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Remembering Al Gerwing, a man who touched many lives
By Steve Buttinger

It is an honour to be able to say a
few words on behalf of and about Al
Gerwing, my uncle and godfather.
Al’s life has touched many people and many communities. I know
many of you here tonight are among
those he has taught or included in
one of his many concerts, musicals
or fundraising drives. As a kid in
Lake Lenore I remember Christmas
and Easter holidays when Al would
come home and tell his nieces and
nephews about the wonderful kids
he was teaching in Wainwright,
Alta. This community has held a
special place in his heart ever since
and I know the feeling is mutual as
many Wainwrighters made the trip
to be here at Al’s funeral.
I was fortunate to have Uncle
Al as my Grade 12 English teacher
at St. Peter’s College in Muenster.
I didn’t realize it at the time but Al
volunteered to teach at the college
so that one of the priests could be
freed up to go to the missions in
Brazil. Fr. Andrew, as editor of the
Prairie Messenger, in his editorial
declaring Al the Churchperson of
the Year for 1996 summed up Al’s
presence at the college this way,
“The monastery and its pride and
joy, St. Peter’s College, hardly
knew what hit them. The monks,
known for their orderly lives, met a
man who was unstoppable, whose

a priest died years ago, Fr. Sylvester
Vredegoor received some of his
clothes and took them with him
when he went to work in the Brazil
mission. Tragically, a few years
later, Fr. Sylvester was killed in a
motorcycle accident in Brazil. Now,
on one of Al’s visits, even the poor
of Brazil noticed the state of Al’s
wardrobe and he was given some of
Fr. Sylvester’s clothes.
Switch now to another part of
the world a year or so later. Al is in
Germany — fundraising for Brazil
of course, when he meets an elderly
gentleman. Al starts a conversation
with him and when he informs the
man that he is from Canada, the fellow says — Canada, I had a cousin,
a priest who went to Canada but he
died years ago. You wouldn’t have
heard of Fr. Paul Kuehne, would
you? Al turns over the waistband of
his pants and says, “Know him?
I’m wearing his underwear.”
When I think of Uncle Al I am
often reminded of St. Francis of
Assisi. Both of them gave up all
forms of physical comfort in order
to share with the poor. It was this
drive to help the poor in South and
Central America that consumed his
life for the last years. Knowing that
Al wouldn’t be with us forever,
Marina and Wally came up with the
idea of starting a foundation in Al’s
name. The goal is to build a base of
capital that could be used to carry on

Al’s projects after, as he would say,
“he was gathered up to his ancestors.” Well, that time has come and I
want to thank Marina and Wally for
having the foresight to initiate the
Foundation. If you believe in Al and
his passion to help “the poorest of
the poor,” I would ask that you consider making a donation to the
Alphonse Gerwing Charitable
Foundation in his memory.
The stamina and enthusiasm that
Al had for his projects in Brazil

levels of energy utterly amazed
them. Soon he had the students
excited about putting on serious
plays. And to be a member of the
glee club was considered an honour. Before long, monks and students and adults in the area were
taking up stringed instruments or
singing in adult choruses that won
CBC national awards. He started
an orchestra, introduced bands into
the public school system, and was
teaching the Orff and Kodaly
methods of music education.”
When his teaching years ended
in 1979 he went down to Brazil to
see firsthand the project that he
helped to create by freeing up a
priest from the Benedictine com-

munity. As Fr. Andrew put it, “The
exposure to the poorest of the poor
hit him as a cry from heaven. He
became an apostle of social justice,
and the great bishops who preached
liberation theology became his
heroes. A steady stream of protest
letters began making their way to
Cardinal Joseph Ratzinger (now
Pope Benedict) and Pope John Paul
II arguing on behalf of the poor.”
As we all know, he did not hesitate
to do whatever needed to be done.
Al made many trips to Brazil to
oversee and check on the progress
of the projects that he had agreed to
sponsor and fund. This brings me to
a delightful — and true — story that
could only happen to our dear Al.
Forgive me as I know many of you
know the story already but it bears
repeating. If you knew Al at all you
knew that his wardrobe was rather
limited. Al was rather frugal and fit
right in with the Benedictine monks
at Muenster who take the vow of
poverty. There, when one of the
monks dies, his clothes are passed
on to another monk. I still remember
from my college days that all of
your clothes had to have your name
sewn on so that it got back to the
original owner. Well, the same
applies to the monks at the abbey as
their clerical garb all looks the same.
And in the spirit of poverty, when a
monk died, his clothes would be
recycled to another monk. So when

bought a farm in Minnesota, there
about ten or fifteen miles out of
Owatona, Sommerset, Minnesota.
And there we farmed for, oh I just
don’t remember how many years
and then the kids started growing
up and the boys were getting big
and my Dad said, well, he couldn’t
get enough land where he lived
and he come to Canada with his
brother Albert and they each got a
homestead here in Canada. And
then when they came back to
Minnesota, well, then he started

getting everything ready and we
moved to Canada with the whole
family and we went on the train
and my Dad brought some cows
and horses and my Mother she had
lots of food, meat and sauerkraut
and everything you could think of.
The meat, we always butchered a
pork and then all the nice meat she
would fry it and pack it in a big
crock and then she had some hot
lard and she would pour that over
that meat and that would get cold
and everything sealed up nice.

And the meat kept very good so
we had lots to eat. Then when we
came to Muenster, I can very good
remember that. There was a man
there with a camera and he
snapped pictures of....it was a
penny a picture, that’s all it was.
And you know he snapped my sister Martha and me, I still have the
pictures, when we were about 4
and 6 years old. And then when
we got to the place where my Dad
bought the land in Saskatchewan
there was no house or nothing

there. There was a neighbour
there, two people that had no children, right close and they took us
in with all those kids and everything and we stayed at their place
until my Dad and the boys, Peter
and Vidas helped him, they built,
oh something like a granary so we
had a roof over our head. It wasn’t
very big but we could get in there,
all, so they built this place and
then when that was ready, good
enough for us to move into our
own place, we all moved in there
and well, we didn’t have much but
my brother Pete, he was a very
good shot and there were a lot of
rabbits and prairie chickens and he
was out with the 22 all the time
and he furnished us with meat so
we didn’t have to go hungry. And
then my brother, Vidas, the oldest
boy, he got a job right away. He
worked for Mr. John Brinkmeier
so then my Dad only had two boys
at home and Joe wasn’t, you know
that old yet. And there was no
school around at all and we were
getting ready, about five or six of
us to be able to go to school and
there was no school so my Dad
built a little shed, just like a granary and made a school out of it.
He hired a teacher from Wilmont
and she was teaching us and some
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Al in his flower garden

Mary Bauml shares her memories of growing up on the prairies

Today’s date is Sept. 3, 1994.
My name is Mary Bauml. I was
born on Sept. 20, 1903, to Joseph
and Anna Skalicky in Owatonna
and I was born a twin. We were
two little girls, one was Agnes and
I was Mary but unfortunately little
Agnes only lived about ten days
and she died. And we were so little, my mother said that she could
put us in a little shoe box. Each
one was in a little shoe box. I survived and my sister died so....It
would have been nice if she could
have lived, but she didn’t. And
then I had three brothers, Vidas,
Peter and Joe and sisters, Annie,
Clara and myself, Mary, Martha,
Josie and Bertha. So we were
quite a bit family and we lived in
Minnesota in Owatona and my
Dad and his brother-in-law, they
ran a, well it was something like a
beer parlour in Owatona. And the
family, my Dad’s, my father’s
family we lived upstairs and the
beer parlour was downstairs so
I’m sure that my mother had lots
to do to watch all those kids running up and down the steps. And
then after some time my Dad, he

This interview was done by
Mary’s daughter, Joan (Bauml)
Allen. Mary Bauml died on May
18, 1995, at the age of 91 years.
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Remembrances have much material to draw on
By Carl Gerwing

The problem with talking
about Al is the sheer amount of
material that one can draw on. I
will try to be brief and I can
assure everyone else that wants
to talk that there will be more
than enough to speak about
without having to worry about
repetition.
Al was born February 28,
1923, on the family farm here in
Lake Lenore, the 10th child of
John and Amalia Gerwing. When
Al was five, Pa and Ma moved the
family with the exception of their
firstborn, Ewald, to a farm in
Nebraska. The move happened in
1928. Speak of bad timing. The
following year the stock market
crashed. That year also saw the
start of the Great Depression and
the drought which turned the
American and Canadian plains
into one huge dust bowl. I mention these facts because they
played a significant part in the formation of Al.
Memories of the hardship and
the poverty of those years stayed
with Al throughout his life and
he was always thankful for Pa
and Ma’s decision to bring the
family back to their farm in Lake
Lenore in 1933. In the years
since then, Al would almost
invariably call me on November
22 and remind me that it was
another anniversary of our return
to the promised land.
When Al was very young he
contracted rheumatic fever and
he suffered from the effects of
that illness for the rest of his
life.
From the time he was very
young, Pa and Ma recognized
that Al was an extraordinary
child and exceptional student.
When he was starting Grade 7,
they sent him to Grandpa and
Grandma Schulte and Aunt
Louise in Marysburg to attend
school and study music with
Aunt Louise. That experience too
had a profound effect on Al’s
formation. He always had great
love and respect for his grandparents and Aunt Louise and it
was there that he received his
first grounding in music, which

became such a force in his life.
Ironically, 75 years later Aunt
Louise was still there looking
after Al in his final illness and,
on behalf of the family, I thank
Aunt Louise and Greg Schulte
for the dedicated and loving care
they gave Al in his final illness.
He could have had no better people or place to spend his last
days.
Al took his Grade 9 at St.
Peter’s, Grades 10 and 11 at
Lake Lenore and Grade 12 again
at St. Peter’s and then off to
Normal School. He began his
teaching career in 1942 at
Carmel in a one-room school,
67 students and the princely
salary of $700 a year.
In 1945 he became an assistant to the school superintendent,
Pat Murphy, and stayed there
until 1952, when he went to
Annaheim as principal. There he
started the men’s choir which
achieved considerable distinction
and this became a pattern in the
various communities in which he
lived. Always, he founded musical groups and made a host of
friends, and those friendships
lasted all his life.
Al then went firstly to
Humboldt as principal and then to
Wainwright from 1957 to 1962. It
was there that he started producing
musicals. In 1962 he joined the
Benedictine community at St.
Peter’s Abbey and taught high
school until the school closed in
1972. He then taught music in
Muenster until 1987. During all his
sojourns in the communities in
which he lived, music immediately
flourished. He had the ability to
inspire people to dig into themselves and discover talents that
they never knew they had.
In 1979 Al went to a Brazil
mission founded by the
Benedictines and Ursulines and
experienced a culture shock that
ignited a passion in him which
became his crusade for the rest of
his life. The condition of the poor,
the dispossessed and the
streetchildren cried to heaven for
justice and Al answered the call.
His efforts to help the poor and
the oppressed are legendary. He
gave everything he had, including

the shirt off his back. Some people found his relentless pursuit of
the cause to be somewhat troublesome but Al felt that it was necessary to awaken our consciences
— to our obligation to the hurting
and the downtrodden. We do have
a duty to help those who cannot
help themselves and we should
remember that in giving we
receive more than we give.
In Brazil, as he had here, Al
established a rapport with the
children. All his life he had a
childlike quality which children
instinctively recognized and
were drawn to and he was happiest when he was with them.
Nothing was more ex citing to
him then opening the mysteries
of the universe to their inquiring,
bright young minds.
After he became involved in
Brazil, Al used the musicals to
raise money for the Brazil projects
in all of the communities in which
he lived and taught. He founded
musical organizations whether
they were choirs or presenting
musicals, all were phenomenally
successful artistically and financially. In many instances, the
musicals were a unifying force in
the community. In one instance he
did the Sound of Music in Pincher
Creek, Alta. Pincher Creek had
been known as a dysfunctional
community because of the dislike
religious denominations had for
one another. Al cast a minister’s
wife who had a particular dislike
for Catholics as a nun. By the time
the production was over, everyone
was talking to everybody else and
the animosities had disappeared.
The town newspaper had an editorial on the amazing transformation
that had taken place. I spoke to a
friend of Al’s in Pincher Creek
this past Sunday and she told me
that the change that took place became permanent and that Pincher
Creek is a much more harmonious
community as a result of the
things Al did in his time there.
That incident really exemplifies what Al was about. All of
his life he worked to improve the
human condition and to influence people to be more caring
and better than they thought they
could be.

Al has kept his promises
Continued from page 1

reminds me of Robert Frost (whom
Al introduced us to in Grade 12
Literature). The refrain of one of his
poems reads, “The woods are lovely,
dark and deep/ But I have promises
to keep/ And miles to go before I
sleep/ And miles to go before I
sleep. Al has kept all his promises,
he has travelled countless miles and
now he has earned his sleep.
When Al’s health started to fade,
I e-mailed relatives and friends of
Al’s to let them know. These e-mails
were then forwarded to others and in
the course of the last week I received
many replies — a few of which I
would like to share with you.
1. I do understand how sad all
of you must feel in Al’s extended
family. He is a good man, a beautiful human being, a man of faith
and a bearer of hope and love.
There is no one who has not been
blessed for knowing him — and
they are so many, countless. Greg
tells me that he is at peace within
himself. I am so glad.
Fergal Nolan

2. Dear Steve and all relatives
of our dear Al,
It was with a heavy heart that
we received the news here in
Brazil of Al´s passing. Although
we were prepared, one thinks at
times that certain people will never
die and Al was one of them.
We have contacted many
friends here and all feel so keenly
the loss. Know that we are with
you at this time with our prayerful
solidarity. If you could send us
details of the funeral, the eulogy
etc. we would be so grateful.
On Nov. 21 we were planning a
celebration to commemorate the 15
years since Fr. Sylvester died. Now
we also want to include Al in this
with special mementos, testimonies,
pictures etc.
No doubt Al will be leading the
heavenly choirs now and probably
bugging the Big Ones to make sure
Rainbow of Hope continues to
receive help!
With my sympathy and gratitude
for the richness Al has put into our
lives and the lives of so many of
our Brazilian friends.
Claire Novecosky, OSU
3. He was indeed a great man. No

Beloved uncle left an imprint on our hearts
By Marina Lawrence

I first met Al at my Aunt
Sophie’s wedding. He was a gangly 13-year-old and had been
assigned the task of taking care of
me. Apparently he could only
keep me quiet by constantly walking me up and down, so he missed
all the festivities. He didn’t usually
hold grudges but he was still complaining about this just this spring
when he was in Winnipeg.
That was the beginning of our
close, but sometimes stormy relationship. He said he lost his hair
while giving me piano lessons, but
I happen to know that receding
hairlines run in the Gerwing family, so I’m not to blame.
Our relationship developed
gradually over time. He would
sometimes pick me up for the
weekend when I taught at Arras
school and he taught in Annaheim.
We’d go to Saskatoon for a concert

and he would talk to me about
books that I should read, or music
that I should listen to. The teacher
in him was on duty 24 hours a day
and he never lost an opportunity to
impart his love of languages, poetry, music, and, above all, his faith.
He paid frequent visits to Winnipeg, especially when my dad was
still alive, and he often spent Christmas with our family. Our children
got to know him well. We always
knew he was special, but it wasn’t
until my husband and I accompanied him on his last trip to Brazil 3
years ago that we realized the huge
impact he had on people — especially those of his beloved Alagoas.
They kept coming to see him and he
always had time for them. Word
spread very quickly that “Thomas is
here.” He had little time to rest and
was exhausted at the end of the day,
But I have never seen him smile as
much as when he was in Brazil, giving and receiving huge “embracos.”

When my brother Roman and I
cleaned out his house we found his
thoughts and often quotes, always
about social justice issues — all
written on the backs of old envelopes, or on little scraps of paper. Al
never wasted anything. When he
wrote a letter it was always on the
back of something else. He simply
was not a consumer. He always said
that humans should not leave a big
footprint on the planet. I don’t think
he realized what a huge imprint her
was leaving in our hearts and on our
social consciences.
A cousin of ours used to delight
Al with her surprise Christmas
wreaths left on his door when he
wasn’t home, and usually with a
saying on them involving the word
“Al” i.e. “O Come AL Ye
Faithful.” (He loved plays on
words). I suggested that when he
died she could make a wreath that
said “NOAL.” We’ve now come
to the season of “NO AL.” There

is a huge void where he was just a
few short days ago. But, we can
help fill that void by keeping his
work alive in our care and concern
for the underprivileged and marginalized in our society.
He told me a short while ago
that he didn’t want to die until the
Gerwing Foundation had half a
million dollars in it. When it began
to look as though that would soon
happen, he said he’d really like to
see a million dollars in it before he
died. His reach always did exceed
his grasp. But God, in His wisdom,
had other wonderful plans for him.
Sir Francis Bacon, in his
reflections said “I worry that on
my journey through life, my soul
has not followed me.” I know that
on Al’s journey his soul followed
him every step of the way.
What a party there is in heaven
today, and what an example he left
for us all! Al, you have always
been my hero.

doubt many words will be said and
written about him in the next while.
The very best that can be said
about him was that he was an
ordinary man who did extraordinary things.
He was not born to greatness
— he made his own greatness —
and I think most of the time without ever being aware of its eventual effect or ubiquity.
The number of lives he touched
in his time is legion and he will be
remembered long after you and I
are gone.
Mary Morgan

4. As I look back on my memories of Alphonse, I become aware
of the rich legacy he has left, not
only in our home area but through
much of Canada and even into the
rest of the world. His encouragement enriched many thousands of
people, young and not-so-young,
who came under his influence.
Here is a man who did not just
preach social justice; he showed
the way in his actions. Sure he was
a stubborn man, but he used that
trait to see projects through to the
end despite the negativity of others
around who said his plans were
just pie in the sky.
I am especially fond of remembering his influence at St. Peter’s
College in the many years he devoted to the students in order to free
priests for mission work in Brazil.
He raised the cultural atmosphere in
ways the monks simply could not
do, had maybe lost somewhere
along the way.
His unfailing generosity of
mind and spirit demands recognition. I think the Order of Canada
is not enough tribute to him. If
anyone deserves a declaration of
sainthood, here is a candidate I
would support wholeheartedly.
Surely, he is among the best that
Lake Lenore has ever produced. I
am proud of the fact that I carry
the same name.
Jim Gerwing
(from the Pete Gerwing outfit)

I too feel blessed that he has
been part of my life. I can’t help
but think that our savior’s words
were meant for Al when he said,
“Well done, good and faithful
servant.”

Al at Thomas More Symposium
in Germany

Saints still dwell among us

Dear family and friends of
Al Gerwing,
I had the fabulous opportunity to attend St. Peter’s College
in the 1960s to be educated by a
community of spectacular, dedicated men. Even as a temporary
Benedictine monk in the abbey
community, it was obvious that
Brother Thomas was outstanding, a dynamic force, a true
Renaissance man.
Al Gerwing’s interests in literature, poetry, philosophy, drama
and music were passed on to his
students. Bro. T. was incredible!
Even among teenaged boys, he
appeared to be the one with
unbounded energy. Music and
drama were alive. I still delight in
remembered images of Bro. T.
reciting poetry, leading the choir
or directing a musical. How fortunate we were!
I give prayerful daily thanks
for the gifts and ideals that Bro.
Thomas and his brother monks
instilled in us.
Through the years I followed
Al’s activities through articles in
the Prairie Messenger by him or
about his work. His wide-ranging interests included globaliza-
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tion and the local foods movement long before these issues
were publicized or well-known
in the popular press. His tireless
work for the poor and dispossessed was motivated by his constant faith, and his leadership.
Since I left St. Peter’s College
in 1965, I saw Al only once. It
was a brief airport encounter in
the early 1990s. I can’t recall our
hurried conversation. I headed to
my flight, however, with a smile
on my face, knowing that I had
been in the presence of a holy
man, the prairie activist who still
made me feel fully alive.
Al Gerwing led with authority and enthusiasm, with example and deep faith. He was a
man of virtue and principle. He
was a man for all seasons.
In a discouraging world of
feckless leaders it’s enough to
know that saints like Al still dwell
among us. I loved that man!
My wife and I are pleased to
enclose a cheque to the Alphonse
Gerwing Foundation.
Sincere condolences and
many blessings on the work of
Al’s foundation.
— Rosemary & Terry Burns

Further insights about Al

He always was an excellent student and graduated in Arts with
Distinction and Education with Great Distinction, though he only spent
two full years at university. I was there with him in those years and one
year we had to take Physical Sciences as a compulsory class. One half
of the year was devoted to Chemistry. Al had absolutely no interest in
Chemistry so he would attend the lectures but spend the time working
on debates or arranging music for the Glee Club he had started at
Newman Club. The night before the exam he got worried. I had taken
two years Chemistry from Father Xavier and the course at university
was elementary in comparison, so I went through the material with him
we had covered and we wrote the exam the next day. It was an essay
type exam and the result was that Al got an A and I got a C.
In 1989, Al was awarded the Order of Canada and I went to
Ottawa with him for the presentation. It was held at Rideau Hall
and after the dinner, people were socializing and at one point we
found ourselves next to Brian Mulroney, who was then the prime
minister. Al immediately put in a pitch for aid to Third World
countries. Mulroney gave him that look of one snake oil salesman
to another and didn’t bite.
Al has moved onto another phase of his existence and, while it
is good to grieve at his absence, we know that he is still with us in
spirit and we have all of the wonderful memories of the time we
spent with him. As Dr. Seuss said, “Do not weep because it is no
more; smile because it happened.”
We love you Al and know that you are with your God.
— Carl Gerwing

Al with Pat Gabriel visiting a friend in Brazil

Productions drew communities together
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Al was an excellent talent
scout. He planned so many interesting activities that brought
communities together.
How many children from his
Sound of Music productions were
amazed to discover their talent
and love for music and drama and
have gone on to become professional singers, actors and debaters.
So many groups gathered
around his piano to sing their
folksongs or to practise for another concert. I missed out on most
of his concerts when I left
Saskatchewan but he had given
me examples and confidence to
start my own choirs.
I lived with Al and Chuck when
they were at university and I was
at Normal School. St. Thomas
More College provided our spiritual and social life. I was quite shy
but Al drew me out and introduced

me to so many of his friends. I
learned a lot about hospitality that
year because he invited so many
friends to our little place, some to
be tutored and some just came
because of friendship.
What a bonus it was for me to
have him as the helping teacher
in the Humboldt School Unit.
He helped all the teachers
struggling in their rural schools
but being his sister gave me the
inside scoop.
One day I showed him an
application form to attend the
Trapp family Music Camp in
Stowe, vermont.
Let’s go,” he said.
Soon he had them giving concerts in humboldt and St. Peter’s
College. He was so impressed
with their life and music that all
his christmas gifts and wedding
gifts to young couples were

copies of Maria Trapp’s book. He
bought them by the case. That
was long before they became
famous for The Sound of Music
which he produced so often.
Because he had so many good
friends, our family had good
friends too. When he taught at the
college, he would bring students
who couldn’t make it home for
Thanksgiving to our house and
that was fun for us. He was
always planning happy events
that enriched our lives.
When asked what he would
like to do over again he replied,
“To teach.”
To quote St. Paul, “The life
and death of each of us has its
influence on others.”
Through your life and death,
Al, you will continue to teach us.
Help us to absorb the lessons.
— Rosemary Lalonde

Alphonse Gerwing has definitely been one of the most pivotal
influences in my life. He opened
me up to many different worlds.
One of my earliest memories
of Uncle Al was sitting beside
him on the piano bench as he
played a German waltz. His big
hands and his big voice had me
swaying beside him completely
wrapped up in the glory of music
— a beautiful, magical realm.
My older siblings had already
been brought into the glory of
Al’s beautiful refrains through his
musical productions, Valerie —
in HMS Pinafore (I was born during opening night), Sound of
Music, Greg — a pirate of Penzance, and all the musical incarnations, choirs, church celebrations and family parties.
Many years later as my family
sat in our living room and read his
many, many letters from Brazil,
Al introduced us to another
incredible world. The world of his
Brazilian friends, the world of
social justice, the world of conscientization, the world of homeless
children, the marginalized . . . all
played out in the streets and alleyways of northeastern Brazil and
the boardrooms and super markets of the first world.

My sister Maxine and I sensed
a wonderful opportunity for sharing Al’s stories in a documentary
film and we spent the next year
persuading Al to let us follow him
around in Brazil with cameras and
microphones. Only after he first
went to every community/ favella
to ask his friends if they wanted to
tell their story to a couple of
Canadians with cameras, and
received a resounding, ‘YES!’, did
he say ‘Okay, come to Brazil, but
let us be clear . . . you will make a
film about the stories of the these
Brazilians, not about me.’
And off we went, Maxine, our
friend Dermot, I and our heavy
16mm film equipment. The re search, filming and editing of the
documentary film ‘Letters from
Brazil’ became a watershed in all
of our lives. Al lead us into his
beloved Brazil, his dear friends
homes and shacks . . . patiently,
lovingly guiding us into an understanding of the world we were trying to behold . . . and he within it,
an enigma of a man, a tender picture of integrity and compassion.
The world that Al opened up
to me throughout those years was
ultimately that of a courageous,
loving man. A man willing to
connect with his heart, then con-

nect and listen to people and then
to call it as he saw it — that was
Al. To identify loudly and clearly
the contemporary issues that we
are living with, that we are a part
of. To stand up in a society sedated by ‘what is politically correct,’
by ‘what is proper,’ anaesthetized
by media, television and modern
tech gadgets, pre-occupied by our
small circles and say ‘Hey, Wake
up people! Here are some things
you need to know and think on.’
I still do not understand why Al
was so unusual. Why are so few
people willing to stand up and have
the courage to say it as they see it?
And then take action? And not be
afraid of making mistakes, of taking a difficult stance in a difficult
time? We live in interesting times.
Our concept of democracy is being
challenged. Most of us are still
learning what democracy is. Our
children are completely distracted
by video games and media . . . well
into their thirties! We are starting to
face some real shifts into how we
live our lives. This is a potent time.
This is a wonderful time. Thank
you Uncle Al for being a deeply
courageous man and encouraging
us to Wake Up! Connect . . . and
take part in this life.
— Felicity Gerwing

Uncle ‘a deeply courageous man’

Coconut Thief and family

Page 4

The Marysburg Town Crier, December, 2008 edition

Courtship begins with dance in Gerwing barn

Continued from page 1

other children from the neighbourhood who came to school there
too.
As we were growing up, my
folks, they always planted about
an acre of potatoes and a thousand plants of cabbage and us
girls, we had to keep that hoed up
and we were really busy. Our
Dad, he always had plenty of
work for us. One day we were
hoeing potatoes, Martha and I,

and then we were getting old
enough that....Quirin Puetz and
Paul Bauml, they were going to
take us to a dance in Muenster
and our Dad, well we were pretty
young. I was about 15 and
Martha was about 14 and my
Dad, he knew that we were planning on going somewhere that
night and he come out to the
potato field and he said “well
girls, you can’t go to no dance
tonight” And gosh, we didn’t sure
like that. And then in the evening
the boys came, Paul Bauml had a
Model T Ford, he come with his
Ford car and Quirin Puetz was
with him and our Dad would not
let us go with them boys. So they
went to the dance without us and
we went upstairs and we were
mad and we cried. And then that
started and then pretty soon, Paul
Bauml, he started coming over to
see me. The first time I ever met
Paul Bauml, there was a picnic in
Marysburg and they had a fortune
wheel there and I didn’t know
Paul Bauml, I just knew the
name. And there was a fortune
wheel there at the picnic and they
were selling all kinds of little

junky stuff and Paul Bauml was
there and he bought a paddle and
he won, he won such a little sugar
bowl and right out of the blue sky
he came up to me and he gave me
that sugar bowl. I was about 15
and I knew he was Paul Bauml
that was all. I took the sugar
bowl, I have it, one of the girls
have it, I don’t know which one it
is. They still have it I think.

Passion for music had a great impact
As Bro. T at St. Peter’s

By Thomus Yu

I had the great pleasure of meeting Alphonse Gerwing five years
ago, when he and Gregory Shulte
(another great musical ambassador
of Saskatchewan) invited me to
play in a music series. The venue
was this completely run-down
church one hour outside of Saskatoon, in a town called Marysburg. I
remember the ceiling of that
church had a hole in it . . . you
could see the sky from the inside.
The concert series was to be a
fundraiser to help restore this beautiful church. Thanks to Al and
many volunteers, this church is
now one of the more beautiful
structures in Saskatchewan. Greg’s
Steinway sounds incredible in
there. The audience would always
come with so much appreciation.
Al was such a generous man.
Fundraising was only part of his
incredible passions. He set up musical exchange programs between
Germany and Canada. I recently
even found out that he helped launch
Henry Loiselle’s singing career
(http://www.henriloiselle.com). Al
was also one of the first to recognize
the talent of the famous Trapp
Family Singers, and organized a concert tour in Canada for them in 1953!
In addition to his musical life, he
was also a teacher. And I thought I
was a busy guy! Furthermore, he
had done so much for people living

in Northeast Brazil, working tirelessly for their cause. The great
majority (a mix of black, American
native, and white people) are landless and are forced off the land
because an owner mechanized or
turned from sugar cane to raising
cattle. They are in the main, illiterate and are excluded from the political, social and economic life of the
numerically small middle class
elite. Al insisted that it was not a
question of charity, but of justice. It
was no surprise to me to find out
that in 1989 he was appointed a
Member of the Order of Canada,
and as well the Saskatchewan
Centennial Medal in 2005.
What I remember about Al was
his passion for music. He would
call me in Toronto with so much
enthusiasm about setting up the
Marysburg recital season. Al was
one person I never turned down,
because I always knew that he
would fill the church with so many
incredible people who were eager
to hear good music. Some of my
favourite concert memories are
from that church. He would always
sit in the area where he could see
my face. I remember seeing him in
the corner of my eye when I played
the Chopin Berceuse, just seeing
the joy in his
face.
Al would always write these
full-length let-

Al consoling Fatima and family in Brazil

ters to me and send me newspaper
clippings from the concert. He also
mentioned several times the struggles he had trying to raise money
for his non-profit organization in
Brazil. I remember one quote from
one of his letters . . . “avoid
burnout like the plague.” Haha,
even now he still knows what to
say to me!
Al’s legacy continues with his
foundation . . . all non-government-organized. If you wish to
learn more about Mr. Gerwing’s
organization, or make a donation,
please visit his website
(http://www.socialjustice.ws).
If I may be blunt for a second, I
would like to speak a bit about an
important topic . . . and Al’s passing has made me much more aware
of it. There are a lot of people in
this music world (myself included
at times) who are misguided.
I mean, they only care about the
betterment of themselves. Al was
not one of them. He was one of the
few gems that really loved music,
and wished for everyone to be
touched by it. I for one wish to be
more like him, and I strongly encourage others to do the same.
We will all miss you, dear Al.
But we certainly won’t forget you.

Al with adopted family

Al was a “hit” with all who knew him

I think Annie has it (not Mary
talking)
Maybe I don’t know. Then one
night the boys came and there was a
dance in Bill Gerwing’s barn and
Paul Bauml and Ed Litz, they both
played the violin. That was the only
music that was at that dance, them
two violins. They were sitting in the
corner of the barn there playing and
I went to the dance with my sister,
Clara and Lawrence Stroeder, they
just got....they were newly married
and then my Dad let me go along
with them to the dance. These guys
were playing the violins and then all
at once Paul he laid the violin down
and he come across the floor and he
come and asked me to dance with
him. So that’s how my courtship
started with Paul Bauml.

Can you tell more about your
courtship? What did you do?
Well he came over then pretty
near every Sunday and had dinner
with us and all kinds of....
How did he come?
With his Model T Ford. He had
a car and he was about the only boy
in Marysburg that time that had a
car so he had a lot of friends that
wanted to catch rides with him.

How did he come in the winter
time?
In the winter, he had a team of
white horses, really nice horses and
they could run like everything. In
the winter, when he would come
over to see me, well he had to come
with a sleigh, there was always lots
of snow and he had those two horses and they could run. That was
about, from my home to his home,
it was seven miles and he could
make that in twenty minutes. In
twenty minutes he’d get back
home, that’s how fast those horses

run. That was nothing hard for him
to get there in the winter. Pretty
soon you know Paul was coming to
see me, if he wouldn’t be there by
two o’clock in the afternoon on a
Sunday, then my Dad was really
anxious to see him and he would
go by the window and he would
say, “well what’s the matter with
Paul, he should be here already.”
And he really took a liking to Paul.
And then he always had lots of
work, my father did. They were
cutting brush and making wood
and he’d always hire Paul to come
and help Joe, my brother. Them
two guys would cut the wood and
then they’d saw it up in little pieces
so you could put it in the stove and
pile it up on a pile, so Paul was at
our place quite a bit before we ever
got married and I got to know him
pretty good. And then pretty soon,
well, you know Paul had no mother
from little on, the mother died and
Paul’s father, Andrew Bauml and
Paul, they were batching, three of
them. I guess they were getting
tired of being bachelors and then
pretty soon Paul he asked me to get
married and well I was not quite
twenty years old and I thought I
was pretty young to get married but
finally I decided, okay, I’ll get married. And we got married on June
12, 1923 and then...

Talk about the day.
Oh yeah, the wedding day was
very nice. It was a beautiful day
and it was sunny and windy, really
windy. And that time my Dad had
built a big barn with a big hayloft
in it and we cleaned that barn out,
swept all the dust and straw and
whatever was all in there, swept it
up and we scrubbed the floor and
that’s where my wedding dance
Continued on page 5

Support begins with relationships

I made four visits with Al Gerwing to Brazil, the first being 1999
with my wife, Louise. Wherever we went the people came flocking
to see him.
Being my first visit, I was still programmed like we were there
to do something special for the masses of poor and marginalized,
and of course I was busy taking pictures and recording data. I was
amazed at the relationship Al had with the people and also taken by
their warmth and genuine excitement of seeing him.
So in the evening, I asked Al why it was that so many people
came from far and wide to see him and why wherever he went
there was an aura of joy. He said to me, “I’ve come to visit my
friends, so why wouldn't we be happy to see each other again.”
This was his first mentoring lesson, that our support begins with
building relationships. It’s the biggest support we can be, to see the
poor not as some distant individual or group out there that needs
help, but as our brothers and sisters with whom we enter communion and mutual support.
— George Bunz
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First baby born in April
Continued from page 4

was, in that barn and Hubert Jaeb’s
orchestra was our music and we
had a real good time. Then when
the dance was over and the next
morning, the house that.....Paul
built a new house on that quarter of
land that his father gave him and it
wasn’t quite finished when we got
married so Paul had to get back
home and work on the house and I
stayed with my mother to clean
everything up from the wedding.
We slept right....we didn’t go on a
honeymoon, that was right out. So
we stayed right by my Mother and
Dad, we slept there overnight and

Al in Carmel in the ’40s

we were upstairs and they were
right below us so everything was
pretty quiet. And the next morning
then Paul went home, he had to
work on the house and I stayed at
home for two weeks after my wedding. Then when the house was finished, then we moved into that new
place. We ordered all our furniture
from Eaton’s catalogue. Stove and
bed and table and chairs and a cupboard and it was really nice. And I
really loved my home and it just
broke my heart to leave home and I
even cried.

In the house that Pa built, how
many rooms, in the new house he
built?
Our house, what Paul built, it
was just a two room house downstairs and a pantry.

What were the rooms downstairs?
A bedroom and a kitchen and
upstairs there were two rooms, two
bedrooms. So we didn’t have too
much room, it was okay when we
were alone but then, well of course,
what happened, next April, after we
were married Annie was born. I
went to the hospital at three o’clock
in the morning. She was born on
April 15 and the roads were muddy
and ice and snow and there was
nothing like gravel you know.
There were big ruts in the road and
gee, we couldn’t go with the car,
with the Model T Ford and so he
borrowed a Democrat they called
it, a buggy, from Mr.
Stroeder and a team of
horses and that’s how he
took me to the hospital
for Annie to be born.
And that was a pretty
tough trip. And then we
got to the hospital in
Humboldt, oh that was
around three o’clock in
the morning and the sister came to the door....it
was cold, it was April
but it was cold and I had
my winter coat and then
the sister said to me,
“what are you coming to
the hospital for?” She
couldn’t see that I was
pregnant. And I said
“well, I’m going to have
a baby.” Well then okay,
she took me in and they
put me in a room there
and I was beginning to
start having quite a bit of
pain and she fixed me
up and put me in the bed and went
out of the room and closed the
door. And I thought, my God, what
am I going to do. I never thought
that having a baby was what it was.
And pretty soon she come back in
and looked, checked how I was and
I said to her “well, how long is this
going to take sister?” And she said,
“oh it’s got to get a lot worse yet
than what it is now.” And oh, my
God, I’m going to die. But Annie
was born all right and she was a
nice little baby girl and then I come
home from the hospital but she was
a very fussy little baby. I don’t
know, something must have been
wrong. She cried and cried and that
was my first baby and I didn’t
know what I should do. But I think,
I didn’t do it right. I come home
from the hospital and the floor and

Al promoting his musical, H.M.S. Pinafore

everything was kind of dirty, it was
in the spring and the men were
working in the field, so the first
thing I did, I took a pail of water
and a rag and I scrubbed the floor,
which I shouldn’t have been doing
but I did. But Annie grew up, she
was fussy, she grew up though. You
should see her now. And then two
years after Annie was born, then
here Bernadette came along. And
Bernadette, I didn’t go to the hospital because Annie was just two
years old and I didn’t want to leave
here with somebody so I wanted to
stay home so Bernadette was born
at home. And then when I began to
get sick we called Dr. Ogilve and
he come and delivered Bernadette.
And she was a way smaller little
baby, she only weighed five
pounds. And that was just the
opposite, she was so good I didn’t
even know I had a baby. She slept
and slept and all I had to do was
give her a clean pants and feed her,
and she slept all the time. She was
very little but she grew up to be a
real good, big woman, you should
see her. And then after that, well
then we stopped, we didn’t have no
babies for five years. All at once,
here Raymond came along. Well
that was just what Paul wanted, a
little boy. And he was so proud
when that little boy came. Quirin
Puetz said to him, you’re so proud
now that you can hardly talk to
you, how proud you are that you
got a boy. And Raymond, well he
grew up, I just don’t remember. He
wasn’t too fussy, he was not bad.
But the rest of my kids weren’t, not
like Annie, I don’t know there must
have been something wrong with
her, she had croup for one thing,
she would always go (gasp), like
that.
Well after Raymond then Joan
came along and I can’t just remember, she wasn’t too fussy. I got used
to children by that time, even if they
did cry, it didn’t affect me so much
you know. And then when Joan was
born I had Kerry Albers hired for a

Page 5

Al planning CEAPA women’s project with Zeze and David Oke of CIDA

month at my place and then when I
came from the hospital after Joan
was born I washed my hair right
away, I don’t know, maybe I
shouldn’t have done that and if I got
water in my ear or something....my
head got just like a drum and oh, I
was like, I felt that I was, just like
my head just bust and it made me so
nervous, I just walked around the
house so nervous. And then Pa said,
well you’ve got to go to a doctor,
they’ve got to do something for that,
you can’t live like that. So he took
me to the doctor and the doctor, he
said, “well you must have wax in
your ear”and that was Dr.
Radomski. He said, “I’ll have to
squirt some oil in your ear” and I
said to him, “doctor if it gets worse
than it’s now after you squirt oil in,
it will make me crazy.” So he squirted the oil in and then, oh I was all
together, I couldn’t hear a thing.
And I said to him, “well now I’m
finished.” And then he went and got
some warm water and squirted
water in there after the oil and then
all at once everything opened up and
it was gone. So that was a big relief.
Well after that, then Clarence was
born. That was in 1937. We built an
addition to our house, it started to
get pretty small, we didn’t have
enough room. So we built an addition to our house in 1937 and that
summer I was expecting Clarence

and we had a very dry summer. We
didn’t even get feed for the cattle.
My Dad had to buy oats and hay
and everything for the cattle. And
then you know, the day when
Clarence started, when I started getting sick, Paul was way out, along
way by Buddy Schemenauer’s
fence, they were cutting the grain,
what there was and that was about a
mile away from the house and I
started getting sick and I told Annie
that she should run out to the field. I
said to Annie, “you run to the field
and tell Pa that he’s got to come
home.” So he come home, took me
to the hospital and Clarence was
born, he was boy so that was good,
Paul liked that, he had two boys.
How old was Clarence....he was
about 3 and a half years when
Dorothy came along, that was our
baby, the last one. She grew up,
she’s about the smallest one of the
girls, Dorothy is. She’s good and
healthy, she married Lorne
Hopfner, she’s in Hudson Bay,
Saskatchewan, they’re farming.
She teaches school there, substitute teaching. And Clarence he
married Lillian Gerwing and
they’re on the farm in
Marysburg. And Joan, well she
went to university and then she
worked in Saskatoon for a couple

she has stepped into a very special place — a place apart from
the world. It was the perfect setting for a concert of music that
also took the visitor into a transcendent realm of beauty.”
In memory of Al Gerwing, the
2008 instalment of the Festival
opened June 11 with a feast of
music for voices with piano and
violin. Festival friend, Robert
MacLaren, tenor, from Winnipeg,
with students Paul Wiens, baritone and Dawn Bruch, soprano,
and violinist, Caroline
Nagy-Schick filled the church
with a range of music from the
sacred repertoire to light opera
and Broadway musicals.
On July 9, the venue changed
to St. Anthony’s Church at Lake
Lenore for a concert of organ and
brass music. The Humboldt
Journal noted that Al Gerwing
was known as a “devout Catholic
who used music to honour his
faith and celebrate life.” For him,
a day without Mozart or music in
general, would have been un thinkable. We have his devotion
to music for the community to
thank for generating much of the
success of the Arts Festival.

Thomas Yu, performing in
Marysburg on Aug. 6, expressed his
admiration for the titanic achievements of the Al Gerwing legacy
starting with reflections on the magnificent restoration of the church
that resulted from the dedication of
the whole community, as it caught
fire from Al’s enthusiasm. In his
fourth appearance, the remarkable
pianist presented works by Bach,
Ravel and Debussy and Franz Liszt,
drawing on the Steinway’s powerful
strength in its dynamic range and
kaleidoscopic colour.
The season’s ending on Saturday, Aug. 16 was another triumph
of the magnificent acoustics of
the Marysburg Church venue.
Trio Colore; Kerry DuWors, violin, Rachel Pomedli, cello, and
Erica Tang, piano, presented two
of the greatest pieces of the
chamber music repertoire. The
audience thrilled to the exploration of Beethoven’s “Archduke”
Trio and Brahm’s Trio in B Major
Opus 8. As in all the other concerts the audience was thrilled by
the magnificent performance of
the artists and rose in a lengthy,
spontaneous, standing ovation!
Long live the Festival!

Continued on page 6

Long live Marysburg arts Festival!
By Gregory Schulte,
Artistic Director

At the heart of the work of a
person like Al Gerwing, is a garden of treasures. Here is where this
heroic worker gathered, endlessly
cultivated and constantly sought
the nutrient materials for his project-filled life. In Marysburg we
have Assumption Church, one of
the greatest architectural monuments of the district. It was Al’s
determination that set our community on the road to its restoration
and preservation and the Marysburg Summer Festival of the Arts
continues Al’s legacy in the presentation of live music.
In October 2005, the Town
Crier published a review of the
closing concert of that year’s season — written by Kathy Ponath.
“The architecture of a beautifully
designed and constructed church
should serve to bring visitors into
a greater sense of the presence of
God. The Assumption Church of
Marysburg is such a church. The
soaring ceiling and arched pillars
leading to the apse, the stained
glass windows and beautiful altar
make a visitor aware that he or
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Al Gerwing: PM Churchperson of the Year for 1996

Vocations usually unfold gradually. If we foresaw right from
the start all that the Lord was
calling us to live, most of us
would run away in fear. Though
following the Lord is always a bit
more difficult than we anticipate,
it is also far more joyous.
Yes, in God’s wisdom, our
vocations unfold little by little.
One of the key moments in the
missionary vocation of Alphonse
Gerwing was the call of Pope
John XXIII to First World dioceses to tithe their clergy and religious by sending missionaries to
Latin America.
Gerwing, a professional teacher,
came to the abbot of St. Peter’s
Abbey with a novel proposition.
He would teach in St. Peter’s
boarding high school for room and
board to free up a priest teaching in
the college so that that priest could
be sent to Latin America.
In his own way the monastery
took up Gerwing’s offer and, as
the expression goes, things were
never the same again — not for
the monastery nor for Gerwing.
Two monks were sent to Brazil
and “Brother Thomas” came to
live at the monastery at the very
time the Second Vatican Council
was rocking the church.
In a PM column Gerwing talks
about his transformation while
hoeing in the gardens with the
young Benedictine seminarians.

Writing about his painful experiences in the pea patch, Gerwing
noted: “To my mind everything
on matters religious had been
finally ironed out and thus people
no longer need concern themselves trying to work out what
was true and right and proper.
“And I mean everything,”
Gerwing added. “The hymns were
just right (‘Mother dear, O pray for
me’); the vestments were just right
(fiddlebacks, no less!); the devotions were just right. Everything in
the church was just right.”
But then came life with the
young monks! Gerwing recalls:
“Anywhere, anytime — in the
pea patch, hoeing corn, at recreation — they talked theology. The
council in session provided the
context, and the monks responded. They lived their theology, ate
it, worked,played, slept it.”
These conversations surprised
him (“I never before heard anyone talk theology at all except in
formal settings like sermons”)
and unsettled him (“Now to be
unsettled is painful, even when
necessary”).
But it was not only Gerwing
who changed. The monastery and
its pride and joy, St. Peter ’s
College, hardly knew what hit
them. The monks, known for their
orderly lives, met a man who was
unstoppable, whose levels of energy utterly amazed them.

Soon he had the students excited about putting on serious plays.
And to be a member of the glee
club was considered a great honour. Before long, monks and students and adults in the area were
taking up stringed instruments,
were singing in adult choruses
that won CBC national awards.
He started an orchestra, introduced bands into the public
school system, and was teaching
the Orff and Kodaly methods of
music education.
In time the college was forced
to close its high school section,
but Gerwing was not ready to
retire. In 1979 he went down to
Brazil to visit the project he had
done his part to create.
The exposure to the poorest of
the poor hit him as a cry from
heaven. He became their full-time
advocate. But he was not looking
for charity. He became an apostle
of social justice, and the great
bishops who preached liberation
theology became his heroes.
Gerwing became friends with the
streetchildren. He started to work
with those who had endangered
their lives by struggling for land
reform. To do all these things, this
retiree started to learn Portuguese.
If people were surprised at his
unstoppable energy in the ’60s,
they were floored by his energy
“in retirement.”
The one who was once per-

fectly at home in the pre-conciliar
church now became part of the
church’s “loyal opposition.” A
steady stream of protest letters
began making their way to
Cardinal Joseph Ratzinger and
Pope John Paul II arguing on
behalf of the poor, pleading with
Rome not to undo the great work
of bishops like Helder Camara,
Paulo Arns, Pedro Casaldáliga.
Gerwing made his own a line
Casaldáliga picked up from
Nicaraguan prophet Ernesto
Cardenal: “You must not write a
single line unless it is about the
obsession that will not leave you
alone.” Brazilian Dialogue, a PM
column he often writes, is usually
filled with this passion for justice.

Continued from page 5

soon they wanted to get married,
so he got married. The big wedding was in Runnymede. Vikki
was Ukrainian, a big Ukrainian
wedding. We had a real good time.
And Ray and Vikki, they’re farming right north of Marysburg and
they had six children.
And then, then Bernadette got
married and she married Artie
Schemenauer. They lived right, a
mile west from where we lived so
Artie didn’t have to far to come to
visit Bernadette. He used to come in
the winter, he would come on
horseback to visit Bernadette and as
soon as he would come, then Paul
he would take the deck of cards and
throw them on the table and we
always played Pinacle. I don’t

know if Bernadette liked that too
well because Paul was always
entertaining Artie, but we had lots
of fun. And after we quit playing
Pinacle then, well then they went to
the living room for a while and had
their nooki. And Bernadette and
Artie, oh Bernadette she was a real
hired man. She worked like a man,
she’d do anything and she just
loved it and then Paul would come
in the house and he would say, “do
you need Bernadette today? I could
sure use her.” Well then Bernadette
had to go out in the field and help
Paul and I was stuck with the work.
Annie was working out all the time
and then all at once Bernadette and
Artie, they got married and they
lived just a mile north from our

home and they had seven children,
three boys and four girls, yeah, and
they’re all doing fine. Bernadette’s
got, I don’t know how many grandchildren, twenty I guess, so. And
then there was Annie left. She used
to want to go to dances when she
was about 14 years old and you
know, we wouldn’t let her got to a
dance alone at that age and then she
always begged, come on, come on
Ma, let’s go. I want to go to that
dance. And then Paul and I, we
would take Annie to the dance,
many times and then she could have
her good time. And there doing that
she met Martin Prodahl. Well
Martin, he was a big sport and he
began to like Annie and he used to
come over and he always had some

Most of us are a bit uncomfortable with people who have
“an obsession.” They challenge
our complacency. But it is good
for us to remember that Jesus had
that same problem. No one was
indifferent to Jesus; people either
loved or hated him. Jesus even
said one day: “Blessed are they
who are not scandalized by me”
(Mt 11:6).
The list is far too long to mention all the projects Gerwing has
worked on since his first trip to
Brazil. We mention only what he
is currently working on.
He has just concluded a presentation of the Sound of Music in
Continued on page 8

Presenting at Social Justice workshop

As the children grow older they eventually marry and leave home

of years at International Harvester
and then she met this boyfriend.
She used to go and have coffee in a
little drug store there, she met this
guy, his name was Reilly Allen, he
was working in the back and they
started drinking coffee every day
and they got to know each other
and all at once they come home,
they told me they were thinking
about getting married. Well Paul,
he sure hated to see Joan leave and
be so far away from home. Reilly,
he got a job in Los Angeles,
California and that’s where he was
going to take Joan. And Paul, he
didn’t like that, that she was going
to be so far from home. He even
cried, but she went. She got married, she left from home and she
flew to California, well she never
had flown before and I was worried, how if she comes to
California, and there will be
nobody there to meet her. But
Reilly was there already, had to get
to his job. But he was there and
they got married out there in
California and well none of us
could get to the wedding that time,
I don’t know, that was a long time
ago and it was....we had too much
work and we didn’t have that much
money and we just didn’t get there
to go for the wedding. So she got
married and she’s still living in
California and Reilly got a real
good job there. He was in the Bank
of America....he worked there for
35 years. So they’re pretty well off
now and they’re doing fine, they’ve
got four children, six grandchildren, they’re fine.
Oh yeah, then Raymond, all at
once, he got a girlfriend, Vikki
Trach, she was a school teacher in
St. James. They met and pretty

Martin Haeusler family. Back, L-R: Bernard Haeusler, Clarence Haeusler, Marcellus Haeusler, Richard
Prokosch, Alphonse Haeusler. Front, L-R: George Haeusler, Rosella Hamel, Viola Lauchbaum, Ludvina
Cox and Wilfred Haeusler.

joke or something to say and he’d
come there for dinner and one time
I had a lemon pie baked and Martin
was great to praise your cooking
and then he said to me, “hey Ma,
what kind of a recipe did you use
for this pie?” It was a lemon pie. I
said....he said to me “was that your
own recipe?” And I said “yeah, I
made that recipe up.” But I really
didn’t, I bought the....the recipe was
ready mixed. And then Martin said,
“hey Anne, you got to get that
recipe from Ma, that’s really a good
pie.” So Martin, he was great for
having good meals. And I guess
that was the end of the family, that’s
all the six children.
We had lots of work on the farm.
I worked....at one time we had been
milking eight cows and....the men, I
milked but Paul helped milk all the
time too. We had been milking
eight cows and we had lots of
cream to ship, sometimes three cans
a week. And then we had gotten a
bunch of chickens, we had about
500 laying hens and that was my
job, to clean the chickens’ nests and
pick the eggs and give them the
feed and Paul would clean the
chicken coop, put clean straw in
and give them the water. I was
busy picking eggs three times a day
cause the chickens, they would
crawl in the nests, sometimes three
would crawl in one nest and if there
were eggs in them, the eggs would
get broke so we had to pick eggs
often and we sold lots of eggs. I
sold the eggs always to the Western
Produce here in Humboldt. And we
had the brown eggs and then one
time this Charlie that worked in the
Western Produce, he said to me, “is
it okay with you if I send 15 dozen
eggs to Toronto for the fair?”
Continued on page 7
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give us who
won the spell
Because he said, “you really got
down so I
good eggs, I’ll pick from 30 dozen.”
was
very
He picked 15 dozen out, shipped
happy with
them to Toronto and I got first prize
the pictures. I
on those eggs. I still got the ribbon
just had a box
some place, a nice big red ribbon. I
full of them.
didn’t get much money, I think it
And
then
was about $8.00 but I got first prize
when I got to
and so that’s how.....
be fourteen
We sold 60 dozen, sometimes
and sixteen,
more every week. Paul and I, we’d
fifteen, I went
always go to Humboldt, take the
out working.
cream and eggs to town and then
I worked by
often produce from the garden
Bill Walz’s,
besides. Those Jewish women in
by Tillie Walz
Humboldt you know, they always
for
three
Pirates of Penzance at SPC
wanted chickens and eggs and it
months, she
was a lot of work but I had a nice had that big Ackerman house and a was expecting a baby then and I
income. We didn’t have running big lot to take care of and pretty worked at their place and they had
water in our house, that was a big soon I couldn’t do that either no five fresh cows and I had to milk all
mistake we made. It was a big mis- more, take care of the house and the the cows and they had about 25 pigs
take we didn’t put it in when we lot. And so I sold the house to Allan and I had to feel them pigs and milk
were building but I guess it would Staub and I moved into Kinsmen the cows and feed all those little
have cost more money and we Court, it was just built and I’m still calves. That was a lot of work and I
didn’t have that much money so we in Kinsmen Court today and I love it got $12.00 a month for wages so I
didn’t put the running water in but here.
didn’t get too much money but I still
My grandparents were Joseph liked to do the work. Yeah and then
then pretty soon everybody had running water and a nice bathroom and Skalicky and Josephine Kubichek. when Mrs. Walz, the day she had
then I wanted a bathroom. I said to They came to Minnesota from her baby, the doctor came out there
Paul, “we’ve got to get a bathroom”, Austria when my Dad was three and he was sitting in the kitchen
all my girls had bathrooms and run- years old. Then they bought some waiting until the baby would come
ning water so from the eggs and the land and started farming and my and I was in the kitchen with the
cream, that was my money, Paul grandparents from my mother’s side doctor, I think it was Dr. Berry that
said “that money is yours, you can was Joseph Hudrlik and Anna time and he was sitting on the chair
do with it what you like.” And I got Weseley was the Grandma and they and I baked bread that day. And I
a pretty nice big bank account came from Germany and they came had the bread in the oven, about six
already. Then I said, “if you build to Minnesota and they also were loaves and it really raised up nice
that bathroom” we had to build an farming. And Grandpa Skalicky, he and I opened the oven and Dr.
addition on the north side of the was quite old and he got blind and looked and he said “did you make
house for a utility room and a bath- then my oldest sister, Annie, went to that bread?” I said “I sure did.”
room, I said, “my bank account, we the States and she stayed with And he said “Lucky the man that
can use that for that.” So that’s what Grandma and Grandpa and she had will marry you.” And then I also
we did, we really fixed our house to lead Grandpa to church every worked at Puetz’s place, Quirin
nice. It was really nice. And then morning. They lived not too far Puetz’s and Isidore Puetz’s folks in
we had a bathroom, well we really away from the church. So he want- harvest time, they needed help, they
enjoyed it but we didn’t enjoy it that ed to go to church every morning had lots of work. We worked, that
long. We only had that bathroom and then they heard of a cure for his was Rosie, my sister-in-law, my
and that two years and then blindness so they took him to brother’s wife, she always had to go
Clarence got married quite young Rochester, Minnesota, and he got an in the granary. That time they had
and well then we moved to town operation on his eyes and then he to push the wheat away, when
and then Clarences’ had it. It was could see. So they were really they’d throw the grain into the graabout two years, maybe three, and happy about that. And the Hudrlik nary and she had to sit in that grathen that was it. And then we grandparents, I don’t remember too nary, that was pretty dusty and dirty.
moved to Humboldt in 1966, we much about them but I know that Boy she sure didn’t like that job.
moved to Humboldt and we bought we used to go there when we were And then pretty soon, I was dating
Benny Ackerman’s place here in little with my mother and Dad. And with Paul, one Sunday he came over
to my folks’ place and he had his
model T Ford and then he said,
“let’s go out for a ride.” And my
sister Annie and Martha, so we went
out for a ride, Martha and Annie and
Paul and I. And it had rained that
night before and there were no gravel roads or anything, it was all
muddy and it had rained and there
were big ruts in the road, deep ruts
and then Paul always wanted me to
get under the wheel and drive, he
wanted me to learn how to drive the
car. So I got under the wheel and I
was driving and all at once the
Al at his favourite pasttime
wheels slipped into that deep rut and
Humboldt. Then Clarence and Grandma, she used to have a whole well I guess I gave the steering
Lillian, they had our house on the bunch of geese and they had such wheel too much of a turn and flew
farm. We liked it in Humboldt but big geese and the gander that was out of that rut and went right over
for a while Paul, he, everyday I with those geese, he was so mean, the road into the ditch. The car went
think for more than a year, everyday when us little kids would come there in the ditch and my sister, Annie and
he would drive out to the farm and he would go after us. And one time Paul, they flew right out of the car.
work summer fallow and help the he went after me and he got me The car didn’t tip or anything, it just
boys but pretty soon he got used to it down and he started picking me on stayed standing in the ditch and Paul
in town. He used to go to the curl- the head and then Grandpa come and Annie they flew out of the car
ing rink and play Smear with the running and chased him away. So I and Martha and I we stayed sitting
men there and he had lots of fun. didn’t like that gander very much. I in the car, but nobody got hurt. Paul
And I got used to it, we had to....the went to school until about seventh drove that car out and it was no trouBenny Ackerman house needed grade, we didn’t have much time to ble whatever. The only thing happaint inside and outside so we were go to school. Grandpa always had pened, he got one of his fingers
busy painting and cleaning it up and lots of work for us. And then he had scratched from some of the brush so
we got it to look really nice and it work, we always had to miss a day I learned how to drive a car after
really looks nice today yet. And or two every week to get some work that. And then when my brother
then four years ago, my husband done so....I was good at spelling, I Vidas, the oldest brother, he had a
got, Paul got sick and he couldn’t do could spell very good. We used to girlfriend already when he came to
nothing no more and then he was have spell downs in school and I Canada. In Minnesota he had this
sick, he got a stroke and he passed won many a holy picture. The girlfriend and then we moved to
away and then I was left alone so I teacher always had hold pictures to Canada so he went back to
Continued from page 6

Minnesota and he got married there
to this girl and he came back and
they lived just a little ways from
where my Dad lived. It was not
even a half a mile and they had a
nice little house and he had a quarter
of land then she got pregnant and
she had the baby and it was in April
the baby was born. The roads were
really bad and everything was going
all right and then all at once she got
sick and she had such pains all over
in her stomach and we had to call
the doctor. And doctor came out
and he operated on her appendix
right in there house on the table and
she was doing fine but then a nurse
was there taking care of her and they
had the windows opened too far I
guess, that’s what my mother
thought and the draft hit her and she
got pneumonia and she passed
away. She died and the little baby
was Walter and he was three weeks
old when she died and then my
mother had to adopt him and bring
him up and so he was just like a little brother to us and now he lives in
Chiliwack, BC and he’s married.
He had a family of eight children
and they’re doing fine.
When we started farming, after I
got married, the land we had was
mostly bush and well Paul he had to
break that open little by little.
Every morning in the winter, he
would take the axe and he would
walk to where he was cutting brush
and he would always save the nice
big long poles for wood and the
other stuff he would put on piles
and burnt so that was very hard
work but he always got a little bit
done. And then what was left, it
was getting so hard, he hired Mr.
Massey and he come with his brush
cutting outfit and then he finished
everything and then our quarter of
land was cleared up so that was
very hard work for Paul that time
and he had no boys or nothing like
that to help him, he had to do that
all by himself. And then after we
were married, we already had
Bernadette and Annie. Annie was
four years old and Bernadette was
two years old and then we decided
to go to Minnesota to visit my
uncles and aunts I had and cousins.
We took the two little girls along
and there was my mother and Dad
went along and Quirin Puetz and
Martha and they had Delores, one
child and Martha was expecting, so
we all went to Minnesota. Well we,
Paul and I, Paul drove my Dad’s
car, it was a Dodge, a big Dodge.
And Quirin Puetz, they drove with a
Model T Ford and we were going
through North Dakota and there
was a cloud burst there and the
roads were just terrible. There were
such deep ruts in the road and it was
all gumbo and oh, my goodness.
We had an awful time to get
through there. One place where we
had to go, the bridge was washed
out and we didn’t know we could

Page 7

go, the bridge was washed out. So
they went and on the railroad, and
we drove over that place where the
bridge was washed out on the railroad, so we could keep on going, so
that was really a tough trip. And
then we were driving to get further
on and here Paul was driving and
here was the train going past and he
was very interested in the trains all
the time and he was the driver but
he was watching the train, that was
something he shouldn’t have been
doing but he did. And he was on
the wrong side of the road and here
comes a little, such a little Model T
and they ran together with the
Dodge and the little Model T and it
was a guy that was selling
Lifesavers, well they crashed
together, nobody really got hurt.
The man in that little Model T, he
just got, I don’t know, he got his leg
hurt a little bit but he was okay. But
there were Lifesavers all over road.
They all spilled out. And then my

Al at a Wainwright production

sister, the glass on one of the doors
broke and then she got a little bit of
glass on her head and she got cut a
little bit so that was all that happened, nobody was seriously hurt.
And we kept going on. And then
on that trip, that was really a trip.
We stopped overnight there in
North Dakota, in Bowbells, North
Dakota. And we had, well those
three little kids, Bernadette, Annie
and Delores and we had to sleep
somewhere overnight. We couldn’t
find no place better than we had so
we had to sleep in there and it was a
hotel, it was in such poor shape and
the walls were all done with paper
and where it was joined it was all
cracks and those cracks were full of
bed bugs. And oh, my God, well
we had no other choice, we just had
to....we pulled the beds away from
the wall and we had to sleep in
there. And then in the morning
when the kids woke up they were
all bit up from bed bugs, they all
had lumps on their hands and on
their face, so that was quite a bad
trip.
This is about the end of my
story.

A tribute to Al

I am most grateful to Al for always insisting that I play my piano
pieces for him, no matter if they were still hands alone or together.
Whatever I was doing I had to play. That kept me practising, and of course
when I went to visit at St. Peter’s College, we would go off to the gym
where they had the grand piano, and fill the gym with the sound of music.
When we cousins would visit at Grandpa and Grandma Gerwing’s
in Lake Lenore, and Al was there, all of us kids would be around the
piano with Al teaching us new songs. A standard was the orchestra
song — we weren’t only learning different parts, but he was atuning
our ears to singing harmony.
And then of course there were the wonderful years when St. Ursula’s
and St. Pete’s joined forces in musicals and church music workshops.
Those of us who had the privilege, were so lucky to have lived at that
time. We really had the best with the staffs at these two religious orders
and I am so grateful to have been a part of it. — Norma
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Order of Canada medal returned Prairie Messenger
honours a local hero

The brothers and sisters of the
deceased Alphonse Gerwing,
Order of Canada recipient in 1989,
as well as the Directors of the
Alphonse Gerwing Charitable
Foundation have unanimously
agreed to return his Order of
Canada medal to the Governor
General. The decision was made in
order to add their voices of protest
over the awarding of the Order of
Canada to Dr. Henry Morgentaler.
Mr. Gerwing, who passed
away in November 2007, was
awarded the Order of Canada for
his selfless lifestyle. In his eulogy,
Al’s brother, Carl summed up his
dedication this way: “All of his
life he worked to improve the
human condition and to influence
people to be more caring and better than they thought they could
be.” Much of his effort in his later
years was dedicated to helping to
improve the lives of the vulnerable streetchildren in northeast
Brazil. In his many visits to
Brazil, he was appalled at how
valueless these children were perceived to be and how defenseless
they were against those in authority. Mr. Gerwing railed against violence toward others in whatever
form it might take, be it through
poverty, social injustice, war or
abortion. His love for children and
his tireless efforts to improve their
lives stand in stark contrast to Dr.
Morgentaler, who helped to
ensure that many thousands of

Al and Gov. General Mme. Sauve

potential human beings would
never be given a chance at life.
Dr. Christopher McCreery,
whose PhD theses dealt in part with
“the basis of the Canadian honours
system — defining the concept of
exemplary citizenship,” has
authored “The Order of Canada: Its
Origins, History and Develop ment.” When asked about reports
that the committee advising the
Governor General was not unanimous in proposing Henry
Morgentaler, he commented, “Indeed there are reports that the decision was NOT unanimous. This is
unusual given that every other
appointment since 1967 (and there
have been more than 5,400) have
been made by a unanimous deci-

Dear readers of The Marysburg Town Crier,
A year has already passed since Alphonse Gerwing’s death
last November. You may all know that he was the force behind
many, many projects — one being The Marysburg Town Crier.
He was the instigator and editor-in-chief. It was his idea to publish the paper and a great idea it was. He also kept us on our toes
to keep forging ahead with the restoration of the church. It is
now our job and duty to keep up his good work. We have had
many encouraging words to keep publishing the Town Crier. We
will try our best to make it enjoyable reading for all our relatives, friends and former Marysburgers etc. This year’s paper is
dedicated in Alphonse Gerwing’s memory.
We would welcome letters to the editor or any suggestions or
items of interest for next year’s publication.
Please send any correspondence concerning the Town Crier
to Lillian Bauml
344 Landmark Place
Box 1527
Humboldt, SK S0K 2A0

DONATION FORM
(Please return this form with donation.)

The Marysburg Town Crier comes to you gratis but we
do ask that you consider a donation to help in the
church’s restoration. You will receive receipts for donations of $20 or more. Please send cheques payable to
Assumption Church Restoration.

Name: ______________________________________
Address: ____________________________________
City: ___________________________ Prov: _______

PC: _____________________ Tel: _______________

Mail to:

Assumption Church Restoration
c/o John Brinkmeier
Box 1017
Humboldt, SK S0K 2A0

Reg Charity #11911 1599 RR0001

sion of the Advisory Council. The
Advisory Council has historically
always been a consensus body and
very collegial as well. This ”vote”
seems to undermine the historic
collegiality and consensus nature of
the Advisory Council.”
Al Gerwing spent his life trying
to better the lives of those he met
and with whom he worked. He
strove to bring families and communities together. His family agree
with the words expressed by the
Directors General of Madonna
House who, in returning the medal
given to Catherine Doherty stated,
“the awarding of the Order of
Canada to Dr. Morgentaler compels
us to protest in the most forceful,
peaceful way available to us. Not
only do we find his medical practice the dark side of the medical
profession but his inclusion in the
awards diminishes them. And an
award that was meant to be a sign
of unity is bringing division.
Something is not right.”

Continued from page 6

Humboldt. He had previously produced this musical in Muenster,
Prelate and Wainwright. The proceeds always go to fund Brazil projects. The Humboldt show netted
$35,000 and all this money is earmarked for the benefit of street girls
in Maceió, Brazil. An empty convent will be renovated for them
where they can get an education and
restructure their lives. While he was
doing that, however, he was bringing
the Mother Teresa of Brazil, Dona
Lourdes Monteiro, to Canada to help
her obtain funds for the school she
needs for the 400 streetchildren she
cares for at Fundanor.
The outcome was typical:
Gerwing not only helped find the
money she needed; he turned the
hearts of local men, and soon they
were volunteering to go down to
Brazil and help build the school

for her.
This is only the second time the
Prairie Messenger has chosen
someone from within its ManitobaSaskatchewan base as churchperson. It is so much easier to choose
someone from afar since it is thus
possible to overlook all their shortcomings, the warts each one of us
has. Not to have local heroes is
really to have no heroes at all. If we
cannot treasure those we know, we
cannot really respect those we see
only from afar. We know Al, and
though he never leaves us as comfortable as we want to be, we love
and respect him. It is a great honour — and a special joy — to proclaim Alphonse Gerwing Prairie
Messenger Churchperson for 1996.
This editorial, written by theneditor Rev. Andrew Britz, OSB,
first appeared in the Jan. 1, 1997,
issue of the Prairie Messenger.

Uncle Al and the kids

Change for Children sends wishes

Dear family of Al Gerwing,
We at Change for Children wish
to express our condolences for the
passing of a remarkable man. It is
hard to comprehend that Al has
moved on to another life. Al continued making plans even as he felt the
resilience of his body no longer in
step with his enthusiasm. Not long
ago, he told me that he would take
one last trip to Central America —
his health permitting — for the
opening of the Mayan teacher-training school in Cunen, Guatemala. I
know that Al will be there on Jan.
18 when the ribbon is cut in Cunen.
In March 2006, I had the privilege to join George Bunz and a
few directors of Rainbow of Hope
for Children on a trip to the northeast of Brazil. Over our extended
tour we heard over and over again
of the respect and admiration Al
evoked in all with whom he came
in contact during his many extended stays in Brazil. We saw the
results of the projects he had fostered. Solidly founded on love and
mutual respect, those projects have
not ceased to bear abundant fruit.
As we visited numerous projects, I recognized the wonderful

projects Al and so many others
have described to me and I fell in
love with them all over again. In
Hank and Tillie Zyp, Al met
like-minded, social justice-driven crusaders who shared Al’s
enthusiasm and helped secure
funds from government agencies.
Change for Children is proud to
have participated from the beginning and right up to the present
in many of these projects. We

will continue in the measure we
can to carry on Al’s legacy in
Brazil and in the rest of Latin
America.
I’ll never forget Al’s sense of
humour, his energy, his love of
music and his presence. We will
continue, at Change for Children,
to love Al and to celebrate his
life, a life fully lived.
— Cecily Mills, on behalf of
all of us at Change for Children

Al and Joan Rajotte at Edmeildom’s

