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Editor’s Comments: 

 
Merry Christmas to all and I hope that your New Year is safe and your health is good. 

I have to tell you something that I learned this past year.  Do not hide your money in your 

Bible, as the thieves know about that and will look through your Bible.  And don’t hide 

your money in your recipe card file, as the thieves will look through it also!!  Although I 

did not hide my money in those places, my bible and my recipe card file were both setting 

out where they never were before.  That is my tip for you all for the coming year. 

 

 

 

 
A Catholic Priest from Mariental 

 
 

 
 
Peter Weigel 
Weigel, PI (Weigel, Peter)  (1892, pp Wwwort (Duke) Novouzensk, County Samara, 
11/3/1937 in the track Sandandarmoh Medvizorsky District, Republic of Karelia) a 
Catholic priest, a connoisseur of Germans and foreign literature.  Graduated from the 
Saratov Roman Catholic seminary.  In 1916,  he was elevated to the priesthood.  He 
served with Wort (Duke) in the Volga region.  From 1921 – Vicar in with Tonkourovka 
(Mariental), and later a priest and from 1928 was Kurate joining Mariental 
 
He graduated from the Theological and Philological facilities of the University and the 
missionary department of the Gregotian University in Rome.  Was a Missionary in 
Africa, Pasaraguay, Brazil, Peru.  In the Vatican he was ordained a prelate.  In 1930, 
on behalf of the congregation for Oriental churches was sent to the USSR.  He served 
in the parish in Mariental with the Volga Germans. 
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In Feb. 2, 1930, he was arrested in Mariental on a cluster to the German Catholic clergy of the Volga Region.  June 
19

th
 transferred for further investigation in Moscow and imprisoned in the Butyrskaya prison.  April 20, 1931, he 

was convicted in Regulation OGPU under /Art. 58-2.4.6 and 10 of the criminal code of the PSFSR to capital 
Punishment: commuted to 10 years hard labor camp.  Posted to Salovki prison camp where in 1937 he was 
arrested  in the prison regime.  On 10/9/1937 by order of the special NKVD of the Leningrad region was sentenced 
to capital punishment and on 11/3/1937 shot in the trct(?)  under Sandasrmoh Medvezhegorsky. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
BERATTS, GOTLIEB   ( in Wart (Duke) , Beratz Gottlieb)  1871 Ust-slut (Goebel) Kamiphishinsky, Saratov Province. 
1921, Wort (Duke) Marksshtadtskago (Areas of the Volga German Catholic priests in the Volga Region).  A 
historian, playwright (von Goebel).  He studied at the seminary in Saratov.  Was ordained in 1894 by Bishop A. 
Tserrom in Saratov.  In 1894-1909, Father in Berzovka (Deller), isolated in 1894 from the parish as a separate 
Brabander (about 3,000 members).  In 1901 kurata, in 1909-11, temporarily acted as a confessor In the Tiraspol 
Seminary, Saratov.  Since 1911, a Catholic priest in Wort (Duke) Mariental skogo Dean.  Author of “The German 
Colony on the Lower Volga in their establishment and initial development, the fundamental study on the 150 th 
Anniversary of the arrival of the colonists in the Volga Region.  (The second edition of the book was done 
posthumously in 1923 in Berlin).  In 1921, he was accused of involvement in the peasant uprising in the colonies in 
Marksshtadyskogo centered in Mariental.  The Outreach session of the Revolutionary Tribunal handed down in the 
county 286 death sentences.  They decided to shoot the priest as one of the leaders of the uprising.  The Appeal 
Tribunal of the Central Executive Committee asked approval from BA for a pardon, but the local Revolutionary 
Tribunal carried out the sentence. 
 
Submitted by Darrell Brungardt 
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I have mentioned a number of times that many of the Records in the Church books 

are reasonably complete. I have just found this information in the records from 1733. 

Someone (probably the priest) has detailed samples of how a Baptism should be 

written in the Church book. There are different versions based on the circumstances 

of the birth.    Darrell Brungardt 
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I am sorry to say that I cannot find my notes on who sent me these letters from Louis, Russia. 
If it was you, please let me know so that I may give to you the proper acknowledgement in my next newsletter. - 
Thelma 
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A TRUE STORY 

 

The brand new pastor and his wife, newly assigned to their first ministry, to reopen a church  

in suburban  Brooklyn , arrived in early October excited about their opportunities. When they saw their 

church, it was very run down and needed much work. They set a goal to have everything done in time to have 

their first service on Christmas Eve.  

 

They worked hard, repairing pews, plastering walls, painting, etc, and on December 18  

were ahead of schedule and just about finished.  On December 19 a terrible tempest - a driving  

rain storm hit the area and lasted for two days.  On the 21st, the pastor went over to the church.  His heart 

sank when he saw that the roof had leaked, causing a large area of plaster about 20 feet by 8 feet to fall off the 

front wall  of the sanctuary just behind the pulpit,  beginning about head high.  The pastor cleaned up the 

mess on the floor, and not knowing what else to do but postpone the Christmas Eve service, headed home.  

On the way he noticed that a local business was having a flea market type sale for charity, so he stopped in. 

One of the items was a beautiful, handmade, ivory colored, crocheted tablecloth with exquisite work, fine 

colors and a Cross embroidered right in the center. It was just the right size to cover the hole in the front 

wall. He bought it and headed back to the church. By this time it had started to snow. An older woman 

running from the opposite direction was trying to catch the bus. She missed it. The pastor invited her to wait 

in the warm church for the next bus 45 minutes later.  She sat in a pew and paid no attention to the pastor 

while he got a ladder, hangers, etc., to put up the tablecloth as a wall tapestry. The pastor could hardly 

believe how beautiful it looked and it covered up the entire problem area. Then he noticed the woman 

walking down the center aisle. Her face was like a sheet. "Pastor," she asked, "where did you get that 

tablecloth?"  

 

The pastor explained. The woman asked him to check the lower right corner to see if the initials, EBG were 

crocheted into it there. They were. These were the initials of the woman, and she had made this tablecloth 35 

years before, in Austria . The woman could hardly believe it as the pastor told how he had just gotten "The 

Tablecloth". The woman explained that before the war she and her husband were well-to-do people in  

Austria . When the Nazis came, she was forced to leave. Her husband was going to follow her the next week. 

He was captured, sent to prison and she never saw her husband or her home again. The pastor wanted to give 

her the tablecloth; but she made the pastor keep it for the church. The pastor insisted on driving her home. 

That was the least he could do. She lived on the other side of Staten Island and was only in Brooklyn for the 

day for a housecleaning job. What a wonderful service they had on Christmas Eve. The church was almost 

full. The music and the spirit were great. At the end of the service, the pastor and his wife greeted everyone at 

the door and many said that they would return. One older man, whom the pastor recognized from the 

neighborhood continued to sit in one of the pews and stare, and the pastor wondered why he wasn't leaving.  

The man asked him where he got the tablecloth on the front wall because it was identical to one that his wife 

had made years ago when they lived in Austria before the war and how could there be two tablecloths so 

much alike? He told the pastor how the Nazis came, how he forced his wife to flee for her safety and he was 

supposed to follow her, but he was arrested and put in a prison.  He never saw his wife or his home again all 

the 35 years between. 

  

The pastor asked him if he would allow him to take him for a little ride. They drove to Staten  

Island and to the same house where the pastor had taken the woman three days earlier.  

He helped the man climb the three flights of stairs to the woman's apartment, knocked on  

the door and he saw the greatest Christmas reunion he could ever imagine.  

 

True Story - submitted by Pastor Rob Reid  

who says God does work in mysterious ways. 
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WHISPER: 

 

A mouse looked through the crack in the wall to see the farmer and his wife open a package. What 

food might this contain?' The mouse wondered – he was devastated to discover it was a mousetrap.  

Retreating to the farmyard, the mouse proclaimed the warning.  “There is a mousetrap in the house!  

There is a mousetrap in the house!” 

The chicken clucked and scratched, raised her head and said,” Mr. Mouse, I can tell that this is a 

grave concern  To you, but it is of no consequence to me.  I cannot be bothered by it.” 

The mouse turned to the pig and told him, “There is a mousetrap in the house! There is a mouse trap 

in the house!” The pig sympathized, but said, I am so very sorry, Mr. Mouse, but there is nothing I 

can do about it but pray. ”Be assured you are in my prayers.” 

The mouse turned to the cow and said, “There’s a mousetrap in the house! There’s a mousetrap in 

the house! ”The cow said,”Wow. Mr. Mouse, I’m sorry for you, but it’s no skin off my nose.” 

So the mouse returned to the house, head down and dejected to face the mousetrap alone. 

That very night a sound was heard throughout the house -- like the sound of a mousetrap catching its 

prey. The farmer's wife rushed to see what was caught. In the darkness, she did not see it was a 

venomous snake whose tail the trap had caught.  The snake bit the farmer's wife. The farmer rushed 

her to the hospital and she returned home with a fever.  Everyone knows you treat a fever with fresh 

chicken soup, so the farmer took his hatchet to the farmyard for the soup's main ingredient.  But his 

wife’s sickness continued so friends and neighbors came to sit with her around the clock.  To feed 

them, the farmer butchered the pig.  The farmer’s wife did not get well.  Then she died. So many 

people came for her funeral; the farmer had the cow slaughtered to provide enough meat for all of 

them. 

The mouse looked upon it all from his crack in the wall with great sadness. So, the next time you hear 

someone is facing a problem and think it doesn't concern you, remember --when one of us is 

threatened, we are all at risk.  We are all involved in this journey called life. We must keep an eye out 

for one another and make an extra effort to encourage one another. 
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