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FROM THE SCRAPBOOK OF  
RUTH M. SCHROEDER

My Triumph

The autumn-time has come;
On woods that dream of bloom,
And over purpling vines,
The low sun fainter shines.

The aster-flower is failing,
The hazel's gold is paling;
Yet overhead more near
The eternal stars appear!
 
And present gratitude
Insures the future's good,
And for the things I see
I trust the things to be;

That in the paths untrod,
And the long days of God,
My feet shall still be led,
My heart be comforted.

These are the first four stanzas from an eighteen stanza 
poem by John Greenleaf Whittier, 1870.

The Complete Poetical Works of John Greenleaf Whittier,  
Cambridge edition, ed. H. E. S. (Boston and New York: Houghton 
Mifflin, 1894): 406-07. PS 3250 E94 1894 Robarts Library.

AUTUMN OF CHANGE
Wendy Dueck

For many, September is a month of transitions. Despite 
our very dry summer, gardeners are harvesting and 
preserving their less abundant produce. Children are 
returning to school in person.

Charleswood Mennonite Church has gone through a 
lot of transitions this past year. We said good-bye to 
Karen Schellenberg and welcomed Lisa Enns. Along 
with Jeff Friesen, the pastoral staff has made many 
COVID 19 adjustments. Even our church building has 
undergone change, as our co-pastors have moved into 
their new light filled offices.

Recently we mourned the passing of three members, 
Peter Pauls, Greti Peters and David Froese. We wel-
comed new members Emily Rempel by transfer, and 
Seth Dyck, Sofia Bogoya Enns, Josh Fast and Alayna 
Smith, who celebrated their commitment to God 
through baptism. Five people from our congregation 
completed their studies at CMU. Congratulations go 
out to Joshua Fast, Kate Friesen, Pamela Obonde, Emi-
ly Rempel and River Woods.   

CMC is also transitioning from Zoom services, sum-
mer outdoor fellowship and sharing to something 
more normal. The September worship services will be 
held in our sanctuary, masking required, and will be 
a blend of live and pre-recorded elements. The hope 
is that Sunday school will begin again for the children 
and teens. Peter Rempel will coordinate the adult edu-
cation program. 

Finally, the Grapevine is going through change. We 
thank Karen Guenther for serving as editor for the 
past year and extend our best wishes to her and Titus 
as they move to Windsor, Ontario. Our Grapevine 
team continues with Pat Turenne, who does a superb 
job of receiving and proof reading articles, correcting 
inadvertent typos, spelling and grammar errors; Joel 
Rempel, who skillfully formats the online edition; and 
myself, Wendy Dueck, who will take over Karen’s func-
tion as editor, act as contact person and solicit articles.  
I welcome your suggestions. It is a pleasure to have our 
September 2021 edition ready for you!

Blessings!

WHY? 
Cornel Rempel

Matthew 15: 21–28

On a trip to Saskatchewan to attend an anniversary 
event at the Shekinah retreat centre a few years ago, 
Martha and I chose a change of scenery by taking a 
northern route through Tisdale and Kamsack. Along 
the highway we noticed a sign referring to a Doukho-
bor Village Museum. That caught our interest, so we 
drove into Kamsack to get directions. We stopped at a 
small park that contained historic markers, but found 
no reference to a museum. Then I noticed two people 



in a van parked along the street,  so I walked over for 
directions and asked, “Do you live here?”, thinking that 
since they were having a snack in the car they might 
also be tourists. The young woman in the passenger 
seat surprised me with her quick response, “Why?” The 
question “Why?” took me aback for a moment until I 
saw that I was speaking to an Indigenous mother and 
daughter. It didn’t take much imagination to realize 
that for them my question was not, “Are you familiar 
with this area?” but “Do you have a right to be here?” 
“Are you loitering?”

I immediately regretted my intrusive opener and 
salvaged the situation with casual conversation about 
traveling through from Winnipeg. They freely shared 
comments about relatives of theirs in Winnipeg. Later 
over supper at a nearby bed and breakfast operated by 
a Doukhobor couple, our hosts confirmed that rela-
tionships between town and the Reserve were tense. 
For the rest of that trip the woman’s question, “Why?” 
haunted me. I felt sad that a cultural group has rea-
son to feel so cautious, discounted and excluded. My 
encounter with the Indigenous women in Kamsack re-
minded me of how Jesus took a scenic northern route 
into Syrophoenecia which is in present day Lebanon. 
Matthew 15:21-28 tells us about that perplexing event.

There were other occasions when Jesus did not mince 
words, like comparing specific religious leaders to 
tombstones. But his treatment of this Canaanite wom-
an is so out of character. It comes across as uncomfort-
ably rude, exclusive and judgmental and challenges 
our view of the kind, loving Jesus we thought we knew. 
The heading to this story in the NIV Bible is, “The faith 
of the Canaanite woman.” I’m not surprised by that 
heading because it is more comfortable to focus on the 
faith of the woman than to deal with Jesus’ disrespect-
ful behaviour. 

Why was Jesus there in the first place? His side trip 
followed an intense confrontation with a group of 
Pharisees, and Jesus may have been exhausted and in 
need of down time. Two things indicate that He was 
not there to engage in ministry. One was the prompt-
ing of the disciples to disregard her. The other is Jesus’ 
disclaimer that the focus of His mission was the house 
of Israel. In other words, “We didn’t come here for 
you.” A common view is that Jesus brushed her off in 
order to test her faith. That sounds nice, but it seems 

more like a rationalization. Surely Jesus did not have 
to be rude in order for the woman to be applauded 
for her faith. Perhaps it was not the unnamed woman, 
but Jesus, who was being tested here. He often accused 
Pharisees of missing God’s intent by their enslavement 
to tradition. Now in His encounter with the Canaanite 
woman, Jesus fell into a similar trap. He allowed a cul-
tural bias to brush off a foreigner’s need. But that did 
not deter the woman. Quite the opposite. She shouted, 
“Have mercy on me, Lord, Son of David; my daughter 
is tormented…” In other words, “This is no time to 
quibble about who is in and who is out. And this isn’t 
about me. My daughter is in severe agony.” Why was 
she shouting? It is clear that if she had not shouted, 
she would have been ignored. After all, she had three 
strikes against her.  She was a woman in a culture 
where women were severely marginalized. She was 
classified as a ‘Canaanite’—which is a pejorative word 
used for Indigenous people that had been driven from 
the land that the children of Israel occupied after their 
escape from Egypt. And her daughter had a severe 
mental illness.  

Not unlike our own Indigenous neighbours who have 
been relegated to second class status for years, part-
ly because they endured quietly and did not shout. 
Rudy Wiebe had it right. Peace shall destroy many. We 
engage in a lot of talk about peace. But peace without 
justice is comfortable only for the privileged.

In spite of the woman’s persistence and dire need Jesus 
was strangely quiet. The silence of God is one of the 
most perplexing concerns of deeply troubled people:

“Where was God when I was victimized?”
“Where was God when I felt helpless and needed 
God most?”
“Where is God in the ongoing human tragedies 
caused by abuse of power and greed in so many 
places in the world?”

The disciples went beyond silence by urging Jesus to 
send her away. That is an all too familiar response, 
commonly referred to as NIMBY, “Not in my back 
yard.” Finally Jesus explained to her, “I was sent only 
to the lost sheep of Israel.” Again, the woman was not 
deterred. She fell to her knees with a simple cry of des-
peration, “Lord, Help Me!” Jesus’ response to that sim-
ple, heartfelt cry sounds too cruel to repeat, “It is not 
right to take the children’s bread and throw it to their 



dogs.” Dogs and pigs were considered unclean because 
they ate whatever dead scraps they came upon.

In Romans 12, Paul says, “Do good to all, especially 
to those of the household of faith.” It is logical for us 
to look after our own, but does that justify dismissing 
someone who doesn’t meet the specs? Let me assure 
you that it is not my intent to throw Jesus under the 
bus. I’m simply being true to the story. The fact that Je-
sus fell into the trap of judging the woman by her cul-
tural identity rather than seeing her as a person indi-
cates that it can happen to the best of us. Every culture 
has its own blind spots. Even Jesus was not exempt. 

Surprisingly the woman was not fazed. She acknowl-
edged her social status by saying, “I would gladly ac-
cept even the crumbs that fall from a privileged table.” 
Mercifully Jesus redeemed Himself as this nameless 
woman helped Him to see that His response was based 
on ethnicity rather than need. “Woman, great is your 
faith! Let it be done for you as you wish.” As an aside, 
He added, “Such faith I have not encountered back 
home.” And we are told that the woman’s daughter was 
healed. There is no elaboration on how that happened, 
which suggests that healing was not the point of the 
story. The story was about a vital relationship. 

I can imagine that when Jesus continued on from there 
He may have said to His disciples, “That didn’t go so 
well. I wish I had handled that differently.” I have said 
that to myself from time to time and you may have too. 
The point is that Jesus used tradition to justify His in-
action, just as the religious community in our day often 
uses selected Biblical texts to justify self interest and 
exclusion. How could all of this happen to Jesus who 
was supposed to be so perfect? Well, Jesus was deeply 
rooted in a specific religious tradition. He addressed 
the shortcomings of His religion and culture, but He 
was also shaped by them. In the end, this encounter 
benefited Jesus as much as it benefitted the desperate 
woman and her daughter. True love moves beyond all 
boundaries. It is not surprising that sermons I have 
heard on this text and even the Believers Church Bible 
Commentary speak primarily of the woman’s faith and 
avoid reference to Jesus’ unjustified behaviour. We are 
reluctant to allow for a process of formation in Jesus’ 
life, assuming that He was only acting as human rather 
than truly being human. Can we accept that Jesus was 
not preprogrammed but on a learning curve? When at 

the age of twelve He was applauded for His discourse 
in the temple we graciously assume that He was teach-
ing the elders there. However, it is more likely that He 
was applauded for His inquisitiveness and eagerness to 
learn. His baptism became a defining moment when 
He perceived the voice of God saying, “This is my 
beloved son.” But the real test came immediately after 
that in the wilderness where He grappled with what it 
should mean to be chosen in such a defining way. That 
Jesus was on a learning curve, like any of us, is also 
suggested in Hebrews 5:8 which states that “he learned 
obedience through suffering…” And here in Syrophoe-
necia He had the opportunity to apply the principle 
He had earlier presented to the Pharisees, not to let 
tradition and culture stand in the way of responding to 
God’s purposes. 

No doubt most of us here have had our own challenges 
of discerning who is in and who is not; which tradi-
tions we respect and which not; who we cooperate with 
and who not. What we learn from Jesus’ experience is 
that the culture we must examine first and foremost is 
our own. I continue to ponder the question, “Why?” in 
reference not only to the Indigenous women in Kam-
sack but many others in our country and around the 
world. 

“Why?” the ongoing refugee crisis, year after year; 
decade after decade? 
“Why?” the capacity to launch satellites into outer 
space but insufficient initiative to resolve poverty and 
homelessness in our neighbourhoods?
“Why?” periodic police brutality endured by People of 
Color? 
“Why?” does it take demonstrations and cell phone 
pics rather than reason to effect change?
“Why?” is gender equality still a serious issue in spite 
of legislative and social advances?
“Why?” was the Kapyong Barracks urban econom-
ic development initiative regarded more sceptically 
because it is sponsored by the Indigenous community 
rather than by a land developer? 
“Why?” the persistence of Islamophobic and racial 
violence?

The Kamsack woman’s question “Why?” continues to 
haunt because white privilege leaves us so sheltered if 
not immune. Jesus’ encounter with the unnamed wom-
an offers additional lessons.



1. How we treat the stranger at the gate is a more 
convincing measure of our faith than our recitation 
of creeds and statements of faith.  

2. When we focus primarily on the divinity of Jesus, 
He too easily remains the detached saviour of our 
souls. When we acknowledge the humanity of 
Jesus, His own emerging self awareness is a model 
for our own human and spiritual development. 

3. Our biases are more clearly recognized by outsiders 
than by ourselves. They hold us accountable to live 
up to who we profess to be. They challenge us to 
reach beyond established boundaries, not by deny-
ing our tradition but by expressing what is best in 
our faith tradition.  

4. It is when the oppressed become known that heal-
ing happens. The woman evidently knew who Jesus 
was. But Jesus initially saw her only in terms of a 
category. It was when He learned who she was that 
things changed. This was also true in the case of the 
woman who tugged at Jesus’ robe. Jesus turned and 
asked, “Who touched me?” not as in “Keep your 
hands off me.” but, “I want to know who you are.” It 
was the sharing of her story that led to healing.  

5. It is when we acknowledge moral and spiritual 
superiority in the other, rather than in ourselves, 
that we rise to the standard that true faith calls for. 
Jesus acknowledged that the woman’s faith sur-
passed that of His own people. There have been 
times when we as Mennonites have seen ourselves 
as spiritually superior to other faith traditions; 
and morally superior to the general community. 
We like to perceive ourselves as a little more peace 
loving; a little more charitable, a little more service 
oriented, edging dangerously toward the sin of 
pride. It is when we acknowledge particular ways 
in which other traditions surpass us that we gain 
moral and spiritual integrity. 

6. If we focus primarily on Jesus’ divinity, then His 
behaviour in this story is totally out of character. 
But when we acknowledge Jesus’ humanity, He 
becomes a model for development and change. We 
have a choice. We can worship the blue eyed, teflon 
coated Jesus of Western imagination who meets all 
our needs, or we can emulate the rugged, bronze 

skinned Jesus who engaged in intense conflict in 
the wilderness, not with a devil but within Himself; 
the Jesus of integrity who didn’t mince words in 
confrontation of others and in self examination; 
the determined Jesus who remained consistent 
in His mission even in the face of death. In other 
words, we can worship Jesus the divine hero, or 
emulate the suffering servant who was not prepro-
grammed but “grew in wisdom, in stature, and in 
favour with God and humankind”. 

Preached at Charleswood Mennonite Church
June 20, 2021

PETER M. PAULS
December 14, 1933 – June 9, 2021

With heavy hearts of grief, we announce the passing of 
our father, friend, husband, brother and grandfather — 
Peter M. Pauls on June 9, 2021.

He is lovingly remembered 
by his wife of 63 years, Made-
line May Pauls (nee Pries), 
his son Ken Pauls and Maria 
Steeds, his son Steven Pauls 
and Melody Driedger, along 
with his three grandchildren, 
Dylan, Haley and Adam 
Pauls, as well as his three 
stepgrandchildren, Christian, 
Julian and Gabriel Steeds. He 
is survived by his siblings, 
Rev. Jacob Pauls (Dorothy), 
Tinie Sawatzky, Mary Giesbrecht, John Pauls (Norma), 
and Alvin Pauls (Judith). Peter was predeceased by 
his father Rev. Jacob M. Pauls, his mother Maria Pauls 
(nee Funk), and his brother Harry Pauls (Elizabeth).

Peter was born on December 14, 1933, on a farm near 
Morden, Manitoba. He attended various local and 
Mennonite schools, eventually attending Winkler 
Collegiate in grade 12 where he met Madeline Pries, 
whom he married on July 25, 1957. Peter then em-
barked on his academic journey that led him to many 
institutions as both student and teacher, including 
local public schools, the Universities of Manitoba, 
Winnipeg, and the University of Wisconsin where he 
earned his PhD.



Peter spent the next thirty years in academia as a pro-
fessor of English at the University of Winnipeg, devel-
oping his expertise in Shakespeare, Milton and Chau-
cer. He also honed his abilities as a lecturer, translator 
of low German and researcher. Along with his career, 
his family and sons Ken and Steven made him proud 
and motivated him.

During the autumn years, Peter spent much time 
travelling with his dear wife and spending time with 
his beloved grandchildren. These years were perhaps 
the happiest of all. Even near the end, a twinkle formed 
in Peter's eyes when the grandkids stopped by. We are 
truly grateful for all the love and protection that he 
offered us all.

Peter expressed his thanks to CancerCare Manito-
ba, Dr. Alvin Schroeder who was both a mentor and 
friend, Dr. Joel Gingerich and Dr. Patrick Cho who 
provided superb support for him over the final years.

Peter was appreciated in recent years at the Saturday 
evening book club at CMC.

Donations in Peter's memory can be made to Cancer-
Care Manitoba or Manitoba Central Committee.

MARGARET “GRETI” ALICE PETERS 
(KLASSEN)
November 10, 1935 – July 18, 2021

Greti Peters (née Klassen) 
passed away peacefully at  
St. Boniface Hospital on the 
evening of Sunday, July 18, 
2021. She was 85 years old 
and lived a life marked by 
love, kindness, generosity, 
and adventure. Greti will 
be sorely missed by her 
husband of nearly 64 years, 
Peter H. Peters, her chil-
dren (and grandchildren) 
Randolph Peters & Cheryl 

Janzen (Joshua and Gabriel), David Peters & Karin 
Neufeld (Michael and Benjamin), Catherine Peters 
& Lou Bruno (Julia and Laura), and Karen Peters & 
Desmond Burke (Mera), and siblings Rudolph Klas-

sen, Arthur Klassen, and Mera Neufeldt. She was 
pre-deceased by her brother Frank Klassen and parents 
Henry F. & Catherine Klassen. She was a favourite aunt 
and cousin to many, and had numerous friends across 
Canada, the US, and India.  
 
Greti was born at home on Martin Avenue in Winni-
peg to Henry F. & Catherine Klassen, who had escaped 
persecution in Russia to come to Canada a decade 
earlier. While in high school at Mennonite Brethren 
Collegiate Institute, Greti met her sweetheart Peter, 
who she would marry a few years after graduation and 
form a loving partnership that lasted nearly 64 years 
until her death. 
 
Greti loved learning, particularly literature, and taught 
in a variety of settings. After high school she earned 
her teaching certificate and taught in Winnipeg at Sir 
William Osler Elementary School. When her own 
children were in grade school, she enrolled in uni-
versity classes and graduated with a B.Ed. degree. She 
managed to do all this while raising four children and 
working part-time as a librarian. She later volunteered 
to help establish the Olive Branch gift store and set-
tle refugees and new immigrants in Canada through 
Mennonite Central  Committee (MCC) and other 
church-related organizations. On one occasion, she 
helped a refugee family to enter Canada to apply for 
asylum — no official would question Greti’s smile and 
sweet explanations of the reasons for travel. 
 
As her children grew up, Greti made sure that they 
were connected to relatives on both sides of the fami-
ly, often through summer camping trips and frequent 
reunions. While the younger generation were encour-
aged to play games until they were tired, Greti would 
keep everyone fed and largely out of trouble, and 
find ways to listen to each child’s stories. She would 
later recount family tales and jokes, punctuated by 
much giggling, particularly when her sister Mera was 
around. There were many family gatherings at Lake 
of the Woods with her cousin Nora Kroeker’s crew 
or with the Peters family at the farm by Delta Marsh. 
There were also annual camping trips at Rushing River, 
Whiteshell, Itasca, Johnson Canyon, Banff, Jasper, Or-
egon coast, Yellowstone, Mount Rainier, Fraser Valley, 
Okanagan Valley, as well as other trips to Mont Trem-
blant (Quebec), Prince Edward Island, Egg Harbor 
(Wisconsin), India and Sri Lanka.  



When Greti and Peter went to China on an MCC 
assignment in 1983-84, she resumed her classroom 
teaching, delighting the doctors and medical students 
in Chongqing with the unusual warmth of her class 
presentations and activities. They then moved to Kolk-
ata, India, for a four-year assignment with MCC. Greti 
focused on working with village women to develop 
handcrafts that would sell in North America, using the 
experience she gained through her work at the Olive 
Branch. In India they developed deep friendships that 
would last the rest of their lives. On return to Cana-
da, Greti took up adult education for new arrivals to 
Canada. Beyond teaching English and how to navigate 
in a new country, her greater joy came from having 
students share their diverse backgrounds and values, 
and seeing the new friendships that blossomed from 
the classroom.  
 
When the opportunity came to become a chaplain to 
St. Boniface Hospital, Greti took training and served 
there for several years. She was a natural in offering 
acceptance, comfort, and hope, and was particularly 
sought by those who had been isolated or disconnected 
from faith communities. She was an empathetic and 
active listener. Her visits were sometimes supplement-
ed with borscht or Pluma Moos. 
 
Her final years were spent at the Lindenwood Retire-
ment Community. Although her mobility was limited 
by heart disease, and meeting people in person was 
constrained by the COVID pandemic, she maintained 
a close connection to her family and friends, and the 
Charleswood Mennonite Church community.  
 
We want to thank all the staff at Lindenwood Terrace 
for providing a supportive environment, as well as the 
St. Boniface Hospital staff who helped make her final 
weeks comfortable and meaningful. In lieu of flowers, 
consider donating to Mennonite Central Committee 
at: https://donate.mcc.org/. 

At CMC, we remember Greti's friendliness, her hospi-
tality, her intelligent contributions at the church book 
club, and her smiling face at the ladies' lunches. 

DAVID A. FROESE
November 23, 1926 – August 2, 2021 

David Froese passed away peacefully on August 2, 
2021, at Riverview Palliative Care. 

David is survived by his daughter Lynnette Froese and 
her husband Rod Birch, his cherished granddaugh-
ters, Caryn and Allison 
Birch, grandson-in-law Eliya 
Ichihashi and his precious 
great-grandson Callum. 
David was predeceased by 
daughter Connie and his 
wife Margaret. David is also 
survived by his brother John 
Froese (Mary) and sister 
Margaret Kasak, sisters-in-
law, Elnora, Mary and Verna, 
his Peters in-laws and many 
nieces and nephews. 
 
David's teaching career began in 1946 and continued 
until 1992 in nine different schools in Southern Man-
itoba. He also taught Mathematics to many students 
in Winnipeg at Daniel McIntyre, Kelvin and Dako-
ta. Dave was a passionate teacher whose patience in 
helping children and youth learn was in stark contrast 
to his "always on the go" personality. While his life 
was full of many sports activities and building projects 
until he was 90 there was no greater joy than spend-
ing time with his granddaughters, grandson-in-law 
and great-grandson or meeting a former student and 
reminiscing.
 
The family wishes to thank the supportive and caring 
workers from Lindenwoods Terrace, The Rosewood, 
Harold at Grace Hospital and Riverview Palliative 
Care. Thank you to all friends and family who have 
dropped by and kept in touch.



THE LORD’S PRAYER AND JESUS’  
PIETY FOR ANABAPTISTS
Elsie Rempel 

What is it with the Lord’s Prayer? This prayer which 
Jesus taught us, which the disciples shared with others, 
and which Christians have prayed through the ages 
and from all corners of God’s diverse and wonderful 
world, continues to call and unite worshippers around 
the globe today.  It has moved from fairly exclusive us-
age in the Early Church, where one was introduced to 
this prayer only after baptism, to a prayer in the public 
and secular sphere. Very recently, it inspired a group 
of young Anabaptists from the Netherlands, Indonesia 
and Tanzania in an exchange project called Strangers 
No More on the topic of Global Warming led by Her-
man Heijn. 

How does it help all of us follow Jesus and live conse-
quently/sustainably, today? 

The Lord’s Prayer encapsulates so much of what Jesus 
came to do as He lived among us to establish God’s 
reign with the tools of God: unconditional faithfulness, 
sacrifice, and love. It shows us Jesus’ faith and spiritual-
ity in a nutshell; Jesus honours God and God’s will, Je-
sus trusts God to provide for all of our needs, challeng-
es us to forgive as God forgives,  leads us through times 
of temptation and delivers us from evil. God’s power is 
true and leads to glory; it is worthy of our praise and 
faithfulness. When we live with and into this prayer, 
it helps us love and care for the “earth, [which] is the 
Lord’s, and everything in it.”(Psalm 24.1.)

The words of the Lord’s Prayer draw us together into a 
mini course on prayer that can equip us for Christian 
living, but how it speaks into our lives is as diverse 
as those who pray its words. For the Amish at Nick-
el Hill, the daily practice of praying the words “And 
forgive us our sins as we forgive those who sin against 
us” gave them the strength to forgive the deranged 
gunman who broke into their school and shot seven 
of their children in 2006. (www.ydr.com/story/opin-
ion/columnists/mike-argento/2018/03/14/amish-re-
sponded) They didn’t feel like forgiving, but they did, 
and reached out in healing ways to the mother of the 
gunman who killed himself after wreaking destruction. 
But, it also guided them on their journeys of healing 

from trauma as they sought to live in the already, but 
not yet, kingdom of God. 

The regular practice of this prayer, when focused on 
its meaning for individual and corporate lives,  shaped 
and guided our Christian ancestors and can continue 
to shape us today, as it shaped the Amish community 
in Nickel Hill. The Protestant Reformation with its 
renewed focus on reading God’s Word and the Ana-
baptist insistence on living lives of radical obedience 
to this Word may well have lifted this prayer out of its 
place in the Mass and have given it back to the people. 
Church historians would know that better than I, but it 
has clearly been a spiritually anchoring prayer for our 
Anabaptist ancestors and remains one for many of us 
in our corporate and private lives of worship today.  

Its words float through my mind each evening as I 
review my day and the joys and the sorrows of those 
near and dear to me. They put my little world back into 
God’s bigger perspective and help me remember this 
prayer, and my praying, is for the welfare of all of us. 
Individual phrases come into sharper relief in relation 
to the struggles that I and those in my circle of care are 
living with. “Lead us not into temptation” has become 
“Lead us in times of temptation” in my private usage 
and provides good strong words for complex situations 
in which I don’t know how else to pray. Its meaning 
connects in my mind to the life story for which it is 
being prayed. What temptation is keeping that person 
or group from the abundant life Jesus promised? What 
is the evil from which we/they need delivering? What 
daily bread is needed? What is it one needs forgiveness 
from or needs to forgive? Particular to each life story, 
this universal prayer is equally applicable to our per-
sonal practices of devotion and Nachfolge. The Lord’s 
Prayer, like Jesus’ whole ministry, meets us where we 
are while inviting us into a story that is bigger than 
we are, bigger than our culture, bigger even than our 
imaginations.

As the Strangers No More group, referred to in the 
opening paragraph, lived into this prayer as part of 
a cross cultural learning tour on the topic of Global 
Warming, they found that it spoke profoundly into 
their concerns and helped them move toward more 
sustainable lifestyles. They viewed ‘temptation’ as dis-
traction, as follows: “We allow ourselves to be distract-



ed from our goal, for instance to live ecologically…for 
it is only with patience and concentration that we can 
reach our destination and save this planet.”i 

Here is one re-enactment of that prayer, copied with 
permission from the Dutch Mennonite Mission Soci-
ety, interspersed with the group’s concerns about the 
earth’s sustainability.

Our Father and this earth

Our Father in heaven
 In eternity, and therefore sustainable
Hallowed be your name
 you will be there (Exodus 3)
Your Kingdom come
 A kingdom for everyone
Your will be done
 Will the destruction of the earth ever stop?
On earth as in heaven
 Will the earth ever again become healthy?
Give us today our daily bread
 since our daily lives do matter
Forgive us our sins
 for we are to blame for the earth’s fever
As we forgive those who sin against us
 Jesus shows us the way
Lead us not into temptation
 but give us a clear vision
and deliver us from evil
 the evil that is threatening our planet
For the Kingdom is yours
 just like the earth is yours (Psalm 24:1)
and the power and the glory are yours
 through your Holy Spirit
now and forever
 Amen ii

i  Herman Heijn, Dancing with the golden frog: Global Warming 
and the Lord’s Prayer (text and photography: (ScanDalon, (C) 
Doopsgezinde Zending, isbn 978-90-76564-95-1 Nederlandse 
versie, isbn 978-90-76564-96-8 English version, 2020. 89)

ii  Ibid, 44.

FROM THE SCRAPBOOK OF  
RUTH M. SCHROEDER

The morns are meeker than they were - 
The nuts are getting brown -
The berry’s cheek is plumper -
The rose is out of town.
 
The maple wears a gayer scarf -
The field a scarlet gown -
Lest I sh'd be old-fashioned 
I’ll put a trinket on. 

Emily Dickinson

Higginson, T. W.; Todd, Mabel Loomis, eds. (1890), Poems by 
Emily Dickinson, Boston, MA: Roberts Brothers.
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