
Our move to Chicago entailed a lot of details.  My father and I were the only ones in the family who were not American citizens.  My mother and Rachel were born in America and my brother Ben could take the citizenship of either parent because he was a minor.  I had turned sixteen so Dad and I had to take the train to Saskatoon the capital of Saskatchewan and apply for entrance to the United States.  When we finally moved we went by train but at the border customs came through and checked our passports.  There happened to be a stow-a-way on the train and they found her.  There was a lot of screaming as they got her off of the train.  

Our porter was a black man and he was the first black person I had ever seen.  He was delightful and realized that us kids had never seen a black person so he was great with us.  

We arrived in Downers Grove, Illinois, which is a suburb of Chicago about thirty miles east of the Loop. At that time suburbs where just coming into existence. The little towns used to be rural farm land and they were just beginning to grow and be homes for families commuting out of the city.  The commuter train was the main form of transportation.  

We arrived and were met by a lovely family by the name of Taylor.  They were the core members of the Fairview Ave. Presbyterian church where Dad was to be the minister.  The house, or parsonage as it is called, was almost bigger than the church.  It was an old farm house with lots of space but not a bit of furniture.  We carried our mattresses that first night from the Taylor’s house.  I am sure we were quite a sight.  This was in November and that is winter in Canada so we were in our long coats, boots, mittens, hats and carrying our mattresses on our heads.  The minister before Dad had run off with all of the church money so we came to a very desolate situation.  The next day food and furniture started to arrive from all of the congregation so in time we were well situated.


School was the next thing to tackle for Ben and I.  Rachel had graduated so she was looking at a job and then college next semester.  I was a sophomore in High School. Of course, the only clothes I had made me look like a refugee--and this was one stylish suburban school.  I really stood out, and in the office the secretary said to me “You can’t dress like that!!”  

I asked her what I was to do; they were the only clothes I had.  She gave me a disdainful look and then started to show me around school.  By the time I entered my first class I was an emotional wreck.  The teacher thought he would help me out and introduced me and asked me to read the poem they were reading.  I love poetry so that seemed easy enough except I had this strong Canadian accent.  The whole class went up in gales of laughter and I had no idea why.  That was all sorted out and some of the kids took me under their wing and they ended up to be my best friends.  

My next class was mathematics and the only class open was geometry.  This happened to be taught by the football coach and the only students in the class were the players and me.  I didn’t have a clue about football.   They didn’t play it in Canada and it was before TV.  Most of his problem-solving situations were the plays of the next game.  I learned a different approach to mathematics as well as football.  One thing this class did for me was to make me popular with all of the girls because I had direct contact with the football team.


Being a preacher’s kid in Canada isolated you except on Sunday.  Not many of the kids hung out with you at school but they were nice to you on Sunday.  I vowed no one would know what my Dad did.  It didn’t take long for them to find out because some were in our church.  It didn’t make a bit of difference, which was wonderful to find out.  

I loved high school.  There was so much to do in choir and drama as well as different clubs, so I was busy.  I had a great gang of girl friends and we spent weekends sleeping over at different homes and going to dances and movies as a group.  Dancing was a no no in the preacher’s house but I just went to sleep-overs and would go with the gang.  

In my Dad’s church choir was a man ten years my senior, a business man in Chicago.  He was quite taken with me as a little sister and one practice he asked if I would like to go for a motorcycle ride after church on Sunday.  I asked my parents and Dad talked with James and asked what it was all about.  James said he rode the weekends with a gang of Harley Davidson motorcycle riders.  They all had professional jobs and girlfriends or wives.  They had been looking for a mascot and they would like me to be it.  One of them would leave their lady friend at home and I would ride in place of her.  My Dad said that would be fine--if they all came to church first.  The next Sunday the front row was full of leather riders and their bikes were parked outside. That caused a real buzz.  

The riders really took me under their arm.  They would know what my schedule was at school, and if they thought I may be in any conflict or having any trouble they were there to check me out after school.  Sometimes I would ride home with them and other times we would just visit.  

One incident which stands out in my mind followed the school play.  I was part of the back stage crew and they had a party after the last performance.  I mentioned this to James at choir practice and he said sometimes they get kind of wild and I said, “Oh no, this is at one of the kid’s homes.”  He asked me the name and address and we let it drop.  When I went to the party with some other kids I noticed there were no adults there.  The party started and within the hour the lights went out and it was a fight to get to the door and get out.  I was really frightened--being a kid from the country--but once I was outside I saw that there were two of my friends on the Harleys and they took me home safe and sound.  They didn’t say a word but one guy had a tear stained jacket and they let me off at home with a hug and a tap on the head. Who said there are no guardian angels!


That first summer I went to church camp at Saugatuck, Michigan.  When I was there I got to know the staff and asked them if there would be a job for me.  I was able to work as a waitress so I stayed on at camp and worked and lived with the staff.  At first I was really homesick and I called home and said I wanted to come home.  Dad told me to wait a week and he would come and get me.  A week passed and he called and asked if he should come.  My response was “Why!!”  I have used this a lot when people have asked me what to do about someone who is homesick.   

My first real boyfriend came with his family to stay at family camp.  His name was Jack.  I was very busy working and his parents had a real close watch on him, but we did have time down by the lake to sit and watch the water and the moon.  The following year I went back and became the store manager, who fixed ice cream and sandwiches and candy.  I was only seventeen but I was hard on my peers.  The store had been in the red and I turned it around and did not allow anyone credit.  They had to have cash.  In short order it was making money.  

I remember one of the sales men coming in and wanting a hot breakfast because the camp food was just for the campers.  We didn’t have any way to cook but it gave me an idea and I got anb electric plate that had two elements and I was ready.  I had bacon and eggs and hamburger in the refrigerator and my first customer came in and wanted two eggs easy over.  All of a sudden I realized I didn’t know how to cook so I made a deal.  You cook and show me and it will be a free meal.  He did that and showed me how to do hamburgers and french fries.  We were in business.  

One of our campers was from Grand Rapids, Mich.  They had lots of tall good looking Dutch men.  Some of my waitress friends and I got to know some of them, and they said “Come to Grand Rapids and we will show you a good time.”  

Our next day off we decided to do that.  None of us had much money.  I decided we could hitch hike, which we did.  We spent the day at an amusement park with our Dutch friends, and when it was time to come home we talked them into bringing us home, which was over a hundred miles.  We gave them many promises that we would write and come back but that was the end of it and another fun experience.   

I guess the biggest adventure we did was take a boat trip back to Chicago.  Again we had the same day off.  When I say we it was three girls I hung out with.  We all worked at camp.  We went swimming and sunning in Lake Michigan.  While we were swimming this beautiful yacht came by and asked if we would like to take a ride.  Of course we agreed and they lowered the ladder and we got in.  They then told us they were going back to Chicago and we were a captive audience so to speak.  Well once more we had a guardian angel.  I informed them we were all under the age of eighteen.  They were very nice and fed us and we were let off at the dock on Canal Street in Chicago.  

I asked for so 

me money to call home, which they gave, and poor Dad had another call.  He said “Where are you?”  I told him and I also asked him to bring some cover up shirts for the three of us.  He dutifully came, gave us some clothes and drove us back to Saugatuck.  I was the senior advisor at the dorm so we had no trouble getting in and Dad went back home.


The other memorable experience that happened at Saugatuck was a dance.  In the town itself they had a wonderful pavilion with a live band and of course we snuck out and went to the dance.  How could you not go with the music coming across the lake.  It was live big band.  We always had someone to dance with and then we would sneak back to the dorm.  One night when I was closing the store and group of kids came over from Penele Knook which was an inner city camp that we provided for.  They said at the store they had an ROTC high school group of kids at the camp and they needed some dancing partners.  I went to the dorm and got my friends and off we went.  My partner was a superb dancer and we were all over the floor.  

I didn’t realize at the time the Chicago Tribune was doing a story on the inner city kids.  They took many pictures which I thought was just the camp but it turned out it was headline news in the paper and my folks were introduced to my expertise in dance.  That didn’t come out until much later when brother Ben wanted to go to a dance.  Dad said, “Why don’t you ask your sister?”  At that point he brought out the headline article.  Oh well; someone had to be a pioneer.  


I have a few more tales to tell from our Canada days which I almost forgot.  We took some long car trips to Muskegon Michigan to see my mothers family.  That was quite a trip seeing we were driving model B and D Fords.  I think I have that correctly.  We would have the cage on the running board for storage and the church people would make care packages for us and off we would go.  Mother was the pilot and we often got lost to start with because the roads in northern Canada were often under repair or washed out.  Most of them were dirt and gravel but once we got over them we were clear sailing except everyone would pass us.  If we got up to forty miles an hour we would woop it up.  I remember one of the surprises in the care packages was bubble gum.  We loved it until one of our bubbles would break and Dad thought it was a blow out so we had to stop chewing it in the car.  We would drive to Milwakee WI. And catch the boat across to Michigan.  We often got there in the middle of the night so we would sleep in the car and load car and all when the big car ferry would dock.  The folks would have a room but the three of us would roam the ship.  We would land north of Muskegon and drive to the Carlson family home which was small but wonderful.  Grandma was a small lady and only spoke Swedish.  Every time I would be near her she would pat my head and say “ little flicka” which would be girl, I think, in Swedish.  Uncle Hannibal and Aunt Freda lived with grandma.  Uncle Hannibal was a big kind man who loved us dearly.  He never married but was loved and respected by all.  Aunt Freda had TB when she was a teen ager and was in a hospital or sanitorium as it was called most of her young life so she never married.  She was a partial invalid but was a wonderful artist.  She made cards and flannel graf pictures to earn some money.  President and Mrs. Eisenhower had her make most of their greeting cards.  They were always bright colors and had the troll art look.  We understand there are some of them in the Eisenhower estate but we have not seen them.  She would sign them down in the lower right hand corner F Carlson.  When I worked in Saugatuck I was able to visit Muskegon a few times.


The other situation I wanted to mention about Prince Albert was my running.  I became quite good and when the family was moving to Chicago they were aproached about leaving me in Canada so I could train for the Olympic team.  The folks said no that I needed to be with them and at the time I was angry but it was a good decision. 


Now back to Chicago and the continuation of my life.  It was time to look for a nursing school where I could follow my dream when I graduated.  I had worked the last two summers and a drug store which was called Pippengers.  I delivered orders, counted pills, waited on people, decorated windows and many other jobs.  It was good money and I had earned most of my tuition.  I visited many of the programs and was accepted into all of them and then I remembered Swedish Covenant which I had been told about by the missionary lady in Prince Albert.  When I went to visit I fell in love with the place.  It was small enough and offered a great program.  My biggest problem was a serious boyfriend.  He was a telephone repair man and went to our church.  Bob Jensen was a big man and kind and he wanted to build me a house in the suberbs and settle down.  It sounded real good at the time but once again my parents pointed out my dream and they said try nursing for three months and then see what you feel.  Well you know the rest of the story I was hooked on nursing.  My roommate was Hero Otsuka from Japan.  She had been general McCarthy’s interpreter in Japan and had met some American nurses who were teaching a bible study to students.  They encouraged her to go to nursing and they would finance her. 

