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MY MISSIONAL JOURNEY OF FAITH 
FROM KENYA
Pamela Obonde

If in 2017 one had prophesied that I would be in 
Canada as a student, perhaps I would have dismissed 
it as a mere dream! Fast forward, 2021 and here we are 
as a family trusting God that we are obedient to His 
leading! And thanking God for the love and support 
extended to us through the Charleswood Mennonite 
Church and the larger Mennonite family in Manitoba. 

In 2018 while serving as the Women’s Coordinator 
with the Kenya Mennonite Church Nairobi Diocese, 
I was elected to chair the planning committee that 
was charged with the logistics of hosting the Triennial  
Mennonite World Conference meetings of the General 
Council and celebrating Renewal 2027, slated to  be 
held in Kenya in April 2018. I must say the planning 
and execution was very successful! 

It was during one of my presentations on Women in 
Missional Leadership that I noticed a delegate seated 
alone in a corner and as a host, I inquired if she was 
well. She happened to be Wendy Kroeker. She said to 
me that she was fine but keenly listening to my presen-
tation. In a later engagement, Wendy encouraged me 
to further my education! And thus began the CMU 
discussion. Wendy kept in touch with me and advised 
me to apply to CMU to study Peace; she made sure she 
paid for my admission fee. 

Why did I say yes? As a woman leader both in my 
community and the church, I realized that education 
is  a game changer in many ways. I have been in the 
forefront advocating for girls’ access, retention, and 
completion of formal education. When girls are edu-
cated, they become mothers who in turn educate their 
daughters for greater family wellness. 

Having worked in the NGO sector for several years, 
I felt called to support my husband, Patrick, in his  
pastoral work. My engagement revealed disturbing 
realities of challenges that women faced within the 
church. It is a reality that whereas about three quarters 
of the congregants are women, at that time only one 
was  in pastoral leadership! So who was representing 
women at the negotiating and decision-making  spaces 
in the church? I started asking these questions. With 

my husband’s support I chose to open our home for 
women’s fellowship and sharing. This was the most 
fulfilling part of my journey in church work. However, 
the Pastors’ wives were missing out.  

I approached Eastern Mennonite Mission (EMM) 
representative at that time, Debbi DiGennaro and  
requested financial support to hold a Pastors’ wives 
fellowship and she was very thrilled. She supported 
the idea and for the first time, Pastors’ wives met at a 
one-day retreat where so much was shared, of course 
with a lot of crying and prayer. This was a safe space 
to share and pray for one another. This marked the 
beginning of my ministry of Women in Missional 
Leadership whose vision is to see women and therefore 
families equipped and transformed through the Word 
of God, grounded in  the Anabaptist faith. We aspire 
to build discipling relationships that encourage grow-
ing communication, collaboration and fellowship that 
will demonstrate the transforming power of the love of 
Christ. 

Still, the Mennonite Women USA trained me as a Sis-
ter Care Trainer. This experience helped me to realize 
that we occupy a missional position as mothers and 
wives with the ability to use our influence and num-
bers to support each other. Therefore, we train and 
equip women for mission work where God has called 
and placed them. This includes our homes, families 
and at the small-scale businesses that we engage in. 
The Women in Missional Leadership Training pro-
gram is a six-month long training comprised of three 
months intensive in-class sessions and three months 
field experience. Thereafter the women are mobilized 
into a self-help group (Anabaptist Women Group-
AWG) through which they are supported  with $100 to 
start small businesses of their choice. 

This approach may not have reduced the number of re-
ported cases of domestic violence within families, but 
it has certainly opened channels of sharing, therefore 
bringing the issue out in the open. This will hopefully 
lead to dialogue around this sensitive issue in church, 
with a view to achieving  much-needed healing and 
reconciliation. The training has also equipped women 
with opportunities to participate in church leadership, 
including three women who have been ordained as 
pastors! 



My prayer is for God to continue using me for a great-
er impact as I share my newly acquired knowledge and 
skill for His glory and honour. 

Therefore, since we are surrounded by a great cloud of 
witnesses, let us throw off everything that hinders  and 
the sin that so easily entangles. And let us run with 
perseverance the race marked out for us, fixing our eyes 
on Jesus the pioneer and perfector of faith. For the joy set 
before Him, He endured the cross,  scorning its shame, 
and sat down at the right hand of the throne of God… 
(Hebrew 12:1-2)

THE MIRACLE CONTINUES
Wendy Dueck

It’s amazing how far faith, hope and love can take 
us. When Pamela Obonde and her son Geno ar-
rived in Winnipeg in the fall of 2020, she found us at 
Charleswood Mennonite Church. She was here to do a 
master’s degree at CMU and had a plan in place, which 
included a lot of faith, about how she would accom-
plish this. Part-time work at the university ended when 
Covid 19 hit the next spring. By then, with her friend-
ly personality, she had supportive friends at church. 
Moving from the school’s residence to Peter & Elsie 
Rempel’s home last summer was a big help. By fall she 
was back to her residence apartment, had secured part-
time community work with support agencies, and she 
continued to study and write. Geno was now in a spe-
cialized computer program at Shaftesbury High School 
and just loving it. Her husband Patrick had completed 
his masters at AMBS that spring and planned to join 
them here and be the family supporter. The pandemic 
intervened and he was stuck in Elkhart. Most of us 
know that it took a second attempt and a persuasive 
Patrick with the border officials (backed by our many 
prayers here), and he flew here at the end of February.  
We were thrilled for Pamela when she successfully 
completed her program in April, focusing on studies 
that will give her background for their ministry in 
Kenya with marginalized women. She has given back 
to our community by participating in both the adult 
education class and our worship services. Patrick also 
spoke at a recent service.

Now what? Pamela has steady community work, but 
their funds are depleted. They continue to give direc-
tion to their work in Nairobi. They would like to stay 

another year to build up some financial reserves so 
they will not be dependent on their Kenyan commu-
nity, where pastoral work is seldom paid. The pan-
demic has put a huge strain on the Kenyan people. 
The Obondes also need to save for their return plane 
tickets home. They are both in the process of changing 
from student status to obtaining official work permits 
here. Geno is happy to continue at Shaftesbury in the 
fall. They are presently looking for suitable housing as 
they will need to leave their student apartment by the 
middle of August. We as friends have seen their story 
unfold and have been amazed at the faith and hard 
work of the Obondes. We share their hope that all the 
next steps will work out.

How can we help? Charleswood folks are on the 
lookout for housing. Perhaps you have a suggestion. 
When they move the family will need basic household 
furnishings and supplies like beds, tables and chairs, 
dishes etc. Please let Elsie & Peter, Cornel & Martha 
Rempel or Ron and me know what you may be able to 
do to help. Most importantly, Patrick and Pamela are 
deeply appreciative of our prayers for them. With our 
help the miracle will continue!

CREATING A PRAYER FOR ISRAEL/ 
PALESTINE FOR SUNDAY, MAY 16 
James Friesen

This week, right before Jeff texted me about leading a 
prayer, I was reading an essay in the New York Times 
written by the Gazan author Refaat Alareer entitled, 
“My Child Asks, ‘Can Israel Destroy Our Building if 
the Power is Out?’” 

Right away, even as we hear that title, we think of 
opposing sides and different histories. But as I read it, 
I tried to pull away from the political, and tried to see 
this as the story of one father in Gaza, thinking about 
his daughter, a real story about a real family in a real 
place.

He closes the essay with the following paragraphs:

“These days, as we lie in the darkness at night, I fear 
the worst - and I fear the best. If we come out alive, 
how will my children’s psyches fare in the years to 
come, living in constant dread of the next attack?



“On Tuesday, Linnah asked her question again after my 
wife and I didn’t answer it the first time: Can they de-
stroy our building if the power is out? I wanted to say: 
‘ Yes, little Linnah, Israel can still destroy the beautiful 
al-Jawharah building, or any of our buildings, even 
in the darkness. Each of our homes is full of tales and 
stories that must be told. Our homes annoy the Israeli 
war machine, mock it, haunt it, even in the darkness. 
It can’t abide their existence. And, with American tax 
dollars and international immunity, Israel presumably 
will go on destroying our buildings until there is noth-
ing left.

“But I can’t tell Linah any of this. So I lie: ‘No, sweetie. 
They can’t see us in the dark.’”

I was reminded of our time in Gaza, how the power 
was always cut just before the bombings began and 
how utterly horrifying that experience was. And then 
there is always guilt accompanying that feeling, the 
guilt of knowing that we could just leave, and find an 
easy way out of that horror. 

A few hours after hearing from Jeff, I received an email 
from Emil, the teacher who has brought his students 
here to Winnipeg numerous times. Westgate students, 
in turn, have been hosted by his students. His school 
in Ibilin, Israel is guided by Father Chacour and Emil 
sent an open letter from Chacour. In the letter Chacour 
pleads:

“Dear friends, our faith is stronger than even before, 
that only together, we Jews and Palestians are stron-
ger than the storm. We need to accept each other, to 
respect each other’s rights, and to share the country 
together. Please keep us in your prayers and continue 
to give us your friendship and support.”

This morning, LeAnn and I joined a candlelight vigil 
with people connected to the Parents Circle, a group 
that connects Jewish and Palestinian families who have 
lost loved ones in the conflict. The message that the 
speakers gave was bleak. Robi, a bereaved Israeli moth-
er said that of course there will be a cease fire but what 
is the future of Israeli and Palestinian young people 
who have been separated from one another, who live in 
fear of one another.

So, here is my incomplete prayer shaped by all of these 
thoughts. Please pray with me.

Loving God,

Today we pray for the children of Israel/Palestine,
Who sit in bomb shelters, quietly whimpering to 
their parents,
Who sit in powerless apartment buildings, wonder-
ing when the lights will come back on,
Who sit in front of windows, watching neighbours 
attack one another.

We ask that you keep them safe, that you help them 
grow past the violence they have seen.

Loving God,

We pray for the children in Israel/Palestine,
Who are separated by walls and razor wire,
Who are separated by the misguided dreams of their 
parents,
Who are separated by hatred and fear.

We ask that you keep them safe, that you help them 
grow to see the face of the stranger as the face of a 
friend.

Loving God,

We pray for our children,
Who have been taught to believe in the lie that it is 
us and them, the righteous and the unrighteous,
Who have been convinced that justice is something 
to be fought for and that we know exactly what your 
justice is,
Who have been made to believe that the only way to 
live is to trample on the dreams of others.

We ask that you keep them safe, but also challenge 
them to look beyond what they are being taught.

For we know that the truth is as Paul writes, that 
there is no longer Greek or Jew, Israeli or Palestin-
ian, Warmonger or Peacenik, Liberal or Conserva-
tive, 

But we are one in you.



Help us to participate in this story, and give us the 
strength to rage against everything that blocks it 
from our vision.

For the sake of all the children. In Jesus’ name. 

Amen

(Shared with Charleswood Mennonite Church on  
Sunday, May 16, 2021)

ECOLOGICAL CRISIS 
Peter H. Peters 

I participated with more than twenty people from 
across Canada in a zoom conversation, arranged by 
Steve Heinrichs, on the Pope’s encyclical dealing with 
ecological crisis and the gross human rights abuses of 
the whole Amazon River basin. The biotic crisis this 
vast region is facing and the implications for all of life 
on earth are urgent. This vast region is considered the 
lungs of the earth, but those lungs are finding breath-
ing hard. Many people do not know or even under-
stand the threat.

There are Indigenous and settler people living along 
the riverways that are negatively affected by the ad-
vance of the extractive, industrial, mono culture of 
the western dominant way of life. I think the Catholic 
clergy have presented a powerful document that is 
worthy of our attention in a similar way that the pro-
phetic messages of the OT are. I felt the Spirit of God 
speaking. 

Each of the participants was asked to write a reaction 
to indicate how we were going to try to respond to 
what we had learned. My commitment was to draw my 
learnings to the attention of my church. 

Thanks for paying attention to this.

Response 
Western hubris has gotten us into our current climate 
crisis, backed by the false reasoning of racist philoso-
phies and pseudo sciences. Even when the theories and 
philosophies are proven to be false, white supremacy 
continues. Many have no idea that by not making a 

change, they are maintaining a system of oppression 
based on notions of white supremacy. I must often re-
mind myself: The journey is the destination; a thought-
ful process is essential to producing the best outcome. 
For a thoughtful process to occur, we need all voices 
with connections to the Amazon to be empowered 
to participate at the table for problem solving. This is 
where diversity comes in. We must hear from all the 
residents of the river byways, the settlers, traditions, 
science of plants, fungi, soil and rocks, the ways of 
animals, an understanding of the ways of river flows 
and more. 

White supremacy must be converted from seeing west-
ern industrial ways as the most important value. Nor-
malized systems of white oppression and white people 
will need a large dose of humility to enable them to 
deconstruct their own power and sense of superiority 
within the existing structured systems of oppression.

Jesus taught his disciples to not rule over one another 
as the Gentiles do but instead that each should be-
come the servant of the other. This humility applies 
to creation as well. Our future depends on treating 
members of the whole community of creation as our 
relatives. The question remains: How can we become 
good relatives?

Some Specific Response Details:
1. What should be emphasized and promoted is the 

understanding that all life is a web of connections 
which are interdependent. This involves the con-
nection between one life and another, but also the 
connection with the material world of water, land, 
rocks, air, soil, temperature, light, etc. All this is 
awesome! Humans are part of this web of life. 

2. The world is experiencing a Climate Crisis that 
is caused by humans and may result in the mass 
extinction of life on earth. This period of human 
history is called the Anthropocene Period. This cri-
sis is affecting the Amazon Biome in a particularly 
serious way. 

3. Indigenous people who have lived here for thou-
sands of years are dislocated and hurting. The poor-
est and most marginalized people on earth suffer 
the most from corporate imperialism’s extraction, 
depletion, and poisoning of the earth’s natural 
resources.



4. Our understanding of God is that the God of Cre-
ation has a passion for life on earth. Jesus of history 
had a passion for God and for the Kingdom of God. 

5. The Romans of the first century boasted about the 
peace Rome had established in the Roman Empire. 
Pax Romano was so-called peace brought about 
through conquest, control, and domination. John 
Dominic Crossan, biblical historian and theologian, 
draws attention to the appearance of Caesar Au-
gustus and the Empire theology of domination. He 
says that it is important to note the words used to 
describe Caesar Augustus. Crossan says that Jesus 
responded in a non-violent revolutionary way and 
draws attention to the paradigm shift needed to 
understand the mission of Jesus. The kingdom of 
God will come about only so far as we co-operate 
with God. Crossan names this co-operative collab-
oration. 

6. Bible scholars show that within this old epic (OT), a 
new dimension of thought with very different values 
of empire emerged with a vision that had universal 
appeal. In this sacred story the Jews now saw love 
as the primary nature of God; and they saw social 
justice as the goal of God. The leaders of the cov-
enant people were not to be identified with power 
images but with a caring, empathetic compassionate 
God. Justice in the OT must always be understood 
as Distributive or Restorative Justice in contrast to 
Retributive or Punitive Justice. 

7. Through the centuries, followers of Jesus have 
found that Jesus is alive when their attention is 
focused on offering hospitality, care, and friend-
ship for those who are weak, vulnerable, and 
alien. In this call of the Pact of the Catacombs, I 
want to be specific about Amazon Crisis details in 
Charleswood Mennonite Church.

8. Instead of making us aware every Sunday that we 
are on Treaty One territory, I’m going to suggest 
that we are on the earth that the God of Creation 
loves, nurtures, and cares for. This Creator God is 
also the God of Justice who cares for the people of 
the Amazon. 

9. We must bear witness to this crisis collectively. We 
need to listen, pray, think, share actual stories of 
environmental concerns and collectively interpret 
the call of God for our time.

MARRIAN ZACHARIAS (NÉE WIELER)
September 27, 1944 – April 19, 2021

Marrian Zacharias was born 
in the small community of 
Mistatim in northern Sas-
katchewan, the first of eight 
children born to Susan and 
Jake Wieler. By the time she 
was of school age her family 
had relocated to Steinbach, 
Manitoba, the first of sub-
sequent moves to Winnipeg 
and Sydney. A positive and 
formative experience at age 
seventeen was her attendance 
at Elim Bible School on the 
invitation of a friend. This clarified and grounded her 
in her Christian faith, which she faithfully embodied 
throughout her life.

A period of employment as a live-in aide to a polio vic-
tim in Winnipeg followed. A great deal was demanded 
of her in this role, but she prevailed and derived benefit 
from the experience. Sustaining her in this was her 
active involvement in the church she had sought out 
(now Nassau Street Church), where she was baptized 
and met Leslie, who was to be "the love of her life." The 
two were married in 1968, and soon moved to Win-
kler, where Leslie assumed a position at Garden Valley 
Collegiate and Marrian worked in Early Childhood ed-
ucation. They joined Pembina Mennonite Fellowship, 
where they were blessed with many lifelong friends. In 
2010 Leslie and Marrian moved to Winnipeg, where 
they became active members of Charleswood Menno-
nite Church. 

Some significant challenges were part of Marrian's life. 
Her father passed away when she was nineteen, leaving 
her mother to provide for Marrian's seven younger 
siblings under trying circumstances. At the age of 
forty-nine, Marrian broke her hip and had to deal with 
rehabilitation and further surgeries over a period of 
years. She overcame these and the other hardships she 
encountered.

Marrian's family was central to her life, including three 
children whom she delighted in and to whom she was 
devoted: daughter Lauren was born in 1971, followed 
by Paul in 1975 and Robert in 1977. This has come to 



include marriage partners and six grandchildren - 
each beloved and a source of pride and joy. A recent 
and particular source of satisfaction and enjoyment 
for Marrian was witnessing the interest in sewing and 
quilting to which she had introduced each grandchild.

Marrian had exhibited interest in visual art early in life 
and later pursued sketching and painting. She also be-
came a skilled potter. She established a basement stu-
dio where she produced pottery for sale and provided 
instruction in wheel thrown pottery. She also became 
a devoted quilter and participated in the formation of 
an active group of quilters named the "Barnswallow 
Quilters". After their children had left home and the 
use of personal computers was popularized, Marrian 
determined to become computer savvy and became the 
household IT support by dint of her determination and 
persistence.

Marrian declared that she loved her life. She was secure 
in the love of her family and her faith. We are grateful 
to God for who she was, what she meant to us, and the 
life she lived.

OUR EXPERIENCE WITH SPONSORING 
THE SHAW FAMILY
Jake Rempel

We had a wonderful experience sponsoring a refugee 
family from Laos. We became friends, mentors, and 
financial helpers to people who desperately needed all 
three. When MCC appealed to Canadian Mennonites 
to assist refugees, who were living under difficult cir-
cumstances in Laos, we along with our daughters Kim 
and Vaughn, made the decision to step forward and 
help.

It was 1979 and the airports were filled with sponsors 
waiting for their families to arrive. The refugees were 
referred to as “boat people.” On November 8, 1979, we 
drove to the airport not knowing who we were going 
to meet. We waited for our name to be called. We knew 
only that we were getting a family of four. It wasn’t long 
before we were met by a mother, a young boy of five 
years, and two daughters. They had just arrived from 
Edmonton where they had been for several days, wait-
ing to be assigned to a sponsoring family.

So here they were, all outfitted in warm clothing and 
looking anxious but also relieved to have finally arrived 
at their destination. After introductions, we put them 
in our cars and drove to an apartment that we had 
rented and furnished for them. Jean had purchased 
groceries for them but wasn’t sure what types of food 
they preferred. The apartment was located near the 
Laura Secord School, where the ESL program was 
already in place. We had them for dinner the next day, 
where we learned more about their life, their treacher-
ous journey to freedom, and their expectations for the 
future.

The first challenge was to learn to communicate. Saur-
det (sur-a-day), the five year old boy, was eager to take 
chances with words and learned quickly. Jean virtually 
lived with the family for the first year. She introduced 
them to shopping for groceries, banking, dental care, 
getting medical cards, riding the bus, and so many 
other things we take for granted.

We celebrated birthdays, went to ball games, took them 
to the beach, and of course celebrated Christmas with 
them. We enrolled the children in Westgate Menno-
nite Collegiate where they all graduated with excellent 
marks. Approximately a year after they arrived, Vene 
(the mother) asked for a meeting with us. She shared 
that she had two more daughters whom she had sent 
out of Laos when there was so much violence. They 
had gone to Thailand. She asked if we would help bring 
those daughters to Canada, so they could be reunited 
with their family.

I made contact with the immigration department to 
begin the process. Fortunately Jake Epp was minister 
of immigration at the time. This was helpful. After 
much paperwork and several meetings in Ottawa, the 
girls were reunited with mother and family. After three 
years of being in Winnipeg, we arranged for them to 
buy their own home on Dominion Street, which was 
close to Gemini clothing company where Vene worked. 
After a good number of years the family left Winnipeg 
for Toronto. They used the equity in the home to buy 
new homes in Mississauga.

Our friendship with this family has grown over the 
years. We watched the children grow up and be-
come responsible and accomplished adults. They 
are all well-educated and working at professions of 
their choice. A highlight was assisting the three girls 



with their wedding plans; they were all married in 
Charleswood Mennonite Church. Fast forward to 
today. One of the daughters, Sue, lives in Hong Kong 
and is in an executive position in a manufacturing 
company. Jean, another one of the daughters, worked 
as a nurse in Toronto until recently when she lost a 
courageous battle with cancer. Dara, another daughter, 
became a pharmacist in Toronto and her sister Mimi is 
living in Minneapolis and has a career in social work. 
Suradet, their younger brother, went on to university 
after Westgate and is now a professor of medicine at 
the Rady Faculty of Medicine in Winnipeg. A month 
ago, he became the chair of the global public health 
organization. He is frequently quoted on CBC radio.

The relationships we have made with each person in 
this family, have greatly enriched our lives. At a family 
gathering in Toronto, which we attended, they asked us 
why we had chosen to sponsor a family. We responded 
that they were a gift given to us, and that this was also 
an opportunity to return the kindness that was given 
to our parents when they had to flee their homeland 
in Ukraine. Suradet said, “We are who we are today 
because you took a chance on us. We went from having 
nothing, to having everything.”

JAM AND MOM
James Friesen 

My dad and I are making jam. As we do, we speak of 
transformation, of the mysterious way the rhubarb 
loses its rough exterior and the magical way the sugar 
becomes melted into the red, bubbling fluid. It is true 
that I am merely a helper in this process; I stir and 
close the numerous jars, while my dad organizes the 
affair, directing the course of action in his calm and 
wise way. Maybe not much has changed since I was a 
little boy holding the ladder or directing the light while 
my dad did the repairs. If so, I don’t mind. We each 
have our place.

My dad and I began making jam when my mom 
stopped being able to. I have no idea how many times 
my mom did all of this on her own. It saddens me to 
think that I didn’t take notice of all that work; I just 
enjoyed the jam. I hope that was clear to her. I think it 
was. I’ll have to think it was.

I wonder if my dad has similar thoughts as he makes 
the jam. Did he appreciate her work as much as he 
does now? Can anyone appreciate anything fully before 
a loss? When my mom died, they had been married 
sixty-three years. Truly, they had grown together much 
like two trees which lean on each other for support. 
Now one of those two trees is gone and the other is 
trying to regain its balance. His memories are not my 
memories. His pain is not my pain.

In some ways my mom’s funeral is difficult to remem-
ber. I was told by a friend to be sure to be present and 
alive during the funeral as it is a time of wonder and 
meaning. Still, it was a blur of words, images, and 
music. However, some things stick out. My daughter 
quietly crying behind me. My son’s awkward yet caring 
attempt to comfort her. My brother’s strong voice mak-
ing it through the last of our tribute. My wife’s tender 
touch as I stood beside the open coffin.

I remember standing above the freshly dug ground in 
the cemetery, all of us taking deep breaths as the coffin 
lay at the bottom of the grave, and then my dad break-
ing the silence by saying, “Now everyone say goodbye 
and let’s go.” It felt odd getting into our warm cars as 
we left my mom in the cold ground. How many times 
had she covered me with a blanket or an afghan and 
now I just left her. I kept repeating with the poet Aud-
en, she “disappeared in the dead of winter” and the day 
of her death “was a dark cold day.”

Before the funeral, we had a private viewing for our 
family. What I remember most was not her face or her 
dress or the coffin. It was her hands. These were the 



hands that could play piano so beautifully, the hands 
that cut chicken noodle soup noodles, the hands that 
pulled me away from that snake charmer in India, the 
hands that waved to me so many times as I walked to 
school. When I was young, I had many migraines and 
these were the hands that would hold my head and 
make the pain subside. And now these hands were 
resting, not moving at all, as still as stone. 

So, as I stir the jam, I think about my own hands and 
how they will one day be cold and still. I listen to my 
dad’s gentle commands and I think about my mom and 
all she gave to me and to our family. I look at the dark 
red jam boiling in the pot and I marvel at the beauty 
and richness of life and how God will transform all of 
this, has already transformed it, and I pray for eyes  
to see.

Send in your stories, reflections, news, etc.  
to Pat Turenne or Joel Rempel for the next  
issue of The Grapevine

thegrapevine.cmc@gmail.com


