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Christmas Day in 1917 brought happiness to the Peter King family in Wheatridge, Colorado, because God had given me to them as their seventh baby.  Papa had married May Pelkie, my mother in June of 1905.  I really brought the number of children in the family only to three, for when I was born, four were already in heaven, singing God’s praises.  The first, second and fourth girls and the only boy – sixth child in the family – had all died in infancy, after receiving the Sacrament of Baptism.  Elizabeth, born March 27, 1910, and Beatrice, who later became Sister Jean Pierre, S.C., born April 11, 1913, were my only living sisters.


The family had had to move from Michigan to Colorado in 1913, because Papa’s health had broken and the doctors had said that he wouldn’t live unless he moved west.  A ruptured appendix and an aftermath of gangrene poisoning had threatened his life again in 1915, just before our brother was born.  By dint of a hard struggle against poverty and sickness, he managed to support Mamma (sic) and my sisters.

No wonder my birth on Christmas Eve, 1917, brought happiness.  Little did Papa and Mamma realize, however, that tragedy would strike so soon.  Weakened from childbirth, Mamma fell an easy prey to double pneumonia, and died January 16.

In later life, as he looked back on those early days of his married life, Papa could see in them nothing but happiness.  In fact he even remarked to a priest who marveled at his patience in the illness that preceded his death, “God has never given me anything that’s been a really big temptation.”  That he had learned to bear crosses bravely was certainly clear to me when he was dying.  “Don’t ask God to take away my suffering,” he begged; “just ask Him to give me courage and strength.”


I was baptized at St. Anne’s Church, Arvada, Colorado, shortly after birth, with Tim Crowley and Mrs. O’Brien as my sponsors.


Grandma and Aunt Henrietta, the youngest of Papa’s twelve brothers and sisters, were the answer to the need for someone to care for us after mamma’s death.  They were living in Michigan, and had taken in Antoinette Duquette, who later joined the Sisters of Charity at Mt. St. Joseph, and was known as Sister Alice Loretto – after her mother’s death when Antoinette was a year old.  She was eleven years old when Grandma, Auntie and she moved to Wheatridge to rear our family.  Grandma was then past sixty, and though she was almost worn out from caring for her own thirteen children, she insisted upon rearing us, too.


Grandma King, born Flora Forget, was the only living grandparent we had.  Grandpa Louis (sic) King had died shortly after Aunt Henrietta was born, leaving Papa, who was then about fourteen, and his younger brothers to work as hard as they could to stave off starvation from the large family.  Mamma’s parents, Grandma and Grandpa Pelkie, must have died before we were born, for we have never heard much about them.

School days began for me at Holy Family, Denver.  There I received my First Holy Communion on May 25, 1925, and was confirmed by Bishop John Henry Tihen the following Sunday, May 31.


When Elizabeth was old enough to take on the responsibility of our home, Grandma and Auntie moved into Denver so that Grandma would be closer to church and Auntie closer to her work.  Even after they left us, I stayed with them at least one night a week.


Papa married again in October, 1928, in St. Dominic’s Church, after Elizabeth’s graduation from high school.  Ellen Westland, a splendid Irish Catholic, who had devoted her life to the care of her aged mother, became our step-mother.  Before coming into the family she had Papa ask our consent, and she wished the older girls to consider her as their sister, but I climbed into her lap and said she would be my “Mom.”


I transferred to Sacred Heart School when I was in the fifth grade and continued there through high school.  I graduated June 5, 1936.


Thoughts of a religious vocation had been in my mind since childhood.  I wanted to devote my life to missionary work of work with the lepers, but God led my steps to Mount St. Joseph, where Sister Alice Loretto and Sister Jean Pierre were waiting to welcome me.  I entered the Community of the Sisters of Charity September 6, 1936.  After two years at the Mount, one as a postulant and one as a Novice, I was sent to Bay City, Michigan, for my first two years of teaching.  I pronounced my First Vows for three years on August 15, 1939.

In August of 1940, Sister Jean Pierre and I were both sent west because Papa was in a critical condition, and Grandma had died in April of that year.  Papa’s health improved after our return to Denver, and he lived until February 6, 1949.  His death was a saintly one that all three of his daughters were privileged to witness.


My first three years in the west, 1940-1943, were spent at Cathedral, Denver, after which I was transferred to Loyola, where I taught for seven years.  During the summer of 1942, I prepared for and renewed my temporary Vows in Trinidad, Colorado; and in the summer of 1944 I returned to Mount St. Joseph to make Perpetual Vows.


I had begun to work in college while I was a Postulant, and nearly every year afterwards I  took courses after school and during vacation periods which would lead to a degree.  I think it was in 1952, while teaching at St. patrick’s School, Pueblo, that I received my diploma from the Mount, the record of my A.B. degree.  I was on mission at St. Patrick’s for three years, 1950-53, and then was sent to St. Vincent Academy, Albuquerque, where I have spent the past five years and a half.  I applied for and received temporary certification to teach in New Mexico during my first year at St. Vincent’s.  I had the certification – a Master Teacher Elementary – renewed for five years last summer.

After Sister Alice Loretto died of cancer in 1950, because some small tumors in my body gave warning that I might be developing the same disease, I was advised to have examination periodically.  I had been operated on in August, 1949, for varicose veins, which the doctor said were in a very serious condition, but other than that, my health had been quite good.


It was in the fall of 1953 that a growth made itself felt in the left side of my abdomen.  A doctor in Albuquerque advised surgery but because I had been previously examined by a cancer specialist in Colorado Springs, my Superior thought it wise to send me back there for a diagnosis.  There I was told that surgery was not necessary, but that I should report back for examination within a few months.


After I returned to Albuquerque, I developed a cough that no medicine would cure, so eventually I had to see a doctor again.  The physician who examined me called in a surgeon for consultation; to my chagrin, it was the same doctor who had advised an operation five months earlier.  This time there was no way out.  I had a biopsy early in March, and the laboratory report said there was a malignancy in the liver.  An operation was declared imperative, if I were to live more than a month or two, so Rev. Mother Mary Romana gave permission for Sister Jean Pierre to come to Albuquerque to be with me during the ordeal.

Liver surgery was still rare in 1954, and the doctor realized the danger as he cut away the malignant tissues near the main arteries.  He removed the left lobe and part of the right lobe of the liver.  I was anointed while I lay unconscious on the operating table.  Much to the doctor’s surprise, I outlived the year he predicted after that first big operation, and I was happy to be able to go back to my teaching in September, 1954.  Sister Jean Pierre and I enjoyed our summer of 1956 together at the Motherhouse.


By the close of the following school year, June, 1957, a tumor had become evident in the right lobe of my liver and I had to have surgery again.  This time the malignant tissues could not be removed, so a series of cobalt treatments at the Penrose Cancer Clinic in Colorado Springs was ordered.  Cobalt evidently stopped the growth of the cancer for a time, but something had happened to the tissues near the gall bladder, and the common duct was obstructed.  After my body had become jaundiced in late November, 1958, the doctor resorted to surgery again on December 10.  He found there was little he could do.  


I have been at St. Joseph’s Hospital since the evening of December 8.  Until Christmas I felt confident that I might recover at least temporarily and be able to finish the year teaching at S.V.A.  But the doctors realize now and have told me that my illness is terminal.  Heaven will soon be mine.  I am deeply grateful for all that had been done for me, and for all the graces God has given me.
