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WOLD: Oh, that was a fabulous bunch. The principal had
a weird name, Elam J, Anderson. He was a friend of my
father so that gave him quite an insight right away. He
sort of reminded me, once in a while, of my father's ex-
pectations and I had to behave myself. The teachers--this
group was quite the most remarkable. Our science teacher
was a Mr. Quivada, who had been a studio artist and engineer
for one of the movie companies. He told us stories about

this and he was very good, too, in general science.
I: How did he end up teaching in Shanghai?

WOLD: Oh, he was on his way around the world, and how better
to earn your way around! Most of our teachers were doing
this, either coming from west to east or going from east to
west. We had teachers that had taught at Roberts College in
Beirut or the American University in Constantinople or had
been in England or Germany and so on. Others who had come

up from Bagio in the Philippines and from India. Oh, we had
a fabulous bunch of teachers.

I: Did you feel there was any difference in their commitment
as opposed to your teachers at the American School in Kikung-

shan?

WOLD: Oh, no, I think that we had about the same level of
teaching. The teachers we had in Shanghai, I think, were

very dedicated teachers. I think very fine, Christian teachers.
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Our coach was a Mr. Fondell who was an Augustana Synod
missionary and he had been a football player at Gustavus
Adolphus. We all had a great love for him. I remember

him with affection.

I: How about the policies and the standard between the

two schools? Was there any difference there?

WOLD: Not particularly. The one thing that I can remember
is that in Shanghai we had to take California State tests
and on Kikung we took Minnesota State Boards. I can't
remember if we took anything else, except that they spelled
the names differently. They were both tough and we had to
pass the things--Minnesota State Boards, California State

Boards.

I: How about Chinese Studies in each of the schools? Did

you have offerings in that?

WOLD: None, none. No, not in the least. It was very

astonishing when you get down to it. I don't recall any.
I: How much were you allowed to be out and about in Shanghai?

WOLD: As much as we wanted to. We lived in the dormitory.
At the end of the week we had certain spots that we loved
to go to. The YMCA was one of them and then there were

some places out in the 0ld Settlement. I used to go out
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and visit this roommate of mine, whose father was a pro-
fessor at the Shanghai Christian College. It was quite

a variety of experiences we had there.
I: What YMCA did you go to?

WOLD: The Foreign Y. The YMCA man that I developed a

great deal of close affection for was a James Lattimer, but
he was up in Hankow. I taught him how to ride the cowcatcher
on the locomotive. He didn't believe that anybody could do

it. I have a picture of him with me,
I: Howoften did you ride the cowcatcher on the locomotive?

WOLD: Oh, whenever somebody didn't think it could be done.
At a high school age, you know, it's astonishing all the

things that you can do if you do it.

I: What experiences with anti-foreign sentiment did you

have, particularly from '28?

WOLD: We were always called "yang kwei-tze," the foreign
devils. I remember one time I went into Hankow for some-
thing. I bargained with the ricksha coolie at the depot

to take me over to a doctorfs office. I knew exactly what
was normally paid and this is what we agreed on. It was a
little bit above what the Chinese would pay, but what we
would pay. When we got there, this fellow started screaming

at me that that wasn't enough.
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The first thing I looked up and here they had carry-
ing poles--we called them "bien dan'--with an iron spike on
each end. They'd stick these into the cut wood binding.
There must have been 20 of them ready to impale me outside
the iron fence of this building. I couldn't get in and I
didn't know what was going to happen next. A Sikh policeman
reached around the gate in the fence and pulled me in.
Then he slammed the door and started in on these Chinese

to get out of the way.

I: How did you respond when the Chinese called you foreign

devils?

WOLD: We laughed at it. It was the only thing you could do.

Then we could understand why they felt that way.

I: Did you ever discuss among your classmates or your school

faculty the reasons for the rising foreign sentiment?

WOLD: No, never. 1 think we were much more concerned about

our safety than what was taking place or why.

I: Particularly when you were in Shanghai, but also in
Hankow and Kikung, were there ever discussions among the
mission community about the gunboat policy or extraterritor-

iality?
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WOLD: I think we had feelings on it, but to be very
honest with you, I think most of us were grateful that

we had the gunboats there because it did provide security.

I: What did you know of your father's work the last few
years before his death? Do you know problems that he faced,
changes that he planned to make in his work, things of that

nature?

WOLD: He did talk quite often about these things. I used
to talk with him. That was one of the marvelous things. I
used to walk with him up to the house or office; he kept
the most terrible hours. I used to walk with him up and
meet him and he would tell about what things that he was
into. There were the Chinese government policies-~they
were trying to have an influence on curriculum in all
schools in our mission field. Dad was president of the
Lutheran Church of China, president of the seminary. He
was teaching a full load and working with the International
Famine Relief. It was a brutal load. He would talk about
it. There was a variationof problems that would come, but

I can't remember anything specifically,

I: You mentioned a little bit earlier, that the Chinese did
hold your father in awe. Could you comment any more about the

response of the Chinese to your father?
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WOLD: 1 think the best that I can give on this is some
years back. I came up for a convocation at Luther Seminary
in St. Paul, and who should be in residence but Doctors Peng
Fu and Wu Ying. When I ran into them, they hugged me and
they said, "You've got to be our company.”" So I went over
for several meals. They came up with one super special one.
When I came up to the door-~they were living in an upstairs
apartment over there by the seminary--I was hugged by each
of them and very tightly. You talk about the Chinese not
being demonstrative; this is not the case at all.

They said, "You are our little brother, but we want
to show you the honor andflove we have for your father.

1

He was our professor.'" Peng Fu said, "I'm going to be'er
shih ful-number two boy." Peng Fu was president of the
Lutheran Church of China and Wu Ying was superintendent of
our mission. Wu was ta shih fu"(cook) and Peng Fu was the
waiter. They said, "Now you sit over here. You are "jan
lai-de k'e'--a very honored guest from a long distance."
I sat there and here were these two men waiting on me hand
and foot. I don't know how much more you can say than that.
Then we had lots of jokes. They were telling about all
the different things--mispronunciations the foreigners came

up with. Theywere laughing about Dr. Sihvonen. Dr. Sihvonen

was a very, very competent linguist, but they remembered
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when he had talked about an airplane flying over as the
fat chicken-~he missed the intonation and that was funny.
They called Sihvonen the 'beard." My father was ''nose."
Everyone had a nickname. They were perfectly free and
willing to come with all of it. They were recalling with
a good deal of amusement the different things, but also

with a great deal of affection.

I: What year was it that you had graduated from high school?

WOLD: 1In '31.

I: Then you remained in China with Annag Lee Wold after
your father's death and finished out high school? How

was it that you had the special trip to Peking?

WOLD: We'd been talking years before. Dad had promised

a number of trips that he was going to make and we were
going to make together. We were going to go up the Yangtze
Gorges to Chungking--the Yangtze Gorges are actually one of
marvels of navigation and wonders of the world. Never made
it. We had been talking about the Great Wall and possibly

a trip up to Sian. None of these things took place. Mother
wanted to be sure that at least I'd have one nice memory,

so we went up to Peking.

I: Was there any consideration after your father's death,

that you would return to America?
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WOLD: There was no question. We always talked about
this country as home. It was a strange kind of dis-
placement. We never thought of China as home; America
was home. We're going home. We'd never been here; we

didn't know anybody, but this was home.

I: When you did come back to college at St. Olaf, what

were the adjustments that you had to make?

WOLD: Oh, desperate, the language, I didn't speak the same
language. Now my English was different and my meanings
were different. I would use words and the other students
would howl with laughter. I can remember yet the embar-

' We used "evacuate" for the words

rassment with "evacuate.'
"move from." We were evacuated, say, from Hankow to Shanghai.
I would use that word because that was one we always used.
It didn't have the same meaning. This was one that stuck
particularly out. It was painful. The monetary system was
different, not any great problem, but it was different. The
biggest problem of adjustment was the language. Profanity--
that was common. I had never heard it. 1I'd heard it from

marines and sailors. I expected it then, but I didn't ex-

pect it from students.

I: How was it for you to come from the class of one to a

much larger class?
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WOLD: It was difficult, but then I had been in Shanghai
where we had over a thousand students. But I was much
more at home with the students in Shanghai than, I must
admit, I was at St. Olaf. My initial impact at St. Olaf
was such that I got so cold, turned off that I'd never
had any affection for the place. I graduated from it; I

don't knowwhy I did.

I: Throughout the four years did the students continue to
regard you as somewhat of a curiosity because of your back-

ground?

WOLD: Oh, therewere a lot of other students who had been in
China there. I wasn't that unique. I had freshly come

and that was the difference. I must confess that I was
afraid of it. When I registered, I said I was from Des
Moines, Iowa. My friend, John Bly (who was the registrar
and a former China missionary) said, "What did you do that

for?"

I: How did you, if you did, maintain amission interest

while you were at St. Olaf?

WOLD: To be very honest with you, there were several years
that I had none at all. 1I'd gotten turned off, just

completely cooled off.

I: Do you know why that was?



39
WOLD: I think it was because I hadn't been able to
acclimate myself to what was going on in the difference

in values and culture.

I: Did you maintain close contacts with what was happening

in China?
WOLD: No, no.
I: Did you ever consider a return to China?

WOLD: That had been originally in my plan when I decided
halfway through my junior year that I was going to the
ministry. Then I thought I would go back to China as a

missionary. That was my aim.
I: How did it turn out that you did not go?

WOLD: The Japanese shot the whole place up. They weren't

letting anybody in when I finished. When I went down for

my medical to the mission board, I wound up going from the

doctor's office to the hospital for an emergency appendectomy.

And I was married at the time. While we were staying at

the seminary, my wife had had amajor operation at Christmas

time. Here I wound up a few months later in emergency. We

accepted a call to Little Falls, Minnesota, instead, figuring

that once we got a little healthier, we would go to China.
Somebody said, '"Well, that's the end of your going out

to China," and how prophetic they were. The group that
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went out, that we could have gone with, were captured
in the Philippines and interned during the entire war.

And China never returned to normal.

I: Was it accepted by other people that you would return

to the China mission field?

WOLD: I think many of them expected me to and that was the
least possible effect, as far as I was concerned. I could

care less what they wanted me to do.

I: Sometimes that had an opposite effect on people who ex-

pected to go back there.

WOLD: 1I've never paid any attention to it at all, one way

or the other.

I: How were you affected by the fact that your family

did suffer so much tragedy in China?

WOLD: This was one of the big problems that I had after I
got to college, frankly, to work this thing out in my mind.
It was sort of startling. Now, today, they've got all these
counselors and helps at college. When I was there, we were
pretty much on our own and I had to work it out. I've

never had any bitterness if that's in the picture. I think

that cost is one of those things. 1It's paid and it's worth it.
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I: As you look back on your childhood and growing up in
China, what do you think were the values that you gained
from the mission community and what would be the values

that you gained from Chinese?

WOLD: From the mission community it was basically a close-
ness--of how close Christian people can be. That to me was
so usual. I didn't realize until I got to this country
that there was any difference between Methodists and
Lutherans--honestly--or Presbyterians and Lutherans or
Episcopalians. We had these people as guests in our house
as standard. Bishop White, Bishop Root, we had lots of
them in our house and they were lovely people. We went to
school with children of all kinds of religious backgrounds.
They were brothers and sisters and they were very, very fine
people--lovely people. We never made any distinction. I think
that was the most unique--how close people can be once you
have a very basic faith in Christ. This is the most re-
markable aspect.

And with the Chinese--just across the board Christian
Chinese were marvelous people. And for all the Chinese,
we came to have a tremendous affection for them. When
a Chinese gave his word, he would never go back on it. The
number one thing is honesty. Then there is another surprising
fact. We laugh about it. We say therefs an honest crook,
an honest thief--you know that he was telling you the truth
even if he said he was lying, which is rather unique. This

you don't get in our society.
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I: When you were talking about the close community, have
you been able to have similar experiences during your

lifetime in America?

WOLD: Oh, yes, many times, many times. I've had some very,
very fine friends in other groups. I have had some very
close Roman Catholic friends~--priests. And some very close
Episcopalian friends and a few very close Methodists friends.
It is true I have had many of them, but it is because I

realized, of course, that we could be.

I: What do you think your father's role was in your having
an ecumenical outlook? Did he differ from many of the

other Lutheran missionaries in this respect?

WOLD: I think most of the missionaries were very much the
same. We had church on Kikung in the summertime and we
had the different preachers on Sunday. We never knew what

their backgrounds were.

I: When you went to school in Shanghai, you were completely

accepted by the more liberal missionary kids?

WOLD: Oh, yes. I never thought of it as liberal or anything
else. They were in the same boat and they were exactly the
same as the rest of us. Later on I discovered some of the
students that I went to school with. John Davis, as well as
his younger brother, was in my class, as well as John Service.

Both Davis and Service were put out of the State Department
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by Senator McCarthy of Wisconsin. It was interesting
because it was awfully close to home. These were awfully
nice people to know. They get along beautifully. I

wrote to scme of them for years after I left China.

I: Have you maintained or kept up your interest and

knowledge of China, particularly since 1949?

WOLD: Oh, you can't live in a country like that and not
remain fascinated. I've done an awful lot of reading in

Chinese history and in books on China and magazine articles.

I: What are your thoughts now that China appears to be
opening up a little more? What would your thoughts be

about making a return visit to China?

WOLD: I would want to make a visit, but I wouldn't want

to be conducted. I don't think that the foreigners or
Americans making trips out there see anything what the
country islike. I am absolutely convinced of it. There

is a huge amount of it shunted off into the back. The
visitors do not read between the lines. The Chinese have
fraud and bribery and crookedness. They live with that.
When they'll admit this, once in a while, you know that

the rest of it is propaganda. When these visitors come
back, I find it very nauseating. - I hardly can sit down and
listen to somebody come back and gush about what a wonderful

country China has turned out to be.
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I: Are there other impacts of your growing up in China?

WOLD: I would say that I count myself very, very fortunate
in that I have had these experiences. So many things that
have happened in my life. It has actually enriched my

ministry and given me some very interesting insights.

I: Pastor Wold, would you relate the incident the night you

had to leave Kikung and go to Hankow?

WOLD: Yes, this was the night that we were fleeing from
Kikung because the Communists were in the general area.
There was considerable terror in the neighborhood. We came
down about three or four miles from the mountain top down

to the depot at Sintien. We either crossed under the rail-
road tracks or over a stream on a little bridge. Then we
would come up on the far side or walk up onto the tracks and
cross the railroad bridge itself. We decided to cross

the bridge. It was open track with steel plates between the
tracks.

The Chinese soldiers on the far side of the stream
called out, 'Na-yi-ke--Who is it?" And somebody in the crowd
yelled, "The Communists.'" That was the last we heard until
we got over there. There was a machine gun nest--abandoned--

with a machine gun.
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We went upon totherailroad tracks and there was
censiderable amount of terror. One soldier, with a
bayoneted rifle, went after one of the high school boys,
Lewis Stewart. We came up with several lanterns to find
a soldier had his bayonet pointed at Lewis' stomach.
We thought it was very funny. And somebody yelled, "Stick
him with it, stick him with it." The rest of us stood
there and laughed. Lewis was scared and the soldiers
didn't quite know what to make of the whole thing. It was

foolish, but we thought it funny at the time.
I: Did you have any other close calls like that?

WOLD: I think that the most terrifying one I had was a
couple of nights before when the girls were still up there.
One of the Chinese and I were walking on the east side of
Kikung up the mountain on one of the roads farther down.

We heard a very nervous soldier sentry standing guard

down on the paths. He yelled out, "Halt!" We called

back and he said, "Who are you?" We gave him our names.
You could hear him clicking the rifle and putting the
bullet in place and everything. We started to find some
place to hide in case he started to shoot because he was
more nervous than we were. But we convinced him that we
were American. We held the light up so that he could see
at least my face. He decided that I was what I said I was.

He couldn't have missed. He was about 45 to 50 feet away.
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I: Was there any concern on the part of the faculty
and staff when you were on the mountain that you boys

tease or antagonize the soldiers?

WOLD: Oh, no, but that we might get into some kind of
situation. For instance, I became very well-acquainted with
the commanding officer of the army unit on the mountain.

He invited me to go boar shooting with him. I wanted to

go in the worst way. In fact, I even had a very formal
invitation. The faculty refused me (but then they refused
most of my invitations) for fear that I might shoot one of
the soldiers or get in some kind of trouble. Then we would
have no end of an international situation. I wasn't allowed

to go, but I was very angry.
I: So you turned the lights out on them?
WOLD: I got even!

I: 1Is there anything else that comes to your mind, Pastor

Wold, that you would like to include at this time?

WOLD: I can't think of anything. I am sure that there
would be many things if I ever sat down to try to recall
them. But as I said, Kikungshan was such a lovely place.
We had natural pools with rocks and waterfalls and
swimming--just gorgeous places. I am sure they would be
much less than that now. We enjoyed them so thoroughly then

when we were there. I would very much like to see them again.
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The captains of the big ships, themajor ships that
were in Shanghai in the Yangtze River, their sons and
daughters would be at the Shanghai American School.
The captain of the Pittsburg was a roommate of mine.
This was really quite a thing to go down and ride the
captain's gig into the Bund out to the Pittsburg, the 01d
Pennsylvania, and get treated with all the respect from
all officers and men. The U.S.S. Pittsburg had guns sticking
out from the sides. We used to take hold of the gun controls.
We would aim a gun at a sampan that would go by on the
river. Once in a while the boat people would see what we
were doing. They would be terrified by being followed by
a six-inch gun on the side of the ship. We had pretty much

free run.

We had a wide variety of friends and experiences. We
had the Fourth Marines that were shot up in the Philippines
some years later. They were there and we were almost con-
stant visitors in camp. We would eat meals in the mess
hall with the Marines. We got to know some of them very

well.
I: They would invite you in?

WOLD: Oh, yes. Oh, that was a marvelous time. Ob, sure, we
would go and get in line with a mess kit. The cooks would
slap the things on and we would eat. One of the days after

Christmas, we were with the Fourth Marines in Shanghai.
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I: Were you involved with them in athletic activities or

things like that?

WOLD: Oh, no. I would say that they were astonished and
awed by our ability to get along with the Chinese. They
were delighted to have us go along and help them buy things
and be interpreters for them. I think that was the biggest
part of it and we were very much in demand.

That wasn't as true in Hankow as in Shanghai, but
it was in both places. In fact, when we were in Shekow,
we used to even have companies of American sailors come
out as a liberty party with shot guns. They would shoot
ducks and geese and rabbits on the way out from Hankow.
We would have a picnic out at our place at Shekow. We
enjoyed these visits several times.

So you see, we werenft limited in our contacts at
all. As far as the business community, we even had a
lot of friends in the business community in Hankow and

also in Shanghai.

I: What are particular incidents that you recall about

your stepmother, Anna Lee Wold?

WOLD: My favorite story on Anna Lee Wold took place in World

War 1II before we became involved as a nation at war.
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Mother Wold noted that there was a growing number
of unattached children on the streets of Tenghsien,

Honan Province. She inquired about the children and
found out that they were truly "war orphans''--children
who had become lost or whose parents had been killed.
Mother Wold started out small by providing food and
housing for about a half-dozen children. The expenses
were small and the task was relatively easy. But the
numbers of children coming into Tenghsien continued to
grow and so did Mother Wold's flock of orphans. There
were 50, then 100; the numbers grew to about 200 children.

The task of feeding was enormous and so were the ex-
penses. The Chinese Christians contributed as they were
able. So did the businessmen of the city. But Mother
Wold had to guarantee that debts would be paid. Somehow
gifts would come throughthemails just to bail her out
of difficulties time after time. She said that these were
simply an answer to prayers.

Agnes Smedley, an early friend of the Chinese Communists
along with Edgar Snow, ecame to Tenghsien. Agnes Smedley
stayed with Mother Wold and observed her activities. When
she saw the Chinese orphans, Miss Smedley asked Mother how

was she able to feed, clothe and house this crowd of children?
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Mother replied, "I have a very rich Heavenly Father!"
Miss Smedley wrote out a check for 5000 dollars. Mother
Wold said, "That is an answer to prayer. Thank you!"
Finally Mother Wold had to leave Tenghsien simply for
the safety of the Christian community and her orphans.

Her presence might attract Japanese soldiers.

I: That's a good story to end up on. I thank you for

your time.



ADDENDUM
Written by Waldo Wold to Cora, September 25, 1980.

"In the lovely early autumn days on Kikung in 1926, Chiang
Kai-shek's troops fought the soldiers of Wu Pei-fu, I think,
for Wushengkwan on the Hupeh-Honan border. Chiang's forces
made a feint toward Camel's Hump on the far south end of Kikung
and the sound of exciting battle continued for several days. The
soldiers of Chiang's forces gained a foothold on the mountain, the
troops holding Camel's Hump fled. 1In their panic, they tore off
uniforms and threw away guns and ammunition. Rev. Clem Granskou
nearly went crazy when he learned that all the boys were making
comprehensive collections of war materials: variety of bullet
clips (full of live bullets), grenades, land mines, swords,
bayonets, etc. We were forced to divest ourselves of all these
fascinating goodies because all these explosives and war materials
were kept under beds and in dresser drawers. But we, after fully
divesting ourselves, were very much capable of replenishing our
supplies. A Harris boy received a painful burn on his forehead
from the lead of a steel-jacketed bullet, being melted over a
candle flame. The steel jacket made an interesting end for a lead
pencil. One of the Tvedt boys had a percussion cap from a bullet
lodge in his finger. We divested again! Then, after we'd been
solemnly warned that possession of any munitions would be cause for
expulsion from school, I nearly blew off the thumb and index finger
of my right hand with the brass contact exploder carefully removed
from a loaded hand grenade. Reverend Granskou was kind! I received
no punishment of any kind. He said, 'I think you've learned your
lesson and that hand will hurt enough!'

"A month or so later, we all packed up our baggage and traveled
down to Hankow and set up school and dormitory in the Lutheran Home
and Agency. How the building survived our invasion and how the
guests could take all the noise and uproar we made, is still a
mystery!
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"The anti-foreign attitudes which had been fostered by
the new Nationalist movement came to an ugly head in March
of 1927. There was a nasty incident in Nanking followed by the
bombardment of the city by American and British destroyers.

Orders came from the United States Minister to China to leave
inland cities and go to Shanghai. We boarded river steamers in
Hankow. 1If I remember correctly, there must have been nearly

500 people--men, women and children, missionaries, business people
and all the teachers and pupils of the American School from Kikung-
shan. The steamers anchored each evening and steamed down river
in the daylight escorted by two British destroyers. The trip was
exciting, but it was also fiercely cold. All the men and boys
slept out on deck on bedding covered by heavy tarpaulin shelters.
When we arrived in Shanghai, things became even more confusing.
There was considerable talk of all missionaries returning to the
United States and awaiting a more auspicious time to resume mis-
sionary work in China.

'""Meanwhile, all of us, adults and children from the Lutheran
United Mission, found housing off Bubbling Well Road in a cul de
sac with the delightful name: '"Love Lane.'" Mother Wold came
down river from Hankow and we found an apartment on Carter Road.

I was enrolled at the Shanghai American School to finish out the
year. It seemed that all the other missionaries and their families
boarded ships and returned to the United States. But we Wolds had
just returned from furlough, so Dad thought that someone ought to
stay, us, and see that the work and property didn't just vanish.

"We, Bella, Norman, Mother Wold, and I stayed in Shanghai and
waited for the hot weather up river to send Dad down to us. The
end of June saw Bella boarding a steamer to go to the United States
to finish her high school at Red Wing Academy in Red Wing, Minnesota.
Mother, Dad, Norman and I went back up the Yangtze River a few days
later. The weather in Hankow in July was hot; hotter than I have
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ever experienced before or since. The first part of August the
soldiers who had been occupying the seminary and faculty housing
at Shekow moved on. So we moved out to Shekow the first part
of August and spent most of the month helping the people who
were hired to help clean shovel out the mountains of filth
and dirt left by the Nationalist troops--troops with a special
anti-foreign persuasion. Some of the soldiers had hauled Rev.
Daehlin's rowboat down to the water. Norman and I rowed along
the shores of our lovely overflow lake from the Yangtze, and even
rowed out to island villages miles offshore.

"In September Norman and I took a river steamer from Hankow
down to Shanghai again, where we were both enrolled at the Shanghai
American School. The school in Shanghai was entirely different
from our mission school in Kikungshan. There were about 1000
foreign children in the school: children of business people,
missionaries up and down the coast, children of U.S. Navy officers,
consular personnel, and the children of White Russian refugees, and
some others. Had it not been for Mr. Fondell, an Augustana Synod
missionary who had just come to China and had been hired as
teacher and coach at the American School, Norman and I would have
been utterly lost in the crowd. Mr. Fondell took us both under
his wing and was a true, understanding friend.

"Christmas 1927 was a disaster! Christmas vacation was 10
days. The round trip home for Christmas would take eight days.
Norman and I were the guests of an old friend of the family. She
housed us in a vacant school dormitory, on the fourth floor, in a
completely unheated, undecorated, whitewashed room. We had meals
with the teachers who had no other place to go and they totally
ignored us. We spent Christmas day with friends in the Fourth
Regiment U.S. Marines over on Carter Road. A couple of miserable days
later, without expressing our deep gratitude to our host, Norman and
I packed our suitcases and returned to the Shanghai American School.
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Of course, our escapade came to the attention of the school
authorities and our parents. We apologized to the lady, but
we didn't go back! The old friend of the family became an
"ex" old friend of the family.

"Summer came at last and we made the happy trip up river to
Hankow and spent a few weeks in Shekow. Kikungshan was closed,
so our family took a steamer down river to Kiukungshan and spent a
wonderful summer on the exquisite mountain, Kuling, with dozens
of friends and schoolmates from Shanghai. It was the most won-
derful summer I can recall from childhood. There were wonderful
valleys and canyons with waterfalls and crystal clear water for
swimming and overnight camping. We had Dad along several times
on overnight trips down the mountain. It was a grand time to be
young!

"September 1928, I went back down river to Shanghai to go to
school; Norman went back to Shekow with the folks. A number of
missionary families had just returned to China. I can't recall
the order of coming but the families with children were Holms,
Tvedts, Dwights and Edwins. There were enough to start school.
The teachers were Mrs. Mina Hellestad and Bergliot Evenson.

""School for me went as usual: classes and football and the
exciting things to see and do in Shanghai. I had received a
letter from Dad saying that he was probably going to go to Peking
to have a medical checkup at the medical facility there. 1
was called out of class to see Dr. Elam Anderson, principal of
the American School-Shanghai. He was very kind and extremely
sympathetic. He gently broke the news to me that Dad had died
that morning at the Peking Medical College and Hospital. The day
was the 11th of October 1928. Ten days later I had a letter from
Mother Wold giving some details and telling me to wait for further
instructions. I waited almost until the middle of November when I
was instructed to pack all my belongings and travel up river to
Hankow. The casket had come from Peking and stood on benches in
the first floor assembly room of the seminary. But the funeral still
had to await the arrival of the Chinese Lutheran leaders from South
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and West China. When the funeral finally occurred there
were so many speakers. It was hours long and so painful that
my memories are mercifully vague.

"I remained in Shekow following the funmeral. Mrs. Hellestad,
Miss Evenson and Dr. Erik Sovik taught me English, History,
Geometry, and second year Latin--Caesar's Gallic Wars. I'was the
entire high school! My classes were scheduled at the convenience
of the teachers (they had plenty else to do) as follows: History
6:00 A.M., Geometry 12:00 P.M., English 4:00 P.M., and Latin
at 8:00 P.M. I did have a lot of time between classes for study.
The schedule continued until early June when all of us, children,
parents, teachers, and Chinese servants, moved up to the familiar
and beloved mountain summer resort and location of the Kikungshan
American School. School reopened in the familiar buildings in
September 1929 on Kikung.

"There was one break in the schedule of school in Shekow
which none of us will ever forget! It might have been the puppy
that Norman befriended, or it might have been some other animal--
we'll never know. Norman's puppy, playful and round as a butter-
ball, had a tendency to nip anybody close to him. So the puppy
was given to some Chinese who asked for him and the fat puppy
was promptly eaten! There was no way to test if this puppy was
the culprit.

"Norman complained that he felt uncomfortable one Monday
morning. This was about the middle of January 1929. We didn't
think it was more than a slight stomach complaint and a little
cold. Besides, it was a Monday morning. Our unconcern changed
into anxiety Tuesday night and Wednesday morning when Norman
ran a high temperature and was delirious for short periods of
time. Dr. Nellie Holman responded immediately to our telegram
to her in Hankow. She was with us in just a few hours. She was

baffled until Norman had a series of violent convulsions. Then
Dr. Holmen pronounced the dreaded diagnosis and prognosis:
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‘'hydrophobia' and that death would come in hours. Norman died
two hours after midnight on Thursday morning. I had been with
him the last 10 hours, holding him down with help from others
when he had convulsions and talking to him when he was rational.
We buried him just after noon Thursday and then some of us, 1
have no recollection how many there were, went to Hankow and took
the ship for Shanghai, the closest place to receive the Pasteur
treatment for rabies.

"The trip down to Shanghai and the trip back is an almost
total blank in my memory. Dr. Holmen found that she could ob-
tain an adequate supply of the serum for us in Shanghai. We
just transferred over to another steamer that was leaving in
the morning to return to Hankow. The evening we arrived in
Shanghai I somehow obtained permission to visit the Shanghai
American School. I went over to the French Concession and ar-
rived at SAS in time to visit with my former roommates and
classmates and to have supper with them. Memory is strange!

I can recall being publicly welcomed back to the dining hall
and even who was at the table with me. It was as if I had some-
how escaped momentarily from a horrible private terror that had
come with me down river from Hankow.

"We received our injections in various portions of our abdo-
mens each day. Each injection left a huge green, yellow and
reddish area about the size of a saucer and as sore as a boil.
Dr. Holmen varied the location each day and it wasn't long until
the whole abdominal area was sore. But we had to endure something
even more painful! One of the very pious women, thinking she
was really comforting, would remind us gently thus: 'Waldo, do
you know that by tomorrow morning at this time you could be dead?
Are you right with Christ? Why don't you confess your sins to me?'
We didn't, but we tried every other possible evasion; confessing
to each other and even to several others. She finally gave up.
But the whole trip was unmitigated torture and a veritable hell.
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"When we returned to Hankow, Norman Holm, who hadn't even
made the trip, suddenly was taken to the International Hospital
and died of rabies. He was buried in the little cemetery
just west of the seminary at Shekow. Now every boy and girl
attending school took the Pasteur treatment and we were even
more aware of the terrible fact that we might die.

"We had been so aware of the fact of the onset of rabies and
the possibility of death that faced each one of us individually,
I recall the feeling of the need to prove that I could drink water
freely. We had been told that one of the symptoms of hydrophobia
was the inability to swallow water. I must have taken a swallow
or two of water every 15 minutes or half hour every waking hour
of the day. The Pasteur treatment was 21 injections, given one
a day, for three, interminable, painful, weeks. No one ever
told me when the possibility of the onset of rabies might be
considered over. Gradually, over the months, almost, the feeling
that it was necessary to test whether or not I could get water down
faded. And the terrifying sentence of death-- 'Do you know that
you might be dead by tomorrow morning?' --faded into our realiza-
tion of general mortality. I dared to think ahead again to plans
for the future. 1 cannot recall that anyone of us who made the
trip to Shanghai and took the full treatment of injections ever
spoke of the experience to each other or anyone else. It has
taken me nearly 50 years to open that part of my memories and
recall the bitter and terrifying days of January and February 1929.

"We moved up to Kikungshan because we had to vacate the
faculty residence in Shekow and because Mother Wold expected to
be assigned to the West Field. Almost as soon as we were settled,
a letter came from the United States from my sister Mildred that
my eldest sister Anna had died and had been buried in Denver,
Colorado. I begged Mother Wold to let me go to the United States
to finish up my high school or at least go back to Shanghai.
There were tears and a reminder of costs that made the remain-
ing on Kikung the most workable solution.
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""School reopened in the fall of 1929 in the familiar
buildings of the American School on Kikung. We even had a
real faculty: Miss Ruth Gilbertson, Mary Nelson, Mrs. Esther
Idsoe Nelson, Rev. Palmer Anderson as principal, Miss Anderson
as matron, and others whose names I cannot recall. There were
even three classes in high school: Frances Schlosser and I
were juniors; Winnifred Schlosser was a sophomore; and there
were freshmen. I recall two--Johnny Lindbeck and Paul Lindell.
There were lots of grade school pupils coming up. Because of
the political unrest and much troop movements on the railroads,
most of us stayed on the mountain the whole year. Only a few
pupils who lived close to Kikungshan, were able to get home
for Christmas. 1In fact, the rail service was so badly disrupted
that for months no mail came through at all. Christmas presents
that were mailed to arrive before Christmas 1929, began to come
in March, April and May, 1929. One or two packages mailed by
my sisters in the United States came in time for Christmas 1930--
a year latel

"The summer of 1930 was beautiful on Kikungshan! The number of
missionaries who returned to China increased tremendously. We
had a fine bunch of young people who enjoyed the tennis and
swimming afforded by the community on the mountain top, and we
did enjoy hiking and picnicking and swimming at East Valley and
North Valley. 1In fact, we just enjoyed exploring the mountain-
sides.

"School reopened about September 1930 with a number of
families taking their sons and daughters to the mission stations
where the parents may have felt more safe. At any rate, I be-
came the entire senior class. There was no junior class; and
there were sophomores and freshmen. I was the oldest student by
considerable and I had the whole group of younger boys either
hanging on me or giving me difficulties.
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"Early in the spring of 1931, bandits threatened

Kikungshan and the school. We had to pack and move again.

We moved back to Hankow, dramatically dividing the school to

be certain that there'd be room on the trains and received a
most cordial welcome at the Lutheran Home and Agency. It was
in Hankow that I graduated in June--an entire graduating class
of ONE! '

"High school was over. I had been at the Shanghai American
School for my first year of high school, part of the second. The
second year was in Shekow under strained and difficult events.
Instead of finishing in the United States, I spent the third
year of high school on Kikung and part of the fourth. But
the school, and I, fled to Hankow where I finished up, a class
of one.

"The trip to the States included a sightseeing trip to Peking,
a short stay in beautiful Tsingtao, from which place I sailed
to Kobe and then on to the U.S. and to St. Olaf College in
Northfield, Minnesota, where there were new, challenging problems
of adjusting."



