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Young American Immigrants, Book II (Agnes’s Rescue [I, Scotland], 

Anna’s Prayer [III, Sweden], Samuel Sailing [IV, South Africa])

Retold by Karl Beckstrand, Special thanks to Shari Griffiths

Write your family’s story, identify countries and cities, count modes of transportation

FREE multicultural books, lesson plans, exclusive bundles & online SECRETS gratis:

KidsWorldBooks.com

ORDER direct or via major distributors: Blackwell’s, B&N, Follett, Gardner’s, Hertzberg/Perma-bound, Libraria, Mindworks, Powell’s

Copyright © 2018 Karl Beckstrand, Premio Publishing & Gozo Books, Midvale, UT, USA

All rights reserved. This e-book is licensed for your personal enjoyment and may not be resold or given away. To share this book, please purchase a copy for each recipient. If you did not purchase this book, or if it was not purchased for your use, please respect the author and illustrator’s creative labors and purchase your own copy. Only reviewers/book dealers may quote brief passages in a printed, online, or broadcast review without prior permission from publisher. Derechos reservados. Cómpralo para compartirlo.

JNF007120, JNF053240, JNF025200, JNF038060, JNF007080, JNF057050; Library of Congress control number: 2016962276; (eISBN: 978-0463292839), hard ISBN 978-0985398859, soft ISBN 978-1503247147

For my cousin Ida May Beckstrand King
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Online Bonus Material: For story SECRETS click here or use QR code below

Notes: Before Ida went to the hospital, all she’d had to eat each day was hard rye bread soaked in a hot barley drink. “When visitors came to the hospital, the doctor would bring them to my room to look at me. I surely was an awful sight” (no hair; red-and-white eyes—where they should have been blue; a swollen, blue nose; and lips full of sores).

Ida’s employer had a large pond. In the winter, it was covered with thick ice. Ida had to get on her knees over a hole cut in the ice to clean diapers. “I did not go back inside the house until the pain stopped some. I did not want the family to see me crying. I [got] good food and ... goods to make a skirt. ... I worked in different places when not in school, but this was the hardest place of all.”

“I was baptized by an Elder Erickson, the same Elder who had baptized mother about a month before.” Midsummer Day (see title-page illustration) was originally celebrated in Sweden to commemorate John the Baptist. Latter-day Saints baptize people (mature enough to choose) by immersion via the same priesthood authority originally held by John. 

When the Minister visited Ida’s school, he was soon impressed with the “Mormon girl” who could answer all his questions. One day, Ida brought her Latter-day Saint songbook to school to copy songs on her slate tablet. The teacher picked up the book and asked if he could show it to his mother and sister. A couple of days later he threw the book across the room and cursed it.

Ida and Anna sailed on a big boat for the United States in May 1888. Their brother Oskar’s




















































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/image030.jpg
In time I married—and earned enough

‘money to help my mother come to America. 1
also determined I would never again miss an
opportunity to share Christ’s restored gospel, so T
learned to speak and write in English. Whether it
was my bishop or my doctor— Latter-day Saint or
not—I made sure each person knew that God loves
everyone, and that He still speaks through prophets
and apostles today. And now I have shared my story

with you!
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Shorﬂy aftef turning twelve,

I became sick with chills and fever.
My aunt told us to soak a cloth in
the crushed leaves of a flower and
put it on my wrists to draw out
the infection. Mother put some
on my left wrist and was going

to puﬂ‘som: on my right arm,

" but I started to scream.

It burned like fire!
When Mother took the cloth
off, there was a solid blister
underneath. My arm was

so painful [ had to

carry it in a sling.
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W had a lttle house with a fireplace that kept us warm

during the long winters. We used to go sledding on mother’s wood-
hauling sleigh. My older brother, Oskar, would often best other
children at speed skating.

On summer mornings, Mother would fix our dinner and then

work all day in the fields until dark.

")
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As soon as the meeting was over, [

walked up to one of the missionaries and told
him I wanted to be baptized. He asked me some
questions, and then he took me to my mother

and said, “Sister Anderson, your little girl wants

to be baptized”” Mother put her arms around

me and cried, thanking Heavenly Father that 1
also could understand that the gospel was true.
Mother had been baptized a month before. We

children did not know she was a Mormon!
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B

people persecuted them. So the missionaries waited until ater dark

cause of inaccurate ideas about Latter-day Saints, many

10 baptize people. My mother and I went with others to the great
river Korshagen Motala Strom. I was concemned my arm would be
a problem, but the missionary promised to be careful. After the
missionary spoke the baptismal prayer, I was submerged in the
tiver, then brought out again. Oh, how happy I was!

After 1was confirmed a member of the Church, the missionaries
anointed my arm with oil, blessed me by Christ’s priesthood power,

and put the bandage back on.
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1Bk

years old,

n working,

At one place, 1 had to getaip

at four in the morning to
< milk four cows (so the milk
would get to the city early). I also
had to clean stables. The snow was deep, and I
was poorly dressec

so cold!
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Feanngl would lose my arm, Mother took me to find a doctor. After
walking half of the ten-mile distance, I could go no farther. Fortunately,
T got a ride with a farmer who was taking his produce to market. But
Mother had to walk the whole way.

I'made it to an aunt’s house in the city. When Mother arrived, she was

worn out from her long walk and worry over me.
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1 A.I.lofmytﬂlrhndmbecmoﬂ,md
’ my eye was operated on. I was in the

hospital for six months. Many times my
mother walked the ten miles to visit me
and then walked the distance home.
1got good food that made me stronger,
until I was well enough to go home. But I
had pain in my head and stomach for the

rest of my life.
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.Wl.ien 1 was nine years old, I got scarlet fever. For many weeks
Ilay in bed with painful sores

on my face and head. Because

‘my mother could lose her job if fllshe missed work, she tried to get
but no one did. My brother had

v a man from the.

The man 1

Lin the
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I told everyone about the
Church. I told Mother that I knew
everyone we told would join the
church—it was so plain they couldn't
help but accept it. But I soon found
out [ was mistaken. School became a
miserable place for me. One day the
children surrounded me, pulled my
hair, kicked me, spit at me, and called
me names. They said I couldn't tell
the teacher because he hated
Mormons too. We became outcasts.

Soon it became very hard for Mother

to find work—not many people would

allow a Mormon in their house.
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testimony when I couldn't even

ask someone directions in this

unfamiliar langua
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In the morning, when Mother took the

bandage off, my arm was completely healed. It
‘was a miracle! I had been so bad I couldn't use my
hand or arm, but now we could not even tell
where the great blister and swelling had been.
‘When the missionaries blessed me, I knew I
would be healed. What a wonderful witness this
has been to me throughout my life!
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I wis borrin Lilla Sod, Furingst

Sweden, August 1,1869. In my country,

my name is pronounced “Eeda o
; okt TV e b

Qurlittle family was paor.
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When I'was nineteen years old, one of
the missionaries in Sweden received a letter from
the United States asking him to bring a good
worker with him when he returned home. The
missionary asked if I would like to go. I wanted to
go! (1 had been praying to go for seven years.)

My mother wanted my sister, Anna, to have a

better life, too. She had just enough money to send

Anna with me—but not enough for her or Oskar
to come. With both hope and great sadness, Anna
and I left our family in Sweden and sailed to a new
life among strangers who spoke a different

language.
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Bm here begins the most wonderful part of
my story. Because the next day was Sunday, it wasn't
likely that we could see a doctor. So my mother took
me to a conference of The Church of Jesus Christ of
Latter-day Saints.
We had studied the Bible in school every day, and not
being very strong, I often stayed home and read while

other children were out playing, So I was well informed.

I cannot describe the feeling that filled my whole being

when I heard that God had again spoken to mortals.

It was a most heavenly feeling. T knew I had heard the

same message somewhere before. I realized it was just

as the Savior and his Apostles had preached when they
were on the earth.
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Sovetermored

our family to the city.

I got ajob working for my
mother’s cousin. But |
never stopped telling people §
about the Church.
At Christmas, a dressmaker
named Maria was hired to
make dresses for my cousin
and me. I explained the
gospel to her and invited her
to Church. 'm very happy to A (
say that both Maria and mv
cousin Jenny joined the
church and were
faithful to the e
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