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by

Joy Mielke

To My
Children and Families
And to My Nieces and Nephews and Families
“Great is the LORD, and greatly to be praised; and His
greatness is unsearchable. One generation shall praise
Thy works to another, and shall declare Thy mighty acts.”
(Psalm 145:3,4)

I began this book as my gift to you. I am compelled, not only by
Scripture, but also by the love of Christ to pass on what I know to be
true about my God. He has always been faithful in the past, and He will
continue to be faithful to you in the future, no matter how dark things
might become. It is my desire that you all know of God’s faithfulness to
your heritage.
I pray for you, even those of you yet unborn, that all of you would
not only come to know Christ as your Savior, but that you would grow
to know God in a real and intimate way, that you would love His Word
and stay true to Its teachings, that you would guard against apathy, and
that you would invest your lives in eternity and eternal souls. Then one
day when we all gather around the Throne, we will share stories of how
God used ordinary people like us for His great work.
However, as I was writing this book, I felt that I got the greatest
blessing. It was my privilege to know Grandpa in the early years of my
life, and this opportunity to get reacquainted with him sparked in me
the strength of his faith. May it do the same for you.
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Map of China in 1920’s

There was an ordinary man who had great faith in a great God. Some
who knew this man said that he glowed with the Lord Jesus Christ, and
although I only knew him until his death when I was twelve years old, I
can testify to the same thing. He suffered more losses and heartaches than
most of us will ever face, yet his joyful faith in God just bubbled over and
spilled out to all those around him. His most often quoted Scripture verse
was Romans 8:28 – “And we know that all things work together for good to
them that love God.” This man was Knute Hjalmar Ekblad, and he was my
grandpa. This is his story of God’s greatness and goodness to him.

Chapter 1 – GROWING UP IN SWEDEN
1889-1907

S

alvation came to our home while I was in my mother’s womb. God
was preparing the way for me as a yet unborn person, an ordinary
baby, to be used for His service. “Thine eyes did see my substance, yet
being unperfect; and in Thy book all my members were written, which
in continuance were fashioned, when as yet there were none of them”
(Psalm 139:15).
My mother’s father, an ordinary dyer by trade, was converted in his
later life under the faithful ministry of a state church minister, O. A.
Ottander. On my grandfather’s death bed, he called his wife and children
to his bedside and prayed most earnestly for their salvation and for the
salvation of his grandchildren, of which many were not yet even born.
A deep desire for God was created that day within my mother’s heart,
but for many years she did not know what to do about that. Often in
her alone times she would silently pray for God to save her soul, but she
was still restless. She did not have the knowledge of Scripture telling her
1
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about Christ dying in her place, nor did she understand grace and saving
faith. On her knees she would cry to God, but she dared not believe and
receive His salvation.
Then one day a couple of evangelists came to a nearby village. Mother
so badly wanted to attend, but she had six children at home and Father
was away. A godly neighbor named Sven saw her plight and offered
to babysit so she could go to the meetings. This she did, and she was
definitely converted.
The following Sunday when Father was home, this friend came over
for a visit. He said to my father, “Now that your wife has been saved,
shouldn’t you, too, give your heart to the Lord, Anders?” Father could
not answer, but when they all knelt down to pray, he, too, opened his
heart to the Savior. Grandpa’s prayer was heard and answered. Never
underestimate the power of prayer for your children and for your
children’s children. And never underestimate the importance of reaching
out to your neighbors to win them to Christ. Where would my family
and my posterity be today if it had not been for Sven?
I was the first child born into this new Christian atmosphere, entering
this family on October 1, 1889, in Smaland, Sweden. They named me
Knute Hjalmar Ekblad, but I was best known as Hjalmar. My earliest
memory from childhood was a prayer meeting in a neighbor’s home.
They laid me on a bed while the Christians knelt in prayer. When I was a
little older, I sat on a chair while others knelt and prayed. How I wished
that someone would pray for me and show me the way of salvation,
but no one thought a little child like me could be saved. Again, never
underestimate the spiritual needs of a child.
When I was 12 years old, two evangelists came to our town and started
meetings in homes. Many were saved. Finally, one of the evangelists
came and asked if I wanted to be saved, since I was weeping. “Yes,” I said,
and we knelt for prayer as I wept my way to the Savior. In later years a
neighbor lady told how she saw me weeping and how I borrowed my
sister’s handkerchief to wipe my tears. As soon as I came home, I went
into the bedroom where Grandma was asleep and woke her up with my
first testimony that Jesus had saved me.
I found much comfort in prayer, both private and public. The joy of
2

the Lord was very real to me. Once having been to the village going after
milk, I felt so happy that I was singing on the way home. I set the milk
pail down by a juniper bush and fell on my knees praying to God. I said,
“Lord, if it be your will, let me go right home to heaven now, but if you
see that I can be better ready later on, then let me live longer.” Well, I
didn’t go to heaven then, but my heart was surely there already.
Our area had many lakes, rivers, and creeks where we loved to go
fishing. One bright morning my brother Ernst and I went fishing in a lake
quite far from home. We fished from shore until almost noon without
getting much. Then all of a sudden, right close to the shore in shallow
water, we saw a big fish caught in a net. It was still alive, and it was a
beauty and a great temptation to us. Seldom, if ever, could we get such a
big one. Should we take it? I said no because that would be stealing. My
brother argued that this fish probably belonged to the brewer who fished
with nets on the other side of the lake, and God would surely prefer us to
have this fish than let the brewer have it. Again I disagreed.
Holding out for keeping the fish, Ernst reasoned that since it was
almost noon on a hot day, this fish would soon die and spoil so no one
could then get any good use of it. Still I protested because stealing is sin.
“But,” he said, “we can at least take it up, look it over, and feel how heavy
it is.” He stepped into the shallow water, grabbed the fish, and threw it
up on land. How we admired it! Never had we seen one so big before,
much less caught one. It would be very hard to part with it now that we
had seen and touched it.
My brother lifted the fish up and whacked it onto a stump so that it
died. Now, of course, we just had to take it, or it would spoil for sure. I
was carrying the fish bag, so Ernst dumped it in for me to carry. It grew
heavier and heavier as we trudged toward home. He went ahead, and I
followed slowly after. My heart beat faster than my feet could walk. I was
a Christian, and how could I consent to stealing, even if it was from the
ungodly brewer? Finally, I stopped and called to my brother that we would
have to return the fish to the net, but he wouldn’t listen and continued
walking. What should I do? I wanted peace in my heart more than all the
fish in the world, so resolutely I turned back and put the fish down into the
net, hoping the fisherman would come and get the fish before it spoiled.
3
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The heavy burden was lifted from both my heart and my shoulder.
This was a definite step of growth and victory for me in the beginning
of my Christian life. God knows that believers need one another to
maintain growth, so He ordained the local church. However, in our
town of Mariannelund there was no organized church or Sunday School.
One older Christian started some meetings with the young folks, but it
soon became evident that he was not a moral man himself but a tool in
the hand of Satan. Many of the young converts were quickly out in the
world again.
I read my Bible and prayed every day by myself for about a year, but
fellowship with the worldly and unsaved soon became too strong for
me. A dance floor had been built outside of town where the older young
people had their fun and sin. They teased me until I finally yielded and
walked onto that dance floor with them. Immediately I felt my peace and
joy depart from my heart, and from then on I began to live just like the
rest. At first there were feeble efforts to regain peace and joy, but I had no
success, for one cannot know peace and joy with sin reigning in the heart.
Going to confirmation class in the state church and taking communion
without repentance and faith in Christ’s atonement for me also did me no
good. I began to gamble, use tobacco, and drink, though I never drank to
intoxication, as that would have broken my parents’ hearts. On Sundays
I would go fishing and hunting with the other boys. When Father finally
let me have a gun of my own, he made me promise to never go hunting on
Sunday. I unwillingly kept this promise for some time.
Because of my choice to harbor sin in my life, I started down the
slippery slope of sin and deception. Father teased me because I could
never shoot anything worthwhile – only sparrows and magpies or
squirrels at best. One day I caught an orre, a Swedish bird, in a snare. Was
I ever happy! I wanted to make my father believe I had shot it, so I took
an awl and made deep holes in the bird. Then I poked out shots I had
made on the barn wall and inserted these pellets into the holes. I cut off
some feathers in front of the holes. Now it looked like I had shot a big
game bird for Mother to prepare for dinner. Father would not be so easily
convinced until he was eating the delicious bird, and all of a sudden he
stopped chewing and placed his hand by his mouth. In his hand he held
4

one of the shots, exclaiming, “Well, sure enough, he DID shoot it!” I hid
my dishonesty. I was a liar.
Another day we saw big posters in town announcing the coming
of the Altenborg circus in two weeks. I asked Father if I could have a
quarter so I could go. To my Father the circus was sin, and it was out of
the question for me to attend. However, when Father was out, I went to
his desk and found a few quarters in his pocketbook. Of course I would
not dare to take one, as that would bring terrible punishment. Instead
I repositioned one and put it in another room in a different pocketbook
where he kept some papers. Should he miss the quarter, I would say
that he may have put it by mistake in the other place. Every day, when
Father was out, I looked to see if the quarter was still there. He had not
discovered the loss, so when the day came that the circus was in town, I
took that quarter and went to see the fun. More dishonesty.
One Saturday night I was out with some boys taking crabs from a
lake. We used cotton tied to a wire soaked in kerosene inside a bottle to
make a lantern or torch to see the crabs at night. However, we dropped
the bottle on a stone and the kerosene spilled out. Thus we had to quit
crab hunting. Our youthful energies could not be so easily squelched, so
instead we took branches, built a fire, and sat and told stories until dawn
when we could do some fishing. On the way home, we filled our empty
crab sacks with apples and pears from a farmer’s orchard. Now I was a
thief, too.
These three accounts of dishonesty and stealing were a long way from
the honest person I was with the fish. When a person quits walking with
God, his life starts to fall apart. I tell these as a warning to readers to
guard against “little” sins which lead to a downward path.
I knew my parents’ ways were wise and right in how they trained
me, and I loved them dearly. I helped my father without pay in his shoe
making business until I was eighteen years old. My mother was not strong,
so I would scrub the wooden floor for her, knead the bread dough, and help
with other such chores. I tried to be a kind and helpful son in whatever
ways I could. As a teen, I had no idea how painful it was for my parents to
know that their child was not walking in obedience and submission to God.
Our family began to spread out. Two of my brothers and two of my
5
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sisters had left Sweden and gone to Chicago in America. My mother
didn’t want me to be enrolled in the Swedish military service at age 18,
so my brothers sent me a ticket to join them in the U.S.A. I left in August
of 1907, just before I turned 18. I knew it would be awfully hard to say
goodbye to Mother and Father, but I made up my mind to be brave. As
Mother stood on the porch, wiping her tears with the corner of her apron
and holding my hand with her other hand, she said, “Hjalmar, live so that
we can meet in heaven.” How could I ever forget those words and tears!

Chapter 2 – PREPARATION IN AMERICA
1907-1913

I

arrived in Chicago where my brother Ernst and sisters Linnea and
Ringhilde met me. They had arranged for me to get a room with a
very good Christian family named the Jacobsons. This family felt that
their boarders should attend church with them, so they took me along to
meetings at the Free Church on Oak Street. They could tell that I was not
right with God. Much prayer was offered up for my spiritual condition,
but I only seemed to get harder. The third Sunday in October, after the
benediction, the song leader and superintendent Frank Johnson began
to sing the song, “I have a friend who loveth me, He loved me e’r I knew
Him.” It gripped my heart as never before. How I wished I could be
that happy again! That afternoon in my room at Hill Street on Chicago’s
north side, I fell on my knees and cried out to God for forgiveness. At the
evening service that night I went forward, and Frank Johnson showed
me I John 1:9 –“If we confess our sins, He is faithful and just to forgive us
our sins, and to cleanse us from all unrighteousness.” I wept profusely and
confessed my sins to God. The prayers of Father, Mother, many friends,
and even my grandfather years ago were answered.
It is interesting to note the story of how Frank Johnson found the
Lord. He, too, had lived in Sweden and had worked in our town. Young
and lively, he became a leader for the young people and played at dances.
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Chapter 6 - FIRST FURLOUGH
1922-1925

I

Ekblad family in Trade River - Bertha, Hjalmar, Doris, Paul
approximately 1948
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arrived in Minneapolis and visited my sister Ringhilde who was
married to Pastor S. C. Ramsey of the 12th Avenue Free Church in
Minneapolis. I presented my work there and then headed to Chicago
to see my mother and brothers. It was wonderful to meet my dear old
mother again. My father had died in Sweden, and all the children except
the two youngest were living in the States at the time of his death. My
sister Ringhilde decided to send for mother and the two youngest so we
could all live together here. Mother was not so strong. She had been sick
often and was frail. Her neighbors and friends in Sweden said she should
not go because she would never stand the trip on the ship. Storms would
be the last of her, they said. But she wanted to go and be with the rest of
her children. On the ocean they met with the most terrible storms, worse
than the seamen had ever seen before. Even the crew on the ship got
seasick. No one could be up and go to the table. Mother was the only one
who could get something to eat. She did not get sick. I was now so very
glad to be with her and with my oldest brother Enoch and his wife Hulda.
After some time in the States presenting the work in China at
different Free Churches, I was asked to speak to the students at Moody
Bible Institute. Some of them had felt the call to go out as missionaries,
and there were two young ladies there who came and asked about the
possibility of being workers in the North China district. Workers were
49
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the outline, and I would trace her foot. Each of the children did the
same. I would send that sheet of paper to Montgomery Wards, asking
them to mail us each a pair of shoes to fit those outlines. And they did!
The Chinese believed the girls’ feet must be bound from the time
they were six to eight years old or they would never get a husband when
they grew up. Each night we would hear the little girls screaming as
their feet were bent with the toes under the foot and tightly tied. After
this painful process, the girls would sit screaming in pain with their feet
hanging out the window to cut off the circulation and help relieve their
pain. Eventually the foot would stop growing and could be fit into a
tiny shoe. The girls would actually walk on the tops of their feet. It was
horrible to listen to the needless suffering of these poor girls.
Another haunting sound was the loud wailing by women who had
just lost a child or loved one. They would put cloths over their heads to
hide their faces and simply let out their pent up grief. No hope of ever
meeting their loved ones again left them comfortless. Their loud wailing
carried far into the still night air. Don’t tell me the heathen are happy with
their way of life.
In our home Selma and I were careful to keep God central. Every
night one of us would tuck the children in bed, tell them a Bible story,
and pray with them. Each morning after breakfast, we would have family
worship together. If I was home, I would lead, otherwise Selma would
read from the Bible and have prayer with the children. We explained to
them that they had been dedicated to God before they were born. We
told God we did not want any of our children in hell. If this baby would
not grow up to love and follow Him, then would He please take the child
to heaven while it was still a baby, since babies go to heaven. That was
our child dedication. Since we had prayed that, we could never complain
when God took five of my little ones to heaven as infants. I would rather
have them there than in hell. Our children got the message while very
young that only a life lived for God was worth living. We would tell our
children that the reason we had come so far from home and our families
was to tell people about Jesus.
One morning when I was gone to a village, the children began asking
Selma questions, so many questions! Selma said, “You children are so
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young, but from the questions you ask, I think you are ready to hear the
whole story. I have appointments this morning, but tonight put your
toys away extra early, and I will put it all together for you.” The children
were excited and could hardly wait.
That night Doris recalls not being very happy with what she heard.
She remembers that Mother said we all had to choose whether we
wanted to belong to God’s family or to the devil’s family. She was scared
of the devil, but she thought if she chose God’s family she would have to
be good for the rest of her life, and she knew she could not be good for
even one whole day. This was her first conviction of sin. She decided it
must be easy for grown-ups to be good, so she would wait until she grew
up to become God’s child. She reasoned it was impossible at her age.
Somehow she missed the truth that in becoming God’s child, He would
change her from the inside. After Selma put them to bed, Paul asked
Doris, “What did you decide?” Doris answered, “If God wants me, He
can come and get me.” She felt she had cleverly put the responsibility on
God, and she forgot to ask her brother of his decision.
Folk back home asked about how the children were adjusting and
wondered about the adventures they were experiencing. The children
both rode donkeys, and they sat on camels’ backs, but riding a camel
was another thing. The camels were so tall, and they were likened to
a steamer on a stormy ocean. In fact, they were called “the ship in the
desert,” and one must be a “sailor” to enjoy a ride of that kind. The
children had bikes with training wheels purchased with money left to
them by two very kind army officers. My wife also purchased a used
bicycle from a missionary’s possessions who had died a couple of years
earlier. Bikes saved us so much time, and they were much cheaper than
taking a rickshaw.
There was little time to settle in as a family in China, for I was quickly
called to several places for meetings. Many were seeking salvation. In
America people complain that those who are not Christians seldom
attend church meetings, but in China they came in great crowds, wanting
to hear more about salvation. In Saratsi, the last week of November, 1933,
800-900 people came two times a day to hear the gospel, and we were
especially interested to see so many women come with such openness
69

EPILOGUE
(by Joy Mielke)

Grandma Florence and Grandpa asked God to give them ten wedded
years together, and God graciously gave them twelve very happy years.
I went to their wedding, and through that union, our family was blessed
with another set of cousins and aunts and uncles which still enhances
our family.
Grandpa went to be with his Lord on July 8, l972. Two weeks prior
to his death, my siblings and I were home alone, and I answered a phone
call from Grandma Florence stating that Grandpa was in the hospital
with another massive heart attack. My folks were not home because they
were out discipling some young believers whom they had had a part in
leading to the Lord. Missionary work is never ended.
A few months before Grandpa went to heaven, he and I were sitting
in his living room. “Joy, please get that hymnal on the shelf and find the
hymn ‘I’ll Go Where You Want Me to Go.’” I did that. “Now please teach
me the words of that hymn, all three verses.” Since Grandpa was almost
blind, I thought it was special that I could help him learn something new.
I would say the line; he would repeat it several times. After we got done
with all the stanzas, he said to me, “Joy, now you say the words to that
hymn.” At that moment it dawned on me that he was not having me do
this for his own benefit, but for mine. I saw then, and I will never forget,
his pressing burden that the next generation should know God above all
101
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else and go forth with the gospel of Jesus Christ to a needy world.
Yes, Knute Hjalmar Ekblad was an ordinary man with a great faith
in a great God!
If he were here today, he would say with the Psalmist:
“O God, Thou hast taught me from my youth: and hitherto
have I declared Thy wondrous works. Now also when I am
old and grey headed, O God, forsake me not until I have
shewed Thy strength unto this generation, and Thy power
to everyone that is to come.” (Psalm 71:17,18)
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The A B C’s of the Gospel
The gospel message which Missionary Ekblad took to China was
simple, yet life-changing. It was the same gospel we have today, and it is
the power of God unto salvation (Romans 1:16). It is this gospel which
makes a man into a new creature, where old things are passed away, and
all things are become new (II Corinthians 5:17). It is this gospel which
brings us forgiveness of sins and assurance of eternal life in heaven (I John
5:13). This gospel is God’s message for all mankind. What is this gospel?

A

dmit you are a sinner, separated from God, and your sin must be
punished by eternal death.

Romans 3:23 For all have sinned, and come short of the glory of God.
Romans 6:23 For the wages of sin is death; but the gift of God is eternal
life through Jesus Christ our Lord.

B

elieve that Jesus, God’s sinless son, took that punishment on the cross
for you, and He rose from the dead and lives in heaven, wanting you
to receive His forgivensss.
Romans 10:9, 10 That if thou shalt confess with thy mouth the Lord
Jesus, and shalt believe in thine heart that God hath raised him from
the dead, thou shalt be saved. For with the heart man believeth unto
righteousness; and with the mouth confession is made unto salvation.
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C

all upon the Lord, in faith, to save you.

Romans 10:13 For whosoever shall call upon the name of the Lord
shall be saved.

D

eny that you can do anything to help save yourself. Nothing,
whether good works, church membership, baptism, or anything else,
can help you earn forgiveness and a place in God’s heaven. Salvation is only
by grace received through faith in what God says in His word, the Bible.
Ephesians 2:8, 9 For by grace are ye saved through faith; and that not of
yourselves: it is the gift of God, not of works, lest any man should boast.
Titus 3:5 Not by works of righteousness which we have done, but
according to his mercy he saved us, by the washing of regeneration,
and renewing of the Holy Ghost.
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