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Prologue

All my life, from the day I was born to the present, it
seems that, stubbornly and against overwhelming odds, I
have been bucking the current tide of history. In one way or
another, consciously or subconsciously, my entire life has
been dedicated towards fighting against those evil and
powerful forces that now hold the world in their tyrannical
grip. | have been waging war against these evil forces
intermittently and spasmodically perhaps, in the beginning
not even recognizing what those malignant destroyers were
doing, or who the real evildoers were. But my struggle has
been persistent and tenacious. Furthermore, as time went
on, the picture became more clearly focused, the tyrannical
destroyers more specifically identified, and the complex
solution to the puzzle more nearly solved.

But my struggle was, and is, not only one of doing
battle AGAINST the evil tide. There is also a very
POSITIVE side to this picture, and that is what I am and
have been fighting FOR. The answer to that is clearly
delineated in the several books I have written and can be
summed up in a few words - namely, the SURVIVAL,
EXPANSION AND ADVANCEMENT OF THE WHITE
RACE. In our racial religion, CREATIVITY, I strongly
believe, we have the Total Program, the Final Solution, the
Ultimate Creed.

* * * * *

This is the true story of a Mennonite boy who was born
in the midst of the Communist revolution in the Russian
Ukraine. At nine months, while the Red and the White
armies were waging civil war in his native village of
Rudnerweide, he suffered a severe siege of typhoid fever
and nearly died. Nevertheless, he survived the disease, he
survived the anarchy and terror of revolution and the two
years of famine that followed. When he was six, he and his
family fled Russia to try to start life anew in the wide open
wilds of the Mexico ranch country. Shortly thereafter they
moved to the wheat farming country of Saskatchewan,
Canada, where he grew to adulthood. In 1945 he moved to
the United States, where after a long and checkered career,
he finally found his life's purpose -- structuring and
establishing a racial religion for the survival, expansion and
advancement of his own racial kinsmen -- Nature's Finest.



I was that boy. After seven decades I can say that it
has been a long and circuitous Odyssey, and I thank Fate
that she has allotted me sufficient time to reflect on the
ensuing course of events that permitted me to finally
consummate the paramount mission of my life, and propel it
into perpetuity.

* * * * *

By any vyardstick, the White Race is the most
creative, productive and intelligent creature Mother Nature
has produced in the 2.3 billion years that it is claimed life
has existed on this Planet Earth. Strangely, however,
Nature's Finest in the last half century has become a highly
endangered species, whose demise and extinction is at most
only a few generations away. This is almost a certainty
unless this unique species drastically changes course, and
does so promptly and most forcefully. What the White
Race has direly needed in the last 6,000 years of
its civilization is a racial religion of its own -- a
racial religion whose overriding fervor was, and
constantly remained, the survival, expansion and
advancement of its own kind. This is not a novel idea.
Nature has implanted this innate drive in every other
creature alive, but strangely, in its long and tumultuous
history, the White Race has never fully grasped this idea.
While eagerly pursuing the advancement of science and high
technology, at the same time it has stupidly and tragically
utilized its vastly superior endowments to kill, decimate and
destroy its own kind.

Now the White Race has a racial religion of its own,
and we call it CREATIVITY. 1 have faith that it will
provide the spark that will kindle the conflagration of a
vast worldwide movement of religious fervor — the first real
constructive revolution in history to really accrue to the
benefit of the human race. If enough of my fellow kinsmen
will grasp that realization, the redemption and salvation of
Nature's Finest will be assured. For this I have labored,
and it is my fervent hope and prayer that it will come to
pass in this next generation.

As the founder of a new religion, I feel an obligation
not only to my White Racial Comrades but also to posterity -
- and even to my enemies - to permanently set down the
events of my life, detailing my origins, my thoughts and my
objectives. 1 believe that having come this far it might
perhaps be incumbent for the future that I do so.



I say perhaps. There are two ways of looking at it —
two possibilities. If the White Race fails to rise up and
accept the challenge and if the Jewish pestilence succeeds in
their age-old frenzy of mongrelizing and/or exterminating
the White Race from the face of this Planet Earth, then all
my writings and my other efforts and sacrifices will be in
vain. Creativity and its whole network of ideas will be
flushed down the memory hole of history. In such case, it
will matter little as to what I did or what I wrote. In fact,
as far as I am concerned, nothing will really matter
anymore, should the White Race be destroyed.

If, on the other hand, the White Race rises up in
wrathful vengeance, mobilizes its awesome power, and
smashes the Jewish tyranny into oblivion, then I feel certain
that Creativity will have played a major part in giving
inspiration, goal and direction in freeing the White Race
from the tentacles of Jewish tyranny. When that comes to
pass then there will be a major demand for endless details
regarding Creativity's early beginnings, as well as the life of
the Founder, and many details will be such that only I
would have knowledge of them and they would be a vital
source of basic information. Fortunately, fate has spared
me the time that I may write my memoirs without any
undue pressure from either financial worries or from
political duress. Unfortunately, too many of our racial
warriors who have contributed significantly to the cause
have been denied this opportunity, and the only source
material (highly fabricated) about them comes from the lips
and pens of our racial enemies - traitors and Jews. As a
result, our racial fighters have been slandered, calumnied
and lied about before and after their death with little
authoritative refutation from the White racial side. Adolf
Hitler is a prime example of such distortions and calumnies,
but there are any number of others.

Every person born is a composite of their cultural
heritage and the genetic inheritance of their ancestors. Of
all these factors, genes are of major importance, and this is
something only our ancestors can hand down to us. The
innate character of each individual is then further shaped
and molded for better or for worse by the multitude of
events that swirl about them during the tenure of their life.
Some are crushed by events, others overcome events and
remain masters of their own destiny. In any event, all are
the sum total of their heritage, whether it be cultural,
genetic, or any one of a number of other variables.



Milestone Zero

My Mennonite Heritage

Heritage is an important word to me. Although I
personally never jointed the Mennonite Church (I will
explain this later), nevertheless, | am extremely proud of
my ancestors and my Mennonite heritage. Both have been
most generous, and I am thankful. All of us owe everything
we are to our ancestors — our culture, our civilization, our
very genes and life itself. But it does not end there with
merely a thank you note. We have a grave responsibility,
yes, a sacred obligation to carry that precious heritage on to
future generations, and in so doing not only preserve and
expand that which is best, but also to strive to upgrade
those genetic qualities to ever higher levels as we bequeath
our genes and heritage to each succeeding generation.

My ancestors for the last four hundred and fifty
years have been Mennonites. Although the term Mennonite
is a religious designation, actually the Mennonites are also a
special group of ethnic people who are unique unto
themselves. Now scattered all over the world, they
nevertheless have maintained a certain cohesiveness that
goes beyond their religious bond, beyond nationality and
country of residence. Now, after four hundred and fifty
years, they have a unique history and heritage that is
peculiarly their very own. | am proud to be part of it, and |
want to relate some of the mileposts of that ethnic history.

I was born on February 7, 1918, according to the
inscription in the big old family Bible. 1 managed to retrieve
this old book as a valuable archive from my older sister just
very recently. The book is at least eighty or ninety years
old, and I treasure it highly, not because of its contents, but
because it is an heirloom that has inscribed in it some of the
important mileposts of my family, including my birthdate.
The February 7 date, however, represents the dates
according to the Julian calendar then in use in Russia and
is actually 13 days behind the Gregorian calendar that we
now use. So my actual birthdate is February 20. The place
was in the Klassen family home in the Mennonite village of
Rudnerweide. This village was part of the Molotschna
colony of Mennonites, located along a river of the same
name in the Russian province of Taurida. This thriving
colony was located in the southern Ukraine just north of the
Sea of Azov.



The Mennonite colony known as the Molotschna
consisted of a homogeneous group of German speaking
people, about 22,000 in number (by 1910), living in
approximately 60 villages and hamlets, although a few
could be considered of town or even city status. I will have
more to say about the Molotschna colony later.

Actually, we spoke two languages, Low German
(Plattdeutsch or Plautdietsch), and High German. We
spoke a colloquial Plautdietsch in our ordinary, everyday
conversation, a language that I now look upon as being
rather colorful and uniquely expressive. However, in
church and in school High German, the language
traditionally used in Germany, was the standard fare. All
books, correspondence, sermons delivered in church, hymns,
etc., were in High German. No Dictionary or grammar was
ever compiled for the popularly used Plautdietsch. It was
an arrangement we then took for granted, but looking back
on it now after all these years I find this dual language
arrangement as a rather strange and superfluous
phenomenon, and wonder what purpose, if any, it served.

My ancestors (as Mennonites) originated in either
Holland and/or the Danzig area of Prussia. Approximately
450 years ago in the year 1536 while the Protestant
revolution was in full turmoil, a Catholic priest by the name
of Menno Simons branched off into a Protestant sect of his
own. His followers were called Mennonites. With the
turmoil and persecution that was then rampant, the
Mennonites dispersed into many countries, such as
Switzerland, France, Prussia, and several others. The
Mennonites have been dispersing and emigrating ever since.
In fact, I guess I am an emigrated emigrant myself, several
times over.

When we study historical movements, whether they be
religious, political, cultural or whatever, we find that
seldom do such movements originate from out of a vacuum.
On the contrary, we usually find that each movement has
its roots in some similar previous movement. It then
branches off from its parent movement not unlike a
rebellious child from its former family.

And so it is with the Mennonite religion. Tracing back
its origins, we find that it is an offshoot of the Anabaptists,
who in tum emerged from out of the melee of the Protestant
Reformation during the turbulent Sixteenth Century.
Protestantism, as we all know, is a Christian religion that
broke away from the Catholic church which had then been
in existence for some fifteen centuries. Without the Catholic
church there would undoubtedly have been no Christianity
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with its present plethora of thousands of sects and cults.
(As a passing observation, I have found that the definition
of a "cult" is a matter of biased opinion - one man's religion
is another man's cult — and vice versa.) Pursuing origins
and branches further back into history, we find that
Catholicism and Christianity have their roots in still earlier
Judaism, the Jews' intransigent religion. Three-quarters of
the Christian bible, the Old Testament, is really a
compilation of fabricated Jewish history and folklore. Going
back even further, we find that the Jews pirated practically
every concept in their religion, the idea of soul, eternal life,
the hereafter, baptism, circumcision, and a dozen other
ideas from the Ancient Egyptians. (See Page 200,
"Building a Whiter and Brighter World".) We could explore
further the origins of the religious ideas of the Egyptians,
but I believe we have gone back far enough to make a point.

The Anabaptists

I believe at this point it behooves us to look into the
beginnings of the Mennonite movement by first reviewing
the Anabaptist movement, and then the life of Menno
Simons, whose activities were spawned by the Anabaptists,
and of which the Mennonite religion is an offshoot.

We are all fairly familiar with the turmoil of the
Protestant Reformations and its movers and shakers such
as Martin Luther, John Calvin, Huldreich Zwingli and
several other zealous reformers who got their dander up
and thought the Catholic church needed to either shape up
or be reshaped. This they did with a fervor and obsession
that always bordered on fanaticism and sometimes far
exceeded it. Little, however, is commonly known about the
Anabaptists who also played a large role in the Reformation
and were the forerunners of the Mennonites.

Anabaptists was a name given to those people who
broke away from the dominant types of Protestantism I
referred to in the previous paragraph, and instead
preferred a voluntary religious association with a vigorous
maintenance of New Testament ordinances. The word
Anabaptist was also used loosely as a derogatory term
against all religious radicals in the sixteenth and
seventeenth centuries and so came into common usage also
because the term was utilized by most major parties of the
Reformation, the Catholics, the Lutherans and Reformed
polemicists. The word Anabaptist means baptized again, or
rebaptized, or double baptized. The Dutch word for
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Anabaptists was Doopsgezinde, and in German they were
called Taufer, or Taufgesinnte, or Wiedertaufer, or, in other
words, Double Dippers.

It is perhaps more constructive to speak of the
different wings of the Anabaptist movement: the Swiss
Brethren, the South German Brethren, the Moravians, the
Hutterites and the Dutch Mennonites, the latter being my
ancestors and of special concem in this treatise.

Anabaptism proper began at Zurich in 1524 (five
years after Martin Luther nailed his 95 Theses on the
church door) when a small band led by Conrad Grebel broke
away from Huldreich Zwingli's leadership and gathered
congregations practicing apostolic non-resistance in
accordance with Matt. 5:39 of the New Testament. They
further insisted on communion (Acts 4:32); government by
‘elders (Acts 14:23) and the ban (Matt. 18:15-17.
Impatient with the Reformers' plan to win the cantons of
Switzerland to Protestantism by slow, statesmanlike
decisions of the Town Councils, they proposed to form free
churches of those who heard, believed and were baptized
(Matt. 28:18). Although they were savagely persecuted by
the authorities of both the State and also the Church (both
the Catholic and the Protestant) these Swiss Brethren, as
they were called, gained a warm reception among the
common people in the German speaking lands. A
considerable following developed in Moravia in South
Germany, and a parallel movement led by Menno Simons
(1496-1561) emerged in the 1540's and 1550's in
Holland. It is from this group that the Mennonites in
America, in Canada, and those that moved to Russia were
descended. | will have more to say about the Russian
Mennonites.

Also spawned from the Anabaptist movement is a sect
founded by Jacob Hutter in Moravia in 1533, who formed
religious colonies holding property in communal possession,
not unlike the communists, but there the similarity ends.
They have since settled in many colonies in the Dakotas,
and in Manitoba and Alberta in Canada, as well as in
Paraguay. They still preserve the ancient Christian
communism based on the practice of the primitive Christian
church described in Acts. Although both were spawned
from the Anabaptist movement, the Hutterites are a far cry
from the Mennonite groups who were my ancestors. The
latter believed strongly in private property as well as in
Racial Teamwork.

From the early archives that were exhumed in
growing quantities since 1879 it seems that the chief
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quarrel the Anabaptists had with the mainstream
Protestant Reformers was over the union of Church and
State. The Anabaptists took the Early Church as their
model. They repudiated infant baptism and claimed that it
was meaningless, that until an adult professed a confession
of faith and was baptized, he had not entered the "true"
church. They taught that a "Fall" of the church occurred
under Constantine when the secular government took over
the religious or spiritual movement of Jesus Christ.
Instead, they preached a restitution of primitive church life.

Menno Simons (1496-1561)

Menno Simons was not the founder of the Anabaptists
in the Low Countries, but he became its most outstanding
leader after it had been in existence for a number of years.
He is significant because he took responsibility for
leadership at a time and in an area where the movement
was floundering and would probably have succumbed to
more revolutionary theories. Especially strong were those
chiliastic fanatics who were preaching that Christ's return
was imminent and the millennium was at hand. Another
radical group were the Muensterites, who preached open
revolt and joined with the Peasant's Rebellion in open
warfare against the authorities.

Menno Simons was born in 1496 in the little village of
Witmarsum, in the Dutch province of Friesland. He joined
the Catholic priesthood at the rather late age of 28, and
received his training in a monastery in Friesland or an
adjoining province. According to his own accounts, he did
not initially take his priestly duties too seriously and joined
his fellow priests in "playing cards, drinking..." But after
the first year he suddenly became frightened, and he began
to have doubts when he administered the Mass as to
whether the bread and the wine were actually being changed
into the flesh and blood of Christ. At first he considered
these thoughts as the whisperings of Satan. But his doubts
persisted and he began to have doubts about many other
teachings of the Catholic church. He came more and more
under the influence of the Sacramentists, who denied the
idea of transubstantiation, that is, the presence of Christ at
the Lord's Supper.

After two years of torment and doubt he finally
turned to the bible in his search for an answer. "l did not
get very far before I saw we had been deceived", he said
later. He found further help by reading the writings of
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Martin Luther, who taught that not the church but the
Scriptures had to be the prime source and sole authority for
his beliefs and preachings. He repudiated the authority of
the Catholic church and became an "evangelical preacher"
but his theology was still very much in the formative stage,
being buffeted about and influenced by a number of other
"reformers".

A tuming point in Menno's life came when the
Muensterites (who favored armed rebellion) were defeated
at their "New Jerusalem" at Muenster, Westphalia, and
that movement came to a tragic end. This brutal affair is of
some significance in the whole Reformation movement,
creating a number of martyrs, and it behooves us to digress
briefly here.

Muenster, Westphalia, had been seized by force by the
Anabaptists on February 9, 1534. Soon thereafter
Bernhard Knipperdolling became its mayor. Anabaptists all
through Germany, Switzerland and Holland had been hard
pressed to stay alive, since persecution against them (and
other religious sects) was severe and rampant. When the
Muensterites gained control of this particular city it became
a gathering point and refuge for numerous other
beleaguered Anabaptists all over Europe. Meanwhile, the
(Catholic) Bishop Franz of Waldeck, who was the ruler of
this territory, gathered a powerful army and laid siege to
this city, with a view of exterminating these heretics. After
approximately a year of skirmishing he finally broke
through the city walls on June 25, 1535. The massacre
and cruelty that followed was typical of the intense hatred
and religious fervor of the times — and we must remember
these were Christians on both sides. Most of the male
population of the city was put to death. The leaders were
put in iron cages, displayed in various cities of Europe,
tortured and then put to death, including former Mayor
Knipperdolling.

As we shall see later, what the Christians did to each
other during the Reformation is not too unlike the cruelty
and terrorism visited upon our Mennonite kinsmen by the
Bolsheviks in Russia nearly four centuries later.

The tragic Muenster catastrophe made a deep and
traumatic impression on Menno, as he considered that all of
these people, to many of whom he had preached, had been
willing to lay down their lives in order to cling to their newly
found faith. Although he was not in agreement with many
of their principles, nevertheless, it steeled his resolve to
leave the Catholic church and dedicate the rest of his life to
preaching the word as he saw it, regardless of the cost or
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the risk. His own beliefs were still not fully clear, not fully
resolved.

He dedicated his full ime to preaching, moving about
the country. He also wrote tracts and books from time to
time, and as he did so his own theology began to take a more
definitive form.

For the next 18 years, from 1536 to 1554, he moved
about the country, preaching, writing and winning converts.
During this time he also took a wife, but neither the date of
the marriage nor his whereabouts have been too clearly
recorded. Nor is it known as to when or where his own
baptism took place. He became an underground evangelist,
preaching and writing in seclusion, baptizing converts
whenever and wherever he could. Some of his extant tracts
are "The New Birth"; "The Blasphemy of Jan van Leyden",
(the latter being an Anabaptist leader); "The Spiritual
Resurrection", and several others. He traveled much at
night and was in perpetual danger of death and persecution.
In 1542 one hundred guilders were offered by the
authorities of Leeuwarden for his apprehension.
Miraculously, although many of his friends were put to
death, some for as much as harboring him overnight or
distributing his literature, he managed to survive.

In 1554 he found a measure of shelter and protection
with Bartholomeus von Ahlefeldt, on one of the latter's
estates, called Wuestenfeld (Desert Field). Here, near the
town of Oldesloe in the province of Holstein, his printer
began to print some of Menno's books. Menno also took the
opportunity to revise some of his earlier editions and write
several new books.

But nevertheless, controversy and turmoil continued.
Never resolved during his lifetime was the matter of church
discipline. Since the Mennonites were committed to
nonviolence, nonresistance and professed to a free
expression of conscience, how do you keep the church and
its members a cohesive organization with a stable creed and
identity? It is a question that has also plagued many
another organization that has tried to maintain its basic
character and originality. It was a question that was not
settled for at least another century. The only means the
Mennonites employed (and still do) to maintain discipline is
the ban and ostracism. In 1557 a large conference of
Anabaptists met in Strasbourg to try to resolve this
question, but it was in vain. Its failure saddened Menno to
the end of his life.

Although his activities may not seem impressive
compared to many another preacher and evangelist that
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may have paraded across the pages of history,
nevertheless, the consequences of the movement he founded
have mushroomed into a significant series of historical
events, the ramifications of which redound unto this day.
Unfortunately, although most of his writings have survived,
much about his life has not been historically recorded,
especially his wanderings during the preaching years of
1536 to 1554. Although a number of pictures of him are
depicted along with his writings, no authentic portraits or
paintings of him were made during his lifetime, at least
none that survived, so any likenesses of him are purely
postmortem artists' conceptions, not unsimilar to those
attempting to depict the likeness of Christ several hundred
years after the supposed event.

During the last years of his life he was crippled,
adding further to his agony. His wife had preceded him by
a few years when he died at Wuestenfelde on January 31,
1561.

But his movement went on and his followers spread all
over the world. It is not my purpose here to pursue the
further history of the worldwide movement Menno founded,
but rather to briefly illuminate the course of events of my
ancestors, the Mennonites in Russia, the flowering of their
culture and their prosperity, followed by its ill-fated
destruction when it was engulfed by the Communist
revolution of 1917.

* 3k ok ok 3k

My particular ancestors after several generations in
Holland moved as a group into east Prussia, specifically to
the Danzig area and founded several cohesive and
successful settlements. They were real industrious
agrarian farmers. But being productive farmers was not
their only accomplishment. They also raised large families
and multiplied, taking over more and more land as the
number of families expanded. Although in a few generations
these Dutch Mennonites became thoroughly Germanized,
there was nevertheless one idiosyncrasy that was
thoroughly uncharacteristic of the military-minded
Prussians. Inherent in the Mennonite religion was the
commitment to nonresistance, to passiveness, in short, to
pacifism. They deemed it sinful to bear arms, and refused
to enter into military service. After a period of time the
traditionally military-minded Prussians and their
government began to take note of both these factors — the
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expansion of the Mennonite numbers, and their refusal to
render military service. Friction began to develop.

Land along the Vistula river in Prussia had become
scarce and the Mennonite families were large and
expanding. In 1787 Frederick William II of Prussia issued
an order of the cabinet which forbade the Mennonites to
enlarge their land holdings. The "Mennonite Edict" of 1789
followed with further restrictions. Frederick William III
further increased the restrictions by a supplementary
declaration in 1801. It became apparent that all these
restricions were aimed more at the Mennonite principle of
nonresistance than their increasing expansion. Mennonites
who abandoned that principle were free to purchase all the
land they wanted.

This presented a crucial problem for the Mennonites,
not unfamiliar to the one their ancestors had faced in
Holland a few generations previously, and one that their
religious cohorts were to face again and again in many other
countries. What to do? The solution, they decided, was to
emigrate, a solution that has been forced upon them many a
time again in their long turbulent history, and in many other
parts of the world.

This particular group in Prussia chose to take
advantage of an extremely propitious situation that
presented itself in Russia. The time was in the 1780's.
Catherine Il (the Great) of Russia was looking for some
industrious farming people to settle some of the wide open
spaces of the Ukraine that had recently been acquired
through conquest in a war with Turkey. In order to
consolidate her gains she wanted this area settled with good
sturdy farmers as quickly as possible. The Mennonites had
a reputation for being hard-working, industrious and
exceptionally successful farmers.

After some scouting and negotiating a deal was
struck. The Mennonites could have not only a large tract of
contiguous land, but they would forever be exempt from
military service. Furthermore, they would be relatively
free to set up their own local government without too much
interference from the Russian government.

In 1789 the first group of 228 Prussian Mennonite
families moved into what was called the Chortitza
settlement. It was located on the Dnieper River in the
southern Ukraine between the cities of Ekaterinoslav and
Alexandrovsk. (Since the Communist revolution both of
these cities have been renamed to Dnepropetrovsk and
Zaporozhe, respectively.) In 1797 a second train of 118
families followed, all of which soon expanded to about 400
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families, and they became the basis of the Chortitza
settlement. In 1819 the settlement consisted of 560
families with 2888 souls, and in 1910 about 2000 families
with about 12,000 members. As | said, the Mennonites
were not only good farmers, but they were also prolific in
expanding their own kind. Their numbers increased at a
significant rate of about 5% annually.

The Molotschna Colony

In spite of the reports of hardships experienced by the
Chortitza settlers, it was, nevertheless, an outstanding
success. This quickly encouraged a large second group to
follow suit, and a new movement to the steppes of the
Ukraine began in 1803. This group was to become the
Molotschna Colony, the area settled by my ancestors, and
where several generations later I was born in the village of
Rudnerweide. The Molotschna colony was to become not
only the largest Mennonite colony in Russia, but also its
most prosperous.

In many ways, in sheer logistics and numbers, these
migrations were in every way the equal of the Mormon Trek
into Utah led by Brigham Young. The Mennonites preceded
the Mormon move by about 50 and 60 years respectively,
but they, too, moved into wide open and uncivilized
territory, as did the Mormons.

The motivating force propelling the Mennonites was
the determination to stick with their particular religious
creed, of which the principle of nonresistance
(wehrlosigkeit) was of major significance. In 1809 Czar
Paul I had given the Mennonites the special "Privilegium",
or a set of privileges, of which freedom from military
service was a major one. The first Molotschna group
arrived at Chortitza in the fall of 1803. Other groups
followed, making a total of 365 families through the years
of 1803-1806. These immigrants were on the average
much more prosperous than were those who had first gone
to Chortitza.

However, various problems impeded the movement's
growth for several years. Prussian authorities insisted on
keeping 10% of the property of those leaving the country.
For a while passports were refused. The Napoleonic wars,
which were In progress at the time, stopped immigration
temporarily. Nevertheless, in 1819-20 a total of 254 more
families migrated to Molotschna, followed sporadically by
further groups. By 1835 migration to Molotschna came to
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a close, with a total of 1200 families residing there and an
estimated population of 6000. Once the Mennonites were
established in their new colony on the steppes of the
Ukraine, they lost no time organizing themselves. They had
120,000 dessiatines (324,000 acres) of good fertile land
located east of the Molotschna river along its tributaries of
the Tokmak, Begemthsokrah, Kurushan and the Yushanlee.
They were located about 100 miles southeast of the earlier
Chortitza settlement. To the west resided non-Mennonite
German settlers, to the north and east Ukrainians, and to
the south nomadic tribes such as the Turks and the Tatars.

They organized the land holdings into 175 acre farms
per family. These could not be cut up and partitioned into
smaller farms, a wise and farsighted restriction. The
families did not necessarily live on their main acreage, but
lived contiguously to each other in hamlets and villages,
where each had an acre or two around their dwelling. The
house and barn usually adjoined each other into one large
building. Next to their dwelling in the village each family
had a good-sized orchard and garden plot, but the main
farm itself might be half a mile or a mile away.

Soon the Molotschna colony had organized its holdings,
and a total of 60 villages had been built, of which
Rudnerweide (established 1820) where | was born, was one.
Here is a short synopsis of their progress.

In the first year of 1804, ten villages were
established. In the next year eight more villages were
founded. By 1821 sixteen more villages and hamlets had
sprung up. By 1863 the remaining 26 villages had been
built and all the available land had been occupied and
utilized. The newly found freedom, the abundance of fertile
acreage brought on a glow of prosperity and an unlimited
optimism for the future. Having come from excellent racial
stock In Prussia, such a combined set of circumstances also
produced some outstanding personalities and leaders. I
have a large, four volume Mennonite Encyclopedia with a
total of approximately 3800 pages. In it are chronicled
hundreds of outstanding personalities and leaders who
benefitted the Mennonite cause in many parts of the world,
including many of whom once resided in the Molotschna
colony. Although I cannot go into detail about them, there is
one early leader that I believe warrants special mention
because of his manifold contributions to the colony. His
name was Johann Comies.
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dJohann Cornies (1789-1848)

Although these pioneering settlers had already proved
themselves to be experienced and industrious farmers in
Prussia, their progress was substantially enhanced by one
Johann Comles and the Agricultural Association that he
headed. ¥ The many constructive improvements he
contributed to the colony and even to the country of Russia
were broad and far-reaching and their influence extended
far beyond his own lifespan.

In the field of agriculture they included such areas as
up-grading the breeds of cattle, horses and sheep;
experimenting with and selecting better seed grains; crop
rotation and many other advances in agriculture that were
completely novel for that day and age. He was especially
vigorous in promoting the planting of trees and orchards
around every farmhouse and homestead on the formerly
treeless steppes. But his energy was not limited to the
improvement of agronomy. He was also extremely active in
the fields of education and the structuring of model colonies,
activities that extended to other peoples far beyond the
boundaries of the Mennonite settlements, as we shall see.

Johann Cornles was born on June 20, 1789, at
Baerwalde, near Danzig, in the state of Prussia. He
migrated with his parents in 1804 to the infant Mennonite
colony of Chortltza, but after a two year stay the family
joined the new colony on the banks of the Molotschna, where
like many others, they took over a homestead of 175 acres.
They settled in the newly founded village of Ohrloff. Here
father Comles became the village "doctor", using medicinal
herbs found on the steppes, doing what healing he could
until his death in 1814.

Johann was the oldest of four sons. He first worked a
year as a laborer for a miller at Ohrloff. During the next
three years he marketed farm produce from the
surrounding settlements to the nearby Russian cities. In
1811, at the age of 22, he married Agnes Klassen, and in
the following year he bought a homestead of his own at
Ohrloff. Being a man of imagination and vision, he soon
recognized the favorable opportunities which the fertile
steppes provided for expansion and development of the
agricultural industry.

He started out by breeding sheep. He leased fallow-
lying government land nearby for grazing. By 1830
Comles expanded by leasing another 9000 acres of
government land along the Yushanlee river, where until now
he had maintained his small sheep ranch. Six years later
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Czar Nicholas I gave him 1350 acres of this land as a
reward for his outstanding services in agriculture. Here he
also began to raise cattle, and soon began to cultivate 729
acres of this land. He used 16 acres to start a large
nursery which was to furnish the Molotschna colony with
tree seedlings. He also began to plant a forest on the
formerly treeless steppes, which in a few years numbered
68,000 trees.

As early as 1816, at age 27, Cornies undertook his
first successful attempts at horse-breeding, and also at
about this time started importing bulls for the improvement
of his cattle. The progeny of such improved stock he
promoted and made available to the other colonists. We
must remember that the idea of breeding cattle selectively
to improve the stock was relatively new at this time and not
widely practiced. In America in the 1820's the ranchers
had hardly even started to round up the wild remnants of
the Spanish longhoms, and predominantly stayed with this
lean and unproductive species for the next eighty years or
more.

By 1847 Comies' own livestock consisted of 500
horses, 8000 sheep and 200 head of Dutch cattle.

Two years after his establishment at the Yushanlee,
Cornies purchased Tashchenak, an estate of 9450 acres
near Melitopol, and ten years later the Verigin estate, so
that he was soon cultivating 25,000 acres. (This was
outside of the Molotschna colony, and not adjoining it.) His
own brickyard produced the brick for the many buildings he
erected, and he also expanded into commercial tileworks.
Both were profitable.

The Russian government soon took note of the success
of Comies' large scale activities. As early as 1817 it made
the 28 year old Comies a life-long chairman of the Society
for the Effective Promotion of Afforestation, Horticulture,
Silk Industry and Vine Culture, later called the Agricultural
Association I mentioned earlier.

Cornies was tireless in his efforts not only to find
methods of farming best suited to the locality, but also in
opening up new industrial possibilities for the settlers. For
a long time he experimented with building a silk industry
and planting mulberry trees on which the silkworms feed.
He even built a school in Ohrloff to instruct girls in the art
of silk reeling. However the Ohrloff silkworm plague
combined with stiff foreign competition thwarted success.
}-lls venture into the tobacco industry suffered a similar
ate.
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But Cornies was not daunted and most of his ventures
were highly successful, all of which benefits were passed on
to the Molotschna colonists. He dammed streams and
irrigated meadows, tremendously improving both pasture
land and the hay crop. He was especially zealous in
planting forests, understanding the value and significance
of trees on the formerly treeless steppes. In 1845 over half
a million fruit and forest trees had been planted in the
Molotschna alone, to which 300,000 mulberry trees were
added. Six years later there were over five million trees in
the 47 villages. Cornies also instructed settlers in raising
vegetables and flowers. Through his foresight and
aggressive leadership he veritably tumed the Molotschna
colony into the garden spot of Russia.

But his influence was not limited to the Mennonites
alone. In 1839 the Russian government showed exceptional
confidence in Cornies' outstanding leadership and
educational abilities and they placed a number of young
Russians in his hands for instruction in practical
agriculture. A little later these trained Russians
established special model villages. Many Russian and
Ukrainian farmers were sent to the Mennonite settlements
to learn how to raise potatoes, a crop that had not been
grown in the area until Comies promoted it.

His instruction and leadership, with the blessing of the
Russian government, soon extended further afield. Comies'
aid was given to the Dukhobors and Molokans and he was
made responsible for placing model Mennonite farmers in
the newly established Jewish settlements in the province of
Kherson. He was also instrumental in settling the nomadic
Nogais into a 17,000 member colony in 1835. However,
these sometime later emigrated to Turkey.

Cornies accomplished much through his tireless
energy and sometimes ruthless determination, but it was
not without considerable opposition in some quarters from
his own Mennonite constituents. This was especially so
from some of the more fanatic religious leaders, of which
there were a considerable number. This opposition was
most obvious in the field of education in which Comies had a
special concern, and which he insisted was badly in need of
reform. Until 1843 the Mennonite schools in Russia were
controlled by the church. Farmer-teachers instructed the
children and there were no trained teachers as such. The
only sources of education were the ABC-book, the Bible, the
catechism and the hymn book.

As early as 1818 Cornies founded the Society for
Christian Education which built its first Secondary School in
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Ohrloff in 1820. He also built a library and created a
reading circle. Under his urging in 1843 all Mennonite
schools were placed under the Society that Comies had
formed in 1818, and he divided the Molotschna settlement
into six school districts. He was especially concerned about
the curriculum and content of the children's education and
in this direction he laid down a set of rules. His
contribution in this respect was a curriculum he produced
called "General Rules Concerning Instruction and
Treatment of School Children" which reveal his vision and
understanding of what was needed to greatly improve
education and the system as a whole. Although he was
chairman of the Society for Christian Education for only
five years, from 1843 until his early death in 1848, his
long-range work produced real reform in Mennonite
education that lasted until the colony crumbled under the
Communist onslaught during and after World War 1. In
fact his influence and foresight made the Mennonites the
most literate and best educated group of people in Russia.
A year before his death the Department of Crown Lands
also placed the Chortitza schools under his management.

Comies' influence and activities spread far beyond the
limits of the Mennonite colonies. This was shown by the
esteem in which he was held by the South Russian
authorities and by the government at St. Petersburg (now
Leningrad.). These officials showed their appreciation for
his manifold contributions by various honors bestowed upon
him. Czar Alexander I and also the Crown Prince visited
him in 1825. In 1837 he was received by Czar Nicholas |
at Simferopol. He refused various other honors and medals
that were conferred upon him, accepting only a simple gold
commemorative medal.

Comies died at the relatively early age of 59. Despite
his broad knowledge of agriculture and people, it is doubtful
that he was aware of the basic principles proscribed in
Salubrious Living. Hardly anybody of that time period
was. Had he been aware of the few simple rules we embody
in our 14 Basic Points, it is very likely that he would have
been able to prolong his energetic and creative life for
perhaps another 20 or 30 years, during which time he
could, and undoubtedly would, have added even more to the
voluminous and productive contributions he had already
made to his people and community.

When he died on March 13, 1848, a huge crowd
attended his funeral. Among them besides the Mennonites
he had served so well were also a significantly large number
of Ukrainians, Russians, Nogais, Molokans and Tatars.
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Such was the influence of a single immigrant boy from
Danzig. Despite all the honors that were heaped upon him,
and although he became a very wealthy man, at heart his
lifestyle and orientation remained that of a hardworking
Mennonite farmer, whose foremost desires were to push
ever forward, to achieve progress and advancement of his
society and the world around him.

By 1850, the Molotschna colony was progressing
beautifully. In fact, the favorable soil and climatic
conditions, abetted by the farsighted leadership of such men
as Cornies and others that followed, plus the
industriousness of the majority of its farmers, all combined
to make the Molotschna colony the garden spot of not only
the Ukraine, but, it was conceded, of all of Russia.
Catherine the Great had made a wise choice when she
invited the Mennonites to come in as potential settlers.

After 1850 several changes came into play that
further enhanced the prosperity of the colony, and also
presented new problems for its rapidly expanding
population.

With the introduction of hard winter wheat, and the
improvement of formerly rather crude farm machinery,
more intensive farming came about. Winter wheat became
the chief crop, and as a result the milling industry expanded
significantly. Factories for farrm machinery were built. In
addition many other branches of business began to thrive so
that business and manufacturing became significant
adjuncts of a formerly agricultural community.
Furthermore, since this community produced not only
prosperity but also large families, a landless class became a
growing problem. The 175 acre farms were not subject to
})elng subdivided, a farsighted provision that remained in
orce.

Finally in 1866 the landless population persuaded the
Russian government to distribute the community surplus
and reserve land which had formerly been rented out
mostly to well-to-do farmers. This the government did, and
each formerly landless family thus received 16 dessiatines
(approximately 40 acres) of land, and with it the right to
vote.

This only partially solved the land and space problems
of a rapidly expanding population of intelligent and
industrious people. The Mennonite leaders set about to
solve this problem, and also being energetic and resourceful
administrators, they did solve it effectively. A colonization
program was developed whereby the surplus population was
given the opportunity to establish their own homes in new
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settlements called daughter colonies. The administration of
the mother settlements created funds for the purchase of
new lands, and supervised the purchase, the financing and
the distribution of such lands. To their credit, it should be
noted that the Chortitza colony had already established
daughter colonies much earlier, the first such colony being
in 1836 in Bergenthal. However, in this matter the
Molotschna colony, although later in its own establishment
and that of daughter colonies, once started, far exceeded the
Chortitza colony in both enterprises.

The first daughter colony was established in 1862 in
the Crimea (Taurida province) and consisted of 25 villages
on 108,000 acres of land. This was followed by 12 more
settlements ranging over a wide area of Russia all the way
from Turkestan to the Caucasus. The last of the 13
daughter colonies was established in the Terek (Caucasus) in
1901 on 76,950 acres of land and consisted of 15 villages.

In addition to these settlements, the Molotschna
Mennonites purchased in their neighborhoods and in various
provinces smaller and larger estates, which were known as
Khutas. Some of these estate builders became extremely
wealthy. Other enterprising individuals established
prosperous places of business, such as retail and wholesale
stores and factories.

Besides the 13 daughter colonies mentioned earlier,
Molotschna settlers established a number of colonies in
Siberia, having over 100 villages with an acreage of over
one million.

Whereas the Mennonite colonies were an astounding
success by almost any yardstick, and although they had
originally been welcomed and given certain assurances of
semi-autonomy with no military service obligations, friction
began to develop between the Mennonites on the one hand,
and the Russian government and people on the other hand.
Partly this was engendered by the Mennonites' remarkable
industry and prosperity, partly because of envy and
jealousy, and partly by the changing of the regimes at the
head of government.

By 1870 the Mennonites had to accept state service
in some form. If not direct military service, this might
consist of a few years of conscription into the forestry
service, or some similar commitment. This led the
Molotschna colony into new negotiations with the
government, and also towards emigration to America.
Whereas most of the Chortitza emigrants went to Canada,
most of the Molotschna emigrants went to the United
States. Of the total from all the colonies, at least half of the
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18,000 people that emigrated during this period came from
the Molotschna colony.

We now bring this prosperous, thriving Molotschna
colony up to World War I, the Communist revolution of
1917 and the disaster that followed, a disaster for which
the otherwise farsighted Mennonite leaders had left their
precious colonies totally unprepared.

World War I and
the Communist Revolution

Hostility against the Mennonites did not start with the
Communist revolution. Hate against everything German
had been assiduously built up by the international Jewish
propaganda machine for the previous 50 years, and it
found fertile ground in Russia. This was by no means aimed
exclusively at the Mennonites, but even more so at the
German colonies that were of various religious
denominations. There were a number of these, Lutheran,
Catholic, etc., some of which were larger than the
Mennonite colonies. They, too, were relatively prosperous,
and aroused the envy and jealousy of the less affluent
Russians.

The first overt action against the German speaking
colonists was the decree of November 3, 1914, (WW 1| was
in progress) forbidding the use of the German language in
press or public assembly of more than three persons, under
threat of a 3000 ruble fine and three months in prison.
Armed with this Draconian decree thousands of ethnic
Germans were transported to central Asia and to Siberia.
The second official action included property liquidation laws
of February 2 and December 13 of 1915, which were
further harshened in the next two years.

According to the liquidation laws the properties were
to be sold within eight months of the date of the decree. If
the property was not sold voluntarily, the banks were given
the first opportunity to purchase, which they did promptly,
at about 10% of their actual value. Whereas the large
estates were victimized first, soon all the properties of
German speaking owners were targeted for pirating actions,
including the Mennonites.

To escape liquidation, the German speaking Swiss
colonists of Lutheran persuasion sought to prove their non-
German origins. The Mennonites followed their example
and sent a delegation to St. Petersburg, (then the capital of
Russia, name now changed to Leningrad) in December,
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1916, to try to document their Dutch ancestry. The effort
to deny their German background came to be known as the
Hollanderei of the Mennonites. The same argument was
raised again by the Canadian Mennonites to resist
registration requirements during World War II, and again in
the European refugee crisis following that war.

The actual identity of the Russian Mennonites with
regard to Dutch or German origins has never been fully
settled. Since I personally am included in this category, |
don't categorically say whether I am of Dutch or German
ancestry, or a mixture of both. In any case, I am happy and
proud to fit into any of the above, and suspect that the
latter is the most likely, but I am not going to lose any sleep
over it. In any case, the fact remains that the Russian
Mennonites had taken their cultural and educational
nourishment exclusively from German sources, spoke
German, and during their long stay Iin Prussia had
undoubtedly absorbed much German blood.

The same Jewish revolutionary elements that had
been fomenting hatred against all things German had for
the last several centuries also been carrying on a vicious
and deadly racial war against the Russian Czars. In fact,
this insurgency had been directed not only against the
government, but against all the non-Jewish Russian people,
especially the White Russians who had brought civilization
and orderly government to Russia a thousand years earlier.
At the time of the Communist revolution Russia harbored
the largest mass of Jews in the world, officially numbering
approximately six million, but the actual number was
undoubtedly much higher. These were the Khazar Jews, a
swarthy Turkish tribe stemming from the ancient Khazar
Empire that lay between the Black Sea and the Caspian
Sea. This tribe was converted to Judaism en masse by their
ruler in the eighth century. In 1083 they were conquered
by the Russian Archduke Yaraslov and absorbed into the
Russian empire. But they were never assimilated and
remained a fiercely hostile and revolutionary element,
finally bringing about the downfall of Russia in 1917. As
they spread into Poland and the rest of Europe they have
proved to be a disruptive and disintegrating virus in every
country that had the misfortune of becoming their unwilling
host. Khazar Jews, now spread all over the world, make up
90% of the total Jewish population.

Warfare between Russia and the conspiratorial Jews
started in eamest in the Sixteenth century, and kept on
heating up until the Jews finally overthrew the Romanov
dynasty in 1917, and behind the facade of "communism",
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clamped an ironclad dictatorship on the Russian people.
But the controlling iron fist that was in charge of
Communism was entirely Jewish, and it remains so to this
day.

Whereas the Czarist government had taken a hostile
attitude towards all things German, it was relatively mild
compared to the beastly viciousness of the Communist
regime that followed. And in this matter the Germans and
the Mennonites were by no means the sole victims of the
fierce onslaught that followed. When the Communists took
over in November of 1917 they first of all shot the Czar
and his entire family in some dingy basement in which they
had the family imprisoned. Thus ended the Romanov
Dynasty and with it the ruling influence of the White
Russians who had brought culture and ruled Slavic Russia
for the last thousand years. A reign of terror, of bloodshed
and the wholesale slaughter of 30 million White Russians,
the descendants of the Vikings who had built Russia, was
under way.

With the former Czarist government in shambles, the
Bolshevik (Jewish Communist) leaders lost no time in
consolidating their forces and taking charge. Leon Trotsky,
a Jew, soon had mustered an army of five million
revolutionaries. Although disunited and badly lacking in
leadership, opposition forces sprang up to try to quell the
Bolsheviks. Remnants of the Czarist armies, the old ruling
classes, the Orthodox Church, the large property owners, all
tried to organize opposition that was fragmentary at best,
into what was called the "White Army." Badly organized,
they were united only in opposition to the Bolsheviks, who
had the advantage in being more vicious and determined in
both leadership and followers. It was now the Red Army
against the White Army, a situation the Jews dearly love in
deploying their Divide and Conquer technique, namely
having their enemies divided into two hostile camps and
killing each other off. For the next three years civil war
raged over the land in both mass and sporadic local battles.
As in most civil wars, terror and atrocities abounded, and
the Russian civil war was no exception. In fact, it exceeded
most civil wars in both cruelty and atrocities, and we are
reminded of the terrors of the Muenster affair in
Westphalia nearly four hundred years earlier in which the
Mennonites were also caught up due to no fault of their own.
The Ukraine and the Middle Volga area where most of the
Mennonites lived were hardest hit by the ravages of the
civil war. This was undoubtedly at least partly due to their
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former affluence, which made the Mennonites choice targets
for looters and privateers.

We have now reached the point in time and place
where the personal events of my family and myself become
involved, and I believe it is incumbent that I now pick up the
story from here by relating the history and experiences of
the Klassen family in the Ukraine.

Family Genealogy

It Just so happens that I have two uncles by the name
of Jacob. I should really say had, since both are now
deceased. One uncle was Jacob Klassen, my dad's oldest
brother, who lived and died in the Molotschna colony in the
Ukraine. My other uncle with that same first name was
Jacob Wiens, who married my dad's youngest sister
Margaret, and who with his wife and two kids emigrated to
Herschel, Saskatchewan, in the year 1925. The latter
uncle, before he died in 1978, rendered a memorable
service to both the Klassen family and the Wiens family by
compiling a detailed Genealogy of both families, a project on
which he labored many years. Fortunately, I acquired a
copy of the Klassen segment of that compilation a few years
ago, and have found it to be a veritable goldmine of source
material for tracing my ancestry. For this | am etemally
indebted to my Uncle Jacob W., whom I have had the
pleasure of knowing for more than 50 years and whom I
considered as my favorite uncle.

As 1 list the names of various relatives, there is one
little quirk that may seem peculiar and I believe I should
explain at the outset, and that is the designation of middle
names. It was customary with the Mennonites in Russia to
automatically adopt the father's first name as the middle
name for each boy born into that family. For instance, my
dad's first name was Bernhard, his dad's first name was
Kornelius, therefore my dad was named Bernhard
Komelius Klassen, and every other boy in that large family
also had Kornelius as his middle name. However, no such
rule evidently applied to girls, who, as far as I know, were
left without a middle name.

My patermnal grandfather was born on April 10,
1855, in the Molotschna hamlet of Elizabetthal, and named
Kornelius Jacob Klassen. His father, Jacob Klassen, was
born on March 12, 1823, presumably in the Molotschna
colony, but I do not have a record of exactly where. Jacob's
wife's maiden name was Augustee Penner. She was born in
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Danzig on October 17, 1826. The two were married on
July 4, 1843, and subsequently had eight children, of which
my grandfather was the third.

My paternal grandmother's maiden name was Sarah
Bergen. She was born on May 8, 1854, where, Uncle Jacob
did not record. She was a hardy soul, extremely fecund, as
we shall see, and lived to the ripe old age of 89. She died In
the fluctuating ravages of WW II, on November 29, 1943,
where and how I do not know. Her father's name was
Bermnhard Bergen, born July 22, 1816, and died December
10, 1882. His wife's maiden name was Sarah Klassen
(January 22, 1820 -- November 6, 1883). Bernhard
Bergen and Sarah Klassen were married sometime in
1841, and had seven children, of which my grandmother
was the fifth.

So much for third, fourth and fifth generation
ancestors. | recapitulate them mostly for the record. I do,
however, want to take special notice of my paternal
grandparents, Kornelius J. Klassen and Sarah Bergen.

They were married on December 30, 1875, when he
was 20 and she was 21. The place was Hierschau, one of
the Molotschna villages. They lost no time whatsoever going
into production and doing that which Nature has
instinctively programmed each creature to do, namely,
reproducing and nurturing their own kind. Within a month
and a half after they were married they had their first
child and named her Justina. (No middle name for girls, as
I mentioned before.) They had the good fortune to live in the
Molotschna colony at the height of its prosperity and when
big families were the norm. They made the best of both
situations, and in the next 21 years they bore another 13
children, of which my father was the third. Of the 14
children they produced, 12 lived to adulthood, most of them
married and had good sized families of their own. So you
can see that on my father's side I had a plenitude of uncles
and aunts and cousins.

Four families of that large brood emigrated out of
Russia in the middle 1920's. Besides my dad's family,
these included that of my Uncle Jacob Wiens mentioned
earlier, my Uncle Abe Klassen and his clan, and Uncle John
Klassen and his wife Lena. The latter three families moved
to Herschel, Saskatchewan, in 1925, where we were to join
them before the end of that same year. But more about that
later.

Unfortunately, there was no Uncle Jacob on my
mother's side to chronicle the genealogy of her ancestors, so
what information I have is very limited. Nor was this side
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ofd the family as robust or as prolific as was the Klassen
side.

My mother's maiden name was Susanna Penner. She
was born in the hamlet of Rudnerweide on November 23,
1883, the daughter of Heinrich Penner and his wife.
Although I have a picture of the whole Penner family taken
in 1887, I do not have any further information regarding
my grandmother's name, nor date or place of her birth. An
old family bible that 1 have inherited, which has a few
random records listed in it, says that Grandfather Penner
was born December 16, 1851, but nothing about where he
was born, when he died, or when or where they were
married. I do recall my mother telling me that her parents
had five children, three boys, my mother and Aunt
Katharina. The three boys all died in their teens, and Aunt
Katharina married and lived in the village of Prangenau.

Grandmother Penner died sometime after mother and
her youngest sister were bom. Heinrich Penner married
again, and in about 1912, he and his wife set out for
America, California to be exact. Evidently, they purchased
a farm at Reedley, in Central California. Not being too well
versed in either the English language or in the ways of
unscrupulous real estate operators, he entered into a land
contract that was loaded with a boobytrap he did not
understand too well. It had a clause in it that demanded
some hefty balloon payments after a year or so. These he
neither understood nor anticipated, and after about a two
year stay, the farm was repossessed, grandpa having not
only lost his farm, but also all the payments he had poured
into the farm, as well as his entire nestegg.

He and his wife retumed to Russia, he a broken man
and penniless. He was now in his early sixties, and in poor
health. They moved in with my parents in Rudnerweide.
Evidently, he lived for another four years or so, since I
remember my mother telling me how Grandpa used to play
with me and bounce me around on his knee. Grandma
Penner, after his death, evidently acquired a domicile at the
other end of Rudnerweide. She was still alive and well
when we left Russia in 1924, and | remember her as a
sweet and lovely grandmother with whom we had many
enjoyable visits, both at her house and at ours.

My dad and mother were married in the village of
Grosweide on January 26, 1906. (These hamlets and
villages were all in the Molotschna colony I have described
previously.) They, in turn, had five children, namely, my
older brothers Henry (Heinrich) and Kornelius, and my
sisters Sarah and Katie (Katharina). 1 was the youngest,
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born February 7, 1918. (Besides the quirk about middle
names, | should also explain the oddity that all these dates
are according to the old fashioned Julian calendar in use in
Russia at that time. These dates are all 13 days behind the
Gregorian calendar we now use, and therefore 13 days
should be added. As a result my birthday is actually
February .20.)

Knowledge of my own family history before I was born
is also somewhat scanty. | do know that my dad, who was
borm in Mariawohl on November 25, 1878, did serve in the
Forestry Corps for four years in the Crimea. This was in
lieu of otherwise mandatory military service and occurred
shortly before he was married. 1| still have an excellent
photo of him at this time (1904) showing him in corps
uniform. After completing the service he married my
mother at the time and place previously stated. He then
became manager of a lumberyard in Nelgowka for several
years until in 1912 he bought his father-in-law's farm in
the village of Rudnerweide. It was here that | was born and
where the family lived for the next twelve years until we
departed from Russia in 1924.

ivil War, Revolution, Anarchy and
Terrorism in Russia

By the time I was born in February of 1918, all hell
had broken loose in the Molotschna colony. Not that I had
anything to do with the course of events, but nevertheless,
the timing couldn't have been more propitious. Whereas the
real Bolshevik breakthrough had taken place in Moscow and
St. Petersburg (now Leningrad) in the month of November,
1917, the shock waves arrived in our area a few weeks
later, and anarchy, pandemonium and terror were
unleashed on the hapless Mennonite population, a hellish
nightmare for which they had been totally unprepared.
Even had they been able to foresee the doom and disaster
that awaited their precious Garden Spot, I doubt that there
was much of anything they could have done to avert the
outrageous tragedy that was about to engulf them. The
Jewish revolutionaries had planned too well. They had set
in motion a massive juggernaut of such magnitude that
neither the Mennonites, nor even the Russian people, were
now able to stop this evil monster from pursuing its ruthless
path of destruction. History was on the march and the
forces of evil were of a worldwide nature. The Mennonite
victims were but a small segment of the sacrifices that were
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to be exacted by the malevolent beast that was set loose on
devouring the very foundations of civilization.

The first thing the Bolsheviks did after they had
destroyed the Czarist regime and had themselves seized
power, was to open wide the gates of the penitentiaries and
let loose all the hardened criminals on a defenseless
population. Not only did they encourage these criminals to
run wild, but they readily supplied them with guns so they
could terrorize the population at large. Since law and order
had already broken down, since the economy was in
shambles and the population frightened and confused, it
soon became a matter of survival, a matter of every man
for himself. In this state of bedlam, as always In history,
the first groups to organize themselves were the criminal
gangs, and this is exactly what happened in the Ukraine.

The reign of terror in the Mennonite colonies began
soon after the Bolshevik Revolution. Temporarily, the
Kerensky government held a shaky sway in the power
struggle succeeding the Czar. It was soon replaced by the
iron-fisted "Workers' Soviets", the real Jewish Marxists.
These councils, which consisted of criminals, Jews, former
prisoners and other dregs of society, soon took over and
exercised their brutality, as in other areas of Russia. The
Mennonites in the Chortitza and Molotschna colonies from
November, 1917, until April of 1918, when the German
troops arrived, lived under constant fear of robbery,
imprisonment, torture and murder. The largest city,
Halbstadt, in the Molotschna colony, was the hardest hit.
In the days of February 16-19, known as the "Halbstadter
Tage" a band of Bolshevik Marines took over. People were
shot without court hearings, homes were looted and
ransacked, most of the horses were stolen, women were
raped.

In April of 1918, the German troops arrived in the
Molotschna colony and with them they brought a semblance
of peace and security to the Ukraine. The Mennonites were
sympathetic to the German occupation, since it offered
them relief from the brutality of the Bolsheviks and the
anarchistic robber bands. Some of the Mennonites even
loaned funds to the German occupation government.

The end of World War I and the defeat of Germany in
November of 1918 brought about the withdrawal of
German troops from Russia. This action was immediately
followed by a renewed reign of terror.

* * * * *
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In his youth Nestor Makhno had been a Russian cattle
herder on the estates of some wealthy Mennonite
landowners. Now 35 years of age, he soon became one of
the dregs of the revolution who organized the peasants and
terrorist bands that were to ravage and wreak havoc on the
hapless countryside. Being of a criminal nature, he had
spent a number of years in Siberian exile. Now that the
country was in a state of anarchy, he seized the opportunity
to wreak vengeance on anybody and everybody for his
former deprivations, imagined or otherwise. Even before
the German troops left, he had started organizing the
revolutionary riff-raff in the province of Ekaterinoslav. By
the time of the German withdrawal he had an army of
100,000 followers, all criminals, all hostile to humanity,
their hatred directed against everybody, including the
communists. They carried a black flag with the inscription:
Anarchy is the Mother of all Order.. Having stolen most
of the horses in the countryside, they exemplified terror on
horseback as they carried out their program of plunder,
rape and murder with a vengeance.

With the German troops gone, the Mennonite colonies
now stood defenseless and alone against the murdering
marauders of Makhno. Their traditional religious tenet of
non-resistance was now put to a severe test. Encouraged by
German soldiers (some of which remained) some of the
young Mennonite men had decided to arm themselves to
defend their loved ones against the brutal ravages of the
Makhnovskys. This action was known as the Selbstschutz
(self-defense) and lasted from November, 1918, (when the
Germans left) to March of 1919.

The center of conflict was the Catholic colony of
Blumental, where Catholic, Lutheran and Mennonite
defense troops (all German speaking) fought the Makhno
troops for three months. Outnumbered by reinforced bands
of criminals the Sebstschutz began a two-day retreat from
Blumental to Halbstadt (the center of the Molotschna
colony) fighting all the way. Panic broke loose in the
Molotschna villages, and hundreds of wagons of Mennonite,
Catholic, and Lutheran refugees fled in the direction of the
Crimea. Through the influence of three Lutheran medical
doctors they were persuaded to return the following day.
From their inception, the Selbstschutz had decided they
would not fight the Bolsheviks and Trotsky's five million
member Red Army. When they discovered that the
Bolshevik and Makhnovskys had now joined forces, they
laid down their arms on March 11, 1919. The Mennonite
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colonies were now completely at the mercy of massive bands
of vicious armed criminals.

On the condition that they could have absolute sway in
the province of Taurida (where the Mennonite colonies were
located) the Makhnovskys placed themselves under the
command of the Bolsheviks. This period, which lasted from
March to July of 1919, proved to be a time of ultimate
horror, terror and brutality for the Molotschna colony.
Many of the Selbstschutz young men were shot down in cold
blood. Others were sent to prison in Berdjansk and
Melitopol. The wealthier Mennonite land and factory
owners were killed in gruesome fashion. The Revolutionary
Tribunal (shades of the French Revolution, in which the
Jews murdered the best of the French leadership by the
thousands) sat in Melitopol. Every week during these
months, hundreds of death sentences were passed, including
a number of Mennonites. In many instances the
Kommissars were the former laborers on the estates of
Mennonite landowners, who now exercised their criminal
powers to wreak vengeance on their former employers.
Such is the nature of criminals when in power.

From July to October of 1919, the White Annies of
Deniken drove out the Makhnovskys and the Bolsheviks
and maintained control in the south. Temporarily the
Crimea, the Molotschna and the Old Colony (Chortitza) had
a reprieve and a breathing spell. As Deniken moved farther
north, the Makhno forces rallied and broke through the
Deniken front again, overrunning the Old Colony and
Molotschna from October, 1919, to January, 1920.

In the Molotschna colony terrorism ran rampant. All
suffered from beastly criminals gone berserk. The village of
Blumenort was hardest hit and here is one incident of many
that exemplifies the viclousness and criminality of the
perpetrators let loose on the former peaceful and
prosperous Mennonites. On November 10 (1919) fourteen
men were sent into the basement of a house. After shooting
into the group for awhile, the Makhno bandits threw
handgrenades at the wounded survivors, finally indulging
themselves by slaughtering with swords any signs of life left
among the mutilated bodies. Six other men were killed
outside. The women and girls were raped, and even wives
in stages of pregnancy were not spared. The whole village
was then burned to the ground as an act of revenge for the
death of four Makhnovskys at the hands of a partisan
group (not Mennonite). A few days later these same
murderers were slaughtered by fierce Cossack troops who
were on the side of the White Army. At Christmas time the
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Makhnovskys retumed to the Molotschna colony, but were
driven out by the Bolshevik troops in January of 1920. The
Old Colony (Chortitza) had even a more difficult time than
did the Molotschna colony. For four long months from
October, 1919, to January, 1920, the robber bands held
sway. In the village of Eichenfeld 81 men and four women
were murdered in one night alone. The village was then
bumed to the ground. Six other villages suffered a similar
fate, also being burmed to the ground. The 15 villages that
remained in the Chortitza-Nicolaipol district, were
completely stripped and plundered. Farmers were
fortunate if they were left with a horse and a manure
wagon with which to take the bodies to the cemetery.
Women and girls were violated and raped enmasse with
resulting plagues of venereal disease. The hospital at
Chortitza at one time registered 100 VD cases. Murder
casualties in the Chortitza district numbered 245 victims.
The Zagradov district, although equipped with weapons,
insisted on remaining non-resistant in compliance with their
religious tenets. This did absolutely nothing to mitigate the
ferocity of the criminal attackers, and the Makhno brigands
here instituted a literal blood bath. Over 200 men, women
and children were either shot down or cut to pieces by
sword.

The terrorist acts of the criminal bands were soon
followed by a plague of typhoid fever. The Makhnovskys
had frequently occupied the beds of the Mennonite villagers.
Since most of the sheets had long been stolen and the
bandits were filthy scum with the most filthy personal
habits, very unsanitary conditions prevailed in the Old
Colony, to say the least, and disease spread like wild fire.
In the village of Rosenthal with 1346 inhabitants, 1183
were infected with the malady. Of the 678 residents of the
Chortitza village nearly all, a total of 662, were sick. In
the village of Schoenhorst, out of 350, more than 130 died.
The village of Neudorf, with a former population of 2000,
soon had 384 orphans as a result of the plague. During the
winter of 1919-1920 approximately 1500 died of typhus
in the Old Colony alone. The plague was checked only after
fresh supplies of clean linen and bedding arrived from the
Molotschna colony, which, although also suffering from the
epidemic, was not as hard hit.

From January to June of 1920 the Mennonite
colonies were under the control of the criminal Bolsheviks.
In the summer of that year the White armies, now under
the leadership of Wrangel, the successor to Deniken, again
challenged the Bolshevik Red armies in that area. From
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June to September the front see-sawed up and down through
the Mennonite colonies, with some areas changing hands as
many as 23 times. In November of 1920 the Bolsheviks
finally pushed Wrangel back and thereafter gained control
of all of South Russia. Wrangel and about 135,000 civilian
and military refugees, including many Mennonites, fled on
French ships from the Crimea to Constantinople to begin
their lives as emigres elsewhere.

In this compendium of terror, civil war and criminal
rampage, | have been concentrating mainly on the fate of
the Mennonite colonies, since that is what this story is all
about. However, it is incumbent to point out that although
heavy as their suffering in this holocaust was, they were
only a small part of the tragedy that the Bolshevik Jews
unleashed upon Russia. In fact, even percentage wise, the
mass slaughter of the Mennonites was far below that
suffered by the Russians as a whole. After the few years of
war, revolution, civil war, epidemics of disease, and finally
famine, Russia showed a population loss of over 20 million
(some say the figure of 30 million is closer). This is
proportionately considerably higher than that suffered by
the Mennonites. However, to chronicle all the atrocities,
murders and wholesale slaughter throughout the land,
although of unprecedented magnitude, is not in the scope of
this book.

Suffice it to say, however, that whereas the suffering
of the Russians was greater, the Mennonites suffered a
much greater psychological shock, and the setback from
where they formerly were to where the criminal rampage
left them was also much greater. The Russian people had a
long tradition of suffering and they took the war and
revolution more or less as a matter of course. For the
Mennonites, who were prosperous, orderly and religious,
peacefully living in their Garden Spot for more than a
hundred years, the terror that descended upon them came
as a sudden violent shock as though a wild beast, or Satan
himself had entered their beautiful Garden of Eden. In a
few horror-filled years their peaceful and prosperous
colonies that had been built up through industry and
planning over five generations had suddenly been stripped
to the bone and driven to the brink of despair. It was a
shock and devastation from which the colonies never
recovered. The problem that now confronted them was
survival of those that were left.
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Reflections and an Assessment

From the foregoing history of the Mennonite
settlements in Russia, especially the Molotschna colony, I
might have left the unqualified impression that the
Mennonites were solely possessed of virtues — they were
industrious, hard working, resourceful, intelligent,
practically devoid of crime and had many other qualities
and characteristics that are to be admired. All of the above
may be true, and probably are, but the fact that they did not
survive in their own "Garden Spot" would point to the
conclusion that they were also possessed of some glaring
weaknesses and shortcomings, and this too, is obviously
true. One of Nature's Eternal Laws regarding life on this
Planet Earth is the law of Survival of the Species.
Whereas the Mennonites were outstandingly proficient in
the reproduction and expansion of their own kind, they
failed to protect their precious progeny, at least in their
prime habitat in the Molotschna colony and in Russia as a
whole. The once beautiful Molotschna colony is now a
shambles and a desolation, as it has been for some seventy
years, and it will never again return to its once pristine
glory.

In assessing these virtues and weaknesses, those of us
who have survived should learn some important lessons, not
only for ourselves, but also to pass on to our future progeny,
and the White Race in general. For example, let us
remember that the evil forces which destroyed the
Mennonites in Russia were not a local occurrence, nor is
this by any means the end of the story. No, indeed, the evil
forces are still as malevolent and malignant today as they
were seventy years ago, or a century ago, or a thousand
years before that. I will directly come to the point: the
Jewish network destroyed the Mennonites deliberately,
wantonly, and viciously. They also destroyed the Romanov
dynasty and murdered the Czar and his family. They
wreaked chaos and anarchy on the Russian people and
deliberately murdered approximately 30 million Russians,
selectively targeting the White Russian segment in
particular, in line with their long standing policy of
destroying the White Race - Always Kill the Best First..
They used the same tactics against the French Nation a
hundred and thirty years earlier when they guillotined the
nobility and leaders of that beleaguered nation. They have
used the same modus operandi against the German people
for the last four hundred years, and vehemently so in the
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last fifty years. They are employing the same tactics and
principles in their deliberate program of destroying the
White Race in America, in Europe and wherever the White
Race resides in the world. Let me remind you - it is
happening today. |

So the first thing for which I criticize the Mennonite
people, my people, is that they have never even tried to
identify, or confront the real enemy that wantonly
destroyed them. In fact, in their misdirected religious zeal
they are the first and foremost to worship, praise and
eulogize the so-called "Israelites" as "God's Chosen people".
In this respect they are congenitally blind and continue to be
so more than ever to this very day.

Concomitantly with this charge, secondly I criticize
them for their insane infatuation with Jewish Christianity,
the spooks in the sky swindle, the most vicious fraud and
brain scrambler of all time. Thirdly, with this obsession
about Jewish Christianity also goes the fatal flaw of
adhering to the worst of the bad advice dispensed in the
"Sermon on the Mount", namely of religiously refusing to
take up arms and defend their own people, their loved ones,
their family and their own kind. Practically no creature in
Nature will descend to such stupidity. This is my third
criticism of the Mennonites.

In one respect, however, I will come to the defense of
the Mennonites, namely, that this is not due to cowardice or
lack of courage, since I am firmly convinced that the
Mennonites are as courageous as are their Dutch and/or
German ancestors, or as courageous as any of the best of
them. But it is their religious insanity or stubbornness that
has induced them to cling to their fatal tenet of non-
resistance, or charitably tuming the other cheek throughout
the centuries, a most fatal flaw indeed.

The fourth criticism I have of the Mennonites is their
geographic rootlessness, similar to that of the Jews and the
Gypsies, settling in any and every country of the world, but
never having tried to build a state of their own. In their
defense I want to further point out that unlike the Jews and
the Gypsies, the Mennonites are and always have been a
highly industrious and productive people. They never had
any need to be a parasite (like the Jews), or steal their way
across the land (like the Gypsies). No, indeed, they have
always more than paid their way, always been highly self-
sufficient and extraordinarily capable of organizing and
governing themselves. Of course, it can be argued that had
they been allowed to expand peacefully, say in Prussia, or
even in Russia, by the sheer rate of their multiplication they
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would over a period of a few centuries have populated and
occupied the whole country. But this never happened, and
again this can be blamed on the flaw in their religious dogma
that they were deliberately determined to take no steps to
protect themselves and insure their own survival.

These are the main criticisms I have. There are a few
others of a minor and petty nature that I have observed,
which are not necessarily peculiar to the Mennonites, but
shared by mankind in general, although the Mennonites
may perhaps possess them to a slightly larger degree. Some
of these characteristics are the petty, back-biting way in
which they, in their aggressiveness to get ahead, will
criticize those who do rise above the crowd. I have noticed
that many (not all) will gossip about and malign those who
have done better than themselves, at the same time
disparage and laugh at those who have done worse. This is
a petty Catch-22, a no win attitude, and one to which I
cannot point with pride.

Having made the above criticisms reluctantly, let me
reiterate that in weighing the pluses and minuses, I believe
the Mennonites are a great people, that they have excellent
genes, physically, mentally and morally. If the whole world
were populated with their kind it would be a far superior
world to the scum-infested, Jew-ridden world of today, a
world that is rapidly bursting at the seams with
environmental pollution and exploding mud peoples.

What | would like to see the Mennonite people of
today, what is left of them, do, is this: For one thing, I would
hope that they would forget their spooks in the sky nonsense
once and for all and instead pay closer attention to their
biological origins and values, which are excellent. I would
hope that they would join with the rest of the White Race,
that they would get their priorities straight and help get the
parasitic Jewish pestilence that destroyed their Garden of
Eden in Russia off the backs of mankind. In short, if they
would exert the same zeal, dedication, aggressiveness and
industry as they have wasted on their fraudulent Jew-
instigated religious beliefs, and convert all that great talent
and energy toward building a Whiter and Brighter World,
we might yet indeed have a Garden of Eden on Planet Earth
in totality.
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Milestone One

Personal Memories of
Russia -- Nostalgic and
Otherwise

Although along with my family, I lived through most of
those horror filled years (I was born in February of 1918) it
seems my memories began to register when I was about
three years old, the year 1921. By this time the Bolshevik
regime had pretty well demolished the opposition and they
were now consolidating their tyranny. This did not mean
that the terror was over. Far from it. In fact, it was the
beginning of a long and endless nightmare that persists to
this very day. Not that all my recollections of Russia are
negative. | have many memories that I treasure fondly and
. with a certain amount of nostalgia, and I will try to
reconstruct what I can remember of my life between the
ages of three and six, both the good and the bad.

We lived in the village of Rudnerweide in the
Molotschna colony, at the south end of the village. We
occupied a large, comfortable house. It was a long
rectangular building with a tile roof, with the front half
being our living quarters and the barn in the back half of the
building. The yard, the garden and a beautiful orchard
comfortably took in a few acres of land. Also on this same
yard was another building, a large blacksmith shop that
normally held the farm machinery and other equipment.
During the years in question it housed two other families (at
different times) that we had taken in, families that were
even more destitute than we were.

The one family was named Henry Dyck. I remember
that one day we learned that Mrs. Dyck had died during the
middle of the night and we were all awakened to hear the
report. My dad helped prepare her body and build the
coffin for the ensuing funeral. They had a little daughter
that was my age. Her name was Heidi. I was to see her
again later when they had moved to another village.

The other family that followed was by the name of
Drlelddger. They had a flock of uncouth kids whom we did
not like.

Probably my earliest memory is during the famine
years of 1921-22. | remember having half slice of dark
bread rationed to each of us for dinner and my dad telling
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us that that was all there was going to be dished out for this
evening meal. | remember looking around and smiling, and
thinking — this isn't really so bad! I don't really remember
feeling hungry, although I am sure that there were many
times when we were. The fact is many people died of
starvation during the famine years of 1921 and 1922,
including some Mennonites, but many more millions were
Russians. To be exact, five million Russians died of hunger
in the Ukraine alone during those two years.

This was no accident of nature, nor the result of
drought, nor any other natural catastrophe. We must
remember that the Ukraine, where we lived, was the
largest, most fertile farming area in Europe, and was, in
fact commonly known as the bread basket of the continent.
Then why did five million people die of starvation in the
Ukraine during those two miserable years?

The answer is simple. It was planned that way. True,
the devastation of the previous three years of looting,
murders, and anarchy had left the farms pretty much of a
disaster area, but still, the countryside could and would
easily have produced enough to have fed its population.
When the Bolsheviks took over, one of their insane
programs that was number one on the list was to take the
land away from the people (as well as all their other
property) and "collectivize" the farms. This they did with a
vengeance. The first step in doing so was to break the
"Kulaks", the land owning farmers, by either starving them
to death, or shooting them, or shipping them off to Siberia.
The Bolsheviks employed all these methods with a great
deal of zeal and vigor. Many who resisted were shot. On a
number of occasions they would round up a "herd" of
Kulaks, force them into cattle cars, lock the doors and ship
them a thousand miles up the line towards Siberia, then
throw them out into the wilderness and let them fend for
themselves, if they could.

But even more effective was starving them to death on
their home premises. The Communist commissars would
come around to every household, to every farmer, and
demand tribute, mostly grain, and levy every bushel, every
cupful they could find on the premises after a thorough
search, and cart it off. Thus, the farmers were left without
food and without seed grains for next year's crop. In charge
of this vicious program in the Ukraine was that sinister
slant-eyed Asiatic criminal by the name of Joseph Stalin,
who was to later become the most cruel, the most
bloodthirsty murderer in all the annals of history. The
result was five million Ukrainians died of a deliberately
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planned famine, and among them, many Mennonites.
During those years cats, dogs, the carcasses of dead horses
were eaten In order to stay alive. The only reason our
family did survive is because my dad had the foresight to
see what was coming and took great pains to hide, to bury
and otherwise squirrel away enough grains to feed his
family of seven.

Many of the more gruesome events that happened
while I was still an infant too young to recall, were related
to me by my parents and by my two brothers and sisters, all
?f which were older than I, and I will try to relate them
irst.

The civil war that raged back and forth in the Ukraine
was very much evident in the Molotschna colony, and in our
own village of Rudnerweide, and in fact in our own back
vard (as well as in the front yard). Mother tells me of the
family cowering in the middle hall of the house (evidently
presumed to be the most protected place) while cannon balls
and grenades were exploding and flying all about us. One
cannon ball took off the top corner gable of our house, a
visible scar that I still remember. Another cut a swath
through the beams of our barn. Another missile exploded in
an outside pigpen and killed several of our pigs.

Dad and mother also tell of criminal gangs of
Makhnovskys riding into our village on horseback,
sometimes as many as 60 in a gang, and ransacking our
house (and that of others). They tell me of my dad being
taken into the basement at gunpoint and being lined up
against the wall to be shot, but evidently he was spared at
the last minute. My mother has also told me a number of
times that when I was nine months old I contracted a
terrible illness, typhoid or scarlet fever, I don't know which.
While 1 was in this state and near death (my mother tells
me) the Red armies and the White armies were battling it
out in our yard, shot and shell were flying, with the family
again all huddled in the hallway of the house.

By 1923 this ferocity of the Bolshevik regime abated
somewhat and they began to realize that unless they
allowed the people some latitude in the rebuilding of their
broken-down farms and economy, not only might the
economy of the whole country collapse, but their newly
inaugurated tyranny might very well collapse along with it.
So things began to improve. We planted crops of grain again
and we planted our vegetable gardens. We restored our
badly mauled orchards. We were able to eat full, nourishing
meals again. I remember the family bringing in wagon loads
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of sheaves from the field, the wagon being drawn by a mixed
team of one horse and one cow.

I also remember a pleasant scene of sitting in the
middle of a beautiful large vegetable garden. I was sitting in
the middle of some high rows of something, hiding out for
the fun of it, while my sister was calling for me, wondering
where | was. Another time in the same lush garden setting,
I was sitting on the ground, eating raw sweet peas, when
that same sister ambushed me from the back and scared
the daylights out of me.

Here are a number of other trivial incidents, random
vignettes of memory, that still linger after sixty-five years.
They happened somewhere between the age of three and six.

My first attendance at Sunday school when I was
three or four. This was my introduction to "heaven" and the
spook world beyond "up there" somewhere. I still remember
the hymn we sang, and like an oft repeated commercial
Jingle, it still circulates through my mind from time to time,
demonstrating the effectiveness of mind indoctrination at
an early age. It was in German, of course, and the words
went like this:

Der Himmel steht offen
Hertz weiss du warum?
Well Jesus gekaemft und geblutet
Darum.

Translation:
(The) heaven stands open.
Heart, do you know why?
Because Jesus battled and bled
That's why.

The picture my young but then still unpolluted mind
conceived of "heaven" was the attic of a small room or
cabin, and the opening that I pictured was like that of an
open crawl hole.

Playing around in the large orchard that was part of
our estate. Climbing around in the large fruit trees — apple,
cherry, peach and others. Eating too many ripe cherries
one afternoon and ending up with a bad case of diarrhea.

Sitting on a warm tile hearth bench in the evening with
my mother and older sisters, Sarah and Katie, singing
rellg(;ous hymns. One in particular still reverberates in my
mind:

Muss ich gehen mit lehren haenden

Muss ich so vor Jesu stehen.

Kann ihm keine Garben bringen

Keine einzige Garbe nicht.
Translation:
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Must I go with empty hands
Must I so stand before Jesu
Can bring him no sheaves
Not a single sheaf even.

My mother was especially delighted with the verve
and the loudness I put into those songs, and | remember her
praising me for it.

By 1923 and 1924 we began receiving some food
packages from America, through what agency I have no
idea. Anyway, | remember receiving sugar, and I would put
a spoonful in my mouth and let it slowly dissolve into a
syrup before swallowing. Unlike the cherries, too much
sugar produced the opposite results — constipation. The
only other food I remember receiving from America was
thick slices of pork fat, although I am sure there was more.

Speaking of America, it became even then a promised
land that some day we must go to. In talking about it with
my mother it also introduced to me the concept of a round
world with a large body of water between us and America..
As | questioned my mother further about this round world
surrounded by water, my understanding was that it was
flat, of course, like a platter, with a circle of water around
the perimeter and a straight cut of water across the middle
of the plate, dividing the world into two portions of land, one
of which was us, and the other was America.

We had a brass cup in the kitchen that had a handle
and had been made from a cut-off artillery shell. One
evening it was standing on a counter, half-full, and I was
thirsty. I drank it all before I realized it was not water, but
kerosene. | became very sick and had a terrible headache.
My dad, in order to comfort me and cheer me up, further
aggravated the situation by foolishly giving me a tablespoon
full of sugar. As can be expected, it did not help any, but
somehow | survived the night.

At one time we had two horses in our bamn (as well as
some other animals and poultry). Since everybody was in
need, thievery was rampant in the land, not perpetrated by
the Mennonites but by itinerant Russians, some of which
worked in the village, others that roamed the country side
and figured the Mennonite villages were good pickings. This
was not exactly a new phenomena. The Russian peasants
had a long history of thievery, and the poverty and chaos
that followed the revolution only intensified it. Anyway, one
moming we woke up and found one of our horses had been
spirited away during the night. This was, of course, a
severe loss, since horses were direly needed to work the
land and extremely hard to get. How we managed to
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acquire two horses after having been repeatedly ransacked
by the Makhnovskys and Bolshevik bandits, I can't say. As
an object lesson of locking the barm door after the horse was
stolen, my dad installed a three-inch iron pipe with a lock on
it across the stall in which the other horse was kept, and
punctiliously kept it locked every night thereafter.

I remember playing with the neighbor children across
the street. The name of the family was Friesen, and they
had several children that were of a similar age to that of
my sisters. | also remember seeing my sometime friend
Heidi Dyck again. Her family had lived in our former
blacksmith shop for awhile until moving to another village.

The raising of winter wheat had been a mainstay crop
among the Mennonite farmers since the early 1850's, and
when the pandemonium described earlier somewhat
subsided, evidently the villagers, including my father,
managed to get the crops going again, to what level, I don't
know, but I do remember that we had a one-cylinder diesel
engine that was mounted on a concrete base. My dad
heated up the fire-plug with a blow-torch to get it going. It
was coupled by a heavy drive belt to a still functioning
threshing machine, all of which were housed in a machine
shed attached to the side of the bam (not to be confused
with the larger separate blacksmith shop which stood
separately in the yard, and now housed some of our
destitute friends). One harvest that I remember we brought
home the sheaves from the field in a wagon pulled by a team
that consisted of one horse and one cow, as mentioned
earlier.

There was a large windmill that ground the wheat into
flour located about a quarter of a mile west of the end of the
village where we lived and | remember going there several
times to have our wheat converted into flour. Evidently the
harvest in 1923 and 1924, I don't know which, was more
than we needed for our own use. I remember my dad
sacking the remaining wheat and taking it off to market in
Berdjansk, a Russian city. This was located about 50 miles
distant and the trip and retum required several days. My
dad and evidently a neighbor undertook this trip while the
weather was favorable and I had the privilege of being
taken along. We slept out in the open during the nights and
ate what victuals we had packed and brought along.

I remember particularly as we approached the city of
Berdjansk, which lay on the shore of the Sea of Azov, that
we had to descend a particularly steep dirt road.
Evidently, my dad had anticipated and prepared for this
emergency. The rear wheels of the wagon were locked with
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a long pole across the wagon, and then steel shoes, like short
skis were attached to the stationary wheels. The horses
then leisurely pulled the wagon down the hill, with the rear
wheels skidding in the dirt.

Evidently dad and the family had made up their
minds we were going to emigrate and get out of Russia. 1
presume the money he received from the sale of the wheat
went towards saving up for the fares and anticipated travel
expenses. The years of 1923 and 1924 had been much
better than all the anarchy and bloodshed that preceded
them and evidently goods were again something that could
be bartered or sold for money. In May of 1924 we had a
grand auction in our yard and sold everything we owned —
farm, machinery, cattle and horses. I have no idea how
much dad received for what was left of his former estate,
but I presume that most of the goods were bought by our
Mennonite friends, neighbors and relatives.

By June, 1924, evidently the passports, visas,
railroad and steamship fares were all in order, and we had
a grand, tear-wrenching farewell party. It was held in the
large blacksmith shop that stood by itself and where some of
our refugee friends had temporarily lived. The place was
all decked out, large amounts of cakes, sandwiches and tea
were served. All our friends and neighbors from the village
of Rudnerweide were there as well as our many relatives
from nearby villages. The preachers from the Mennonite
church were there and gave tear-wrenching sermons
followed by an emotional singing of "God be with you till we
meet again." We all cried and memories of it still bring
tears to my eyes.

Next day we gathered all of our few personal
possessions, which consisted of a small assortment of
suitcases, boxes and a small old-fashioned trunk. All were
loaded onto a low buckboard, including ourselves, and our
neighbor from across the street, Franz Friesen, drove us to
Mariawohl, where our grandmother lived. As we crossed
the little bridge on the Sisikulak River we cast our eyes on
the village of Rudnerweide for the last time. As we passed
over a slight rise and out of sight, my mother and two
sisters broke into fitful spasms of crying. We all knew that
this part of our life was behind us and would never return.
What the future held was extremely uncertain. Our
destination was Mexico, somewhere in Mexico.

We stayed in Mariawohl over night. Then Uncle
Heinrich, dad's brother, on another vehicle, drove us to
Lichtenau, where we boarded our first train, the beginning
of a long and momentous journey.
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Milestone Two

Trans Europe and Across
the Atlantic

Although leaving our native village was an emotional
experience, I looked forward to the trip into the unknown as
an exciting adventure, something to look forward to with a
great deal of anticipation. By and large, that is the way it
turned out, and even my dad and my older brothers Komi,
16, and Henry, 18, got caught up into the spirit of
adventure with the attitude that they were enrolled in a
grand world tour, the like of which they would probably
have only once in a lifetime.

As we embarked on the train and first headed for
Moscow, every sight for me was new. In fact, until then, I
had never even seen a train before. We traveled day and
night, and had to make several transfers. The family was
organized and everybody had the responsibility of certain
pleces of luggage to carry on and off, to guard and make
sure they were not stolen or lost. | remember that Komi
had the small wooden trunk with the rounded top as his
charge. It had in it some of our basic books such as the
family photo album, the big family bible, and other valuable
books. It was relatively heavy. As we sat on station
platforms with our mound of goods waiting for the next
train connection to come along, I remember getting awfully
sleepy and tired, especially when such transfers occurred
during the middle of the night, which they often did.

But by and large, the trip from beginning to end (it
took about three months to finally reach a destination in
Mexico that we had not even determined when we started)
was an exciting, invigorating and tremendously educational
experience. One of the things that immediately attracted
my attention as we rolled along in the various trains was
the number of vendors hawking their wares to the transient
customers. | was especially attracted to the candy vendors.
I discovered that for one kopek, the equivalent of a cent, |
could buy a good sized piece of candy. As a result, my
sisters and I continuously badgered our dad to give us a
kopek. This he did sparingly, since his resources were
extremely limited and the unforeseen exigencies of future
requirements almost unlimited.

I want to digress here a moment and point out that
we, like practically all refugees and emigres fleeing Russia
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at that time, were traveling on an extremely meager, in
fact, shoestring budget. But I also want to point with pride
that unlike many emigrants who followed us, we did not
travel on borrowed funds. My dad paid for the entire trip
with funds he had precariously scraped together from the
sale of our belongings in Russia, and any other moneys he
had managed to squirrel away prior to the auction. How he
managed to do so, I have no idea, but I do know he was a
frugal man. Many other Mennonites who left in the next
few succeeding vyears did so with the help of several
charitable Mennonite organizations in Canada, and also the
United States. But most active in helping some 20,000
Mennonite refugees make the transfer to Canada were such
agencies as the Mennonite Central Committee, the
Mennonite Colonization Association of North America, the
Mennonite Migration Aid Society, Mennonite Immigration
Bureau, Canada Mennonite Board of Colonization and a
number of others. A most active leader in this respect was
the Rev. David Toews, out of Rosthern, Sask. but he was not
alone. There were hundreds, even thousands of others who
contributed heavily in time and money to help their
Mennonite brethren make the transition out of Bolshevik-
ridden Russia. Such emigrants had funds loaned to them by
these charitable organizations, which the emigres promised
to repay later when they became settled and able to repay,
which sometimes took many years, sometimes even 15 or
20 years. But that is another story that is well chronicled
in several other books, such as "The Mennonite Exodus" by
Frank H. Epp, and several others.

As an aside, most Mennonites paid off these
charitable loans as soon as they got back on their feet, and
had the money with which to do so. However, there were
some (a few) ungrateful ingrates who repudiated these debts
and refused to repay a charitable loan and much travel
assistance that had enabled them to transfer out of the
Bolshevik slave-labor concentration camp that was, and still
is, Communist Russia.

But to resume our odyssey across Europe.

We finally arrived in Moscow where we were delayed
for some days, perhaps weeks. My memory regarding such
stopovers for matters of arranging fares, itineraries or
immigration papers, or whatever, is not too clear. I know
that they occurred again and again in different cities as we
wound our way across the continent and even in Cuba and
in Mexico and that we were holed up in a variety and
number of places, but how long each stopover was I can't
say.
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Our stay in Moscow was most interesting. |
remember staying in a bedroom that had vertically striped
wallpaper, a novelty, and what was even more remarkable
was that the room had an electric light bulb hanging down
from the ceiling, which wonder of wonders, could be turned
on and off by means of a switch on the wall. Also, I
discovered ice cream. The vendors on the streets were
selling ice cream, much as we know it today, but not in
cones but in equivalent canoe shaped cookie crusts. |
thought they were delicious, and continued to bug my poor
dad with repeated requests for more.

Our next stop, as I recall, was Riga, Latvia, about
which I remember very little. Then on to Berlin, Germany,
where we were again laid up for some time. I also recall
stopping over in Cologne, and dad and the boys going to visit
the sites. One of these was the famous Cologne Cathedral
with its twin 550 foot steeples. I remember them bringing
back a small silver medallion as a memento, with the
cathedral engraved on both sides.

Our next stop was Paris, where again much
sightseeing was done by dad and the boys, visiting the Eiffel
tower and other famous landmarks. Usually, my mother
and my sisters did not join in on these sightseeing tours,
which were always strictly on foot, and my dad took me
along on most of them.

From Paris we took the train to our embarkation point .
across the Atlanticc We boarded a Royal Mail Lines
steamship at LaRochelle, France, and for the first time laid
eyes on the vast Atlanticc. We not only laid eyes on it, we
soon became thoroughly familiar with the vagaries of the
ocean. As | recall, all seven of us shared a rather small
cabin, which had an electric light bulb dangling from the
ceiling and a small wash basin to one side.

We were not too many hours afloat, undulating over
the rolling waves, when some of the family began to get
seasick. The only ones, in fact, that did not on the entire
trip were my dad and I. However, even on the first day out
as | watched one of my sisters throw up into the wash
basin, it turned my stomach, and I immediately followed
suit.

There evidently was no switch in the cabin with which
to turmn off the electric light bulb that was dangling from the
ceiling. When it came time for everyone to go to sleep that
pesky light remained on. My dad obviously was not
familiar enough with these new-fangled lighting systems to
know that the light could be extinguished by unscrewing the
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bulb, so he did the next best thing. He hung a handkerchief
or a towel around it.

We were all eating in the ship's dining room and really
felt like we were living high on the hog. Evidently a bottle of
wine was served gratis with each dinner meal, and
everybody consumed it with relish. Even I, as a six year old
boy, received a small bottle and drank it in lieu of water.
Apparently it was very light in alcoholic content, since I
don't remember myself or any other members feeling any
drastic effects from it.

The ship was also the occasion when I viewed black
Africans for the first time. They were in the cooking
department of the kitchen and I remember my dad going to
the kitchen each morning and requesting hot milk for us
kids to drink in the cabin before we went down for
breakfast. I also remember being introduced to oranges,
pineapples and bananas for the first time.

One day my oldest brother Henry and I were
wandering about on deck and I happened to trip over a
tangle of steel cable. As I fell I hit my forehead on the
sharp edge of a rim on a ventilation funnel. These are no
longer used on modern ships, but at that time these funnels
could be rotated to face into the wind and funnel fresh air
into the quarters below. Anyway, I fell and not only cut a
nasty gash in my forehead, but it temporarily knocked me
unconscious, and I bled profusely. Henry picked me up and
carried me to the ship's dispensary where a doctor wrapped
my head in several layers of bandages. Apparently he was
not the most skilled in his profession, for when he secured
the end of the wrappings with a safety-pin he partially ran
the pin through my scalp. I still carry a scar on my
forehead from that particular mishap.

On route across the ocean we saw much marine life.
We saw any number of flying fish, practically anytime of
day. We saw a few whales in the distance, one at a time.
One day we saw two large dolphins swimming at top speed
just ahead of the bow, keeping time with the speed of the
ship for several miles.

After more than a week we finally dropped anchor in
Havana harbor. Havana at that time evidently didn't have
any piers to accommodate ocean steamships. There was
much hustle and bustle when we landed. Any number of
vendors were hawking their wares in little boats below to
the potential customers on a deck at least 30 feet above.
This consisted of such as oranges, beads and various other
tourist items. After much gesticulating and haggling, the
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money would be lowered in a basket at the end of a rope and
the items brought up in the same basket.

Finally, the time came to disembark. Again much
noise, confusion and bedlam. Each passenger and their
belongings were transferred to shore by means of small
tenders rowed by one lone native Cuban. This apparently
was not part of the overall fare and the natives had to be
paid extra for their individual transfer services. Since the
tenders were small, our family had to go in two different
boats. After a long descent down a precarious ladder on the
ship's side, my mother, two sisters and myself and a
number of our belongings were loaded into one tender. We
were rowed to the shore about a quarter of a mile away
where we unloaded ourselves and our belongings onto a
beach. Dad and the two boys with the bulk of the rest of our
kit and caboodle were to take off in another little boat, but
not until after a considerable delay. As I remember there
was some argument about something, since there were a
limited number of these small tenders and hundreds of
passengers waiting to be transferred. Anyway, our little
group of four arrived safely on shore, arranged our
belongings into a compact pile. We sat on them to make
sure they were not heisted by some of the light-fingered
thieves who always infest such places. So there we sat and
sat, waiting for the major male contingent to arrive. Time
went on and my mother was getting increasingly nervous
with all the uncouth dark-skinned characters milling about
the waterfront, some of them black as the ace of spades.
Finally as darkness began to descend my dad and two
brothers arrived and we all breathed a sigh of relief when
we found each other. This was not easy since there were a
lot of people on that beach and the people and piles of their
belongings were strewn over a large area.

We settled into some boarding house or other in
Havana and stayed there for at least two weeks, awaiting
further information as to where to go next. Finally we
embarked on another steamer, smaller than the Royal Mail,
and headed for the port of Vera Cruz, Mexico.

From there we took a train and headed north all the
way up to the city of Chihuahua. There we were
accommodated into some kind of a compound that had a
high adobe wall around a large courtyard and a number of
flat-roofed adobe buildings inside. Here we stayed for about
three weeks, until the end of August, where my dad met
with some other Mennonite families and representatives,
trying to decide where to go next.
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Milestone Three

Wild Sojourn in Mexico

Where we went next was a small railroad station
named Rosario, about 50 miles up the tracks from
Chihuahua. When | say station, I use the word loosely,
since it did not have a station house, but only a water tower
for locomotives to replenish their supply, a long dirty white
shack right next to the railroad track where two or three
Mexican families lived with their little muchachos. It was
their business to maintain the railroad tracks. Besides
these two modest structures there was a five room flat
roofed adobe building which was set a little further back
from the tracks. It was presently empty (except for a few
mice, rats and insects) and ready and waiting to
accommodate us. '

Now five rooms of any building would have seemed
like a mansion to us then, but we were not alone. Four other
Mennonite families were now in our group and were sharing
the building with us. That divided up very nicely, exactly
one adobe room per family. The others, too, were emigres
from our part of the Ukraine. One family was the Heinrich
Gosens, who had two boys, one about my age, one a year or
two older. Another was the Gerhard Klassens, no relation,
who also had some kids. Then there were the two Dickman
families, John Sr., and John Jr. The older Dickman and his
wife also had grown children other than John, and the latter
and his wife had young children of their own.

So there we were, one big happy family settled into a
small adobe building with five rooms, none of which were
even so much as plastered either inside or out. The floor
was plain dusty dirt, and I have no idea how long it had
been uninhabited, or who had ever lived in it. There was no
electricity, no plumbing, and I don't remember that the
whole building even had any windows. This little hacienda
sat about 50 yards removed from the railroad tracks in the
middle of a huge Mexican rancho that was owned by a
Spaniard by the name of Saenz. About half a mile away
was the main headquarters of the ranch which consisted of
large complexes of perhaps 20 or so adobe buildings, where
the ranch workers lived. Six other Mennonite families
moved into similar adobe buildings at the ranch, so with
eleven families we now had the makings of a potential
Mennonite colony.
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Senor Saenz did not live at the ranch. He lived in a
small city by the name of San Antonio, probably 15 or 20
miles removed. Every so often he would breeze over in his
Model T to inspect his ranch holdings and I suppose also to
collect rent from us, although I don't remember anybody
ever paying any rent. Anyway, he was a nice looking young
man, and he would usually let us kids get into his car with
him and take us for a ride. He looked a lot like the Cisco
Kid and he always wore a gun belt studded with live
ammunition and a real gun in the holster.

In fact, all the Mexican men wore guns, even the lowly
railroad maintenance workers who lived next door in the
dirty white shack by the railroad track. This was 1924,
and "The Revolution" which had occurred just recently,
supposedly was over, but not quite. Banditos still roamed
the hills and the countryside in a number of places. Other
than that, the country was placid, very placid, very
somnambulant. A four or five car freight train would
rumble into Rosario practically every day, stop to take on
water and rumble on its way. One of the most interesting
things we kids observed about this freight train, which we
would go to meet every day, was that one box car was
always loaded with soldiers, a dozen or so, in full uniform
and armed to the teeth. One of the rules that was in force
then and persists to this day was that any banditos caught
in the act were not brought to trial in a court of law. Justice
was swift and final. They were shot on the spot.

Evidently the plans of this small group of Mennonite
families was to obtain some land and start the nucleus of a
small settlement. How do you go about starting a
settlement without funds or resources?

Well, the first thing we did was to plaster the dirt
floor with a mixture of cow dung and adobe, reinforced with
straw. The next thing my dad did was to go to the nearest
small town (by railroad) and find jobs for my two older
brothers, Komi, 16, and Henry, 18. In this they were
successful and Henry obtained a job as a clerk in a
hardware store, and Korni elsewhere, the exact nature of
which escapes me. Both boys learned Spanish fast, but poor
Kormni soon came down with a severe case of rheumatic
fever and had to be brought back to the hacienda in Rosario.
Where my dad got the idea of plastering Korni's skin with
massive doses of iodine I have no idea, but that is the
treatment the poor fellow received and I remember him
moaning and groaning as the brown stuff was applied daily
until he began to look like a brown zombie.
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After a while Korni recovered, although he was later
plagued with arthritis for the rest of his life. Henry, who
was a strapping young fellow, six foot, very personable and
good looking, soon caught the eye of a Spanish banker by the
name of Melendez and was promoted to an excellent job in
the bank. This job he maintained for the rest of our stay in
Mexico, and even beyond, for when the rest of the family
decided to migrate to Canada a year and a half later,
Henry stayed with his job for another five months or so,
until we were better established in our new setting.

I have very little knowledge of how our finances were
being managed at this time, but I am sure they were
extremely meager, and that Henry's salary was a mainstay
in helping pay for the necessities of getting our part of the
"new colony" started. | remember dad taking the train to
San Antonio every so often and coming back with a canvas
bag loaded with silver pesos. How often and how much I
have no idea, but I do remember that when he returned, 1
would rush to meet him at the station and volunteer to
carry the canvas bag, and I recall that it was as heavy as a
six or seven year old boy could comfortably canry.

We initially rented some acreage from the rancho
estate and planted beans and potatoes. We were soon in
possession of a wagon and two teams of oxen to pull said
wagon, although it only took one team to do the job. The
oxen were attached to the wagon by means of a yoke that
was strapped across their forehead and horns (they had
long homs) and the yoke attached to the front end of the
wagon tongue. The oxen were then urged to move forward
or tum by means of a skilfully manipulated prod, in
conjunction with voice commands. It worked out pretty
well, except one red ox by the name of Colorado was
somewhat rebellious and one day in a fit of pique he threw
my 14 year old sister Sarah up into the air with his long
horns, in the finest tradition of the Spanish bullring. Poor
Sarah! She came down with a bloodied nose and a few other
bruises, but otherwise was not too badly hurt and soon
recovered.

The little "colony" of eleven families were resourceful
and energetic. They soon got themselves organized to live
like civilized people should, and being Mennonites, one of the
first things they did was to organize Sunday school and
church services. Herr Gosen was the preacher and each
Sunday services were held in his quarters (one room) of the
adobe hacienda in which we all lived. Also, after a while
regular schooling was organized to be held in a room in one
of the buildings at the ranch headquarters about half a mile
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away. Our next door neighbor, Gerhard Klassen, was the
school teacher and I remember my first introduction to the
ABC's and numbers. All this was taught in German and the
word "Pferd" (horse) sticks in my memory. However, since
we continually associated with the Mexicans at the railroad
station and elsewhere, we all, especially us younger kids,
soon became quite proficient in conversational Spanish.

We had left Russia in June and by the time we finally
arrived at our destination in Rosario it was the beginning of
September, the height of the tropical hot and rainy season.
The mornings would be clear, becoming hotter as noon
approached. Then by early afternoon almost as if by the
clock the sky would suddenly cloud up and in a matter of
minutes a heavy downpour would ensue. Since we had not
yvet been acclimated to the tropics and since sanitary
conditions were less than ideal we were all very much
vulnerable to yellow fever. I don't remember who all in our
family came down with it, but my two sisters and I all three
contracted it at the same time, and I will never forget it.
We were all lying in the same bed, just burning up with
fever, and air conditioning had not yet been discovered, at
least not in Mexico. I was so hot and so miserable I thought
surely I would die. But once again, I pulled through and so
did everyone else in the small colony, including my mother,
who also had a terribly severe siege of it.

After the tropical rainy season was over, and we were
more or less acclimated, the fall and winter weather was
most pleasant and invigorating. It was dry and sunny and
a more delightful environment could hardly be wished for.
We were beginning to enjoy Mexico, or at least some of us
were.

The Mennonites soon got their act together and went
about it in earnest to get their infant "colony" started. The
rancho where we lived was not too unlike the Serengeti plain
of Africa. It was flat, an abundance of grass in a fertile
plain surrounded by mountains on a perimeter about ten
miles distant. Plenty of animals roamed the plains, some of
which were only semi-wild -- such as burros, mules, cattle,
and a number of totally wild, such as rabbits and lots of
rattlesnakes. About half a mile to the North of us was a
valley, a flat depression through which ran a gentle stream
and when the rainy season was on became a not so gentle
turbulent river. The Mennonite group in Rosario purchased
a tract of land in this valley, in which they planned to build
the nucleus of their settlement and start farming on their
own.
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My dad was as enterprising as any of them. Soon he
with the help of his progeny were pouring large adobe bricks
into wooden moulds and letting them bake in the sun. As
soon as the bricks were ready, he started building an adobe
house. He and Korni also hand dug a well and we were
about to be on our way to having an adobe hacienda of our
own in the valley.

The house was never finished. As 1925 got under
way, there began a serious reappraisal by the eleven
families of our little Mennonite "colony", each for different
reasons, but before I go into that phase let me first
recapitulate a few other random "vignettes of memory" of
that period.

I was coming back to the hacienda by myself from the
little adobe "home" we were building in the valley and
walking through some tall grass. Suddenly I found myself
running rapidly about a foot above the ground as I glimpsed
the head of a big snake moving toward my bare ankles.

Speaking of snakes, we all became real familiar with
rattlesnakes, and of course tried to kill them at every
opportunity. Even I as a six or seven year old kid soon
became quite adept at stoning them to death and keeping my
distance at the same time.

As I described earlier, there were a number of ranch
animals roaming the grasslands near our door. Sometimes
we (kids) would approach a tame burro and get on its back.
Once with the help of some of the other kids I ventured to
get on the back of a larger animal, a mule, that was
meandering by. The mule took issue with this kind of
tomfoolery. It promptly bucked me off, and then, to add
injury to insult, it kicked me in the ribs while I was down.

One day my dad, my sister, and some others drove to
a pass in the mountains where there were some fruit
orchards, apples, I believe. The trip was made in our flat
bed wagon which was drawn by oxen and took all day.

Another time my dad, my brother and I drove to a
town by the name of LaJunta to look at some oxen or horses,
I don't know which. I was very much impressed by the skill
with which these Mexican vaqueros were able to handle a
riata. | remember this one fellow roping first one horn, then
the other, of a longhomn steer about fifteen feet away, each
time giving the rope a gentle flip to disengage, then, repeat
the exhibition.

Every so often Henry would come home for the
weekend from his bank tellers job in San Antonio (it was a
minor trip on the directly connecting railroad). By this time
the boys had bought themselves a neat looking shotgun, of
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which they were rather proud. We would sometimes go
hunting over the plains which abounded with rabbits and
wild foul, all of which were a welcome addition to our
Sunday dinners.

One night my dad and another neighbor or two
borrowed the railroad handcar that the maintenance
workers had available, and by means of handpower
propelled ourselves to a neighboring small town where we
visited a few other Mennonite families. We returned late
that same night.

As | stated a little earlier, the eleven families that
started out to build a nucleus of a Mennonite colony in
Mexico had serious second thoughts about the whole
prospect, and not all for the same reasons. My mother was
unhappy about the whole environment and considered the
country too wild, too uncivilized and too raw. In the
meantime, things had been stirring with our other relatives
back in Russia, and three of dad's family, the Abe Klassens,
the John Klassens, and the Jacob Wienses were emigrating
from Russia to Herschel, Saskatchewan, in Canada. So
evidently were a considerable contingent of other
Mennonites that were not related to us, to form a larger
community of about 40 families in the Herschel area. Also
the idea that the next generation (we children) would be
engulfed by a sea of half civilized Mexicans did not present
a very cheerful prospect to our parents. Whatever the
reasons, what with contacts and arrangements with the
Canadian Mennonite Board of Colonization, we decided to
once again emigrate to a less primitive and more congenial
environment. Personally, I enjoyed Mexico, I liked the
warm climate, | liked the wide open spaces and I enjoyed
the raw adventurous setting.

In any case, by December of 1925 we had again
packed our few essentials in a few suitcases and boarded
the train north, to again face an uncertain future and a
strange environment. Henry alone remained behind in the
relatively good job he had at the bank in San Antonio to join
us later if things worked out. He was now nineteen.
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Milestone Four

North to Saskatchewan

Our trip from the State of Chihuahua, Mexico, to the
Province of Saskatchewan, Canada, progressed much more
rapidly than had our long drawn out journey from Russia a
vear and a half earlier. We left Rosario by the end of
November, 1925 and arrived in Herschel in the middle of a
cold December. I remember no long stopovers on this trans-
America trip, but mainly I recall different railroad stations
and their comparatively lavish interiors, or so they seemed
to me.

This was during the period before Christmas and I
also remember a whole raft of novel toys that were on
display at the stores in the larger railroad stations. Of
these, one toy in particular stands out in my mind, and that
was a mechanical monkey on a string. When the string was
pulled tight the monkey climbed up the string, working its
arms and legs in a coordinated action. When the string was
slackened, the monkey climbed down.

Our itinerary took us through the cities of El Paso,
Dallas, Kansas City, Des Moines, Minneapolis, St. Paul,
and others. We entered Canada at North Portal,
Saskatchewan, passed through Regina on the way to
Herschel.

The little village of Herschel owed its existence to the
rich wheat farming country that surrounded it. It had been
founded about a dozen years before we arrived there and its
main architectural impressiveness at the time were four
towering grain elevators, all painted a red rust color. A
little later these increased to five. In 1925 Herschel did
not yet have an electrical distribution system in this village
of about 200, but a year or two later it did install its own
crude system. A gasoline powered generator could be heard
chugging away at any part of the village, day or night, and
it was soon the pride of the village, and everybody soon had
electric lights.

We arrived there one dark evening in the middle of
December. The snow lay heavily on the ground and it was
miserably cold. I don't remember ever seeing snow before,
not in the southemn Ukraine, nor in Mexico and when I did
meet up with it in Canada I was not favorably impressed.
That attitude remained with me until I left Canada for
California nearly twenty years later, when I swore that if I
never saw any snow again it would be too soon.
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To meet us at the railroad station in a box sled was my
Uncle Jacob Wiens and Uncle John Klassen, and some other
relatives. (For those who are not familiar with farm
equipment, let me explain that a box sled is the winter
version of the box wagon used when the snow is gone. In
either case a sturdy open box about three feet high, four feet
wide and abut ten feet long, sits either on a set of wagon
wheels or on a two piece set of heavy sled runners.)

It had been arranged that we would move in with
Uncle Jacob (Wiens) and Aunt Margaret, the latter being
dad's youngest sister. There were six of us, (brother Henry
still stayed in Mexico) and what with their two children, the
ten of us now shared a two room house, a small clapboard
structure that had been thrown together in haste a few
months previously. ¥ The Wienses were themselves
pioneering out here and barely getting on their feet.

Arriving in Herschel earlier in 1925 were a
contingent of several Mennonite families, all of whom had
gone there directly from our area of Russia, about a year
after we had left. Several more followed in 1926, until
soon there were a total of at least 40 families. Three of
these families were of dad's immediate relatives, namely
Abe Klassen and his brood, Uncle John and his family, and
Uncle Jacob, his wife Margaret (dad's sister) and their two
infants. By the time we arrived there, one of these groups
had already negotiated a massive real estate transaction,
having purchased five sections of land from a wealthy
estate owner by the name of Lamborne. These holdings were
not contiguous, but scattered over a considerable area all
north of the village of Herschel. Some of these parcels had
dwellings on them, some did not, but all were now under
cultivation. These five sections were divided up among ten
families into farms of 320 acres each. The participants in
this particular deal were as follows: (a) Jacob J. Wiens, an
Elder of the Church, and three of his sons, Jacob J. Wiens,
Jr., an uncle of mine, and his brothers, Peter and Ben,
accounting for four half sections; Bernhard Wiens and
George Wiens, both of whom were brothers to the Elder
Jacob Wiens, taking two more parcels. Uncle Abraham
Klassen taking another; Henry Wiens, another. Two more
participants outside of the Wiens and Klassen clans took
the remaining two farms. They were the Jake Isaacs and
the Peter Sawatsky families, to make a total of ten. These
might be called the original First Families of the Herschel
Mennonite settlement. They were soon followed by many
more, including my dad's family, in 1926.
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By and large, the farms they purchased were already
operating concerns of choice fertile land, level, and
extremely well adapted to wheat farming. Besides the main
Lambome purchase, the Mennonites also acquired any
number of smaller pieces from other individuals, so that
every family soon had a farm of their own, but not all of
them as yet had houses on them.

The Mennonites are a social and cooperative clan, and
in one way or another they all practiced racial teamwork.
They accommodated each other, some by several families
moving into the limited housing available, and also by other
means. There was a large white two story structure that
had been the headquarters of the Lambome establishment.
Several of the new Mennonite families moved into it. There
were also several large red bams, machine sheds, and an
array of farm equipment that were on the main premises
and also went with the deal. In order to house the other
families of the Lambome group, these enterprising people
soon built a row of temporary clapboard dwellings such as
the one we now shared with the Wienses. (This was pure
charity. As a latecomer we were not a party then or later,
in the Lambome purchase.)

So there we were, in the middle of the winter, in the
middle of Saskatchewan. To me it was not only a culture
shock but even more a climatic shock, one for which neither
we nor our inadequate clothing were prepared. What winter
clothing we now possessed consisted mostly of hand-me-
downs, given to us by some of the Canadian Mennonite
organizations that were now highly active in not only
helping refugee Mennonites make the trip out of Russia to
Canada, but also providing advice, guidance and material
necessities to the increasing flood of immigrants.

The rest of the Mennonite kids having arrived some
six months earlier were already enrolled in the English
speaking rural school that was situated a few miles away
from our new colony. So my sister Katie, aged 12, and I,
nearly 8, were swept along, practically the day after we
arrived there, and also sent to the local country school
which had the Indian name of Winona. Such country
schools dotted the rural landscape all over Saskatchewan
and normally had one room, one teacher, a pot bellied stove
in the comer and about 20 to 30 pupils, grades 1 to 8.

The weather was miserably cold, and the days were
short in the middle of December. Each moming while it was
still dark a box-sled (also known as bob-sled) would load up
all the kids from the headquarters farm. We were then
packed on the floor of the sled and covered with blankets as
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best as possible. Then, with a team of horses equipped with
sleigh bells, off went the bob-sled full of Wienses, Klassens,
Sawatskys, Warkentins, etc. It would saunter into the
Winona school yard to unload its charge. Then at about
3:30 P.M., when it was already getting dark it would again
pick us up and transport us back to the farm over the fields
of frozen ice and knee deep snow. At this point I wished we
would have stayed in Mexico.

Undoubtedly, this was one of the low points in my
young life. Our clothing consisted mainly of hand-me-downs
and cast-offs, none of it suited for the cold weather with
which we now were confronted. My shoes were totally
unsuited for the cold weather and my feet were often
frostbitten. It was inevitable that I soon developed
chilblains in my toes and heels.

To add to my woes, because of the poor diet, I also
contracted intestinal worms, which aggravated me no end.
I was given some strong purgative that finally killed the
worms. It almost killed me, too.

Not only was I cold, worm-ridden and miserable, but
my initiation to the Canadian schools was a severe trial.
Because | was different, could not speak English, and was a
foreigner, some of the older native bully boys picked on me
and slapped me around. They also thought it was good
sport to goad me into a fight with kids my own size. This
usually culminated into a wrestling match rather than a fist
fight. I soon learmed the art of wrestling and could usually
beat any of the kids my size.

Our teacher, as I recall, was a blonde spinster named
Miss Cratcher, aged about 35. I remember one of the older
bachelor farmers by the name of Russell Gardiner, who was
well to do, used to come calling on her while school was still
in session. A vyear or so later, as | recall, they were
married.

We are still in the middle of December, and
preparations for the Christmas program, which was the
highlight of the rural area, were in full swing. Christmas
finally came and went, but he cold winter went on and on.

Meanwhile, at the two room, two family cabin, our
poor beleaguered parents were doing their best to put on
some kind of display of Christmas festivities, play Santa
Claus and scrape together a few makeshift presents to
celebrate this important festival in our new setting. It was
this very Christmas that it began to dawn on me that the
whole Santa Claus story was a hoax. Meanwhile my oldest
brother Henry was still in good old warm Mexico, eaming
silver pesos. My oldest sister Sarah, now a big girl of 14,

57



soon found a job as maid with the Cruikshank family, who
owned the one and only General Store in Herschel. They
were nice people, and Sarah was quite happy with them,
learning to speak English all the while. Dad and brother
Kormni were working around the main farm (there were a
million things to do to prepare for spring planting) and
attending a small class at night, learning the English
language. Soon brother Korni obtained a job as farm hand
with a well to do farmer named Bill Shirk. So in one way or
another we were all leaming English, getting acclimated and
getting into the swing of it.

I should add that the other 40 families that had
arrived in Herschel at about this time were all more or less
as poor and destitute as we were, but they were all
industrious, energetic and hardworking. I don't know how
they managed to purchase these large tracts of really choice
farm land, but I am sure that it was on long drawn out
instalment payments, with little or no money down. The
sellers recognized the buyers for the hardworking,
trustworthy people they were, that they would make a go of
it and would pay off the mortgage with the productivity of
the land. In this the seller's judgment was sound and what
with weather and wheat prices being favorable, they were
soon in business, both the buyers and the sellers. I am sure
that the Mennonite agencies previously mentioned also had
a big hand in successfully negotiating these transactions
and also standing good for the down payments.

In the meantime, my dad was still without a farm and
without means. During the winter of 1926 he, with the
help of the agencies, and relatives (I presume) was scouting
around to buy a farm in the Herschel area. About four
miles south of Herschel such a farm was found and he
negotiated a transaction with a farmer by the name of
Tillinghast. The latter had originally homesteaded the place
in 1910, had built a decent two story house, a large red
bam with an enormous hayloft, a tool shed, fences in place,
and accumulated an assemblage of farm machinery. In
short, he offered a going concern, a ready-made farm. We
bought the place, 640 acres, half a mile wide and two miles
long.

Again I don't know what the terms of the transaction
were, but the price was $25.00 per acre. Not all of this
land was under cultivation. There was quite a bit of pasture
land, some of it already fenced, and the north 320 acres
still had quite an acreage of prairie land that could and
would be "broken" (ploughed) after the rocks had been dug
out and picked off of it. (Although it was good farm land,
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not quite as rich as that north of Herschel, this rock picking
was an ongoing process, as | later discovered.) So the
papers were drawn up, with the mortgage and the interest
rates duly stipulated, and the payments to be made each
fall in the amount of half the net proceeds from the sale of
the grain produced, mostly wheat. We moved onto the
premises in the spring of 1926. The weather was now
beautiful, and everybody, including me, was happy as a
lark, to be living in a good-sized, full-fledged home of our
own, and in the possession of land, lots of land.

Other Mennonite families, which consisted of
Sawatskys, Warkentins, Schroeders, Ungers, Penners,
Krahns, Eliases, Toewses, and some others whose names I
do not remember, negotiated individual deals of their own
and settled on the farms north of Herschel. To their eternal
credit, every able-bodied family soon had a farm of their
own, and a decent house to live in. By 1930 Bill Loewen, a
Mennonite, opened up his own grocery store in Herschel, the
third such store in town.

Also during this time more Mennonite families moved
in south of Herschel where we were. Some of these families
were more Wienses, the Lenzmans, the Pletts, the Wedlers,
the Bergs, the Dycks, and the Gerzes. About eight miles
further to the south of us was the little village of Fiske,
where a further scattering of Mennonite families settled,
two of which as | remember were the Zachariases and the
Martins. Soon a substantial and prosperous Mennonite
community was firmly established in the Herschel-Fiske
area, all of which socialized and communed with each other.
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Milestone Five

Wheat Farming
on the Prairies

As to how we acquired a herd of cows, a number of
horses, farm machinery and a whole plethora of other
equipment and accoutrements completely escapes me. In
fact, I know very little about the negotiations that led to
acquiring the farm itself. Be that as it may, we were soon
off and running, planting crops of wheat, oats, flax, etc.,
and managed to get the crops in on time during that first
spring of 1926, and harvest them that fall.

Sister Katie and I were soon enrolled in the local
school with another Indian name, a dumpy little one room,
one teacher school about two and a half miles distant across
open prairie. It was named Oskaloosa, School District No.
3702. 1 will never forget it, especially since eleven years
later, during the depression, I was to be its teacher for two
years, under most adverse conditions. But more about that
phase later.

During the spring and fall we walked the two and one-
half miles across the pastures and open prairie, carrying
our books and lunch pails. The latter, as | remember, were
not the kind you buy in a store, but empty five pound com
syrup containers. For some reason, when it came to
registering us at school my dad added year to my age and
Katie's, evidently to get us into a higher grade sooner.
Anyway, | started in the first grade and Katie in the
second. This extra year stayed with me in the school
registration for several years. It continued to bug me no
end, until I finally questioned the pointlessness of this little
lie and corrected it myself.

We found this little school with about 20 country kids
had a perpetual contingent of at least five niggers,
sometimes more, all of which were part of the Lafayette
family. They lived on a farm about half a mile south of the
school. Louie Lafayette, the old man, who could trace his
ancestry back to the slavery days, (or so he claimed) had
sired a brood of ten, and as a result there were always
Lafayettes attending Oskaloosa S.D. No. 3702, coming and
going. Even as the older members were exiting, a new brood
of younger ones were coming in, including two illegitimate
little bastards from two of the older girls.
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One thing about these niggers, they were outstanding
athletes when it came to running and Jumping. When the
Herschel, and also the larger Rosetown area, began having
"Field Days" (around 1928) as they were called, the school
of Oskaloosa invariably won "the Shield" and the silver
plaques that were riveted to it. These Field Days were
contests In a series of athletic events similar to the
Olympics, in which points were awarded for first, second
and third place in each event, with the school with the most
points being awarded the coveted shield. For years
Oskaloosa carried away the prize for country schools, and
the Lafayette brood was the main difference, although
through the competitiveness engendered, the White kids
were giving an excellent account of themselves also.
Especially outstanding was this black fellow by the name of
Earl, who was about my age, and in the second grade when I
started In the first.

During the cold winter months the first few years
Katie and I were driven to school in a small cutter, by either
my brother Korni or my dad. This continued to be a
miserable process, as had the trips to Winona when we first
arrived. After about two years, we were considered old
enough to drive to school ourselves. There was a barn on
the school yard where the horses were stabled while the rest
of us were In school. Regardless of our transportation,
getting to school during the winter continued to be a cold,
miserable experience, with no ameliorating influences.

Soon | began to latch onto the system that was going
on in the class room (such as It was) and within months I
was upped a grade to where | was now In the same class as
Earl. Soon I was In a grade ahead of him. Also, I began to
learn the score In playing baseball, the prime game of the
school. | remember the first year | was Introduced to the
game. When | was designated as a fielder, I asked one of
the boys, Roy Moore by name, "Roy, supposing the ball
comes my way and I catch it, what do I do with it next?" By
1928 and 1929 I could field, play first base, and bat home
runs as well as anybody, and was, In fact, usually the
pitcher for whatever side I played on. Also, I began to have
a very active part in the Field Day athletic events.
Whereas I was never a fast runner, I excelled in the jump,
both the high Jump and the broad Jump, and even In an
event called hop, skip and Jump, a three stage stint, when
that event was on the schedule.

To get back to the farm. | was always glad when June
arrived and school was out (somewhere in the middle of
June). About a quarter of a mile below the hill from the
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bamn there was a beautiful lake about a mile long, and the
southerly fourth of that lake extended into our pasture. It
was a favorite nesting rookery for wild ducks, with probably
a dozen different species being represented.

That first spring, in 1926, I found a set of three 2 x 8
boards on the shore, nailed together like a raft, having a
length of about twelve feet. I soon latched onto these and
tried rafting on the lake. Since it was only a little over two
feet wide, I had a problem staying balanced on it and
several times I tipped over into the water. Then I got the
idea of nailing two six foot boards crosswise and about four
feet apart towards the middle of the raft, connecting the
outside ends with another set of boards. Thus I now had a
set of what was equivalent to outriggers and my balancing
problem was solved. Next I nailed a wooden apple crate in
the middle of the raft for a seat and 1 had a raft that I
could now either pole or paddle all over the lake. Many
were the hours and the days | spent rafting on that lake
cfiurlng the lazy summer days of those early years on the

arm.

Meanwhile dad and the two older boys were getting
the farm into high gear. At first everything was done by
horse. We "broke" new prairie land with a John Deere
plough having the one-share plough pulled by four horses.
The cultivated land was seeded (to wheat, oats, etc.), with a
drill pulled by four horses. The land was tilled with a "disc"
pulled by horses. The wheat and oat crops were harvested
by a binder (McCormick-Deering) pulled by four horses. The
grain was threshed by a neighbor's threshing machine (on a
per diem basis) and the wheat hauled to the town elevator
four miles away by box wagon pulled by a team of two
horses. We traveled by buggy or democrat (buckboard)
drawn by horses.

Within a year or so the farm soon became mechanized.
Soon we bought a J.I. Case tractor, 12-20 horsepower, (12
on the drawbar, 20 on the pulley). We bought a threshing
machine of our own. We bought "one-way" cultivators
drawn by tractor, which ploughed the land and seeded the
grain in the same once-over operation. Any new prairie
land was now broken with a gang plough drawn by tractor.

By 1928, only two years after starting from scratch,
farming in a completely new country, dad and the boys were
prospering. Not only were they now highly mechanized with
tractor, threshing machine and a host of other tractor-
oriented machinery, but they were expanding their land
holdings. We first bought an adjoining 320 acres to add to
the 640 we already owned, then bought another 320
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adjoining it. Then we bought another farm that was about
three miles west of Herschel and about six miles from the
home farm.

Not only did we buy powered machinery but as early
as 1927 we bought a big old (1920?) Studebaker touring
car. Since the car was old and our experience with cars
very new, considerable trouble ensued. It did not have a
self starter, of course, and had to be hand cranked.
Sometimes after the boys got tired trying to repeatedly
crank it without getting it started, we sometimes employed
a different means. Since our yard sloped towards the bam
and then past the bam was all downhill towards the lake,
we would sometimes push it into the downhill position and
let her roll towards the lake. Then when it developed good
momentum, we would throw it into gear and hope it would
start. Most of the time it did, but when it did not we would
hitch a team of horses to it and pull it back up the hill and
try the procedure all over again.

The Studebaker served us less than a year, after
which we traded it in for a Model T Ford, touring, of course.
It did much better and we put a lot of country road miles on
it. (There were no paved roads in the area in those days.
The closest stretch of paved road was a piece eleven miles
long leading into the city of Saskatoon from the west. But
that was 100 miles distant.) The next car we bought was a
blue 1929 Chevrolet tudor coach, and we now felt we had
the ultimate and were living high on the hog.

Regarding this additional farm we acquired west of
Herschel, I remember in particular the summer of 1928.
My brother Henry and I "batched" in the house on the
premises for approximately two weeks while Henry was
ploughing or discing the fields into shape, using our Case
tractor. What stands out in my mind about that particular
summer is that we had an unusually heavy crop of
mosquitoes. They were so thick that if you slapped the
rump of a horse pulling a wagon or whatever with the reins
it would leave a heavy and visible imprint of dead
mosquitoes. While Henry was driving the tractor that
summer he wore a small white flour sack over his head,
with only two small peep holes cut in it for visibility. Why
this summer had such an unusually heavy proliferation of
mosquitoes I do not know, but I suspect it was because we
had a wet year.

About this time I remember several unusually violent
thunderstorms with much lightning, heavy winds and even
tornadoes sweeping across the countryside. 1 remember one
especially bad storm that resembled the one depicted in The
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Wizard of Oz. Our two story frame house was creaking and
straining and we felt sure it would be blown away, as we all
sought refuge in our basement. Not only were the winds
especially violent, but the occasional gusts felt as if they
were of tornado proportions. Along with this storm came
massive bursts of hailstones. After it was all over, we
discovered in the next few days that some barns and some
houses in the area had indeed been ripped apart, and there
were swaths cut through our wheat fields that had been
devastated by hailstones.

In the meantime, the other Mennonite farmers and
their families also prospered. Already as early as 1927
the Mennonite colony got together and built themselves a
Church about three miles north of Herschel, and is in use
today, although none of the original farmers live there
anymore, only a scattered few of their children and
grandchildren. Be that as it may, the church became the
center of all our social life, and the Mennonites developed a
society and life style all their own. Not that they weren't
friendly and on good terms with their English speaking
neighbors. They were. | remember many a winter evening
we would visit our neighbor Clinton Davis who lived on the
other side of our lake. We would play dominoes or Lotto,
and were on the best of terms. But, nevertheless, when it
came down to prime-time socializing such as young peoples'
parties, visiting families on Sunday afternoons, having
dinners, marriages, etc., the Mennonites were a family unto
themselves, and they preferred to keep it that way, much
as did the Mennonites in Russia. The church remained the
center of their social, religious and cultural life.
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Milestone Six

Achieving a Measure of
Self-Confidence

From the farming point of view, the years of 1927,
1928 and 1929 were a period of expanding success. The
weather was favorable, the crops were good, wheat prices
were satisfactory. We worked hard, but the results were
tangible and gratifying. The farming venture was
profitable, we were expanding our land holdings, buying
tractors, threshing machines, cars, and making substantial
payments on our mortgage. In fact, for a family of new
immigrants that started out in the spring of 1926 strictly
from hunger, we were prospering very nicely, thank you.

By the fall of 1927 my sister Katie and I (together)
were hauling wheat into the elevators by the wagonload. By
1928 we were each in charge of a team and wagon
separately, hauling more wheat to the elevators than ever.
In 1929, when I was 11, I even remember the price of
wheat as indicated on the sales invoices we received from
the elevator agent. It was, as I recall, around $1.33 per
bushel of #1 Hard Northem.

My progress at school was better than anticipated.
My sister dropped out in the spring of 1929, while I had
been skipping a grade every now and then. By the fall of
1929 I found myself in the sixth grade of Oskaloosa S.D.
#3702. Being a one-room school with only about 20 kids,
there happened to be a serious disparity of pupils per grade
at that time. 1 was all alone in my grade and found the
lessons a breeze. | had become proficient in arithmetic and
spelling and felt quite comfortable in the usage of the
English language. There was nobody in the seventh grade,
but there were seven pupils in the eighth grade. Naturally,
my teacher at that ime, whose name was Miss Berger, had
her hands full and was not keen in preparing lessons and
teaching one lone sixth grader. Since I was getting along so
well, after about a month and a half into the fall term, she
asked me — how would I like to be promoted into the eighth
grade? Did I think I could handle it? I said I wasn't sure,
but I would be glad to give it a whirl. Without further ado I
was promoted from the sixth into the eighth grade.

I was only eleven, and most of the other kids in the
eighth grade were sixteen or seventeen. I remember one
French gal whose name was Gabrielle Benjamin

65



condescendingly saying to me, "You'll have to work like a
nigger to keep up with us." Coincidentally, one of the
Lafayette nigger girls was also in the eighth grade at that
time.

Next June, 1930, we wrote our final exams in a
government supervised classroom in the Herschel High
School. Each candidate's exam paper was then numbered
without a name and then sent to Regina, the provincial
capital, to be marked by impartial examiners so that no
partiality was possible. It so happened that a few weeks
later I received word from Regina that I had passed, and
along with it in the envelope was my beautiful Eighth Grade
Diploma. Of all the diplomas, certificates and degrees I
have received since, none is as precious to me as that first
Eighth Grade Diploma. Unfortunately, Gabrielle had not
passed, nor had her black classmate, nor had two others.
Out of a class of eight, only four of us had made it.

By the summer of 1930 I felt a surge of confidence I
had never felt before. I could play baseball as well as
anybody and had no trouble knowing what to do with the
ball when it came my way. I had leamed to skate and to ski
and to swim. Most of all, mastering the eighth grade at age
12 when half of my 16 year old classmates had not, gave
me a sense of mastery, the confidence that I had something
on the ball, that I was smarter than the average kid.

I also found out that there was a penalty that went
with success, something that would plague me as it has
millions of others in a similar category. That discovery was
this — people hate to see someone else get ahead of them,
and the non-achiever is jealous of the achiever. When I
would make a 98 on a spelling test and some kid would
make a 62, invariably the reaction would be, "You think
you're smart, don't you? Well, you're not as smart as you
think you are."

As | have leamed since then, it is extremely hard to
accommodate the jealous, and my attitude soon became - to
hell with them. Forty years later when I wrote my first
book, Nature's Eternal Religion, | understood the situation
a little better, and I stated a truth that unfortunately will
always be with us. It is this. The inferior hate the superior.
The dumb hate the intelligent. The blacks hate the Whites.
The ugly hate the beautiful. The poor hate the rich. The
unsuccessful hate the successful, and so on ad infinitum. In
short, to be successful is to automatically create jealousy
and animosity. That is the way of human nature, and
nothing is going to change it in the foreseeable future.
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By now the depression was beginning to set in iIn
eamest. However, by the end of 1930 I had saved up $10
of my own and bought a second hand bicycle. It was really
an oldie. The wheels had wooden rims. In fall I went back
to Oskaloosa to take the ninth grade, albeit by
correspondence course. There were four of us, and we sat
in the same classroom with the other eight grades. The
teacher did not teach us, but was available for consultation.

The winter of 1930-31 was unusually mild, with
practically no snow on the ground -- a very unusual
occurrence in Saskatchewan and a harbinger of poor crops
for the coming summer. My parents celebrated their 25th
wedding anniversary, and I especially remember how warm
the weather was that day in January, 1931.

Getting back to the depression that was now upon us, I
have already stated that I recall the good crop of 1929 and
the favorable wheat price of $1.33 that year. I recall
further that as I was hauling wheat to the elevators in
1930 the price had dropped to half of that, approximately
67 cents a bushel. By 1931 it was half of that again,
approximately 32 or 33 cents a bushel, less than it cost to
produce. Not only was the price abominable, but the
droughts of the 1930's had begun, and the crops in the
following years were extremely poor. What with the
drought, the poor crops and the ridiculously low prices for
our produce, we were in for a long siege of extremely hard
times. The whole farming industry, which had seemed so
rosy just a few years ago, now became a miserable back-
breaking ordeal that promised nothing but bankruptcy and
hardship. Farmers were going broke and even a little bit of
spending money was extremely difficult to come by. What
little cash we could scrape together was now supplemented
by shipping a 5 gallon can of cream to a creamery about
100 miles away. We milked a number of cows and
managed to ship about a can a week, for which we would
received a paltry 3 or 4 dollars. We also sold eggs to the
local store, for which we would receive something like 5
cents a dozen.

However, we did not go hungry. We had chickens,
ducks and geese. We had a large vegetable garden and grew
a large plot of potatoes each year. We raised pigs, some of
which we sold, and at least one of which we butchered for
meat each fall. So we had plenty of eggs, milk, butter,
vegetables, chicken and pork, and sometimes even beef.
There was poverty, but no hunger such as we had
experienced ten years earlier in Russia. Nevertheless, the
drought and the bad crops continued, and we, too, were
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plagued with miserable dust storms and tumbleweeds rolling
across the landscape, only to be caught up in the fences,

then to be further fortified with dirt and topsoil from our
suffering fields.
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Milestone Seven

Rosthern and the
German-English Academy

By the summer of 1931 I had successfully completed
the ninth grade, and had to make a decision as to where |
wanted to enroll in the tenth grade, or if I wanted to
continue at all. I was never too keen about schoolwork, and
not very interested in doing homework. Whereas I did well
in writing exams, I was not really a good student as such.
However, 1 decided that farming wasn't exactly my dish
either, and since 1 was only 13, I might as well finish high
school. Where to go? Old Oskaloosa was out, since they
didn't take tenth graders, even in correspondence classes.

During that summer a tall, slim young man by the
name of Benno Toews visited the Herschel area to drum up
support for the German-English Academy at Rosthern,
Saskatchewan, a small Mennonite college located about 150
miles northeast of Herschel. At the age of 28, he had now
been appointed as the new principal of that college. He also
visited our farm and interested my dad in the benefits of
sending his youngest son there in the coming session. It was
a Mennonite sponsored boarding school and it promoted
religion, the Mennonite ethic, as w