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I have just started a new job with ten weeks of stuff I need to learn in six, I have five kids, the chickens are in the neighbors’ yard, and I sleep about 2.5 hours a night. It's not much, but here it is. 

Thirty years ago (wow, thirty), I was sitting in a brand new brown metallic Pontiac Catalina with Grandma, underneath the mulberry tree where we lived in Roselle, Ill.  

While we waited for my siblings to get to the car (to spend an overnight with Ad and Elm or something), I remember hearing that it was Grandma’s birthday.  Grandma, keep in mind that your son Dick raised us....... so birthdays came and went with very little fanfare for adults, and being the stoic little Swede I was, I carried on that time-honored tradition. 

I asked Grandma, "How old are you going to be, Grandma?" and she replied, "Sixty".  Nothing else was said on the matter, and I remember looking out the window and thinking… “JESUS CHRIST, that's old!”.  
Now keep in mind I spent a few weekends at the Smith ranch by this time, so I did know that a well-placed, and perfectly-timed “Jesus Christ” was fitting.  This is one of many things I need to sit and laugh with Grandma about. 
I wish we could be there, but I too am trying to raise five stoic little Swedes myself, and sadly can't make it. I am sure that I can speak for Jake, Johanna and myself that we have countless more great memories that we are grateful for. And even more grateful for having two loving and generous Grandparents to share those memories with.   

Tell Grandma that I love her and I will be there for 91.  

91! Jesus Christ, now *that's* old!
Cathy Shocker

I have many memories of Ad, and all were great.  
· The house in Hazel Crest, with the clothes line that looked odd.
· The wonderful times in Hoffman Estates with lots of laughter and emotional comfort.  
· Our family together was always loud, and so much fun.  
· The parties (remember all of us trying to get into the 1/2 bath that Halloween party?), and the "drunken duck" that Ad and Elm made. 
· Adeline's wonderful, uplifting laughter.  
· Her constant tolerance and patience with Elm's ideas.  
· The Christmases on Penfield when the Olsons would bring what appeared to be thousands of gifts for a place under the tree.  
· Adeline's guidance for her children and her good mother and aunt skills.  

 

Adeline and "others" were in the “Outsiders’ Club”… although her sisters-in-law always considered her their sister.   And what about the 307 Club, when the Hoffman house was being built and all came to stay in Rockford until completion?  Elm came out on weekends.  Where did everyone sleep?

 

The trip to Hancock because Elm wanted to see it before he died.  We had such a great time.  Enjoyed pasties.  Laughed so much.

 

Adeline, you have given the world so much.  I'm thankful and grateful you have been such a positive influence in my life.  You've been an incredible aunt.  Thank you.
David Olson

In this memoir, I thought I’d take the opportunity to make some apologies to Mom for a couple of things I did, many decades ago in my childhood, as well as share a couple of other, more positive, memories.  The transgressions that I will apologize for are,  I am certain, completely unremembered by Mom at this point, and probably were forgotten by her a week after they happened.  But they are seared deeply into my own memory, and I feel the need for some expiation of my sins.  

What I mostly remember is being absolutely terrified, whenever Mom got mad at me for some misbehavior on my part.  Thankfully, those occasions were rare.  I’m sure the fact that she maintained her cheerfulness almost all of the time made those occasional displays of anger from her appear like the veritable wrath of God raining down on me.  I’d cry, with great sobs of remorse, at having angered her.  I just hated seeing her angry.  (At me, I mean… I didn’t really mind if she was mad at my brothers.)
The first apology is for the day I scared you when “ran away from home”… though I actually didn’t.  It was a bum rap.  

I was probably about 9 or 10, and was out playing with kids in the neighborhood in Hoffman Estates.  For some reason I don’t recall, they started teasing me, and I made a threat to them that if they didn’t stop it, I would run away from home.  They didn’t stop teasing me, though, and so I started heading toward Golf Road (Illinois Route 58), a busy highway which ran near our subdivision – “to show them”.  

I of course had no intention whatsoever of running away from home, but I suppose in my childhood brain that  this seemed like a good plan to punish these kids, so that the guilt of my having run away from home, never to be heard from again, would weigh on their consciences.  Of course, when I would be seen as back home again the next day, this would be only a short-term sort of guilt on their parts.  But still.  It was the best I could come up with at the time.
As I continued my march to Golf Road, I expected them to either stop teasing me and apologize, or at least stop following me so I could stop this foolishness and sneak back home.  But to my distress, they kept following me.  I think they wanted to know my plans about how I was going to survive, and I think I told them… how I’d eat corn from the cornfields around us, and sleep in barns along the way to wherever it was I was going, etc. etc.   
At this point, I had reached the highway and was walking along the gravel shoulder, with cars passing by and this cordon of kids, most on bikes, behind me.  Fortunately, I saw that the kids were gradually peeling off and leaving me.  My recollection was that there was one last kid, following me… and I desperately wanted him to leave me be.  He may have offered me some sort of lukewarm apology for his teasing, but at that point I was committed to running away.  Finally, to my great relief, this last kid left me alone as I continued to trudge alongside the highway, heading west towards Elgin and the Great Beyond.

The “great beyond” ended only about a tenth of a mile further along Golf Road.  In order to escape being detected coming back home by my tormentors (imagine the humiliation of THAT), I cut south from Golf Road into the scrubby area around the Hoffman Estates water tower, and sneaked back home to Apricot Street using a roundabout and stealthy route.  It was great being back in the safety and comfort of home.  And I was thirsty, too.   

Upon entering the house, my brother Dick saw me and said, “Where have you BEEN??!!”   I was shocked into silence at this.  “Mom is FURIOUS with you!”   He told me that some of these kids who had been teasing me had come home to tell her that I was out walking along Golf Road, with all the traffic, and running away from home.  She had gotten into her car, and was driving around trying to find me walking alongside the busy highway.  This instantly triggered the wrenching sobs and the inconsolable guilt that I felt about having made her angry.  I couldn’t believe that my tormentors had taken up the nuclear option of running back to Mom, and that my scheme to punish them had blown up disastrously in my face.
When she got home, I remember she stormed into the house, with a scowl dreadful to witness, and refused to even talk to me -- just as an angry and vengeful God would do.  It was fitting.  I remember that evening I had a Little League game to go to (I was the team scorekeeper and mascot), and Dad drove me there instead of Mom.  By the next morning, things seemed back to normal, to my immense relief… though I was uneasy for at least a week.

That was the experience I feel most guilty of, as a kid.  So Mom, I apologize for having scared you.  All I wanted was to teach those damned kids a lesson.  But of course I taught myself one instead.

The other guilty memory I want to confess here and now was the time I pulled all the petals off your outside flowers, on one bright and delightful summer day.  I rather remember how much fun it was, and how sensual it all was,  slowly pulling off each petal one by one.  I think these were tulips, maybe, so they were especially large petals, and of course brightly colored.  And each petal I pulled off released a delightful waft of fragrance. And I just couldn’t stop.

Having had this fifteen minutes’ of pleasure, I blithely went back inside the house.  And some time later that day, you stormed into the house, yelling “Who ruined all my flowers??!!!”.  I think that was the first sense I had that I had done anything objectionable, such was my childhood obliviousness.  And, without any hesitation, I said, “It was _______________”.  I don’t recall the kid’s name (it might have been one Gary Yocher, a likely suspect), but he lived near us on Apricot Street, and seemed like the sort of bratty kid who would do such a despicable act.  I suppose I calculated that Mom wouldn’t bother talking to the kid’s mother, who would confront her own kid, and that my lie would spiral out of control into a Grand Inquisition and blow up as badly as my running-away-from-home scheme had.  And as far as I recall, my lie worked.   Mom was seething for awhile, but her wrath did not seem directed to me.

I’m sure I lied many, many times as a kid, but this is 
one that I remember.  
*****
In this random and rambling memory trace, I thought I’d just briefly mention braunschweiger.  

At Twinbrook grade school, I usually brought my lunch to eat there instead of going home.  (I presume Mom was at work, as she worked most of time rather than being a stay-at-home mom type.)  Each day would be an adventure as to what was in my metal lunchbox… a sandwich, maybe some kind of chips, and some fruit like an apple or a banana.   I got milk at school.  

Usually the sandwich was peanut-butter-and-jelly, or bologna and cheese, or tuna fish.  Every once in awhile, though, the sandwich was made of braunschweiger, thickly spread on Wonder Bread.  (Braunschweiger is a liverwurst spread.)   It is, to say the least, intensely-flavored.  

I never had any idea what it was.  It was far from pleasurable, but I ate it willingly if not with gusto.  But it was simply this strange meat stuff that Mom sometimes put in my sandwiches, not to be questioned, and certainly not to be objected to.  But man, was that nasty stuff.  I do recall being very happy when I discovered I did NOT have a braunschweiger sandwich on a given day.

I don’t recall us doing much trading around of sandwiches in our lunchroom, but I’m pretty sure I would have a hard time making a deal involving my sandwich on those days.
******
The last memory to share here, in this disjointed narrative, is that of being carried by Mom, when I was a child, to go to my hydrotherapy sessions at Illinois Central Hospital after my long stay there.  I understand that we didn’t have a car, and gather that she had to carry me many blocks from our home in Hazel Crest to the train station, and then again from the station in Chicago to the hospital.  And then back home again.  

I actually remember very little of those trips to the hospital, except the part where Mom would pick me up and carry me, singing “Oh put your arms around me honey, hold me tight… huddle up and cuddle up with all your might…”   And I’d rest my cool cheek against hers, as she sang and carried me. I recall a certain breathlessness in her voice, which I probably ascribed at the time just to her breathy singing style, rather than her physical exhaustion at picking up a 5 year old and hauling him God knows how many blocks.    I don’t know how many weeks or months this went on.  All I remember was that I liked that song, and looked forward each trip to the ritual that surrounded it – the only fun part of that otherwise arduous trek.

I still don’t quite understand why we couldn’t get a stroller, or some other way to transport me.  I believe that at some point, Mom was able to borrow Jean Gee’s car, or she would drive us, so maybe this didn’t go on too long.  I hope not.

I have expressed to Mom my admiration for the way both she and Dad seemed so unruffled by the hardships that my handicap brought to them.  I never felt that they hovered over me, or worried about me… even though I now know from talking with Mom that they did, from time to time.  But I had a very normal sort of childhood, and I ascribe the credit for that to them. 
****** 

So Happy Birthday, Mom, on this occasion of your 90th!  When I was young, I sometimes wondered whether I would live to see the year 2000.  Since I was born in 1950, that would mean living to be 50, and I figured there were probably even odds or so of doing that.  I’m not exactly looking forward to the year 2040, but I can only hope that should that come to pass that I have even a fraction of my Mom’s happy personality at that time.  
Dick Olson

MY TRIP TO NEW ORLEANS

The year I turned nine, my world changed forever.  In just one week my world was transformed from tiny and comfortable to enormous, exotic, colorful, and limitless.  It was the year that I traveled on a train away from crushing sadness all the way to overwhelming joy.  It changed my life, profoundly, and I have never truly returned from New Orleans.

Dad worked for the Illinois Central Railroad at that time, and we could ride the trains for free, or nearly free.  (“We” means a 50s nuclear family of Mom, Dad, my older brother Phil, and my younger brother David.)

I was heartbroken to learn that Dad and Phil, along with an uncle and an older cousin, were going to take a trip to Canada fishing.  I was too young to go, and must have cried for days.  To make matters worse, I had to go with my Mom on a train trip.  When you are nine years old, you are nearly powerless over such things.

We boarded the train called “The City of New Orleans” at Union Station on a hot August afternoon.  The train was long and smoothly clicked and clacked along the endless miles heading south of Chicago to meet the Mississippi River down at the bottom of Illinois.  The train was cool inside, and fast, and occasionally lurched and bumped as it sped along.

As the sun went down, we went to the dining car.  Located in one of the railroad cars toward the back of the train, the dining car was a long, skinny restaurant, with maybe ten tables lined up and a narrow aisle between them.  Behind this, or in an adjoining car, must have been the kitchen where the food was prepared.

The tablecloths were thick and white, and a white paper cone filled with water sat next to each place setting.  I had never seen such a thing before.  This, my Mom told me, was a “finger bowl”, used in fancy restaurants, which you used to slip your fingers in to clean them before, during, and after eating.  This instruction was also given:  Do Not Drink Your Finger Bowl.  I’m proud to say that this is a rule I have followed all my life. 

The waiters and cooks and train workers were called porters.  They were all elderly black men, dressed in crisp white coats.  They were helpful and friendly and wonderful.  One of them helped to magically turn our traveling compartment into a sleeper bed, with the aid of a special key.  We were probably moving from Kentucky to Tennessee when we got into bed and fell asleep.

The bumping of the train awoke me at first light, and I watched the gentle rural countryside of Mississippi roll along.

After breakfast in the dining car, the beds were magically turned back into seats, and we watched Louisiana slide into view.

Around noon we got ready to pull into New Orleans.  Hot, muggy air came in the open windows, and as we pulled into the station I saw that under the train and under the tracks were not the gravel beds seen further north, but seashells.  Tons and tons and tons of seashells.  That was my first surprise inside the station.  The second was two side-by-side water fountains; one was labeled “white only”, and one “colored only”.  I knew I was not in Kansas (or really Illinois) anymore.

The French Quarter in New Orleans looks like no other cit in the United States.  On either side of the narrow brick streets rise two- and sometimes three-story brick buildings with decorative wrought iron railings and window decorations.  In the summer, the air was warm and humid, as I imagined the Tropics would be.  Walking in the French Quarter was as wonderful and exotic and different from anything that I had known as the most elaborate and beautiful dream imaginable.

I also discovered the miracle that is pralines.  I had never heard of them, but lots of little shops along and nearby Bourbon Street sold them.  They are flat, disc-shaped, candy creations, golden brown and super sweet, about the shape and size and thickness of a fried egg.  Sometimes they have pecans or walnuts in them, and they were sold in little waxy sleeves or packets with the name of the store on the outside.  The heady sweet smell of butter and brown sugar inside the shops was dizzying, alongside all of the other postcards and souvenirs, masks, and trinkets.

One morning we had breakfast at a Walgreen’s near the hotel where we stayed.  I had “grits and eggs”, which I had never heard of, and I marveled at the delicious, warm, buttery comfort of this food.  Seconds before they arrived, “grits” were completely outside of my awareness; seconds later, I would remember their goodness for the rest of my life, and order them whenever they appeared on a menu.

One evening we went to dinner at Antoine’s, a venerable old New Orleans restaurant with enormous white tablecloths.  It was very early in the evening, and there seemed to be waiters everywhere – more waiters than diners.  It seemed that every sip of water would bring two or three waiters over to fill up the glass, and they almost seemed to have a competition going about who could get there first.  It was a good game: sip, scurry, pour… sip, scurry, pour.

Another evening we went to a restaurant called “The Court of the Two Sisters”.  Trellised wrought-iron railings, big leafy flowering plants, dim candle lighting, and red bricks all around framed this outdoor dining area.  I was served a soup called “Creole Gumbo”, a spicy mixture of vegetables, rice, and seafood.  I was fascinated by pieces of a vegetable I had never seen before, and told that it was called “okra”.  It was sliced into rounds and oozed a thick stick mass of bb-sized white seeds.  It was hot, spicy, complex and utterly delicious!  Unfortunately, while my head was turned away looking at something else new, a waiter must have swooped in and taken it away.  I was crushed, and to this day keep hoping that he will return it.

Across the street from our hotel, the Rue Royale, was an arcade.  While my Mom napped in the afternoon, she gave me money to entertain myself there, and it was another fabulous place to be.  Now a 1950s arcade was primitive by today’s standards, but was pure sideshow magic then.  Baseball games, a life-size fortune teller, bowling games, Ski-Ball, pinball, and lots more.  A dollar went a long way, back then.

One day we took a “Grey Line” tour bus.  I especially remember visiting an old New Orleans cemetery.  Because the water table is so high, all burials are in vaults above ground.  The tour guide showed us deteriorating bricks, took a bit and rubbed it on a penny between thumb and forefinger.  That penny was brightly polished and shone its bright coppery shine in just a few seconds.  More New Orleans magic!

I don’t recall a lot about my return back to the real world of Illinois from this place of miracles.  Suffice it to say that, in some ways, I felt I never left it, so clear and exciting are the swirl of colors and sounds and smells and tastes in my memory.

And all Phil got were a few slimy fish… HA!

Erik Olson

Grandma Memories
When I was about 9 years old, I lost control of my excitement about a visit from Grandma and Grandpa. I was so excited that around the time they were expected to arrive, I started riding my bike around the block in the hopes that I would be the first to greet them (I also clearly needed to burn off a little excess energy).

I was on the opposite side of the block when I heard Mom calling my name and I knew they had arrived. I turned around and pedaled furiously. I was going too fast as I rounded the corner and ran right into a tree! (I wasn’t hurt)

Peter and I joined my dad and Grandma in Florida over spring break for some rest and relaxation. The typical morning activity was coffee and breakfast on the balcony followed by card games.

I know very few card games, but Hearts is one I can play. Grandma had been beating us but in one hand it looked like luck was with us. She muttered and fretted throughout the hand but when it came time to count the points, it turned out she had shot the moon! She acted like she did it accidentally, always quick to play the innocent little old lady routine. By then we knew the truth: she is vicious at cards! 

Happy birthday, Grandma!
Gunnel Löfberg
We have many dear memories of Elmer and Adeline, but I shall restrict myself to two weeks, in the summer of 1984 when Elmer and Adeline stayed with us in Sollentuna, and the other when we visited them in Florida in 1989. 
1984: One evening I told Elmer and Adeline of my parents' staying in their summer cottage, and Elmer immediately said: "Why don't we go there?!" So I called them, and they were positive. My Father, Elmer's cousin, was normally quite shy and had never before wanted to meet with his cousins, although we had had visits before from the U.S. 
So after dinner, off we went, by three buses and a 20-minute long walk. It took almost two hours! The cottage had three rooms and a little kitchen, but no bathroom indoors. 
My parents had prepared coffee, tea and bread -- as Elmer said: a real "coffeekalas", kalas meaning party! Mother, who was bilingual (Swedish and Finnish), spoke no English at all. Father had struggled to learn English at home all by himself, and knew some words and phrases only. But Elmer and Adeline knew some Swedish words and phrases, and with a little help from Cecilia and me plus body language, the conversation went very well! We talked and laughed a lot that evening, and my parents were delighted with their unexpected visit and with how nice these Americans were! 

 

In 1989, Cecilia and I visited the U.S. for a month in the summer, starting with going to visit Elmer and Adeline in Florida. They received us with the utmost generosity and took us to different places -- among them was Disney World in Orlando. The heat was quite exhausting and I am afraid we do not remember very much from that day, neither of us bearing very well with heat (it was 40 degrees Celsius in the shade).  The heat, however, did not seem to affect Elmer and Adeline at all… they were full of energy! It was so kind of them to take us there. 
In Tampa, we enjoyed swimming every day, trying to avoid the sting rays, which we knew could be quite dangerous. The whole week was very exciting for us, but what has stayed in our mind most of all was the warmth, generosity, and the high spirits with which we were welcomed by Elmer and Adeline. We just loved them both, and still miss Elmer a lot!

 

Please give our best wishes to all relatives. Jesper, who visited Elmer and Adeline with his then girl friend in Rockford in 1988, joins Cecilia and me in sending his regards.

 

Jake Olson
Here are a few random thoughts and memories:

I was fortunate a few times, in that I was able to drive Grandma and Grandpa to/from Montague and Tampa.  I remember we would drive no more than 400 miles a day, so the trip would take 3 days or so.  I really enjoyed being able to spend that time with them -- it was mostly pleasant and fun.  Inevitably, however, Grandpa would do something to absolutely infuriate Grandma.  At least once every few hours Grandma would yell “OH ELM!!!”  Grandpa would usually continue to carry on for a bit, and it would be humorous as heck to me, but Grandma would certainly be riled up for awhile. As always, though, things would be fine again in what seemed like no time. 
I also remember being 6 years old or so and Grandpa asking me one time how old I thought Grandma was.  I thought, and calculated that she had to be “88 years old”.  Grandpa thought this was hilarious, and he brought that up between the 3 of us for years -- he never forgot that.
I also have fond memories of playing all sorts of games with Grandma.  Card games, dice and board games, etc.  I always remember Grandma being super competitive, and I am almost positive she would, shall I say, ahem, cheat a bit to get an advantage!! I can't really prove it without a doubt, but she certainly won much more than she lost!  She MUST have been cheating.
I wish I could be there this year.  Please say hello to all, and give Grandma a hug for me. 
Johanna Olson

While I was thinking through some memories to include here, I was also packing a suitcase for Greta to head out on her first major cross county road trip, to Montana and Colorado.  Ironically enough, it is with her grandpa (my dad), and I started to get weepy!  I have so many great memories of both Grandma and Grandpa Olson, and I have to say that traveling is one thing that we did a lot of and we had a great time.  Now knowing that Greta is at large somewhere out West with my dad that as I type, seeing the Badlands, Mount  Rushmore, the Rocky Mountains, etc. is very cool.  Anyways, here are a few mini memories.  Please do not look for any type of order to them – there is none.  If you find some link, it is totally random.  (That rule also applies for my grammar and spelling.)  

My earliest memories:   Making big striped couch “pillow sandwiches” on the living room floor on Burr Oak Lane in Schaumburg.  This “sandwich” consisted of 3 human layers – myself and my two brothers – and 3 or 4 large square couch cushions.  These cushions were vibrantly colored, with velour and crushed velvet in the pinstriped area.  

Making Christmas ornaments was always an Olson family favorite.  They were big round foam balls, and I have managed to hang onto one or two of them, and have even tried to find the material to make them with my kids today.  I bet all of the Grandkids would love to have an original, if they don't already have one in their possession.

And then there were all the great hours of "latch hooking" that we logged with Grandma and Grandpa.  What a great time I had!  They were the arts/crafts that magically turned into wall art upon completion.   They also went amazingly well with the crushed velour sofa and curtains.  We usually got them in some type of kit with 1-inch to 2-inch assorted colors of what appeared to be nothing more than remnants of carpet, and the "latch" tool.  Hours of family fun, and massive profit margins!!  Grandma and Grandpa were always working on one or two latch hooks at a time.  They got each of us (my brothers and myself) going on a project, and would help us with it one-on-one.

Board games and card games were the greatest at the Olsons.  We played endless hours of 99, Go Fish, Crazy 8's, Hearts, and Cribbage.  

Here’s a great story in Redington Beach, Florida.  I was there in high school with a couple of friends for spring break.  We were playing hearts – Grandma and Grandpa, myself, and two friends.  

The game was going on for quite some time in the evening, and Grandpa thought he was about to win and the game would be over.  Grandpa drew a card from a friend of mine, looked at the card, looked at my friend, and yelled "God Damn You!".  Grandma was so mad at him... it was so funny!   I fell to the floor laughing, and even Grandma and Grandpa cracked up laughing.  We all laughed for over an hour.

There are just so many memories.  The bottomless M&M candy dish that still exists as we speak -- "how do they do that"?

And the many great vacations we had:  taking the Amtrak train to NJ; the Petosky Trip; the trip to the Upper Peninsula; Jamaica; trips to Lincoln Park Zoo, Brookfield Zoo, and many museums.
I believe the Petosky trip (but not 100%) is where the contact lens incident originated from.  I believe that it was Jake, Andy, Brad, Tim, and me with Grandma and Grandpa.  We went up for several days and did the standard Petosky sights.  It was great!!  If this is accurate, about an hour after we left the driveway and were headed up to Petosky… Grandpa’s contact was bothering him, and he thought it must have slipped out of place and was behind his eye.  I knew Grandma was playing it cool at first, on the off chance that there might be something wrong with his eye or contact.  Needless to say, there wasn't anything wrong with the contact; it was strictly user error on Grandpa's part.  He never put it in in the AM.  And you can just imagine how mad Grandma was at that point!  Good old Gramps!!

More memories:  The letters “STPL” are forever burned in my brain, from the great books that Grandma would bring home every night when she was working.  It was great!  So many awesome stories!  We would go see Grandma at work, and pick out cool books, and she was always surprising us with books that we had never seen before.  I will never forget the smell of those library books.  

Every night before bed, the mini cereal boxes were stacked in a pyramid, along with the juice glasses and bowls for the AM.  I also loved the spoons for grapefruit that were a combo knife/spoon to cut the grapefruit.  They were so clever.  

Most of all, I want to say Happy Birthday to Grandma...I want her to know that I love her.  I respect, admire, appreciate, and feel so grateful to have so many amazing memories from my childhood with her, and I look forward to many more in the years to come!
Kim Olson
I am generally not a very open, lovey-dovey person. And for me, expressing my love for someone is not easy (or I guess for anyone really). But my grandmother is someone who deserves to know how much she is loved. Grandma, you have always been a huge inspiration to me. When I think of how I’ve grown to become a strong and independent woman, I think of you and how you have always been a role model for me. To be a woman is to be strong, but a sweet side is often forgotten. You have always taught me that being caring of others and keeping a sense of humor is what makes life so special.
When thinking about memories, I cannot help but think of our trip to Florida a few years ago. Our game of Scategories while drinking Heineken beer by the pool is forever imbedded in my mind as a time of pure enjoyment with my family. 
My favorite moment was your Martha Stewart impression. I still laugh when I think of how accurate it was; you said “Oh! I don’t wanna go to jail! But I’ll make it nice by putting up a nice curtain here, and maybe a stool over in the corner.” Your ability to laugh and enjoy life is something that so many people forget to do. And I will forever be influenced by the need to be genuinely happy, based on what I’ve seen through you. Don’t tell my mother, but you are probably my biggest female role model. I love you so very much!  Happy Birthday!
Paul and Phyllis Olson

In the fall of 1936, my brother Elmer left our family home in Rockford to begin studying at Augustana College in Rock Island, and I entered the seventh grade at Lincoln Junior High School, also in Rockford, which he had attended some ten years earlier.  I didn’t realize it at the time, but from then on he was essentially on his own, working his way through college, getting married, and going into the service in World War II.

For the first few years after he went to Augustana he always came home for the school vacations, and worked in a local furniture factory during the first couple of summers.  During the school year his witty letters about college life and the courses he was taking were always a major event, and when he came home for Christmas or his spring break, I was overjoyed.  But during his senior year he began spending less vacation time at home, and I learned he had met a girl named Adeline Wendell whom he wanted to visit on his vacations, and I started referring to her resentfully as “that woman” who was keeping him away from home.  Eventually, though, she came out to Rockford to meet the Olson clan (there were only eight of us then), and we soon realized why he had fallen in love with her.  Her cheerful temperament and calm good humor made it always enjoyable to have her around, and her calm good humor was also the perfect antidote to Elmer’s occasionally moments of mercurial vehemence.  We were very glad when Adeline became an Olson some sixty-eight years ago.

During their first months of marriage they invited me to visit them in their apartment in Chicago a couple of times, and she and Elmer came out to visit us in Rockford a couple of times.  Before long, though, Elmer was drafted into the service, and those visits came to an end until after the war.  But Adeline came out to visit us in Rockford a number of times, and occasionally brought along her first baby, Phil.  I still remember that he used to play with his cousin, Jimmy Peterson, and the boys called each other “Ditty” and “Foop”.

By the time Elmer came back from the service, I was at the University of Illinois, and before long Adeline had two more babies, which made the Olson clan grow to eleven in number, but little did we know what future years would hold.  Ad and Elm had always been “people” people, and they both loved children, which is doubtless why such a large crowd of Olsons has shown up to celebrate her ninetieth birthday.

Phyllis and I are forever grateful for the way she helped us when we got ready to move from our apartment in Baltimore, helping us pack and giving us wise advice about not letting yourself get too weighed down by possessions.  If it weren’t for that, we might still be listening to the sirens on University Parkway instead of listening to the birds singing around our house in New Hampshire.

It is sometimes said that women are really the stronger of the two sexes, and Adeline has really proved it by the way she worked with us at that time, and by the way she has fought off a couple of illnesses that came along after that.

Like the rest of what is now an immense Olson clan, we are delighted to find her still going strong after these ninety years, and are glad to offer her our very warmest wishes for a Happy Birthday, with many more to come.
To Celebrate Growing Older, I Once Wrote the 45 Lessons Life Taught Me
Written By Regina Brett, 90 years old, of The Plain Dealer, Cleveland, Ohio
It is the most-requested column I’ve ever written. My odometer rolled over to 90 in August, so here is the column once more: 

· Life isn’t fair, but it’s still good.

· When in doubt, just take the next small step.

· Life is too short to waste time hating anyone.

· Your job won’t take care of you when you are sick. Your friends and parents will. Stay in touch.

· Pay off your credit cards every month.

· You don’t have to win every argument. Agree to disagree.

· Cry with someone. It’s more healing than crying alone.

· It’s OK to get angry with God. He can take it.

· Save for retirement starting with your first paycheck.

· When it comes to chocolate, resistance is futile.

· Make peace with your past so it won’t screw up the present.

· It’s OK to let your children see you cry.

· Don’t compare your life to others. You have no idea what their journey is all about.

· If a relationship has to be a secret, you shouldn’t be in it.

· Everything can change in the blink of an eye. But don’t worry; God never blinks.

· Take a deep breath. It calms the mind.

· Get rid of anything that isn’t useful, beautiful or joyful.

· Whatever doesn’t kill you really does make you stronger.

· It’s never too late to have a happy childhood. But the second one is up to you and no one else.

· When it comes to going after what you love in life, don’t take no for an answer.

· Burn the candles, use the nice sheets, wear the fancy lingerie. Don’t save it for a special occasion. Today is special.

· Over prepare, then go with the flow.

· Be eccentric now. Don’t wait for old age to wear purple.

· The most important sex organ is the brain.

· No one is in charge of your happiness but you.

· Frame every so-called disaster with these words ‘In five years, will this matter?’

· Always choose life.

· Forgive everyone everything.

· What other people think of you is none of your business.

· Time heals almost everything. Give time time.

· However good or bad a situation is, it will change.

· Don’t take yourself so seriously. No one else does.

· Believe in miracles.

· God loves you because of who God is, not because of anything you did or didn’t do.

· Don’t audit life.. Show up and make the most of it now.

· Growing old beats the alternative — dying young.

· Your children get only one childhood.

· All that truly matters in the end is that you loved.

· Get outside every day. Miracles are waiting everywhere.

· If we all threw our problems in a pile and saw everyone else’s, we’d grab ours back.

· Envy is a waste of time. You already have all you need.

· The best is yet to come.

· No matter how you feel, get up, dress up and show up.

· Yield.

· Life isn’t tied with a bow, but it’s still a gift.

· Friends are the family that we choose for ourselves.

Written By Regina Brett, 90 years old, of The Plain Dealer, Cleveland, Ohio  

Other Notable People Celebrating Their 90th Birthday in 2009
· Gene Barry, Actor (Bat Masterson, War of the Worlds)
· Charles Percy, Former Senator from Illinois

· Edward Brooke, Former Senator from Massachusetts and first African-American Senator since Reconstruction

· Marge Champion, Dancer (wife of Gower Champion)
· Harry Coover, Scientist – invented Super Glue

· Dino di Laurentis, Movie Producer

· Laurence Ferlinghetti, Beat Poet (“A Coney Island of the Mind”)

· Walter J. Hickel, Former Governor of Alaska

· Celeste Holm, Actress

· Jennifer Jones, Actress

· Louis Jourdan, Actor

· Mikhail Kalashnikov, Inventor of the Russian semiautomatic rifle, the Kalashnikov

· Doris Lessing, author (The Golden Notebook)

· Edwin Newman, TV reporter and commentator

· Nehemiah Persoff, Actor

· Andy Rooney, Journalist and 60 Minutes Commentator
· J.D. Salinger, Author (A Catcher in the Rye)

· Pete Seeger, Folksinger

· George Shearing, Jazz Musician

· Judge Joseph Wapner, The People’s Court
· Alan Young, Actor (played Wilbur Post on the Mr. Ed TV show)
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