Ingeborg 
♦
From Blaamolid,
 Nord-Norge 
To 

Nelson, British Columbia
My grandmother settled in the Nelson region of the West Kootenays of British Columbia in the late 1920’s.  Her name was Ingeborg Margrete Kristiansen Kyskmo-Moen.  This story has been written in commemoration of British Columbia’s 150th Anniversary and to honour my grandmother’s life that began in northern Norway, above the Arctic Circle. Ingeborg was born on October 15, 1897 on the Blaamolid family farm in Beiarn, Norway to Jens Kristian Jensen [January 25, 1865 – July 18, 1944] and Pernille Sofie Martine Helgesen [July 18, 1855 – January 14, 1933].  She is pictured below with her parents and her two sisters, Hilda and Juliana in the summer of 1911 (she is on the left of her sisters).
She came from a devout Norwegian Lutheran family who read the Bible and said grace at every meal.  It was no surprise that her older brother, Olaf, would immigrate to North America first, where he studied at Augsburg Seminary in Minneapolis to become a Lutheran minister.  Ingeborg eventually met Robert Kristian Adamson from Kyskmo, another neighboring farm and on January 2, 1920 when she was twenty-two years old, they married.  They had four children in Norway before they immigrated to Canada in the spring of 1926.  During the 1920’s, there was a severe depression in Norway that accounts for close to 20,000 Norwegians coming to Canada during this decade.  The trans-Atlantic journey would have been difficult as my grandmother was seven months pregnant with my father when they set sail on the Bergensfjord, arriving in Halifax on May 20, 1926.  There, they boarded a train to take them to Camrose, Alberta, where my grandmother’s brother, Olaf, was serving as a Lutheran minister.  Days before my father was born on July 11th, 1926, Camrose hosted a 3-day Scandinavian festival where thousands of Norwegians came, from all parts of the Dominion, to take part in the festivities.  My grandparents would have been part of this celebration.  It would have been a great opportunity to meet and speak a common language with other Norwegians, especially after enduring such a long trip and leaving their family and culture behind.  
They did not reside in Alberta long as photographs and other records indicate that they moved to Nelson, British Columbia by 1928.  Even though the unemployment was high in the Nelson area, my grandfather was able to find work in the mines around the West Kootenays in British Columbia area, including Hewitt Mines in Sandon with other Norwegian miners.  During the 1930’s, my grandmother would provide food to the unemployed that hung out around the CPR tracks hiding bread crusts in the cuffs of her coat where she would walk by and drop them for those that were traveling through.  My grandmother ‘worked out’ in Nelson, cleaning offices and houses, doing laundry and combined with my grandfather’s work as a miner, they were able to purchase a home on Hall Mines Road where they raised their family.  Ingeborg became very well-known in the Nelson area for her traditional Norwegian baking and every Church event was not complete without a table of her goodies.  She had brought hand-carved lefse rolling pins from Norway, along with other cooking implements that bestowed a very traditional taste and look to all of feasts that she prepared.
Ingeborg in Nelson, British Columbia in the 1950’s – typical Norwegian pastries and baking
She loved serving tea and coffee at all of the Lutheran Church bazaars and teas, with her krumekake, futeman, cardamom loaves, lefse and flatbread.  As grandchildren, my brother and I were extremely fortunate in being on the receiving end of freshly baked goodies, straight from the oven.  On occasion, the ladies from the Church would visit my grandmother, and she would bustle around in the days prior, readying herself for these visits, where tea and coffee were served in china cups and the desserts were served on beautiful ornate trays.   
My grandmother missed Norway very much and she worked hard to ensure that her family knew of the Norwegian culture she had left behind. The family home was decorated with painted wooden plates covered in rosemaling depicting life in Norway, carved spoons and bowls, oil paintings from Norway of the old homestead she had left behind and beautiful handcrafted placemats.  Christmas was planned months in advance.  One of my grandmother’s favorite Christmas delicacies to make was rulepulse which was venison pounded flat, seasoned and rolled, tied into a long oval, dipped in brine and then hung for a period of time.  A month or so later at Christmas, the rulepulse would be sliced into thin slivers of tender venison and served with goat cheese on flatbread.  The tree was decorated on Christmas Eve with streamers of little Norwegian flags and ornaments.  Christmas Eve was, perhaps, the most special part of the entire Christmas celebration.  Our family went to the evening service at the Lutheran Church and then arrived home to grandma’s smorgasbord of lutefisk served with melted butter, flatbread with goat cheese and for dessert, lingenberries with cream.  At midnight, we always opened one present.  Delectable Norwegian food and song were at every event; whether a baptism, a birthday or picnic.    
Grandma told and wrote stories about her home in Norway in the beautiful valley of Beiarn just outside of Bodo. All of the letters she left behind speak glowingly of her family farm, Blaamolid.  A letter from one of her trips back home in 1965 relates to a visit where she met up with old girlfriends and they reminisced into the evening.  

‘One evening when I was at home, four of my neighbor girls of long ago, my close friends of my youth came over for a visit.  They didn’t come empty-handed; they brought with them all kinds of goodies for the coffee and we enjoyed a blissful evening reminiscing – reliving days and years long since past, memories of long ago.  It was a wonderful festive evening, time was too short, before we knew it, it was two o’clock in the morning, the morning sun was already casting its golden hue over the treetops and a myriad of colors, golden, yellow, violet, green, blue, unveiled a picture long to remember.  It was a reminder of the days, when all of us youngsters had to turn out to help make a kiln for burning tar, coming home over the hills we could see our neighboring homesteads in Troli, Furu-Aspeland and our own home, in the valley sleeping in the morning sun.’1
She published stories in the Nord-Norge which was a Norwegian publication out of Minneapolis, Minnesota during the 1940’s.  On one of her visits to Norway, she journalled about her home in Blaamolid:  
‘I know of no place where the hillside is more green [sic] then home in Blaamolie.  Here grows various kinds of trees, and in this variation of a forest, the birds, at this time, are signing their long songs from a hundred different trees, contemplating their family joy in coming days.  
1. Source: Copy of letter dated 1964 in Leavell family history legacy.

The cuckoo is flying from post to branch, announcing to the rest of the bird inhabitants that he has come and they better get ready for adopting his offspring.  There is a fragrance in the air, like removing the cork out of a perfume bottle from the birch trees, mountain ash, choke cherries and the pine trees.  There are aspens and willows whose leaves are shimmering in the evening breeze, rustling leaves awakens [sic] one as out of a midsummer’s dream.  The old brook is meandering through the meadows and small waterfalls  [sic] sings a melodic melody and whispers a soft tune as it steals through the grass.  Hundreds of wild flowers grow along the way, in the meadow and hillside.  It is like a tapestry of many colors set in green with the Almighty as the designer, the blue sky with fleecy clouds cause one to stop in the midst of this serenity and beauty.  As we sit here, we think.  How wonderful to be a Nordlending and claim all this for an inheritance.  Ha! – the beautiful midsummer’s night in Nordland! ‘2
As my father and his siblings grew into their teens, my grandfather developed ‘black lung’ from working in the mines in the Ymir area and in Norway.  When he grew too ill to remain at home in Nelson, he was sent to the Tranquille Sanitarium near Kamloops where he resided until his death on December 7, 1941.  My grandmother traveled back and forth by boat and train between Nelson and Tranquille regularly to visit him.  On many of these trips, she would spent time teaching the local women how to spin and weave.  On her last trip to visit Robert before his death, she wrote a short note to her children, written in pencil and faded with time; words filled the page with emotion as she sat vigil and wrote the following: 
‘My dearest children, just a few lines to let you know that Dady [sic] is still alive when I write this lines, however, it is not given to us to know how long he will last, but be it long or soon I will have to stay until it is over I cannot live him He can not talk so I do not know whither he knows me or not. I asked him one morning do you know me and he nodded as to say he did but he is not himself he suffers terrible so I only hope that God takes him home soon.  When I came in to Kamloops I phone long distance to see how he was as there was no bus leaving before 10:45 so they said he was so very low that they wondered whether he would last til [sic] then, so I took a taxi and so I got here around 8 o’clock and I run like made [sic] in the dark from one building to another as they had moved him to G.B. 1 and when I saw him I got such a shock that I can not tell you how I felt, but now that lasted just about half an hour so I am all settled now and I sit with him alone all the time thank the Lord he gave me curage [sic].’3
2. Source: Copy of letter dated 1965 in Leavell family history legacy.

3. Source: Copy of letter dated November/December 1941 in Leavell family history legacy.
She did have incredible courage.  When she arrived home by train, along with the hearse that carried Robert, she faced her family bravely and committed that she would carry on and raise her family to the best of her ability.  She was young enough that she could have re-married but she never did, remaining faithful to Robert and his memory for the rest of her life.  She did not wear mourning clothes but my grandfather’s name was always spoken in hushed and reverent tones.  She honoured him right to the end of her life.  
As the years slipped by, she enjoyed socializing with her Norwegian friends in the Nelson area.  Frequent get-togethers, usually after Church on Sundays were spent picnicking on Kootenay Lake.
.

Norwegian friends at 12 Mile on the North Shore of Kootenay Lake

She was able to return to northern Norway to visit family on many occasions during the latter part of her life.  She kept records of each of her trips, including letters, books, pressed flowers from Norway and photographs from her travels there.  
My grandparents were very fortunate to settle in a region of British Columbia that so closely resembled Beiarn where they had been born and raised.  A region of crystal blue deep fjords nestled in high mountains and glaciers.   
Though only in my late twenties when my grandmother passed away, I was very aware of the incredible legacy she had provided me, including being named after her.  The traditions and stories she shared from Norway, the way she made lefse, how she sipped her strong black coffee through little sugar cubes and the way she spoke with her soft v’s instead of w’s, she was a woman filled with spirit and when she spoke, everyone listened.  She had an uncanny way of commanding the room without saying a word.  My brother and I were privileged enough to have been raised in her home until our teens which meant that we not only got our parents’ perspective but also our grandmother’s strong point of view.    I wish I had known my grandmother longer.  I didn’t get to ask her how she came to meet my grandfather or what it was like to fall head over heels in love in 1920.  I would have loved to have known how she managed to have five babies in six years and live to tell the tale when many around her were dying when just having one.  I know that she prepared herself quietly each and every day in preparation for whatever the Lord handed her that day.  She carried that stoic Norse pride like a crown of jewels, a trait quite visible in the three generations since.   What a legacy she left.
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