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Unjer lieber DBater Sohann
Derfien, wurde am 19, Septem-
ber 1881 im Dorfe Saribafh, Ruf-
land, geboren. Seine Eltern wa-
ren Jacob Derfien und Anna geb.
Sanzen.

Dort perlebte er feine Kindheit
und Jugendiahre. Jn feinem 19.
Qebensjahre Hurfte er fidh zum
Serrn befehren und twurde am
18, Juni 1900 in SHontal pon
Dapid Diictfen getauft und in
die Menn. - Britdergemeinde auf-
genommen, Dderen &licd er aud
bis 3u jeinem Rebendende geblie-
ben ift. :

1901 3og er mit feinen Gltern
nady der Terefer Unfiedlung.
BWohl Half er feinen Cltern beim
Aufbau thres Heimes mit, aber
half aud) beim Reide Sottes, in-
dem er den Gemeindechor leitete.

ALB junger Mann fam er nad

dem @u‘flan und ”fanlbx in Soiier

Siidher feine Rebensdgefahrtin., Am
10. Gept. 1908 traten fie in den
Cheftand. 10 Rinder urden ih-
nen geboren, bon denen 3 Soh-
ne und 3 Todter im Kindealter
ftavben. ©8 tar unjern Cltern
pergdnnt, 44 Jahre Freud und
Leiy miteinander zu teilen, bis

unjere liebe Mutter nad) furzem

aber {diwerem Qeiden am 5. Jan.

1952 bdurdy den Tod bon fjeiner f

Geite geriffen wurde.

Das ar fitr Vater ein Harter
Sdlag. Jief empfand er ‘ber_t
Lerluft und die Einfamteit iiber-
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| fam ibn oft. Seine Juderfrant-

beit nahm zu und nagte an fei-
nem Qeben. €r befam zwei Shlag-
anfdlle, bon enen er fich) nur lang-

er fid) einer Blafenoperation un-
ferwerfen, die aud) gelang. Wie
er am jelben Tage fdhon mitteilte,
war er froh), daB er alled fo gut
itberftanden habe. Jedodh abends
folgte ein teiterer {dwerer Sthlag- |
anfall. Betouhtlos Yag er da.
Rein Wort fonnte er jpredhen, Hig
er am 26. Ypril janft, ohne FTo-
desfampf entihlief, um den zu
jhauen, an den er hier geglaubt.
Sn ihrem Qeben Haben unjere
Eltern auf perfdiedenen Stellen |
gewohnt. Die erjten 16 Jahre ih-
re8 gemeinfamen RQebend wohn-
ten fie am Quban. Wohl forgte
er fitr die Seinen, aber war aud |
mehrere Jahre Sonntagsidhulleh-
rer und Dirigent des gemifdhten
Chores. Wahrend des 1. Welt-
frieges mufte er 8% ahre im
Dienft ftehen. Dann folgten bHie
Revolutiondiafhre, wahrend der e
mandjed zu itberivinden gab. Redit

oft ftellte er fidy in den Rif fiir
die Dorfer am Kuiban, was mit-
unter mit Qebendgefahr verbun-
den ar. Dag alles iiberzeugte
audy ihn, fih pon der Heimatli-
den Sdolle 310 [dien.

Sm Herbit 1924 Hatten unjere
Cltern Gelegenheit, mit hren
Kindern nad) Ranada zu Fommen.
Buerft bi3 Rojthern, dann nad
Gnadenthal. Dod) weil das Far-
mern ihn nidt einmal bejonders
feffelte, jo verfaufte er feine Wirt-
fdhaft und zog tweiter, nady Win-

nipeg, Winfler und fpater fitr

furge Zeit nad) Whitervater, wo er
einen fleinen Qabden Hatte. Do)
al8 e3 fidh erjt in B. €. regte und
dreunde ihn einluden, Den Wir-
fung8freis dorthin zu wverlegen,
da befprad) er fich nicht lange mit
Sletfdy und Blut, fondern 30q Hin.

Seit 1929 Bat er mit feinen-
Kindern in B.C. gewolhnt und
ltar in den Wnfangsichren ivie-
derum als Dirigent titig. Durd

, feinen Qandel unt fpdter durd

fein Radengefhaft it er mit bie-
len Anfiedlern jener Tage in Be-
rithrung gefommen.

Ueber fein Qeben hatte er nidjt

- piel zu fagen. BWenn in nadtli-
~ dhen Stunden der SHlaf floh und
‘ihm fein Qeben fo por feinen Mu-

gen ftand, dann Hat er wiederholt

unterm Rreuge feine einige Ret-
tung gefeben und bedauerte, Haf

~er nidt mehy Friidte aufzumwetien
' Datte.
fam erbolte. Am 14. April mufste ;

Bir als Rinder wifjen, daf Ba-

ter fitr ung jorgte und das Befte
wollte, und in efum Chrijtum

feinen $eiland hatte, den er Liebte
und in dem er Halt gefunden Hat-

~te. Wir werden ihn nody oft vet-

miffen. Obawar unfer Auge weint,
fo gbnnen wir WHm die NRube und
freuen ung auf dag Wiederfehen
Bei Jefus im dt. — Gr s
Jabre, 7 Monate und 23 Tage
alt getorden. :

Die Begribnisieier fand am
30. April im Bethaufe der ar-
rower M.-Br.-Gem. ftatt, Mit
Dem Worte Gottes diente PBred.
9. Lengman und Pred. &r. Frie-
fen. Qegterer ift ber Neffe ves

- Berftorbenen. Gr fam pon Mor-

den, Man., sum Begribnis feines
Ontels. Cin Quartett von San-
gern, die frifher in dem Ghor qe-

fungen Batten, den der LBerftorbe-
- me dirigiert Hatte, bradte baffende
I Rieder.

Cr binterTapt einen Sohn, Da-

- bid Derffen und Familie, Jarro,

3 Todter: Mary, Fraw Peter
Cnng und Fam., Oliver, B.GC.,
Anny, Frau Willy Dyet 1. Fam.,

- Bancouver, B. €., Martha, Frau
- Jobhn Plett u. Fam., BVancouver,
8. €., und eine Pflegetoditer An-

nie, Frouw John Dahl wu. Fant.,
Jarrow, B.€., 18 GrofFinder,

2 letbliche Britder: Gerhard und

Suliug Dertien, Yarrow, und ei-
nen groen Bermwanbdten- und Be-
fanntentreis.

Die leidiragenden Rinder.
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by Mary M. Enns

Prayer Meeting this Saturday night held
greater than usual promise. The Widow
Fischer flitted anxiously about in her
already neat parlour, its 11 chairs stan-
ding sedately against three walls of the
room. In the centre stood the round
oaken table and on it was a red velvet-
covered family album. This looked im-
pressive, indeed, with it’s brass clasp
that no child could open because of a
small catch on it. Beside it lay an old
Bible, leather-bound, it’s fine India paper
pages gilt-edged. Prominent in the room
was the “Glass-Schrank’. This held the
samovar, the kind you heated with char-
coal and also a very precious Cobalt blue
vase. Safely behind the bevilled glass
doors you saw the fine china cups and
saucers and a figurine of the “Goose
Girl” and one of a shepherdess. The only
other piece of furniture was an ornately
carved rocking-chair of dark cherry wood
with a large brown woolen shawl
carefully laid on it’s right arm rest. In the
evening the mother would sit in this
chair, quietly rocking, while Luise, her
daughter, played upon her guitar and
sang songs like Lieber Mond du gehst so
stille or Wenn die Schwalben heim-
waerts ziehn. This was the sublime hour
for the older woman. She had lost her
husband some years ago. Her elder
daughter Anna had married and the only
son had left, a rebel at 18 to live in the
United States. She and Luise led a quiet
life. Looking up at the portrait of her
grandmother Wilhelmine Weslawsky she
thought how very like her ancestor Luise
looked.

And now a somewhat disturbing
element of excitement had come to in-
trude upon their seclusion. A young man
from the Terek was coming all the way to
the Kuban, to Wohldemfuerst, to court
the shy, lovely Luise. The Widow Fischer
shook her head doubtfully. Why couldn’t
he have been a Kubaner, one of the
young men from the ‘“Ober-Dorf’ —
someone they all knew well!! This per-
son was a “Bauern-Sohn” and at that the
seventh son. Besides, he probably spoke
only in Low German and she and Luise
spoke none. What was a woman to do?
Tonight he would be brought by his host,
Onkel Wiebe, to the usual Saturday
evening Prayer Meeting, this time at her
house. Here he would be presented to
Luise and her mother.

Luise washed the dishes and tidied the
kitchen after “Fesper.” Being 23 she
thought she might have been allowed
the choice of dress for this evening. She
would have chosen the pretty blue with
the narrow black velvet band on the high
fitted collar and the tucks all the way
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down the bodice. Still — maybe Mother
was right — the pale grey cambric with
it’s demure white cuffs and collar would
be more modest. A quick glance into her
mirror showed she need not pinch her
cheeks tonight; apprehension gave her a
pretty flush and an unusual lustre to the
deep grey eyes. Impulsively she ran out
to the lilac bush by the side of the house,
picked an armfull of it’s heavily scented
blossoms and put them into the belt of
her dress.

Luise seemed quite unable to sing the
beginning hymn. But from across the
room the excellent baritone of the
stranger was a welcome change from the
somewhat reedy voices of the few male
visitors. Certainly she could not allow
herself a good look at him now, even
though his eyes might safely be on his
hymn-book. All she could remember at
this moment was that he was tall and
had a shockingly red moustache. But af-
ter all, just because he had come to see
her — this bound her to nothing, nothing
whatsoever. Firmly she collected her
thoughts and listened to what was being
read. “. . .And a man shall leave father
and mother. . .” Yes, but that was only if
you really wanted to leave. Finally, all
bowed reverently in prayer. Luise
opened her eyes, glanced carefully
across the room and saw to her
amazement that the stranger’s hands,
still holding the hymn-book were
positively peppered with freckles. Ach,
lieber Himmel, damit muesste dann et-
was gemacht werden. But she did notice,
too, that they were fine, strong looking
hands.

The few guests were slow in leaving.
The Widow Fischer strolled down her
front garden walk with her neighbours,
speaking of nothing more important than
the abundance of red currants this year
and the hope of a good crop of the tiny
sickle pears so excellent for drying to
pickling. Luise was the last to reach the
door. The stranger was waiting for her.
Gently he took her hand into his arm and
in an excellent High-German said:
“Kommen Sie mit, Frauelein Luise, wir
machen einen Spaziergang im Garten.”

And that is how it came about that my
mother decided that the unknown man
from the Terek with his red mustache
and terribly freckled hands might
possibly be fine husband-material. And
that is how, even though she never did
learn to speak in Low German, they even-
tually established a blood-line that in-
cluded in each generation at least one
red-head with® an over-abundance of
freckles. And nothing was ever done
about the freckles.
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