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My father, Abram P. Bergmann, was born 
to Peter J. and Elizabeth (Toews) 
Bergmann on Dec. 24, 1884 in Ladekopp, 
Molotschna, South Russia. He was the 
second youngest son of a big family. Uncle 
Kornelius was the oldest brother, then 
Peter, Jacob, Elizabeth, my father, and his 
youngest brother John. Several young 
children had died at an early age. There 
was also a young girl “Nutje” living with 
them. 
 
My father grew up in the village of 
Ladekopp. Their next door neighbors were 
Warkentins (a distant relative of my 
mother). I remember my father talking of 
Dicks and Wiens living in the same village. 
 
My Uncle Kornelius was considered very 
intelligent and started school at the age of 5 
years. He later became an Educator and of 
him a student wrote “A teacher by the grace 
of God.” 
 
My grandfather was a farmer and a 
chiropractor. I remember Dad telling us how 
the Russian peasants would come by in 
their wagons after a “Schlagerei” half drunk and Dad would have to pull the arm of a poor 
soul while Grandpa would set the shoulder with loud wailing and groaning of the patient. 
 
My grandparents had a large orchard as had most people in the village and when the fruit 
was ripe toward fall they had to dry the fruit. So apples and pears had to be cut and then put 
on a large sheet and dried in an outside oven in very low heat but the ovens had to be kept 
going and watched day and night for a couple of days. The older folk wanted to tend to the 
ovens during the day while the young people tended them thru the night. 
 
On one such evening, my grandfather and my father, who was a youth then, were lying in the 
grass when suddenly a tomcat (Kota) which had been spotted by a neighbor dog ran thru the 
hedge and right over Grandpa and Dad. The interesting thing was that Grandpa was just 
yawning when this happened and the cat had stepped right into his mouth. When Dad asked 
Grandpa was happened he said “De Kota stauped me en de Frât” – The cat stepped right 
into my mouth. Well my father thought this very funny—but not Grandpa. 
 
About the school days I remember my dad tell us how they were called names like 
bloodhound, because my grandfather became converted, left the Kirchliche church, and 
joined the Mennonite Brethren church. 

The Bergmann family when Abram was age three,  1888. 
Back: Peter, Kornelius. Front: Elizabeth nee Toews 
(pregnant with Johann), Abram, Jakob, Peter J. 
Bergmann, Elizabeth. (Courtesy Aunt Helen Bergman nee 
Enns.) 
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When Dad was seventeen years of age he was hired by a Mr. Willms as teacher for his three 
children on an estate at Brodsky two years. This was a new and strange experience for him. 
He had to live alone in a house on the yard but he ate in the Willms dining room with the 
family. On one occasion he came into the house on a dark night. When he opened the door 
he heard footsteps softly and stealthily in the house. As he pondered what to do and who it 
could be, a “Meow” was heard which meant all was well. 
 
On one occasion the Willms had invited some young people to their house and Dad was 
invited too. Well later the people said it smelled so much like violets when the young teacher 
had entered wearing his cologne. 
 
After two years of teaching Dad went home again to work on the farm. During those days 
they would get up before dawn in the summer and be on the fields before the neighbors were 
there. 
 
I also recall Dad telling us how his mother would bring them dinner to the field. Now Dad did 
not like green bean soup, but one day after working hard all morning his mother brought 
green bean soup to the field. Well Dad was so hungry he just ate and really enjoyed it. 
 
My father loved to go hunting and sometimes would disappear and then later show up with a 
rabbit that he had shot. Rabbits were considered a very special treat so when Dad showed 
up with a rabbit, Grandpa was very proud of him and really couldn’t scold him. 
 
Dad often mentioned God’s protecting hand over him. One day he was walking across a field 
when suddenly two big hunting dogs came full force at him. What should he do? On sudden 
impulse (or better said God’s leading) he dropped on one knee and held his stick like he 
would hold a gun when aiming to shoot. This the dogs recognized. They turned and quickly 
ran back. Again God had protected my father – the dogs would have torn him to pieces. 
 
After a big rainfall they sometimes had sudden floods in low lying grounds. One time Dad 
rode his horse to the flooded river that was overflowing. As young men sometimes show off 
how brave they are, my father rode his horse right thru the river while there were many 
spectators on the banks. On the way back his horse was suddenly pulled away by the strong 
current, but suddenly it caught ground with the hind feed and then jumped to the shore. This 
was a very narrow escape from death and someone had said Dad had looked very pale. 
Again God had protected. At this time Dad was not yet converted. 

The David Willms estate at Brodsky where Abram taught and boarded two years. (Als Ihre Zeit Erfüllt War, p. 126.) 
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My grandmother was sick and was in a chair most of the time. While bringing food to the 
people on the field she had been drenched during a rainfall and chilled through. From this 
she never recovered and contracted tuberculosis of the spine and became an invalid. One 
day my father was called. His mother wanted to see him. Dad felt very close to his mother 
and loved her dearly. His mother opened her Bible and read these verses to him. Ecc 11:9 
“Rejoice, O young man, in your youth, And let your heart cheer you in the days of your youth; 
Walk in the ways of your heart and in the sight of your eyes; but know that for all these things 
God will bring you into judgement.” 
 
In German its just a little different translated – it would say “Do what your heart desires and 
what pleases your eyes.” Well Dad liked the beginning but his mother wanted him to realize 
that he would be accountable to God for all he did. 
 
Because our young men were exempted from active war service they had to work in the 
forest for the Government force for 3 years. Father had to work in the woods at the Forstei 
Asof. In his second year of service, father graduated to overseer and the third year he was in 
charge of a group of about 200 men. 
 
Here at the Forstei Dad met many 
young men, also his future brothers-in-
law David and Henry Wiens. During this 
time my grandmother became very ill 
and died. A telegram was sent to Dad 
and he left for home with a heavy heart. 
When he got home, he went into the 
bedroom and his mother was not there. 
He asked where she was and they told 
him in the house on the yard. Here he 
quickly went and he saw his mother late 
that night covered with ice. They did not 
have undertakers at that time. Poor 
Dad—he cried his heart out—his mother 
was gone but she went to be with the 
Lord. 
 
Now Grandpa was alone and very 
lonely. In the spring he married the 
widow of his cousin, Mrs. Helena 
Baergmann. This Grandmother came to 
our place when I was born and I am 
named after her. My mother always 
spoke very fondly of her. �  

Forstei Asof, 1908. Three of the four men are corporals 
(overseers), including Abram shown second from the left. 
The other three men are, in unknown order, David Becker, 
Isaak Klassen, and P. Thiessen. (Courtesy Aunt Helen Bergman 
nee Enns.) 


