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    “And when the chief shepherd appears, 
you will win the crown of glory that never fades away.”


    —1 Peter 5:4 (NRSV)
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    Prologue


    Warm, pungent odors rise from the subway grates as panel trucks rattle down the street en route to their next delivery. New York City is just beginning to stir on July 1, 1938; for Emmy, it is a day of reckoning.


    Emmy has championed women’s causes from social justice to women’s suffrage throughout her life. But her crowning achievement, as president of the Woman’s Missionary Society, is the Lutheran Home for Women. The home was a financial success due to Emmy’s hard work, boundless energy, and innate business sense.


    But over the years, her well-proportioned body has grown thin, and wisps of wayward gray hairs radiate from her face. Still, beneath her wiry frame is a woman of strength and determination, which often results in an authoritarian management style. She is a mover and a shaker—an unstoppable force.


    Her faith is strong and her will impervious to changes within the Woman’s Missionary Society. Now after decades of personal sacrifice, the powers that be wanted to boot her out . . . to remove her forever from her life’s work.


    At age eighty, she awaits a confrontation with the women she once led.

  


  
    Introduction


    The Swedish Exodus


    Sweeping reforms awakened the Swedes to fresh possibilities and a desire to begin anew. They began fleeing their homeland in the mid-1800s for a variety of reasons: a fresh start, religious freedom, or a sense of adventure. Over the years, more than one million would arrive on the shores of the United States. So much so, that by the early twentieth century, nearly one-fifth of all the people born in Sweden were living in America.1


    Most of the early emigrants came from rural areas, outnumbering those from the city five to one.2 Many came from Småland, a southern province in Sweden, where farming was the primary occupation. Today the region is known for fine crystal, Pippi Longstocking, and Ikea. But before that, not much had changed in Sweden since the Middle Ages. People lived in small villages and shared pastureland and fields. Rolling hills, deep forests, pristine lakes, and an abundance of moose filled the countryside. Simple red-frame homes and stone walls lined the streets. Churches with onion-shaped steeples and arched windows beckoned parishioners to worship. Farmers tilled rock-filled fields and tended a few milk cows but had only a trifle to show for their work.


    Their diets—largely vegetarian—consisted of barley mush and potatoes along with some salt herring and skanning (fermented sour milk). Due to the compulsory education system, most could read and write, but this did not protect them from Sweden’s economic, political, and social changes.


    Traditionally, farmers had large families to ensure a ready labor force. Plots of land customarily passed down from fathers to sons. Now that Sweden lived peacefully with its neighbors,sons no longer headed off to war. This, coupled with recent vaccinations and other medical advances, caused the population to nearly double between 1810 and 1850. As plots of land grew smaller, less acreage meant fewer crops to feed their families. Siblings worked as sharecroppers or as hired hands for low wages. When the potato crop failed in the 1860s, famine beset the nation.3


    The government struggled to meet the needs of the people; overwhelmed by the population explosion, inadequate health care resulted. The Industrial Revolution, which had overtaken Europe and the United States, failed to reach Sweden. Given the scarcity of jobs, unemployment rose. Land-poor Swedes fell into the lower classes with little hope for their future.4


    * * * *


    Religious freedom also contributed to the mass exodus of Swedish emigrants. The spiritual revival, known as the “Lasare” movement, created a stir within the Lutheran Church, the state church of Sweden. The Pietism (from the word piety) movement grew popular in the eighteenth century.5 The Lasares focused on a more personal and spiritual worship experience and endorsed the temperance movement.


    Emmy’s father, Rev. Erland Carlsson, lived in the province of Småland in the heart of the movement where he held gatherings in private homes for Bible studies and prayer meetings. Once an illegal practice, such meetings were now lawful, but not sanctioned by the church. As government employees, pastors, tangled in red tape, had little time to shepherd their flocks. Eager to break the bonds of the state-run church, they, along with groups of their parishioners, set sail for America.6


    Rev. Eric Janson arrived first. He emigrated from his home in the mid-1840s with a group of fifteen hundred followers known as Jansonites.7 Many of the emigrants died of cholera aboard the ship. The remainder settled in Bishop Hill, Illinois, the “New Jerusalem,” and lived within a communal setting. Janson’s followers considered him a harsh and controlling leader. After his murder in 1850, the colony fell into decline.8


    Rev. Lars Paul Esbjörn, a self-righteous man of deep conviction, came in 1849 with a band of 146 that settled in Andover in western Illinois. Once established, he invited his friends to join him in America. The first pastor to answer Esbjörn’s call was Rev. Tuve Nilson Hasselquist, an advocate of the Lasare movement.9


    Emmy’s father, whose opportunities in Sweden had dwindled due to his outspokenness, responded next. Erland arrived in 1853 and settled in Chicago. His two colleagues, Rev. Jonas Swensson and Rev. Olaf Andren, followed in 1856. These five pioneer pastors—Esbjörn, Hasselquist, Carlsson, Swensson, and Andren—formed the Augustana Lutheran Synod, whose basic tenets are still a part of the Evangelical Lutheran Church in America.10


    * * * *


    Immigration agents, or “runners,” hired by the American shipping lines, railroads, and land companies, promoted fresh opportunities in America adding to the flurry of immigrants.11 The Hemlandet newspaper, printed in Chicago, featured glowing accounts of life in America, intensifying the desire to leave Sweden. Emmy’s father wrote articles for the paper and a guidebook on immigration. Because the Swedes were acquainted with his name, multitudes followed him to Chicago.


    Encouraged by recent accounts from America, emigrants, their hearts a flutter, headed for a home across the sea to framtidslandet—the land of the future. Some sold their farms; others abandoned their homes, leaving the family farm untended. While many sailed for America, others stayed and sent their children, not knowing if they would see them again, if they even survived the sea voyage. Still others sailed for America against their parents’ wishes, clutching their dismissal papers from the Lutheran Church in Sweden, their belongings packed in wooden chests.


    The earliest emigrants departed from Gothenburg, Sweden, for the port cities of Hull or Liverpool, England. Others followed a route from Hamburg, Germany.12


    They traveled cheaply in the steerage section or the lowest deck of the ship. Squashed like cattle, they endured dank air and dark, cramped quarters. Common sleeping areas offered the passengers little privacy. Their voyage meant endless days at sea staring at a blue horizon and rolling waves. Aboard the ship, sickness, disease, and boredom consumed the weary travelers. Shipping lines offered free meals of beef, porridge, and dried fruit. But the emigrants found the food unfamiliar and often unfit to eat, preferring baskets of hardtack and dried meat for the journey.13


    During the ocean crossing on the St. Patrick, Emmy’s father urged travelers to stay active—to avoid the monotony of the voyage and seasickness—and to bring a few good Swedish books. He advised other passengers to “. . . stay out of bed and in motion, promenade the deck, work the pump, and be busy with sewing, crocheting, and whatever else one can do. This contributes to health and comfort.”14


    In doing so, the Swedes kept their minds and their bodies strong for the ordeals to come. Upon landing at Castle Garden, the center for immigration in New York City, arrivals were met with thievery and chicanery. Unable to speak the language and unfamiliar with American currency, they appeared easy prey for unsavory characters.15 (After 1890, immigrants were processed through Ellis Island.)


    Once the American frontier expanded past the Appalachian Mountains into the upper Mississippi Valley and the Midwestern plains, people headed west. Soon the fertile farmlands of Illinois, Wisconsin, Iowa, and Minnesota developed as the center of Scandinavian immigration. Often the immigrants settled together, forming Swedish colonies or “little Swedens,” such as those in Lindsborg, Kansas, and Chisago Lake, Minnesota. They worshipped together and held to their Swedish traditions.


    Once completed, the Erie Canal connected the Hudson River with the Great Lakes and made Chicago the destination of choice for many Swedish immigrants. They made their way westward on paddle steamers and canal boats pulled by a team of oxen and settled along the north branch of the Chicago River atop marshy swamplands.


    The locals, who thought recent arrivals carried diseases, did not extend a warm welcome. Such was the case for a party from Västergötland, Sweden, who arrived in Chicago during the summer of 1852 and set forth by boat to Sheboygan, Michigan. The men ventured into town for information, leaving the women, one of whom was possibly Emmy’s mother, and children behind with their belongings. Unable to locate anybody who understood Swedish in the small town, the men returned to the dock and waited with the other travelers who rested helpless and hungry atop their luggage. When the boat from Chicago returned after a few days, the group got aboard and headed back to the city.16


    * * * *


    Although incorporated in 1837, the city of Chicago, with its miles of mud, resembled that of a burgeoning frontier town along Lake Michigan. Writer John Peyton once described Chicago as “the city situated on both sides of the Chicago River . . . a sluggish, slimy stream too lazy to clean itself.”17


    In the 1850s, Swedish activist Fredricka Bremer concluded that Chicago was not fit for folks to live or work, claiming it was “one of the most miserable and ugly cities which I have yet seen in America.”18 However, she found the people to be “most agreeable and delightful.”19


    Piles of garbage and industrial refuse, human waste, and animal droppings spilled into the city streets. Unpaved roads were littered with tree stumps and some standing trees. Dead animals lined the ditches, and wild pigs ran rampant through the streets. Foul odors rose from raw sewage, and debris floated down the Chicago River, dumping sewage and waste into Lake Michigan.


    Sidewalks were nonexistent, and the water supply was contaminated. Buildings dotted the landscape. Lumber yards, commercial entities, and wharves marked the lakefront, and the city air reeked from the meat-packing houses. Railroad tracks spread outward from the town resembling spokes on a wheel and transported everything from immigrants to carloads of beef, pork, lumber, and grain.


    Transportation was by horseback or stagecoach, which jostled passengers, bumping them to and fro. When the rains came, the roads were impassable. Horse-drawn wagons mired in bottomless mud holes. Other roads, which were constructed from timbers or planks, were known as “corduroy roads” because they resembled the fabric. These allowed vehicles to travel more easily. Even so, buggies rattled over wooden planks, spraying unsuspecting pedestrians with dirt and debris.20


    Hot summer winds blew puffs of dust into the air, and soot billowed from the smokestacks of passing trains, covering the town with black grit. Dark clouds of industrial pollution hung in the air.21 The bitterly cold winters lasted an eternity. Before the spring thaw, ice chunks floated along the lakefront.


    City folk lived in marshy swamp areas where brackish water pooled and snakes gathered. Standing water filled with filth led to disease—cholera, tuberculosis, and typhoid among the deadliest.22 Amid the mud and ooze lurked other creepy-crawly vermin slithering in the muck. During the worst of times, the immigrants clung to their faith, which promised them a better life in heaven.


    Outside of town, prairie grass grew eight to ten feet tall, offering little protection for the settlers. With its thick roots deeply matted into the ground, this “inland ocean” formed a sea of grass that rippled like water. The fertile land and trees provided raw materials for fuel, buildings, and fences, or lumber, which could be sold. But working the land with wooden plows and a horse—or even a man—made farming difficult.


    The landscape began to change with innovations such as the steel-edged plow designed by Cyrus McCormick, which allowed farmers to clear the land, cracking through the grass roots with a team of oxen. Sodbusting opened the prairie to human cultivation. The newly opened board of trade in Chicago enabled farmers to bring their grain crops to be graded and stored, eventually creating a futures market. Grain elevators stimulated farming and can still be seen along the railways, standing tall against the Midwestern landscape.


    Word of a railroad connecting Chicago to major cities such as St. Louis spread throughout the city. Completed in 1856, the Illinois Central, a massive venture with more than seven hundred miles of track, linked the northern and southern portions of Illinois. This iron horse did not freeze like the Mississippi River in the harsh winters, allowing heavy cargo to move back and forth regardless of the weather. The pattern of commerce in the Midwest changed forever in the process.


    Entrepreneurs saw potential for economic growth, and with it, opportunities for wealth, resulting in a steady stream of speculators to the area. Among them were men such as Marshall Field, who hoped to find a job as a respectable mercantile clerk in a dry goods store. Rand McNally started a mapping and printing business. Philip Armour’s meat-packing enterprise and Gustavus Swift’s stockyards came to be the centerpiece of Chicago’s economy through the rest of the nineteenth century and into the twentieth century.


    By 1857 Chicago was one of the largest cities in the nation with a population of thirty thousand residents.23 Before long, an explosion of settlements could be found in northern and central Illinois. The number of Swedes far outpaced those from other Scandinavian countries. By the 1860s, Chicago was the center of Swedish America and its cultural identity.


    The Swedes brought their expertise and abilities to Chicago, where they found both skilled and unskilled job opportunities. Most men worked in trades such as carpentry, cabinetmaking, blacksmithing, and construction. Swedish women used their domestic proficiency as seamstresses or servants—jobs requiring little English.24


    The early settlers established Swedish communities and churches, solidifying the area’s vibrant culture. Swedish schools and hospitals unified the settlers and attracted other immigrants to Chicago. Emmy’s family resided in one of the largest of these neighborhoods, known as Swede Town.25


    Bound by Chicago Avenue and Market, Oak, and Larrabee Streets, Swede Town, located in one of the worst sections of the city, lacked sanitation. Rows of wooden shanties speckled with mud lined the streets. Candles were used for light.26 Paper pulled tautly against the windows kept the cold Chicago winds at bay.


    Given their low wages, the Swedes looked for inexpensive housing near their jobs. They could ill afford public transportation and needed to be within walking distance of their work.27 Wooden city buildings provided them with ample opportunities to use their carpentry skills. Other amenities, such as restaurants, boarding houses, social clubs, and shops, were within easy reach of the residents.


    Emmy’s father planted the seeds of a Swedish Lutheran church within the community. His small congregation found the sights and sounds of America unfamiliar. Coming from the “Land of the Midnight Sun,” where summer meant twenty-four hours of daylight and winter brought months of darkness, the environment seemed as strange as the language. Yet despite their poverty and other hardships, church members worked to build a better way of life for future generations of faith.

  


  
    Chapter One


    The Early Years in America (1853–1875)


    Emmy Carlsson Evald was a woman of courage, a crusader for equal rights, and according to friends, “a force to be reckoned with.” Her story begins in Sweden with her father, Rev. Dr. Erland Carlsson, who endowed her with two guiding principles: a proud Swedish history and an abiding faith. Born on August 22, 1822, Erland grew up in Älghult Parish, an impoverished farming community in Småland in southern Sweden. Having lost his father at an early age, he worked hard to achieve an education at Lund University.


    As a pastor, young Erland’s liberal viewpoints often conflicted with the state-run Lutheran Church of Sweden. In addition, his long but artful sermons annoyed the local bishop, further limiting his options.


    Meanwhile, in America, trouble brewed in Chicago. Local pastors worried about the Swedes and their increased use of alcohol. More troublesome, Methodists were coming to town,1 whose ideology differed from the Lutherans in that Southern Methodist churches tended to accept slaveholders. The church polity was also dissimilar.2


    Consequently, they asked Erland to join them with hopes of establishing a Swedish Lutheran church in Chicago. Given his dim job prospects in Sweden, Erland agreed and left his homeland of pink and purple lupine on June 3, 1853. His decision begat generations of Americans with Swedish ancestry.


    Erland, along with 176 other emigrants, journeyed first to Hamburg, Germany, and then to Liverpool, England. From there the group embarked on the St. Patrick bound for America. To stay active, travelers participated in Bible classes and hymn singing (often accompanied by Erland on his violin), and when possible, studied English vocabulary and grammar.3


    Erland arrived in Chicago on August 28, 1853, at the age of thirty-one. Luckily, he found lodging in an attic room with an outdoor staircase. Board and laundry cost ten dollars per month. He took responsibility for the room’s upkeep and his stove.


    His first months in a strange city proved particularly harsh and not very encouraging.


    His first Christmas Eve, he had been out inviting people to a Julotta [a Christmas morning worship service]. He came home all alone to his attic room. It was bitterly cold and there was no fire in the little stove. When he went to wash his hands, the water was frozen, the pitcher fell on the floor and cracked into pieces. That was too much for the lonesome, homesick pastor and he sat down and cried bitterly. Far away from his loved ones . . .


    —Emmy Evald4


    Most immigrants faced a period of adjustment; as a new pastor, Erland carried an extra burden: that of building a church. Part of his would-be flock had affiliated with different congregations. Others had simply drifted away from church or Chicago altogether. Thirty-six remained, including eight married couples and twenty singletons, one of whom would become his wife and Emmy’s mother.


    Erland’s first church was housed in a Norwegian Lutheran church at the corner of Superior and Orleans Streets. Once the wee congregation could afford a church of their own, the parishioners purchased a church building and the adjoining empty lot for less than $2,500 in October 1854.5 They called the church the Swedish Evangelical Lutheran Church of Chicago, forming the only Swedish Lutheran church in the city. (The name changed to the Swedish Evangelical Lutheran Immanuel Church of Chicago. Immanuel, meaning “God with us,” became its corporate name. The word “Swedish” was later deleted from the name.)


    A white picket fence surrounded the wooden church with its tall spire, and an open door welcomed parishioners. The church, referred to as Immanuel Lutheran, marked a beginning for the immigrants whose courage and aspirations laid the groundwork for the Christian community.


    A skilled organizer, Erland and his fellow Lutheran pastors formed the Augustana Synod, which required extensive travel throughout the Midwest. He soon emerged as a central figure in church development, mission, and education, crisscrossing the country. As an adult, Emmy would follow in his footsteps.


    For the Swedes, the church represented both a social and spiritual connection, and membership was a status symbol. To “belong” to the church where a well-regarded pastor preached meant an everyday laborer could attain a level of respectability.6 The church was the center of community life with fairs and picnics—the “tie that binds.”7 Within the community, folks compared church attendance to good citizenship, like paying taxes and voting.8


    Emmy’s father toiled endlessly on behalf of his growing congregation, serving his flock as a counselor, a realtor, a translator, and—at times—a mailman. Long lines of parishioners, seeking aid, formed outside his attic room causing his landlord, who tired of the commotion, to evict him. Deadly cholera swept through Chicago in the fall of 1854. Due to malnutrition, many immigrants literally died in the street on their way to work and were loaded onto wagons for burial. Surrounded by the acrid smell of death, Erland tended his parishioners as best he could, contracting a mild case of the disease himself, which would later manifest itself in bouts of ill health throughout Emmy’s life. Ten percent of church members perished that year.9 In all, Erland estimated that nearly 60 percent of the Swedish immigrants who arrived in Chicago that fall succumbed to the disease.10


    * * * *


    Thanks to a common language and shared faith, Swedes often married each other. Erland, too, proposed to a member of his flock. He and his bride, Eva Charlotta Anderson, wed in a quiet ceremony on May 25, 1855. Eva was twenty-six and Erland thirty-three. His sculpted forehead and deep-set eyes accentuated his boyish good looks. Chin whiskers made him appear older than his years.


    With her chestnut hair pulled tautly into a bun, Eva, on the other hand, looked as plain as prairie grass, although the curl of her smile softened her stern countenance. Those who knew her thought her to be a humble Christian woman with a pleasing personality whose life encompassed good deeds. She nursed the sick, cared for the homeless, and was a wise, tender mother and an exemplary pastor’s wife, who had time for everyone and was friendly toward all.11


    Little is known about Eva’s early childhood. She was born on March 11, 1829, the daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Anders Anderson of Timmele Parish, in Västergötland, Sweden. Exactly when the family arrived in America is unclear. Multiple sources cite various dates ranging from 1847 to 1852.


    The Anderson family may have been part of a Västergötland group who came to America and proceeded to Sheboygan, Michigan, only to be stranded on the pier unable to communicate with the residents. One account indicates Mr. Anderson was a blacksmith and wagon maker who immigrated to Taylor Falls, Minnesota, and subsequently to St. Charles, Illinois, before moving to Chicago. Church records show that the Anderson family arrived in the city in 1851.


    * * * *


    The financial crisis of 1857 caused bank failures and unemployment unlike any the country had experienced. In Chicago, families evacuated from the city proper and wandered into the countryside where they tried to sustain themselves on potatoes and corn. Men worked for fifty cents a day to provide for their families, and women took in laundry to make ends meet. Landlords charged twenty dollars per month for rent and flour rose to a costly seven dollars a barrel. Rumors of muskrat skins being used in lieu of cash could be heard along city streets.12


    That same year, Erland, weary and in declining health, resettled his family in Geneva, Illinois, a sleepy little hamlet on the fringes of Chicago. He organized a Lutheran church in town and hoped to rest. There, on September 18, 1857, Emmy, baptized Emlie Christina, came into the world. She was the second child to bless the Carlsson home; Emmy’s sister, Annie, had been born the previous year. Nobody imagined the woman she would turn out to be, the influence she would wield, or the respect she would gain.


    In less than a year, the family returned to their home in Chicago, where Erland continued to serve Immanuel Lutheran Church and the family grew. Ebenezer arrived April 1859 and Samuel in February 1864. Between 1868 and 1872, Emmy’s mother gave birth to four more children. Although little Ester lived for two years, the other children died during infancy. All in all, the Carlssons buried more than half of their children, which was common for the time. Because infants often perished within days of their birth, families sometimes waited several months before naming them. Emmy’s brother Sam appeared so frail his parents held a baptism the day he was born.


    * * * *


    Prayer meetings at the family home were so popular that the parsonage filled to overflowing. On occasion, smoky oil lamps and flaming candles absorbed the oxygen, making it difficult for the worshippers to breathe.13 The Carlssons also appreciated the arts and music. Erland played both the violin and the flute, and friends recollected a house filled with joy.


    Days were never idle during the early years of the church. Recalling their own plight as immigrants facing hunger and disease, the family focused on mission projects within the church. Their home at 151 Lincoln Avenue served as a refuge for the homeless and a hospital for the sick. At various times, as many as sixty immigrants lived with the family. One family friend referred to their home as a “little Castle Garden” after the central immigration station in New York City.14 Their home at Lincoln and Cleveland Avenue was used as temporary housing for Augustana Hospital. Emmy’s parents eventually sold their property to the hospital in 1886, donating a portion of the proceeds to the organization.


    With all the comings and goings, a youthful Emmy occasionally misinterpreted what she saw, especially when needy families arrived on the Carlssons’ doorstep.


    We had no immigrant home. The church served as such and they slept in the pews. As a child, I remember Mother kneeling as a nurse cleaning the sores of a poor immigrant’s legs infected and full of worms.


    I have seen her carrying out big kettles of meatball soup with potatoes and carrots to the hungry, poor, and penniless immigrants in our backyard. As children, we used to go up and down the aisles of the church looking at the immigrants and feeling so sorry that Mother and Father came from such people.


    —Emmy Evald15


    Emmy eventually realized that the poor people in the pews did not represent all Swedes but reflected her father’s Christian love and the urgent need for immigrant aid.16


    * * * *


    Once the Swedes were settled and the church building constructed, the congregation made plans for a school. They erected a two-story building on an empty lot adjacent to the church. In addition, the need for reading materials and devotional books outpaced the supply brought from Sweden. To remedy the problem, the upper floor of the building housed the first business office of the Swedish Lutheran Publication Society. Smelling of paper and ink, the society, started in January 1855, published the New Testament and other books in Swedish.


    The publication society also printed the Hemlandet (“Homeland”) newspaper, which reported on social and political issues, such as slavery and temperance. Emmy’s father promoted the paper, which reminded readers to stay true to their Lutheran upbringing. The venture proved rewarding for young Emmy and her siblings, who earned a few pennies each for folding the paper with newsprint-stained hands.17


    In the summer, classrooms occupied the main floor of the frame building. Emmy and her siblings attended “Swede school” in their formative years. As students, they learned Swedish, scriptures, and the catechism corresponding to today’s parochial schools. The curriculum for children and adults included English, although, in the home, they communicated in Swedish. Off and on, immigrants also resided in the schoolhouse.


    As religious leader, Erland’s responsibilities went beyond Sunday worship services. He and his fellow pastors sought to recruit and educate students who would actively minister to the growing needs of rural communities. Although a theological degree was not necessary to pursue a calling in the ministry, most denominations, despite being strapped for cash, built seminaries to inspire young men to further their religious education.18


    As a result, the schoolhouse played a different role from 1860 to 1863 as the first home of a newly established school, Augustana College and Theological Seminary. The lower floor of the schoolhouse served as a lecture hall and the upper floor as a dormitory. The students were poor but suffered no want.19 Profits from the Hemlandet helped to defray the cost of the college.


    Wide-eyed and inquisitive, Emmy mistakenly observed the students at the college. “As children, we thought it was awfully funny that these big men had to go to school where we had learned our ABCs,” she said.20 Of course, the students focused on preaching, not reading and writing.


    The women of Immanuel Lutheran Church also involved themselves in the college. Ready-made bed linens were unavailable in the mid-1800s. Emmy’s mother’s sewing society chatted over coffee as nimble fingers worked to make sheets, pillowcases, and towels and construct quilts and mattresses for the beds at the seminary. The mattresses, filled with crunchy corn husks, made for a lumpy night’s sleep.


    In addition, the women’s group prepared the dormitories for the seminary students by cleaning and scrubbing the rooms. They made beds and washed and ironed the students’ laundry. Without a dining room, church families invited the students to their homes for meals.


    Emmy’s fond childhood memories included the early days of the seminary and college. With chores to be done, beds to be made, and meals to prepare, her little hands helped where they could. Wearing a simple calico dress, she headed to the dormitory with slips of paper telling the students where to go for their meals. “There was one cranky student and no home wanted to feed him,” said Emmy. “He came and complained to Father. Father told him, ‘It is no wonder, when [at dinner] you asked, ‘Duger detta att ata?’ . . . ‘What is this?’”21 The story provided a lesson on gratitude and manners.


    * * * *


    As Emmy grew, so did Chicago. Its population now outpaced St. Louis and Cincinnati. Most businesses located by the Chicago River along Wacker Drive and Lake Street, making downtown a central area for shopping and financial transactions.


    On the political front, President James Buchanan occupied the White House, and the country teetered on the brink of war. As one of the nation’s largest states, Illinois was a swing state, with nearly one-fourth of its population foreign born. The rural communities of southern Illinois supported proslavery views and the northern portion of the state pro-Union, having been inhabited by Union sympathizers from the Northeast. In 1860, Abraham Lincoln won the Republican Party’s nomination at the Wigwam convention center in Chicago, putting the city on the map.


    Emmy was almost four when the Confederates attacked Fort Sumter, signaling the start of the Civil War. As the war broke out, antislavery ideology had a firm foothold on the city, and the economy boomed. Northern states prospered with increases in commodities and wages. Swedish immigrants—still troubled by famine and unemployment in their homeland—continued to flock to Chicago in search of a better life, making Chicago the largest cluster of Swedes in the United States.22


    In those days, all good citizens did their patriotic duty. Many young men from Immanuel Lutheran Church served under the Union “colors,”23 having aligned themselves with the antislavery stance of their mother country. The times were not conducive for a growing college, however. As more men marched off to war, enrollments at Augustana College and Theological Seminary declined. In 1863, after much discussion, the college moved from the schoolhouse behind the Superior Street church and relocated south of the city in Paxton, Illinois, surrounded by fertile farmland.


    Not everyone agreed with the move, but Erland and other pastors hoped the locale near the Illinois Central Railroad would bring students to Augustana and that the community would assist the college and help it grow. Instead, the flood of immigrants headed north to Minnesota and west toward Nebraska and Kansas. Meanwhile, the war dominated the news.


    As a socially minded Republican, Erland endorsed President Lincoln. In April 1865, when word spread of President Lincoln’s assassination by John Wilkes Booth, Emmy found her father sitting at the kitchen table with his head bowed and his shoulders shaking as he sobbed. Stunned by what she saw and unable to imagine an event that would cause her father such sorrow, she
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