
Tekla Lachs passed away peacefully at Matthews House Hospice on July 23rd 2018, one day before her 

93rd birthday.  

She was creative, loving, brave, fiercely independent, sometimes silly, always smiling, and definitely the 

life of the party. She loved a good Gin & Tonic. Her theme song was “My Way” and she truly did 

everything her way. Even in her 80s and 90s she didn’t act her age. We should all aspire to that kind of 

attitude! 

Tekla lived a rather extraordinary life and overcame adversity that is unimaginable to many Canadians 

today. With every obstacle that life threw at her she simply became stronger and more determined. 

Born in Rezekne, Latvia on July 24th 1925, she lived on a farm with her parents. The youngest of 4 

children, she had 2 sisters and 1 brother, who was her hero, protector, and best friend. 

Their peaceful life was shattered by the invasion of Russian Communism in 1944. In the span of one 

night, tens of thousands of Latvian citizens were abducted from their homes, placed on cattle trains, and 

sent thousands of kilometers away to Siberian slave labour camps. In less than 24 hours the family had 

to leave their home taking only what they could carry on their backs. Sadly, her eldest sister had a sick 

baby and wasn’t able to leave Latvia in time. While she was not sent to Siberia, she and her family 

remained trapped behind the Iron Curtain their entire lives. Her beloved brother didn’t want to leave 

Latvia so he became a soldier and went off to fight against the Communists. No one in his family ever 

saw him again. 

In fleeing for their lives, Tekla, her parents, and one sister made it to the Baltic Sea where they were 

able to board a war ship to Germany. At sea that ship was aerial bombed and torpedoed yet eventually 

made it to port. Once in Germany, they lived as refugees in deplorable conditions in Displaced Persons 

camps for 4 years. All the while WWII continued to rage and at one point she survived a phosphorus 

bombing and subsequent firefight by hiding in an underground bunker with 52 other people for 12 days. 

After WWII she immigrated to Canada all alone in 1948. She sailed on a 10 day ship voyage through 

storms and high seas to embark on a new life in Montreal. She worked hard in sweatshops as a 

seamstress. When Tekla discovered that she, and other immigrant women, were being underpaid by the 

sweatshop owner she went to the Ministry of Labour to fight for higher wages and won. After many 

years of hard work she had saved enough money to sponsor her parents, sister, brother-in-law, and 

baby nephew to join her in Canada.  

She proudly became a Canadian citizen in 1961. 

Tekla didn’t meet the man she would marry until she was 37 years old. Julius Lachs was also a Latvian 

immigrant and he lived in Toronto. She married him at age 38 in Montreal’s Notre Dame Cathedral and 

moved to Toronto. At 39 she gave birth to their daughter, Edna, and at age 43 had their son, Julius Jr. By 

then the family had moved to Albion Township, just outside of Bolton, where they had built a house on 

a rural property. 

Tekla and Julius were closely involved with the Latvian community in Toronto where Julius sang in the 

Latvian Men’s Choir, Viesturs. They participated in festivals, concerts, and Latvian cottage community 

events. Many Sundays were spent enjoying brunch at the Latvian Centre. 



Throughout her life, Tekla continued to improve on the sewing skills that she had learned in Montreal. 

She was an avid, and highly talented, seamstress. She could make anything from simple curtains and 

bedspreads to men’s suits, evening gowns, and wedding dresses.  

As the years passed, their children grew and began their own lives. Edna married Gordon and Julius 

married Heather.  

In 1999 Tekla and her husband took on a new roles as Oma and Opa to their first grandchild, Julius and 

Heather’s son, Connor.  

Just 2 months after Connor’s birth, Tekla’s husband, Julius, unexpectedly passed away from a heart 

attack. As with all of life’s previous obstacles, she overcame this one and carried on - living for nearly 19 

more years without him.  

She sold the rural home and moved into Bolton where she made new friends, kept smiling, and enjoying 

life even though she missed her husband terribly. 

Her role expanded again in 2002 with the arrival of Connor’s sister, Tyra. Tekla simply loved being a 

grandmother and being called Oma. Connor and Tyra spent many happy early childhood days in the care 

of their cherished Oma.  

In 2004 she took her children on a trip of a lifetime to visit Latvia. Tekla, Edna and Julius spent a week 

sightseeing in the capital city of Riga, and even had tea with the President of Latvia in Riga Castle. The 

highlight of their trip was visiting relatives the village where Tekla was born. For 2 days they travelled 

through the countryside with their relatives, visiting places where Tekla had spent her childhood, 

sharing stories, making memories, and eating and drinking more than they thought was humanly 

possible. 

In 2006 Tekla left Bolton and moved to Alliston, first to Briar Hill, then a few years later to Kingsmere, 

where she continued to live independently until 2018.  

In June 2018 Tekla moved to Kristus Darzs Latvian Home in Woodbridge, where she enjoyed the 

company of many old friends from the Latvian community. A devastating stroke in July started to dim 

her vibrant light. A few days later she died peacefully, surrounded with love.  

The world is a less bright place without her. 


