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Per’s Foreword 
    
 

   Around the year 1992, after we had left Peru and were living in Florida, Brita started to 
write down the memories from her childhood and further to our work in Chile and Peru. 
She wrote in longhand, I typed on the computer, and then printed some copies and gave 
to our children. My daughters Kerstin and Agneta urged me to also write my memories, 
which I did almost ten years later. Now I have combined both accounts in this volume. 
   In some cases both of us have written about the same things, and I ask you as a reader 
to tolerate that. Much more could have been said but I think that this will give you a 
picture of our lives and work in God’s Kingdom. 
   Please take into consideration that English is my third language, and you might get 
some good laughs because of my translation from the original in Swedish. That’s my 
treat! Remember that “a cheerful heart is good medicine” (Proverbs 17:22). 
   At the beginning of each chapter I have put the name of the one that has written it. 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 

Per Hugo Anderås 
 
Born September 30, 1920 
 
in Norberg, Sweden 
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Brita’s foreword 
    
 
   I like very much to read biographies and accounts of travels. When we came to Sweden 
after our first term of service in South America, we got an advice from our pastor, Alvar 
Blomgren. He told us not to preach, “that we do very good ourselves,” he said and we 
agreed to that. “You should give us an account from the mission field.” he said, “for that 
we can’t do.” I thought about a meeting in our church some years earlier when we were 
newlywed. A missionary from India was going to speak and we went with great 
expectation, but went home very disappointed. He preached a good sermon, but not even 
with one word did he mention the mission field where he had worked. 
   We followed the advice brother Alvar gave us. Several persons have asked me, “Can’t 
you write a book?” Once I wrote to our daughter-in-law Liselott, that she ought to write a 
book because her letters to us were so interesting. She wrote back and said that I ought to 
do it. Now I have done it. This is my debut as an author. I have written from my heart and 
do hope that you as a reader will enjoy the accounts of the rich life we have lived. 
   I dedicate this to our five children, Kerstin, Ingrid, Agneta, Pepe and Lars, as a thank 
you for all the help and joy they have given us.  
 
 
 

 

Brita Elisabet Holmgren 
 
Born November 14, 1921 
 
in Ljungby, Sweden 
 
Deceased September 5, 2001 
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Chapter 1 

 
Brita:  My Childhood and Youth 

 
 
   “If Bengt dies, I will hate this child for the rest of my life.” That was the welcome I got 
when I came to this world. Before I was born, my parents had a boy who was seven years 
old and another who was three. Some days before I was born the oldest was taken to the 
hospital with pneumonia. When my mother came to the maternity ward, a gray 
November day, she said, “If Bengt dies, I will hate this child for the rest of my life.” But 
there was a Christian midwife who said to her, “After rain comes sunshine, Mrs. 
Holmgren.” My brother died when I was ten years old. 
   I can understand my mother’s reaction, because she had earlier lost a daughter. 
Sunshine came after the rain and I never felt any hate from my mother. 
   I was eight years old when I woke up one morning and understood that something had 
happened. Our beloved daddy had died sometime during the night, having had a weak 
heart. The day before was Sunday and he had rested the whole day, not feeling well. He 
was only thirty-eight years old and left a widow and three small children without any 
economic recourses. That must have been very hard for my mother and after the funeral 
she thought about killing the kids. She later told me how she heard a voice within her say, 
“It will only take a moment and all will be over.” We three children were twelve, eight 
and three years old. She walked among the beds and heard the voice say, “Take the 
shaving knife, you know where it is.” She pulled a chair to be able to reach the place 
where the knife was, high up in the cupboard. At that moment, like in a vision, she saw 
her mother on her knees before God, and she knew her mother was praying for us. She 
could not lift her arm. She looked for an old Bible and started to read. All she saw talked 
about the love of God. She threw the Bible onto the floor and cried,  “The love of God. 
What kind of love is it that only takes?  First my two children and now my husband, 
leaving me in poverty and misery.” 
   This happened several times and finally she was afraid to be alone at night and a 
neighbor’s daughter slept with us for some time. 
   Life must go on and the only job my mother could get was to wash clothes for other 
people. We got some help from the community, but my mother never went herself to get 
that meager money. She sent my brother to do that. “Poor, but proud,” she said to me. But 
once she had to humble herself. My brother needed shoes and she had no money to buy 
them. She went to a shoe factory were the owner was a member of the community board. 
He looked at my mother and asked, “Is it really a need?” Then her pride took over and 
she answered, “Sir, I would not come if it was not a real need!” He said nothing, but went 
to get a pair of shoes, some sizes too big so that they would last longer. 
   A few months before I was born my parents had moved from Örebro to Ljungby in 
Småland. They never felt at home there and before I turned four they moved to the city of 
Kumla in Närke. My parents were not Christians. In Kumla they rented an apartment on 
the second floor of a two family house. The owners were Christians and the lady, Mrs. 
Ruth, took me with her to Sunday school in the Ebenezer Church together with her two-
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year-old son. I loved it and soon I also stayed for the worship service. Every Sunday I 
went there. 
   At Christmas time there was always tension in the air. First, we got a box from 
grandma with several nice and tasty things in it. Then came Maria Engvall, a sister to 
Lydia Lithell, a famous gospel singer, with gifts from the church. 
   After Christmas came the time for the Christmas tree plunder, a big feast for children, 
and I was invited to the Lithell family. Mrs. Lithell was a sister to Ruth, our landlord’s 
wife. I remember specially one year when I got a pair of shoes with half high heels.  
   I will never forget the Ebenezer Church where over the pulpit it was written, “Prepare 
to meet your God” (Amos 4:12) Also I will never forget Maria. She worked at the Bank 
and was well known in the city. In the church her place was at the organ. Lydia played 
violin and her sister Elisabet played the guitar. Beside them were several girls who 
played mandolin. In the center stood Mr. Lithell playing the zither. He was the song 
leader. Those are the persons I remember most. Later on I worked in the home of the 
Lithell family and I have many good memories from that time. They took me to their 
summer cottage at lake Tisaren and on Midsummer Eve they always served cooked 
salmon with new potatoes. I had never tasted such good food before. 
   The Lithell family had a girl, named Ingrid, and she and I were very good friends and 
we made many mischief together. Mr. Lithell sold used cars and sometimes Ingrid said 
we should go ahead and start them. I never dared to do that, but she did and I sat beside 
her. In our teen years we were always together. But when school was over we went 
separate ways. She later married a childhood friend, had two girls and died soon after. I 
learned about that when we lived in Chile. 
   Another memory. I was ironing and there were lots of clothes, big mounds of long 
johns. Their oldest daughter came for a visit. She was married and had her own home. 
She said I was careless ironing the long johns and I knew it. I thought that ironing the 
under garments was not very important, and said within myself, “Mind your own 
business and do not come here to give orders.” Some years later I was baptized in the 
Pentecostal church where she and her husband were members and he was also an elder. 
They cared much for me, we became good friends and I went many times to their home. 
   My mother was saved in the Methodist church when I was nine years old and I started 
going with her to church. They had Sunday school at 1 P.M. and I could go there and also 
go to the Ebenezer Church in the morning. Dagny was the name of the lady who played 
the organ and she left an indelible memory; Her smiling face. Just think how a smiling 
face can leave such an impression on a child!  I remember also another face, a sullen one, 
but I will not tell you about that. 
   When I was ten years old I went to a camp at lake Skagen. The boys slept in one big 
tent and the girls in another. The girls’ leader was engaged to the boys’ leader who was 
also the pastor. We spent much time in prayer. One evening the girls’ leader said that we 
should all come to her place near the opening of the tent. She wanted to pray with all of 
us to be saved. I was at the other end of the tent and pretended to be sleeping. The other 
girls tried to wake me up, but to no avail. They left me alone and I sighed with relief 
because I had no desire to be saved. The next evening the leader came to me and said, 
“Now you have to come with me to the boys’ tent as we are going to pray for them. That 
was a kind of compulsory salvation and did me no harm as I have kept it my whole life. 
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   Walter Erixon and the singing band Jubelkvartetten came to Kumla and had a series of 
meetings. What a revival! The whole city was on the move and I went to the services 
every evening. Many were saved and many baptismal services were held. I also wanted to 
be baptized, but my mother did not let me. She thought that I did not understand what is 
was all about. Three years later I was baptized. 
 
 
 
 

Chapter 2 
 

Per:  My Childhood 
 
 
   I was born in Norberg in the northern part of Västmanland in Sweden on September 30, 
1920. My parents were Eric Herman and Edit Johanna Andersson. My father was born in 
Västerås in 1885. When he was five years old, his father died, and his mother died when 
he was eleven. According to the customs of that time, he was auctioned out to the least 
bidder and got to live and work with a barber. To be auctioned out meant that the leaders 
of the community from time to time held an auction, and orphaned children were given to 
the person who asked the least compensation to take care of the child.  
   He became the barber’s servant and lived by himself in a small room behind the 
barbershop. He had to walk to the barber’s home to get his food. Once he told me about 
his first Christmas as an orphan. He had been to the barber’s home and walked back to 
his room late in the evening. He looked through the windows into the homes where 
people were celebrating Christmas and he was all by himself. As the barber’s servant, my 
father had to lather the customers’ faces before they were shaved by one of the 
apprentices. He also had to run errands and buy beer for the apprentices.  
   My mother was born in 1888 as the daughter of Fisherman Carl Johan Andersson at 
Fullerö estate, about six miles from Västerås. 
   When I was a little boy I had an illness called croup, which made it difficult to breathe. 
I remember how one time when I was very ill they built like a tent above my bed. Beside 
the bed they put a boiling pot on a small stove. The vapor was led into the tent and 
relieved the respiratory organs. I must have been close to death. 
   We lived in an apartment on the third floor of a building at the main square where there 
was a hardware store on the first floor. My father’s barbershop was in the hotel, about 
two blocks away. He bought two telephones and set up a private line between the 
apartment and the store. That was before there were any public phones available. When I 
was 5 years old, the Pharmacy was built and I often went to watch the construction of it. 
The workers asked me to go to the hardware store to get an eye measure, a tool they 
needed. I went, and of course was told they were out of those tools, but that they would 
have them by the next week. At that time and age I didn’t understand that they were 
making fun of me. Some days ago I met a man who told me they did the same to him 
when he was a child. 
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   One winter my two older brothers made toboggans from pieces of wood taken from a 
barrel. They walked up the mounds of snow some workmen had gathered on the main 
square and rode down on their toboggans, a trip of about five to seven feet. They had lots 
of fun, but they didn’t let me try the toboggans, only to look on. Brothers can be mean. 
   While we lived in that house my parents had a maid, I don’t remember her name, but 
she had a fiancé. His name was Abel and he was one of the very few who at that time 
owned a truck. He honked the horn every time he passed the square and the maid shouted 
happily, “That was Abel’s horn.” There were also two taxis in the village and one of them 
had a luggage-carrier in the rear. One time I sat down on the carrier and the taxi drove 
away. When it was going too fast I jumped off and scraped my hands on the gravel. My 
dad dressed my wounds and I promised never again to travel in that manner. 
   Some miles north of Norberg is Spännarhyttan, and there was a foundry where they 
melted the iron ore and made ingots. I went there many times and watched as the melted 
ore streamed into the molds, sparkling and crackling. They used charcoal in the foundry 
and the farmers made charcoal in the winters and transported it to Spännarhyttan in 
special sleighs. Some other boys and I used to ride on the sleighs, talking to the drivers. 
Once, one of the farmers delivered wood to us, and my mother invited him in for coffee. 
When he saw me he said, “Oh, do you live here, Pelle?” (In those years they called me 
Pelle.) 
   My two older brothers are Olov and Lars. They were called Olle and Lasse and my 
sister’s name is Britta. Anders, my younger brother, was born when I was seven and later 
I got a sister, named Karin. She had Down’s syndrome and lived only seven years. 
   When I was six years old, my parents bought a big house, called Margretehill, near the 
center of the village and there they started a hotel business. We had a big garden and 
several fruit trees, mostly apples, pears and cherries. Mother grew vegetables and I had to 
weed the garden. I hated that kind of job and I think I complained a lot. It was more fun 
to chop the wood for the stove. There was a constant need of it for cooking and, in the 
winter, for heating the house. There were tiled stoves in each room. Later central heating 
was installed, but the central stove still needed wood.  
   During many years a family from Stockholm came to the hotel in the summers. The 
lady had two sisters who were teachers and lived in Kärrgruvan, a mining village two 
miles from Norberg. Once I went with a boy from that family to visit his aunts who had a 
radio receiver. It had headphones, and to listen, one had to move a little gadget against a 
crystal. With good luck I could hear some sounds and a calling “Stockholm-Motala”. 
That was at the end of the nineteen twenties when I was about eight or nine years old. 
Some years later my father bought a radio of the trade mark Marconi. It had a 
loudspeaker so several could listen at the same time. When they read the news, we all had 
to be very quiet so my father wouldn’t miss anything. I very well remember how solemn 
it was in the New Year’s night when we could hear Anders de Wahl read the poem 
“Nyårsklockorna” (The New Year Bells) from Skansen in Stockholm.  
   During the crisis years at the beginning of the thirties, lots of men without jobs walked 
the highways begging for food, and many of them came to our home. Mother never 
denied food to anybody, but she always asked them to cut and chop some wood. Most of 
them did it gladly and some stayed several days, sleeping in the woodshed. 
   My parents were members of the Baptist Church and Mother was always a very active 
member. We children went to Sunday school until the age of thirteen when we received a 
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Bible. Once when I was eight years old I was standing in the church beside my mother. It 
felt as if my heart was taken out from my body for a moment and when it came back I 
had a feeling of cleansing. It was the first time I felt the presence of God in my life. On 
the wall above the pulpit was a painting, representing an eye in a triangle. The caption 
read: “You God see me.” As a child I always had the feeling that God looked at me from 
that eye. 
   Once (and maybe several times) during the years of crisis, the church had a big dinner 
for all the unemployed men in the community and many came to get a good fill for their 
stomachs.  
   There were rigorous rules in our home and especially at mealtime. What you received 
on your plate you had to eat. If we did not like the food it was put aside until we were so 
hungry we ate it even if it was cold and not tasty at all. Nothing was thrown away. It was 
a must to pray before the meals and also to thank God and our parents afterwards. 
Nobody could leave the table until everybody had finished. That was very hard at the big 
dinners. The grownups sat there, talking and talking. The kids had to be quiet and just 
listen. It was boring. 
   But we heard many stories, of course. One story I told the next day to the man who 
delivered beverages, which were sold in two kinds, number 1 and number 2. “Now I 
know how you make the beverages,” I said. “You have a big tank with water. Then you 
fasten a grain of malt to the tail of a rat and let it swim in the tank. If the rat swims one 
time you get number 1 and if it swims back again you get number 2.” I was about six 
years old and believed the story and told it truthfully to the man. He got mad and thought 
that my father had sent me to make fun of him. “Tell your daddy that he can make his 
beverages himself,” he said. 
   My father worked long days in the barbershop and mother had to take care of the 
discipline at home. I think I got a spanking once in a while and for sure many pinches in 
my ears. From mother, of course, because I have no memories of my father doing any 
such things. Likewise, I have no memories of cuddling and hugs. Anyhow, I do 
remember sitting on my father’s lap as he was sitting at a table, sharpening the razors. He 
held his left thumb in his mouth to make the nail soft with saliva and at did the honing at 
the same time with the right hand. Then he tested the edge on his thumbnail.  
   In the winters we always had lots of snow and I liked to go skiing. Sometimes the brim 
of the ski would break and we had to go to a platter to get it fixed. When the snow was 
melting in the spring it became wet and we made huts with the heavy snow. Once we put 
a wooden box inside the hut as a stove, with a rusty metal pipe as a chimney. We set 
wood-wool on fire, but the smoke didn’t go through the pipe and the hut was filled with 
smoke. We had to get out rather quick!  
   In the summers we walked every day to Lake Noren to go swimming. The janitor at the 
Baptist Church was also a fishmonger and I often played with his children. We always 
went to the lake together. We also traveled by train and boat to visit my uncle Evert and 
his wife, who had a farm on an island in Lake Mälaren. My cousins and I helped to gather 
the hay and do other jobs on the farm. 
   In those years, milk was sold in a special store. A lot of milk was used in the hotel and 
it was a constant job to carry two metal containers with five liters in each from that store. 
The lady at the milk store was a member of the Pentecostal church. On Sundays the store 
was open till ten o’clock. Then we saw her go to the church, some distance from the 
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square. People said that the members of that church were climbing the walls and I 
wondered many times how that lady could do that, but I never dared to go and see for 
myself. 
   Like my siblings, I went to school, which lay just beyond the main church. In the first 
grades, I had Miss Lindquist as a teacher and in the later years, Mr. Berg. I don’t have 
any special memories from school, other than that two boys got a good whipping with a 
cane on their bare buts while the whole class had to watch. They must have done some 
real mischief. In 1933, our family moved to Örebro and there I studied at Örebro 
Praktiska Mellanskola. 
   Norberg is the central town in a district with much mining, which began around the 
year 1200. Especially in Kärrgruvan, two miles from Norberg, there are many open pits. 
Some of the guests at the hotel had cars and it was fun to ride the cars at the same time as 
I served as a guide at the old mines. 
   My father, who always worked indoors, first in Västerås, and later in Norberg after he 
got married and they settled there, was tired of that job and sold the barber shop. The 
hotel did not give enough income for the family’s needs so he started working as a 
traveling salesman. He bought knitwear from factories in Borås, went by bike to the 
countryside and sold it there. After some years, he rented a place and started a barbershop 
in the suburb of Skebäck in Örebro. First we lived in an apartment in the same house as 
the shop and later on at Villagatan. After a few years my parents bought a house on 
Norrängsvägen, not so far from the school where I studied. I lived with them in that 
house until I got married. 
 
 
 
    

Chapter 3 
Per:  The Years of my Youth 

 
 
   As I have mentioned before, I studied at Örebro Praktiska Mellanskola (High School). I 
should have graduated taking an exam called “realen,” but I never did. Olle and Lasse 
had taken that exam in Norberg, but it hadn’t helped them to get a good job. My dad, who 
did not get much schooling, said that it was useless for me to continue in school. For that 
reason, I had to quit and get a job as an errand boy in a paper company called Johnson & 
Hill. 
   My dad had a customer who was an engineer at the Telephone Company, and through 
him I got a better-paid job there. I started to work at the telephone exchange in Örebro 
and later in Lindesberg and Eskilstuna. From there they sent me to a special course in 
Norrköping. When the course finished I was offered a special job at the main office in 
Norrköping, but at that time I had received God’s calling to the ministry, which became 
my job for life, so I said no thank you to that offer. The other guys at the course thought I 
was crazy, but to serve God is the best of all. 
   In Örebro I became a member of YMCA and I spent a lot of my free time there. We 
boys often went to a house in the Kilsbergen woods about twelve miles from Örebro. I 
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enjoyed walking in the woods in the summer and skiing in the winter. During the years of 
World War II, when food was scarce, I picked a lot of berries and mushrooms in 
Kilsbergen. Mother made jam of the berries and preserved the mushrooms. Meat and 
other food were rationed, so when we couldn’t buy meat, we ate mushrooms and 
potatoes. 
   At the New Year’s celebration of 1940, about twenty of us boys went to the house in 
the woods. The second night, I woke up with a great pain in my stomach. Our leader 
awoke two boys who went by ski to a farmer in the neighborhood and woke him up early 
in the morning. He came with a horse and a sled and they bedded me down in the sled. 
We went down from the mountain to Klockhammar. The temperature was about -30 
degrees, and the air seemed blue in the cold. One of the peers, who had his car in 
Klockhammar, came along. They helped me get into the car. There was a lot of snow and 
ice on the windshield, but in those years the cars had neither heat nor defrosters. We 
scraped open a small hole in front of the driver and I had to keep it open with warmth 
from my fingers. He almost couldn’t see the road but managed to drive to the hospital in 
Örebro. He left me there and took my backpack and my skis to my home on Villagatan. 
“What happened, did Per break a leg?” my mother asked. “No, he had only some 
stomachache,” was the answer. “Oh, nothing worse,” was my mother’s comment. 
   At the hospital I was diagnosed with acute appendicitis and was immediately taken to 
an operating room. They didn’t put me to sleep, but gave local anesthesia. Above the 
operating table there was a big lamp, and the glass in the lamp served as a mirror, so I 
could see how the doctor opened my stomach and took out the intestines and cut off the 
appendix. I thought that was very interesting. When my parents came to see me, I was 
lying in a public ward. 
   The YMCA had camps for boys and teens, and I took part in many such camps. One 
year, I think it was 1938, there was a big camp on the island Öland. Two other boys and I 
went there by bike, about two hundred and fifty miles. Another year there was a special 
camp for leaders at the Tullgarn palace in Sörmland. Prince Oscar Bernadotte lived in 
that palace, and one day he invited us all to the palace gardens. They served strawberry 
cake and juice. 
   Our tents were placed in a sloping field and I woke up every morning with my feet way 
out of the tent. When somebody told the princess that, she sent an extra blanket for me, 
and a leather coat to another boy who was very cold at night. The last day of camp, we 
went to the palace to give everything back and to say thank you. The prince himself 
received them and talked with us for a while. He touched us lightly on our chests and 
asked, “How is it on the inside, boys?” We gave no answer to that question, but became 
very moved by his concern for our souls, which he showed in that manner. We both 
thought a lot about what that man of God had said to us.  
   Some miles outside of Örebro, YMCA had a summerhouse and I lived there in the 
summers. I had a job in the city. I enjoyed a lot to be there and at the sport house in 
Kilsbergen, as well as in the meeting place in the city at the corner of Storgatan and 
Järnvägsgatan. 
   One Saturday in the middle of June, just as I was leaving the workplace, I met a girl 
who worked as an operator at the telephone exchange. Her name was Brita Holmgren. 
We talked a little, and agreed to meet later in the evening. We rode our bikes to a 
meadow at Myrö and sat down in the grass. After that we met many more times and the 
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next week we went together to the Pentecostal church. After the service we talked about 
our relationship with God and agreed to pray together every time we met. We believed 
that God had joined our paths, and on September the 17th, exactly three months after we 
first met, we got engaged by exchanging rings. We did that at the sport house in 
Kilsbergen, my favorite place. 
   At that time I was working in Lindesberg and lived in a rented room, but went by bike 
every weekend to see my beloved Brita. While I was in Lindesberg, it happened several 
times in the mornings at my personal devotion that I saw a vision of South America, but I 
could not understand the meaning of that vision. 
   On December 4, I was baptized in water, and when Brita and I were talking that 
evening, she asked me if I possibly had thought about becoming a preacher. In that 
moment I understood at once that God was calling me to be a missionary to South 
America and I told her so. She told me that during several months she had been 
struggling with God’s calling in her life. God had talked to her many years earlier, but 
she was not willing to obey. Now we decided to put our lives at God’s disposal and after 
Christmas we talked to our pastor, Tage Sjöberg, about it. 
   We had decided to get married, which we did on March 31 the following year, 1945. 
Brita lived in a small apartment with one room and a pantry. That became our first home. 
In the fall of that year I went to Bible School at the Philadelphia Church in Stockholm. 
    
 
 
 

Chapter 4 
 

Brita:  The Will of God – or My Will 
    
 
   Once when I was six years old I was sitting on a fence when somebody came and asked 
what I wanted to be when I grew up. “A movie star or a missionary,” I answered. As 
small as I was I understood the great difference between the two occupations. 
   There was a very good fellowship between the neighbors where we lived and we kids 
often visited the different homes. I liked to save pictures of movie stars and had a secret 
dream that one day I would become one. At the same time I heard in the Sunday school 
about the black children in Africa and thought about them. I loved the song called, 
“Black little Sara.” Once a missionary came from India and brought with her a boy she 
had adopted. His name was Mona Samuel. When somebody told him he was black, he 
showed the bottom of his feet and they were white. I was deeply touched when he stood 
in the pulpit and from memory read Psalm 115 in Swedish with his nice accent. I thought 
that if I should become a missionary I would have to go to colored people of some kind. 
   I began to go to the services in the Pentecostal church when I was about 15 years old. 
The good friends in the Methodist church did not like that I left them. It was not easy for 
me either, because I loved them. They said they would by me a guitar if I stayed, but 
nothing could hold me back. I wanted to be baptized and now my mother did not hinder 
me. We had moved to an apartment in the Methodist church and my mother became the 
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janitor and I helped her to do the cleaning. We had only one room and a kitchen and very 
little space for four people. Very often I took my bed with me and slept in the church. 
   During all the years of my childhood I felt the calling of God to be a missionary, but I 
had no illusion about it. After I had been baptized I began to yearn for the baptism of the 
Holy Spirit. One night when I was sleeping on the floor I dreamt that God said to me, “If 
you answer yes to my call, I will baptize you in the Holy Spirit.” In my dream I said yes 
and a warm and sweet feeling came over me and I started to speak in other tongues. I 
don’t know if I really did or if it was only a dream. 
   I got some new and really good friends, a couple which certainly had become 
Christians. They owned their house and as often as I could I went to be with them. We 
lived in the first love and prayed often together. They had a sink made of stainless steel 
and I loved to do the dishes there. What a difference from our little apartment with a sink 
made of stone, very hard to keep clean. I polished that stainless zinc till it shined. That 
was fun! At home I felt like a slave when I had to do the dishes. They also had a toilet 
inside the house, while we had an outhouse where we could freeze the bottom off in the 
winter. 
   The lady of the house had a sister who lived some miles away in the countryside. Her 
husband was a drunkard and they had seven children. He was a good man, but went 
berserk when he was drunk and many times he threw his wife and the kids out from the 
house. With some friends I often went to that home on Saturdays to pray. If the husband 
came home while we were praying he did not disturb, but went to bed and slept through 
the night. He never dared to go into the room where we were praying. 
   I was quite young when I started to work at the Swedish Telephone Company and had 
to work in different shifts. One Saturday I was going to work the night shift and the day 
off. I went to the home of that sister to pray. Usually I walked the distance, but that day I 
borrowed a man’s bicycle. That was not easy for me to use. I had learned to ride on my 
dad’s bicycle when I was a kid and held one leg inside the frame. My stockings became 
full of oil from the chain. Thank you mother, for your patience with my oily stockings! 
As I started my trip on that borrowed bicycle I said to God, “Now you see how I humble 
myself to use the bicycle and I expect you to baptize me in the Holy Spirit and I will not 
leave the house until you do it!” After some time in prayer I began to speak in other 
tongues and was jubilant with joy for that new experience. Now, it was not just a dream 
but also a living reality.  
   When I started my work that evening I felt like I was not on the earth any more. I told 
the girl that had the shift before me about my experience. That evening it was not easy to 
say “hello,” it was easier to say “Halleluiah” instead. 
   I had answered yes to God’s calling, but the day came when I took my promise back, 
based on some things that happened. I heard that a lady evangelist had been talking about 
me. When I think about it today I understand it was a mere trifle, but it was not so at that 
time. I do not believe that she said something unfavorable, but a feather becomes easily a 
hen, as the proverb goes. I got mad and I said to myself, “I will never be an evangelist or 
something like it.” From that moment the calling left my heart. I thought it was great and 
that it meant that it had all been an imagination. 
   More gossip came rolling and mad as I was I went to the pastor and told him all I knew. 
We young people in the church loved our pastor very much and did not like if he for a 
weekend went somewhere else and we had a guest speaker in the church. I remember 
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especially one who was a good Bible teacher. I did not like to listen to him and thought, 
“Pity the wife who has to listen to him always.” I have had to swallow those words as I 
have been married to a preacher for many years. I do not complain and I do not think that 
his wife did that either. 
   When I had poured out my heart to our pastor, I expected him to do something. He 
looked at me with eyes filled with love and said, “The more you stir the manure, the 
worse it stinks.” I understood what he meant. To be young and vulnerable is not always 
easy. Another time something else happened. Then the measure was more then filled and 
I said, “Never more will I set my feet in that church.” 
   I played the accordion in the services. The pastor lived on the same street as I did, but 
did not come to talk to me. Anyhow, I am sure he prayed a lot for wisdom from God. 
After six weeks he came one evening to our door and said, “I have come to help you 
carry the accordion.” He said nothing about anything else and all bitterness disappeared. 
From that time on I have tried to be faithful toward the Lord and the Church. 
   “Margit finds her way” was the title of a book I read and which moved me a lot. Margit 
had felt God’s calling on her life, but she disobeyed him. She got tuberculosis and was 
sent to a sanatorium. Then she said to God, “If you heal me I will obey you.” That gave 
me an idea. I was going to test God and prayed, “If it is your will that I shall become a 
missionary, give me tuberculosis and after that heal me.” It was a foolish prayer and I am 
glad God did not answer. 
   Some time later I was sent to the hospital to be treated for Bright’s disease, which had 
become chronic. I told a friend about my prayer and after I became sick she said, “Now 
your prayer has been answered.” I answered that I did not get what I asked for. She got 
mad at me and said, “Thank God that he has been merciful to you and has given 
something not so bad as tuberculosis.” At that time I started to pray that I would get my 
life into the will of God. 
    
 
 
    

Chapter 5 
 

Brita:  My Life’s Companion 
    
 
   All the telephone operators were moved from Kumla to Örebro in 1943. The first year I 
traveled by train between the two cities. It became very tiresome because I had different 
shifts from day to day. My aunt Margit helped me rent a small apartment in Örebro. Then 
I also became a member of the Pentecostal church in that city. Later on I met Per. We 
worked both at the same company, sometimes even in the same room. I observed him and 
saw that he was different from the other workers. He worked with such energy and 
seemed to enjoy his job. Besides, he had such a nice smile. Another operator said that he 
would surely be the one for me because, as she said, he was a little religious. 
   It so happened that we met one nice evening in June and bicycled out into the 
countryside. We came to a meadow and sat down and talked. In my heart I felt he was the 
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man for me and that our courtship would be according to the will of God. He was a 
magnificent young man, reared in a Baptist home and a member of YMCA. The next day 
we went together to the church service. After the sermon a brother had a message from 
God in tongues and interpretation. There was revival in the church and the Spirit was 
moving. Per sat spellbound. When we were alone we prayed together and Per surrendered 
to the Lord. We agreed to read the Bible and pray together each time we met. 
   In the spring of 1944 there was sorrow in the church when a couple lost their two-year- 
old girl. She swallowed a needle and her life could not be saved. In a vision a brother had 
seen two white coffins in the church. Some days later my girlfriend, who was 18, sat in 
the church on Sunday morning. Suddenly she felt stiffness in her neck and went outside 
with another girl. That day I was at work and could not be in the service. They sat in the 
balcony and going down the stairs her knees buckled. An ambulance was called and took 
her to the hospital. There was a polio epidemic and everybody understood she had polio. 
After four days she passed on to be with the Lord. Two white coffins in the church – the 
vision came true. My girlfriend had a sister who soon after that was saved and took her 
sisters place in the church. 
Per and I were completely certain that God had led us together and I was at peace. The 
thought about a call from God did not trouble me. We were engaged on September 17 
and everything looked so good. But I was troubled by a brother in the church in Kumla 
who said to my mother, “I cannot get over it, but I think she has a call from God to be a 
missionary.” He knew me since I was seven years old and we were neighbors. As a kid I 
was a little afraid of him. He belonged to the Pentecostal church and I had heard they 
were a peculiar people with strange customs. He sold fish going around with a tricycle to 
different homes and came every week to our neighborhood. He was very kind and did not 
look peculiar which confounded me. 
   About one month after Per and I had become engaged and soon after my girlfriend 
died, God began to tell me it was about time for me to fulfill my promise to him. But how 
could God do that? First he led us together – and now this. We were so sure we should 
have each other. Never did the thought cross my mind that God could call Per also. Then 
I said to God, “I will never break the engagement, I can never do that to Per. But God, 
take him home or give him your call.” My faith for the latter was very small. Now I am 
thankful that God did not answer all my silly petitions. 
Per had been transferred to another city. The telephone lines went hot in the evenings. 
Every time I asked if he was doing okay or if he had some pain. He must have thought 
that I was crazy. I imagined that he was going to have polio and at the same time I was 
afraid at the thought. 
   The time passed and we came to the end of November. In the church there was going to 
be a big baptismal service on a Wednesday night. Per could not be present as he worked 
in another city, but he was baptized the next Sunday morning instead. Standing in the 
baptismal tank, pastor Sjöberg said that it is a royal thing to be baptized alone – that 
happened to the man from the Ethiopian court. He also said, “I feel that God has a special 
calling for this young man.” 
   The evening before as Per and I talked and prayed together I had asked him if he ever 
thought about being a preacher. He was silent for a moment and then said, “No, but God 
has called me to be a missionary.” I felt like somebody had poured a bucket of cold water 
over me and I thought, “Do I really have to go?” 
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Chapter 6 
 

Brita:  We Become a Family 
    
 
   On New Years Eve we told our pastor, Tage Sjöberg, about God’s calling upon our 
lives and that we were going to be married on March 31. He thought it would have been 
better to wait for a while with the marriage, but we were determined and looking forward 
to that day. 
   Before we got married, we agreed that we should start out simple and live in my little 
apartment and that we should not buy anything on credit, but only things we could pay 
for in cash. Well, we did not need much furniture either. I had a dining table. We changed 
my white girlish furniture for other things. Per promised that when we would have 
enough money he would by an Electrolux Mixer (Kitchen machine) for me and I was 
glad for that. Years passed and no mixer. I knew about our financial situation. A promise 
has to be fulfilled and I knew that when Per could he would do according to the promise. 
Eighteen years passed and finally I got it on my 42nd birthday. I have often used this as an 
illustration of God’s promises. He keeps his promises – even if we have to wait some 
time for the fulfillment. 
   We continued at our jobs and our first vacation we went on a trip with our tandem 
bicycle. In the spring and the summer we picked wild flowers to decorate the apartment. 
Then came the time for Per to go to the Bible school. On the application form was a 
question he could not answer with a “yes” and he did not want to answer “no.” The 
question was, “Are you baptized in the Holy Spirit?” He told me he would not send the 
application until he could answer yes. We prayed about it. Many of the young people also 
prayed with him and for him. 
   Every Monday night there was a special service in the church. Sometimes it was a 
business meeting, but always there was a Bible study and prayer. Almost always the 
meeting room in the basement was filled with people and we loved those services very 
much. One Monday in August they also celebrated the Lord’s Supper. Per was sitting on 
a chair, deep in prayer, while the elders served bread and wine. He was filled with the 
Holy Spirit and began to speak in other tongues. One of the elders sat beside him and 
prayed with laying on of hands and as he did so the language flowed even more. Jubilant 
and happy he could write “yes” on the application and send it to the Bible school. 
Per resigned his job. One brother suggested he should take a leave of absence, but we 
thought that as he was going to serve the Lord, he should not go back to his job. I 
continued as telephone operator and we were also expecting our first child. I had acquired 
albuminuria and was often on sick leave. Per came back from the Bible school without 
being assigned any field of work. He could neither sing nor play an instrument and the 
churches wanted someone who could do that. In the Bible school the students often said 
jokingly, “Simon, son of John, do you play the accordion?” All doors seemed to be 
closed and not even for Christmas could he get a job. 
   But soon he got an invitation to serve at one of the outposts of the church. That was in 
Hjortkvarn and he went there in January 1946. The following month was troublesome, as 
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I had to go to the hospital and stay there until our daughter was born on March the 6th. No 
visits were allowed to the hospital due to epidemic influenza. 
   The percentage of my albuminuria had increased alarmingly. I did not see Per for 
several weeks and had to listen to what other mothers told about earlier deliveries. One 
night the measure of sorrow was filled and I went to the bathroom to cry. I had seen 
twelve mothers leave with their newborn babies before it became my turn. That night a 
nasty midwife was on duty. She was the horror of the maternity ward. I asked God not to 
let me give birth during the night. I knew that another midwife who was a Christian 
would come in the morning. She came at seven and I got a feeling of security. Two hours 
later I was holding a little bundle in my arms. Such a nice little girl! So very cute! 
   The delivery had been critical because of the percentage of albumin had increased and I 
asked how much. “We will tell you when it is down again,” I was told. Some days later I 
asked again and was told that it had been 25 pro mille. No wonder the doctor told me to 
have patience and that I might have to stay a long time in the hospital. But a miracle took 
place and I could leave the hospital after seven days when the percentage was normal. Per 
was in Hjortkvarn and his mother came and took me to her home. Three days later Per 
came and took me home and so we were a family of three. 
Per wanted me to resign from my job, but I wanted to continue. My mother cared for 
Kerstin, as we called our daughter, but Per and I had to live in different locations. 
Anyhow, it did not take long before I resigned. The following fall I could go with Per to 
the Bible school while Mother took care of the girl. Before Christmas we moved to the 
city of Växjö and lived in a small apartment in a chapel in Öjaby. Per had the 
responsibility on that outpost to the church in Växjö and served also in the city. 
   The Second World War had just come to an end and many candidates for missionary 
work were visiting churches, trying to get support. Somebody asked Per when he would 
start to do the same. He answered that if God wanted us on the mission field it was His 
business. Not long after that we got a letter from the church in Örebro telling that they 
accepted us as their missionaries. We could now prepare for the long journey to Chile, 
which became our first field of work. 
    
 
 
    

Chapter 7 
 

Per:  Our Family 
    
    

   On March 6, 1946, our oldest daughter was born at the hospital in Örebro. Not long 
before that, we had moved to Hjortkvarn, where I became an evangelist in an annex to the 
Elim Church in Örebro. Actually, only I moved there. For some years Brita had 
albuminuria, and that made the pregnancy very risky. About one month before the 
delivery, she was admitted to the hospital in Örebro, and because of an epidemic of a 
severe cold, no visits were permitted to the hospital. Therefore, I could not be at the 
hospital at the birth of the child. Later I understood that it was a very critical birth, but 
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there were friends who prayed for Brita. God helped and everything went well. One week 
later my mother went to the hospital and came home with Brita and our little daughter. 
We named her Kerstin Margareta and ten days passed before I could go to Örebro and see 
our beloved and long desired daughter. 
Brita wanted to continue her job at the telephone exchange and lived in Kumla with her 
mother, who cared for the child while Brita was working. But it didn’t take long before 
Brita quit her job and came to live with me in Hjortkvarn. That was the beginning of our 
family. I had to learn how to change diapers and to help in other ways with that little 
bundle. “Here comes the bundle,” I used to say in the mornings when I had prepared her 
and could lay her to her mother’s breast. Kerstin was early with most things and only one 
and a half years old when she no longer needed diapers and told us about her needs. 
Another thing was that she, at that age, knew the value of the newspaper Dagen (a 
Christian newspaper) and other papers. When I was going to light the fire in the stove, 
she would say, “Don’t take Dagen, take Smålands-Posten instead.”  
   When we started our voyage to South America in the fall of 1948, our family consisted 
of three members, or rather, three and a half, since we were expecting another child. 
About the trip and the first months in Chile I will write in another chapter, but here I will 
mention that Ingrid Elisabet, our second daughter, was born in our little apartment in 
Traiguén, February 15, 1949. When she started to talk, it didn’t take long for us to notice 
that she had an enormous ability to tease. Another missionary, Evert Larsson, used to call 
her “Ingrid Lorita Retsticka (Ingrid, the teasing parrot). She was well worth that epithet. 
It was never hard for her to talk to other people and to get new friends.  
   Our third daughter, Agneta Debora, came almost two years later, on January 28, 1951. 
Her arrival was somewhat dramatic. In advance, we had talked with a midwife to get her 
services, but on the day of the arrival of the baby, she was not to be found. She had gone 
to a party in a village far away. Well, we knew a friendly doctor who came and helped us, 
together with a neighbor who was a nurse. Agneta was born about six o’clock in the 
afternoon. She started at once to suck her thumb and the doctor told us that she probably 
had done that long before she was born. Agneta became what we called the minister of 
amusement in the family. She had always some little stories to tell and make us all laugh. 
   Pepe, our oldest son was born in Osorno on August 12, 1953. The girls were very 
excited to get a little brother. Brita had heard the name and thought it was so nice and 
long before he was born we named him Pepito, a diminutive of Pepe. His given names 
were Per Roland, as we didn’t know that Pepe was the nickname for José. That nickname 
stuck with him and he is still responding to that name. 
   When Brita told the children that another child was on the way, Kerstin said that she 
had been praying for another little brother or sister. Or youngest son Lars was born in 
Tarma, Peru on February 21, 1959. With him our children are five, three daughters and 
two sons. Kerstin, the eldest, was born in Sweden; three were born in Chile and the last 
one in Peru, making our family a small United Nations. 
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Chapter 8 
 

Per:  Preaching the Word 
    
 
   As I have mentioned earlier, in the fall of 1945 I went to Bible school at Philadelphia 
Church in Stockholm. Anybody would think that at the Bible school they would teach 
how to preach, but no direct teaching about that was given. On the other hand, there were 
many good teachers giving deep going teaching in God’s Word, and that is what should 
be preached. “Preach the Word,” the Apostle Paul wrote to his young fellow minister 
Timothy. “Faith cometh by hearing, and hearing by the word of God,” he wrote in his 
letter to the Romans. Our endeavor is that other people also shall believe in Jesus and 
receive eternal life through Him. 
   Accordingly, the mission is to preach, announce, and exhort with the Word of God. An 
outpost to our home church in the village called Hjortkvarn became our first mission 
field. We lived there most part of 1946. In the fall of that year, we both went to Bible 
school in Stockholm, and thereafter we moved to the city of Växjö in the province of 
Småland. There we made our home in a small apartment in the chapel in Öjaby, a small 
village four miles from Växjö. In that place, I had an unusual, and at the same time 
gruesome, experience. The Apostle Paul wrote in his letter to the church in Ephesus that 
our struggle is not against flesh and blood, but against principalities, against powers, 
against the rulers of the darkness of this world. People who hade lived before in that 
house said that there were ghosts. I do not believe in ghosts, but I do believe that a demon 
was making havoc. 
   One Sunday afternoon, when I was going to preach in Växjö in the evening, I went into 
a small room to pray. While I was praying, I felt how an evil power tried to press me 
down and I got a very eerie feeling. At that moment, I started to call on the name of Jesus 
and also claiming the blood of Jesus. Those are spiritual weapons that Satan and his 
cohorts cannot stand against. After about ten to fifteen minutes, the atmosphere suddenly 
changed. The eerie, pressing feeling disappeared. There was victory in the spiritual realm 
and the evil spirit never returned. That evening I was able to preach with great authority 
in Växjö. 
   We had other similar experiences both in Chile and Peru, but that I will mention later in 
my story. 
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Chapter 9 
 

Brita:  Voyage to Chile 
  
   
   When we as new missionaries left Sweden to go to Chile I thought that I was 
sacrificing so much, but God showed me that it was only His grace that let me go. He 
could just as well have taken somebody else. Anyhow, it was hard for me to leave 
Sweden and specially my mother who had been a widow for many years. 
   I was scared because I had heard about earthquakes and tremors. I had asked the older 
missionaries if I could take any decorating items with me. I thought that the earth was 
moving all the time and that nothing would stand still on the shelves. They said I could. 
Well, that was my first time outside of Sweden and we had to travel so far. 
   We were going to go with the motor vessel Amazonas of the Johnson Line from 
Gothenburg to Buenos Aires. From there we should go by train to Santiago, the capital of 
Chile. Many members from the church came to the railroad station in Örebro to say 
goodbye when we left for the seaport. Our daughter Kerstin was two and a half years old. 
As the train pulled in to Gothenburg she asked, “Mom, is this Chile, Panama or 
Sweden?” We had told her about those places and for her this was already a long trip. 
   Coming from South America the ship had hit a mine left from the war and had to be 
repaired before we could leave. On August 6, we sailed from Gothenburg. In the English 
Channel we were hit by a full storm and that was far from pleasant. Some days later we 
made a stop for a few hours in Las Palmas on the Canary Islands before we continued to 
Rio de Janeiro in Brazil. Kerstin was sick with measles and the captain told us not to tell 
anybody, because then they would not let us go ashore. She was well when we arrived in 
Rio so that was never a problem. There we met a new and completely strange world.  
   A Norwegian missionary, Leonard Petersen, who lived in Rio, came to the ship. It was 
Sunday and he took us directly to a church. On the way to the church he asked me to take 
off a hat I had on my head. That surprised me a lot, because in Sweden no woman could 
go to church without a hat. Suddenly, after two weeks on a ship, the conditions were just 
opposite. That was not difficult for me. I was rather glad to be able to leave the matter 
about hats for the next few years. There were about two thousand people in the church 
and Kerstin was entirely overwhelmed to see so many black people. I embarrassed myself 
when I was going to give my testimony with brother Petersen as interpreter. After only 
one sentence I panicked and said to the interpreter, “Now you can say whatever you 
want” and set down. That is how I started my career in the pulpit. 
   After some days in Rio the voyage continued to Santos. From the port we went by 
streetcar to the center of the city. There we happened to meet a lady from Denmark who 
showed us around. I specially remember a store with lots and lots of fabrics and buttons. 
The lady invited us ice cream, something we were not much used to in those years. We 
did not have much money to spend and bought only some few items and saved enough 
money for the trip back to the ship. 
   The port was very large and it was dark when we left the city. The streetcar was more 
than crowded. Anyhow we got a place to sit down. There were only two benches in the 
middle, back to back. On the outside was a running board where a man walked and 
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picked up the fares. I was scared as I remembered what Per’s brother had told us about 
his visit to Santos as a sailor. He and his companions had been robbed and lost everything 
but their pants. The thieves had taken their belts so that they had to hold the pants with 
their hands. I was even more scared when the collector started to yell at us. He made a lot 
of gestures pointing at us. “Let’s get off, let’s get off” I said to Per. “No, we can’t do that, 
we are still far from the ship,” he answered. After a while Per understood that we must 
have passed a zone and should pay extra fare. He picked up a phrasebook, opened it, 
found a word and said, “No tengo plata” (I have no money), and showed his empty 
pocketbook. All the passengers started to laugh and the collector started to roar with 
laughter and let us stay until we got to our destination. 
   When we finally arrived in Buenos Aires we were not permitted to leave the ship, 
because we had no visa. In the Argentinean consulate in Stockholm they had said that we 
did not need one, but here they told us otherwise. Nils-Erik Forsberg, a missionary who 
lived in Buenos Aires, came to the ship. Full of energy and persistence as he was, he 
managed to get a permit for us to leave the ship and go to his home. We were not 
permitted to take anything with us, but we hid nightdresses and toothbrushes under the 
seat in his car. After that he and Per went to many offices until we got the necessary visas 
and could get our belongings from the ship. 
   We stayed ten days and were happy to be present in some lively services. Kerstin 
listened and picked up some Spanish words. Among them she heard how the brethren 
greeted each other, saying, “Paz del Señor.” She started to great likewise. 
   From Buenos Aires we took the train for the rest of the journey to Santiago de Chile. 
We passed the enormous planes, called Las Pampas to Mendoza at the foot of the Andes. 
There we changed to another, narrow-gauged train. At about 10,000 feet level an 
avalanche of snow had destroyed a bridge and we had to leave the train and walk in deep 
snow to another train on the other side of that broken bridge. We passed the borderline to 
Chile and came to the first Chilean station and heard familiar voices. Missionary Albin 
Gustafsson and his daughter Noemi had come to meet us and accompany us the last lag 
of the trip to Santiago. That gave us a feeling of security, especially as we did not yet 
speak much Spanish. 
    
 
    

Chapter 10 
 

Per:  Our Move to Chile 
    
    
   The calling God had given to me was for South America, and the experiences we had 
had both in Hjortkvarn and in Växjö were useful for our work in the future. It did not 
concern me how we were going to get to South America. That was a case for God and not 
my responsibility. One day we got a letter from our pastor, Alvar Blomgren, who recently 
had taken on the pastorate in the Elim Church in Örebro. He wrote in his letter that he 
had been told that God had called us to go to South America and that the church was 
ready to support us and send us to Chile. 
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   We took farewell of our friends in Växjö and Öjaby and returned to Örebro. We were 
going to travel with the Johnson Line freighter “Amazonas” to Buenos Aires in Argentina 
and from there travel by train to Chile. Just before the departure of the ship a man from 
the shipping company came and told us that our luggage by mistake had been sent to 
Chile with another ship. After our arrival in Chile we had some difficulties in getting 
them out of customs. 
   The voyage was very pleasant at the beginning, but in the English Channel and farther 
on we came right into a big storm, which, according to the captain, was the worst in over 
ten years. Our seats in the dining room were empty while we “laid at anchor” in the 
cabin. After a couple of days the weather got better and was at its very best when we 
arrived in Las Palmas on the Canary Islands. We stopped only a few hours while the ship 
bunkered oil.  
   In Rio de Janeiro, where we for the first time stepped on South American soil, we got a 
letter from our missionary friends Gustafssons in Chile, who welcomed us to that part of 
the world. Leonard Petersen, a missionary from Norway, lived in Rio and he took us with 
him to two services in different churches. That was, of course, both interesting and 
moving. In one place a new church building was inaugurated in a suburb. After the 
service we were invited to have some refreshments. One of the black brothers stood there 
and moved a fan all the time, trying to keep hundreds of flies away from the cookies. 
Kerstin, who at that time was two and a half years old, looked with amazement at all the 
dark-skinned people. 
   After four days in Rio the journey continued to Santos and there the ship laid two days 
in the harbor before we continued to Buenos Aires, arriving there on August 31. We were 
supposed to travel by train to Santiago, Chile but an avalanche had cut off the railroad 
over the Andes and we had to stay ten days in Buenos Aires before we could continue to 
Chile. We were not allowed to leave the ship. Before we left Sweden I went to the 
Argentina Embassy and asked for a visa for the journey through the country, but they told 
me a visa was not necessary. But the authorities in Buenos Aires said it was a must. Nils 
Erik Forsberg, a Swedish missionary, met us at the ship and got a special permit for one 
day to stay in his home. The next day I went with him from one office to another until we 
finally got the necessary visa. 
   We also met other Swedish missionaries, Gösta and Astrid Forsberg and Nils and 
Eufrosyne Kastberg. On two occasions we went with Nils Erik to meetings and felt the 
frustration of not knowing the language. I had studied Spanish, but my knowledge of the 
language at that time was very limited. Finally, the message arrived that the railroad had 
been fixed and we said good-bye to our friends in Buenos Aires and boarded the express 
train that took us across the seemingly endless pampas to Mendoza at the foot of the 
Andes. We changed to the narrow-gage train that climbed to more than ten thousand feet. 
At that level the railroad goes through a tunnel of almost a mile from Argentina to the 
city of Los Andes in Chile. The railroad was not completely repaired after the avalanche 
and at some place high in the mountains we had to leave the train and walk in snow a 
short distance across the part that was destroyed to another train. 
   In Los Andes we went through customs and met Albin Gustafsson and his daughter 
Noemi who had come from Santiago. Together we continued to Santiago, the capital of 
Chile, where we arrived at midnight. On September 10 we arrived to that long and 
narrow country, and we lived there almost six years. 
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Chapter 11 
    

Brita:  Lautaro and Traiguén 
    
 
   After about one week in Santiago Per went with Albin and Fanny on a trip to visit some 
churches with whom they cooperated. Meanwhile Kerstin and I stayed in their home with 
Noemi. When they returned from the trip we traveled by train to the city of Lautaro. 
Hardy and Karin Mossberg from Halden in Norway lived and worked in that city. We 
stayed for some time in Lautaro while they went on a trip to other places. 
   No sooner had they left when a lady, member of the church, died. Her relatives came 
and asked Per to help with the funeral. That was not easy as our knowledge of the 
language was very limited. Per used a phrasebook and was able to get things going. He 
had to buy a coffin and arrange paperwork and formalities. Members from the church 
made the grave and sang at the cemetery.  
   It took a long time before our belongings from Sweden arrived. By mistake they had 
been sent straight to Chile with another ship. After three month we could finally move to 
the city of Traiguén to set up our home and get to work. Our friends Hardy and Karin had 
already rented an apartment for us next to the room where the services were held. The 
apartment consisted of one big and one little room. Per made a partition in the big room 
and made it into a bedroom and a living room. The small room became our kitchen. In a 
small passageway there was room enough for a wooden case and a washbowl. In the 
backyard was an outhouse for all the people, about twenty-five, who lived in the house.  
   It was a shock for me the first time I saw the apartment, but there were no other 
available. I believe that at that time there was not even a bicycle shop in Sweden with a 
floor so dirty as in that apartment. Two girls helped me scrub the floor until it was more 
or less clean. Per’s mother had made rugs that she sent with us and they covered most of 
the floor. Some we also hung on the green painted walls. Wooden boxes became 
cupboards and cabinets. Metal trunks, covered with rugs became sofas. Of course there 
was no sewer or running water. We had to get water from a faucet in the backyard and 
take waste out the same way. But we were very glad to have our own little home. 
   In that apartment our daughter Ingrid was born on February 15, 1949, a little darling 
with her head full of light-colored curls. Per had to help the midwife, heating water and 
boiling a string for the umbilical cord, etc. Just as I had one of the worst birth pangs Per 
said, “This is very interesting.” Well, it is a big difference from having the pangs and to 
just be looking on. Two weeks later we got a letter, which told us that Per’s father had 
passed away, and the funeral was held even before we got the message. The 
communications were not so fast in those years. 
Per was occupied with language studies most of the time. He had started long before we 
left Sweden, but it took almost one year before he could make himself understood. The 
days when we had a meeting in the evening he read the Bible text many times during the 
day so that he would be able to read fluently in the service. Anyhow, like anybody else 
we made our mistakes, big and small. On one occasion he told about a man who walked 
barefooted and said “a patito” instead of “a patita.” The first means to walk like a duck 
and the listeners wondered what he was talking about. Another time he was talking with a 
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brother about when to take up an offering. He looked in his phrasebook for the word 
“offering” and found the Spanish word víctima. Like the English word victim it could 
mean an accident casualty. What he said was, “When are we going to remove the 
victim?” The brother he talked to understood nothing. A long time later Per understood 
what he really had said. In the beginning it was hard for me to hear the difference 
between “zapolio” and “zapallo.” The first is a scouring powder and the latter a 
vegetable. 
   An older missionary had told us that the first thing we should think about was to build 
ourselves a house. As soon as we could we bought a piece of land. An architect made 
drawings and did not charge for his job. He also drew small sketches to show Per how to 
join the lumber and make a frame for the house. Little by little as we could buy material 
Per built the house. It was only halfway ready when we moved in. What was going to be 
the living room was used for the meetings. The outhouse was very simple – a hole in the 
ground with two boards across, sackcloth for walls and no roof. That was troublesome 
when it rained and it rained often. In that house our third daughter was born and that 
happened a Sunday evening and the meeting had to be canceled.  
   We never finished the house, because we were asked to move to Osorno, a city farther 
south. The house in Traiguén was like a piggy bank for us. We sold it and used the 
money to buy a vehicle. The best we could find was a Ford, model A of 1931. Per had no 
drivers’ license, but a friend taught him to drive. The kids and I were happy to be in the 
backseat as he got his training. 
   After three days he got time for the driving test. Per drove to the home of the inspector 
to get him. He drove into the countryside and stopped on the top of a hill. As he tried to 
turn the car around it did not move. Both he and the inspector looked to see if a stone or 
something else was hindering the wheels to move, but did not see anything. Suddenly Per 
remembered something and turned the car toward the city. The inspector took his seat 
and asked what had happened. “I forgot to loosen the hand break,” Per answered. “Not 
even I thought about that,” the inspector said and scratched his head. On a street in the 
city Per had to back the car some feet and so passed the test. Later we knew that the 
inspector himself had no drivers’ license. That happened 1951. 
    
    
    
    
    

Chapter 12 
 

Brita:  Big Fat Rats 
    
   As newcomers we experienced the so-called culture shock. We could get used to most 
of the things we met, but to get used to rats – No! I could not do that. When I talk about 
rats, it is not about small mice. Rats, big and fat. The house we lived in was a frame 
house with no insulation or anything else inside the walls, under the floor or above the 
ceiling. Mostly at nighttime we heard the rats moving. They ran up and down inside the 
walls and on top of the ceiling. Underneath the house was a big hole, filled with water in 
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the rainy season. The rats splashed into the water as if they were having a diving contest. 
I had found droppings on the floor and in our beds. I was very worried for our two small 
girls, one newborn, and could not sleep peacefully at night. Per did not care; he slept like 
a log. He, of course, could not worry like a mother does.  
   Albin and Fanny had told me how Fanny also complained about rats and that Albin did 
not care about their ravaging. But one night Albin got bitten in his lip by a rat – and after 
that started a big rat hunt in their house. The thought came to me more than once, “What 
if one of the girls would be bitten?” The door toward the street had no lock on it. There 
was a hole in the wall where we put a bar to keep the door shut. One day when I was 
sitting and writing a letter I saw a big rat in the hole, looking at me. The happened one of 
the first months of 1949 and I remember it as if it had happened yesterday. I have always 
been very afraid of rats and mice. Spiders, even if they are big, do not bother me, but rats 
– No, no, no! Years later when I was housemother in a boarding school for missionary 
kids in the jungle of Peru, I found a tarantula in a bathroom and killed it. They are very 
big and poisonous.  
   While we lived in Traiguén there was a big earthquake and after that they had to fix the 
roof. One member of the church did the job and one day he came to me with a bundle of 
newspapers he had found between the rafters. In that bundle was a ladies watch and I 
recognized it as an old watch I had given to Kerstin to play with. The rats had carried it 
up there. The situation became more unpleasant every day; or better said, every night. 
One night I sat crying in bed. The rats must have had some kind of feast and danced on 
top of our bedroom. A couple were underneath the bed. If I turned on the light all was 
quiet, but when I turned it off they started to nibble. I awoke Per and told him we had rats 
under the bed. “They are only inside the walls,” he said. I knew better. 
   One night as I was sitting in the bed I remembered what a brother in our home church 
once told me. When he was young they had cockroaches in his house, sometimes even in 
the coffeepot. In those years they had no poison to combat them and they were desperate 
about the situation. But they could pray and did so. The miracle happened and the 
cockroaches disappeared at once. If God could take away cockroaches, he would also be 
able to take away rats, I thought. Per slept as usual like a log, but I woke him up anyhow 
and told him to pray with me to get rid of the rats. You know how it feels to be awakened 
in the middle of the night. He could not even open his eyes and answered me, “If you 
have the faith, you can pray.” He turned around and kept on sleeping. My faith had 
increased and with tears in my eyes I cried out to God. When I finished praying there was 
complete silence in the house. As long as we lived in that house we never heard the rats 
any more. God cares about his children! 
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Chapter 13 
 

Brita:  Earthquakes 
 
TRAIGUÉN 
   We had been told that there never was a tremor or an earthquake in the southern part of 
Chile. While we were in Santiago we had felt some tremors and that was not pleasant at 
all. I wanted to move south and so we did. After about half a year in Traiguén, one 
evening as I was sewing I felt so secure that it was just as if I were home in Sweden. 
   We had gone to bed and slept peacefully when suddenly everything started to move and 
we awoke and heard a powerful sound. At first I thought that we were in a storm on the 
ocean, but quickly realized that we were in our beds. I turned on the light, but it went out 
at once. One word came over my lips, “Jesus, Jesus.” One week before we had had 
visitors from Lautaro with brother Mossberg. They had a service in the prison and when 
Hardy saw the building he thought, “What will happen if an earthquake strikes here?” 
That building collapsed and thirty prisoners died in the quake. They slept all in one room 
and the walls caved in on them. 
   The wooden house we lived in suffered no major damage, only the roof had to be fixed 
as the tiles had moved around. We thought about our friends in Santiago, thinking they 
were in worse condition. Later we found out that we had been in the center of the quake. 
There was no telephone or radio communication and we could not find out about them, 
neither could they find out about us for several days. People said that there would be 
more quakes and we slept through several nights with our clothes on so that we would be 
able to get out quickly if necessary. We learned that there is no security on this earth – 
security is to be safe in the hands of the Almighty God. 
 
AREQUIPA 
   Some years later when we came to the city of Arequipa in Peru we had to stay in a hotel 
the first few nights. We went to several hotels, looking for something appropriate for our 
pocketbook. Per went to one after another to look and every time he said,  “This place is 
so dirty that you will not stay here.” Finally we went to the Tourist Hotel, which we knew 
was clean, even if the price was too high for us. Later that evening we talked to a man in 
order to get to know something about the city and the environment. Among other things 
he said, “I think that the month of August is the worst, because then we usually have 
many tremors of the earth.” “Dear God,” I thought, to what place have we come.” And 
how could he say August?  Nobody can anticipate an earthquake and tell what month the 
earth will be shaking!  We felt many tremors and finally I hardly reacted to them. 
   One Saturday afternoon I was resting in bed when the house started to shake. I stayed in 
bed thinking that it would soon pass. But the movement became more forceful and I 
jumped from the bed. At that same moment Per opened the door and shouted, “Come out 
quickly!” He had been in the backyard with our two smallest kids, Agneta and Pepe. I 
cried out, “Where is Ingrid?” “I don’t know,” Per answered. I wanted to run back to the 
house, but Per took hold of me and said, “If the house collapses it is enough if one dies.” 
All this happened in some few seconds. The length of the quake was about thirty seconds, 
even though we felt it as a long, long time. After the quake we went to look for Ingrid. 
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She had run out on the street and there she stood and said, “I thought it was so funny to 
see when the houses were shaking.” Many other houses were severely damaged, but not 
the one were we lived. Some things had fallen from the shelves. I thought that God knew 
who was going to live in that house and therefore it had been well constructed. We went 
up on the flat roof and looked toward the center of the city. All we could see was a big 
cloud of dust. Many people were afraid to sleep in their houses and some came to us for 
some nights. 
   As the earthquake struck in the afternoon most people were awake and could escape the 
collapsing houses. Only about twenty-five people died. If it had happened during the 
night there would have been many more fatalities. Kerstin was at the time staying with 
another missionary family in northern Peru. They read in the newspapers about the 
earthquake. We could not communicate with them and Kerstin did not know about us 
until she came home some time later. 
 
 
 
 

Chapter 14 
 

Per:  In the city of Traiguén 
    
 
   A look at the map of South America shows that Chile is a very long and narrow 
country. From North to South the distance is as from Stockholm to Cairo, but only one 
hundred and twenty miles wide as an average. In a humorous way they say that the 
country is so narrow that you must put your beds lengthwise North to South. Most people 
live in the central valley that is about six hundred miles from Santiago to Puerto Montt, 
where the archipelago begins, with many thousand of islands to the uttermost southern 
part, Tierra del Fuego. Soon after our arrival I made a trip in the central valley with Albin 
and Fanny to different cities, while Brita and Kerstin stayed in Santiago. 
   On that trip we visited several places with groups and congregations brother Albin had 
contact with. In one of those cities, namely Traiguén, situated around four hundred miles 
south of Santiago we made our first home in Chile. In the first places we visited Albin 
interpreted for me, but one day he said that I had to talk Spanish. I did so, and could only 
hope that the listeners would understand what I wanted to convey to them. 
   Before we moved to Traiguén, we stayed for two weeks in Lautaro with Karin and 
Hardy Mossberg from Halden, Norway. They were going to visit some people in the city 
of Concepción. Two days after they had left an elderly lady in the congregation died. Her 
relatives could not afford to buy a casket so we had to fix one. After a short service in the 
home, some men carried the casket to the cemetery. Others brought shovels and the 
casket was put at one side while the grave was prepared. As soon as the casket was put in 
the grave they filled it again and a simple wooden cross was put on top. Simple, all too 
simple it seemed to me. No long ceremonies, no speeches. At one side stood some 
children weeping, but nobody cared for them and my knowledge of Spanish was too poor 
for me to say some consoling words to them. 
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   I used most of my time to study Spanish. It was a great help for me that we had only 
Spanish-speaking people around us. If we were going to have a meeting in the evening I 
used the whole day to read over and over again a chapter in the Bible. Then I read that 
chapter in the service. I also tried to give some commentaries to the chapter I read. 
Maybe the following can give you an idea of the difficulties I had with the language. 
   In the Gospel of Matthew I read about Jesus and how he warned about those who 
falsely call themselves the Messiah. As an example I was going to tell what I had read in 
a newspaper from Sweden, that a man had come from India and told that he was the 
Messiah. He called himself Krishna Venta and walked barefooted, dressed in a long robe. 
When I told this I said that the man walked like a duck instead of barefooted, and 
especially the youngsters laughed heartily. The difference was only one small letter 
between what I said and what I wanted to say: “a patito” (like a duck) and “a patita” 
(barefooted). 
   Our oldest daughter, Kerstin, who was two and half years old when we arrived in 
Traiguén, learned Spanish without the difficulties Brita and I had to struggle with, and 
pretty soon she would go with her Mother to the market and serve as an interpreter. 
   In Traiguén lived a man, called Hormazabal. He had been an officer in the army and 
was now retired. He was very loving and kind to us. Every time he got his pension he 
went to the market and bought a bag full of fruit and gave to us. But he had not always 
been that way. People told us that he earlier was a notorious drunkard in the city. It 
happened often when he was drunk that he kicked their only pot with the family’s soup 
and drove both his wife and the children out of the house. When the police came and 
wanted to take him to the jail, he threatened to kill them with a crowbar. They didn’t have 
the strength to manage him. 
   But what neither the police nor other men could do, God did! Hormazabal heard the 
Gospel message about Jesus, received him as his personal Savior and was completely 
changed. Before he used to dress in rags most of the time, but now he was so nice and 
clean that people looked at him in amazement and said: “Can this man really be 
Hormazabal?” Yes, it was he, but a changed man, that neither the family nor the police 
was afraid of. 
   During the rainy season –winter in the southern Hemisphere– it rained very much, and 
one winter more than usual. There was a flood and the river that flows through the city 
increased many feet above the normal flow and drenched some parts of the city. Many 
people lost their homes and all their belongings. 
   After three years we moved farther south and made our home in Osorno. 
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Chapter 15 
 

Brita:  Our Time in Osorno 
 
    
   We left Traiguén and moved to Osorno in September 1951. I traveled by train with our 
three girls while Per drove the car. The roads were far from good in those years. In one 
place he had to get help from a farmer, who with his oxen pulled the car up on a steep 
and muddy hill. 
   It is summer in the southern hemisphere when it is winter in the north. The summer of 
1953 we got a rich harvest of fruit and berries. Some of it we got from our garden, but 
most from people in the church. I made preserves and juices. We picked rose hips and 
dried them in the oven to make rose-hip soup when winter came. Eggs were hard to get in 
the winter so I preserved lots of eggs in water glass. Some friends gave us fifteen ducks 
and I made other preserves with the duck meat. Our storeroom was stuffed and Per said 
that I had almost done what the squirrels do; I had gathered so much food that there was 
hardly room for us.  
   We had been in the southern part of Chile four and a half years and decided to visit our 
friends in Santiago. The distance between the two cities is about 600 miles and it took 24 
hours to go by train. We started our trip on Thursday in the Easter week. I was pregnant 
and we expected anxiously to get a boy and the girls a little brother. Now we were glad to 
get away for a while. In Santiago we stayed with John and Noemi Fredriksson. In the 
same suburb and across the street lived Noemi’s parents, Albin and Fanny Gustafsson. 
   On the morning of Easter Sunday somebody came and told Per to go to the home of 
Albin and Fanny, and he stayed there quite a while. When he came back I saw that 
something was wrong. “Has something happened to Kerstin?” I almost cried. “No,” he 
answered. “Has something happened to the elder in the church?” I asked and got the same 
answer. “Our house burnt down last night,” he said. A short telegram had arrived, telling 
that. They were afraid to tell me at once, as I was pregnant. The first thought that came to 
my mind was, “So, it really happened.” Twice I had dreamt that the house was burning. I 
sat down at the piano and started to sing, “No importa la casa que tengo aquí, allá me 
preparan palacio mejor.” Which translated is, “It doesn’t matter what a house I have, 
over there they prepare a palace for me.” 
   Eight years had passed since I was a bride on Easter Saturday in Örebro. Now it was 
Easter again and all that was left of our home was what we carried in two suitcases. But 
we were not the only ones who suffered from the fire. Two more houses burned, so we 
were three families who lost our homes. Beside that we had no place for the church 
services. Our elder, brother Leighton, owned all three houses and he suffered the largest 
economic loss.  
Per returned immediately to Osorno with Evert Larsson to put some things in order. 
Kerstin, who was going to begin school after Easter, was staying with some friends 
outside of Osorno. Her uniform and other things for the school were left in the house and 
in first place they had to get everything new for her. Meanwhile I stayed in Santiago. 
Walking on the streets of the city I felt as if the cobblestones were singing, “How poor 
you are, how poor you are, all you have are just two suitcases.” Nevertheless, I thanked 
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God that nothing had happened to our family and that nobody had been hurt. I said to the 
Lord, “Come back now, because I have nothing that binds me to earth.” Never before had 
I felt so free. 
   Life has to go on and soon we returned to Osorno and our vacation came to an end. 
While we were still in Santiago, one day we met a gypsy woman. She approached Per 
and told him things that had happened in his life and that he recently has suffered a loss. 
What she said was true, but she also wanted to see Per’s hand and tell him about his 
future. He said to her, “I know my future and I do have hope for eternity.” She got angry 
and started to pronounce all kinds of curses over him. Those curses did not come to pass 
because we live under the protection of the blood of Jesus. 
   As soon as we came back to Osorno we rented a house. The church had a small meeting 
place in a suburb where we had to go for the services. The rainy season had just begun 
and that winter it rained continually for four month. We lived close to the riverbank and 
the river flooded four times and covered our backyard, even to the foundation of the 
house. My overcoat was sometimes so wet it had to hang close to the stove for two days 
to dry. We did not have any sunshine for five months. 
   Sunshine comes after rain and in the middle of August we had a real sunny day. The 
girls got the little brother they had been waiting for. They were all awake when it 
happened, ten minutes to five o’clock in the morning. What a rejoicing! Pepito had 
finally come! Long before he was born we talked about Pepito. We named him Per after 
his father, but we always called him Pepito. He was only seventeen days old when we 
carried him to the services. He continues to serve God in the church, even if he is now 
grown, has his own family and no longer lives in Chile. “Train a child in the way he 
should go, and when he is old he will not turn from it” (Proverbs 22:6). 
   When our friends in Sweden heard about the fire, they sent help to us and everybody 
who wrote a letter quoted Romans 8:28, “And we know that in all things God works for 
the good of those who love him, who have been called according to his purpose.” First it 
did not seem so, but the help they sent made it possible for us to buy a house close to the 
center of the city and only half a block from the house where we lived. We remodeled 
that house for the use of the church and soon were able to begin our services there. 
   One day in December the doorbell rang and at the door stood a young, very handsome 
man, with light hair, and about the same age as Per and I. He came from North America 
and said he was an evangelist. He had not had good response in the place where he had 
been last, but God had told him to look for us. We ourselves felt very unsuccessful at that 
time. What an irony of God! We agreed to start a series of special meetings the coming 
Saturday and the brother asked for a room where he could be in prayer until then. In the 
services that followed many experienced a real encounter with God and many sick people 
were healed. One evening while they prayed for the sick, the brother said to Per, “Now 
it’s your turn.” Per was completely surprised, but prayed for the person next in line. It 
was a lady who for many years had had a withered arm. She was healed and raised her 
arm and started to praise God. Per was baffled, as he had not believed that God could use 
him in that way. After that we experienced how the Lord used him to bless many others. 
There was life and renewal in the church and we could ascertain that for them who love 
the Lord, everything works together for good – even a fire. 
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Chapter 16 
 

Per:  In the City of Osorno 
    
 
   Where the rivers Rahue and Damas meet, about six hundred miles south of Santiago, is 
the city of Osorno. To that region came more than one hundred years ago a great number 
of immigrants from Europe, mostly German. Those immigrants made a very good 
colonization work, and Osorno became the center of a large region of farmers. There was 
a very good German school and several other institutions, led by descendents of the 
immigrants. 
   From Osorno there is a beautiful sight of the Andean mountains with snow-clad tops, 
and among them the Osorno volcano. On the slopes of the mountains there were hot 
springs and beautiful, modern hotels for the many tourists who come to that part of the 
country. Many American anglers come to fish in the beautiful lakes with crystal clear 
water. One of the lakes is called Esmeralda and really looks like an emerald. 
   When we came to Osorno there was a Pentecostal congregation of about one hundred 
members. Samuel Svensson had been the pastor, but he moved to Valparaiso in order to 
start a new church in that city. In the region around Osorno live many descendents of the 
brave Indian tribe, the Araucans. Several members in the church came from that tribe and 
in the outpost Purrehuin all the members were Indians. 
   We had started to build a house in Traiguén and sold it when we moved to Osorno. We 
used the money to buy a car, a model A Ford of 1931, and we made good use of it in the 
ministry. As long as it worked fine it was fun to have, but I also had to devote many 
hours of labor underneath the car when it needed repairs. Brita said once that I lay under 
the car just as much as I was driving it. I think that was quite an exaggeration. 
   I took my drivers license in Traiguén and Brita has told about that in her memoirs. The 
license was not a card, but more like a little book with a red cover. On the outside was 
printed the word “Particular” (Private). At that time the licenses were valid for the district 
where they were issued, and in Osorno I exchanged the license to get one for that district. 
The new license had also a red cover but with the word “Profesional” on the outside. By 
mistake they gave me a professional drivers license, but I did not understand that until I 
had learned more Spanish. When we later moved to Peru I exchanged the Chilean license 
for one in Peru and even there I got a professional license. Several years later I made 
good use of it when we rented a bus for a church excursion and the driver was drunk and 
I had to drive the bus. 
   In Rauquemó, about ten miles from Osorno, lived an Indian and his name was 
Domingo Rauque. On his land we built a campsite and a simple house with lodging for 
twenty-four children. We had two camps every summer and most of the kids came from 
our Sunday schools. At the camp the children got better food then most of them usually 
had at home. They played a lot, swam in the river and we taught them from Gods Word. 
God supplied the needs both for the construction of the building and for the food needed 
for the campers and the leaders. Once we had bought food on credit and the children 
prayed earnestly for that need. Before the camp was over money came and the bill was 
paid in due time. 
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   We started radio programs, fifteen minutes once a week. Brita sang and played her 
guitar and I gave short evangelical messages. 
   Our meeting place was situated in a suburb, called Francke. One of the elders of the 
Church built a house on his property. We held the services in a big room on the first floor 
and on the second floor was an apartment that we rented. It was not easy for the members 
to get other people they invited to come to Francke. Later on we moved to a larger and 
better place near the center of the city, even if that change came about in a way that we 
never could have imagined. How that happened I will tell in another chapter, but first let 
me tell you about Margarita. 
    
 
 
    

Chapter 17 
 

Brita:  On Horseback 
    
 
   Many members of the church lived out in the countryside and we held meetings in 
some of their homes. I always tried to go with Per when he went to visit and most of the 
time we had our children with us. To one certain place we could not drive all the way, so 
we left the car at roads end and walked the rest. After the meeting a brother offered us 
horses to ride on to where the car was. Per liked that, and he quickly jumped up on the 
back of one of the horses. I had never ridden a horse before and therefore they gave me a 
horse that they told me was very tame. Well, once before I had been on horseback, but 
just to take a picture. When I was young I wished many times to learn how to ride a 
horse, but it was too expensive. 
   Now I had an opportunity and thought it was exciting. I left our little girl for somebody 
to carry and sat up on the horse. One man was going to show me how to hold the reins 
and at that moment I remembered that I had two eggs in a pocket and left them to him. At 
once, and before I got hold of the reins, the horse spurted into a gallop and I tried to hold 
on as best I could. One of the brothers who had walked ahead saw my predicament. He 
ran to the middle of the track and managed to stop the horse, but in that same moment I 
fell and my back hit a rock. A big commotion followed as people came running. Per 
turned around and came riding as fast as he could on his horse. My back hurt very much 
and I could barely get to the car with someone supporting me on each side. When we got 
home it was even worse to climb the fourteen steps of the stairway to our apartment. As 
soon as I got to bed I had shivers. Per prepared tea and he had to feed it to me. I couldn’t 
move my body or lift my head from the pillow. I was angry with myself and despaired for 
what had happened. 
   It was soon time for the evening service and Per was uncertain if he should go or stay 
with me. Our smallest girl was in bed and the others ready to go to the meeting. I told 
him he could do nothing better than to go to the meeting and pray for me. There I lay 
paralyzed and completely stiff. Our bedroom was on top of the meeting place and I could 
hear everything that was going on. When they prayed I felt the power of God go through 
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my body and I said, “In the name of Jesus” and started to move my left leg. Little by 
little, as I moved, more power came over me and suddenly I jumped from the bed, 
completely healed. What a God we have! Powerful, wonderful! Per felt that something 
had happened as they prayed and waited for me to come down but I was too lazy to get 
dressed again. Afterwards I repented deeply that I did not go down so that everyone could 
see what God had done. 
    
 
 
    

Chapter 18 
 

Per:  Dealing with Margarita 
    
 
   Domingo Rauque had a sister, called Margarita. She and her husband Carlos also lived 
in Rauquemó. They worked as janitors, taking care of a house and a big orchard 
belonging to a family who most of the time lived in Santiago. There were lots of fruit 
trees in the orchard, and among them cherry trees. Since they could not use all of it, they 
let us pick as much as we wanted. We did that, and enjoyed the good berries. Brita also 
made good marmalade and prepared juice. 
   Margarita and Carlos were both members of the Church. We were told that they lived a 
disorderly life and the case was discussed in the congregation. Finally they were 
separated form the Church, as they did not want to correct their lifestyle.  
   That displeased Margarita very much and she decided to avenge her anger, and that 
anger was directed toward me as the pastor. On one occasion, when we visited 
Rauquemó, she took up a big stone and threw it at Brita who was sitting in the car with 
our baby Agneta on her lap. Fortunately, she missed the target and the stone only made a 
dent in the car.  
   But Margarita thought out another way to avenge her anger and she filled charges 
against me for stealing the cherries. The amount she told the police I had taken would 
have been enough to fill two railroad cars with berries. I was summoned to the judge, but 
he thought the case was ridiculous and ordered us to get out of the courtroom. Beside 
that, according to the law, a married woman was equal to a child and the charges were 
dropped. 
   Some days later I met a police who told me that Margarita had used her husband to file 
new charges against me. He told me that I should file a charge against her, but I did not 
like the idea. Instead I took some days to pray especially about the matter, asking God to 
be the judge. The following week brother Domingo came and told us that Margarita was 
very sick in bed. Both Brita and I got an eerie feeling when he said that. A few days later 
Doming came again and told us that Margarita had died. Every year she used to get sick 
for a while at this time of the year and then get well again. But that was not the case that 
year. Did God intervene to protect us? 
   In Psalms 105:14-15 it says: “He permitted no man to do them wrong; yea, he reproved 
kings for their sakes, saying, Touch not mine anointed, and do my prophets no harm.”
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Chapter 19 

    
Per:  Fire! Fire! 

    
 
   There are many great woods in the southern part of Chile and therefore also lots of 
lumber. Most houses in that region were built with wood. Tiles for the roofs were largely 
made of larch, which is easy to split. Larch is good also because it does not rot very fast. 
But it is not good against flying embers. 
   Like all the other houses, the house where we lived and where we also had the services 
was built of wood. Brita was afraid that there would be a fire and she awoke many times 
in the middle of the night and thought she heard the fire crackle in the dry wood. 
   Four and a half years had passed since we arrived in Chile and we had not visited our 
friends in the capital city, but decided to do so at Easter 1953. Thursday morning we 
boarded the express train “La Flecha” which in sixteen hours made the six hundred mile 
voyage to Santiago. It was nice to get away from the rainy region in the South and come 
to the capital that has about three hundred days of sunshine a year. 
   We had been in Santiago only two days when, on the Sunday morning, we got a 
telegram that in some few words told us that the house with the meeting place and our 
department, and two other houses, had burnt down the night before. The elder of the 
Church, Alejandro Leighton, was the owner of all those houses. None of our belongings 
had been saved, not even the car that was parked alongside the house. The only things 
that still could be used were a frying pan and a stove. Before we left Osorno Brita had 
made lots of preserves for the winter from fruit that had been given to us. She had also 
preserved eggs in a special liquid. The potatoes in our deposit were grilled and the 
children in the neighborhood ate them with pleasure as well as the eggs that had been 
cooked in the preserving liquid. 
   It is impossible to describe the feelings that overwhelm you when told that the house 
and all the belongings are gone. I remember how I was shaking when I was going to tell 
Brita about it. Kerstin, who had just started school, was back in Osorno, staying with our 
friends in Rauquemó. When Brita was told that nothing had happened to the girl, she sat 
down at the piano and sang: “No importa la casa que tengo aquí, allí me preparan 
palacio mejor,” (The house on earth is not important, over there they prepare a palace for 
me.) The words from the book of Job became very vivid to us: “The Lord gave, and the 
Lord hath taken away; blessed be the name of the Lord.” 
   And there we were, deprived of all. NO, we had our three children and were expecting 
the fourth. Beside that, we had two suitcases with clothing. Everything else had 
disappeared! Bt the fire could not destroy our faith in God, and He showed himself 
faithful as always. Many friends in Sweden, who wrote to us when they heard about the 
fire, all quoted the words from Romans 8:28, that say, “And we know that all things work 
together for good to them that love God, to them who are called according to his 
purpose.” That truth came to pass, and I will tell about it. 
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   A few days later I made an extra trip to Osorno to look at the ashes and to rent another 
house for our family. Evert Larsson from Lautaro went with me and it was good to have 
his company in those days.  
   While I was in Osorno the police told me to go to the courthouse. Fortunately, we had 
no insurance and I could return to Brita and the girls in Santiago. You probably wonder 
why I say it was fortunate that we had no insurance. Brother Leighton, who owned the 
houses, had no insurance either, and very few people had insurance at that time. If I had 
had insurance I would have been accused of arson and probably been forced to pay 
damage to all. Some people insured their houses and got somebody to burn it while they 
went somewhere else and in this case they would have suspected me of the same. It 
would have been hard to defend the case, as the cause of the fire never was found. 
   I have my theory about how it started. We had asked a teenager to feed our chickens in 
the backyard. He had been there in the afternoon together with his little brother. We had a 
small electric stove in the kitchen and the little guy had probably turned a knob on the 
stove. The stove had been overheated and lit the fire in the wooden bench where it stood. 
Two hours after they had been there the fire started. 
   Friends in Sweden sent special donations and soon we could fix our home. It involved a 
lot of work, of course, especially for Brita. She had to sew new clothes, bed sheets, 
towels and other things. Beside that, we were expecting our fourth child. Before we left 
for Santiago Brita had everything ready for the new baby, and now she had to do it all 
over again. All our souvenirs, wedding presents, photographs and similar things were 
gone. Margit, Brita’s aunt in Örebro, went to the photographer and got new copies of our 
wedding pictures. 
   At the same time that we lost our home, we also lost our meeting place for the Church. 
It seemed like some of the members were loosing their faith and trust in God. We had 
only one small meeting place in another suburb, called Ovejería, where we could get 
together. It was in the middle of the rainy season and the bad weather seemed to affect 
the people. We did not see the sun during five month and it was the longest rainy season 
we had experienced. 
   Rather close to the center of the city was an empty house, a former bakery, and it had 
great spaces. “We are going to get that house for our meeting place,” brother Leighton 
had said. I have to admit I had little faith for that. Thinking about the economical 
resources of our members, it was impossible. But for God nothing is impossible. We 
contacted the owner who told us the price he wanted and the conditions for the purchase. 
   The Swedish Pentecostal newspaper DAGEN made an extra collection of money that 
year for buildings on the mission fields, and from that collection we received ten 
thousand Swedish crowns. We made a first payment with that money. The size of the 
property was big enough to sell part of it and pay the balance. 
   We removed some inner walls and soon we had a large meeting place for the 
congregation. With great joy we inaugurated it and noticed how the amount of visitors to 
our services increased week by week. At the beginning of 1954 we left Osorno and went 
on furlough to Sweden. By that time the place already was getting too small. 
   Considering earthly and material things, we as a family lost considerably in the fire, but 
the congregation and God’s work gained, and that is of greater value for us. We 
experienced that “everything works together for good for them that love the Lord.” Even 
a fire! 



 38

Chapter 20 
 

Brita:  Our First Airplane Ride 
    
 
   The church had an outpost among the Mapuche Indians, about twenty miles from the 
city. We usually went there on Sunday afternoons. This was before the fire, while we still 
had our square bodied Ford. One day, as we were going to go to that place, the motor 
would not start. There was a crank and Per was turning it until his hands were all sore. 
People helped us to push the car but the motor did not catch. I went upstairs to wait and 
after an hour Per came and told me we could go. “What happened?” I asked. Per looked 
very crestfallen as he answered, “I forgot to open the gas faucet.” The thing was that the 
gas tank had a faucet that dripped a little so Per closed it after every trip. 
   Another time as we were coming home after a visit to the Mapuches we had a flat tire. 
That was nothing unusual as our tires were very worn. Per always carried things to make 
repairs on the road. We had already had one flat and had no more patches for the inner 
tube. What should we do? Not far from the road lived a catholic priest and he had a spare 
patch which he gave us. That piece barely covered the hole, but Per put it on anyhow, but 
when he tried to pump air into the tube it came out again. What should we do now on a 
deserted road and still many miles to town? Spontaneously I said to Per, “Spit on the 
rubber and put on the patch in the name of Jesus.” Saliva has done wonders before, so 
why not? He thought I was crazy with such a suggestion, and muttered, “Women!” But I 
persisted and said again, “Spit on the patch and put it on in the name of Jesus.” He did so, 
and pumped the tire. It held the air and soon we were on our way home. As we pulled 
into the garage we heard a hissing sound and the tire was flat again. But, praise the Lord, 
we were home! 
   Osorno is a very beautiful city and we liked to live there. The summers were warm and 
we went swimming as often as we could get to a lake or to the ocean. The winters were 
cold and sometimes we had freezing temperatures in our bedroom in the mornings. The 
house had no insulation. Per rose up early and made fire in a sawdust stove and it was 
soon warm and cozy.  
   Going east from Osorno toward the Andean mountains with volcanoes and lakes with 
crystal clear water was something special. Traveling upwards on the volcano Osorno 
carried us to see and feel the snow. Once we went to an island farther south, called 
Chiloé. We could take the train to Puerto Montt and from there go by ship, but Per said 
we could fly instead. There were no commercial flights, but we could fly with planes 
from the local flight club. Brother Leighton, an elder of the church, was also going, but 
they had no plane for three passengers. Brother Leighton and I flew in one plane and Per 
in another one that had no cabin, neither a canopy. I had our smallest daughter, nine 
months old, in my lap. Up in the air I got scared as I saw that the plane in which Per was 
flying was going down. The pilot told me that instead we were climbing. Everything went 
well on that first trip with an airplane. 
   The people we visited on the island received us with much love. They were farmers, 
descendents from German immigrants and they had a very modest home. The room they 
gave us to sleep in had pieces of burlap hanging as ceiling and it was not tight against the 
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walls. There must have been lots of rats in the house. In the night we heard a tremendous 
noise from the kitchen. I could not sleep and in the darkness I saw rattails along the walls. 
What a sight! Tails and more tails! In the morning we asked the people if they had heard 
something. They had not heard anything and we understood they were used to the sounds. 
The next night we got another room to sleep in, farther from the kitchen.  
   It was said that it rains thirteen months each year on that island. Rarely there is one 
week without rain and we happened to come on such a week. The crops the farmers 
mostly grow on the island are potatoes, but the previous year a plague, called tizón had 
destroyed the whole harvest. They got new seeds from Europe, but the plague hit again. 
The stalks were green and nice, but suddenly they turned black and all the potatoes were 
rotten. We saw how the stalks on a neighbor’s field were destroyed. But the plague did 
not touch brother Rodolfo’s fields. The neighbor said it must be due to Rodolfo’s prayers. 
I believe so and this was a confirmation of the words in Malachi 3:11: “I will prevent 
pests from devouring your crops . . .” 
   Our return from the island was on a ship and in order to have some comfort we traveled 
in first class. Per always got easily seasick and this voyage was no exception. The ocean 
was ruff and he vomited all the time. “I’m not going to pay a first class ticket if I am 
going again,” he said. “It’s not worth it just to vomit.” From Puerto Montt we rode the 
train to Osorno and were glad to be home again. 
    
 
 
    

Chapter 21 
 

Brita:  To Sweden on Furlough 
    
 
   More than five and a half years had passed since we left Sweden and the time for 
furlough was approaching. Åke Svensson and his family, who had been missionaries to 
Tibet, came to take responsibility for the church. They cared for our girls while Per and I 
made a trip to the northern part of Chile and even to Tacna, the southernmost city in Peru. 
Per told me that since the fire God had talked to him that we should move to Peru. 
Coming home from that trip we prepared for the journey to Sweden. 
   We had booked tickets on an English passenger ship, third class C, the least expensive. 
Deep down in the ship we got a small cabin with bunk beds and a crib for Pepito, the 
baby. We had to put the crib in the hallway while we dressed and undressed in order to 
get some space to move around. The last night on board water started to come from a 
ventilation conduit right into Per’s bed. He woke up and said it was raining. I asked him 
if he really thought that it would rain way inside of the ship. I jumped from my bed and 
put on my nightgown and stepped out to the hallway to inquire about what was 
happening. In the cabin next to ours traveled five Norwegians on their way home from 
whale hunting at the South Pole. One of them was standing there naked, holding a bucket 
under a vent where a heavy stream of water was coming out. Later we found out that on 
the deck above us somebody had taken a bath, not pulling the plug and not closing the 
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faucet. From there the water flowed through the ventilation conduits into many cabins. 
Many people got their belongings ruined, but ours were fine. It was only Per who got a 
shower while he slept. 
   Because of money regulations in Chile we were only allowed to take eighty dollars 
with us. We boarded the ship in Valparaiso and it stopped in several ports along the route 
to England. In Peru we took a bus from the port of Callao to Lima, the capital. There we 
bought a playpen for Pepito. The price was thirteen dollars and it made a big hole in our 
small traveling funds. Riding the bus we saw cotton plantations for the first time. Many 
new passengers came onboard in Callao and among them a catholic priest. Ingrid, who 
was five years old, befriended the priest right away. He held mass every evening on one 
of the decks and Ingrid often ran away to listen to him. 
   On the upper deck were swings for the children and Per was often there with our kids. 
If the priest happened to come Ingrid pointed to him and asked him to push the swing for 
her, which he did. Ingrid had no problem making friends with the passengers. Kerstin 
was eight years old and shy and could not go along in the same manner. We did not know 
any English at that time, but Ingrid soon learned to say “money” and before we 
disembarked she had many coins she had received from passengers and crew.  
   When we arrived in Plymouth, England there were supposed to be tickets awaiting us 
for our continued journey to Sweden, but the travel agent had sent them to Liverpool by 
mistake. Instead, to our surprise, we got a letter from an aunt to Per, telling that she 
happened to be in London. Our money was barely enough to get train tickets to London. 
Per’s aunt met us there. As we rode the train and looked at the landscape we thought the 
grass was so wonderfully green, much greener then we had seen any grassland in Chile. 
The saying goes that the neighbor’s grass is greener and I think that was what we saw. 
   With Per’s aunt as a guide we saw Westminster Abbey and Picadilly Circus and thus 
got to see something of the big city we had read and heard about so many times. We 
arrived in London on a Saturday and on Monday Per went to the Swedish Embassy. One 
employee there knew us from his time in Chile. He helped us so we could get to Sweden 
as “seamen in distress.” In London we rode the two story buses, something new for us. 
From London to Gothenburg in Sweden we went with the Swedish ship Saga. The ship 
left at four in the afternoon and we had to ride another train to get to the port. We barely 
made it but managed to get onboard. 
   We traveled third class on that ship also, but it was so clean and nice that our children 
asked if it was first class. The food we got on the Reina del Pacífico was very dull, 
mostly mutton and cabbage. Neither did we get any help from the crew with our children. 
Now, on Saga, two girls from the crew came and offered to take care of the little boy 
while we went to the dining room. We set down at a nicely set table and enjoyed very 
much the Swedish food we were served.  
   We thought the voyage was too short, but anyhow were glad to arrive in Gothenburg 
the next morning. Many had come to meet us. What a joy to see my mother again and to 
show our children to her, three that she had not seen before. Our wonderful pastor Alvar 
Blomgren was also there and at his side stood a tall man we did not know. When Per saw 
him he said: “Be aware of that man, I think he is a journalist.” We had no desire to see 
such a person. When we got down on the wharf he was the last to greet us and presented 
himself as Bengt Jernestrand. We felt very dumb. He was the new assistant pastor in our 
church and had come to the church while we were away. 
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Chapter 22 
 

Brita:  In Sweden  
  
   
   Now we had to get used to living in our home country again. My mother said, “I think 
we have got a bunch of gypsies.” Nothing bad said about them, but they talk with their 
whole body and we had seemingly learned something like that in Chile. That reminded 
me about one time in Chile when we made a trip with our car and stopped along the road 
where another car also had stopped. It was a gypsy family traveling in that car and the 
father of the family seemed to be very glad to see us and smiled when he said, “You do 
like we do, you travel with the whole family.” 
   It was impossible to get an apartment to rent in Örebro, but one family in the church let 
us stay in their home while they lived in their summer cottage. We had four kids and kids 
can put things in disorder. Per’s mother made the comment, “How nice to see that there 
are people who are not planning to take everything with them to heaven.” After the 
summer, they came to town and we moved to the summer cottage, but we could not stay 
there when winter came. We moved to an old house on a farm, some twelve miles from 
the city, but that small house was not convenient. Kerstin was in school and she had to go 
by bus to Örebro. 
   Several persons had tried to help us to get an apartment, but to no avail. Then a lady in 
the church took the matter in her hands and our friend Larseric said, “If she can’t fix it, 
nobody can.” Is there something a woman can’t do!?  She got an apartment for us in 
Askersund, about thirty miles south of Örebro. 
   We did not like it that we must move that far, but anyhow we came to a nice little city 
and a good church, where Axel Ericsson was the pastor. There were few busses running 
between the two cities. We wanted to go there quite often to visit Per’s mother and also 
my mother in Kumla along the same road. We bought an old, small car, a Ford Eiffel and 
paid eight hundred crowns for it. The motor was worn out and drank oil, but we got used 
oil at the filling stations to keep the cost down. To start the engine Per had to open the 
hood and put a snap of gas in the carburetor. In order not to open the hood every time he 
put a small copper tube with a funnel leading from the dashboard to the carburetor. Then 
he could sit in the car and give the snap from a bottle he carried beside the drivers seat. 
We hoped that the car would hold as long as we stayed in Sweden, but it did not. When 
we went to Stockholm to get visas the car failed in Arboga. We got it fixed, but in the 
center of Stockholm, just beside the Royal Palace it stopped again. We had to call a 
salvage company and let it go to the junkyard. 
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Chapter 23 
 

Brita:  To Other Countries 
    
 
   I had two wishes when we left Chile. One was to see the midnight sun and the other to 
go to Canada. After the fire we received some help from a Swedish group in Toronto and 
I wanted to get a chance to meet them. When I told Per about my wishes I was not 
precisely encouraged, because he said, “How in the world do you think that we can make 
such trips. We have four kids, you know.” But I could not help I had those wishes. In the 
summer of 1955 we received an invitation to go with our church’s orchestra (wind 
instruments) on a bus tour to Helsinki in Finland. My mother cared for our two smallest 
children and the other two were at the Drakudden summer camp. Our trip took us twice 
through northern Sweden and Finland and we could se the midnight sun. You might not 
know it but during six weeks in the summer the sun does not go behind the horizon and 
it’s really something special to have daylight in the middle of the night. 
   Three month later we left Sweden for a new term in South America and traveled first to 
Canada to meet the friends I mentioned earlier. My wishes became true. “Delight thyself 
in the Lord and He will give you the desires of your heart” (Psalm 37:4). 
   From Gothenburg to New York we traveled with the passenger ship Stockholm. Friends 
from Toronto met us at the port and took us by car to that city. A young lady traveled 
with us from Sweden. She was going to marry a member of the group of believers in 
Toronto. Financially, we had a hard time in Toronto, but we lived through it. We wanted 
also to make a tour in the United States and some friends cared for three of our kids while 
we traveled. Our youngest daughter went with us. The purpose of the trip was to get 
money and buy a car for our new work in Peru. Per made an itinerary and wrote to some 
churches that promised to let us come and talk about our plans. He contacted both 
English and Spanish speaking congregations. Beside that we had meetings in Swedish in 
Los Angeles and San Francisco. 
   This was 1956 and at that time it was possible to drive dealers cars from Detroit to 
other cities. The dealer gave money for gasoline and that made the trip to Los Angeles 
very cheap. The car must be driven within a certain mileage, which made it impossible to 
take any side trips along the way. Per rode a bus to Detroit and asked for a car to drive to 
Los Angeles. A priest had left his car to be driven to L.A. As that was not a new car no 
maximum mileage was stipulated and we could make some side trips. 
Per called me and said everything was set, so I also took the bus to Detroit and from there 
we went westward. We were traveling in America!  When I was a little girl and heard 
about somebody who had got a packet from America, I thought, “I wish I had some 
relatives over there.” And now I was there myself! When I studied geography in school 
and read about America I specially remembered Chicago as my mother and I could not 
agree about the pronunciation of that name. Our first stop was at the Philadelphia Church 
on North Clark Street. Joseph Mattson-Boze was the pastor and we were invited to dinner 
at his home. In the Swedish service we held in the church we got a love offering of 150 
dollars. 
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   During that first visit we could not even have dreamed about what a contact we would 
later have with that church. When our son Pepe years later was a student in Chicago he 
was a member of that church. He married the daughter of one of the elders, a Swedish 
descendent with the old Swedish soldier name Lood. While in Chicago I got a gallstone 
attack. It was not the first one. I had suffered from gallstones several years. Brother 
Joseph prayed for me and during three years I had no symptoms. Some years later I was 
operated, but that is another story. 
   On night on our westbound trip we stopped in Albuquerque, New Mexico and slept in a 
small hotel. It was pitch dark when we entered the room and we went groping for a light 
switch, but could not find one. Per happened to touch a string hanging from the lamp 
fixture and when he pulled the string the light came on. That was something new and 
peculiar for us.  
   It was Friday when we arrived in Los Angeles. We called the owner of the car who said 
we could keep until Monday. That was nice, especially as we already had had it for ten 
days. We bought another car, a Ford, and paid 700 dollars for it. With the cost of freight 
and customs in Peru the total came to about 2,000 dollars. God filled that need and we 
had good use of the vehicle during many years. 
   We had a Swedish service in the church were Paul Zettersten was the pastor and many 
Swedish speaking people came. Another day we had a service in Santa Monica where 
Oliver Pethrus (son of the famous Lewi Pethrus, founder of the Swedish Pentecostal 
movement) served as interpreter for me. Per spoke English quite well, but I didn’t. We 
had been promised to get a second offering and it was collected after we both had spoken. 
Many Swedish friends had come to the meeting and the pastor surely thought that they 
had given generously for our needs. When the ushers went to a backroom to count the 
money he went with them. As we said good-bye after the meeting he gave us ten dollars 
and said we could not get more because they had many sick people in the church. We told 
the brother who had arranged the service and he asked us not to talk about it. 
   Some years later we met Oliver in Sweden and told what had happened in Santa 
Monica. Then he told us that everything had gone wrong with that pastor. No wonder, 
thinking about what he had done to us and probably also to others. Dishonesty never 
pays! 
   We continued our journey and arrived in San Francisco, where we had a service in the 
Bethel Church. One brother, a member of that church, had lost one arm in an accident. He 
was prayed for and his arm started to grow out. He told us that it grew slowly and in 
those days the elbow was forming. Some days he felt the bones grow and other days the 
muscles and the skin. A bright thinker had told him that after the arm had grown a little 
more he could get an artificial hand. I believed that God was able to make a new hand for 
him as well. Nothing is impossible for God! 
   We had a Swedish service in San Francisco also. After the service coffee was served 
with bread from a Swedish bakery and it tasted very good. A collection for our needs was 
taken. The next day when we met the brother who had arranged the meeting he told us 
that all the money had been used to pay for the coffee and nothing was left for us. I’m 
afraid he cheated us like the pastor in Santa Monica! 
   Five years later I attended the Pentecostal conference at Nyhem in Sweden with our 
pastor, Alvar Blomgren. There we met the brother from San Francisco who had come 
back to Sweden and was now pastor for a church in Småland. Alvar said to him, “Now 
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you must let Brita come to your church and speak. Be sure that she gets a big offering 
because she needs a new car for the mission work.” I looked at the brother who blushed 
all over. We both thought about what happened in San Francisco, but of which Alvar had 
no knowledge. I told him later about the coffee-money and he got a big laugh. 
    We left the west coast and traveled eastbound. In Nebraska we encountered a big storm 
and a suitcase we had put on the roof of the car blew away. Arriving at the home of the 
Olivebring family in Minneapolis we did not have much extra clothes. We had still three 
weeks of traveling ahead and had to buy some more clothing. In Minnesota and 
Wisconsin we visited churches that had many members of Scandinavian background. 
Somebody had found our suitcase along the road and sent it by train to our address in 
Toronto. In it was a note from the man at the railroad station from where it was sent. He 
wrote that he was glad on our behalf that an honest person did find the suitcase. He also 
told us that when he was getting married he had lost a suitcase with his wedding suit and 
never saw it again. We were very happy to get ours. 
   Everything was fine with our children and we were glad to be together again. Our boy, 
who was about three at the time, said, “Mom, you are not going to give me showers, are 
you?” He did not like showers and I promised him not to do it. He would get baths 
instead. 
   Six month had passed since we arrived in Toronto and it was time to continue. We 
drove to New York where we stayed at a small hotel for missionaries, owned by the 
Salem Church in Brooklyn. The day before we left Per got ill with acute tonsillitis, but 
we had to go anyhow. We had reservations for a ship going to Peru and we were going to 
take the car with us. Per had much pain in his throat and could not speak. A doctor in 
New York gave him a shot of penicillin and before we got to Miami the abscess burst 
open and he was soon better.  
   In Miami we met the Hagwall family. We ha gotten to know them in Toronto and they 
were on their way to Chile. Another couple we also had met in Toronto had come to 
Miami. They drove to San Francisco to live there. 
   From Miami we went with one ship to Havana, Cuba, where we had to board another 
ship to Peru. We contacted a pastor in Havana and he took us to his church. But what a 
chaotic traffic in Havana! After I had seen several close encounters I asked the pastor 
about who had the right of the way, and he answered, “The one that is the bravest.” Yes, 
one had to be brave to stay alive in that city. We boarded the Reina del Mar and after 
about on week arrived in Callao, the port city near Lima, the capital of Peru. There we 
stayed with some American missionaries until we got our paperwork in order. We had 
come to the country to which the Lord had called us and there we lived and worked more 
than thirty-four years. 
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Chapter 24 
 

Per:  God Performs Miracles 
    
 
   According to Hebrews 13:8, Jesus Christ is the same yesterday, and today, and forever. 
Obviously, what He did when here on earth, He is able to do today. He also said that 
greater things would happen. In the spiritual work we always count with this, and it has 
become a need for us to see the hand of God stretched out to do miracles among us. 
   While we lived in Osorno we made a trip with brother Leighton to an island, called 
Chiloé. On that island it rains so much that the inhabitants say it rains thirteen months a 
year. Because of the rainy climate, they mainly cultivated potatoes, and the people on the 
island know how to prepare potatoes in many different ways.  
   One year the potato fields were affected with an illness called tizón, which made the 
tops black. When they harvested the potatoes they looked very fine, but after only one 
day they were rotten and were no good for humans or animals. The next year the 
government had bought new seed potatoes from Europe, but even that year the harvest 
was destroyed by tizón. It was depressing to look at the big fields with the plants with 
black tops. 
   Brother Leighton had a relative on the island, and that man and his family had been 
saved not long before. Now the peculiar thing happened that on his fields nothing was 
affected, while the neighbor’s crops on the other side of the fence were all black, 
notwithstanding that they had the same kind of soil and used the same kind of seed. “It 
must bee because Mister Rodolfo prays so much,” the neighbor said. 
    
   Soon after we had started the services in the new meeting place in Osorno, a young 
preacher from the United States came to us. We had never met before and he didn’t know 
much about us, but he was sure the Lord had told him to come. It’s amazing, because he 
had no other address than our P.O. Box number and the employees at the Post Office did 
not know where we lived. But he found our house.  
   We were of course thankful to get help, but at the same time we had our concerns. It 
happens that chatterboxes come and tell great things about themselves. But this brother 
was a good and humble servant of the Lord. I told him that I had decided on a night of 
prayer which we celebrated the first Friday night of every month, and invited him to pray 
with us. He readily agreed and continued with two days of prayer and fasting. 
   He preached in the Sunday evening service and said that God had revealed to him that 
somebody was deaf in one ear and that God would heal that person. He had to say that 
several times before anyone acknowledge it. A member of the church, a lady, came 
forward. She had been deaf in one ear since she was a little child. One teacher had put a 
pen in her ear and damaged the eardrum. She was ashamed to tell about it and only her 
husband knew it. When she stepped forward, God healed her instantly. With tears in her 
eyes she told about her life as a half deaf person and how glad she was now. Her 
testimony released an atmosphere of faith and many people in that service and others that 
followed experienced the healing touch of God and were delivered from different 
illnesses.  
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   Kerstin, who at that time was eight years old, was allergic to fish, pork, tomatoes, 
cheese and other kinds of food. If she ate any of that she had itching all over her body and 
no remedy had helped her. God healed her and after that she could eat anything without 
trouble. 
   One lady had a paralyzed arm that made it difficult for her to do her chores. “Do you 
believe that you will be able to move your arm after I pray for you?” I asked her. “I do 
believe that,” she answered and experienced her healing immediately. I was preaching in 
another place when a lady in the congregation suddenly interrupted me and shouted, “I 
can see, I can see!” She was blind and somebody had led her by the hand when she came 
to the service, but she walked home seeing. 
   Because of those miracles many believed in Jesus, and the congregation grew with 
those who got saved and were baptized, just as we read about in the Acts in the Bible. 
    
    
    

Chapter 25 
 

Brita:  The Great Country of Peru 
    
 
   We visited Peru for the first time in February 1954. As I have mentioned earlier, we 
made a trip to the north part of Chile before we left that country. We wanted to see and 
know a little more of that long and narrow land. In Arica, which is the northernmost city 
in Chile we got a special permit to go to Tacna, which is the southernmost city in Peru. 
The difference between the two cities is not very great. Arica is situated at the Pacific 
Ocean and fresh breezes could be felt there. Tacna is more inland and there the desert 
climate is dry and hot.  
   Two month later we traveled from Valparaiso in Chile and the ship made a stop in 
Callao, Lima’s port city. We were used to the exuberant landscapes in southern Chile and 
now we saw a tremendous difference as we rode a bus between Lima and Callao. 
Everything seemed so dry and uninviting. The bus was a rickety vehicle. In a newspaper 
we read that death rode on four wheels between the two cities. We could agree to that. In 
one place along the road stood a monument, unlike anything we had seen before. On top 
of a high base was a total wreck of an old T Ford. A caption read, “Despacio se va lejos” 
(Going slowly you get far). We saw many rickety cars and buses and wondered how they 
even held together. 
   The large cotton plantations along the road were something new for us to see. Big white 
wads hanging on the branches, so different from the rest, and as I already mentioned, dry 
and dreary. Nothing of what we saw was appealing to us. But while we were on furlough 
in Sweden God made it clear to us that we should move to Peru and preach the Gospel. 
   We arrived in Peru on May 29, 1956, and soon found that everything is not dry and 
dreary. Peru is a very interesting country and I will try to shortly describe some of it. The 
country is situated by the Pacific Ocean on the west coast of South America and borders 
in the north to Ecuador, in the east to Brazil and Bolivia and in the south to Chile. It 
covers 496,222 square miles (almost twice as much as Texas). The population is around 
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twenty five million people, one third of them living in Lima. About half the population is 
native Indian, divided in many different tribes. There is a big difference between those 
living in the Andean mountains, descendents of the mighty Incas, speaking Quechua and 
Aymará, and those living in the jungle area, east of the Andes. Most of the tribes in the 
jungle live separated one from another and each tribe has its own language. 
   The Incas were the dominating tribe till the beginning of the sixteenth century. Much 
has been written about them and their fine culture and I will not touch that matter. Much 
is also told about the Spanish conquistadors and their treacherous conquest of the 
country. (See chapters 27-30 by Per.) 
   The peculiar geography of Peru is very interesting. At least I found it so. The coastal 
region along the Pacific Ocean is mostly desert from Ecuador in the north to Chile in the 
south. Many rivers are crossing the desert and most of them have but little water. In the 
valleys there are irrigation systems, built by the Incas many hundred years ago that lead 
the water to the fields and make agriculture possible in the otherwise dry deserts. Sugar 
cane, bananas, citrus fruits, grapes, rice, cotton and many other things grow there. 
   Come with me on a trip over the Andes. We start at the ocean and may begin with a dip 
in the salty waters. It takes us about half an hour before we reach the main road going 
east from Lima. The road has four lanes for about twenty miles to the city of Chaclacayo. 
The traffic is heavy and we meet trucks, loaded with produce from the mountain and fruit 
and lumber from the jungle. Years ago we could often see herds of llamas, loaded with 
products, coming down to the road. Going through the city of Chosica we have climbed 
to three thousand feet above sea level. The road becomes steeper and steeper and the trip 
goes slow as we go along the curving road. A car engine looses ten percent of its power 
for each three thousand feet elevation. In about three hours we reach the top of the road at 
more than fifteen thousand feet and have come higher than the top of Mount Blanc, the 
highest alp in Europe. 
   On the way upward we pass a couple of narrow gorges. One is called “Infiernillo” 
(Little Hell) and the other “La Garganta del Diablo” (The Devil’s Throat). If we travel in 
the rainy season it often happens that there is snow on the road and it becomes muddy 
and slippery. The air is rare with little oxygen in it and we make no lengthy stops. We 
stop only to take some pictures of the snow clad tops and the sign that tells how high we 
have come, 4,843 meters. 
   As we leave the top of road, near a mining town called Ticlio, we start going down the 
eastern slopes of the Andes. In La Oroya we pass the smelters where they treat the ore 
that comes from the many mines in the region. Copper, silver, gold, molybdenum and 
other metals are extracted from the deep mines and open pits. At La Oroya the road 
divides in two, one to the south and one to the north. We choose the road that goes 
through Tarma down to the jungle and in the afternoon we arrive in San Ramón and La 
Merced. In just one day we have come from the shores of the Pacific Ocean over the high 
mountains and down to the steaming hot jungle. On the treeless punas (high planes) we 
have probably seen llamas and alpacas and observed the farmlands on the steep mountain 
slopes.  
   La Merced is a commercial center and there we can buy tropical fruits in wooden 
boxes. There are stores where the farmers can buy everything they need from needles to 
furniture and machinery, also motorbikes and cars. Restaurants and hotels are many and 
as the day comes to an end we stay overnight in a hotel where we can park the car in the 
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backyard. If we leave it in the street it might not have any wheels or other vital parts in 
the morning. 
   The next day we stroll around in the market place where they sell fruit and produce, 
fish and meat and many other things for the daily needs. The meat is hanging on hooks 
with lots of flies all around. Dogs are everywhere trying to catch a piece of meat or 
something else to eat. If we continue our trip deeper into the jungle region we will get to 
Pampa Silva in one hour. That place is the center of a widely spread mission work, lead 
by Liv Haug from Norway.  
   Leaving the jungle behind we turn off the main road in Tarma and go over another 
mountain range through Jauja into the big Mantaro valley. There is the city of Huancayo 
where we lived and worked for more than twenty-five years. 
    
 
 
 

Chapter 26 
 

Per:  Per in Peru 
    
 
   It was almost six years since we left Sweden and it was decided that we should go back 
for a time of rest. It was not so much a matter of rest, but instead we had other activities, 
like visiting different churches to tell about our ministry. Åke and Linnea Svensson, who 
formerly had been missionaries in Tibet, came and took charge of the Church. 
   During our last year in Osorno God told me in my private moments of devotion that we 
should move on to Peru. Before we left Chile Brita and I made a trip to the northern part 
of Chile and we had also a chance to make a short visit to Tacna, the southernmost city in 
Peru. All the time we had been thinking that we after the furlough should go back to 
Chile, but while we were in Sweden it became clearer for me that God wanted us to go to 
Peru. Besides that, I had the conviction that we should live and work in the mountains, 
that is, in the Andes. 
   In the Bible we read about many people whose name had something to do with their 
lifework. For example, Jesus with means Savior, and Abraham that means Father to 
many people. They got their names long before anyone knew what their mission in life 
would be. Did something similar happen to me? My first name is the first three letters in 
Peru. If one pronounces slowly my last name in Swedish, Anderås, one can think about a 
mountain ridge in the Andes. For many years we lived in a valley between two mountain 
ridges in the Andes. My brothers Lars and Anders and I changed our surname from 
Andersson to Anderås long before I had even thought about going to South America. Per 
in Peru – Anderås in the Andes. 
   About the same time as I was born, the newly started Elim Church in Örebro had a 
pastor called Anton Taranger. He was very much interested in South America and read a 
lot about Chile and Peru. Because of the fine climate in the central part of Chile, where 
the harbor city Valparaiso (Paradise Valley) is, that part of the continent has been called 
the Garden of South America. Brother Taranger wrote in the monthly Evangelii Härold 
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about those countries and asked if there was somebody who wanted to be God’s gardener 
in Chile and His messenger in Peru. 
   The first Swedish missionaries who arrived in Chile were Albin and Fanny Gustafsson. 
The Church mentioned above supported Sister Fanny. Brita and I came to Peru in 1956 as 
the first Swedish missionaries, sent and supported by the same Church. The desire that 
pastor Taranger expressed the same year I was born became a reality. 
    
 
 
 

Chapter 27 
    

Per:  A Beggar on a Golden Sofa 
    
 
Peru has sometimes been compared to a beggar on a golden sofa. That is rather correct. 
The country is very rich in natural resources. In the mountains there are gold, silver, 
copper and other valuable minerals. Herds of sheep and alpaca give fine and warm wool. 
In the valleys along the Pacific coast there are many fields with artificial irrigation where 
sugar, cotton, oranges, bananas and many other tropical fruits are cultivated. In the great 
Amazon jungle east of the Andes all kinds of tropical fruits grow and many kinds of 
precious wood come from that part of the country. 
   But in spite of all those natural riches there are great needs and poverty. Failure of the 
crops has driven many farmers from their lands toward the cities along the coast and 
mostly to the capital city, Lima, hoping to get jobs in shops and industries. Mostly their 
hope was frustrated and they had nowhere to go. Then they formed assemblies and went 
out into the desert outside of Lima. That started at Christmas 1956. Several thousand 
people put up their modest dwellings, made of flattened and intertwined bamboo. 
    When the sun rose on Christmas morning there was a new settlement, which they 
called “Ciudad de Dios” (God’s City). There was nothing there for the main necessities 
for human life, like water, sewage, hospitals, clinics, schools, etc. The biggest need was 
water, which was delivered by trucks. The government arranged the settlement with city 
blocks and streets. The families were registered and every family got a piece of land, and 
on the land one room was built. They would have to pay the lot and the room with small 
payments in thirty years.  
   That’s how the building of “God’s City” got started. Since that time many similar 
settlements have sprung up around Lima and many other cities, especially along the 
Pacific Ocean. About half of the many millions of people in Lima live in those slums. A 
beggar, a ragamuffin on a golden sofa. 
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Chapter 28 
 

Per:   The Golden Sofa 
    
 
   In all times, rumors about gold have driven people to make the biggest sacrifices to get 
the desirable mineral in their hands. Who has not heard and read about Klondike, that 
region in Alaska where thousands of people went with the hope to return soon again with 
fabulous riches? Many of them were happy enough to gather big amounts only to loose 
them as rapidly as they got them. Others perished by starvation and deprivation. 
    An earlier rush for gold happened in the sixteenth century and at that time it was in 
South America. Christopher Columbus had discovered America in 1492 and he made 
three more voyages to the New World. As is well known his purpose was to reach India 
going west, and when he, on October 12, the same year stepped ashore on a small island, 
that later was called the West Indian islands, he believed that he had reached his goal. 
Because of that the inhabitants were called Indians, and are so even to this day. This 
denomination was a mistake and has never been corrected in spite of the fact that the 
discoverers later understood that they did not come to the rein of the Great Mogul but 
instead had come to an unknown part of the world. Columbus himself never recognized 
that mistake and stubbornly said that he had discovered the new rout to India, which he 
sought for. 
   On his third voyage, Columbus discovered the island of Trinidad on July 31, 1498. 
From there he continued and came for the first time to the South American mainland. At 
an isthmus, which he called Aguja, he found a very beautiful land with many people. The 
inhabitants came in their canoes to the anchored ship and had greetings from their 
chieftain that the foreigners were welcome to the land. Those natives had golden 
adornments with pearls on their chest and arms. The Spaniards saw for the first time 
things made of gold and when they with signs asked the natives from where they got the 
gold, they indicated westward. That moved the Spaniards to continue their journeys both 
along the coast and inland to look for the desired mineral. 
   Rumors about gold spread fast in Spain when Columbus came back, and it made many 
others equip expeditions going west. That contributed to the discovery of more and 
bigger lands. The Spanish adventurers or conquerors –“conquistadors”, as they were 
usually called–, had the authority given by the king of Spain that the new lands should 
come under his power and spire. Accordingly, when Vasco Nunez de Balboa, on 
September 29, 1513, after many hardships and adversities, had crossed the Panama 
isthmus and came to the Pacific Ocean he did the same. Holding high his sword he 
stepped into the water and, while he thank the Holy Virgin, he conquered the Ocean for 
his king.  
   In the land that we now call Central America the conquerors at the beginning found 
much gold, but it did not matter how much they got, they were never satisfied and 
continued farther, driven by rumors of even more gold. In some places the inhabitants 
had the custom to bury their dead with all their belongings. Plundering the graves the 
Spaniards got large amounts of gold, silver and alloys. Everything they found was 
artistically made, like objects for daily use or adornment, but as they had no 
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understanding or thought of cultural values they melted everything. That made it easier to 
part the riches among all. 
   Rumors of gold drove them farther and farther in their search. They found gold and 
with sweat and toil they carried it through jungles and marshlands. Even if they found 
gold, many times they lacked food and other important items. Without strength to carry 
on they buried the gold, hoping to get back some other time to get it. But many died from 
hunger and distresses. Those who arrived told about the riches but could not say exactly 
where they had hidden them. Maybe they still are there! 
   The rumors said that more gold was to found farther south and the conquerors 
continued. One of the most known conquerors in the sixteenth century was Francisco 
Pizarro. From the land we now call Panama he sailed south on the Pacific Ocean. At the 
coast of Ecuador, in 1527, he met a raft with some Indians. They had some gold and 
exchanged it for other things, and one of the Indians went with him to Spain. He learned 
the Spanish language and served as an interpreter in future voyages and was very useful 
for Pizarro. 
   On their first voyages and contacts with the inhabitants the Spaniards acted as friendly 
travelers and exchanged gold and silver with needles, pearls of glass and axes. Those 
axes were of great value, as the people did not have such a hard metal. Iron became more 
precious than gold. One man made a trip along the coast of Panama and exchanged all his 
axes for gold. When he had no more axes he had the smiths make axes from other iron 
pieces. That was enough for trip numbers two. On his third voyage he carried a 
grindstone and sharpened the axes he had sold on previous trips and of course, being paid 
in gold. 
   The thirst for gold seemed to be impossible to quench. The year 1532 Pizarro was back 
again and that time he came to what now is northern Peru. He disembarked at a city 
called Tumbes. From there he continued inland and in the city of Cajamarca, high in the 
Andes, he met the powerful Emperor Atahualpa. Pizarro walked from Tumbes with a 
small army of 62 cavalrymen and 110 infantry. Three men had muskets, 20 had 
crossbows and beside that they had two small cannons. With that little army, but mostly 
by treachery and force, Pizarro conquered a country with several million inhabitants and 
received lots of gold and silver for his followers. He conquered the golden sofa. 
    
 
 
 

Chapter 29 
 

Per:  Tahuantinsuyo, the Realm of the Incas 
    
 
   The legend about the origins of the Incas tells that the first Inca, or Emperor, called 
Manco Capac, came with his wife from the Sun Island in Titicaca. Her name was Mama 
Ocllo. They walked north on the big planes at the altitude of twelve thousand feet above 
the sea level. Manco Capac held in his hand a golden staff, which he once in a while put 
into the soil. He was looking for a good place for the capital of his realm. In the place 
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where the staff would sink completely into the soil he was to build the city. He wandered 
about five hundred and fifty miles before that happened. In that place now lies the old 
city of Cuzco. 
   This first Emperor was considered to be the son of the Sun and thus all his followers 
were called. The legend tells that Manco Capac taught the men how to cultivate the soil 
and to work useful trades, and his wife taught the women how to spin yarn and to weave. 
   The historical truth says that the Inca tribe conquered all other tribes and made a big 
empire: the Tahuantinsuyo. When the Spaniards came, that empire had been in power 
about two hundred years and consisted of about ten million people. Most of the chieftains 
guided the land and the people in an excellent manner. All the land was property of the 
Inca, or the state, and the inhabitants did not work for their own good, but for the 
Emperor. This was something completely unique. All other Indians that the Spaniards 
met lived in small groups, often making war against each other, and that weakened them, 
of course. 
    Accordingly, many things were different in the land of the Incas, which included what 
now is know as Ecuador, Peru, Bolivia, northern Chile, northern Argentina and also a 
part of Colombia. The unity in the country made it possible to make great works that 
benefited everybody. 
   In Cuzco, the capital city, and in many other places in the mountains there were houses, 
made of enormous rocks and so well put together that it is impossible to put a thin knife 
between the big stones. Many of those buildings are still standing, and also a large 
fortification, called Sacsayhuaman, outside of Cuzco. About six hundred miles north of 
Cuzco is the noteworthy city Machu-Pichu, discovered in 1911 by Graham Bingham. 
Everywhere in the mountains there were stone-paved roads and across the rivers there 
were suspended bridges that made communication and travel easy. The main highway 
was laid between Quito in the North and Cuzco in the South, a distance of more than 
twelve hundred miles.  
   Not only buildings and roads, but also the terraced farmlands at the slopes of the 
mountains and the irrigation canals in the valleys are testimonies to the skillfulness of the 
Incas. To Machu-Pichu there was a water conduct from a well at a distance of thirty 
miles. 
   A country must be built with laws. So also in the Inca Empire, and the simple laws of 
the Incas was also their daily greeting. When they met they greeted each other with the 
words “Amallulla, Amasua, Amaquella,” and that greetings was answered with 
“Campisque.” The first three words mean, “You should not lie, you should not steal, you 
should not be lazy,” and the answer, “You shouldn’t either.” In this manner they were 
daily reminded of the law, followed by the fact that lying, thievery and other crimes 
almost didn’t exist. Laziness was not permitted and the punishment for adultery was 
death. They were a laborious and efficient people, but their good culture was broken 
when the Spaniards came to power. 
   When a man was about twenty years old, the elders in the village choose a woman for 
him and he received a piece of land to toil for the needs of his family. As the family 
grew, he was given more land, one topo (about 1 acre) per person. All the villagers 
worked together on other fields from which the produce was given to the elderly and the 
incapacitated. 
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   The produce from other specified fields were stored in warehouses, called Tambos, 
along the main roads. In those Tambos they stored everything that the Inca himself and 
the military would need on their travels. Besides food there were also clothes, hides, 
blankets and weapon. The Tambos were also used as inns for the Emperor and his court. 
   Along the roads, about every three miles, were smaller houses with couriers, always 
ready to relay messages to and from the capital. The punishment was death if anybody 
hindered the couriers running along.  
   Their large religious festivities were celebrated in honor to the Sun, and beside the sun 
they also worshipped the moon, the stars and the lightning. Viracocha was the name of 
their god and he was considered the maker of the universe. Once Viracocha was mad at 
the people and sent a flood that drenched all people but a few. From them came the Inca 
tribe. Every year there was large gathering in Cuzco, the Harvest Fiesta, when they gave 
offerings to the Sun and the weather, thanking them for a good harvest. The fiesta was 
called Inti Raimi. In order to keep the traditions there is a similar fiesta every year at 
Sacsayhuaman, the fortification outside of Cuzco, and many tourists come to the Fiesta in 
the month of June. 
    
 
 
 

Chapter 30 
 

Per:   The Spanish Conquistadors 
    
 
   The Spanish King authorized the adventurers that the countries they discovered should 
be tributaries to Spain. Accordingly, they were not only discoverers but also conquerors 
(“conquistadors”). On their first voyages and contacts with the people the Spaniards acted 
as friendly travelers, but that attitude changed. Francisco Pizarro and his cohorts went to 
the city of Cajamarca in northern Peru. At their arrival to the city they were surprised to 
find it completely empty. Atahualpa had ordered the people to evacuate the city, so they 
were higher up in the mountain with the Emperor and forty thousand warriors in his 
camp.  
   Some of Pizarro’s men went to the camp in order to visit the Inca. He had a bodyguard 
of four hundred men, dressed in beautiful clothes with brilliant ornaments made of gold, 
silver and feathers in many colors. The Spaniards were invited to a drink made of maize, 
which they drank from golden goblets. The horses made a mighty impression on the 
Indians, especially when one of the men made tricks with his horse. In full speed he 
passed so close to Atahualpa that froth from the horse sprinkled on him. He ignored it, 
but those of his bodyguard who ran away in terror were put to death for their cowardice.  
   The next day Atahualpa came with his escort to visit Pizarro, with the agreement that 
none should carry any weapons. The meeting was held in the main square. When the 
Inca, who always was carried in a golden palanquin, had arrived, Pizarro told a monk 
who traveled with him to step forward. He did so and talked through an interpreter, an 
Indian they called Felipe who had gone with them to Spain and learned the language. The 
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monk had a cross in one hand and a book in the other. First he told the Inca that the 
Spaniards had come with authorization from the king of Spain to conquer the land and 
that the Inca and his people should obey that distant and for him unknown king. 
Naturally, that message didn’t appeal to the proud and mighty Inca Atahualpa. 
   The monk continued his speech and said that the cross in his hand was a symbol for the 
cross on which the God of the Christians died once very long ago. He also said that the 
book he held in his hand talked about God, and he finished his speech with the following 
words, “I am the servant of God, I teach about God and I have now come to teach you. 
What I teach is what God has told us and it is written in this book. I therefore admonish 
you in the name of God and the Christians to be his friend and to serve them the best you 
possibly can, because that is the will of God. The Governor is waiting and he wants to 
talk to you.” 
   After the speech Atahualpa asked to see the book, which he first opened and looked at 
and then put to his ear. When the book didn’t talk as the monk had said, he tossed it away 
with disdain. “You are lying,” he shouted. When Pizarro, who in spite of his brutality was 
very religious, heard that he was utterly offended. With some of his men he stepped 
forward to the palanquin. As he shouted “Santiago!” the cannons were fired and the 
trumpets called the soldiers to fight. In spite of the agreement made, they had their 
weapon hidden under their clothes. Horsemen and infants attacked the unarmed Indians 
and in a short while they killed two thousand people and took the Inca as a prisoner. The 
next day they plundered the camp and took with them big amounts of gold and silver and 
even twelve emeralds.  
   In that manner, the Spaniards one moment talked about God and at the next moment 
they were ready to kill and plunder to their hearts delight. All that was done in order to 
get as much gold as possible. In spite of the fact that Atahualpa now was a prisoner he 
had the people in his hand in a peculiar way. He understood that the Spaniards wanted 
more gold and therefore offered them gold as a ransom for his life. After some 
negotiation they agreed that the room where he was held prisoner should be filled with 
gold as high as he could put his hand, and that another room should be filled with silver. 
Some chroniclers have written that the room was 15 x 20 square feet and others say that it 
was 10 x 12 feet. The Spaniards got at least 700 cubic feet of gold and it is impossible to 
calculate the value of it. To make distribution and transport easier they melted and made 
ingots of all the nice things the Indians had made. 
   After about four months the people had carried the riches to Cajamarca and filled the 
promised measure. In the meantime the monk had taught “Christianity” to the Inca. He 
did not accept the teaching and when the ransom was paid, the monk said he would be 
burned at the stake. According to the catholic doctrine he was a heretic and should not be 
permitted to live. To be burned, and thereby annihilated, was horrible for him because the 
Indians believed in life after death. He was told the punishment would be milder if he got 
baptized. He surrendered to that and a short time later the Spaniards put a rope around his 
neck and strangled him. They were convinced he died as a good Christian.  
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Chapter 31 
 

Per:  The Geography of Peru 
    
 
   In the previous chapters I have told a little about the history of the country. There is 
much more to say, for instance about the conquest, the colonization by the Spaniards, the 
emancipation from the Spanish rule and much more that could be of interest. But the 
geography of the country is also interesting. The extension of Peru is about three times 
that of Sweden. The country has three, very different geographical regions. The entire 
coast along the Pacific Ocean, from Ecuador in the north to Chile in the south is one large 
desert. In some places the desert stretches a long distance from the coast. It is possible to 
travel quite a bit on the Panamerican highway and only see sand and stones. But in many 
places valleys with rivers break through the desert and many of those valleys have 
irrigation, in many cases built by Indian tribes several hundred years ago. Water makes 
the desert arable and in many valleys they grow sugar cane, cotton, grapes, bananas, 
oranges, mangos and many other tropical fruits. Some of the riverbeds are dry most part 
of the year. Usually it does not rain much on the western slopes of the Andes.  
   The second geographical region is the mighty Andes Mountains with tops more than 
eighteen thousand feet above sea level. In the many valleys and on the mountain slopes 
they grow corn, beans, potatoes and all kinds of vegetables. By the way, did you know 
that Peru is the homeland of potatoes? I read some place that there are about three 
hundred different kinds of potatoes in Peru. Later I met an agricultural engineer who 
worked in an institute that works with processing techniques and he told me they had 
about seven thousand different kinds. Well, you cannot find all those in the market, but at 
least you could find ten different kinds.  
   The descendents of the Incas live in the high mountains and it was mostly them I 
visited on my travels. Most of the time I went by car or bus where there were roads and 
farther on I had to walk, which could be very tiresome. There is less oxygen in the air and 
that made me puff and pant a lot. The people who are born in the altitude walk and run 
with ease.  
   The third geographical region is the low land east of the Andes. There is the steaming 
hot jungle with lots of trees and many kinds of animals. In that region there are many 
different tribes of jungle Indians and each tribe has its own language. Spanish is the 
official language of Peru and besides that there are about forty other languages. Most of 
the Indians in the mountains speak Quechua, a language that has several different 
dialects. On the eastern slopes of the Andes and in the jungle itself are plantations with 
coffee, tea, bananas, oranges, papaya and many other tropical fruits. 
   I would like to take you with me on a trip in which we can see the three regions I have 
mentioned on the same day. We start our trip by car from Lima, not so far from the 
Pacific Ocean. First we go through the desert, but we don’t see much of it. There are 
plantations, settlements and cities along the road up to around three thousand feet above 
sea level. So far the road is rather straight, but then it goes through many curves and 
always up, up, up. My children counted once one thousand curves from Lima to the top 
of the road at around fifteen thousand feet. We have traveled ninety miles to reach that 
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altitude, seventy-five feet higher than Mount Blanche, the highest mountain in Europe. 
The road goes through many tunnels and along deep precipices. 
   From the top of the road it goes in long slopes down on the eastern side of the 
mountains. We go through La Oroya, a city at fourteen thousand feet above sea level and 
continue through Tarma to La Merced or maybe farther into the jungle region. The trip 
takes about eight hours. From La Oroya we could have taken another road to the world’s 
highest city, called Cerro de Pasco, at an altitude of more than fourteen thousand feet. 
Needless to say, that trip doesn’t go fast on the way up. Not only because of the steep 
road but also because the engine in the car looses ten percent of it’s power for every three 
thousand feet. Accordingly, you have only half the power at the top of the road. 
    
    
    
 

Chapter 32 
 

Brita:  Arequipa 
 
    
   Arequipa is the name of the city where we first made our home in Peru. It is situated at 
about seven thousand feet above sea level in the southern part of the country. As soon as 
we got our car through customs we went to Arequipa. We had to wait some time to get 
our stuff that had been sent by ship from Sweden to a port ninety miles from the city. We 
had come by another route and lived some time in Toronto, Canada, as I told in another 
chapter. 
   We rented an apartment, but had no curtains, no furniture and no money to buy any of 
those items. The kitchen had nothing but the bare walls; no cupboards or counters, no 
range, no refrigerator. The only thing we had for cooking was a kerosene stove with one 
burner, and a waffle iron. That made it easy to choose the menu. We ate mostly soups and 
waffles. After three month we could buy an electric stove. The cost was equal to one 
months support. When our things from Sweden arrived we had a kitchen table with six 
chairs and a box with sewing materials. 
   Little by little Per made some simple furniture items. Packing cases became cupboards 
and kitchen counters. We were foreigners and everybody thought we were rich. White 
skin means dollars! Nobody knew that we were poor as church-rats.  
   We rented a room for services and had to pay the rent ourselves in the beginning. 
Boards to make benches and a pulpit we bought with some extra money from our home 
church. The exchange of the dollar rose from nineteen to twenty-seven soles and that 
helped a lot.  
   When we approached our second Christmas in Arequipa we had the idea to make doll 
beds for sale. Per made the beds from plywood and I made the bedding materials. We 
photographed the doll beds and offered them to Sears in Lima. They ordered eighteen 
dozen of them. When they were ready we loaded them into the car and Per drove the six 
hundred miles to Lima to deliver the order. We made some more doll beds and other toys 
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that we sold in Arequipa. This helped us a lot and we could buy an old piano and the girls 
started to take piano lessons.  
   A Swedish engineer and his wife lived with us for some months in a room on the roof. 
He worked for the L.M. Ericsson Company in Mexico and had come to Peru for a special 
job. He felt sorry for us and offered a good job for Per in Mexico, especially as Per earlier 
had worked in the Swedish Telephone Company. He would get a good salary and have 
Saturdays and Sundays free for missionary work. I tried to persuade him to take the offer, 
but he answered, “I do not sell God’s calling for money.” That’s it! No discussion! 
   While we lived in Arequipa we also visited other places. As I mentioned earlier, the 
city is situated high in the Andes, but the altitude did not bother us. A young man came 
with an invitation to us from a village near Puno at the Lake Titicaca and we went with 
him. Titicaca is the world’s highest navigable lake at 16,000 feet above sea level. 
   We traveled by car and climbed higher and higher up and came to the big plateau that 
surrounds the lake. There was a dirt road with lots and lots of dust. I got a severe 
headache. The higher we came the more it hurt and when we finally arrived in Puno I was 
very sick and had to get out of the car quickly and vomit. We did not know it at that time, 
but understood later, that I had “sorroche,” the altitude sickness. “Get me to a hotel so I 
can lay down on a bed or I will die,” I said to Per. It was a very simple hotel. But a least 
there was a bed where I could rest. 
   Sorroche is caused by lack of oxygen and I felt like my head was going to burst into a 
thousand pieces. As soon as I tried to lift my head I started to vomit. During the years we 
lived in Peru I got sorroche many times, but never as severe as that time in Puno. 
Sorroche sometimes causes death. One missionary couple lost their newborn son when 
they traveled from the coast to a city at 12,000 feet. It was too much for his little heart. 
Per also got sick once and we had to take him to a clinic where he was given oxygen and 
recuperated quickly. Later we bought an oxygen container and used it on our trips across 
the Andes and that was a great help, especially for me. 
    
    
 
 

Chapter 33 
 

Brita:  Thieves 
    
 
   We did not know much about the country when we arrived in Peru in May 1956. We 
knew the language and that is important when one comes to a new and foreign land. Per 
had a clear assurance that we were going to live and work in the mountains. An American 
missionary whom we consulted suggested the city of Arequipa in southern Peru. We 
settled down there as I told in the foregoing chapter. While in Lima we lived in a 
guesthouse on the compound where the Assemblies of God had their Bible school. We 
were waiting for some money to come from Sweden but it did not come. Somebody gave 
us a loan and with that money we traveled to Arequipa and stayed in a hotel until we 
could find an apartment to rent. We rented one in a house were the owner lived on the 
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first floor. We paid sixty dollars a month and that took a big part of our support, but we 
couldn’t find anything cheaper. 
   Above the door that led to the street was an opening in the wall. I thought that it was as 
if prepared for thieves. On the outside of the apartment was a long balcony with one door 
to each room and one to the street. One day a Christian man helped us fix something in 
one of the rooms and afterwards he forgot to lock the door. 
   The following night thieves came to our apartment and almost emptied the house while 
we slept as logs. When we awakened in the morning everything was in disarray and at 
first we could not understand what had happened. I looked out through a window and saw 
bundles of tracts on the other side of the street. Inside the door leading to the street I 
found my accordion. Then it dawned on us that thieves had been in the house. We had 
suffered losses from thieves before, but never had anyone come into the apartment while 
we slept. In Osorno, Chile thieves had taken chickens and clothes from a clothesline and 
other small things, but nothing more. 
   I was desperate and my conversation with God was not very nice. I was angry and 
wondered if we were not supposed to have anything while living here on earth. First the 
fire in Chile, and now this. 
   After some days we were summoned to the police office and they told us that they had 
captured the thieves. The thieves had been stealing during four months and the police had 
a big job with all the stolen goods they had rescued. Most of the things they had stolen 
from us were intact. The police were confident that we would no take anything that did 
not belong to us and therefore they let us sort out our belongings. We found or mandolins 
and guitars, but not the camera and Per’s jacket with his civil pass and some dollars. 
Neither did we find our tablecloths. Some things they had sold and some they had simply 
left on a field somewhere. I asked one of the thieves why they had left the accordion 
inside the door. He said that they had too many things to carry and thought they would be 
responsible also for that if caught, and therefore they left it. They had burned Per’s wallet 
with his document and the dollar bills which they thought were Bolivian money with no 
high value. The police did find parts of the wallet and small pieces of dollar bills. But this 
is no the end of the story. 
   In police custody the thieves did not get any food and they had no relatives who could 
help them. We felt sorry for them and brought them some food. The police where 
surprised at our action, but this had opened our eyes not only for their material needs, but 
also their spiritual needs. We asked for a permit to visit the prison and were given one. 
Soon we started to hold services in the prison. 
   Arequipa is known to be a very catholic city and often is called the second Rome. One 
of the priests had made much trouble against the evangelical believers in the city. He 
knew about our meetings in the prison and one day he came. We were just about to close 
the service and Per suspected what would happen. He gave me a nod to continue. I took 
my guitar and started to sing and Per gave another message. When the prisoners saw the 
priest, more and more of them came to the courtyard where we were staying. Maybe they 
expected something thrilling to happen. We suspected that this would be the last time we 
could come and preach in the prison, and so it was. 
   The next time we came they did not let us come in spite of the permit we had. The 
priest had talked to the Bishop and the Bishop to the Governor and finally the Governor 
to the Warden and so we were hindered to give the Word of God to the prisoners. 
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   One day Per read in the newspaper about one prisoner who had been sentenced to die. 
He had said that the only thing he wanted was to get peace with God. Per got a special 
permit to visit that man and talked to him in the cell where they held him. He believed in 
Jesus and received the peace ha had longed for. Many years later we preached to the 
prisoners in Huancayo, but that is another story. After two and a half years in Arequipa 
we moved to another city, called Tarma, in the center of Peru. 
    
    
 
 

Chapter 34 
 

Brita:  Stricken with illnesses 
    
 
   After some few weeks in Arequipa, and after the burglary, the landlord invited us to 
their farm. Early in the morning, when Per got up, he saw that the backyard was flooded. 
An irrigation ditch passed through the garden and some trash and twigs were stuck in a 
grating under the wall. While he cleaned the debris he scratched his hand, but did not 
think much about it. We went to the farm and had a nice day. As we came home in the 
evening we saw that the sore was inflamed and we cleaned it. But the next day he woke 
up with high fever and started to talk deliriously. From the sore a red streak went up to 
the armpit. 
   We knew nobody in the city, save the landlord’s family and they were still on the farm. 
I went to the next-door neighbor and asked them to help me get hold of a doctor. They 
had a telephone and called their family doctor who came shortly. He diagnosed blood 
poisoning and said that Per needed an injection immediately. “I do hope you can buy one 
in town,” he said. “If they have to order one from Lima, it will be too late.” We were glad 
to find the needed injection and after a few days Per was well again. 
   Not long after that our girls got sick, all three at once. They became swollen inside the 
mouth and in the throat. Agneta did not open her mouth for three days. It was full of pus 
and the smell was awful. I managed to give her some tea and rinse her mouth. We were 
glad that our little boy did not get ill. It was December and I started to do the Christmas 
baking. 
   On December 17, we were going to move to a small house with a garden where the rent 
was lower than what we paid for the apartment. But suddenly our boy got very sick. His 
throat was swollen and pus came out through his mouth. Beside that, he had boils all over 
his body, the belly swelled up and the fever was high. We called a doctor and when he 
came he took a look at Pepito and said, “I think he has both scarlet fever and diphtheria. I 
don’t understand this. Call a pediatrician.” The neighbors called one and when he came 
he sat down and talked calmly to us. After he had examined our boy he said that is was 
very serious. This doctor had a friend who was a pharmacist and recommended him to 
help us. 
   The pharmacist came and gave Pepito an injection and was scared when he saw him. 
Both he and the doctor thought it would be best to go to the hospital with our boy. We 
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wrapped him in blankets and Per and the doctor took him to the hospital while I stayed at 
home with the girls. I told them that maybe we would not get to see their little brother 
again as I felt that we should give him back to the Lord. A long time before I had read 
about a mother who had struggled with the Lord in prayer, begging him to spare her son’s 
life. Our boy, who had been at the border of death, lived, but later in life caused much 
pain to his mother. The Lord knows both the present time and the future and I said to 
God, “I leave Pepito in your hands and ask that your will be done. If you take him, I will 
accept is as your will.” 
   After three hours I went to the hospital to relieve Per. But what a shock! I stepped back 
when I saw the room and the bed where Pepito was laying. On the wall over the bed was 
a big open window that could not be closed and a cold draft was coming from it. In the 
same room a lady was ironing some clothes. That was supposed to be the ward for 
infected illnesses. Nobody had given our boy any treatment and we saw no nurse or 
doctor. We thought it was meaningless to keep our boy there. He could die at home as 
well as in the hospital. We wrapped him in our blankets and took him home with us. 
   Outside of the hospital we met the pharmacist and when we told him about the room 
and that nobody had given our son any care, he agreed with us that we could as well keep 
him at home. He arranged for a nurse to come and give him injections at certain hours. 
During the night Per and I took turns to watch over him. Our boy would not eat anything. 
We asked the nurse not to come back when we saw how badly she applied the injections. 
When the doctor made another visit and observed the marks on the little boy he told us 
that he himself had small children and would have done the same. 
   Whatever happened, I was convinced it would be according to the will of God. Seven 
days passed before we could see any change, for better or for worse. But on the eight day 
Pepito awoke at six in the morning and said, “Mom, I’m hungry.” That sounded like 
music in my ears and I jumped out of bed and prepared his favorite soup: Maggi chicken 
soup with noodles. I was extremely happy and told Per that now we could move. Our boy 
became better for each day, but had still fever for one week and could hardly stand on his 
feet. Somebody told us to give him an enema with milk. That helped, and two days later 
he was completely well again. 
   God let us to keep him. Today he is a doctor himself and lives with his family in 
Wisconsin. He has been and is a great joy and help to us. While he was studying he once 
wrote a letter and thanked his father who had let him use tools from early childhood. That 
was useful for him now as he studied to be a surgeon. As a little boy he was always with 
Per in the carpentry shop. The best birthday presents in those days were nails. When he 
was three years old he made himself a truck from scrap pieces of wood. 
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Chapter 35 
 

Per:  In Journeyings Often 
    
 
   The apostle Paul wrote that he often had to be on journeyings, and it has been the same 
for me. It was just a natural part of my ministry. And I have used different kinds of 
transportation, like flying over the mountains, with boat and canoe on the rivers, with 
truck, buss or car on the roads, riding horses and mules and walking, or as we say in 
Swedish “using the apostle-horses.” But walking is not a fast way of transportation in the 
thin air of the high altitudes.  
   I remember especially one of the many trips. It was in February 1981 when Lars had 
come from Sweden for a short visit. That year we experienced the weather phenomena, 
called “El Niño,” causing lots of rain to fall on the western side of the Andes. All the 
rivers were flooded. The road between Lima and Huancayo runs in the same valley as the 
river Rimac. The flooded river brought with it parts of the road, so that when it was time 
to go to Lima for Lars’ flight, the road was closed. But Lars hade to leave and we were 
glad when we could read in the newspaper that the road had been fixed and was open. 
   Early in the morning, when we started the trip, that day’s paper was already out and we 
could read that there had been new avalanches and that the road was closed again. We 
decided to take another route, farther north going through Cerro de Pasco. We started 
with the tank full of gas and an extra container with gasoline thinking it should be 
enough. We also planned to fill the tank along the road, but every gas station was closed 
and had a “No Gasoline” sign. 
   From Cerro de Pasco the road started to go down toward the coast. After about two 
hundred miles we got to a small town where we finally could buy gasoline and fill the 
tank. We asked the attendant about the road to the coast. “Last night there were 
avalanches and the road is completely closed,” was the answer. What should we do? We 
knew there was another road from Cerro de Pasco, a road for mining trucks. We didn’t 
really like to take it, but that was our last chance. Lars had to get to Lima for his 
scheduled flight. We turned around and started going upwards to Cerro de Pasco. But 
how far would the gasoline last? At about eleven o’clock at night we came to a spot were 
the road was flooded and we saw like a large lake in front of us. 
     Half an hour earlier we had seen lights from a mining town and turned around to go 
there. I must mention that the needle on the gas gauge for a long while had been on zero, 
but the engine continued to run. We got to the mine, but were not permitted to enter the 
town at night, so we had to wait out the morning sitting in the car. It was bitter cold! We 
had extra oxygen for Brita, but that tank was also empty. She sat there shivering in the 
cold and gasping for air. It was far from good for a failing heart at an altitude of fifteen 
thousand feet. In the morning we were allowed to enter the village and to go to a clinic. A 
nurse checked to blood pressure on Brita and it was so low that the nurse feared Brita 
would die at any moment. Lars had met the manager of the mine and he let us buy 
gasoline and fill the tank and have breakfast at the dinning hall.  
   We continued our journey on the rough road. I decided that when we got to the spot 
were the road was flooded we would wait for another car or truck coming from the other 
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direction so that we could see where the road was. Just as we arrived at that spot a truck 
came from the other side. We checked to see where the road was and drove blindly out 
through the “lake” and arrived safely on the other side. Our trip continued for a long 
while on the high plateau and started slowly to go down. We thought it would be good to 
be down on the low land soon. But, not so! The road was going upwards again across 
another mountain range. Two hours later we crossed that top and we went down again. 
Soon we arrived at the coast and could breathe easier, especially Brita. We arrived in 
Lima at noon, having been on the road thirty-one hours instead of six or seven as usual. 
   That night we celebrated with dinner in a restaurant on the seventeenth floor in Hotel 
Cesar, and the next day Lars could catch the flight to Sweden. When Brita and I were 
going back to Huancayo there had been new avalanches on the main road, but me 
managed to get home on another very difficult road to travel. 
    
 
    

Chapter 36 
 

Brita:  Our Move to Tarma 
    
 
   We had lived and worked two years in Arequipa when we met an American missionary 
in Lima. He had contact with several independent churches in the central part of Peru and 
asked us to come to that part of the country and teach the Word of God in those churches. 
We had seen too little fruit of our labor in Arequipa and felt it to be according to the will 
of God to move to the city of Tarma. Our plan was not to start a church but that Per 
should visit the existing churches and teach and that I should give my time to the home 
and the children. In November 1958 we moved to Tarma, which is a central point on the 
road between the jungle and Lima, the capital. 
   We stayed in a hotel until we could find a house or an apartment to rent. As soon as we 
had settled into the hotel room there was a knock on the door. One of the waiters asked if 
we were missionaries. When I said yes he told us that there were several believers in 
Tarma waiting for us and he asked when we could start regular services. We answered 
that first of all we must find a place to live. The long journey from Arequipa to Lima and 
up over the high mountains had left us very tired and we could not immediately think 
about to go to any meeting. From Lima we had traveled three hours from sea level to the 
top of the road at almost 16,000 feet above sea level and after that three more hours on 
winding roads down to Tarma at 10,000 feet.  
   The following day Per meat other believers and together they looked for an apartment 
and for some place for the services. Nothing went as we had planned. The brethren were 
anxious to begin at once and the same evening a service was held in the home of a 
family. They were Quechua-speaking Indians. The father was a very short man and he 
played the violin. They had several children and lived in a house high on a steep hillside. 
I was expecting our fifth child and could not climb the hill to their home. Only our two 
smallest children had come with us. Kerstin was still in Arequipa until she would finish 
school and Ingrid stayed with friends in Lima. 
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   We found an apartment for rent and moved there despite the fact that we had no 
furniture. To stay in the hotel was too expensive. Per took the back seat from the car and I 
used that as a bed while he and the kids slept on the bare floor. The nights were cold and 
we slept with all our clothes on. Some days later our belongings arrived and we had our 
beds to sleep in, our stove and kitchen utensils. In the meantime I had prepared simple 
soups on a small kerosene stove. With no plates we used the pot lid instead, but that was 
not easy. 
   The apartment was on the second floor in a house on the main street and we did not 
need to walk far to do errands. But we needed a room for the services and a man who 
worked in the hotel offered us a room in his house. We paid the rent for one month. Per 
bought boards and made some benches. The day for the first service came and we were 
happy and excited. Many people had come, but most of them had no good intentions. As 
we left the service the landlord came and asked us to hold no more services there. His 
neighbors, who were devoted Catholics, had threatened to burn his house if the services 
continued. He paid the money back and we carried away the benches. That happened in 
1958.  
   We rented another room for the services and started anew. Some days later the new 
landlord also came and asked us to leave. A neighbor had said he would drive his big 
truck into the house and destroy it. We were not afraid but had to leave that house also. 
   Another room in the same house where we lived was for rent, but the rent was too high. 
One day an engineer from England who lived in La Oroya, thirty miles from Tarma, 
came to visit us. He offered to pay the rent. We were happy for that but agreed that he 
should only pay half of it. The brethren themselves had to learn to take responsibility 
from the very beginning. Thus it was that we started the third time and this time nobody 
hindered us. Now we were on the main street and many people who were passing stopped 
and listened and in a short time that room became too small. We started to pray for a lot 
of land where we could build according to our needs. The brethren soon told us about a 
lot where we could build, half a block from the main street. We bought the lot, signed the 
papers and got one year to pay it in full. 
   When Per had the plan ready and got the building permit he came home radiantly happy 
and said that now we could start to build. I asked what he was thinking as we had no 
money to build for. A long time we had been praying about it and on Friday evenings we 
took a special offering for the building fund. Counting the building cost and the small 
amounts the brethren were able to give it would have taken twenty-five years to build the 
church. But our God answers prayers and fills the needs. He did it in a short time. 
   As soon as we had money enough to buy stones for the foundation, we did so and the 
brethren worked in their spare time. Per hired two of them to live as guardians on the lot 
and to work. I did not agree with him because I thought he was dumb when he started to 
build with almost no money available. After two weeks the account was empty and Per, 
while paying the men on Saturday, told them to get some other job the following week. 
But with the mail on Sunday came a letter with some money and they could continue for 
another week. In that manner it continued for several months. Per dismissed the workers 
on Saturday and hired them back the next day to work for another week. Some Christians 
who lived in the jungle donated one tree and when it was cut up it was enough for trusses, 
doors, benches, etc. We only paid the transport. 
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   When the time came to put on the roof we needed a bigger amount to buy sheet metal. 
We wrote a letter to Paul Zettersten in Los Angeles and asked him for a loan of on 
thousand dollars. On the Sunday that was Mother’s Day in America, Paul mentioned the 
need in the morning service and said that he would stand at the door and receive money 
as the people walked out. Before everybody left he had precisely one thousand dollars in 
his hands and we got the building under roof. We broke the ground in February and 
inaugurated the building on July 28, the National Independence Day in Peru. Missionary 
Nils Kastberg came from Argentina and spoke in the special services. I was in Sweden in 
those days. Praise the Lord, we were able to pay back the loan in the stipulated time. 
   Not only did we experience God’s help regarding money. In Peru the rainy season is 
from January to March, but it did not rain much that year and the construction was not 
hindered even one day because of rain. 
    
    
 

Chapter 37 
 

Brita:  The Pearl of the Andes 
    
 
   Tarma is situated at 10,000 feet above sea level on the bottom of a deep valley in the 
Andes. It takes five to six hours by car to get there from Lima. Thirteen miles from the 
city the road passes a mountain range at 14,000 feet and from there it goes down rather 
steep. At a sharp curve one can see the city deep down between high mountains and from 
that distance it looks like a pearl, which of course is the reason they call it “The Pearl of 
the Andes.” 
   I think Tarma is a nice little city. As we lived close to the center we never had to walk 
far to do errands. Every Thursday and Sunday is Market day, in Spanish “Feria.” People 
come from the surrounding countryside to sell their products. I always made my shopping 
tour on Thursdays. So much nice produce! And so nicely arranged on the sidewalks! The 
Indian ladies sat by the walls of the houses, often cross-legged, and offered their 
products. The customers walked on the narrow streets that were closed to the traffic. 
Carrots, peas, beans, celery, tomatoes, and whatever they had, lay in small piles. “Casera, 
casera, te enyapo,” they called out in order to get me to buy from them. (“My customer, 
my customer, I’ll give you some extra.”) That extra, yapa in the Indian language 
Quechua, seemed to be a must when shopping at the Feria. In those years their products 
were rather inexpensive. For two or three dollars I could fill a big basket with produce, 
fruit and meat for the needs of a whole week. 
   As I mentioned before, Tarma sits at the main road that goes from Lima down to the 
jungle on the east side of the Andes. From Tarma we had one and a half hours drive to 
get to the level where the jungle vegetation began. I remember very well the first time we 
went there. To get accustomed to the road, I did the driving, but when we came to a 
narrow bridge without sidings I screamed and did not dare drive even one inch more. 
“We are right in the middle of the bridge,” Per said, “just drive straight ahead.” “No, no, I 
dare not,” I answered and stepped out of the car. Then I walked behind when Per drove 
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across. The road had asphalt until the bridge, but after that it was only a narrow, graveled 
and winding road with high mountain walls on one side and deep precipices on the other. 
   I admit I was scared! But at the same time there were so many nice things to look at, 
majestic mountains, the thick tropical greenery and the gorgeous waterfalls. It never tired 
our eyes to see all the nice things God has created. Despite the fact that we had lived 
several years in South America, we had never before been to the jungle. As we drove 
farther down the vegetation became thicker. We saw plantations with oranges, bananas 
and papayas and the trees were loaded with fruit. When we came home again I told a man 
about our trip and he said, “So far no lady ever drove across that bridge.” That made me 
feel much better. 
   Some few miles from Tarma we found a nice place beside the river and we went there 
many times with the kids. There was no playground on the courtyard where we lived, but 
at the river they could play, romp around and splash in the water. We brought our lunch 
and enjoyed both the nature and the food. Some time later the landlord built a flat roof on 
top of the carport and the kids could play there. Still, we made a trip to the river almost 
every week. 
   Our oldest daughter started early as a missionary. Once, when she was thirteen years 
old, both Per and our Peruvian pastor were away at a conference and I was in charge of 
the evening service. That day I was very ill and could not go. Instead, I asked Kerstin to 
go and lead the service. She came home, beaming with joy, and said, “Mother, I preached 
twenty minutes.” She was young and proved to be a great help for us. She taught the 
children in Sunday school, took other young people with her and distributed tracts, 
visited the prison and the hospital. She was sixteen when we left Tarma and had already 
done quite a lot for God’s kingdom. All our children helped in one way or another and we 
thank God for them as they all were a great help for us. 
   The summer of 1961 I went to Sweden and stayed for seven weeks to be with my 
mother who had cancer and was very sick. The whole family was supposed to go on 
furlough after five years in Peru, but the church did not have money for the fares. But 
God helped so that I could be with my dear mother. She lived one and a half years more 
and got a chance to see her grandchildren before she went to her heavenly home. 
    Everything went well with Per and the kids while I was in Sweden, not considering the 
fact that he got blood poisoning once more. We had no telephone, but the mail functioned 
well and we kept good contact with each other. One day I got a letter from Kerstin in 
which she told me that she had made pea soup. She did not know how much to cook and 
did not think the peas would swell so much. She had to add water several times and 
change to bigger pots. At last she did not know what to do, but got an idea and carried the 
soup to our pastor. They had many kids and they could surely use it. As Kerstin came to 
their home with the big pot there was great joy in the family. That day they had nothing 
to eat and Kerstin saw God’s guidance in the whole matter. 
   I will also tell you something that happened to me in Sweden. I stayed in a small room 
on the first floor in the church. It was time for the big conference in the north, called 
Lapplandsveckan, and I went there. One day our pastor, Alvar Blomgren, called and said, 
“Brita, you have left such a mess in the room, everything is strewn all over the floor.” I 
felt embarrassed and told him I had left everything in order before I left. He laughed and 
said that thieves had been in the room. It was summer and I had left the window ajar. I 
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didn’t think about thieves! We found out that small boys had entered the room and all 
they got were some small change in American money. 
   In Peru we had taken many slides and I wanted the people at church to get an 
opportunity to see them. I thought back and forth about what to do. If I showed the slides 
in homes, only some few people would see them. At that time (it was 1961) it was not 
permitted to show pictures in the church. I asked the pastor and he said we could do it. 
Stanley Sjöberg was the youth pastor and he was in charge of the service. Probably he did 
not know what to do and said only that we were going to watch some pictures and turned 
the service over to me. I thought it was strange. Should we start without prayer? As I 
stepped forward I said that we should pray first and ask God that the show would be a 
blessing, and I think it was. That was the first time, both for Stanley and for me, but not 
the last. Nowadays, as we know, that is no big deal. 
   It’s peculiar how some things stay in our memory, and even after more than thirty years 
I can see everything clearly in my mind. Stanley had bought himself an old car and one 
day it wouldn’t start. The starter was just whirring. Some men helped him to push the car, 
but that did not help either. Curious as I am, I was standing there and just looked on. I 
approached Stanley and said, “It looks like the gas pump doesn’t work.” He looked at me 
and probably thought, “Women, what do they understand about cars?” For five years we 
had an old Ford that gave us some problems and that had taught me something about 
cars. Stanley had to give up and take the car to the workshop. The next day he came to 
me and said, “You were right, the gas pump was broke.” It was nice of him to recognize 
that I was right, and I felt really proud. 
   As I had left Peru to go to Sweden and bade farewell at the airport in Lima, I said to 
God, “There is a father with five kids. Let everything go well, they will need me back.” 
Everything went fine and I had seven wonderful weeks in Sweden. Before leaving Peru I 
asked Per if there was something he wanted. “A new car for the work,” he said, but did 
probably not believe I would be able to get money enough to buy one in just seven 
weeks. The car we had was worn out on the bad roads in the mountains. Miracle of 
miracles! I was able to get enough to buy a new Volvo Duett, a small van. It was a good 
vehicle and excellent for our needs. Not very big, but our kids learned to share space in 
the back seat and in the cargo space. 
   Pastor Alvar Blomgren was like a father to me. There was a conference in Malmköping 
and he took me there. He asked the chairman of the conference to let me to say something 
about our need of a car, and the request was granted. They had already taken two 
offerings in one meeting, but he suggested a third one. At least it would be enough to buy 
one wheel, he said. It came to 1,400 crowns, or almost 300 dollars. That was a lot of 
money and enough for more than one wheel. 
   When I had to go to the Fjugesta Nursing Home to say good-bye to my mother, pastor 
Blomgren went with me. That helped a lot because I cried out in pain when I walked out 
of the place. I did not know if I ever would see my mother again. It was painful to have to 
leave her and not be able to do anything to help her. 
   The same evening that I was going to travel to Peru I went to a meeting in our church 
and after that I took the night train to Gothenburg and from there I flew to Peru. When I 
told my friends how I got money for the trip, I said, “One half I paid myself and God 
helped me with the other half.” Of course, God helped me with all of it! I arrived safely 
to my family and they were glad to have their mama at home again. 



 67

Chapter 38 
 

Schooling for our Children 
    
 
BRITA: 
   Schooling for the missionary children who live in countries where there is no school 
available in their own language can be a problem. There was no Swedish school in Peru 
when our children were growing up. The teaching was not satisfactory in the public 
schools and the religious teaching was catholic and we did not want to send our kids 
there. 
   We heard about an American school for missionary children, situated in the jungle, so 
we wrote a letter and inquired about the possibility to send our children there. They 
answered that the children were welcome and that the cost was twenty-five dollars per 
child per month. That wasn’t very expensive, but it was too much for us because our 
whole support was $160 per month. We mentioned that in our next letter and they 
wondered how we could live on that small amount. They offered us to accept only ten 
dollars per month per child. 
   From Tarma it was a long way to the school in Tournavista in the middle of the 
Peruvian jungle with its many tributaries to the Amazon River. The school was situated 
in a village by of one of those rivers, the Pachitea River. We decided to send our children 
there. In order to get there we had to drive to Lima and from there they flew two hours. 
Today, with jet the flying time is only fifty-five minutes. There was another way to get to 
the school. Small airplanes flew from San Ramón, thirty miles from Tarma, just at the 
border of the jungle.  
Per drove to San Ramón and sent the girls with that plane. There was only one seat 
available beside the pilot and Kerstin sat there. The other girls and other passengers had 
to sit on the floor. During the flight a door flew open. A man sitting on his suitcase 
managed to shut it. Our youngest daughter sat right beside that door. What if she had 
been sucked out of the plane? Even today I shiver when I think about it. It would have 
been completely impossible to find her in that vast, dense jungle vegetation. We praise 
God for the angles that care for us! 
   The pilot who flew our girls to the school came from Poland and he had been a pilot in 
the Second World War. Three days later he was flying over the jungle when the weather 
suddenly changed. Instead of turning back he tried to fly to his destination, but got lost 
and crashed. Several months later the wreck was found. On another occasion when the 
children flew from San Ramón the weather got bad and they had to land in a little Indian 
village and stay there overnight. In the village was a little store. The owner loaned some 
blankets to the kids who had to sleep on the floor in a hut. 
   The older girls had learned some English earlier, but Agneta, the youngest, knew 
nothing. She was homesick and cried a lot the first weeks. Our friend from England, Peter 
Smith, heard about it and promised to buy a special doll for her. When she heard that 
promise she stopped crying. Coming home after the first term at the school she spoke 
with an American accent and we thought that was so cute. 
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   The children started school at six years of age and the time came when we needed to 
send our son Pepe there. Our finances were tight and we did not want to send the little 
boy so far away. Per wrote to the school and asked if I could get a job there. If so, that 
would help us with the payments and I could stay with the children. They hired me as the 
housemother for the fifty missionary children who lived in the boarding house. Per had to 
stay alone in Tarma, but we were focused on the best for our children and I believe that 
what we did was the best in our situation.  
   When I traveled to Sweden in the summer of 1961 I decided to make a stop in Fort 
Lauderdale, Florida, on my way back to Peru. I wanted to talk to the leaders of the 
Presbyterian Church that paid the salaries to the teachers. They were paid even during the 
vacation months and I thought I should get the same. They had a meeting just as I arrived 
and I was invited to talk to them. I said that if they wanted me back at the fall term I also 
wanted to be paid for the summer months. I had borrowed money for my tickets and I 
needed to pay back the loan. They granted my petition. 
   At the board meeting I did not only tell what I wanted. I also told them about life in the 
school. I told how Blue Jeans often were sent to the laundry in the same bag as bed sheets 
and towels and how the laundry man threw everything higgledy-piggledy into the 
machine. Even the maids were careless, which resulted in a change of color in the bed 
sheets. But blue sheets worked just as well. The board members had quite a laugh 
-because of my accent, I think. In Fort Lauderdale I also got to know a Swedish couple, 
precious people with whom I stayed.  
   I must tell another episode, something that later has been told in many places. I had one 
hundred dollars to spend. Anna Carlsson, the lady in the home where I stayed, drove me 
to a big department store. I wanted to take with me presents to the kids and to others and 
it was not every day I could go shopping in the States. The name of the store was 
Jefferson and she left me there at nine in the morning. We agreed that I should call her at 
lunchtime. She would come and get me so we could eat lunch together.  
   I was so happy to be by myself in that store and not have somebody with me saying all 
the time, “Aren’t you ready soon? Hurry up!” and so forth. I went all over the store from 
one end to the other. The cart I pushed was filled almost to overflowing. I felt no hunger 
and did not look at my watch. When I was almost done I saw Anna coming and she 
looked scared. She was anxious because I had not called. Then I looked at my watch and 
saw that it was 3:30 P.M. At that time things were not expensive. A dress for a twelve-
year-old girl was three dollars and I remember well the one I bought. It was like 
Christmas when I returned home and everybody was so happy for their presents. 
   At the end of August, when we were going back to the school, Kerstin wanted to stay 
home and care for her daddy. She felt so sorry for him, staying alone. “I can prepare food 
that he likes,” she said. “Besides, I can help in the church, and I can study by 
correspondence.” We decided accordingly and she was a great help for him. 
   That was our last year in Tarma. The following year we went to Sweden on furlough. 
Lennart and Boyan Lindgren came to take responsibility for the work. About one week 
before we were going to leave, our pastor, Alvar Blomgren, came to visit us and together 
we traveled to Lima and to Quito, Ecuador, where we stayed a few days. From there we 
traveled on different routes, but met again in New York. Missionaries Nils and Mary 
Taranger from Brazil also came there. The destination in Sweden was Örebro for all of us 
and again we flew with different airlines. Rolf Lundgren, who flew Alvar Blomgren in a 
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small plane to Örebro met him in Stockholm. We flew to Gothenburg and some friends 
met us there and took us by car the rest of the trip. 
       
PER: 
   It wasn’t easy at times to get an adequate schooling for the children, neither for them 
nor for us. Because of our furloughs, we moved between South America and Sweden 
several times, and their studies came to a halt. Then they had to start all over again! That 
way they got their schooling in different languages. If I remember it correctly, Kerstin got 
her schooling in twelve different schools and in four different languages. She started in a 
German school in Osorno, Chile and continued in Sweden. During some months, from 
October 1955 to May 1956, she and Ingrid went to an English-speaking school in 
Toronto, Canada. After that, we moved to Arequipa in Peru, and there the teaching was in 
Spanish. By the grace of God they have gone through all the changes very well. To grow 
up with different languages doesn’t seem to have been a disadvantage, on the contrary. 
Through our different moves, they have all learned Swedish, Spanish and English, and 
have had good use of those languages. 
   In Peru, someone told us about an American school for missionary children. It was 
situated far out in the Peruvian jungle. We lived high up in the Andean Mountains, and 
the only means to get to the school was by flight, either from the capital city of Lima at 
the coast or from a little airstrip near San Ramón, not very far from Tarma, where we 
lived at the time. As Brita has mentioned, the charge for the schooling, board included, 
was twenty-five dollars per month, but we could not afford it. As all schooling in Sweden 
was free of charge, the sponsoring churches didn’t understand that schooling had to be 
paid for in other countries. Our solution to the problem was that Brita worked as 
housemother at the school, and I lived alone in our apartment in Tarma during the school 
terms. 
   My food was quite simple. I bought liver, potatoes and onions. But I still varied the 
meals: one day I had liver, onions and potatoes; the next day I had potatoes, onions and 
liver; and the third day I hade onions with liver and potatoes. As dessert, I had dried 
plums and milk every day. In those years, I traveled a lot and visited the small churches 
in villages in the mountains, and was always invited to the modest meals with the Indians 
and farmers in their huts. I suffered no needs. But Kerstin felt sorry for her dad and one 
year she wanted to stay home from school in order to take care of the household and her 
father. That she did very well, and at the same time, ministered very well in the 
evangelization work at the church in Tarma. 
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Chapter 39 
 

Brita:  Vacation on the Ucayali 
    
 
   Most of the children who lived and studied in the school in Tournavista were from 
missionary families who lived and worked in the jungle. We had our home in the 
mountains and I wanted very much to see how these missionaries lived. I got a chance to 
go with the director of the school, Miss Omundsen, and two other friends, Steve and 
Tisch Stoltzfus, to a place called Caco at the Ucayali River. The Baker family lived there 
with the Shipibo tribe. 
   Ucayali is one of the two big rivers that together form the well-known and mighty 
Amazonas. The school was at the Pachitea River, one of the many tributaries to Ucayali. 
Steve took us in his speedboat with an outboard motor. We started on a Saturday morning 
and after four hours arrived in Caco. 
   The next day was Sunday and all the people in the village came to the service in their 
little church with palm leaf roof and earthen floor. I sat in the back, and among other 
things, observed one woman who all the time was picking lice from the hair of another. 
The Baker family had two maids in the kitchen. Their grandmother always came with 
them and she stretched out in the middle of the floor and slept there while the girls 
worked. I thanked God that he did not call me to work among the jungle Indians. There 
was a greater need of patience than I could muster. 
   Steve had worked with the motor, which had failed some when we came. When it was 
ready we started our trip home early on Monday morning. The Baker’s oldest son 
followed us down the river for one hour just to see if we would have trouble with the 
motor and would need some help. So far all had gone well and he turned around and went 
back to Caco. As soon as he was gone, the motor started to cough and sputter and just 
died. There we were floating down the river. We stopped at another village to see if they 
could sell food to us. There was no food, but we got a paddle and with that we could at 
least steer the boat as we continued floating down the river. At the mission station they 
had radio communication with other places, but we had no chance at all to send a 
message to anybody who could help us.  
   Another problem was that when we would reach the place where the Pachitea 
connected with the Ucayali we could not float any further. As long as we were on the 
Ucayali we could float with the river, but we could not float against the current. Before 
we got to the junction we heard the sound of a motor and at a bend of the river we a saw a 
“Peki-peki.” That is a pet name for another kind of motor with a sound like “peki-peki-
peki.” We had no food other than a live chicken, which we traded for some boiled eggs 
with the owner of the other boat. 
   We received help from the Peki-peki who towed us upstream on the Pachitea. Late in 
the afternoon we arrived at a place called Honoria. Our friends in Tournavista had missed 
us and sent a boat to look for us, but they soon turned around thinking that we had stayed 
another day in Caco. Anyhow, they left a spare motor at Honoria for us. The night fell, 
but there was no place to sleep in Honoria. We did not want to stay there either because 
those who lived there said there were lots of poisonous snakes in the area. Steve said that  
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we must continue in spite of the darkness and because of that we had to go very slow. 
Logs and debris were floating in the river.  
   Finally we came to a place where an oil company had a deposit. In that place they had a 
cinema, which was open. There were no benches and we slept on the floor, but at least we 
had a roof over our heads. A woman in the village had malaria and since we had some 
pills with us we were glad to give them to her. Early on Tuesday we could continue and 
soon arrived in Tournavista. When I think about that trip, I remember the day we were 
floating on the Ucayali River as an extra day of vacation. 
    
       
    
    

Chapter 40 
 

Brita:  The Stowaway 
    
 
   During our stay in Sweden Per traveled a lot, visiting churches in order to stir up 
interest for the mission work in Peru. At the same time he visited many schools, showing 
slides and talking about the land and its peculiarities.  
   In the month of January 1964 we traveled again to South America. First with train to 
Antwerp in Belgium and from there with a ship through the Panama Canal to Callao in 
Peru. Per had wished to go to Portugal, and when the ship left Antwerp we were told that 
we were going to make a stop in Lisboa. There, the missionaries Tage Stålberg and Eric 
Johansson, who lived and worked in that city, met us. The stay in Lisboa was very short, 
but at least we got to see part of the city and the meeting place for the church. 
   On the ship we had two staterooms. Our children slept in one and Brita and I in the 
other. Early one morning Pepe came very agitated to us and said: “A stowaway is laying 
underneath Agneta’s bed.” At first we thought that he was joking, but when he protested 
and said it was true, Per immediately got up and went to look under the bed. Sure enough, 
he saw somebody under it. He got hold of the steward and told him what had happened. 
He came and pulled out the one we thought was a stowaway, and said, “It’s good that we 
finally found him.”  
   It was a member of the crew. The ship was Norwegian and this sixteen-year-old boy 
had signed on in Oslo for his first ocean trip. The night before he had been drinking and 
was completely dazed when he looked for his cabin. Instead of finding it, he came to the 
children’s stateroom and crawled underneath Agneta’s bed and slept heavily. Later that 
day the captain asked us if it was really true. When we told him so he said that the boy 
would be sent home from Lisboa. What he had done was a heinous crime. We interceded 
for him, and he was allowed to stay on board. 
   That story went around on many ships. Several years later I heard it from a captain on 
another ship and could tell him that we were the ones who had had that stowaway in the 
children’s stateroom. 
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Chapter 41 
 

Brita:  We Move to Huancayo 
    
 
   About one month after we left Sweden we arrived again in Peru. We were sure that it 
was according to the will of God that we should start a new ministry in Huancayo, a big 
commercial city in the Mantaro valley, situated 11,000 feet above sea level. The valley is 
about thirty miles long and it has many villages and towns. Most of the people who live 
in the countryside are descendents of the mighty Incas who dominated the country until 
the sixteenth century when the Spaniards came and conquered it. 
   The population of Huancayo is about 300,000. I mentioned that it is a commercial city, 
something very obvious especially on Sundays when people from the rural areas come to 
sell their products and buy what they need. Somebody told us they estimate that the 
population of the city increases with about 50,000 on weekends. On one of the avenues 
there are four rows of stands in an almost one mile long stretch. They sell shoes and 
clothing, beautiful weavings, mantas made of alpaca wool, furniture and household goods 
of all kinds, and thousand of other items. And, of course, food for the hungry. There is 
another part where they sell animals: cows, horses, mules and donkeys, pigs, guinea pigs, 
chicken, geese and turkey, etc. 
   In that city we were about to start a ministry, and there we lived more than twenty-five 
years. We started to visit villages and towns in the whole Mantaro valley, holding open-
air meetings and selling books and Bibles and other literature. I told about the Sunday 
market in Huancayo. In two other cities in the valley, Concepción and Jauja, they also 
had markets on Sundays. In other towns there were markets other weekdays. 
   About one year after our arrival we rented a room on the main street and started 
services and a Sunday school. We invited people of all ages, but hardly anybody came. 
We went to the Market and held services on the street, inviting people to other services, 
all with the same results. Then, suddenly, I got an idea. I asked the kids at the Market if 
they would like to get a ride in our car to the Sunday school. We had a new Volvo 
Amazon Station Wagon that we treated with much care. Now more than twenty-five kids 
crawled into the vehicle. Many were snotty and smeary, but very happy to get a ride in a 
car. At that moment I felt like God was saying to me, “Snotty and smeary kids you can 
get to heaven, but never a car, not even the one most cared for.” 
   After the Sunday school we took the children back to the Market and we continued with 
that for a time. The children got a taste for the services and later they came by 
themselves. Others, who lived far away, we continued to bring in the car. The room we 
had rented for the services was in a part of the city called El Tambo, but we wanted to get 
a place in the center. We rented a big storeroom, but it was far from adequate. We saw a 
big house that would suit our needs, just one block from the main street. The owner had 
plans to start a Supermarket in the building and did not want to sell it.  
   We went on furlough to Sweden and our daughter and son-in-law had responsibility for 
the ministry. One night the owner of the building had a dream. He dreamt that I was 
standing before him, saying, “Do it for God’s sake.” He told Per later that he thought the 
dream was strange and did not care for its message. The next night he had the same 
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dream and also the following night. Then he sent a message to our son-in-law and told 
him, “Tell Mr. Anderas that they can buy the building, just so they let me sleep in peace.” 
   A few weeks later Per came back to Peru and went to see Mr. Carlos, the owner. “What 
kind of telepathy are you using as your wife talks to me from Sweden?” he asked. “There 
is no telepathy,” Per answered, “but God has spoken to you as He wants you to sell the 
building to us.” Reluctantly he said, “Well, if God has said it, I think I must do it. I 
understand you brought the money with you from Sweden.” Per did not have much and 
told Mr. Carlos that because he had not been willing to sell, the Lord had not given the 
money either. He left a small amount as down payment and signed a contract. In chapter 
45 I will tell how we paid the whole amount. 
   It was important for our ministry to have a central location. At the same time as the 
services continued in the new location Per and other men worked with the renovation and 
we got a nice place for our meetings. In the middle of June 1971 it was ready for 
dedication. The Post Office had used the building earlier and many messages had gone 
through it, but now it became a place for the greatest message of all: “Salvation for 
mankind through faith in Jesus.” 
    
    
 
 

Chapter 42 
 

Per:  Wu Chuc Hung 
    
 
   Huancayo is a very busy commercial center, something that is very noticeable on 
Sundays, when the “Feria Dominical” (Sunday Fair) is in full swing. It is estimated that 
the population of the city increases with about fifty thousand people on the weekends, 
and many of those are tourists. In Huancayo you can buy everything from needles to 
trucks. But in spite of the many bookstores there was no bookstore that had evangelical 
literature, and we thought that there should be one. We rented a small store and started to 
sell books and especially Bibles. 
   A young man, seventeen years old, became a faithful customer. Every week he bought 
a new book. His name was Wu Chuc Hung and he was born in China. In Peru we called 
him Justo, which means “righteous.” He had come with his parents when they emigrated 
from China to Peru. His father started a factory where they made linen yarn. Linen grew 
well in the Mantaro valley, but when nylon and other synthetic fibers became common 
there was no market for linen and they had to close the factory. When we got to know the 
family they had a wholesale store for groceries and Justo worked there. 
   Justo was among the first to be baptized when we started our evangelical work. Soon he 
started to talk about going to Hong Kong or Taiwan to study, but Kerstin told him to go 
to the United States instead. A pastor from Seattle, called Wood, came to us for a visit 
and he agreed to take Justo with him and help him get settled in a school. He did so and 
Justo studied some years at the Assemblies of God Bible Institute in Kirkland, 
Washington. 



 74

   Before they left Peru we were invited together with pastor Wood to a farewell dinner in 
the family’s home. They served several Chinese specialties, for example swallow nest 
soup. Both pastor Wood and Brita and I received nice gifts, cut from ivory. He also 
received two golden coins. 
   About two months later we were invited by the family to a Chinese restaurant and were 
seated at the same table as an older brother to Justo. We told him that we were about to 
purchase a piece of land and build a house. Then he told us he had a house where we 
might like to live. The following day he showed us the house that had been the home of 
the general manager of the linen factory. Nobody had lived in the house for twenty years. 
When I asked about the rent he said that his mother probably would not ask for any rent 
from us. Two days later I went to his office to get the answer. He threw a set of keys to 
me and said, “Here are the keys, move in if you like.” 
   We had been asked to leave the house we rented on the Faustino Quispe Street and 
received the offer with thankfulness, but I needed three months to clean the house, paint 
the rooms and make them livable. As I mentioned earlier the house had not been used 
during twenty years. The roof was broken and the birds had made their nests inside. The 
water supply from the city did not reach the house so I built my own water cleaning plant, 
taking water from an irrigation canal. It served us very well during several years until the 
water service from the city reached our suburb. There was also another, smaller house on 
the property that we could use.  
   In the church in Seattle where brother Wood was the pastor, one of the members was an 
old lady from China that they called Grandma Lee. Pastor Wood invited her to his home, 
thinking that maybe she and Justo could understand each other. Yes they could, and in 
their conversation they found out that Grandma Lee and Justo’s mother had been 
classmates in a Baptist school in their hometown, somewhere in that big country. 
Grandma Lee was illiterate, but she talked on cassettes and sent them to her old classmate 
in Peru, telling her about her faith in Jesus. The result was that Justo’s mother believed in 
Jesus and became a Christian.  
   In that way we became links in a wonderful chain of happenings. We came from 
Sweden to Huancayo in Peru and won Justo for Jesus. When he later, through us, came to 
Seattle and met his mother’s schoolmate, she became the link to the salvation of Mrs. Wu 
in Peru. Wonderful are indeed the ways of the Lord! 
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Chapter 43 
 

Per:  Houses, More Than One 
    
 
   Not long before we went to South America the first time I read in the tenth chapter of 
the Gospel of Mark what Jesus said: “I tell you the truth, no one who has left home or 
brothers and sisters or mother and father or children or fields for me and the gospel will 
fail to receive a hundred times as much in this present age (homes, brothers, sisters, 
mothers, children and fields – and with them, persecutions) and in the age to come, 
eternal life.” 
   The verses became so vivid to me and I especially noted the word “houses.” I showed 
the verse to Brita and said, “Look here, we are going to get houses!”  
   We did not get houses at once. On the contrary, we had lots of trouble during many 
years to get convenient housing, but later the promise was fulfilled. In my mother tongue 
the word “hus” (house) is the same in singular and plural, but both in the English and 
Spanish translations the word is explicit in plural –houses, casas.  
   In the previous chapter, where I told about Justo – Wu Chuc Hung, I also mentioned 
how in Huancayo we had two houses for free and we lived there during eleven years. 
After that we moved to an apartment in the buildings we constructed for our Bible 
Institute in the suburb of Chilca. 
   After some years in Peru we met an English missionary who asked if we knew Mrs. 
Lawton. We had not met her. “But she is Swedish,” he said. That sounded strange for us 
because Lawton is not a Swedish name. Anyhow, we went to the address he gave us, and 
sure enough, there was a Swedish lady with the name Lawton. Her first name was Olga 
and we always called her auntie Olga. 
   Auntie Olga was born in the northern part of Skåne, the southernmost province of 
Sweden. Her mother died when she was very young and her father married another lady. 
Olga got a stepmother who treated her badly and Olga left the home and got a job in 
Stockholm. As soon as she had saved enough money she went to the United States. After 
some years she married and had her home in California. Her husband was a traveling 
salesman and disappeared during one of his trips. Two years later somebody came and 
gave her his clothes, but she never knew what had happened to him. 
   Olga got a job in a family who had come from Peru. They moved back to Peru and 
Olga followed along. After some time in Lima they moved back to the States, but Olga 
stayed in Peru. While she worked in that family she made fruit preserves and friends to 
the family liked the homemade preserves very much and wanted more of them. Olga 
made more and sold to some stores. Her products were in great demand and she hired 
some ladies to help her and soon she had a little factory going. When we first met her she 
had about twenty employees, cleaning and cooking strawberries. 
   We lived in the mountains and every time we had errands to do in Lima we visited 
auntie Olga and I could help her with some small jobs. Going home we always carried 
some jars with foam, a by-product from making the strawberry jam. Each time the foam 
grew and flooded the jars. We did not understand why but learned later that the lower 
pressure at 15,000 feet when we passed over the Andes made the foam increase.  
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   The year 1962, when Olga turned seventy-two years old, she sold her little factory and 
went to her native district in Sweden. She also came to the house where she had lived as a 
little girl. Standing on the steps of the house she remembered that when she many years 
ago lived in Chicago and longed for a home, God had told her, “You are going to get 
back the home of your childhood.” During the last years nobody had lived in the house 
and it was in bad condition. Olga bought the house, had it fixed, and lived there until 
1976 when she was moved to her heavenly home.  
   We lived in Peru, but every time we visited Sweden we went to see auntie Olga. On one 
occasion, she asked if we wanted to have her house. But we said no as we still had our 
work in Peru. The next time we visited her, she asked the same question and we gave the 
same answer. On the following visit, some years later, she asked us for the third time. 
Circumstances had changed, we thought differently and said yes. “Then let us 
immediately go to town and write a new will,” she said. In an earlier will she had stated 
that the house would be sold and half of the proceeds should go to missions in Israel and 
the other half to us. 
   We went again to Peru and one year later we got a message that auntie Olga had passed 
away. In 1977 we got the legal documents on the house. Now we had one house in 
Sweden and two houses in Peru. Houses, more than one. 
   To live in Peru and have a house in Sweden was not always easy. We lived in the house 
on our short furloughs and tried to rent it out between those times. Our daughter Kerstin 
and her family lived there three years and enjoyed the house. When we became senior 
citizens and retired from the ministry in Peru we sold the house and made our home in 
Florida in order to be able to travel to Spanish speaking countries and teach the Word of 
God. 
   In the summers we used to travel to northern Wisconsin and visit our son Pepe and his 
family. They had a cottage in a district where the nature is very similar to Sweden. Not 
far from that place Pepe’s wife had an aunt and uncle, Carl and Gerry Hultgren, living in 
a house on a hill by a lake. Now I must tell that Brita since many years back had said that 
she wished that before she died she would live in a house on a hill by a lake. Only a wish, 
but the Bible says in Psalm 37:4, “Delight yourself in the Lord and he will give you the 
desires of your heart.” 
   In the month of June 1992 we visited Pepe and were invited for lunch at the Hultgren 
residence with my brother Lars who had come from Sweden. “I would like to have a 
house like this,” said Brita. It was exactly what she had said during many years, but that 
we had no possibility to buy. One month later when we were back in Florida, Pepe called 
and said that Carl was going to sell his house. “If you would like to live there in the 
summers, I can buy it for you,” he said. Who could say no to such an offer? Brita’s desire 
was fulfilled and we had two houses, one in Florida and one in Wisconsin. Houses, more 
than one. 
   Five summers we lived in the house in northern Wisconsin and we spent the winters in 
Florida. While we lived in Peru Brita was diagnosed with diabetes and the illness affected 
her body more every year. In Florida we became friends with a doctor and he never 
charged us any fees, but X-rays and medications were costly. We sold our house in 
Florida, Pepe sold the house in Wisconsin, and we moved to Vrigstad in Sweden. 
   As I write this we live in a rented apartment, but for about thirty years we lived in 
houses we did not own, neither did we pay any rent. Houses, more than one. The words 
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of promise from the Gospel of Mark that I quoted at the beginning of this chapter were 
fulfilled, likewise the wish that Brita had about living in a house on a hill by a lake. Our 
God is faithful! 
    
 
 
 

Chapter 44 
 

Per:  A Chain of Events 
    
 
   One thing that we may never understand is God’s intervention in healings. Some people 
who firmly believe in God’s power to heal suffer anyhow year after year from illnesses 
while others get healed in the blink of an eye, some even without knowing anything about 
divine healing. 
   I became involved in a chain of happenings that had to do with sickness and divine 
healings. In the month of December 1970 I traveled to Peru after some months in 
Sweden. I flew with Islandic Airlines to New York and then continued from there with 
bus to Pittsburgh to visit our friends Anders and Lillemor Otterland. From Pittsburgh I 
took the bus to Miami and then I traveled further on a flight to Lima. While sitting on the 
bus I noticed a swelling on the left knee and it hurt a lot in the narrow space between the 
seats in the bus. 
   To teach in a Bible seminar in Huancayo came a brother from Seattle, Lennard Darbee. 
After the seminar we went to Tarma for some meetings. One evening several people 
came forward to be prayed for and among them a lady, Maria de Camarena, supported 
with two crutches. Some month’s prior she had been in a traffic accident. Both her legs 
had been broken in the middle. To help with the healing, the doctors had put sticks of 
stainless steal in the bones. They had also removed some splinters, which made one leg 
shorter than the other. The other leg was crooked and she walked with great difficulties, 
limping. She got prayed for and set down on a bench.  
   Behind her stood her husband, Lucho. He had fallen into a hole in his workplace and 
had big bruises on his leg and was hurting. I asked him about his problem. “My legs were 
hurting a lot,” he said, “but the pain just disappeared.” We didn’t even pray for him. God 
healed both in one instant.  
   The following day we went to visit them in their home some miles outside of the city. 
There they came running, both Maria and Lucho. God had healed them and none of them 
had any symptoms of the hurts. Maria’s short leg had grown to normal and the crooked 
one was straight. All Lucho’s bruises and pain had disappeared. They were of course 
extremely happy. 
   Although God healed others when we prayed for them, I still had the swelling on my 
knee. I went to the hospital in La Oroya and talked to doctor Polo. He was the one that 
operated on Maria after the accident. I asked him if he believed in divine healing. “What 
is that?” he asked. I told him what had happened to Maria and that she now was 
completely well. I also told him about other healings that we and other people had 
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experienced. The doctor was amazed and it seemed hard for him to believe what I told 
him. He asked me to come back another day to take a sample from the swelling on my 
knee. 
   A while later I was standing in a corridor in the hospital. The doctor came and asked 
me to follow him to a ward. In a bed was a young girl with wounds full of pus that 
wouldn’t dry out. She had also lost all feelings in a foot as a nerve was damaged in an 
operation. “I want you to pray for her,” said the doctor. “There is no hope of healing for 
her.” The doctor stood on one side of the bed while I prayed for her and after that I left 
the hospital. 
   The next time I came I was told that the girl was healed. The wounds dried out and the 
damaged nerve was restored. “Now I have another case for you,” said doctor Polo, as he 
took me to another ward. There lay a nurse whose both kidneys had stopped functioning 
and I understood that she was dying from urine poisoning. The doctor asked me to pray 
for her, which I gladly did. She was also completely healed, but I had still the swelling on 
my knee. 
   Doctor Polo gave me an appointment for some time later when he would operate on my 
knee, but when I came back to the hospital the knee didn’t hurt anymore and the swelling 
had disappeared. It looks like God let me have that swelling on my knee for a time and by 
that led me into a chain of events when he healed those sick persons. The ways of the 
Lord may sometimes seem strange, but they are always wonderful. 
    
 
 
    

Chapter 45 
 

Brita:  The Purchase of the Church Building 
 
    
   During more than twenty years I had suffered with heart trouble. While we were in 
Sweden 1970 our daughter Ingrid had come from Gothenburg where she studied at the 
university. Per was traveling and we were going to have visitors, Uno Gustin and his 
wife. The previous night I could not sleep. I could not breath and had to get up from bed 
time after time. Ingrid studied medicine, and had just read about the heart. She 
understood that my illness was serious and took me to the emergency room in the 
hospital. I sat on a stretcher and if I lay down, as a nurse wanted me to do, I could not 
breathe. When a doctor came I asked him at once, “Can I go home again?” He was 
Norwegian, with kind brown eyes, and said with his nice accent, “We must first calm this 
unruly heart.” I understood that I had to stay there some days.  
     When Per came home and visited me at the hospital, the doctor said to him, “If she 
had come three days later, we could not have saved her life.” God spared my life. My 
heart fluttered and they gave me an electric shock in order to correct the beat, but soon it 
fluttered again. 
   In December, Per took our youngest son, Lars with him and they went to Peru, while 
Pepe and I stayed in Sweden. We moved from our apartment in Örebro and went to live 
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with a good friend in Tenhult. There we celebrated Christmas. It was the second 
Christmas without Per, but Pepe and I had a good time and much fun. 
   After Christmas Pepe also went to Peru and I was alone in Sweden. I was on sick leave 
until January 15. Five days later I started itinerating to collect money for the purchase of 
the building in Huancayo. It was not good for my health, but I said that even if this was 
the last thing I was going to do for the work in Peru, I had to do it. Soon after I started my 
itineration there was railway strike and I had to travel far north. I remember that I was so 
cold that I felt like a chunk of ice when I left Örebro, and I said to God, “You know that I 
need 24,000 crowns within three weeks.” We had printed a pamphlet with a picture of 
myself dressed like an Indian woman. Per wrote a song that I sang, and I asked for faith-
promises up to 150 crowns. This was 1971 and I think we were maybe the first to ask for 
faith-promises in Sweden. 
   It was very cold with much snow when I arrived in Norrland (the northernmost part of 
Sweden) and because of the railway strike it was very difficult to travel. I was afraid to 
call our treasurer to ask about the situation. After three weeks I finally did. When I called, 
he said, “This is going very well, and tomorrow I will send 24,000 crowns to Peru.” 
Praise the Lord! What a relief!  But there were still 60,000 crowns more to pay and the 
following month 24,000 crowns more must be sent. I continued my travels and had many 
precious services. Even so, it was tiresome. The next month, the set amount had been 
gathered. But I was exhausted, and I said to God, “Now I can do no more. You have to 
help by some other means. I am going to Peru to be with Per.” 
   My desire was to finish my itinerary in Stockholm. I went to the Mission Conference in 
Alingsås. In line for lunch, I happened to be standing stood beside Willis Säwe, the pastor 
of the Philadelphia Church in Stockholm. I asked him if I could come for a meeting. I 
will never forget his answer. With a fatherly voice he answered, “Dear child, of course 
you must come.” I did, and I hade the pleasure to speak to a big crowd. 
   My health was far from good, and therefore I traveled to Peru by ship. That was 
wonderfully pleasant. The voyage took one full month and the ocean was completely 
calm, even in the English Channel. After a long separation, Per and I were together again. 
We still had 36,000 crowns to pay for the building and we paid little by little as money 
arrived. At the end of the year we still owned 12,000 crowns. It was a heavy burden, but 
right then help arrived. John Hall from “Erikshjälpen” (a relief organization) was 
traveling in South America and came to visit us shortly. He asked about our financial 
situation and we told him about it. Then he said something that was like precious music 
to our ears. “I have received some money to use where I see a need and I will give you 
the 12,000 crowns.” Precious reality! We owed no more! 
   When the building was paid for we breathed a sigh of relief and said to each other, “No 
more project for us!” But we did not know what projects God had in store. 
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Chapter 46 
 

Per: Performing Weddings 
    
 
   It happened once in a while that couples wanting to get married came and asked me to 
perform the religious ceremony. In Peru the legal ceremony always had to be done by the 
mayor or some other authority. In those cases, I always used to have a conversation with 
the couple some days before the wedding to talk about the program and the vows. 
   I made it a point to write down their names and explained about the questions. For 
example, “Do you promise, Adolf Antonio Rodriguez, to take this women, Rosita Elena 
Villanueva, to be your wedded wife…?” He then should answer, “Yes, I do.” After that I 
gave the same question to the bride. 
   Once a young lady and her mother came and asked if I would perform the wedding for 
the young lady. The wedding would be the coming Saturday. “But, where is the man?” I 
asked. They answered that he was in Lima but was going to come with the train on 
Thursday. I did not want to perform the ceremony, as I did not know any of them. Brita 
thought that I should be nice to them and help them anyhow. I promised to do it and we 
agreed that they should come to me on Friday to talk about the ceremony and everything 
else involved. 
   The man did not come with the train on Thursday, but on Friday and therefore they did 
not come to me until Saturday morning after they had been to the Townhouse and 
performed the legal ceremony. 
   When we in our conversation came to the point were I said that he should answer, 
“Yes, I do,” he gave me another question and asked what would happen if he answered 
“No.” I thought the question was strange, but told that it didn’t matter, since they already 
were legally married. 
   At the appointed time in the afternoon I came to the church and the program went 
ahead as planned. The moment we were in the most important part of the ceremony and I 
was giving the important questions, there was a great commotion at the door. A young 
lady came running and yelled, “Adolf, Adolf, why are you doing this to me?” Several 
others came behind her and somebody gave the bridegroom a strong pinch in the ear, like 
as if he was a little rascal. There was of course a great excitement among all assembled. 
The lady was led out of the church and after a while the people calmed down and I 
finished the ceremony. I was too chocked from what had happened and did not stay for 
the reception that followed. 
    
   What had happened? I was told later that when the man came on the train on Friday he 
traveled with the lady who later came running into the church. They knew each other 
since long before and on the trip they had agreed to get married, in spite of the fact that 
he was on his way to Huancayo to marry another lady. The lady who came with him on 
the train learned about the wedding and that is why she came running in the middle of the 
ceremony. 
   One year later somebody from the same family came and asked me to perform another 
wedding. I was not the least interested, thinking about what had happened a year before. 
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“Yes, but that couple lives happily together,” was the answer to my denial. As we all 
know, many marriages start with peace and joy, but end up unhappy. In this case it was 
apparently the opposite. But even today I can well remember when the lady came running 
and screaming: “Adolf, Adolf, why are you doing this to me?” 
    
   Another wedding I remember very well happened in San Francisco. No, not the big city 
in California, but a small settler town beside a tributary to a tributary to the Amazon 
River, far into the Peruvian jungle. I had been invited to participate and preach at a 
conference for the evangelical churches in the region. The services were held in a small 
chapel built on a slope toward the river. With me on the trip I had two of my daughters, 
Ingrid and Agneta, a new missionary from Norway, Gro Agersten, and Justino Aliaga, a 
Peruvian pastor. 
   We slept in different homes about half a mile from the chapel. It was hard for Gro to eat 
the food that was new to her and she didn’t understand much Spanish either and was 
unable to follow the teaching. Therefore she stayed in the home where she slept. The lady 
in the house felt sorry for Gro and prepared a special soup for her and served it at 
midday. When Gro received the plate she saw something strange floating on the surface 
and wondered what that could be. The lady of the house spoke only Quechua and Gro 
could not ask what kind of soup it was. Then she remembered having seen the lady 
earlier in day doing something with flying ants. The soup was made from the back part of 
the ants. Some wings had fallen of and were floating in the soup. I can guarantee you that 
Gro did not eat the soup with good appetite.  
   A wedding was also to be celebrated at the conference as a young couple was getting 
married. Some days before they had been to the local authority for the legal marriage. 
The brothers who led the conference decided one morning that the wedding should take 
place in the evening. Ingrid was staying in the home where the bride lived and when she 
heard about it she went home and told the young girl. All exited she said: “I heard that 
you are getting married today.” “Oh, is that so?” said the girl who did not seem exited at 
all. 
   Justino Aliaga, the visiting pastor, was going to perform the wedding. Agneta had 
brought her accordion. She could play “Svenska folk du borde tacka,” (a patriotic song) 
and that would serve as the wedding march. I was to lead the bride to the altar. Above the 
aisle in the church there hung a kerosene lamp very low and I had to duck under it and at 
the same time try to walk solemnly with the girl at the tune of the unusual march. 
   The pastor knew the bridegroom and his name, but had not taken note of the name of 
the bride. When he asked the question, “Do you, Federico Antonio Salvatierra, take this 
lady…?” he had to ask, “What is your name, sister?” before he could continue. When he 
was going to ask the bride the same question, he had already forgotten her name and had 
to ask again, “What is your name, sister?” It sounded so comical and both my girls and I 
had a hard time keeping a straight face. All the sense of solemnity blew away. Anyhow 
the two young people got married. 
    
    We had no trouble when we drove to San Francisco, but lots of trouble going home. 
The night before we were going home it rained hard. In one place the road crossed a 
small creek, but now it had swelled to a wide river. I let the passengers out and tried to 
drive across and got stuck in the mud somewhere in the middle of the heavy stream. A 
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truck driver tried to pull me out, but the rope split. Somebody else helped me and I was 
happy to finally come across. About an hour later we came to a place where a landslide 
had blocked the road. More vehicles were coming and soon there was a long line of cars 
and trucks and buses. Everybody was hoping that the Road Department would send a 
bulldozer to clean the road, but nothing happened. We had to sleep that night as best we 
could, sitting in the car. Fortunately, we were not at a high altitude and did not freeze. Of 
course, no food was available as we were in the middle of nowhere. The people we had 
stayed with had given us bananas so we had something to eat and we also gave some to 
other people. Some of them sold the bananas at exorbitant prices to other hungry persons.  
   Finally, at about midday, a bulldozer came and cleared the road and an hour later we 
could continue. In the afternoon there was another stop. A dam for an electric power 
station was under construction and the road had to be moved higher up on the 
mountainside. We had to wait in a long line while the road was cleared from rocks. Loose 
rocks were falling down and one made a dent in the bumper. Had it hit any of us we 
would have died. It was late in the evening when we finally came home, more then 
twenty-four hours late. There were no cell-phones at that time, and for that matter, no 
telephones at all, and I had no possibility to tell Brita about the delay.  
   
 
 
  

Chapter 47 
 

Brita:  San Martín 
    
 
   The doctors had told me that I should not go to Huancayo, which is situated at 11,000 
feet above sea level in the Andes. With a deficient valve and a fluttering heart they 
thought that I should not live at that elevation. But I had no choice. I did not want to be a 
hinder to my husband and our task and therefore had to trust in God’s sustaining power. 
That has worked. Every new day is for me a gift from the Lord. 
   Certain periods I was weak and could not do much and I became tired of just staying 
home and inside the house. One day I asked Per, who was going to do some errands, to 
take me with him so I could just sit in the car. When his errands were done he thought 
that we should make a small trip and go to some place we hadn’t seen before. We left the 
city and started out on a small road into the woods. It was so beautiful with the 
eucalyptus trees along the road and we enjoyed the healthy smell from those trees. 
Suddenly we came to an open space filled with plastic tents in many different colors. On 
top of every tent sat a Peruvian flag. 
   We stopped the car and asked a man what this was. We thought it was a kind of market. 
“We live here,” said the man. In the conversation that followed we found out that about 
one thousand people lived there. First they had put their simple tents at the shore of the 
Mantaro River, but the authorities had moved them by night with military trucks to this 
place. Like so many other poor Peruvians they needed a place to live and had asked for 
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some land, but received nothing. While they lived along the river many of their children 
had died because of the humidity and the cold.  
   A farmer had donated this land, but their “houses” were far from good. When we saw 
their situation, and especially as we thought about the unhealthy conditions for the 
children we asked for help from Sweden and received 10,000 crowns from PMU (a relief 
organization). We bought corrugated metal sheets for roofs and also blankets, that we in 
first place gave to families with several children. 
   On rainy nights, when the rain was pelting on our roof, I thought a lot about those 
people in their drafty plastic tents. We obtained spill boards from lumberyards and built a 
small kitchen and started to give nutritious food to the children. Some girls from the 
church helped us to delouse the kids and to give them a necessary bath. We got a doctor 
friends to come and examine the children and bought medicine for those who needed 
that. After only one month we could see how the health among the children had 
improved. We held special meetings for the women and taught them hygiene and how to 
mend their clothes. 
   The water they used came in irrigation ditches, but that water, which came crystal clear 
from the glaciers in the high mountains, was very much contaminated when it reached 
San Martín, as the place was called. Many people got intestinal infections and one young 
girl died from typhoid fever. We asked for help from SIDA (Swedish International 
Development Agency). After some time we could, together with those living in the 
village, build a water plant, a school and another building for workshops. As a kind of 
thanks the people gave us a lot where we could build a house for the feeding station. That 
building served also as a meeting place for the group of believers that was another result 
of this ministry. The Water Plant was served by one of the men in the group and he was 
to receive his salary from the small amounts the people agreed to pay for the clear and 
healthy water they now had. 
   But everything was not peace and happiness. Many believed that we had made 
ourselves rich, taking money from the building found, and therefore they did not pay the 
agreed fee for the water. On one occasion we went to San Martín with the Mayor of the 
district. He tried to talk to the people, but they did not listen and were instead ready to 
throw stones at us. “Ingratitude is a sure reward,” we say in Sweden. Other circumstances 
forced us to close the feeding station, but the spiritual work goes on. 
   One important lesson we learned through the work in San Martín. Starting with social 
work in any place gives little and bad spiritual fruit. But starting social work with an 
evangelical church already established gives bigger and lasting fruit. I will come back to 
that when I write about the work in Chilca. 
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Chapter 48 
 

Brita:  As a Detective 
    
 
    It was fun to dabble in another profession for a couple of days. One sixteen-year-old 
boy, named Máximo, was a helper in the feeding station in San Martín, where his mother 
did the cooking. On his free time he often came to our house and helped with different 
chores. He also did some carpentry and made benches for the children. He was a nice boy 
and a member of the church.  
   One day somebody came running and told us that the police had come and arrested 
Máximo, accused of robbery in another village. I could not believe that was true. Per had 
no time to go to the police, so I went instead. Máximo sat at the police station when I 
arrived and he was very desperate. He assured me of his innocence, and I said I believed 
him and that I was going to do everything to help him.  
   In Peru, like in many other countries, anybody who is accused is considered guilty until 
proven innocent. Anybody can be accused for anything and then it is very hard to prove 
the innocence.  
   When I was going to help the boy, it was to my advantage that I was a woman and also 
that I was a foreigner. I drove my little Volkswagen, which we had named Zaqueo. The 
police had no car and I drove one detective and Máximo to the village from where the 
accuser had come. The man who had been robbed said that he knew Máximo and that he 
wore a poncho and a brown fedora and that he rode a black bicycle with a luggage 
carrier.  
   Máximo thought for a minute and then he said, “My bicycle has no luggage carrier, I 
have no brown hat and I don’t know anybody who has such a hat. By the way, my bicycle 
has been at your house.” We went back to the police station and from there I went to San 
Martín and asked everybody if they owned a brown hat, but nobody had one. What 
should I do? The boy was still with the police and if I couldn’t get him out within twenty-
four hours they would transfer him to the youth prison. To get him out from there would 
be worse. But he had to stay overnight in jail. 
   A person who has been arrested gets no food if somebody doesn’t bring it to him. Early 
the next day I took breakfast to Máximo. The police did nothing for the case before 
midday. I asked to take the boy home for lunch. That was against law and order, but I 
was stubborn and got permission to do that. While we had lunch I got an idea. The man 
who accused Máximo was going to come to the police station in the afternoon and we 
should meet him there, bringing Máximo’s bicycle with us. I remembered that we had 
three old bicycles standing at the Bible Institute and I was going to borrow one of them. 
Said and done. I found a black bicycle with a luggage carrier. Two men helped me to get 
it on top of my car and so we went to the police. The bicycle was in a very bad shape, but 
that didn’t matter in this case. Two other bicycles were at the police station. 
   While we waited in the courtyard Máximo pointed to the jail and said with tears in his 
eyes, “I don’t want to stay there one more night.” “We will see to it that you don’t have 
to,” I replied. “If we don’t get things settled today, I will stay with you and we can sit in 
the office.” At about six o’clock the man came and he went straight to the bicycle I had 
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brought, and was very sure that it was that bicycle the thief had used. Then the police 
officer said, “If he can mistake a bicycle, he can also mistake a person.” It was difficult 
for us to hold back laughter. 
   At eight in the evening Per came. He was concerned about us and wanted to know 
about the case. At that time we were done and Máximo was free from all suspicion. We 
suspected another young man, but he disappeared and the police never found him. I 
thought the whole thing was exciting. What if I had been a detective! That must have 
suited me! 
    
 
 
 

Chapter 49 
 

Brita:  The Bible School in Huancayo 
    
 
   We have always given priority to Bible teaching in different forms. We started with 
short Bible courses, one month at a time. We gathered preachers and laymen for intensive 
studies on various subjects. We had ourselves received genuine Bible teaching and 
wanted to share what we had learned according to 2 Timothy 2:2, “And the things you 
have heard me say in the presence of many witnesses entrust to reliable men who will 
also be qualified to teach others.” 
   The majority of the churches with whom we worked had laymen as leaders. They came 
willingly and expressed their thanks for the courses we arranged. We had built a campsite 
outside of Huancayo and we used that facility for those gatherings. When we had finished 
the Bible course in the month of March 1976, one of the brethren said that the time had 
been too short and that they needed more teaching from the Word of God. 
   Our friend, Dr. Oswaldo Yupanqui, who had given us the lot for the campsite, had built 
himself a new house and recently moved. We asked if we could buy his old house, but he 
said it was not really suitable for our need. Instead he offered us another lot for the same 
price he had paid for it. He gave the address and we went to see it. We had just a small 
amount of money and gave it as a down payment and agreed to pay the rest within six 
month. We had no idea from where the money would come, but we had the conviction 
that this was according to the will of God and that He would fill the need. He did, and we 
could pay even before the date we had agreed on. 
   We began by building some simple rooms with adobe. That became a modest 
beginning. Then Per made the outlines for better buildings. An architect made the 
drawings and helped us to get the necessary permits. We started to build without any 
promise from anybody to help with the costs of the project. The remarkable and 
wonderful happened that as long as we were building, money arrived. If we stopped the 
construction, no money came. That became a confirmation for us that God stood behind 
us. “If God be for us, who can be against us?” (Romans 8:31). 
   Through Christ for the Nations Institute (CFNI) in Dallas, Texas we had earlier 
received help to pay for materials for church buildings. We met Mrs. Lindsay and some 
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brothers from CFNI at a hotel in Lima and told them about our project. They volunteered 
to write about it in their monthly magazine, which they also did. When a pastor in a city 
not far from Dallas read the article he thought that their church should send help to us. In 
the church they put a little basket where people could place their gifts for Peru. They 
never did send big amounts of money, but we appreciated very much their valuable help. 
Even after the buildings were completed they continued to send help for the Bible school 
and other needs. 
   On September 30, 1978, Per’s birthday, we dedicated the first buildings. At that time 
we had one classroom, bedrooms for thirty students, a dining room and a kitchen. While 
we were building, one neighbor offered to sell an adjacent property. Believing that God 
would fill also that need we signed a contract. The need of space was always increasing 
and every year we could build some more. One brother from Chicago, Lars Svensson, 
who works with foundations, had said that he would like to come and help us. Every 
winter, when he could not work in the Chicago area because of the cold weather, he used 
to go to a mission field and build churches. In 1983 he came to us with a team of fifteen 
people. Our son Pepe also came with the team. In just three weeks they built walls and 
poured the roof on three new bedrooms, bathrooms, a new dining room and a storage 
room. The following year Lars came again with a team of workers and then they built an 
apartment for a teacher, a schoolroom and a guest room. 
   We also worked on a good teaching program for the students. The time of completed 
studies was set to four years. After each term of three months the students were sent to 
practice in churches or in a new field for another three months. In that manner the studies 
were alternated with practice during two years. The third year was a full year of practice 
and the forth year the teaching concentrated on leadership. Before the graduation they 
also had to write a monograph on a biblical theme. 
   Several of those who had started out were, so to say, left behind along the way. Of the 
twenty students who began the first year only five made it all the way to graduation. Most 
of the graduated students are still working in God’s vineyard. 
   From a village far away among the mountains came one man and asked if his son could 
come to the Bible school. In spite of the fact that the son was thirty-one years old he had 
never before been away any long distance from home. Talk about a cultural shock! He 
got a very strong one. He had never seen a room lit up by just pressing a button! And 
what excitement to see a circular saw cut a board in a few seconds! The father had asked 
if we had chamber pots so that he could relieve himself in the night. We did not have that, 
but a commode in the bathroom. That man did not stay many days; he could not take the 
culture shock. 
   Another young man came and asked about the requirements and the cost. Finally, he 
said, “What title will I get if I study here and make it to the graduation?” Jesus called 
laborers to the harvest and we could not offer any other title than “laborer” or “servant.” 
That young man did not come. To look for a title is not the right motive in God’s 
kingdom. 
   The Bible school was not only a place for learning from books, but it became also a 
home for the students during their stay. Per and I always ate with the students and we 
became like a father and mother to them. On their birthdays we gave them a cake and a 
small present. We wanted the Bible school to function as a real home. Several students 
told us that they appreciated that a lot because they had not grown up in good homes. 
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Every Monday evening we had a “family gathering” when the students took turns to lead 
a program with entertainment. Then we also served tea and rolls or a cake. 
   Prayer is an important issue on the schedule at a Bible school. Every Wednesday was 
set apart for prayer and fasting. We considered it useful even if it was hard for many of 
the students to go one day without food.  
   During ten years we served as directors of the Bible school. We look back at those 
years as the happiest in our time of service as missionaries. 
    
    
    
 

Chapter 50 
 

Brita:  Some Episodes at the Bible School 
  
   
   Dinner was served at six o’clock, but the students wanted to have something more in 
the evenings. We could not let them use the kitchen, because they would have devoured 
everything. Instead, we put a small gas stove in the washroom so that they could heat 
water and get a warm drink. That functioned well until. . . 
   The first of November -“All Saint’s Day”- is a holiday in Peru and we had planned to 
have a picnic with the students. Usually we had a great time at those picnics. The cook 
prepared food that we could carry along and everybody looked forward to a great day 
together in God’s wonderful nature. Still, that was not to be. 
   Early in the morning the janitor came to our apartment and told us that one of the 
watchdogs had been gassed during the night in the dining room. The night before one of 
the students had filled the pot with water and lit the gas stove, but forgot it. When the 
dogs had been loose during the night one of them had entered into the dining room where 
the door was left ajar. The water in the pot had steamed away and the fire had destroyed 
the pot and the stove. The gas tube had burned down to the gas bottle and stopped there. 
What if the bottle had exploded? 
    A black poisonous smoke had filled the dining room and killed the dog. Everything 
was black, black as soot. Per was sick that day, but he went down anyway to see the 
disaster and contemplate the damage. We couldn’t believe how black everything was. 
Instead of the picnic all the students had to help to wash the walls, ceilings, chairs, tables, 
porcelain, etc. After that the ceiling and the walls had to be painted and it took several 
days until the dining room was in good shape again.  
    
   One day one of the students came to me. He had just visited his family in Lima and told 
me that they had had several weddings in the church. I said jokingly, “How nice, here we 
have had only funerals.” The next day that same student became ill. We took him to a 
doctor that prescribed an injection, which should be given slowly in a muscle. Another 
student, who had learned some nursing, injected it all at once in a vein. While we were 
eating the evening meal another student came running and said that Lucho, the sick 
student, was very ill and shaking violently. Per drove him very fast to the hospital, but 
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when they arrived the worst had passed and they came back soon. Now the one to feel 
bad was I. What if Lucho had died? The day before I had made that joking remark. I 
promised myself never more to joke about serious matters. 
    
   As I wrote before, we had prayer and fasting on Wednesdays. In the evening, those who 
wanted to, would have a bowl of soup. With us, was a young girl from Sweden, called 
Lena, and she was a great help to us. One Wednesday evening she and I were talking 
together in the kitchen. Florentino, the one who gave the injection to Lucho, came for a 
minute. On the counter was a plate with dry bread and he asked what that was to be used 
for. I said that those were to feed the rats with and that I had put poison on them. Without 
a word he left the kitchen. 
   The following day he told Lena that he had been in the kitchen before us and that he 
had eaten of the crumbs. When he heard that I had put poison on the crumbs he got a 
sleepless night. He set everything straight with God, believing that he would certainly 
die. Lena told him that those crumbs had no poison. The crumbs with poison had already 
been placed under the counters. 
    
    
 
 

Chapter 51 
 

Brita:  The Angels 
  
   
   Two “angels” came to the Bible school. Two young men named Angel. The Spanish 
word “angel” has the same meaning as the English word and is used as a first name for 
boys. But these two were no angels. 
   The first was a former criminal who had been saved, but the salvation had not gone 
deep into his life. He could dupe and so he did, both Per and a Peruvian teacher. Angel 
cried and told how he wanted to serve God. Soon things started to disappear and when he 
was discovered he became angry and cut himself in one arm to draw attention. Such 
things happen often in the prisons. One of the students was a nurse and he sutured the 
arm with ordinary thread. I thought it was like in the Wild West. Angel had to leave, and 
when he did, he stole a dictionary. We found him later, but not with the dictionary. He 
had sold it. 
   One student who had been on practice in another city met another Angel and took him 
to the Bible school. He was a drug addict and said he wanted help to kick the habit. The 
student wanted to help him and asked that we let him stay. I suspected that he was not 
honest. One day while the students were in their classrooms I inspected the bedrooms and 
the bathrooms. In one bathroom I found drugs that Angel had tried to hide. He was scared 
and said to another student, “She sees everything and not even the Devil can deceive 
her.” He did not steel anything, but his behavior was such that we could not let him stay. 
   Another criminal wanted to get help to start a new life and I wanted to help him. I had 
met him in the prison when I worked among the interns. I think he was honest and stayed 
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with us some weeks. He did not take anything from us, but seemingly could not cope 
with the atmosphere at the Bible school and went back to his former lifestyle. One day 
when I was standing at a bus stop he came driving a Volkswagen, stopped and offered me 
a ride. Later I wondered how I dared go with him, but I was never afraid. 
   Of course, we wanted to help, but I got tired of all the tikes and bums who knocked at 
our door. Our main task was the Bible school and we could not at the same time work 
with rehabilitation. No more “angels” came. 
    
    
 
 

Chapter 52 
 

Brita:  Vehicles for our Ministry 
 
    
   A missionary has to travel a lot and it is necessary to have a good vehicle. To get a car 
could be a problem. We managed to get a Ford model A 1931 in Chile as our first 
vehicle. It became a prey of the flames when our house burnt to the ground in 1953. We 
bought another old car that we sold when we left the country one year later. In another 
chapter I told about a car we bought in California and brought with us to Peru and used 
our first term there. 
   While we were in Sweden 1963, Volvo had just introduced a new model, a Station 
Wagon. I looked at that model and wished that we could get one for our work. But Per 
said to me, “How can you even think that we would buy such an expensive car?” 
Anyhow, I still had the desire in my heart. The net price for export was 17,000 crowns. 
Before we left Sweden in January 1964 we were able to buy that vehicle. The Volvo 
dealer in Lima promised to handle the customs on their quota, which made the import 
easier for us. 
   When it was delivered to us in Lima we dedicated it with prayer into God’s hand. We 
asked that He would protect us from accidents and that we would not hurt anybody with 
it. We left the plastic covers on the seat to keep it clean. Thankful that we now had a 
good vehicle we drove to Huancayo. 
   We had rented a place at the main street for our services, but it was next to impossible 
to get people to come and listen to the Word of God. We went often to the Market and 
held open-air services there and lots of children gathered around us and listened. We also 
invited them to come to our meeting place, but nobody came. One day I got an idea and 
said to the children that they could jump into the car and come with us. I promised to take 
them back after the service. To my astonishment, about twenty-five kids forced their way 
into the car. I was frightened. What had I done? What would Per say? Our nice car that 
we cared so much about! I looked at the children. Such snotty kids. I observed specially 
three small kids whose mother cooked and sold doughnuts in the street. The oldest, a girl 
about six years old, carried her little one-year-old sister on her back. The little one had no 
diapers and whatever could happen. At her side stood a three-year-old boy. Their hands 
and faces were smeared with dried snot hanging under their noses. Once more I thought 
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about the vehicle. We had promised God to take good care of it and so far it did not have 
any scratches. 
   At that moment I remembered the first time I went to Sunday school in Santiago, Chile, 
when we were new in that country. There were lots of dirty kids. I had asked Noemi 
Gustafsson how she managed so many dirty children, and she answered, “I’m so used to 
them and I don’t see the dirt, I just see their beaming eyes.” Those words helped me now. 
I had also got used to seeing the dirt, but not in the car. Then God spoke to me, “Twenty-
five dirty kids you can get to heaven, but it doesn’t matter how nice the car is, it won’t 
come in.” I said to God, “From now on you will care about vehicles for us.” 
   The time passed and the work among the children increased. We needed another 
vehicle so we could bring children who lived farther away and who wanted to come. We 
had no money but I had my agreement with God that He should help us. We wanted to 
get a Volkswagen van with room for more kids. Per went to the Volkswagen dealer and 
got a pamphlet and from that we cut out pictures and made a poster for the church. Above 
the pictures we wrote, “God will give us a vehicle like this.” In every service we prayed 
about that need and if we happened to forget, the children reminded us, saying, “We must 
pray about the vehicle.” 
   More or less at the same time we started to have television programs. Once a week we 
had a live fifteen minutes program on the only television station in the city. Some time 
later they offered us a free one-hour program on Sundays at one in the afternoon. After 
Sunday school we took some twenty kids and went to the television-studio on the fifth 
floor in a building with no elevator. It was tiresome to climb all those stairs twice a week, 
especially for me with my failing heart. When I had to sing and play my guitar we had to 
be there in good time so that my heart would calm down. 
   Kerstin was in charge of that program with the kids and we continued one year with it, 
but when they wanted to change to five in the afternoon we could not do it. During eight 
years we continued with the other weekly program until a new President forbade all 
foreigners to participate in radio or television programs. 
   While we had the television programs with the children participating the manager of the 
television station offered himself to drive the kids in their van. It had only two seats, the 
rest was cargo space and the kids had to stand or sit on the floor. Once we counted 
seventy-five children in the van. Talk about packed sardines! They offered us to buy the 
vehicle and we did. The color was red and it was a very old and much used van. But was 
this the answer to our prayers? On the rear was a little plaque with the name “Abraham.” 
In the Bible it says that Abraham went out, not knowing where he went. Likewise our 
“Abraham” had to do so , obeying the driver. As this vehicle had a name on it we started 
to call our Volvo Isaac, so we had father and son.  
   It was the year 1968. Somebody called from Lima and asked if we wanted to buy a VW 
Combi, a minibus. It had been imported to Peru and used for a special evangelical 
campaign during less than a year. It was up for sale and the person responsible for that 
knew about our work among the children and wanted to offer it to us first. Per said yes at 
once. We had no money, but I had told God that he had to help us get the necessary 
vehicles and He did. The price was two thousand dollars and we could pay five hundred 
every third month. Per went to Lima to get the vehicle, but did not think about the color. 
When he came into our driveway, both our children and I exclaimed, “It’s exactly the 
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same colors as on the pamphlet.” We got the answer to our prayers and I think this is 
engraved in many hearts. “He shall give you the desires of your heart” (Psalm 37:4). 
   We had to give a name also to that vehicle and naturally we called it “Jacob.” We were 
several drivers and when somebody had to go somewhere we always asked, “Are you 
taking Abraham, Isaac or Jacob?” I liked Isaac best. The vehicles wore out as we used 
them and we had to get others. God continued to help us. One was called “Samuel,” 
another “Don Pedro”, and when we got a VW Beatle we called it “Zaqueo.” “Gideon” 
was the name of another van we used to transport the children who lived at an orphanage. 
After I had Zaqueo for eight years, I got another car just like it and we called it “Doña 
Brita.” I almost forgot to mention a vehicle our daughter Kerstin used and which she 
called “Jehova-Jireh” - God provides. 
   The last vehicle we had in Peru was a Nissan pick-up, mainly used for transport of food 
and other items to a feeding station for children in Chilca, a suburb of Huancayo. Its 
name is Levi. I did not write this to brag about cars, but to give glory to God who has 
helped us to get the vehicles we needed for the work he called us to do.    
    
    
 
 

Chapter 53 
 

Brita:  Answers to Prayer 
   
  
   We arrived in Sweden in the month of June 1969 for a time of furlough. It was meant to 
be one year but Per could not stay very long and in December he went to Peru to direct a 
Bible course. Kerstin had married and they were expecting their first child. Bengt, her 
husband, was learning Spanish. We had a bookstore in Huancayo and there was lots to do 
the first weeks of April when the new school year began. At that same time the baby was 
due. I wanted to go to Peru for two months to help them there. Our two boys went to 
school in Örebro, and Ingrid, our second daughter, was studying in Gothenburg. In the 
fall of 1969 I began to pray to God to give me a chance to go to Peru. I needed not worry 
about the money for the trip, but we had other needs. 
   The thought came to me that I should do like Gideon, the one who put out a fleece of 
wool. He asked for a sign from God that if the dew fell only on the fleece and the land 
around it stayed dry, he would know the will of God. In the morning he wrung a bowl full 
of water from the fleece. It was a big task God had given to Gideon and he wanted to be 
completely sure about the will of God. Therefore he said to God, “Let not thine anger be 
hot against me, and I will speak but this once.” He wanted another miracle, but this time 
just the opposite so that the fleece should be dry and the earth wet. The next morning it so 
happened. What a God we have! The God of Gideon is also my God and now I was going 
to test him. I did not tell this to anybody, not even to the family. 
   I said to God that if it was his will that I should go to Peru, He should give me 5,000 
crowns. I had never seen a one thousand crowns bill and therefore I asked to get the 
amount in large bills. One day, just before Per went to Peru, we were eating dinner when 
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the mail came. Per opened it and there was a money order for one thousand crowns. No 
name of the sender, but a note that read, “I trust your good judgment.” Then I told the 
others about my prayer request. Not long after that we got another envelope with a one 
thousand crown bill and a note that said, “The Lord needs it.” 
   It was time for Per to go to Peru and after twenty-five years together we had to 
celebrate Christmas apart from each other. I decided not to take anything of our support 
for myself but let Per use it for the ministry in Peru. At the same time I thought about our 
Christmas celebration. Ingrid was coming home from Gothenburg and we were going to 
have my aunt and uncle with us. I wanted to arrange everything nicely for us, but how 
would I get the money for that? Two weeks before Christmas a young family came for a 
short visit. They were among our best friends. As they left the husband put a bill in my 
hand and said, “Use this so that you may have a nice Christmas.” When I opened my 
hand I saw a bill of one thousand crowns. Three times one thousand crowns in less than a 
month!  Two more to go. I had received more than half of the sum I asked for and 
understood that God would let me go. We had a nice Christmas celebration even if our 
beloved “Papi” was not with us. It was so good to have Ingrid at home for some days. 
   On New Years Eve Lars said that he did not want to go to the service and I did not go 
either. Pepe and Ingrid went. Lars and I were to listen to the New Year celebration on the 
radio, but we slept instead. In Peru we had acquired the custom to give each other a big 
hug at the New Year midnight. When Ingrid and Pepe came home after the service they 
awoke us to give us that hug and wish us a Happy New Year. Ingrid told me that a young 
couple had given her an envelope, saying that it was a New Year’s gift for me. There 
were 420 crowns and I said to God, “This must be for our expenses.” Money for rent, 
food, etc. 
   The next I sat on the balcony in the church and felt sorry for myself. Everything seemed 
so dark. I did like Peter; I looked at the waves and started to sink. Something had 
happened that made me feel that we had been treated unjustly. In spite of the evidences of 
God’s care I was sulky. I received no blessing in that service. But the Helper, the 
Comforter, the Holy Spirit whispered, “Don’t feel sorry for yourself.” After the service I 
met the brother who had sent the envelope with money and I approached him to give 
thanks. Then he said, “In fact we have some more and I can tell you how much it is, 
3,000 crowns. Do you have a special need?” “Yes,” I answered, “we need a new car for 
our work in Peru.” I couldn’t believe my ears. Within three months I got 6,000 crowns. 
The Lord does more than we can even think or ask! I had received the amount I asked for 
and even more. But the story doesn’t end here. 
   I did as Gideon and said to God not to show anger against me if I asked for one more 
sign. I would be content with any amount, even if it was only five crowns. Some days 
later I got another envelope with money and a piece of paper with the words, “Two 
sisters in the grace.” That was my green light and I went directly to the travel agency and 
got a rather inexpensive ticket. But the trip was not so easy. I traveled with train to 
Hamburg and Dusseldorf. Nobody I met understood English and I could only say “Good-
bye” in the German language. From Dusseldorf I rode a bus to Luxemburg and from 
there I flew to Peru. 
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Chapter 54 
 

Brita:  The Campsite 
  
   
   When we had paid for the church property in Huancayo, and after we had renovated the 
place for the services, both Per and I felt exhausted. We said to each other that we would 
not start another project, but rather take it easy. However, soon after that a friend of ours, 
a medical doctor, Oswaldo Yupanqui, came and offered us a piece of land in the 
countryside, near the village where he was born and raised. 
   Many kids were coming to our Sunday school and we thought it would be good to have 
a place for camps during the school vacations. We said yes to his offer and soon a new 
project was on its way. Per made the drawings and got the building permit from the 
municipality office in La Breña. The fee was about twenty cents. But the cost of the 
construction was much more. The walls were made of sun-dried bricks, called adobes. It 
is made of soil and straw so the cost is not much more than the labor. But we needed 
money to buy the roofing materials, windows and doors, beds, tables, benches, and such. 
I do not remember how God filled those needs, but it did not take long before everything 
was in place. 
   We called the camp Salem and it proved to be a place for much joy for children and 
youngsters during many years. Unfortunately, there are in Peru many people we used to 
call “Amigos de lo ajeno” (Friends of other people’s belongings). Simply said, thieves. 
We hired a man from the village to watch over the camp during the time of the year we 
did not use it. However, the thieves were there. One day when Bengt just happened to 
come there they were carrying away the stove, but left it when they saw him coming. 
Mattresses, bed sheets and other things we had to store in the city. When the thieves 
started to dismantle windows and doors we had to do that ourselves, take down the roof 
and close the camp.  
   Salem, which means peace, was not left in peace, but during the thirteen years we used 
the camp it was, as I already mentioned, a place for much recreation and fun for many 
youngsters. We also used the camp for the Bible school until we built facilities closer to 
the city.  
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Chapter 55 
 

Brita:  Ministry to the Children 
   
  
     In the chapter where I told about vehicles I also told how we started to take children to 
and from Sunday school. The work increased and when the room we rented for services 
in Tambo (a suburb of Huancayo) became too small we rented another place in the 
central part of the city. In 1971 we moved into the building we had bought in the corner 
of the Arequipa and Puno streets. With that we were able to divide the attendants into 
different age groups.  
   Our daughter Kerstin was a great help for us during many years and after she married 
both she and her husband worked together with us. As long as Ingrid and Agneta stayed 
with us they too participated in the work. Lars was about seven years old when he came 
to me and said that he didn’t like just to be a pupil; he wanted to be a teacher. We agreed 
that he should help with the smaller children and he did well in that. As he grew up he got 
other tasks, which he liked.  
   When we started the social work in San Martín we also began special meetings for the 
children. We did likewise in Chilca, the part of Huancayo where most of our future work 
was done. 
   Two days after Christmas 1983 the First Prosecutor came and asked to see us. Per was 
not at home at that moment when our janitor brought me a big card. I was terrified and 
wondered what we could have done as the prosecutor asked to see us. I went down to the 
courtyard to meet the man. He told me that at the office of the Catholic Archbishop they 
had told him to go and look for “Hermano Pedro” (Brother Per) in order to get the help he 
needed. He saw us as his last chance because all others had given him a cold hand. “If 
Hermano Pedro cannot do it, nobody can,” they had said to him. 
   What was he looking for? He had recently been appointed as First Prosecutor and it was 
his duty to inspect and care for prisons and other state institutions. When he came to the 
women’s section in the prison he saw that there were also many children. In Peru, when a 
woman who had children was incarcerated, she was allowed to take with her at the most 
two children. There were no orphanage or other institution that would care for them. The 
prison was no good environment for the kids. 
   The Prosecutor asked us if by any means we could do something for those children. I 
had worked before among the women in the prison and knew the situation, but at that 
time there were not many children there. Now the population had increased to about fifty 
women and thirty children. In all they had twenty narrow beds to share. Besides the only 
bedroom, there was a little courtyard where the women cooked their meals and washed 
and hanged their clothes. It was also the only place where the children could play.  
   We promised to do something and understood that first we must rent a house and hire 
people to take care of the children. We had no money for that, but when we saw the need, 
we began and believed that God would provide. Some days later we got a letter from a 
lady, Majlis Tingsén, who conducted a foundation called “Barnmission i U-land.” 
Somebody had sent two thousand crowns to her with the indication that the money was 
for Peru. She knew nobody in Peru and sent the money through another institution. We 
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wrote a letter to her, giving thanks for the money, and told her about the children in the 
prison and that the money had come the very moment we needed it. She wrote another 
letter to us and said that she did not know us, but that God had lain upon her heart to help 
us. “I will not stop until I get at least two hundred sponsors for that social work,” she 
wrote. Thus she became a tool in God’s hand to help those unfortunate children. 
   We looked for a house that could be used for this purpose, but it was not easy to get. 
People would gladly rent to foreigners, but when they found out for what we needed the 
house they showed a cold hand. Nobody had sympathy for unfortunate children. Finally 
we did find a house, even if it was in bad condition. We had to repair it and change many 
broken windowpanes. There was only one bathroom and sometimes there were thirty-five 
people in the house, but nobody complained, neither the kids nor the personnel. 
   We had the house ready, but before that something happened that we had not thought 
about. The mothers would not let us take care of their kids; they thought we were going 
to sell them. One night, as I was laying awake and thought about those children, I got an 
idea. We could take the children to our camp on weekdays and let them stay with their 
mothers on the weekends. The mothers agreed to that arrangement and on the Sundays 
we took them first to Sunday school and after that to the camp where they stayed till next 
Saturday.  
   It was tiresome to transport the children back and forth, especially because it was the 
rainy season and the roads were in bad shape. Besides, they were working on the road 
and we had to make detours and drive on narrow and slippery roads between farmlands 
and barns. In some places the road was more like a sea of mud and it was easy to get 
stuck. 
   Later on we were able to purchase a big peace of land where we constructed a building 
for the social work and we got more space for this important ministry. At the beginning 
of 1988, when we came to Peru after one year of furlough, the situation for the children 
had changed. Several of the mothers had been released and took care of their children. 
We gave beds and bedding to them when they moved to their homes and even in other 
ways we continued to help the mothers to start a new life after the prison.  
   Beside the work with the children from the prison, during several years we had feeding 
stations where the children from poor homes got breakfast and lunch. We also gave them 
clothing and materials and books for those who went to school. The State only pays the 
wages to teachers and other personnel. If the parents can’t get the necessary materials for 
their children the schooling is not up to much. As I write this, around four hundred 
children are getting food and other help at the “Comedor Infantil Betania,” our feeding 
station in Chilca, Huancayo. 
   When you read this you might wonder how we have been able to finance all this work. 
During several years we received help from two different institutions in Sweden. Since 
the beginning of 1984 most of the help has come through “Barnmission i Uland.” None 
of that money has been used for buildings, which has come form other sources, and we 
ourselves are amazed at how God has supplied all our needs. Somebody who came to 
visit us asked how much we had borrowed and how much we owed. Our answer was, 
“Nothing!” In God’s Word we read that He cares for widows and orphans. When we do 
the same He reaches out his hands and helps us. And God’s hands are never empty. We 
give Him all the glory. 
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Chapter 56 
 

Brita:  Per Being Shot At 
   
  
   The Independence Day in Peru is on July 28, and they celebrate it three days in a row. 
In 1984 we had been at the coast for two weeks and came home just before that day. We 
wanted to do something special for the kids in the orphanage and planned to go there and 
show a film in the evening. 
   To travel from the coast up into the mountains was always difficult for me. We had 
come only the day before we were going to the orphanage and I had to stay in bed and 
rest. Therefore I could not go as planned. One of the students at the Bible school was 
going to go instead of me, but she took ill and could not go. Per had to go himself. The 
children were overjoyed. Most of them had no father and hung on to Per and fought to get 
a chance to sit on his lap.  
   While he was at the orphanage there was a blackout in the city and he could not show 
the film. The terrorist had blown a power tower and blackened the whole region. At the 
same time they made a raid on the military compound, only three blocks from the Bible 
school where wee lived. I was in bed and listened to a lot of cracking sounds and felt mad 
at people who wasted their money on fire works and such. But there were no fire works 
but real live shootings between soldiers and terrorists.  
Per had also heard the cracking sounds and believed like me that people burned fire 
works to celebrate the holiday. When everything became quiet he left the orphanage and 
drove to get home. The road was right behind the military compound and as he was 
passing the soldiers thought the terrorists were coming for another raid. They started to 
shoot toward the vehicle and when Per heard it he stepped instinctively on the 
accelerator. The car ran fast and jumped on the uneven surface. In the darkness he almost 
hit a parked truck. 
   As he drove he felt a hard knock on the head. We saw the next day that the car was hit 
with four bullets. Two of them were of the kind that explodes as it hits the target. One hit 
a rear wheel and the other, the border of the right window. Hundreds of splinters made 
holes in the ceiling. Per was hit in the head by three of them and one in the neck. If 
somebody had been sitting beside him, that person would have received the full impact 
and would surely have died. 
   When he drove through the gate to the Bible school one tire was empty. It had twenty 
holes from splinters in the inner tube. He was bleeding at the neck and washed himself 
before he entered our apartment accompanied by two students. It was pitch dark and first 
he had to find a candle and light it. One of the students came to my bed and said, “Take it 
easy, take it easy, everything is fine.” The one not to take it easy was he. I was terrified 
and wondered what had happened. “Did you kill somebody driving, tell me quickly, what 
has happened?” I shouted. 
Per leaned himself against our desk and started calmly to tell me. When he said, “I’ve 
been shot at,” I jumped from the bed and started to put wet towels on the parts of his head 
that had been hit and now began to swell. I also put a bandage on the wound in his neck. 
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In that moment came the reaction and he started to shake heavily so we put him quickly 
to bed. 
   I lifted the telephone and was going to call our friends in Lima but the line was dead. 
Bullets had hit it and it took several days until it was fixed. I also wanted to call our 
doctor but could not do that either. Then we sent our janitor to get the doctor and all he 
could say was that it was a miracle that Per was still alive. He lay in bed one day and 
after that he was in full swing again. For a time his face looked like a spotted sausage 
from the stains of powder he got from the bullet. 
    
 
 
    

Chapter 57 
 

Brita:  Radio and Television 
    
 
   In 1951, when we lived in Osorno, Chile we started to make radio programs. We 
bought time on Radio Osorno, fifteen minutes a week. Per preached and I sang and 
played my guitar in live programs. 
   In the city of Arequipa, Peru we also bought time on a radio station when we lived 
there. But when we later moved to Tarma we could not work with radio programs 
because Per was often on trips to villages in the mountains. 
   In Huancayo we started again with radio programs after we moved there in 1964. Later 
we had also television programs and we called them, “¿Qué dice la Biblia?” (What does 
the Bible say?). We were on television once a week for eight years and I participated 
playing my guitar and singing. We had our programs on Thursday evenings at eight in the 
evening. The station manager offered us to have one hour free of charge on Sundays. 
Those hours were used for children’s programs and Kerstin was in charge of them. 
   When Peru got a President with communistic ideas he forbade foreigners to participate 
in radio and on television and we could not continue to spread the Word of God by those 
means. With the next President the prohibition was removed but at that time we were 
unable to continue. As long as we had those programs we heard few commentaries, but 
after we had to quit many people came and asked why we stopped. We understood that 
we had had a good audience and that many got the Gospel message. 
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Chapter 58 
 

Brita:  The Bookstore 
 
    
   Our mission was to proclaim the Gospel and we worked to spread the Word of God in 
different ways. I have already told how we went to marketplaces all around the valley. I 
played the guitar and sang. People gathered to listen and Per told them a story from the 
Bible. He often talked about the Prodigal Son just as if he had been living in the 
mountains and that made the people listen even more. The interest was awakened and we 
sold many Bibles, Bible portions and other books. 
   None of the bookstores in the city sold Bibles or other evangelical literature. We saw 
that as a need and rented a room and started a bookstore. Some time later a bigger 
bookstore in the center was up for sale. We bought it and got more customers and were 
able to spread the Word even more. I loved to work in the store and talk with the people 
who came in. But my health did not permit me to continue and we sold the store to one of 
the employees. The important thing was that now there was an evangelical bookstore in 
Huancayo.  
   Alwin Rahmel, a German friend of ours, lived in Lima and sold typewriters and other 
office equipment. He let us take two typewriters to our store and pay for them when they 
were sold. One day a man came and showed interest in one of the typewriters. He really 
wanted to buy it, but had no money at that moment so he came back in the afternoon and 
had his son with him. He asked to take the typewriter with him for one hour. His son was 
to wait in the store until he came back. He also left a bundle with his belongings as 
security.  
   Several hours passed and it was time to close the store. The man had not come so 
Kerstin told the boy to go home and tell his dad to come the next day with the typewriter 
and to get his bundle. After several days and no man in sight Kerstin opened the bundle 
and saw it was filled with sawdust. She had been deceived. We had to tell our friend 
Alwin. He had a good laugh when he heard the sad story and often reminded Kerstin 
about how she exchanged typewriters for sawdust. The good thing was we didn’t have to 
pay him for that typewriter. 
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Chapter 59 
 

Brita:  The Prison Basket 
 
    
   A Baptist pastor from California felt God’s call to go to Peru to work among the 
Catholics. God used that brother to bless many with his ministry, and he had good contact 
with many priests and nuns. On some occasions we were with him when they gathered 
for prayer and Bible study. Sometimes they met in his home. 
   On one occasion, when I was a guest in their home, two nuns from Canada came and 
also some Peruvian nuns and one priest. That evening we were sitting around their big 
coffee table. I sat on the table and asked them to pray for me. The pastor’s wife needed 
prayer for her health and sat beside me. At the other side sat one of the Canadian nuns. 
She was about my age and she asked for prayers because she felt, as she said, many 
stones on her way. 
   The younger nun from Canada put her hand on my shoulder and said, “I have a vision 
and I see you running around in the mountains like a young girl with a basket in your 
hand.” I thought, Will I run as a girl with a basket in my hand? With my failing heart I 
could not run and I did not use any basket. I forgot the whole thing.  
   Some years later I had special treatments in order to improve my health. I had a failing 
heart, but after the treatment I felt better than I had for years. I was glad to be able to 
work again. People began to wonder what had happened to me and some said that I was 
running around like a young girl. Lena, a girl from Sweden lived with us and together we 
went to the prison and helped the women that were incarcerated. We bought yarn and 
other things they needed. One day I said to Lena that I had to buy a basket. It seemed so 
practical to carry our stuff. That basket went with me everywhere and it was very handy. 
Certainly I was running around in the mountains like a young girl with a basket in my 
hand. But I did not remember the vision about the basket. 
     One day, six years after the prayer meeting in Lima, I awoke from my siesta and heard 
a voice saying, “I see you running around in the mountains like a young girl with a basket 
in your hand.” Then I remembered the vision and knew it had become a reality. 
    
    
 

Chapter 60 
 

Per:  Our Five Children 
 
 
   I have already written about the schooling for our children and that they during some 
years lived and studied at the American school in Tournavista. When we later moved to 
Huancayo they studied at the Colegio Andino, a school that was founded by Methodist 
missionaries. Kerstin and Ingrid had finished their schooling, but the other three studied 
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at the Colegio Andino. Later Lars studied also at the American school, but it had been 
moved from Tournavista to Pucallpa, also in the Peruvian jungle. 
   But let me now tell what happened to them later in their lives. 
    
   Kerstin had from her early years been involved in Christian ministry. In Sweden she 
went to a Bible school in Gothenburg and also to the Mission School in Örebro. During 
many years she worked with us in Huancayo. Among other things she directed a 
children’s program on television. She married Bengt Lundquist from Karlskrona and 
lived and worked in Huancayo. During that time their daughters Eva-Marie and Carina 
were born. When the girls reach school age they began their studies at the Swedish 
School in Cochabamba, Bolivia. It was not easy to have the girls in another country and 
Kerstin and Bengt therefore moved to Cochabamba. Bengt worked with Bible teaching 
and Kerstin with the publishing of Christian literature. Among others she published a 
Sunday school take-home-paper for children, called “La Perlita.” 
   In 1988 Kerstin was called to work with Sunday school curriculum at Life Publishers, a 
branch of the Assemblies of God. For that reason the family moved to Florida. The 
climate in Florida affected Eva-Marie, who since birth had cystic fibrosis. With modern 
electronic equipment Kerstin was able to do her work in any place, so for the health of 
the girl they moved to Colorado Springs. Later they had to move to Springfield, Missouri 
when Life Publishers relocated there. Their daughter Eva-Marie passed to be with the 
Lord in December 2001. At this writing the other daughter, Carina, has recently married 
Thomas Cole. Kerstin still works with Christian literature, now as a free-lance writer and 
translator and Bengt is a transporter at a large hospital. 
    
   Ingrid planned to be a doctor ever since she was a little girl. All her dolls were injected 
with needles many times. She left Peru in 1967 and went to Sweden for her studies. After 
she took the exam “studenten” she started medical school in Gothenburg, but later moved 
to Stockholm. Sometime during those years she met Bertil Johansson, the son of Swedish 
missionaries to Africa. I mentioned before that Ingrid was a “teaser.” When she wrote to 
us and told about the “African” boy she had met, she made it in such a way that we could 
believe he had been born in a jar with shoe polish. They married in 1970 and served 
many years as missionaries in Burkina Faso and Guinea Bissau in Africa. After some 
years in Avesta they now live in Örebro, Sweden. They have four children: Eddie, 
Elisabeth, Erik and Elias. 
    
   Agneta was too young –in our opinion— when she married a Peruvian man. After 
some years in Huancayo they moved to Sweden. Our contact with her was not good 
during several years, but has been restored and is now very good. She was and still is my 
“little girl.” She is a cook and works as such at a hotel in Vrigstad, Sweden. Agneta has 
five children: Aliosha, Siv, Sonia, Rut and Kathia. The four girls have their own families 
and Agneta has five grandchildren. 
    
   I do not know when Pepe started to think that he, like Ingrid, was going to study to be a 
medical doctor, but one day in Huancayo he came to me and said: “I am bored here.” We 
understood and wrote to friends in Chicago, asking if he could go there. The thought was 
that he would be able to study in America. 
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   Our friends agreed, and not without some difficulties did he get there. He studied first 
in a school in Texas, but could later continue in Chicago. We could not economically 
help him so he had to provide for himself, working at different jobs, mostly in 
construction. In 1981 he got his degree at Northwestern University, continued his studies 
in Milwaukee and is now a surgeon in Green Bay, Wisconsin. In 1977 Pepe married 
Sherryl Lood. They have four children: Philip, Lars-Erik, Charles and Corrine. Pepe likes 
to fly and he has built two small aircrafts. 
    
   And what can I tell about Lars? He was not interested in studying like Ingrid and Pepe. 
Therefore he missed one, as we thought, excellent opportunity to study at Christ for the 
Nations Institute in Texas. He went to Sweden and in 1979 married his sweetheart 
Liselott Israelsson. Lars started out as a pastor in Enviken and in that place I was with 
him and built a house, made in Vrigstad. Later the family moved to Klevshult where he 
served as a pastor. The Church supported them when they during two terms served as 
missionaries in Bolivia. I visited the family once when they lived in Riberalta. Lars was a 
pilot and flew mostly hospital personnel to small villages in the jungle. Coming home 
from the mission field Lars served as a pastor in the Pentecostal Church in Vrigstad. 
Since October 1998 he is the Director at Erikshjalpen, a well-known relief organization in 
Sweden. Lars and Liselott have four children: Linus, Emil, Emilie and Lina. Linus is now 
married to Magdalena Grip. 
    
    
    

Chapter 61 
 

Per:  My Beloved Brita 
 
   This account is not complete if I don’t write some more about my beloved Brita. When 
we become older and received pension from the Swedish state, I in 1985 and Brita the 
following year, we did not settle down in Sweden. As long as possible we wanted to 
continue to help with Bible teaching in Spanish speaking countries. For that reason we 
sold our house in Skåne and made our home in Florida. Until 1990 we served in Peru and 
I visited Guatemala, Honduras and Nicaragua, teaching the Bible. 
   During the years I have enjoyed good health, but not so Brita. In 1968 she started 
having heart trouble. A doctor told me once that a person with a normal heart can, 
without mayor difficulties, live and work at up to 9.000 feet above sea level. We lived at 
over ten thousand feet and that was not good for her, but she worked as best she could. 
As I have mentioned she was also diagnosed with diabetes. In the beginning she kept a 
strict diet, but very soon had to take some medication. Ten years later, when we lived in 
Florida, a doctor told us she had to take insulin shots. She did not want to inject herself 
and I had to learn to do it. Therefore I became forced to stay with her at all times and 
could not go on trips anymore as we originally had planned. 
   We traveled a lot during the years we lived in the United States and got to see some 
interesting places. We spent the summers at Indian Lake in northern Wisconsin and the 
winters in Florida. In order to keep the heart working and the diabetes under control she 
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needed medications and we did not get them for free. As mentioned, we had good help in 
Florida with a doctor who never charged us any fees, but special treatments were 
expensive. We had insurance and had to pay high monthly fees, but it didn’t help much. 
Finally we decided to move to Sweden. As Swedish citizens we have great privileges 
when it comes to medical services. 
   In the spring of 1997 we sold our house in Florida, packed some furniture and our 
household goods and drove to Green Bay. Brita flew with Kerstin to Colorado Springs 
and our granddaughter Carina helped me to drive the truck with our car in tow. We 
unloaded the truck into a storage room. Carina and I drove the car to Colorado, many 
miles on the nice highways. We said goodbye to the Lundquist family and went to 
Wisconsin for our last summer in the house on the hill at Indian Lake. One Sunday when 
we were walking out from the church after the morning service Brita started to slur and 
became so weak that she almost did not get to the car. She had a stroke and had to stay 
some days in the hospital. 
   Not only was it heart trouble, diabetes and a stroke that affected Brita. The year before 
she was diagnosed with cancer in one breast which had to be removed. All these 
conditions made her weaker. Little by little I had to learn to prepare food and do all the 
other chores in the house. Inside the house she could still walk from one room to another, 
but going somewhere else we had to use a wheelchair or the car. Her memory was failing 
more and more, but she remembered very well things that happened years ago and talked 
about them. 
Our beloved and caring children wanted me to get a place for Brita at a nursing home, but 
I was not willing to do it. However, the day came when I no longer could care for her by 
myself. On June 13, 2001 she could not stand nor walk. I had to dress her and put her in 
the wheelchair and walk to the nursing home. It was far from fun, but the fine personnel 
at Göransgården took very good care of Brita. 
   Her strength was declining very fast and the last two weeks we could no longer talk to 
each other. On the morning of September 5, Lars wife, Liselott, came and she understood 
that the end was close. She called Lars and told him to come from his office in 
Holsbybrunn if he still wanted to see his mother alive. He came at midday and after that 
we took turns to be with Brita. About five in the afternoon Pepe called from the States 
and Lars talked to him on his cell phone. Brita had not opened her eyes for several days, 
but in that moment she opened them. She looked at Lars and seemed to understand when 
he said that Pepe just had called, but she said nothing. Then she lifted her gaze above 
Lars and Lilo and looked with live interest at something and at that moment she took her 
last breath on earth and moved to the wonderful heaven where there is no sickness or 
suffering. What did she see that the others in the room did not see? I believe it was the 
angels from heaven that came and took her home. She is gone from earth, but the hope of 
reunion is alive. 


