short time and we would be back 
in the same old rut. By now I knew 
that our problems weren't all my fault 
but it took at least 15 years of marriage 
for me to get this far. 

So finally, 22 years after we had 
exchanged vows, I left with my young
est daughter who was 11. The other 
children were all away from home by 

that time and I had come to the point 
where I knew I would lose my sanity if 
I stayed any longer. I was having cou
nselling which helped me to make the 
decision. 

Exhilaration 
To be on one's own after so many years 
is scary. That and the guilt you feel 
because you know you're a failure as a 
wife. But it is also a heady experience 
as you realize you are capable of mak
ing good decisions and you are a good 
money manager. The first time the 
bank gave me a loan to buy a car, I was 
so thrilled-I knew I was going to make 
it. 

There is no easy answer for women, 
and sometimes men, in such an un
happy marriage. The death of love due 
to abuse is all too frequent. But I have 
found that women seem to have an 
inherent strength that allows us to sur
vive against terrible odds, a strength 
that enables us to reach out and offer 
support and empathy to others in pain. 

There have been a lot of tears, a lot 
of prayers, and a lot of counselling for 
me but it has now been six years, my 
husband has remarried, and I feel good 
about myself as a woman, as a mother, 
as a friend, as a sexual being, and as a 
capable professional. 

My faith has always remained firm 
but any false piety or religious fanati
cism leaves me cold. There is no hon
esty in that and if I have learned noth
ing else in this life's journey I have 
learned the need for honesty in relation
ships. mm 



When temptation speaks 
giving in can be 

I met the devil tonight. And, like so 
many men before me, I fell. I fell 
hard, and, looking back, I am amazed 
at how I walked into it, so open-eyed, 
knowing every moment what was hap
pening, what I was doing, and knowing 
full well that even the smallest token of 
resistance could save me. Yet I fell, 
faster and easier than an over-ripe apple 
from a tree. 

The fact is, she was beautiful. Her 
black, shoulder-length hair, her brown 
skin, her dark and mysterious eyes, 
these embodied all of the exotic won
ders of India. The air around her was 
rich with spice and sweetness. And she 
was selling. There was no uncertainty, 
no hesitancy; there was not even any 
embarrassment, no half-apologetic 
smile. It was a simple fact and, some
how, a fact beyond judgment or con
demnation. I knew it even before our 
eyes met. She was selling. And what 
she was selling was cinnamon buns. 

. No single event 
The story of this fall, as the story of so 
many others, is best begun thus, in 
medias res, but we must now pan back 
to view the· wider scene, to take in the 
context, to learn the pre-history of this 
story. My fall did not take place in a 
single moment, though so it seemed. It 
was not a simple event, isolated from 
the rest of my life, somehow outside the 
stream of my whole existence. No 
event in any life is simple; no story 
begins cleanly without ties to the past, 
to some hidden time before story be
gins. No, this was not a simple event 

a sweet experience 

by Edmund Stevens 

in a discrete moment: no, my fall took 
nearly a week. 

It began with coffee 
It began last Thursday evening, with a 
different but also lovely lady. As I 
wandered around the familiar mall, that 
paradise where modem children grow 
up and where modem men find shelter 
from winds and from time, as I looked 
about for a moment's amusement, paus
ing in the shops with perhaps some 
unconscious hope of a redemption, I 
stopped to buy a coffee at my usual 
counter. As I turned to find a seat, 
who should I see, passing among 'the, 
nearby shops, but a dear old friend, 
Eveline. I caught her eye and waved; 
she came across and said that she'd be 
happy to join me, but she would buy 
her coffee at another shop -- at the 
cinnamon bun counter -- for, she said, 
with a passion and sincerity which 
allowed no questioning, no uncertainty, 
"They serve the best coffee in the 
mall." 

There is another lady, and another 
. meeting, of which you should be aware 
if you are to understand my story. My 
history is filled with meetings, with 
comings, goings, encounters, greetings. 
I have been seeing another young lady 
regularly, a dietician by profession. I 
do not love her, and she accepts this; I 
am certain of this, though we do not 
speak of it. Yet she continues to ask 
me to see her, at least once every few 
weeks, and, like a man who cannot· 
admit to himself that an affair has lost 
its thrill, I go back whenever she asks. 

She weighs me in her balance, and 
she finds that I am not yet wanting. 
She scolds me for growing fat, but I do 
not point at her thighs. I do not scold 
her in return, but I swallow my words 
and choke on my tongue. She abuses 
me, yet I promise, each time, that I will 
come again, that I will be scolded again 
and say nothing, that I will submit to 
the judgment of her unjust scales. And 
I do return, for I know, despite her 
wretchedness, despite her shrewishness, 
despite her hellish torments, that she is 
an angel, that she is my guardian. And 
deep within my soul I desire fervently 
the virtue that she preaches. 

No gUilt in coffee 
Coffee, in moderation, is not 
unvirtuous. My angel has said so. I 
have, in the past, been known to over
indulge: there were days in my youth 
when I and friends would skip school 
and spend whole afternoons over coffee 
and apple pie at Pete's Inn. Even while 
at the university, between classes in 
Milton's Paradise Lost or in Freudian 
theories of repression, we spent hours 
over coffee, playing cards, and ciga
rettes. I remember clearly one after
noon when six of us, not anxious that 
day to learn or to study, left for our 
favourite coffee shop and noon and did 
not get home until midnight. But I am 
older now. Beer and milk can kill, but 
black coffee has no calories: a cup or 
two a day need cause no guilt. And so 
this evening, as I wander, alone among 
the shoppers, I hear again the sweet and 
seductive voice of Eveline: "They 
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serve the best coffee in the Mall. " 
I knew even then that it was the voice 

of temptation. This was perfectly clear 
to me from the start; indeed, nothing in 
my life has ever come so close to per
fect clarity, to visionary truth, to 
epiphanic certainty. I felt, I knew, I 
had no doubt: if you go to that house 
of the iniquitous buns, you are asking 
for trouble. The voice of my guardian 
dietician rang loudly in my ears: "Tuni 
back! Don't be a fool!" But in my 
pride and folly I said, "I will have only 
a coffee, no cream, no sugar. There is 
no danger, there is no risk. I can face 
a cinnamon bun and decline to eat it. " 

I don't know her name, but she was 
beautiful, with the exotic beauty of 
India, with eyes deep and dark as the 
coffee she served, and all around her 
the smell of spice and sweetness. I 
walked towards her; our eyes met and 
locked. I fell in love and whispered: 
"I will have only a coffee, no cream, no 
sugar. " . She smiled and, as though to 
mock me with an invitation which was 
also a warning, said "Help yourself. 
That's sixty cents." I fumbled for the 
money; the cash register rang as it 
opened, jingled as it closed, and I knew 
that I had triumphed. The purchase 
was complete, the temptation had been 
withstood: she had taken my money and 
I had bought no bun. I would help 
myself to that coffee and I would walk 
away pure. 

The fall 
As I poured that rick, dark liquor into 
my styrofoam cup, as I was concentrat
ing all my attention upon that act of 
containment and satisfaction, I heard 
her voice, so close that it was as though 
she were right beside me. She spoke 
quietly, quickly, but not too quickly; 
there was no undue force, there was no 
hesitation, there was no sense of a 
careful tension in her voice as there is 
in that of one who is pretending not to 
be careful. The words betrayed no 
emotion, and when I looked up I saw a 
sweet smile upon her lips. There was 
no coyness in that smile, no false 
demure -- all was bare-faced, simple, 
and perfectly damnable: "Would you 
like a bun? We're just about to close, 
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and it's on the house." Just as quietly, 
just as innocently, without so much as 
a pause for breath, I replied, "Of 
course, since it's free." 

I have tried to help you to under
stand. I have tried to tell my story in 
such a way that this central act would 
cause no surprise, would be perfectly 
understood. But there is, perhaps, one 
more fact about my past which, al
though it is as distant as my childhood, 
may help you to understand better how 
I could fall so knowingly, so complete
ly. I am not rich, and I have never 
been able to handle money with the ease 
and with the innocent nonchalance of 
the truly wealthy. Money, like beer 
and milk and not jogging enough, is a 
matter of guilt. what little I know of 
fiscal responsibility I learned at my 
mother's knee while walking through 
the bargain basement in Eaton's in 
downtown Winnipeg. It is a truth 
which to me seems self-evident that 
opportunity does not knock twice; that 
if you see something being offered at a 
price obviously below fair market val
ue, you do not hesitate: you take three 
before someone else takes them. Later, 
you will worry about what you are 
going to do with so many , but there are 
always neighbours and cousins who will 
buy them from you if you can't use 
them yourself. 

The devil has never had an easier 
conquest: looking back, I am in awe at 
how completely effortless it was. She 
played me perfectly. She looked into 
my eyes and she knew tne more pro-

foundly than I know myself. She un
derstood my history; she understood my 
personhood; she knew my ripeness. 
And so I did not fall: I jumped. I was 
not pushed: it was scarcely a breath, 
hardly more than a thought, which sent 
me flying backwards over the precipice. 
I fell, knowing the whole while that I 
was falling, willing it to happen, and 
smiling all the way down. 

(Edmund Stevens is the pseudonym of 
an overweight Mennonite living some
where in Alberta.) 

d' 8 Schtove Restaurant 

1842 Pembina Highway 
Winnipeg, Manitoba 

R3T 2G2 

Telephone: 275 2294 

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

Monday-Friday 
Saturday 
Sunday 

8 am - 11 pm 
7 am - 11 pm 
9 am - 11 pm 

Featuring Men1Wnite Food 

,11 Menno Travel Service invites you to ... 

=======~~;JOIN THE 
TOUR LEADERS 

• CLASSICAL BRITAIN TOUR -- Host Dr. John Redekop f August 3-19 . 
• THROUGH EASTERN (EUROPEAN) WALLS -- Host Bernie Wiebe f August 4-27 . 
• SOVIET UNION BUSINESS/HERITAGE TOUR -- Host Calvin Redekop f August 6-27. 
• OBERAMMERGAU/EUROPE c _ with Jake & Betty Bergman f August 13-September 1 . 
• MAJESTIC WEST COAST COACH TOURS (16 days) f Departs July 30 & August 1. 
• CANADIAN ROCKIES SPLENDOR COACH TOURS(8 days) f Departs July 15,16,29,30. 

MENNO TRAVEL SERVICE 
305 - 171 Donald Street, Winnipeg, Manitoba, R3C 1 M4 

Phone (204) 943 9935/ FAX 204 9475186 



The Winnipeg Educational Society 
received a grant of $75 ,000 from the 
Manitoba Government to improve and 
expand its present facilities on Westgate 
in Winnipeg. 

Hugo Jantz, Mennonite Central Com
mittee Europe program secretary, tra
velled to Romania March 10 to 17 to 
help deliver supplies gathered by West 
European Mennonites and to make 
further contacts for MCC programs in 
the country. 

Disabled people from around the 
world will gather in Winnipeg' this July 
to discuss a global view of disability 
issues. In addition, the expected 200 
participants will "celebrate differences" 
at the retreat sponsored by a group of 
Mennonite organizations . 

On Sunday, May 5 at 7 pm, the 
Wimiipeg Singers will present a Renais
sance Feaste at St. Lukes Anglican 
Church Hall. In addition to providing a 
delicious meal of roast beef, the Singers 
will entertain with song and dance. 
Tickets may be ordered form the Win
nipeg Singers at Box 2382, Winnipeg, 
R3M 2W9. 

Award winners at the 72nd annual 
Winnipeg Music Competition Festival 
include Michelle Fehr, who won the 
Ladies' Orange Benevolent Association 
Trophy; Jeffrey Schellenberg, winning 
the W.H. Anderson Memorial Trophy; 
Karen Barg, who won the Victor Feld
brill Trophy for "Most Outstanding 
String Performance" at the Festival ; and 
Helmut Penner, who won the Lieuten
ant Governor's Trophy as the most 
outstanding soloist at the festival. Mr. 
Penner, who plays the recorder, is 70 
years old, and has participated in every 
Festival since 1962. 

Winnipeg author Sandra Birdsell 
received the Governor General's Liter
ary Award for the best first novel of 
1989 for her novel The Missing Child. 

MANITOBA NEWS 

Birdsell has published two collections of 
short stories and written film scripts for 
the National Film Board. Most of her 
stories are set in her home town of 
Morris, though the town has a fictitious 
name in her stories. 

Henry Kroeger of Winnipeg was a 
member of the Jim Ursel curling rink 
that recently won the Canadian Senior 
Men' s Curling Championship in White
horse, Yukon. 

The founder of the Mennonite Heri
tage Village at Steinbach died recently 
at the age 95. John C. Reimer was the 
son of one of Steinbach's 18 founding 
families. As a school teacher he began 
collecting artifacts of early Mennonite 
history in southern Manitoba, and he 
eventually persuaded the Mennonite 
Historical Society to locate a Mennonite 
museum in Steinbach. 

The Altona Civic Centre was opened 
officially on March 12. The 10,040 
square foot centre houses the new town 
offices, a conference room, and council 
chambers, and police department and 
public library services. 

Di Brandt has been named the poetry 
editor for Prairie Fire, a Winnipeg 
based writer's journal. 

A major literary conference will be 
held from May 10 -12 at Conrad Grebel 
College in Waterloo . The theme will be 
"Mennonite Writing in Canada" and 
will feature such writers as Rudy 
Wiebe, Patrick Friesen, Andreas Sch
roeder, Di Brandt, Al Reimer, and 
Harry Loewen. Sessions will explore 
the literary and historic context in 
which the current generation of Men
nonite writers write. 

The CAMS Music Festival will fea
ture a Band Concert at Jubilee Place on 
May 5, and a Choral Concert at the 
Centennial Concert Hall on May 6 at 8 
pm. Tickets are available at all Man
itoba CAMS schools. The festival in-

volves 12 Mennonite schools from 
across Canada. 

Prof. Al Reimer is retiring from his 
position as professor of English at the 
University of Winnipeg. He plans to 
devote more time to a number of writ
ing projects. He served for many years 
as editor of the Mennonite Mirror, and 
is the author of a number of highly 

. successful books, including the novel, 
My Harp is Turned to Mourning. 

Arkie Wiens is retiring as a partner 
with the company Peat, Marwick, 
Thorne, and will begin to work on May 
1 st as chief finance officer of Triple E 
in Winkler. 

Walter Franz has resigned as pastor 
at Altona Bergthaler Church, effective 
this summer. 

Arlene and Paul Kroeker will begin 
as interim pastors at Emmanuel Church, 
Winkler, in August. The Kroekers have 
been serving at Winkler Bible Institute. 

Pastor Walter Franz of the Altona 
Bergthaler Church will become execu
tive secretary for Native Ministries of 
the Confer~nce of Mennonites in Ca
nada beginning in September, 1990. 

Wordsnorth Communication Service, 
owned by Ed Martens, won the best 
magazine ad series, best single TV 
commercial for Loewen Window's 
Point of View campaign; best vertical 
outdoor for Winnipeg Transit's Ride To 
the Occasion; and best brochure for 
Manitoba Tourism's Grand Beach resort 
development. These awards were pres
ented at the Signature Awards ceremo
ny. 

Schmidke Millwork of Steinbach, the 
community's second-largest employer, 
is launching a $1.6-million expansion 
that will create 65 new jobs during the 
next five years. the company has re
ceived $490,000 in government loans 
to double its factory size and install 
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high-tech carpentry-finishing equipment. 

G-d.rth Kroeker of Bethel Mennonite 
Church was a 1989-1990 winner of the 
Sir William Stephenson scholarship. 
The $2,400 award is one of several 
given to students at the University of 
Winnipeg who demonstrate outstanding 
academic achievement, superior leader
ship qualities and the potential to make 
a valuahle contribution to their country. 

Gwen Rempel is the new program 
director at the Mennonite Heritage 
Village. she will be directing the Mu
seum's expanded school program. 
Gwen is a recent graduate of the Uni
versity of Manitoba. Her parents are 
Grace and Henry Rempel of Winnipeg . 

By mid-summer, the Mennonite Cen
tral Committee account in the Canadian 
Foodgrains Bank may be empty . The 
shortfall is the result of higher than 
usual requests for food and the 1988 
prairie drought, which saw lower than 
usual donations to the account. MCC 
will need 2,500 metric tonnes of wheat 
to meet a request of food for India and 
leave some for other needs. The do
nated wheat is matched three-far-one by 
the Canadian International Development 
Agency (CIDA). Last year MCC ship
ped 10,200 MT of food to hungry 
people around the world through its 
account in the CFGB. 

COMING EVENTS 

May 5: The Winnipeg Singers Renais
sance Feaste, St. Luke's Anglican 
Church, 7 p.m. 

May 5: CAMS Music Festival '90. 
Band Concert, MBCI Jubilee Place, 
7:30 p.m. 

May 6: CAMS Music Festival '90. 
Choral Concert, including a 450-voice 
mass choir, Centennial Concert Hall, 8 
p.m. 
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Bonaventure 
Travel Inc. 

Contact 

Darlene Kailer 

Ruth Wiebe 

477-4581 
FAX 475 0494 

1-161 Stafford Street 

Winnipeg, MS. 

R3M 2W9 

Prairie Performances 
i~ pleased to present ... 

an evening with 
JOHN MARTENS 

and 
VICTOR ENGBRECHT 

Tadeucz Biernacki, piano 

Dates: Thursday and Friday, April 
26 and 27 

Time: 8 p.m. 

Place: Mur i el Richardson 
Auditorium, Winnipeg Art Gallery, 
300 Memorial Boulevard . 

Admission: $8.50 ($6 seniors, 
students) 

Tickets: Prairie Peformances box 
office, telephone 339 8742; or 
J.J.H. McLean box office, telephone 
942 8742; or at the door on 
performance night if available. 

Im'lll' It A I It I E 
r~~ PEn Fun Mi\NfES 
~)1I\l\ \ I T II 1\\ 1,\ f. 

ACCOMMODATION WANTED: 
German female just out of high 
school, trilingual, would like to 
spend winter (approximately 
September to April), in Winnipeg 
with a family. Will babysit, do 
housework, and volunteering. 
Contact Katherina at 667 1419 
or 943 1147. 

Mennonite 
Central 
Committee 
Canada 

MCC Canada 
134 Plaza Drive 
Winnipeg, MB R3T 5K9 
(204) 261 ·6381 

SERVICE OPPORTUNITIES 

-- ACCOUNTANTS: Winnipeg and 
Akron, Pennsylvania. 

COMPUTER PROGRAMMERS: 
Regina, Saskatchewan , and 
Washington, D.C. 

-- MANAGERS: Housing program, 
Harlan, Kentucky; stores in 
Clearbrook, British Columbia, 
Saskatoon, Saskatchewan, and Saint 
John, New Brunswick. 

-- PURCHASING (Self Help): Akron, 
Pennsylvania. 

INQUIRE NOW at your provincial 
MCC office, or MCC Canada. 

ASPHALT 

PAVING 

ASPHALT 

SUPPLY 

EQUIPMENT RENTALS 

237-6253 
29 T erracon Place 

Winnipeg, Manitoba 
R2J 483 



Chartered Accountants 
Suite 300 1200-447 Portage Avenue 
386 Broadway Winnipeg, Manitoba R3B 3H6 
Winnipeg, Manitoba R3C OA9 

(204) 949 1594 
(204) 957 1770 Telefax (204) 943 0360 

k})MG I Peat Marwick Thorne 

O.K. BRAUN INSURANCE SERVICES LTD. 

G3 LIFE AND GENERAL INSURANCE 

INCLUDING (AUtOPAC)) 
For service phone or come to 

171 Donald Street, room 301 Box 130 
Winnipeg, Manitoba R3C IM4 Rosenort, Manitoba ROG IWO 
Telephone 942 6171 Telephone I 746 8411 

TELEPHONE (204) 9423311 
FACSIMILE (204) 943 7997 

RESIDENCE 475 5655 
STEINBACH OFFICE 326 4588 

Ba"ister and Solicitor 

CAMPBELL AND COMPANY 
10 DONALD STREET. WINNIPEG. MANITOBA R3C ll5 

Winnipeg Building & 
Decorating Ltd. 

G EN E RAL C ONTR ACTORS -----------------------

• A COMPLETE REMODELLING SERVICE. 

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

56 Ellen Street, Winnipeg, telephone 942 6121 

John 
Fehr 
Insurance 

1050 HENDERSON HIGHWAY 
WINNIPEG, MANITOBA, R2K 2M5 

For aU your insurance needs 

Ken Peters telephone 338 7811 

Derksen 
Plumbing 
& Heating 

(1984) LTD. 

807 Mcleod Ave., Winnipeg, Man. 

• Commercial 
• Residential 
• Renovations and Repairs 

Call 668-4450 

WINTER'S AUTO BODY LTD. 
------ SPECIALIZING IN ------- .. , 

ALL MAKES OF CARS ~ 
" -.::-~ 

• AUTO BODY 
REPAIRS 
& PAINTING 

-WAY 

• EFF!CIENT 
SERVICE 
ASSU RE D 

786-6695 
1010 ARLINGTON 

(1 Blk. North of William) 
Winnipeg , Manitoba 

u". 
Escorted Coach Holidays 

John Fehr 
1050 Henderson Hwy. President 
Winnipeg, Man. R2K 2M5 Phone (204) 338-7011 

Fehr-Way is the Fun-Way 

-4~[~ 
WINNIPEG WELDING SUPPLIES LTD . 
650 NAIRN AVENUE, WINNIPEG, MANITOBA, R2L OX5 

PETER W. DOERKSEN Telephone 663 4394 
FAX: 663 3507 

WARKENTIN & CALVER 
Barristers and Solicitors 

Notaries Public 

ERWIN P. WARKENTIN B Th, llb 

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

Bus 885 4452 
Res 786 5048 

FAX 837 9021 
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Enn Hosefeld Woat Jefriet 
Fonn Agnes Waul 
Opp'm Launt enn Siedmanitoba -- fonn Hosefeld kjann etj 
daut soo -- wea eene jewesse, faajesate Ordninj mett dee 
Friearie. Daut wea soo Mood. Bascht muste dee Junge Lied 
sitj traffe onn kjanne leare, donn jeef't Felafniss, donn Kjast 
onn doaropp Kjinja. Daut kunn je uck mol soo faakome, 
daut't han ann wada nijch gaunss kratjt soo enne Reaj kaum, 
oba doch soo onnjefaa. 

Wann dee Maatjes eascht fiatian weare heade see opp no 
School too gone. See worde nu fe groot jehoole. See bleewe 
tus bott St:e sitj befriee kunne. See wulle sitj aula befriee, 
wiels Kjeene wull"oole Mejal" woare. Wann doa mol Bene 
School wieda leare wull, wort aa nojeradt daut see noch 
emma 'en bat aundasch jewast wea, ooda aare EIre weare 
Russlenda. 

Wann dee Maatjes nu tus bleewe, muste see falet emm 
Hus onn Wirtschoft leare. See leade Broot onn Portseltje 
bake onn Kjieltjedeajch iitrolle. Marne wees an woo see 
aulet scheene Mennische Ate moake muste onn wann see 
eascht auies kunne, weare see reed toom befriee. Soo lang 
aus see Tus weare, deede see auies waut Marne emma jedone 
haud. Bie straume Hiebats weare fee Maatjes opp eenmol 
tus onn dee straume Hiebatsche haud nuscht mea too done. 
Dee Maatjes kjemmade sitj omm auies. Doowaajen jeef 
aare Marne an toom Natklos jieda 'ne sea schmocke Brosch. 
Neetje kjreajch soogoa twee Brosche wiels see emma 
besondasch jescheit jewast wea. 

Nii mol bott dam Befriee. Woo troffe sitj dee junge Lied? 
Sindach Tseowents emm Farjoa ooda Somma ooda Hoafst 
jinje dee Maatjes jefolle, hilde see stell onn fmage, "Well'j 
mett?" Wann dee Maatjes daut moakhauftjijch sach, kroope 
see enne Koa nenn onn hopte dautet waut mett dee Junges 
meend. Daut wea mau rajcht, wiels dee Junges wulle uck 
nijch irjent warn mettname. Soo leade see sitj kjanne. 

Bie onsa Tiet dentj wie bie Framde enne Koa nenn kmpe 
meent fal Tmbbel, oba donn wea daut noch nijch soo. Opp 
eentselne Foarme kaum daut uck faa daut dee Junges opp'm 
Hoff nopp kaume onn dee Lied fmage, "Ha, jie Meja1es?" 
Soo jintj daut bie butardarpsche Wellem Hiebats. See haude 
wiet onn breet dee schmockste blonde Maatjes mett blaue 
Uage onn kmset Hoa. Dee befriede sitj meist ea aus see reed 
weare. Leena, aa Hoafsttjitjel, kjreajch soogoa dan Leara 
too Maun. 

Wann dee Jung nu dee Rajchte jefunge haud, kaum hee 
Sindach Tseowents spatseare. Enn Hosefeld spatseade dee 
junge'Lied emma emm Maatje aare Schlopstow, oba Marne 
onn Pape pauste opp, daut see sitj jescheit ben arne wudde. 
Wann dee Junge nu sitj werklijch goot worde, kaum hee uck 
een Dach enne Waatj han. Wann dee Nobasch daut 
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ennworde onn see wiste je auies waaJen dee 
Fenstabelurarie -- sade see, "Hee, kjemt auI aune 
Medwaatj." 

Onn wann hee aul aune Medwaatj kaum, muak daut 
gaunse Darp sitj opp Kjast reed. 

Wann dee junge Lied aul bie Jemeent weare, goot. Wann 
nijch, dann jinje see Beid emm Farjoa toom Unjarejcht ann 
leete sitj Pinjste deepe. Nu jeheade see too dee Kjotj 
onnworde dan Sindach no Pinjste ferre Aundaucht 
oppjebode. Nomeddach wea bie dee Bmt aare EIre 
Feleefness. 

Kjast wea foaken aune Donnadach. Dee Hosefelda haude 
sitj iitjerliatjend daut omm fiew onn twintijch Joa dann dee 
Selwatjast aune Sindach foIl. Daut wea doch fein, Selwatjast 
aune Sindach! Dee Briitlied wiste hoaschjenau daut see omm 
fiew onn twintijch Joa noch wudde toop lawe. Befriet ess 
befriet. Ben befrieda Oomtje schlitjt sitj nijch pJ.ietsch 
derjche Laajcht no 'ne Aundre, onn siene Mumm~je plintjad 
nijch mette Uage no framde Kjeadels. W cens sao sull daut 
senne, meende dee Hosefelda. 

Bie Sommafelda Kjaste sull aules sea eefach fiiagone. See 
hilde nijch opp aulahaunt framde Fakse. Dee Bmt wort nijch 
"wajchjejaft" ann dee Briitlied kaume toop no Faare jegone 
jrod ea daut aunfange sullo See muste uck nijch too sea 
iitjestraumt senne. Dee Bmt sull een eenfachet Kjleed 
aunhabe onn nijch eene Schleia ooda soowaut. Dee Pradja 
haud een schwoatet Hamd aun ann haud foaken kjeenen 
Haulsbaunt omm. Jeweenlijch rade twee ooda dree Pradja, 
dee Faasenja jeef aun, onn dee Jemeent sunk eenstemmijch 
een poa Leeda. Doa worde aule Farscha emm Leet jesunge, 
onn daut Jesankbuak haud measchtens Leeda mett sea fiU 
Farscha. Too latst tmd eent fonn dee Pradja dee Briitlied 
toop. 

Fuats no dee Tm feschwunk daut Junge Poa onn wann see 
dann wada doa weare, haud dee niee Fm een straumet, 
langet, wittet Briittjleed aun. Aula weare schaftijch ann nu 
kunn jejate woare. 

Emm Kjalla enn'e Kjotj jeef'et Faspa. Dee Lied haude sitj 
uck aul lang too dee Beloonie jefreit. Dee wea emma opp 
Kjast opp'm Desch. Doa weare uck noch Tweebacktjes mett 
Tsockastetja, Kjees onn seetet Jebacks. Wann AuIe jejate 
haude, sad dee Prlidja noch en poa Wead opp plautdietsch. 
Benje Lied meende ditt wea dee baste Pradijcht oppe gaunsse 
Kjast. 

Nu funge dee junge Mensche aun too kjitje, wann dee 
Pradjasch no Hus gone wudde. Wann dee eascht wajch 
weare, wea maunchmol enn eene ladje Schien Dauns. 

Soo wort enn Hosefeld eene niee Famielje jejrint. 



WEIGfITWATCHER PIEr 
Ht~ fimk uck foats gauns mootijch aun 
Aut Jrett mett Schliesamaltj, 
Doeh hie dam Kof'fe one Schmaund ... 
Wort nee anI'n biitje waltj. 

Toom Aut]ewanne, hee nom Fridge 
Eon hold ne Worscht nu faa, 
Met! Tsipple, Bultje, Aditj, Samp 
Knult hee doa enne Daa! 

Too I'v1eddach, jeft' et man en bat 
FOfln disem enn fonn jant, 
Uck eenen kjlienen Steak mett Schmaunt 
Soo's hee daut lang jewant. 

Toom Owenkost dann "hool wie dicht!" 
Een hii.tje Kjees, een Ei 
Enn cloutoo Flf'.-t)sch enn Kolodets, 
Ben Diet -Eis mett Pei! 

Dt) Nacht, dann rummeld am sien Buck 
Soolud aus biem Jewitta: 
Hee foodat schwind dam Wulf emm Lief 
Sien Grundsauts nu feschmitt'a. 

Diim Brode ennem Fridge, fein kolt, 
Dam jeit hee wilt toodoake; 
Enn dann ne Kaup mett Jreeweschmolt, 
"Dee Wulf ess enne Stoake!" 

Dan natjste Morje mett Jebad 
"Herr hilf und gib mir Krauft!" 
Enn dann een batje Diet-Rad 
Doatoo uck Joaschtesauft. 

Too Meddach mau een batje Gloms 
Enn Tee soo struf enn schwoat; 
He schift boold opp daut Doktadomms 
Enn stritjt sien Buck enn Boat. 

Toam Owen.."k:ost, dann kaume Jast 
Hee nu nom Fleesch enn Grill, 
Dann lacht' a "Ha, ditt jeft en Fast! 
Komm Bucktje, have your fill!" 

Sien Friitje head am eene Nacht 
"Jenuach mett aul daut Schunt!" 
See funk am, hilt aum Fridge de Wacht, 
Hee wuach dreehundad Punt! 

Dee Peeta lijcht emm 'Happy-End' 
Mett Bloome enn fal Jreens ... 
Een Opfa fomm Enthalsamtjeit 
German Enn uck een batje Scheens! 

fonn Jack Thiessen 
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OUR WORD 

How "German" are Mennonites?, 
and what place have they at the Forks? 

A few weeks ago, in a letter to the Winnipeg Free Press, 
several members of the German-Canadian Congress defended 
the decision of the congress to build a German-Canadian 
Cultural Centre at the new Forks development in Winnipeg. 
(As noted in last months's Mirror, the congress received a $1 
million matching fund grant from the Manitoba government 
to construct such a centre). In writing this letter, the members 
of the congress claimed they represented "Manitobans of 
Austrian, Swiss, Mennonite and Hutterian heritages." They 
went on to define the Congress as "the umbrella organization 
of German-speaking Manitobans. " 

Those of us in the Mennonite community who participated 
in the formation of the German-Canadian Congress (Mani
toba) a few years ago, and who have continued to retain 
membership in it, always feared that such unwarranted claims 
would eventually be made on its behalf. We welcomed the 
opportunity to join forces, as individuals, with like-minded 
persons of German background to promote German language 
education in the province. We also recognized that in order 
to obtain government funding for language programs, some 
kind of organization, acting in our name, was necessary. 
Governments like to deal with groups, not with individuals. 

We always felt, however, that the role of the Congress 
would be limited largely to the promotion oflanguage studies. 
Further, we were participating in" it as individuals, not as 
representatives of a group. Therefore, the Congress was in no 
position to become an umbrella organization for other groups. 

The trouble is, of course, that organizations tend to take on 
a life of their own, and to claim more territory than was 
originally envisaged. This has clearly happened with the 
German-Canadian Congress. To put it quite bluntly, it has 
greatly over-reached itself. Its members have no right to 
claim that it is an umbrella organization for groups like the 
Mennonites. No one has given them this authority. 

It is fortunate, perhaps, that the plans to build a cultural 
centre at the Forks have brought this issue to the surface. It 
provides us with an opportunity to explore the nature of the 
German-Mennonite connection in Manitoba, and to comment 
on the ambitions of the German-Canadian Congress, particu
larly as they relate to the Forks project. 

How "German" are the Mennonites of Manitoba? This old 
historical question is not easily answered. It is well known 
that most of the Mennonites in Manitoba (perhaps as many as 
80 per cent) trace their ancestral roots to the Netherlands, not 
to Germany. However, during a long sojourn in Poland, in 
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which German language and culture came to predominate, 
they developed an attachment to German culture which 
remained with them through more than a century of life in 
Russia, and which they carried with them to Canada. In 
Manitoba, German language and culture helped, until fairly 
recently, to reinforce their separation from the surrounding 
culture. It also created some common bonds with other 
German-speaking people, whether Catholic, Lutheran, or 
secular. Many Manitoba Mennonites have been avid readers 
of such German newspapers as the Courier and Der Nord
westen. Mennonites have participated with their German 
friends in Saturday German classes, in drama productions, 
and many other artistic and educational endeavours. Recent
ly, much has been accomplished by working together on 
heritage language preservation. On our desk we have a copy 
of the German-Canadian Yearbook for 1988 which contains 
a number of excellent articles on German-Canadian and 
Mennonite life in Canada. Work of this kind deserves even 
more of our support. In addition, many of our lives have 
been deeply enriched by friendships with members of the 
German-Canadian community. A number of them have given 
generous support to our work. 

One can, and must, acknowledge all of this, and yet admit 
at the same time that at many points our interests and roots 
also diverge. Some people choose to be Lutherans, and others 
choose to be Mennonites, and many of their interests and 
commitments will be different as a result. Organizations 
which bring us together for the promotion of interests which 
we share should always be welcomed. However, the mandate 
of such organizations must inevitably be limited by the 
boundaries of our common interests. Since the goals and 
projects that we most desire may often be different, we must 
be sensitive to the wishes of others before we presume to 
speak in their name or act on their behalf. Mutual criticism 
must also be expected. 

This takes us to the current project of the 
German-Canadian Congress, the building of a cultural centre 
at the Forks. Readers outside of Manitoba may not appreci- . 
ate the full significance of this development in Manitoba. 
Through the cooperation of several levels of government, and 
CN Rail, it has finally been possible to reclaim for public use 
a large chunk of land in the centre of Winnipeg, at the 
historically important juncture of the Red and Assiniboine 
rivers (the "Forks "). A considerable debate has erupted in the 
Media about the proper use of this land. Should it be 



primarily a green space, similar to Stanley Park in Van
couver, or a cultural and commercial centre. Those placed in 
charge of the development seem to have a compromise in 
mind. Critics question whether a real compromise is possible. 
Cultural organizations in Winnipeg were invited to submit 
proposals for the development of cultural centres. It appears 
that the German-Canadian Congress submitted the only viable 
one, and has therefore been given permission, and the 
promise of government support, to build a $3.5 million 
centre. In the last few months this proposal has been criti
cized in many quarters. The problem was compounded by a 
rather bizarre proposal of the congress, to locate a portion of 
the Berlin Wall in the centre. This idea seems, fortunately, to 
have been dropped. However, the main proposal remains 
controversial. Some oppose the creation of a uni-cultural 
centre; others argue that if there is to be such a centre it 
should focus on the culture of the native peoples,who first 
inhabited this land. The congress points out, quite correctly, 
that German soldiers appeared at the Forks in the early 
1800s, and people of German descent have played an import
ant part in the development of this province. 

The congress also has success on its side: it made a feasible 
proposal and has received the blessing of the provincial 
government: However, success is not always good enough, or 
the right thing. If courage consists of doing something that 
others thought impossible, wisdom often consists of not doing 
something that is possible. As one person within the Men
nonite community let me urge the congress to seriously 
re-consider its position. The public doesn't want a uni-cultural 
centre at the Forks, unless it is a native centre. A multi
cultural centre is another alternative, featuring native cultures 
as well as others. The German-Canadian Congress has shown 
that it has the ability to muster support for a cultural centre 
at the Forks. What an act of statesmanship it would be for the 
congress to throw its support behind a multicultural centre, 
forming a common board with other groups, including the 
native people, for this purpose. There should be room within 
such a concept for separate spaces, to accommodate the 
unique aspirations of each group, so that visitors would be 
enriched by the heritage of each group and by programs that 
they might carry out together. If the congress could think its 
way through to such a larger concept it might indeed claim 
the allegiance of many others for this particular work. 
-- Roy Vogt 
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