Autobiography of Sister Jean Pierre King
Written in May, 1991

Though I was born in Pelkie, Michigan, April 11, 1913, I lived there only for a short time.  My father, Peter King, had to go west for his health, and my mother, my older sister Elizabeth, and I followed him to Colorado a few months later.  My parents had already lost three infant girls in death, and in Colorado their only boy was born but lived only a few months.  My mother, Honora May Pelkie King, died of pneumonia after childbirth in January, 1918, after the Christmas Eve birth of Evangeline, who became Sister Rose Angela S.C., in 1936.


My French-speaking grandmother, Flavie Forget King, who had thirteen children of her own, was eking out a living in Michigan, with her youngest daughter Henrietta and her 12-year-old adopted granddaughter, Antoinette Duquette.  They were invited to Wheatridge, Colorado, to care for my two sisters and me, all under eight-years old.  Antoinette was sent to Sacred heart, Denver, for high school.  After graduating in 1924, she entered the congregation of the Sisters of Charity of Cincinnati, where she was given the name, Sister Alice Loretto.  She died in September, 1950.


Grandma and Aunt Henrietta moved in to Denver shortly after Antoinette’s departure, and Elizabeth had charge of the house until Papa married Ellen Westland in October, 1928.  All three of us King girls attended Sacred heart High School, and Evangeline and I went to Cincinnati for entrance after our respective graduations in 1936 and 1931.  My name was changed from Beatrice to Sister Jean Pierre; I made first vows in 1934, final profession in 1937.

Because we were of French background, I was encouraged to study French in college.  My B.A. from the College of Mount St. Joseph, and my M.A. from Colorado College each carried a Latin major and a French minor.

Latin was the first need I was missioned to answer: --at Seton High School, Cincinnati, in 1934.  After that year I was moved to Mount St. Joseph Academy for a year and a half.  At Christmas, 1936, I was missioned to replace a Sister who was ill at Catholic Central High, Springfield, Ohio, and remained there for three and a half years.


Because our father was ill, Sister Rose Angela and I were both missioned to Cathedral, Denver, in 1940.  The following year I was transferred to Pueblo Catholic High, where I taught for 12 years.  Papa died in 1949.  In summer courses I completed studies for my M.A. in Latin and French with the Rocky Mountain School of Languages affiliated with Colorado College, Colorado Springs.  A Mme. Gallin from the Sorbonne University, Paris, was my French professor.


For my teaching I had built up minors in English, journalism and mathematics, so I was assigned to classes in those fields as well as Latin.  My aim was to be an innovative teacher in each field.  My classes and I had fun together while competing with similar classes of other schools.  Our school paper, The Tatler, won All-Catholic, All-American and International awards.  Our yearbook, The Shamrock, won All-Catholic, but fell short for All-American and International.  My Latin classes joined a Latin club and subscribed to a Latin newspaper.


I was missioned back to Cathedral, Denver, in 1953, and remained there for seven years.  Sister Rose Angela died of cancer in March, 1959.  She had been teaching in Albuquerque.  Migraine headache was taking its toll on my energy, so I was relieved of journalism in 1960 and sent to Holy Name High School, Cleveland, Ohio, for French and Latin.  There I was chairman of the foreign language department.


During my tenure at Holy Name, I had major surgery twice.  The second time I had to have ¾ of my stomach removed in emergency surgery in November, 1966.

I was granted permission to go to Lavalle (sic) University, Quebec in 1968 to “bone up” on my French.  I learned that a cousin, Alphonsine Rousseau, and her family lived near the campus, so I had the joy of improving my conversational French by visiting with them.


In 1969, my stepmother was quite ill in Colorado, so I requested a transfer West.  I was missioned to St. Pius High School, Albuquerque, New Mexico, and taught French there for two years.  My stepmother died in 1970.


At that time several of our Sisters were going into contemplative living situations.  I was given permission to join four Sisters in a House of Prayer in Indianapolis, Indiana, but I stayed there only six months because I discovered that such a life was not my vocation.  I was not permitted to go back into teaching, but I was hired for part-time work with the Pastoral Care team at St. Mary-Corwin Hospital, Pueblo.  I remained there as a Sister Visitor until I reached the age of seventy, and then continued as a volunteer file clerk until computers took over the work I had been doing.  Since 1990 I have volunteered only spasmodically but have continued to live in a Minnequa Shores apartment nearby.


My sister, Elizabeth Woertman, and I went back to Pelkie, Michigan in September, 1986, and were greeted by a surprise delegation who considered our being there as “Founders of Pelkie.”  Our great Uncle Peter King had homesteaded there in the late 1800’s and called the place “King’s Landing.”  When a post office was needed, my maternal grandfather, William Pelkie, offered a room in his home, and the settlement became “Pelkie.”  Elizabeth and I were the only persons descended from both families.


This summer, 1991, I plan to go to Mount St. Joseph Motherhouse to celebrate my Diamond Jubilee.  I hope to live at the Mount permanently before I die.

--Sister Jean Pierre King, S.C.
