
The Loewens’ sponsors, Sara and John Tschetter, lived in 
Holmfield, Manitoba, a small farming community in central 
Canada. They welcomed the new immigrant family with a shower. 

The Tschetters were good to the Loewens, but didn’t have 
work or enough space to house the Loewen family perman-
ently. After two months, Neta moved to British Columbia. 

Two Months in Manitoba

 Towards evening, the train left Montreal. We 
didn’t speak English, so we wore cards around our 
necks with our destination on it so the conductors 
could see where we were going. My cousin was 
going to Winnipeg and I was going to Holmfield, 
Manitoba. Helen and I looked out windows, 
reading the signs. After two nights of traveling, we 
had gone so far that I thought that we had missed 
our destination and gone all the way to Alaska! 
Helen asked the conductor in broken English 
where we were, and he motioned that he would 
help us find our destination.
 When we arrived in Holmfield, our sponsors, 
the Tschetters, were not at the train station to greet 
us. They didn’t know when we were arriving. 
Somebody called them for us, and Sara Tschetter 
and her daughter arrived to get us. Sara and John 
Tschetter lived on a farm in a small house with a 
big barn. Four of their children were still at home. 
They gave us their summer verandah. There were 
a lot of people in their little house with us there. 
Sara gave us a very good dinner and ice cream that 
night.
 The first morning we were there, I got up to 
help with the chores. “You don’t need to do work,” 
Sara said, “or my boys will grow lazy.” But I want 

to earn my keep, I thought. I don’t want to burden 
them. But they didn’t really need my help. 
 Sara cooked good food, but there wasn’t 
always quite enough for everyone. My children 
ate like field hands at the dinner table. I would tell 
them before going to the table, “When I kick you, 
you are to stop eating.” “But Mama, you said that 
in Canada we could eat until we were full,” Fred 
said. “Why don’t you want us to eat?” “There isn’t 
enough for everyone if you eat that much,” I said. 
 I wondered sometimes if maybe we were a 
burden on this family.  I learned later that Isaac’s 
mother was supposed to pay for our room and 
board, but just before we had arrived, she had 
backed out. 
 One day, many guests arrived at the Tschetters. 
I thought the Tschetters were having a party, so I 
went with the children into our room and closed 
the door. But Sara came to get us. “We’ve made a 
welcome party for you,” she said. It was mostly 
people from their church. We received a beautiful 
blanket and clothing for each of the children. 
 One night as it became October and colder, I 
overheard Sara and John talking on the other side 
of the wall. “They can’t stay all winter in the 
summer verandah. They’ll freeze to death” John 
was saying. Sara said, “You’re against splitting up 
the family. What else can we do?” Sara read a 
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In October, Neta and the children took a train to British 
Columbia, where Neta’s mother and sister Anni were staying 
with relatives. There was room for them there, and farm work. It 
seemed they could make a permanent home in B.C.
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letter from Isaac’s mother that said, “I will take 
Lena and Agnes, perhaps your son can host Fred, 
and you could keep Neta and Katie…”
 I was shocked. I had managed to keep my 
family together throughout all the years of fleeing 
in Europe while homeless, during the post-war 
years, and in the refugee camps. And yet, here in 
this rich, free country of Canada, my family would 
be split up? I didn’t know what to do about it, but I 
worried and prayed all night. 
 A few days later, I got a letter from my sister 
Anni. She had learned through Der Bote, a 
Mennonite magazine, that we were now in 
Canada. She invited us to come live with her in 
British Columbia. She and my mother were living 
with the Thiessens, some relatives who had a 

vegetable farm and work for me. The Thiessens 
would even pay for my trip, and I could pay them 
back later.
 I was so happy. In October, 1949, John 
Tschetter drove us to the train station in Brandon. 
Our tickets weren’t there, so Mr. Tschetter paid the 
$70 for them himself. I promised to pay him back 
as quickly as I could.  He helped us into the train 
and we left for B.C.
 I had no idea how large Canada was.  We 
traveled so long through huge mountains. Then 
one morning, we came out of the mountains, and 
reached our destination. There was no one was to 
meet us at the train station there either. The 
steward hailed a taxi for us. The taxi driver talked a 
lot to us, but we couldn't understand a thing.  He 
drove a long way, and finally stopped on the street 
and unloaded our suitcases.  We got out too.  Then 
he lifted a hand to show us five fingers. I gave him 
$5, and he drove off.

A New Beginning in British Columbia
 
 We stood there in front of the house where he 
left us. There wasn’t anybody in the yard, just a big 
dog. I watched the dog for a while, but he wasn’t 
interested in us so we slowly went to the house and 
sat on the veranda. I looked in the window.  No one 
was home.  I don’t know how long we sat there. 
 Suddenly a car drove into the yard and out 
stepped my mother, and some people I didn’t 
know, who turned out to be Uncle Peter and Aunt 
Helen, mom's aunt.  Then there was lots of noise 
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Within hours of arriving in 
Cloverdale, Neta was 
working in a potato field, 
surrounded by mountains in 
the beautiful Fraser Valley, 
with her mother and sister. It 
was a fresh start.

and greetings. “Why did you get off at Mission?  
You should have gotten off at New Westminster.  
We went to New Westminster to the train station 
and you weren’t there.”  It became clear that we 
had come on the wrong train.  I didn’t know 
anything about Canada’s train system. Uncle Peter 
said, “Mr. Tschetter is so dumb! He should have 
gone to the other station and asked.”  But the 
Thiessens got their money refunded, and I worked 
to pay Mr. Tschetter the $70 I owed him for our 
trip. Uncles Peter and John got our luggage from 
the train station and moved it to Henry’s house, 
where we would live.
 The Thiessens were harvesting their potatoes 
the afternoon we arrived. That afternoon, I worked 
on their farm harvesting potatoes. I met Mennonite 
people from Aldergrove and Clearbrook who 
worked there. They spoke Low German and I felt 
at home. It was an October day, and the sur-
roundings were very nice.  The earth was soft and 
black like in Ukraine, there were mountains in the 
distance, and I could work with Mom and Anni.
 Helen Thiessen, my aunt, had three bachelor 
sons who were in their fifties, Henry, Peter, and 
John, and one daughter, Nettie, who was married 
and lived next door. All three men lived with their 
mother in her house and shared an upstairs 
bedroom. My mother and Anni shared the second 
bedroom in that house. Henry had a house and a 
chicken farm nearby, 
but he rented out his 
house and lived with 
his mother. He was 
going to let us stay in 
his house.  We stayed at 
Thiessens for a few 

days until Henry’s renters moved out. I felt bad 
that they had to move out because of us, and the 
woman living there spoke some German, so I told 
her that we could share the house if she’d like. I 
told her about how we had lived in tight spaces in 
the refugee camps.  But the woman looked at me 
strangely and said, “No, we do things differently in 
Canada.”
 The children and I moved into Henry’s two-
bedroom farmhouse on his chicken farm. “Is this 
all for us?” The girls asked. “How can we live in so 
many rooms all at once?” The girls and I shared 
one bedroom, and Fred slept on a cot in the room 
that had the bathtub. There was no indoor toilet, so 
we used an outhouse.
 We didn’t have to pay rent. Instead, we worked 
in the chicken barn or in the potato pit for Uncle 
Henry. Henry had five acres of land planted in 
potatoes.  The children gathered eggs mornings 
and evenings, cleaned and sorted them, and put 
them into flats; they also worked in the potato shed 
sorting potatoes.
 I worked in the Thiessen’s fields a few weeks 
that fall with Mom and Anni. We harvested first 
potatoes, then carrots. We were paid 50 cents an 
hour. I was so happy to be earning my own keep. 
At the end of the harvest, I had saved enough 
money to pay off our $70 travel debt to BC, 
leaving $40 for the winter. It was enough. 
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The Fraser Valley in British Columbia is a center for farming. Here, Neta, a non-English speaking immigrant, found work. 
She worked on the Thiessen’s vegetable farm, and later in Kennedy's fields. 

The First Year in Cloverdale

 The first winter, 1950, was a very cold winter.  
There was only a wood stove in the kitchen and the 
wood was wet; it had to be dried in the oven before 
we could burn it.
 The children went to Kensington Prairie 
Elementary School on Brown Road. The teachers 
put them all into grade one where they colored and 
did math until they learned enough English to 
manage in their own grades.
 We lived very cheaply.  Henry let us take all the 
cracked eggs we wanted for free, and potatoes. 
Sometimes he brought a chicken into the house for 
me to butcher. If it had died of disease, I wouldn’t 
cook it, but sometimes he brought me a fresh one. 
During hunting season, he brought me a pheasant.
 But it was hard living with Henry. In the 
evenings, the children had to do their homework. 
Henry did not allow more than one light bulb on at 
a time. He grumbled about the amount of water I 
used.  He often came over to check that everything 
was in order.
 Henry made us feel dumb because we didn’t 
speak English. One morning, he sat at our kitchen 
table, smoking. The children were already in 

school. He said, “Too bad about your children.” I 
asked him what he was talking about. “They’re not 
normal,” he said. “We can all see that. They don’t 
laugh at the funnies in the paper, and they can't 
read the words. They’re so slow to learn English. 
When we came to Canada, we could speak English 
in three weeks, and Nettie learned it in just three 
days.” He went on.  “Your children are so slow. 
Your girls are retarded…”
 I was so angry! I grabbed him by the shirt and 
threw him out of his own house. He fell down the 
steps on his back as I screamed at him, “Out! Get 
Out! No other person has ever said that. It isn’t 
true!” I locked the door behind him. He didn’t 
come back that day to check on the chickens, or the 
next day either. Then I became afraid. I couldn’t 
sleep all the next night. I had thrown Uncle Henry 
out of his own house, and it was the only place we 
had to live. If he came back and said that we had to 
move out, where would we go?
 He returned the next morning. He walked into 
the house, laughed loudly, and said, “Your mother 
said I could never make you mad, but I showed her 
how angry you can get.  You even threw me out of 
my own house!”  I was very glad that he took it as a 
joke, and he never said again that the children 
weren’t normal.  He even began to praise them.
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Neta’s first day at work, 
she had to wheelhoe all 

 Henry moved into the second bedroom. I guess 
he preferred living with us to living with his 
mother. But it was hard to be under constant 
scrutiny, and he was gruff. I had to tell the children, 
“Never mind what he says. Be kind anyway.”
 So, the first winter passed.  We sought to learn 
English.  The children learned enough to be in 
their own grade levels by the end of the year: 
Helen in Grade Seven, Agnes in Grade Five, Fred 
in Grade Three, and Katie in Grade One. 
 Years later, when we spoke English better, we 
understood how the Thiessens had learned English 
in such a short time. They hardly spoke it; their 
English was terrible.

Springtime and New Work

 In the spring, we planted onions at the 
Thiessens. Once that was done, they didn’t need 
me to work, since Mom and Tante Nettie already 
worked for them.  So in May, Anni and I found 
work at Kennedy’s. We got 50 cents an hour, and 
saved all we could. We had a $2,000 travel debt to 
pay off. 
 My first day at Kennedy’s, I had to wheelhoe.  
It’s a plow that you push and it cuts the weeds off.  

I was all alone in a very 
big carrot field.  At noon, 
the foreman drove by and 
pointed to his mouth to let 
me know it was lunch 
time. I ate quickly and 
went back to work. It was 
hard work, pushing the 
wheelhoe the whole day 
in the soft earth.  At the 
end of the day my legs 
hur t  so  much that  I 
walked lame. When I got 
home, Uncle Henry was 
by the chickens.  He saw 
me coming and laughed.  
“Aha,” he said.  “Here is 
y o u r  C a n a d a .   Yo u 
expected life to be easy 
here. This is what it will 
be like every day.”  I was 
so discouraged that I ran behind the shed and cried. 
 The foreman had told me “tomorrow” and 
pointed to his pants.  I didn’t own pants, so I 
borrowed pants from Uncle Henry. The next day, I 
worked with two women: Mrs. Witt and Mrs. 
Galloway. We crawled on our knees and pulled 
weeds.  It was easy work.  The women were 

The Loewens at Thiessens’ farm, 1951. The children attended 
school, and Neta worked in the Kennedy’s fields and house. 

day. She gradually became accustomed again to the strenuous 
outdoor labor. Two co-workers taught her English, and she could 
take vegetables home, which helped her family economy greatly. 
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Within a few years, the Loewen 
family was doing well. They pooled 
their resources, and worked 
extremely hard, and though their 
family was well below the poverty 
level the first few years, they 
managed to make it. They often felt 
like they had come to the “Land 
of Plenty.” (L to R): Katie, Helen, 
Neta, Agnes, and Fred.

Neta and her children found the Cloverdale Sunday School 
welcoming, and they made many friends there.

friendly and asked me many questions.  I always 
said, “I don’t know,” to their questions, thinking 
that then they would leave me alone. But when 
they understood that I couldn’t speak English, they 
got even friendlier and decided to teach it to me.  
They were very kind, and never laughed when I 
said something incorrectly, and over time I learned 
English.  I worked with Mrs. Witt 17 years.
 I enjoyed working in the vegetable fields very 
much.  I got used to the work and didn’t become as 
tired.  Mr. Kennedy allowed us to take home 
anything left lying on the fields, and there was 
plenty: lettuce, carrots, celery, cabbage, onions, 
potatoes.  That helped us a great deal.
 The only church was in Cloverdale, five miles 
to walk. The Thiessens sometimes drove to 
Clearbrook to the Menno-
nite church.  Occasionally, 
they took me along, but 
often they just drove by me 

as I walked, taking only Mom with them.  In time, 
Anni moved to Vancouver and found better work, 
but Mom was still with the Thiessens. 
 In the fall, the McGladderys came to the house 
to ask if I would send the children to Sunday 
School. They were starting an Evangelical Free 
Church in a nearby community hall, on Coast 
Meridian and Mud Bay Roads. I said yes, we 
would come. We began attending the Cloverdale 
Sunday School every Sunday, and were very 
happy there. It was all in English, but I could 
already understand it.
 In the summer, Helen and Agnes worked in 
Kennedy's vegetable fields. They gave their 
money to me.  When school started and they could 
only work on Saturdays, then they could keep their 
money. In the winter, I did housework for the 
Kennedys.  Within two years, I paid off our $2000 
travel debt.  Mr. Tschetter wrote us a lovely letter, 
thanking us.  He had never thought that we would 
be able to pay our debt so quickly.

  Independence: Our Own Home

 Once our travel debt was paid off, we began to 
save for a house.
 Mom and Anne bought a small house in 
Clearbrook for $1,500, about 30 kilometers (20 
miles) from Cloverdale.  It had only three rooms, 
but it was on a large lot.  The property by 
Clearbrook Road had been divided into lots and 
sold for $500 each.  Mom wanted me to buy a lot, 
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The Loewens in 1955. L to R: Helen, Katie, Agnes, Fred, and Neta (seated). They 
had been in Canada for six years, and the kids learned English and did well in 
school, but they all felt somewhat removed from Canadian culture. 

1955

1957

In 1953, Neta and her children lived on Uncle 
Henry’s chicken farm. L to R: Ralph, Fred, Anni, 
Neta’s mother Anganetha, Neta, and Katie. 

The same group In January, 1957. Neta lived in her 
own home on Hillcrest Road by now. 

Neta on her front porch.

1958 - Fred, Agnes, Helen, and Katie, Neta seated.  All 
the kids were able to complete higher education. Katie and 
Fred became teachers; Helen became a nurse; and Agnes 
became a teacher, bookkeeper, and secretary.
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but I wanted a small farm where we could have a 
cow and chickens. I found one in Yarrow, a Men-
nonite community a half hour from Abbotsford. 
When I told my mother, she was sad and talked 
very much against it. Uncle Henry also ran Yarrow 
down, and said we should stay with him.  He said 
that we would inherit his farm if we  stayed there. 
But we didn’t want his farm...we wanted some 
independence from Uncle Henry! It was 1953 by 
then, and we had been at his house for four years.  
But before I bought in Yarrow, I remembered all 
those lonely years. None of us had a car, so it 
would be difficult to see Mom and Anni. So I 
decided against moving so far away.
 Instead, I bought a city lot on Hillcrest Drive in 
Clearbrook, a half-block from 
Mom. It was $600. Mom’s 
neighbor, Mr. Peters, a con-
tractor, wanted to build a 
house for us. He did, and it 
cost $3,000.  It was the exact 
amount I had saved up! Years 
later, I learned that he had 
wanted to help an immigrant 
family, so he had cut his labor 
costs for me. The house had 
three small bedrooms, a 
kitchen, a living room, and a 
pantry.  We were so happy to 

have our own home.  We moved into it in January, 
1955.
 I looked for work in Clearbroook, but couldn’t 
find any. So I went back to Cloverdale to work in 
Kennedy’s fields. That work was familiar to me 
anyway.  I stayed with Henry, and left the children 
home alone during the week. Mom came with me 
one summer and stayed in Uncle Henry’s house, 
too. Then the Kennedys said that I could live in 
their basement. I did that for a few years, but it was 
hard. After working in the fields all day, I had more 
work to do at night, cleaning the Kennedy’s house, 
tending to their flower garden, and cutting their 
huge lawn.
 I always came back to Clearbrook for week-

ends, but the children were all 
alone during the week. Katie 
always begged me to stay home. 
She was only 13, and I should 
have done so, but I felt too timid 
to say no the Kennedys. They had  
been good to me, and I felt 
obligated to them.
 We had moved to Clear-
brook to get away from Henry, 
but he must have missed us. He 
bought a house on the same street 
as us in Clearbrook. I felt that we 
owed him for giving us a place to 

Neta gave up her dream for a small farm and a cow to buy a 
city lot close to her mother and sister in Clearbrook, B.C. 
She remembered too well all the lonely years without family.

The Loewen family at their first house on Hillcrest Road in 
Clearbrook in 1955, purchased for $3600. By this time, they 
also have a car. (L to R): Neta, Helen, Katie, Fred, and Agnes.

Helen, Katie, Agnes, and Fred. The three 
youngest lived alone through high school, since 
Helen was gone and Neta was away weekdays.
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live. I did his laundry and brought him meals 
sometimes. 

Prosperity 

Over time, the children grew up.  Helen stayed 
in Cloverdale to finish her senior year, and then 
went away to school. Agnes worked in a bakery in 
Abbotsford, and in 1962 I began to work on a 
vegetable and berry farm in 
Clearbrook. We pooled our 
resources, and could buy 
ourselves everything we 
needed. We were happy for 
every new item. One day 
Agnes brought home a two-
slice pop-up toaster. When 
Helen saw it, she said, “Mom, 
we are so rich! We have a 
house, a fridge, and now even a 
toaster!” We bought a red 
Volkswagen, and Fred and 
Agnes got their  driver ’s 
licenses. The children all went 
to university, and paid their 
own tuition fees. 

Helen did three years of 

nurses’ training in Vancouver. In 1962, she mar-
ried Bill Lescheid. Esther was born in 1963, and I 
became a grandmother. They went to the mission 
field in Africa for three years before returning to 
live in Abbotsford. They had five children: Esther, 
David, Lisa, Cathy, and Johnny. Bill worked as a 
science teacher and Helen stayed home to raise 
their children and later worked as a nurse.

Agnes worked at a bakery in Abbotsford for a 
long while. She went to Bible School, but returned 

to Abbotsford to work at the bakery 
every summer. She went to UBC to 
study teaching.  Agnes often 
brought company home, students 
from UBC who had nowhere else to 
go.  When we were all there, it was 
lively and we laughed a lot.

Fred and Katie both went to 
UBC as well. Fred studied engi-
neering, and Katie studied teaching. 
They both worked very hard and did 
well. Fred got a job with Atlas Steel 
in Ontario after he graduated, and 
he moved there for several years. 
Katie took a year off university to 
teach, and then finished her degree.

My mom was the oldest of six 

Clearbrook Mennonite Church was a German-speaking 
community center for Russian-Mennonites in Abbotsford, 
BC. Many Mennonites worshiped here until their deaths, but their 
children assimilated into English-speaking churches. 

Neta (center), with her mother, Anganetha Dyck and aunt, 
Anna Penner (Tante Nüt). Neta and Anna were close. Her 
mother could be harsh, but Tante Nüt, Anganetha’s youngest 
sister, was a gentle spirit and a protector of Neta. 

Neta putting presents under the 
Christmas tree.
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children in her family, and her youngest sister, 
Anna Penner, was only eleven years older than me. 
We all called her Tante Nüt. She had lived in 
Nieder-Chortitza, and I had known her my whole 
life. She emigrated from Paraguay in 1955. She 
had lived in the jungle for eight years, working as a 
cook. In 1955, she came to Canada and worked 10 
years in the old folk’s home as a cook there too. In 
1965, she had to stop working as she had bad 
varicose veins and needed an operation on her 
legs. I wanted to invite her to live with me. I 
thought of building on, but my daughter, Agnes, 
said it would be better to buy a bigger house. 

A New House on Sunrise Crescent

 One evening in 1965, I went to visit Mrs. 
Peters on Sunrise Crescent.  Mom was there too.  
We saw the neighbor across the street from Mrs. 
Peters carry out a House for Sale sign.  I told Mom 
that I would go look, but not buy anything.  I went 
across the street and looked at the house. I liked it 
very much.  It cost $13,000.  I said to Paul Dyck, 
the owner, “Isn’t it usual for people to bargain?” 
He said, “Well, yes. How much should I take off?”  
“Maybe $500,” I said.  “It’s a deal,” said Mr. Dyck 
and shook my hand.  “It’s very easy bargaining 
with you,” he said. Mr. Dyck took the For Sale 
sign in.  It had only been out for a half hour. I went 
back across the street and told everybody, “I 

bought the house.”

 When Agnes heard, she began to ask many 
questions: what kind of chimney did it have? What 
kind of heat? She wanted to know many other 
things, and I knew nothing.  I only knew it had 
three bedrooms and a lovely build-in display 
cabinet.  Agnes said, “Good thing you haven’t 
signed anything.  We’ll go tomorrow and have 
another look.”  We went the next day, looked at 
everything and Agnes liked it very much.  The 
only thing I didn’t like were the five large trees 
behind the house, which meant that I couldn’t 
make a garden.  The owner was building a new 
house which wouldn’t be ready for another two 
months, so I thought we’d have time to sell our 
house. But it sold very quickly, and the people 
wanted to move in right away.  So, I had to move in 
with Mom for two months.   I immediately began 
to take my belongings to Mom’s in a wheelbarrow. 
Every day after work I took whatever I could 
possibly carry across the street to Mom’s.  One 
day my boss, Mr. Mirus, sent a truck with men to 
move my large furniture into the new house.
 In June 1965, I moved into my new house, and 
Tante Nüt moved in, too.  Most of the time it was 
only us two living in the house, with the children 
visiting sometimes. Tante Nüt and I lived together 

A typical company meal at Neta’s and Tante Nüt’s table. L to R: Neta, Tante Nüt standing, Agnes and Gary Ferngren and their 
children, Neta’s mother, Uncle Henry Thiessen, and sister Anni and her family on the right.

In 1965, Neta purchased this home at 31962 Sunrise 
Crescent in Clearbrook (today, Abbotsford), and invited her 
aunt, Anna Penner (Tante Nüt) to live with her. They lived 
together here for 35 years. 
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for 35 years, until her death in 2000. We both liked 
to cook and had many guests here. 

Grown Children and Later Years 

 In 1967, I started working for a cannery, and 
worked there until I retired.
 Helen and Bill bought a house on Clearbrook 
Road where they lived for many years and raised 
their family. Helen worked part-time as a nurse, 
and Bill taught science. 
 Agnes married Gary Ferngren, a professor of 
ancient history, in 1970, and they moved to 
Corvallis, Oregon. They had three daughters: 
Suzie, Anne-Marie, and Heather.  They came up 
several times every year, and I visited  them too.
 Fred married Liz Mottishaw in 
1967, and they settled in Clearbrook, 
where he became a science teacher. 
They adopted three children: Danny, 
Peter, and Becky.
 Katie became an elementary school 
teacher. She eventually taught English 
to immigrant children. She bought a 
townhouse in Vancouver, BC, and 
came home often to visit. 
 When we came to Canada in 1949 
and my sister Tina had to stay in 
Germany, we thought we would never 
see each other again.  Fred was the first 

one who went back to Europe, and he visited Tina. 
Then we all visited each other, in Germany and 
Canada.
 Many people from Chortitza, Ukraine settled 
in the Clearbrook area. Some of my neighbors in 
Clearbrook had been neighbors in Nieder-
Chortitza or Neuendorf. I went to the Clearbrook 
Mennonite Church, where there were many, many 
people that I knew from the Old Country. We 
spoke and worshiped in German. I sang in the 
choir. Our lady’s group raised money for missions 
and for refugees. I worked in the MCC thrift store. 
 My three brothers, Henry, Peter, and Gerhard, 
survived many years in Siberian labor camps. All 
three of them came visit us in Canada and see our 

mother, who lived until 1983. All 
three finally left the Soviet Union 
and immigrated to Germany. We 
were all able to be together once in 
Germany.
  I never heard news of Isaac 
again. Some people found each 
other again after many years, so I 
looked for him for a long, long time 
through the Red Cross. There was 
no word about him. I believe he 
died in that panzer attack in 1943. 

Helen married Bill 
Lescheid in 1962. 

The Loewen family at Fred and Liz’s wedding in 1967. 
L to R: Neta, Fred, Liz, Katie, and Agnes.

Agnes married Gary Ferngren 
in 1970.

Despite the hardships she had endured, 
Agnes maintained her cheerful and 
grateful spirit. She was quiet and soft-
spoken, and well-liked by all who knew her.
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Grown Children and Later Years



Neta worked in a cannery until age 65. After retirement, she 
continued singing in her church choir, volunteering at the MCC 
thrift store, reading, and visiting friends. 

Four generations in 1975: daughter Agnes  holding 
granddaughter Heather, Neta, and her mother, Anganetha Dyck. 

Neta’s siblings visited her in Canada. Each of her brothers was 
able to come to Canada at least once from Russia, and brother 
Henry came three times. L to R: Tante Nüt, Neta, Henry, Tina; 
front Anni and Petra, Tina’s granddaughter. 

Neta was adventurous, energetic and active. She enjoyed 
outings, and was playful with her grandchildren, a luxury not 
afforded to her as she was raising her own children. 

One of many family gathering in Neta’s home. 

Neta was able to make one trip back to Ukraine. She visited her 
hometown, Nieder-Chortitza, and met a woman she recognized 
from her childhood there. Most of the Mennonites have been gone 
since the 1940s. She took this picture of her grandmother’s house. 
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A Life Filled With Family



The Loewen family in 1985: Neta, her children and grandchildren. 

1979 1985
Grandchildren gathered in Oma’s kitchen. 

Neta and Tante Nüt 
remembered all the 
family  birthdays, 
and sent a card, a 
letter, and money. 

Neta loved to travel. 
She visited Russia, 

Ukraine, Alaska, and 
Germany. (R) With  
granddaughters in 

Italy, 1990.  

Wading with her grandchildren.
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A Life Filled With Family



At the urging of her children and grandchildren, Neta finally penned her memories in 
her 80s. Written in German in this notebook, Neta recorded the events of her life in about 
80 handwritten pages. This text became the basis of Helen Lescheid’s book, Lead, Kindly 
Light, published first in 1999, and a second and expanded edition in 2009. In 2002, a 
German version was published, called Am Morgan lächeln die Engel: Die weite 
Lebensreise der Neta Loewen  (In the Morning, the Angels Smile: The Wide Life’s Journey 
of Neta Loewen). Neta was always embarrassed being the subject of books about her life. 
Most of her friends at church learned of the books about Neta only at her funeral. 

Neta’s reluctance to write was due 
partly to her lack of formal education 
(she had only attended school 
through Grade 3) and a genuine sense 
that her story was nothing special. 
Everybody she knew, both in her family 
and her church, who had lived through 
the same time period had their own 
compelling stories of surviving Stalinism, 
famine, epidemic, torture, imprisonment, 
loss, homelessness and war. 

Neta with granddaughter Anne-Marie (Ferngren) Nakhla and 
her husband Paul in August, 1996. Anne-
Marie, who was doing graduate work in 
history at WWU at the time, interviewed and 
recorded Neta’s story as part of her Master’s 
thesis. Neta brought Anne-Marie to meet and 
hear the stories of about 20 German-
Mennonite friends from Russia. Anne-Marie 
recorded their experiences in Communism 
and the Community. 

A trip in 1998 to Germany. All three of her brothers were still 
alive and had immigrated to Germany. Here is Neta with sister 
Tina, brother Gerhard, sister Anni, and other family members. 

1999 200920021997

NETA
Agnes Dyck Loewen (1912-2003)

Writing Down My Stories



Faspa, a Mennonite light 
evening meal, in Neta and 
Tante Nüt’s kitchen, with 
Neta’s three daughters, Helen, 
Katie, and Agnes. Zwieback, 
the double-decker butter rolls 
(above), were always present.  
Fred would often come for 
Faspa on Friday afternoons. 

Growing old together. As the 
men in their church lost wives, 
both Neta and Anna received 
marriage proposals. One man 
wrote a flowery letter to Neta. 
When she refused him, Tante 
Nüt received the same letter a 
month later. Both were content 
to remain single.  

Neta and her children, ~ 1995.  Agnes, Katie, Neta, Helen, and Fred.

Henry Thiessen, 
the uncle with 
whom the 
Loewens lived 
their first five 
years in Canada. 
He once 
proposed to Neta, 
but she declined.

Daughters Katie, Helen, and Agnes. 
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Growing Old Together



Neta with sister Anni Kessenich at Neta’s 90th birthday party. 

Burying Tante Nut. Neta and family outside Clearbrook 
Mennonite Church for Tante Nüt’s funeral on August 3, 2000. 

Neta at 90. She dyed her hair until her 90th birthday, when she 
finally allowed it to go white. She’d always say, “I’m not ready to 
look so old yet!” 

As a grandmother, Neta cooked wonderful Mennonite foods, 
told vibrant stories of her life in Ukraine and wartime Europe, 
knitted slippers for her grandchildren, and wrote birthday 
cards in English, spelled charmingly with German phonetics. 

Neta in her backyard with great-grandchildren Julian and 
Lexi Nakhla and Agnes and Gary Ferngren in 2002. 
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Agnes Loewen, born June 25, 1912, 
went to be with Jesus her Lord on 
May 17, 2003.
Agnes’ eventful life, written about in 
Lead, Kindly Light, began in the 
Ukra ine dur ing  the Russ ian 
Revolution. She survived Stalin’s 
oppressive regime, famines, and 
typhus. During World War II, she 
lost Isaac, her beloved husband. 
She fled across Europe with her four 
small children and eventually 
immigrated to Canada in Septem-
ber, 1949.
Agnes was known for her wonderful 
hospitality, offering food and love to 
everyone who came to her home. 
Her sweet spirit radiated forgive-
ness and acceptance. She found 
much joy in growing flowers and in 
life’s daily little pleasures.
Agnes Loewen will be greatly 
missed by her loving family: her 
children, Helen Lescheid, Katie 
Loewen, Agnes Ferngren and 
husband Gary, Fred Loewen and 
wife Carol; her eleven grandchil-
dren and their spouses; her twelve 
great-grandchildren, her siblings 
Anne Kessenich, Tina Vogt, and 
Gerhard Dyck, many nieces and 
nephews and a host of friends.
A celebration of Life Service was 
held on May 21 at 11:00 a.m. at the 
Clearbrook Mennonite Church. 
Donations in memory of Agnes 
Loewen may be made to the MCC.

LOEWEN

FAMILY ANNOUNCEMENTS

OBITUARIES

LOEWEN

Neta loved gardening. “Flowers always bloomed for me,” she said. Her 
children recalled flowers in windowsills at refugee camps and across 
barred windows in their Austrian home. Their simple beauty cost the 
destitute nothing, and spoke of hope. 

Katie, Agnes, Helen, & 
Fred at Neta’s graveside. 
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A Full Life
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