The Story of Martha
Martha Olsen Ekker
October 9, 1954 - November 3, 2017
Martha Olsen Ekker lived a life filled with love, beauty, and many great
friendships. Her adventurous spirit took her from the wilds of Patagonia
to the depths of Grand Canyon. She was equally at home in the finest
Manhattan restaurants and on the back of her favorite horse galloping
through the Colorado forests. Martha was often described by friends as
one of the most optimistic and joyful people they ever met.
Martha was born as Karen Martha Olsen on October 9, 1954, to Ann
Marie (Mulkowski) and Ib Eigel Olsen in Paterson, New Jersey. She was
the youngest in a family of four – brother Joe and sisters Ann and Maya.
Her father was a ship captain and Martha grew up traveling with her
mother to meet Captain Ib in many different ports, from Texas and
Louisiana to Pennsylvania and New York.

Maya remembers
Martha’s sister Maya narrates

Martha posing for her wedding
photo on Rampart Range Road

Our mother’s parents were Marie Mulkowski nee Jandura and John
Mulkowski, both from Poland. John and Marie were originally from Latvia and Lithuania and migrated
separately. John had come to the US, opened a hotel in Pennsylvania, and sent for a mail-order bride,
Marie, whom he didn’t know, to join him. Ann, born April 24, 1919, was one of four children. Her siblings
were John Mulkowski, who lived in Passaic; Sophia Hojhus nee Mulkowski, from Bloomingdale, NJ,
married to Arne Hojhus, a merchant marine born in Denmark; and half-sister Francis Smoluha nee
Mulkowski, of Bayonne, NJ.
Ib was born in Hellerup, Denmark, on January 3rd, 1921 to
parents Martha Jacobsen nee Olsen and Karl Peter Olsen. During
WWII Ib went to sea as a merchant marine and while at sea
Denmark was invaded by the Nazis. His ship could not/would not
return to Denmark, so it continued to the US. Ib was dropped off
in Baltimore where he spent his first night sleeping on a park
bench. He then joined the US Merchant Marines and spent his
life traveling the oceans of the world.
(a more complete genealogy is located at the end of this story,
provided by Martha’s Uncle Dan Olsen)

Maya Ollson, Martha’s older sister

From a first marriage to Joseph Patrick Hickey,
Ann had two children: Ann Yodice nee Hickey,
currently living in NJ, and Joseph Patrick Hickey,
formerly of southern NJ and California. Joe is
now deceased, leaving four sons: Michael
Hickey, David, Steven, and Kenneth who all
reside in southern NJ and have families of their
own. After their marriage, Ann and Ib had a first
daughter, Mary Ann Olsen (Maya Ollson), born
on July 4th, 1945, now living in NJ, and then
Martha in 1954.
Martha was born on a warm, sunny autumn day,
Uncle Dan, Aunt Sabine, nephew Teddy, and niece Madison
October 9th, 1954. Our father took our mother
to the hospital and I stayed home with my
“FarMØr (FahMaw - father’s mother). Ib and his brother Oluf had brought our grandmother, Martha
Olsen, over for three months from Denmark for her first and only visit to be here for her granddaughter
Martha’s birth. In fact, our grandmother gave Martha her original first name “Karen” (a popular Danish
name), while “Martha” was the middle name added by Ib and Ann.
My mother had tried to get pregnant several times, but had lost two pregnancies. There was concern
that Martha would be a “blue baby,” appearing blue at birth from the incompatibility of the mother and
father’s blood. But she was born healthy when I was nine years old.
Martha was my mother’s favorite because Mom didn’t need to work by this time, thanks to Dad’s rising
success in the commercial sailing world, so Mom could devote her time to bringing up her newest
daughter. It took a while to find the right formula for Martha, but in time we found that plain cow’s milk
was the best for her sensitive digestive system.
I believe that Martha had a happy childhood. She did have some digestive challenges and was plagued
by repeated stomach aches. With much testing and psychiatric help it was determined that Martha’s
stomach aches were because she missed our father who was out to
sea most of the time. Once, when Martha was six and we travelled
to Philadelphia because my father’s ship was in port, we went to our
favorite restaurant there to have a nice dinner as a family. Martha
was on a restricted diet and liked lobster. I remember my father
rolling his eyes at his six-year-old ordering and eating expensive
lobster because it made her tummy feel better. It didn’t make his
wallet feel better, but he was happy to give it to her.
Although I had always wanted a dog, or any animal, our mother
wouldn’t consent. But when our Aunt Sophie’s dog had puppies and
Martha was all a glow with puppy fever, my mother finally got us a
dog, a miniature French Poodle. Martha also fell in love with horses
and our parents bought her a horse when she was 14. She loved her
horse and groomed and rode him, becoming a skilled horsewoman
for the rest of her life.

Maya and Martha in Breckinridge

Martha went to school in Fair Lawn until we moved
to Wayne when she was 10 years old. One of her
high school friends was an exchange student from
Argentina, Ada (Adita) Montero. We so enjoyed her
company! Martha’s high school made a ski trip to
Austria which I chaperoned. We had a blast skiing
the Kitzbuhel Alps together and often talked about
that fun trip. While there, the inn where we stayed
served a soup one night with some kind of “balls”
floating in it. Martha and I decided to play a joke on
her fellow students and said that those “balls” were
“goat eggs.” They believed us! We had a good laugh
about that over and over again.

Martha with Paul and his partner Michael at Prices
Switch on Christmas Day, 1997

Martha fell in love with Louis Machiavello and they moved into a lovely farm house in Vernon where
they lived together for many years. Martha went to Ramapo College for a while, where she met our
“brother” Paul Floro. They became fast friends and eventually Paul became Martha’s adopted brother,
and mine too. She then decided to become a dog groomer and went to school to learn her trade.
After at least 20 years when her relationship with Lou ended, Martha fell in love with Hector Arroyo, an
immigrant from Uruguay. She was married to Hector for a short while and was very careful not to do
anything to jeopardize his immigration status and to make it easy for him to become a US citizen.
Martha always had that kind sensitivity for the needs of others.

Neal adds to Martha’s story in New Jersey
Neal narrates
Sitting in the study of his nice home on the golf course in New
Jersey one evening, Ib told me the story of getting “torpedoed”
during WWII. Ib was a quiet man and didn’t embellish stories,
but he described sailing out into the Gulf of Mexico and on the
very first day at sea the ship was hit and sunk by German
torpedoes. Ib mentioned that it was a strange day, because by
supper time the crew was back on land in a bar in New Orleans.

Ib Olsen, Martha’s father

Much later in life, as the Captain of the Gulf Queen (one of the largest oil tankers in the world at the
time), Ib sailed up the Mississippi and expertly anchored the enormous ship in the river so that he and
the crew could land and eat dinner at Ib’s favorite Cajun café.
Maya went away to college at 18, leaving Martha (Karen then) home alone with her mother Ann.
Around this time, Ann began to experience mental health issues. Essentially, at a young age Martha took
care of her mother as much as her mother cared for her. More than once, Ann became so crippled by
bouts of depression and anxiety that she was hospitalized and even given “shock treatments.” Martha
mentioned that once she drove her mother to the hospital before she even had her driver’s license. I
believe that this up-bringing explained much about Martha’s strength, independence, and positive
attitude later in life. She grew up expecting to care for herself and for others, always.

Eventually, at the end of her life, Ann was attacked by a dog and spent months in the hospital, with
Martha driving down from Prices Switch (the road where she and Louis had purchased a home together)
almost every day to sit with her mother.
Martha got a job shortly after high school, and at 19 she
began an affair with Louis Machiavello, a married man with
two children. It wasn’t long before they purchased an old
farm house together with several acres of property only a
few miles from the New York state line in the beautiful
rolling farm country of far northern New Jersey less than
two hours from downtown Manhattan. Lou was an
executive in an upscale wallcovering business and for some
years he provided for Martha rather well. Martha
described many nights of dining and dancing in the fine
restaurants of Manhattan. She and Lou trained for and ran
Martha exploring Colorado
in several marathons, including both the Boston and New
York Marathons. Martha shouldered the many tasks of helping to raise Lou’s two children, Bill and
JoAnn, and often described them as “her children.”
Eventually, Lou turned his attention elsewhere and Martha needed to bring in money for herself. She
started an animal training and dog grooming business she called – Martha Does Dogs. During this time,
she trained race horses, rode with the locals in New Jersey versions of “fox hunts,” and became a caretaker on the Appalachian Trail which ran by less than a mile from her home on Prices Switch Road.
Martha remodeled the back porch of the old farm house into a dog grooming area and made a
successful business there for over 20 years. Some of her customers continued to call and write her long
after she sold the place and moved to Colorado.
One of those customers was Jim Quinlan, a high school shop teacher with a love of airplanes and the
outdoors. Martha and Jim hiked and camped together, and Martha took flying lessons from Jim as well.
Much later, I rode with Jim in his old Piper Cub 2-seater, flying over the New Jersey countryside. Martha
maintained a close friendship with Jim and his wife Karen right to the end of Martha’s life. Jim and Karen
attended our wedding in Green Mountain Falls. Jim and Martha communicated often has he died of
cancer a couple of years before Martha did. A clock that Jim gave us as a wedding gift still hangs in our
home. And a few weeks before Martha passed away, Karen came to our new home in Tarryall to help
me care for Martha.
Lou Machiavello liked to take vacations in Las Vegas. Martha wasn’t much of a “Vegas” type of woman,
so while Lou hit the casinos, Martha took scenic flights over Grand Canyon. Soon, she travelled out by
herself to hike in the Canyon. And in her mid-40s, when her “other father” Andy, (Solomon Andert) the
other captain of the Gulf Queen, invited Martha to go on a Grand Canyon river trip, she jumped at the
chance.

Martha and Neal together
Neal narrates
I worked as a Colorado River guide and boatman for 20
summers, 15 of those in Grand Canyon. In 1996 I left the
Grand Canyon and moved to Colorado. Four years later,
some former river passengers and friends of mine
invited me to go with their group on a commercial Grand
Canyon river trip over the summer solstice in the year
2000. Martha, Andy, and her nephew Steven were on
that trip.
The evening of the summer solstice we camped at Upper Unkar. It was a Grand Canyon gorgeous
evening, with a big moon and clear skies filling with stars as the sunset died on the tremendous cliffs all
around us. Maybe a dozen of the passengers found our way up the beach from camp where a big eddy
provided a wonderful amphitheater for watching the sunset and moonrise and paying our respects to
the summer solstice.
We all sat in a row, talking and absorbing the magnificence provided by Grand Canyon. Then suddenly,
just as the evening light grew especially rich and the big moon peaked over the cliffs far above, this fairly
young and rather gorgeous lady literally threw off her clothes, leaped out into the shallow water of the
big, slow eddy, and began a beautiful pagan solstice dance.
It was Martha. At first, we were all shocked beyond
words or movement. Then, as if a spark had shot
through each of us simultaneously, we all leaped up
beside Martha, shucking clothes and dancing in honor
of life, the Canyon, and the solstice.
Eventually, this much excitement and exertion led to
near-exhaustion. We again all sat down on the sandy
river bank, feeling much closer than before, now that
we had just danced naked in the waves together. To
my great delight, the woman who had started it all,
and whose name I didn’t actually recall yet this early
in the trip, sat down right beside me.

Martha in the hot tub with dear friends Michele and
Brian.

To say that I believed I could actually feel the heat from her nearness is a ghastly understatement. With
the help of the plastic bottles of various brews we had been passing up and down the row, I mustered
extraordinary courage – and very very gently placed my hand on Martha’s bare back. Martha instantly
sat up straight and in a very loud voice that it seemed to me
could be heard for a mile up and down stream, strongly
stated – I’m sorry. I believe you misunderstand me!
But maybe it was Martha who didn’t quite understand, yet.
Two nights later in a beautiful camp below Deer Creek called
Pancho’s Kitchen, we fell into each other’s arms. A few

The wedding day with Martha’s New Jersey
friend Connie.

weeks before Martha’s death, I was writing a song for her. The first verse referred to that night at
Pancho’s Kitchen:
A truly Grand love was born, deep in a Canyon night
Two hearts grew close and warm, and burned
Under a speckled sky.
After we met on that Grand Canyon river trip in June of 2000, Martha and I traveled back and forth
between Prices Switch and Manitou Springs where I lived at the time, visiting and courting for the next
three years. Among our many adventures during these years, we went camping and exploring several
times in the western Canyonlands country called “Under the Ledge.” We found a wonderful camp spot
that we named The Precipice of Pleasure on Waterhole Flat looking out over the Colorado River gorge
below Cataract Canyon. One night after supper Martha and I were sitting in that camp, looking out over
a sea of sage and pinyon/juniper. I mused that just ten thousand years earlier there were almost
certainly woolly mammoths grazing in those very pastures before us. We began to imagine what we
ourselves would have been like, back then. Martha stated that she would have been a huntress,
certainly. I said, yes, a huntress of love! That became Martha’s personal nickname for the rest of her life:
Huntress of Love

Marriage, and so much more
Shortly after, Martha and I decided to buy a home together in
Colorado. Martha had been planning for years to move west, and this
was her chance. We purchased a very interesting place in a little town
15 minutes northwest of Colorado Springs called Green Mountain
Falls. In November of 2004 I flew to New Jersey, climbed behind the
wheel of a big U-Haul truck filled with all of Martha’s worldly
possessions, and we drove across country, eating Thanksgiving dinner
at a Cracker Barrel café on the Pennsylvania Turnpike.
We had already
scheduled a big trip to Chile, leaving just a few days after
Martha arrived in her new Green Mountain Falls home just
off Iona Trail on a dirt track called Pueblo Ave. By the first
of December we were lying under unfamiliar stars of the
Southern Hemisphere outside of a little Chilean town called
Futalafu. Over the next four weeks Martha did
extraordinary things – running big rapids, swimming Criollo
horses across big rivers, kayaking down beautiful streams,
and sleeping peacefully every night in a tent while rain fell
three weeks
out of the four. And she did it all with grace and
enthusiasm.
One night as I lay beside her in the tent, listening to the rain
drumming above, I realized that I would never find a

Martha and Neal’s home in Green
Mountain Falls

stronger, more wonderful person to spend my life with, and I decided to ask Martha to marry me.
In April of 2005, Martha and I went exploring in a very remote part of Canyonlands called The Big Ridge.
I had already decided to ask Martha to marry me out on that long, lonely point looking off toward the
Henry Mountains and the Dirty Devil River. I had been shopping for months, looking for a Navajo or Hopi
necklace that would be just right for the occasion. I felt fairly confident that she would say yes – we
were already building a home and life together in Green Mountain Falls – but just to make sure, I added
extra tequila to our margaritas after supper that evening. This tactic apparently worked – Martha said
yes and we stood together there above the beautiful country and gave our life-long promises to each
other, arm in arm.
So, in July of 2005 we were formally married on the new deck of our wonderful home in Green
Mountain Falls. Martha’s father Ib came, as did her sister Maya and Maya’s daughter Roileigh, her
special friend Connie, and many other friends and
family members.
Not long after this summer of excitement and
accomplishments, we began to search for property
to buy for an investment and perhaps for retirement.
One day Martha found an ad in a local newspaper,
and within a few months we owned 50 acres of
beautiful Colorado countryside in Tarryall Valley.
Across the street lived a family that were raising
good cow-chasing and forest-riding quarter horses.
Martha and I purchased Quicksand and May from
the
Ib Olsen, Martha, Neal, and Neal’s parents Iona and Ted
Dillons
Ekker on the back deck of the Green Mountain Falls
– now
home after the wedding.
we had
a “family” in Tarryall with whom we could explore a
beautiful new territory. And we did, riding for miles and
miles over the Pike National Forest between Badger
Mountain and Pilot Peak, down “Martha’s Canyon” and up
“Becky’s Draw,” all right there beyond the west gate of our
own piece of heaven.
It seemed like our life was set, but major challenges lay
ahead. First, I was offered a very lucrative job in Houston,
Texas, and within a year of moving to Cypress, Martha discovered that she had breast cancer. She
courageously endured months of chemotherapy, losing her hair but not her powerful optimism. In May
of 2010 we moved back to our lovely home in Green
Mountain Falls, Colorado.
Quicksand grazing in Tarryall pastures.

But cancer would not let Martha alone. Within two
years the cancer had returned, with a vengeance.
Martha again launched into chemotherapy. This
time it was clear that she would be taking these

Martha and Neal on May and Quicksand at Tarryall

drugs for the rest of her life, however long that might be.
But cancer didn’t stop Martha from having fun. During these years we continued to ride Quicksand,
May, and now a third horse, PeppyJack, in the forest around our wonderful “farm” up the Tarryall
Valley. We also went on an Alaska cruise, did river trips on the Green and Colorado Rivers, and most
importantly, began the planning and preparations for building a new home in Tarryall.
As Martha grew more sick, these preparations for building our new home accelerated. We hired a friend
from Green Mountain Falls to build a new driveway, we had a well drilled, and finally we hired a great
general contractor – Brad Kuhn.
Then the day after New Years, while we were
visiting our friends Mike and Terri Racette in
Palisade, Colorado, Martha had a major
seizure. It was a very traumatizing event for
all of us. Within a few weeks, Martha and I
were in a doctor’s office seeing the scans
that revealed she had multiple brain tumors.

Mike and Terri Racette, Brian Billow, Michele Scrivner,
Martha, and Neal after Brian and Michele’s wedding on our
Tarryall deck.

By this point, we had already purchased a
camp trailer and sold our home in Green
Mountain Falls. We planned to live in the
trailer while our new home was being built in

Tarryall. Martha began radiation treatments and
at the same time packed up all our possessions
and moved into the trailer a hundred yards or so
from where the foundation had already been
poured for our new home.
Brad Kuhn and his construction crews did a
fantastic job and Martha was able to spend
Christmas 2016 “camped” in our new home.
Even though her health was failing, Martha
dived into the tasks of “making a nest.” But we
understood that time was short. So in July we
flew to British Columbia and visited her Aunt
Sabine and Uncle Dan. We spent a lovely week
riding the ferries over to Vancouver Island and
back. Then in August, we spent several days
staying in one of the old cabins at the North Rim
of Grand Canyon, something Martha had wanted
to do for years. One night there, we lay on the
bed and held each other close as we watched a
beautiful moonset over the Grand Canyon. It

Martha with visitors standing in what will soon become
the living room of our new home in Tarryall.

almost felt like our lives had come full circle.
Only a few months after that night in the little old cabin on the North Rim, Martha passed away
peacefully in her own bed in her beautiful home, surrounded by loved ones and friends.
The love, strength, adventurous spirit, and joy she gave to all continues to rise in the morning mist over
her Tarryall farm and each day in the hearts of everyone she touched.

Olsen Family Genealogy
Provided by Martha’s Uncle Dan Olsen
It probably all started on a Viking ship somewhere back when, but since we do not have all the details,
we shall have to start a little later.
Oluf (the Older; Martha’s oldest uncle was
also named Oluf) was a sailor, a stoker of
the new steam engines then beginning to
power the big full ships sailing around the
globe. According to Dad, he passed Cape
Horn five times. It has been suggested that
the Olsens originated in Sweden, then
migrated to Denmark around the year
1900, but I have not been able to trace
Martha’s (the Younger) great
grandparents’ birth place and date.
On August 6, 1886, Oluf the Older married
Helmutta Christiane Joergensen in Skt.
Martha and Neal with Dan and Sabine after our Desolation river
trip, standing at the overlook of Dead Horse Point in Utah.
Matthaeus on Amager (an island part of
Copenhagen). She came from the town of
Randers in Jutland. He was born in 1860 and she in 1862. From the church record, I believe Oluf the
Older’s father to have been M. Olsen/worker and Helmutta’s father – Peter Joergensen/stoker.
Oluf the Older and Helmutta started a family on Nystrandvej in Hellerup and later on Koebenhavnsvej
very near the marina in Hellerup, just north of Copenhagen. Their family included five children – Carl
Peter Olsen, Anna Olsen, Karl Peter Olsen (my father and Martha’s grandfather), Svend Olsen, Eigil
Olsen.
It appears to have been a tight knit family and a February 1, 1916, general Danish Census (folketaelling)
for Koebenhavnsvej states that Helmutta, born in Randers, Svend born in Hellerup/machinist at
“Rekylfabrikken” (a machinegun maker in Copenhagen,) and Eigil born in Hellerup/apprentice at
blacksmith Nielsen, Hellerup, lived there.

Karl and Martha Olsen (Dan’s father and our Martha’s grandparents)
Dad (Karl) apprenticed at a blacksmith in Hellerup, so probably the same one, and he may already have
been working for “Rekylfabrikken,” but in Russia, well east of Moscow, where the Danes had established

a factory for the Madsen machinegun for the Tzar. Or perhaps Karl had just moved out with his new wife
Martha Marie Jacobsen. She joined him in Russia. This was in 1917 already, so Martha would not have
been pregnant with Oluf the Younger (Ib’s older brother) yet. Karl was escorted away from Martha at
the railroad station in St. Petersburg at bayonet point to be interrogated by the Bolshevik soldiers.
Fortunately, he was allowed to leave. As a result of the revolution they had lost nearly all their
belongings and all their savings.
In the 1921 census at Rebekkavej, Hellerup, not far from Nystrandvej, the new family living under the
same roof looked like this:


Helmutta Christiane



Karl Peter



Martha Marie
4-7-1894
only 1-2 hours away from Copenhagen.



Eigil William

17-12-1898

Hellerup



Oluf

30-11-1919

Hellerup



“Dreng” (Ib)
3-1-1921
Hellerup
“Dreng” means boy. In Karl’s
handwriting there is also a note that his oldest sister Anna is living elsewhere.

8-1-1862
20-1-1892

Randers
Hellerup

His birth certificate is 1893

Rystrup

A small farming town on Sealand, so

Oluf (the Older) is not mentioned, so I assume he passed away before 1921, but I have not found any
record of it.
There is also a note about Karl working at Autovaerkstaedet on Strandvejen as an auto mechanic, and
Eigil as a mechanic at “Remisen” (the repair shop for the trains).
Inge and Alice were born in 1923 and 1925 respectively, and the family was still at Rebekkavej. Ib and
Inge went to a nice school at Hellerup Statsskole. I do not know much about their life then, but Alice has
said they were very poor, and she wrote beautifully about it in a letter (in Danish) to Jette, Inge’s
youngest daughter. Life was tough, but they made the very best of it. Karl was away much of the time,
and I believe he was a travelling car salesman. Early on he worked for GM, Citroen, and Ford in
Copenhagen as works manager, but he had trouble taming his mouth when talking to the bosses, so he
had to walk a few times, I’m told.
Karl (my father) brought his kids up tough, and told them to strive, demonstrating by example. He was
terribly proud of Inge, whom he considered the smartest of them all. But he held great respect for the
boys and what they later achieved. Particularly perhaps Ib, but that can be because Ib kept in some
contact and was so tuned into the sea, which Dad loved – to the degree that he tried to row to Sweden
and away from his father, who knew how to give him a good spanking
when his oldest sister Anna ratted on him.
Alice was simply the love of Karl’s life, and she returned it in
spades. Karl and Martha’s family eventually consisted of seven, living
in a 3 1/2 room apartment near Grandmother Helmutta without any
comforts. Apparently they were well off when Dad held the good jobs
with the big auto companies, but as he through his life tolerated no
criticism, he sank his careers, and his family suffered. I interject that

the depression cannot have helped. Dad was very tough with the boys and corporal punishment was
handed out. The girls sided with the boys but did not dare to stand up for them, and Alice is convinced
their hate of their father was formed then. Alice loved him nonetheless, and the love was mutual.
The family was outdoors-oriented and they would drive off to the lovely beaches north of Copenhagen
in their car with a tent and then go swimming at Easter, when no other sane person with go into the
sea.
Neither Alice nor I know when Dad left his first family for good, but she thinks it had to be in the early
1930s. Apparently Martha and he had already divorced, but Alice did not know of it. Martha worked all
day, so Helmutta who had her own room, became Alice’s anchor point. The boys only saw her at night
when they assembled for dinner.
Martha worked incredibly hard, leaving the apartment at 5am and only returning at 5pm, but not before
four lunch packs for the children had been made and lined up in a row for them. Helmutta became ill
and was sent to a home where she passed away shortly after. Alice visited her almost every day.
After that, the family was extremely poor and Alice does not know how they managed to get food on
the table, but somehow they managed and never went to bed hungry. Alice paints a picture of a warm
and loving family, although still maintaining the manners Dad had stood for.
As I said earlier, Ib and Inge went to a “fine” school; apparently they were the two smart ones. Dad was
proud of that, so he may have had something to do with setting that up. It was tough for the two of
them as poor children to stand on their own amongst wealthy children, and it also affected their
relationship with their siblings, particularly Oluf who thought Ib was being favored and nick named Ib
“Mor’s soede fims” (Mom’s sweet fart). Oluf at this time was apprenticing to be a blacksmith, like his
dad before him, but also went to technical school at night, so he had an incredibly hard time. At this
school he met Poul Lewinsky, who became Inge’s husband.
The three youngest ones graduated about the same time and Ib went to trade school, getting busy
experiencing life and the girls, as Alice puts it. The three musketeers, Ib, Kjeld, and Harald were
inseparable. And Ib also played soccer for the B1903 club. Both Inge and Alice were pulled out of school
prematurely. Something that I think impacted their lives throughout.
Ib was a bit of a rebel. He would rather sail than be in an office. He tried it and returned shortly
thereafter, thinking that the sea after all was not for him. But it called again and this time he hired on for
a year with The East Asiatic Company of Copenhagen (the company I worked for for 18 years without
ever being told that Ib had worked there). Then came World War II and nothing was heard from Ib for
five years, until the war ended. He had married Ann and lived in New Jersey, and he had a little
daughter, born on Martha’s (the Older) birthday.
Oluf had now also emigrated to the USA, so only the three girls remained in Denmark.
Martha visited her two sons in 1954 (when Martha of this Story was born), and this was a great
experience and joy for her. On Alice’s desk is a photo, taken the first evening of the visit, and Martha’s
radiant, happy smile leaves no doubt in Alice’s mind that it was taken in the happiest moment of her
life.

Karl’s second family
In the second part of the 1930s, after divorcing his first wife, Martha, Karl gravitated towards the east
and settled for some time as works manager for the importer of Austin cars in Odense on the island of
Funen, and then a few years later he had established a small car sales and service company called
Ostjydsk Auto-Service in Frederica, renting the premises from good friends of my mom Ingeborg Marie
Dupont, and that is where they met and fell in love. 1938 was the year they got married in Taulov Kirke,
and they seem to have spent the early years travelling by bike and car and otherwise. Ingeborg was out
of the Dupont family, French Huguenot farmers of tobacco and potatoes, new crops, having settled in
Frederica in the 1700s upon the King’s invitation and promise of privileges, following some time in a very
small town Walmau, Uggermarkt province of Prussia, where the family had arrived and settled for the
same reason, including religious freedom, following the ravages of the 30 year wars, that had seen the
population drop by 75%.
These were troublesome and conflicting times in Europe. Communism was butting up against Nazism,
national economies were on edge, and the aftermath of the Great Depression and the demise of the
Weimar Republic were widely felt. Then came the war between Finland and Russia, in which Karl
volunteered in Finland with other Danes in supply management behind the front. That did not last long,
with Germany invading Denmark April 9th, 1941. Karl returned to Denmark and Ingeborg got a teacher’s
position in Frederica. I can only guess at the conflicting thoughts affecting my parents at the time,
particularly my father who spent the war years in part working on war-related projects in occupied
Denmark as well as in northern Germany within the military supply chain, apparently sabotaging it and
being expelled by the Gestapo. The post war period saw him building his own auto dealership on
Ingeborg’s property. In the 1950s it was sold and became a newly built VW dealership. Around this time,
he had also bought an 80,000 sq ft piece of land and turned it into an orchard/garden for the small
family. It was a joy for a young boy like me, but eventually it was of course way too much to try to keep
up, particularly without any mechanical equipment. Karl eventually semi-retired, but continued to work
occasionally, including being foreman for pipe supply for the new oil refinery in Frederica and a half year
stint in Greenland at Station Nord, 600km from the North Pole.
In 1949 Ingeborg became pregnant with Dan (me), a bit late for both the parents, but Alice later said it
added 10 years to Karl’s life. For sure what it did was to give him the experience of living through the
upbringing of his son right through high school/college (Gymnasium in Danish) and commercial
apprenticing with The East Asiatic Company of Copenhagen. All under the firm hand of Ingeborg, a
teacher by profession. I was sent to Vancouver, BC, Canada, by the company and spent 18 years with the
company mostly in the lumber industry, but also in shipping. After three years with Weyerhaeuser
Canada, I and my wife Sabine since 1982 started Danfor Export Ltd., a lumber export company, enjoying
its 27th year in 2018. Our two boys, Colin (1985) and Erik (1988), both engineers out of UBC, Vancouver,
are now roaming the world, with Sabine and I looking after the hobby farm in Langley, BC.

