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Pernilla Lembke  
Comments and updates from Pernilla's family and friends. Pernilla's last months at Hanson House and 
now our stories and memories. 

At 91 

 

1915 - 2009 

The Memorial Service 
for Pernilla was Friday, 
October 2 in the Chapel 
at Lyngblomsten Care 
Center. 
 

Memorial Service 
Bulletin for Pernilla 

Available by 
request  

 

The Cabin - 
Originally Painted 
Red by Pernilla 

 
  

Saturday, October 3, 2009 

STORIES  

4 comments:  

Joan S. said...  

Janet Christianson told this story. Shortly after Janet moved into Hansen House she met 

Pernilla at lunch. After lunch Pernilla followed Janet to her room. Janet likes to watch 

football, but has a hard time following the game because of her eyesight problems. So 

Pernilla helped Janet by telling her which color uniform had the ball! You know 

Pernilla was not into sports, so this was really out of her norm - a great gesture of 

friendship. 

October 3, 2009 3:22 PM  

Anonymous [Mary Jane Grebner] said...  

I was gone last week and just now checked my mail and Pernilla's blog to find she has 

already left and the service already was. My heart is heavy because I missed saying 

good bye to her. She was a neighbor, a friend to me and my family, a confidant, one 

who put a red geranium in her back room window in the winter so I would have some 

cheerful to see over the snow from my kitchen window. We all loved Pernilla. fondly 

the Grebner family, Dennis, Mary Jane, Kurt, Erich, Michelle and Peter. 

October 4, 2009 4:10 PM  

Deb Espesete said...  

I have a photo of Pernilla from one of my visits with her to the Rydal's farm in 

Alexandria (1984). She is laughing and gleeful as a young calf sniffs her hand -- she so 

enjoyed her visits with Gladys, making the rounds of the farm, especially visiting the 

barn cats, their kittens and any calves or foals. And I always enjoyed tagging along 

when I could. 

Deb 

October 9, 2009 11:31 AM  
Deb Espesete said...  

The photo of Pernilla and calves is posted! Plus one of Lorre and me painting Pernilla's 

rain water tank at Lake Carlos (Did she have another name for it?) (year?); and one of 

Pernilla on the cable car in San Francisco with Craig and me (1972?). 

October 24, 2009 4:31 PM  
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Family phrases and 
idioms? 

Remember any of 
Pernilla's quaint and 
maybe archaic but cute 
phrases and idioms? Or, 
any Lembke or Styve 
sayings like "And you 
would like a little green 
soap, too?" E-mail them 
to nancytiger@aol.com. 
 
 

Sunset Memorial 
Cemetery 

Family Markers for 
Pernilla, Carmen, 
Bernadine and John are 
in Block 9, Lot 40, 
between 11 and 12 
 

Saturday, October 3, 2009 

REFLECTIONS: Family & Friends   

From Nancy who shared this at the Memorial Service...... 

.....See Appendix - Pernilla - Everybody Needs One 

 

Video of Ralph at the Memorial Service...... 

     Available by request. 

Posted at 3:07 PM  

2 comments:  

Anonymous [Lorre’] said...  

Even though I knew it was coming, it wasn't any easier to hear the news that Pernilla 

had passed. I just sat with it - trying to soak up that reality while the tears flowed. When 

I gathered myself together, I went to my daily affirmation book. Of course, I learned 

about these kinds of help books from Pernilla. When I turned to the date - September 

27, 2009 - I read the heading below. It said in big bold letters "Helping." How 

appropriate was that for reflecting about the day? "Helping" was what Pernilla was all 

about. When I spoke of her to friends and acquaintances, I often referred to her as the 

Mother Theresa of the family - even though we weren't Catholic. I will be forever 

grateful to her for the love and care she showed me and for the wisdom she imparted to 

me about "adult children of alcoholics." I always felt growing up that she would be a 

safe haven for me to run to if things got too rough. That was such a comfort to me. 

Thank you, thank you, Pernilla, for everything. You truly were "a life well lived." I will 

miss you so much. God bless you.  

Lorre' Hindman (niece and goddaughter) 

October 4, 2009 8:09 PM  

Anonymous [Kent Schnetzler] said...  

I lived above Pernilla at the Doswell Apartments from 1995-2000. I remember her as a 

very interesting, independent lady. Always thought it was unique that she had a college 

education when women typically didn't attend college. She would often ask me to help 

her with things around the apartment, putting the cover on the air conditioner, helping 

move things, etc. I remember her love for animals and her cats. One was named "Butz 

III", which I thought was a funny name. He was the third version of "Butz". Pernilla 

was in her 80s when she moved to the Doswell Apartments in St. Anthony Park, but 

Mrs. Harrisville, who lived across the hall, was 100! 

I remember her talking about the lake cabin and when she finally got too old to go to the 

cabin. I moved from Minnesota in 2000 to attend residency (I am a physician) and later 

learned that Pernilla moved from the Doswell Apartments to Hanson House. I sent her 

some books on cats and I hope she enjoyed them. I was sorry to hear of Pernilla's 

passing. I have very nice memories of this interesting lady. 

--Kent Schnetzler, MD, Hot Springs, AR 

November 25, 2009 7:17 PM  
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Sunday, September 27, 2009 

Pernilla: Jan. 28, 1915 - Sept. 27, 2009   

 
Pernilla Lembke. Born in Fergus Falls on January 28, 1915, and died Sunday, September 27, 

2009. 

 

Preceded in death by her parents and siblings, Winton Lembke, Bernadine Lembke Dow, Shirley 

Lembke Knudson and Carmen Lembke Busteed. Survived by 13 nephews and nieces and their 

children and many friends. 

 

Pernilla graduated from the University of Minnesota with a degree in education, taking a 

teaching position in Pine Island and then in Beaver Dam, Wisconsin. Because of the need she 

saw, she went back to school at the University of Pennsylvania in Philadelphia for a degree in 

social work. 

 

She worked as a psychiatric social worker in Delaware and Pennsylvania and then as a social 

worker with children at Wilder and in the Minneapolis schools. While working in the East she 

authored and co-authored articles on therapy and cases on children and families. 

 

She sponsored a child through the Save the Children program, continuing a long running 

correspondence with the child. 

 

In remembrance of Pernilla, donations can be made to the St. Anthony Park Block Nurse 

Program, to Feline Rescue or to Save the Children. 
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A memorial service will be held Friday, October 2, at 2:00 p.m. in the Chapel at Lyngblomsten 

Care Center, 1415 Almond Avenue. St. Paul. 

 

Saint Anthony Park Block Nurse Program 

     2200 Hillside Avenue, Saint Paul, MN 55108 

Feline Rescue, Inc. 

     593 Fairview Ave. N., Saint Paul, MN .55104 - http://www.felinerescue.org/ 

Save the Children - http://www.savethechildren.org/ 

Posted at 6:22 PM 

5 comments:  

Anonymous [Ann Rabie] said...  

From Ann Rabie... 

Dear Joan and all the family, I have had you all in my thoughts and prayers as you cared 

for Pernilla in her last days. I have been expecting the news, and still it is hard. I am SO 

sorry that I will be out of town Thurs - Sunday. I so wanted to attend her service. Thank 

you for all you did. I will never forget Pernilla and the great visits we had together. 

Peace be with you all. Ann Rabie" 

Joan, you were a wonderful support for Pernilla all the years I have known her. She was 

blessed by you in so many ways. It was wonderful to see and read about some of the 

other relatives who came to be with her. Hers was a life well lived in spite of the many 

challenges both physical and mental that she dealt with. Thank you for requesting a 

Parish Nurse to visit her after she broke her hip- I so enjoyed those visits and I received 

more than I gave. And thank you for the wonderful blog. 

September 28, 2009 12:18 PM  

Nancy Heerens [Ralph] said...  

This is Ralph Knudson. Nancy is now in Texas, with her sister Kisti during Kisti's last 

days because of terminal breast cancer. I will be at the Friday service, and look forward 

to seeing everyone, but will have to leave promptly at 3:30 to catch a plane to 

Brownsville, Texas, to be with Nancy and Kisti's family. I plan to be at Lyngblomsten 

an hour or more before the service, so I hope to see as many of Pernilla's beloved circle 

of family and friends before I have to leave. This is hard, but a necessary choice. Nancy 

sends her love and greetings to everyone. Ralph 

September 29, 2009 7:36 PM  

AliOlson said...  

I loved Pernilla. We met at ALANON over 10 years ago. When she could no longer 

drive to the meetings I would pick her which afforded me the opportunity to visit with 

her at her apartment. Many a time we would do other errands that same day as the 

meeting. She was a breath of fresh air and great fun. I loved popping in on her at 

Lyngblomsten, though I never got there often enough. We would chat on the phone and 

send snail mail. I admired her in so many ways and have adopted some of her "ways." It 

was a pleasure having Pernilla in my life. I will think of her often and include her in my 

daily prayers. 

AliO 
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October 1, 2009 6:50 PM  

Deb said...  

On Friday, from the west coast - noon, here - I will be in simultaneous reflection upon 

Pernilla's life and her influence on my life. I hope to share Pernilla memories in person 

when we cross paths in the future. 

 

The following verse from Kahlil Gibran has always reminded me of Pernilla, and her 

apartment on Langford Park. 

 

On Friendship 

And a youth said, "Speak to us of Friendship." 

Your friend is your needs answered. 

He is your field which you sow with love and reap with thanksgiving. 

And he is your board and your fireside. 

For you come to him with your hunger, and you seek him for peace. 

When your friend speaks his mind you fear not the "nay" in your own mind, 

nor do you withhold the "ay." 

And when he is silent your heart ceases not to listen to his heart; 

For without words, in friendship, all thoughts, all desires, all 

expectations are born and shared, with joy that is unacclaimed. 

When you part from your friend, you grieve not; 

For that which you love most in him may be clearer in his absence, as the 

mountain to the climber is clearer from the plain. 

And let there be no purpose in friendship save the deepening of the spirit. 

For love that seeks aught but the disclosure of its own mystery is not love 

but a net cast forth: and only the unprofitable is caught. 

And let your best be for your friend. 

If he must know the ebb of your tide, let him know its flood also. 

For what is your friend that you should seek him with hours to kill? 

Seek him always with hours to live. 

For it is his to fill your need, but not your emptiness. 

And in the sweetness of friendship let there be laughter, and sharing of 

pleasures. 

For in the dew of little things the heart finds its morning and is 

refreshed. 

October 1, 2009 10:52 PM  

Anonymous [Karen Warren] said...  

Dear friends of Pernilla: 

     I have written 2 emails that simply disappeared prematurely! So if this is repetitive, 

just delete it. 

     I want to thank Joan for the beautiful montage of images of Pernilla--in sepia and 

color--at were inside today's funeral service program. They are a lovely memory for all 

of us all to enjoy. 

Karen J. Warren 

October 2, 2009 4:32 PM  
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Sunday, September 27, 2009  

from Anna Sunday   

just to say Pernilla died at 12:45 this afternoon. 

Saga Ja (one of her best assistants) and I were there with her and Joan and Kathie my sister. 

 

So. It was a hard night for her beginning in the early hours - labored breathing, cough - until the 

hospice nurse adjusted her medicines. Then she became calm and peaceful and quiet for her last 

hours. I was glad to be there with her. I stayed all night just to help and to be there. 

Joan will be letting you all know about the service. 
Anna rose  

Posted at 11:04 AM  

1 comment:  

Anna said...  

This is a poem my sister Bobbi in Vermont read to me the day before Pernilla died.  

 

Housewarming 

In my dream I was the first to arrive at the old home from church. 

Wind and night forced through the cracks. 

I pushed inside, turned on the lamps, lit a fire in the stove. 

Frozen oak logs stung my fingers. 

It was good pain, my hands reddening on the icy broom-handle as I swept away the 

snow. 

I prepared a warm place for my mother and father, sisters and brothers, grandparents, all 

my relatives. 

None dead, none missing, none angry with another, 

All coming through the woods. 

-Thomas R. Smith 

 

I had a dream a long time ago about this place, but when I entered the house, many old 

people were there already, sitting in wooden chairs  

on each side of a long bare wood table. No one spoke to me - I didn't know their 

language - but I knew I could stay. 

Anna Rose 

October 1, 2009 9:22 AM  
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Saturday, September 26, 2009 

Saturday afternoon/Anna   

Hello, 

Joan and I are here keeping watch as Pernilla slowly and quietly goes through her time of dying. 

It's been a quieter day, a Saturday with less busyness; all of Hanson House is quiet. 

 
Anna putting lotion on Pernilla's feet and giving her a foot massage. 

 

Pernilla's friend Joyce [Gustafson] stayed with her for an hour or so this morning; Paul, one of 

her favorite helpers here, sat with Pernilla and me first thing in the morning and we looked at the 

photo album she made long ago ("Look at that...Isn't that wonderful..." (Paul loves Pernilla)). 

 

Karl and Clara came with Mike and Jonathan! We were happy to see them and I just now heard 

that they're coming back with food for us.... 

 

Joan is going now to pick up Alisa from volleyball and I'm going back to Pernilla. more later. 

yours, Anna 

Posted at 2:43 PM  

 

 

Friday, September 25, 2009 

Friday evening, Anna   

Hello, it's about eight, I think. I've been mostly just sitting quietly with Pernilla today; everything 

else can wait. She is silently leaving us and the world. I think she may die tonight, or tomorrow... 

 

People continue to come to say good-bye. Jason Aeric came again yesterday, as well as her 

neighbors on Langford Park, the Quies, lovely people. There also have been many many 

Lyngblomsten staff stopping in; "She is like our family." The Hanson House staff and her friends 

here, too, come and sit with her. They love her and say she brings people together. "She is a 

special lady; there's no one like her", said her good friend Joyce, and she and everyone have 

moving and, especially, funny stories to tell. 

Travis, Ailsa and My Hang came with Joan last evening, and Craig and Linh came today! I've 
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also talked to Debbie a few times on the phone, and I want to say how very much I like Joan's 

family. They are all sweethearts (Joan, too). 

Friends have also been calling, and we continue to call or send out letters to those far away. 

I'm going back now to be with Pernilla. Joan is also on her way over. 

Thank you everyone for your loving support. I'm very glad to be here. 

I'll write again soon. Anna  

Posted at 5:31 PM  

1 comment:  

Anonymous [Nancy Heerens] said...  

Dear friends and family, 

I am leaving tomorrow to begin a trip to Texas to be with my sister Kisti and her family 

for her final days. She has had breast cancer for 13 years. She stopped her chemo 4 

weeks ago and Ralph and I visited her and her husband just 3 weeks ago in south Texas. 

Since that time, her health has plummeted. She now has Hospice and her family there 

with her grandkids coming. It is time for me to be there. I feel so torn and want to be 

with Ralph and you all during this time but understand that right now I need to be with 

Kisti and her family. My love and blessings to wonderful beloved Pernilla and all of the 

people she loves. We have been so so lucky to have had her as long as we have. Nancy 

Heerens-Knudson (Ralph's Nancy) 

September 26, 2009 10:42 AM   
 

 

Thursday, September 24, 2009 

Memories   

From Christina....... 

On Tuesday, Mike and I were able to go see Grandma Pernilla. Sitting there next to her reminded 

us of a lot of Pernilla memories. 

 

The memory that made Pernilla smile was the one that involved making snowball Christmas 

cookies one Thanksgiving about 10 years ago. Karla, Mike, Lucille, and I were busy rolling the 

hot cookies in powdered sugar while Pernilla leisurely lay on the couch, just lounging. Lucille 

was clearly a little annoyed with Pernilla, so when Pernilla asked, "How much longer til the 

cookies are done?" Lucille responded, "Maybe if you HELPed!" 

 

Of course, Mike and I also remembered all the time we spent up at the lake. We enjoyed 

camping out in the front yard of the cabin, fishing, and swimming in the lake. 

 

Mike and I also remembered how excited we'd get when Pernilla would visit us at the old house. 

We'd go collect all our clothes that had holes from being worn out. Pernilla would get out her 
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sewing kit and patch up our clothing for us. I loved wearing the clothes Pernilla had patched. 

One time, Mike gave his teddy bear a hair cut and accidentally poked some holes in the bear, so 

Pernilla sewed up those holes. I got jealous, and intentionally cut my bear, and Pernilla sewed 

mine up too. 

 

The thing that sticks out most is that for a long time, I actually thought Pernilla was my grandma. 

We had always called her Grandma Pernilla, so I never gave it a second thought for many years. 

 

Also, a recent memory is her reaction to me saying that I'm studying statistics. I tell her I'm 

going to graduate school in statistics, and she always responds, "STATISTICS? What are you 

going to do with that!" and makes a funny face to show disapproval and surprise. I think it's 

hilarious. When I came to visit her last year, she always asked incredulously, "is that your 

purse?" and laughed at it because it had funny prints. 

 

Additionally, Grandma Pernilla was like a history book. She recounted so much first hand 

information to educate us on things like the Depression. It's so interesting to hear about her 

experiences, since they are so rich in culture and history. We love it.  

Posted at 9:08 AM  

 

 

Wednesday, September 23, 2009 

Wednesday night from Anna   

So good to see Ralph and Nancy, so good to be with Mary and the children. Ralph sat on the bed 

and played the mandolin, baby Elijah slept, Grace played - as so many children have before - 

with Pernilla's toys. 

When Mary lay the sleepy baby down next to Pernilla on the bed, Pernilla's arm curled around 

his little body so natural and lovely, and her arm cradled him through all that long baby nap. He 

was so relaxed he reminded me of that little doll Granma had in a special box I could only hold 

for a minute. 

Karen Warren came and was delighted to find Pernilla's early published writings as a social 

worker about the then-new idea of family therapy for troubled children. I like so much listening 

to Karen talk about what she knows, both about Pernilla and Pernilla's work - she has a 

perspective and insights most of us do not, and she knows Pernilla in a unique way, as both a 

dear friend and a researcher and writer with new ideas in her profession. 

Pernilla is very quiet now. It's difficult to judge her awareness. She did respond to Nancy 

Lembke's call with opened eyes and occasionally will reach for a hand to hold. But she seems 

more and more distant now - quit, calm, breathing quietly, but not, I think, seeing us or 

responding to touch the way she was. Her face is cool, she's become pale. She holds her hands in 

that way she has, with steepled fingers and palms apart. I hadn't remembered how lovely her 

hands are. 
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good night, Anna  

Posted at 8:44 PM  

1 comment:  

Nancy Lembke said...  

Thank you again to Anna and everyone. 

I have a small request - if anybody can remember any of Pernilla's, fun, colloquial 

figures of speech or idioms could you please email them to me at nancytiger@aol.com? 

Thanks a lot. 

Nancy Lembke 

September 24, 2009 1:07 PM  

 

Wednesday, September 23, 2009 

Today with Pernilla   

   
 

   
Photos of baby Elijah, Pernilla & Joan. Elijah is the son of Mary, the daughter of Kathie and 

granddaughter of Winton. Elijah and Pernilla listened to Ralph playing his banjo - and then 

Elijah took a two hour nap with Pernilla. Photos by Ralph and Tris, the nurse. 

Posted by at 91 at 8:11 PM  

1 comment:  

Anonymous [Ralp] said...  

Today (Wed), Nancy and I had a good visit with Joan, Anna Rose, Mary and kids, 

Karen Warren and Pernilla. Pernilla mostly dozed during the hours we spent, but did 

say "you both brought yourselves!" when we first spoke with her. Nancy took pictures, 

and I got to play a few tunes on the mandolin, which I think she enjoyed. It was hard to 

leave at the end of the day. Ralph 

September 23, 2009 8:36 PM  
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Tuesday, September 22, 2009 

from Anna   

Hello, Everyone - 

more visitors today: Ann Rabie from Block Nursing, a friend Chris Miller from the Park, and 

dear Christina and dear Michael Knudson. 

Pernilla has ended the day awake but subdued and silent. She spoke earlier a bit, to Lorre' on the 

phone and a good-bye to Chris, but tonight, no, and no expression on her face save one of intent 

looking when I, or another, closely looks and speaks to her. (Except of course she smiled at Paul, 

her TMA who has always been able to make her laugh.) 

The dosages of her pain and anti-anxiety meds were both increased this afternoon because of 

agitation, moaning and restlessness, and I am glad to see her now both relaxed and awake. 

Joan spent many hours here, after she both worked and took care of her dogs at home. We have 

been contacting Pernilla's friends by phone or letter and sending or giving them books they have 

given her. Joanie also does wonderful new things on this blog every day and printed out excerpts 

for Pernilla's friends (of whom there are scores who all love her, and she keeps them for years). 

Which reminds me that Jason Aeric came to see Pernilla Sunday morning. 

I used Deb's suggestions for acupressure and touch for Pernilla and yes, the foot massage and 

hand moving really seemed to relax her. Thank you. 

It's time for bed. I'll keep in touch day by day. I expect to be able to stay until Monday. 

Good night, Anna  

Posted at 8:25 PM  

2 comments:  

Anonymous [Lorre’] said...  

Thank you Anna. It's so good to know that you are with her and were able to extend 

your stay. I'm glad Pernilla is comfortable and feeling vey loved. Joan, I love all the 

pictures you have added of Pernilla and her poetry. Love, Lorre' 

September 22, 2009 10:19 PM  

Anonymous [Chris Miller] said...  

Pernilla is in such loving arms with the support and love of her family and friends. 

When I visited yesterday, it was as if we were all in her apartment on Doswell and she 

was just taking a nap. The only thing missing were her beloved cats in her lap. A special 

thanks to Anna and Joan who welcomed me as though I were family. Pernilla was a 

good friend for many years. She aged graciously and she was always so practical. She 

loved her family and friends. She cared deeply about their lives and direction. She 

would talk about everyone in her family and I felt I knew them even before I met them. 

I will miss you. Chris Miller 

September 23, 2009 6:15 AM  
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Monday, September 21, 2009 

Anna with Pernilla   

Hello Everyone, 

 

another beautiful Minnesota day. I love when Pernilla's window can be open with her feet 

sticking out the way she likes. Today, Phyllis, Pernilla's long-time home-care assistant, rubbed 

those feet with lotion one more time, and drank tea with Pernilla's St. Anthony Park friends 

Vanya and Christina, and Joanie and me. Pernilla slept during most of the visit but awoke in time 

to see and hear the caring in their faces and voices. 

 

Pernilla continues receiving scheduled medications for pain and anxiety. I see the staff working 

with a lot of care and expertise with her. Many many people here hold her dear. She takes no 

food now and only enough water to wet her whistle. She's in bed, of course, and is turned and 

repositioned every two hours or so. I spoke to Deb last night and she sent me directions for some 

acupressure to try to ease pain and tension and cough. Joan bought a neck wrap that can be 

warmed in the microwave. It seems effective on her neck as well as her chest, where she has pain 

from her occasional coughing. Deb suggested it could be used therapeutically on other parts of 

Pernilla's body as well - any part that feels cold to the touch. 

 

Yesterday evening and again just now, Pernilla surprised and delighted me by suddenly talking - 

sometimes to me and sometimes, maybe, to people only she could hear. 

Tonight she said "Who are you?" and when she heard my name, Anna, said, with a big smile, 

"Mommy? You're one of the Mommies?!" "Mommies are good." And later, "Do you remember? 

I was eight years old. It was right after the fire..." 

A lot of the speech seem to be about the past; brother and sisters, children and babies, and, often, 

repeated unintelligible words. But these two evening times have been for her calm and seem 

reflective of pleasant experiences - oh yes, another thing she says is "Isn't that interesting?" Now, 

doesn't that sound just like her? 

 

I'm happy to say Ralph and Nancy are coming Wednesday. We also expect more visits from 

friends as they receive Joan's and my notes and phone calls. One of the visitors both Pernilla and 

I particularly liked was Shiloh, Joan's current foster dog - a happy, friendly, wiggly, long-legged, 

soft black pup who kissed both of us and brought a big smile to Pernilla - "Who is this?!" We 

hope that Michael and Christina Knudson can come tomorrow. That would be good. 

 

Please share this blog with people who may not know about it. I want to make sure, especially, 

that all the family gets current news. 

Goodnight to all, and I'll give all your love to Pernilla. Anna Rose  
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Posted at 4:05 PM  

2 comments:  

Nancy Lembke said...  

Dear Anna,  

I wish so much I could be there with you. And I am SO grateful that 1) you are there 

and 2) for your detailed accounts of what you see and hear. "Isn't that interesting?" does 

sound exactly like something Pernilla would say. Thanks again for everything from the 

bottom of my heart. 

Love, Nancy Lembke 

September 22, 2009 9:30 AM  

 

 

Friday, September 18, 2009 

From Anna   

Hello, everyone - 

it's Friday night about 10, very quiet here. I've been with Pernilla since mid-afternoon and want 

to tell you how she is. 

Again there has been a change; she sleeps most of the time now and her words are almost always 

garbled. She continues to be given oral medication for pain with a small syringe (no needle) and 

also, since an episode of great agitation in the easily morning today, a sedative called Ativan, 

also in liquid form. These seem to help her rest and relax but don't cause over-sedation. She's 

been pulling off the O2 so it's only used intermittently now, and she takes only tiny syringes of 

water occasionally. Her temp fluctuates but her harsh cough has subsided. Her poor neck is still 

painful to move though, and her head hurts sometimes. Last night she said to me "The monsters 

are here (touching her head) and here" (touching her chest). Let's hope the chest monster at least 

has slunk away with the cough. 

I've been sitting or partly resting on the edge of the bed, having my hand held (I'm so glad she 

wants to hold my hand because I know it's one thing I am doing right). When she's more awake I 

tell her about everyone who loves her, and all the children and families she's helped, and how her 

big umbrella keeps us safe underneath it. Last night when I was saying the names of every one 

she said "Yes, I hold all those people I love in my heart" and I said "They hold you in their 

hearts, too" and she said in surprise, "They do?? How do you know that?" So I told her that all of 

you told me that you loved her, and that Bernadine and Winton, Carmen and Shirley, Mama and 

Papa loved her too, and all the children she helped and all her friends as well as cats. 

I thought of myself tonight as a representative of all of you and of people who have died before 

and thought oh dear - but then decided to just kind of be there so I am. 

Anna  

Posted at 8:10 PM  
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1 comment:  

Joan Styve said...  

Some of Anna's comments remind me of what Craig said when he was about 5 years 

old. He was exchanging names and information about grandparents with a neighbor 

child. After their discussion, Craig asked "Who is your Pernilla?" He thought everyone 

had a Pernilla! 

September 19, 2009 7:02 PM  
 

Friday, September 18, 2009 

Friday - September 18   

 
 
Joan here -  

Anna is still here. Pernilla is sleeping a lot, on regular doses of pain medication. Great help here - 

nicely augmented by Lorre' and now Anna! 

Photos from Tris:  

Joyce [Gustafson] & Pernilla outside in their hats - April 14, 2009 

Pernilla with Fat Cat - 7/31/2009 

Pernilla in bed with Fat Cat at her feet - 08/31/2009 

Posted at 1:54 PM  
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Thursday, September 17, 2009 

Anna with Pernilla   

Hello, everyone - 

this is Anna Rose and I've been here with Pernilla since Sunday (I got to spend Sunday night 

with Lorre', so nice). 

Pernilla has changed over these few days. In the early week, she slept most of each day until 

mid-afternoon. Then she would be gotten up and we'd go out to the back porch for tea. Both 

cousin Sue and my sister Kathy joined us there on different afternoons. She was eating most 

meals and was usually clear and oriented in speech. 

The past 2 days, though, Pernilla has been slower, weaker, tired, easily fatigued. Tris the day 

nurse has gotten her a reclining chair with wheels - safer and more comfortable than a wheelchair 

- and they will be using the Hoyer lift now because she is too weak to help when using the other 

type. She'll not be gotten up for the bathroom, but only to be in the chair at times. 

She is taking juice, water and tea and some small bites of food, and they keep her free of pain 

with routine medication. (She sometimes has some pain when being turned in bed, but it 

subsides right away.)  

Today when she was awake, her speech was slower and she seemed disoriented, though she did 

not seem unhappy or anxious. Among other things, she spoke of "being in the pasture", the 

"wiggly ones" (babies? Guinea pigs?), love, Joan, "the dog" ....but not in ways that made sense. 

And she simply has a difficult time finding and saying words. I don't think she is over-

medicated; her blood oxygen level is a bit low even while receiving O2, and I think that is what 

is affecting her thinking. 

However, there are other ways of communicating, and we hold hands, I pet her hair, give her 

water and kisses, sit next to her on the bed. Yesterday I read her the Winnie-the-Pooh heffalump 

story (her request). Today, though, she doesn't understand my words, so I sit and when she stirs 

there I am. 

I still plan to leave early Sunday, but we will see. 

I have a cell phone so if you want to call me it's 802-353-7413 (well it's not actually mine so if 

you get no answer it's because I forgot I have it and am wondering where that music's coming 

from or else you may get someone else's name on the message feature (my friend Mona))  

I'm very glad I am here, and will also be glad if anyone else comes to visit. I can't tell you if 

she'll know you or not but it's awfully good to just be with her. 

Yours, Anna Rose  

Posted at 1:35 PM  

3 comments:  

Nancy Lembke here, 

Thank you to everyone for all that you are doing to help and love Pernilla. Lorre, I'm 

glad that you made the trip when you did. Anna, I am so glad that you are there. I didn't 
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even know you were there until recently, and how nice that you got a little time with 

Lorre'! I think you are the perfect person to sit with Pernilla now and wish we could 

keep you there for as long as she needs you. I loved hearing about the Heffalump 

reading. Thinking about that later I thought "Only a Lembke would understand that!" 

Thank you Joan for setting up this blog complete with wonderful photographs, as well 

as all of the other work you have done for Pernilla. Thank you to absolutely everyone. I 

really appreciate it since I am stuck here trying to show and sell my condo. 

I will be in St. Paul on Thursday, October 8 for a neurologist appointment and maybe to 

visit a brain injury support group. The plan is for Hans to drive me up but I don't know 

where I will stay (hint, hint). 

Thank you again to everyone (I know I couldn't address everyone) for all of your help. 

Love, 

Nancy Lembke 

September 18, 2009 10:06 AM  

Deb said...  

Thank you, Anna, for your journal, your story, your observations of being with Pernilla 

at this time. Deb Espesete 

September 18, 2009 12:50 PM  
 

 

Sunday, September 13, 2009 

Lorre' & Anna Visiting   

Pernilla & Anna                                            Pernilla & Lorre' 

   
Lorre' arrived Friday, September 11 and is leaving Monday, September 14. Anna arrived today, 

September 13, and is staying through Saturday. 

From Lorre': I had a wonderful visit with Pernilla these past few days. I wasn't sure what to 

expect from the recent changes described. She does have progressing symptoms of congestive 

heart failure: swelling and water weight gain, fluid in her lungs, a very moist hacking cough, and 

fatigue. She wears her oxygen continuously and her O2 saturation levels were running about 92-

94. She had a low-grade fever from 99 -100F. She has brief periods of confusion, but she knew 

right away who I was and smiled and laughed. She was alert and talkative - particularly at lunch 

and dinner. Her mobility has declined, but she is able to get up into her wheelchair for short 
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periods with the aid of staff and a standing/transferring device. Her body gets stiff and sore-

especially her neck, but she gets oxycodone for pain twice a day which helps. 

I was fortunate to meet the wonderful staff at Hanson Service House. Saga, TMA, worked over 

the weekend and was so gentle, attentive, and good with her. On Monday, I got to meet Tris, the 

clinical lead nurse, who is very caring and dedicated to helping keep Pernilla comfortable. I also 

met the hospice staff who are very nice - Sue, RN Case Manager; Annie, Aide; Elizabeth, Social 

Worker. And, of course, Fat Cat who is usually found at the foot of Pernilla's bed. 

Sunday, I took Pernilla outside on the deck with her dear friend, Joyce, from down the hall. We 

visited and ate the last ripe cherry tomatoes from their garden. On Monday, Pernilla did not feel 

like getting up and ate breakfast and lunch in bed. It was so hard to leave her. She told me that 

she probably would not see me again in this life and then went on to say that someone would 

have to divvy up all the pictures stuck to her bulletin board when she's gone! 

Thank you Joan for all your help and to your family for the great food! Anna, it was good to 

reconnect with you. Sorry I missed others, but I came quickly and then ran out of time. Take care 

all. Lorre' 

Posted at 5:54 PM  

1 comments:  

From Sue Zietlow: 

Hi all, thanks for letting us know how Pernilla is doing. The last few 

times I had visited her, I noticed that she was getting more confused and 

was not moving as much. She also had a frequent cough. But, she could 

remember a lot of the old stuff! 

 

I visited again on 9-14 and so had a nice visit with Anna Rose also. I had 

talked with Lorre that morning; at that time it appeared that Pernilla 

wasn't going to get up and she wasn't talking. So I was surprised when I 

went in late afternoon to find Pernilla and Anna Rose outside enjoying the 

gorgeous day!  

September 17, 2009 12:19 PM  

 

 

Friday, September 11, 2009 

Friday September 11 Update   

Yesterday was a hard day for Pernilla. She didn't have any energy and just was not herself. Tris, 

the Lyngblomsten nurse, said she just didn't have her normal "zing." Her oxygen level was low 

so she now is getting oxygen - a tube thing in her nose - which should help her feel better. Her 

left foot swelling has gone down - looks much better. 

Now today things are much better! Although she did not want to eat lunch in the dining room - 

she stayed in her room and ate well (pork, wild rice, beans, Jell-O, milk). 
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Later tonight Lorre' is flying in - staying into Monday. Lorre' will be able to fill in since the 

hospice nurses are not on duty on the week-ends.  

Posted at 12:57 PM  
 

Friday, September 11, 2009 

Visit from Karl & Clara - September 5   

Dear family, 

Our family made a quick trip to MN last Saturday Sept. 5 and we visited Pernilla for about 1 

hour or more. We had a very good visit with her. She was very pleasant and carried on a very 

good conversation. In fact when I went home I felt really good to see how well she was when we 

were there. She could tell us things in the past of her youth like grandpa and grandma fished and 

hunted. Memories of the days she was in Chicago and how cold it was at George and Shirley’s 

wedding and Bernadine invited every one to her house for hot chocolate and tea afterward. She 

remembered that she came to Karla’s graduation party at our house and our deck had just got 

done being built (we had no deck chairs then) that she and Joan gave us some patio chairs. She 

said that was Joan’s idea (Thank you, Joan). 

She was worried about her situation. She did not know if she could continue to stay there. She 

said someone might throw her out of there. The gentleman who was helping her with food and 

medicine told her not to worry, that nobody would throw her out, and that if anybody throws her 

out he would throw her right back in! 

The only thing I could see in our conversation with her that was confused is that she said she 

“went down there last night” (She meant to her lake) but she did not know how she got back here 

then she slept all night and woke up at Lyngblomsten. She had recently woke up, and thought 

she was eating her breakfast when we were visiting her but in fact she had slept all day and was 

eating her dinner. She thought that everybody else had been told to stay away from the table 

because of her or us visiting her because the table where she was eating only had one other 

resident (and his wife feeding him) at the table. 

We took her out to sit on the deck for awhile and she talked about how nice it was. When we 

brought her back to her room she showed us how to park her wheel chair by her bed then she 

could move to her bed without any help, although very slowly, by putting one hand on the end of 

the bed, rising slowly, and sort of rolling onto the bed.  

We are very thankful to have some valuable time with her. We hope we can see her more. 

Love, 

Clara and Karl  

Posted at 12:57 PM  
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Monday, September 7, 2009 

Kim & Doll, Pernilla, Pernilla, Craig & Kim   

    
 

 
Posted at 5:32 PM  

 

Monday, September 7, 2009 

Labor Day Visitors   

Celebrating Joan's birthday late - Craig, Linh, Kim, Bre and Joan  

Posted at 3:28 PM  

Note:  Pernilla kept referring to the little celebration as her birthday.  We left the cake 

so she could share it with others at Hanson House. 

 

 



���������	�
����
��������������������������������

Wednesday, September 2, 2009 

Nick & Ralph - September 2nd   

 

 
From Ralph.....Here are some shots we took on our visit with Pernilla on 9/2/09. Pernilla was in 

great spirits that day, and we talked for a couple of hours. Lots of laughter, stories and a quick 

tour of Hanson House and the chapel, locating and meeting the cats, and a chance to play music 

on the piano in the chapel as well as a mandolin-keyboard session on your keyboard in Hanson 

House. It was a great visit. Pernilla really rose to the occasion, and Nick and I left feeling buoyed 

by time with her feisty, appreciative spirit. Nick is so glad he made the visit...as am I. 

Posted at 7:54 PM  
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Saturday, August 29, 2009 

New Case Mix Classification & Visitors Coming   

Joan, here, writing just a couple of notes. 

 

Pernilla's case mix classification went from PD1 to CB2. CB stands for Clinically Complex - the 

ADL score is 12-16. The definition indicates more medical visits, etc. Minnesota Dept. of Health 

has a chart that you can try and decipher. 

 

Upcoming visits include one from Lorre' and one from Anna - in mid-September and October 

respectively.  

Posted at 6:35 AM  

 

 

Monday, August 10, 2009 

Ralph checking in   

Ralph here; I just talked with Tris at the Hansen House nursing staff. I'll try to make the medical 

information simple and straightforward. Pernilla is still thought to have some degree of 

congestive heart failure, based on a larger than expected heart size on chest x-ray. She qualifies 

for hospice via that diagnosis, and is loving the extra attention and activity hospice brings to her 

(more trips outside, visits, etc.). Part of CHF (congestive heart failure) is the retention of fluid in 

the body; sometimes the legs, sometimes the abdominal cavity and sometimes the lungs, 

depending on whether the right heart or left heart system is struggling to keep up with blood to 

be pumped around. The "backed-up" blood tends to move more slowly and leak fluid into spaces 

between cells when that happens. That's what causes swollen legs, "fluid on the lungs", etc. A 

way to treat CHF is to help the kidneys get rid of extra fluid by using diuretic pills. She's on 

lasix, and her leg swelling from the CHF is gone. Strangely, she hasn't lost any weight (which 

usually happens when the kidneys get rid of fluid), and is still 20 pounds heavier than usual. It 

might be fluid hiding in the abdomen. Her kidney function tests are excellent, so that's not a 

problem. Very slow moving blood also can be inclined to clot in the veins, creating blood clots 

in large deep veins. Pernilla has a deep vein clot in her L groin, which also caused some L leg 

swelling. She's on lovenox shots (short-acting blood thinner) and coumadin pills (longer 

acting..and can be taken by mouth) She's had no pain from this, and the leg swelling on that side 

is going down, so she may be free of that problem and off the lovenox shots in a week or so, 

while she keeps taking the coumadin while waiting for the clot to "dissolve" and to prevent 

further similar clots. Lastly, Pernilla has some fluid on her left lung, as seen on x-ray. She's not 

short of breath at rest, and is keeping good oxygen levels in her bloodstream. It doesn't sound as 

though she has a pneumonia. Her medical team has been pretty thorough, and is following her 

closely. The goal of treatment, however, is comfort and quality of life...not extending it at all 
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costs. The focus is to give her as much good time and experiences as she wants...hence, hospice 

being active in getting her out, visits, etc. She's still basically in pretty good health for her age, 

and could likely live much beyond the 6 months of hospice enrollment guidelines. Her short term 

memory is worsening more quickly, though. She doesn't seem depressed to staff, and is enjoying 

hospice personnel and extra activities. I feel good about the approach and direction being taken 

with her. She's in good hands. Ralph 

August 10, 2009 10:35 AM  

Posted at 8:05 PM  

2 comments:  

Anonymous [Anna] said...  

Thank you, Ralph - Anna 

August 12, 2009 5:57 PM  
Deb said...  

Clear and thorough description. Thank you for the information! 

August 12, 2009 10:07 PM  

 

 

Saturday, August 8, 2009 

Pernilla here [written by Joan]. Just had lunch - tuna salad and strawberries and pudding. It 

rained really hard - so if I wasn't tired I would go outside. I'm going to take a nap - that's what I 

feel like doing. I thought it was Sunday (not Saturday). My left leg is fatter than the other - and is 

tender. I don't want Joannie touching it. Bye bye.  

Posted at 11:07 AM  
 

 

Friday, August 7, 2009 

Brief Notes   

We'll get Pernilla dictating here. In the meantime, she is getting Comfort Care from hospice staff 

she knows. They are pleased to be assigned to her, too. She is also being treated for a blood clot 

in her leg, which explains why her left leg was so swollen. Hopefully, all will be better soon. jds  

Posted at 8:42 PM  
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Thursday, August 6, 2009 

August 6, 2009 Starting the blog   

Family and friends are invited to join this blog. Hopefully, we can share the latest updates 

regarding Pernilla and happenings at Hanson House without having to have info funneled 

through one person. You are invited to post to this blog if you have news to share.  

Posted at 2:34 PM  

4 comments:  

Joan said...  

Nancy/Ralph can post the more medically correct information.  

And, if you are at Lyngblomsten, we'll have this site bookmarked so you can add to it 

when you visit Pernilla. 

August 6, 2009 5:06 PM  

Ernst said...  

Nice to see your blog Pernilla! 

-Ernst 

August 6, 2009 7:18 PM  

Anna said...  

I plan to visit Pernilla in mid-October though, as I told Joan, I can go earlier if that 

would be helpful to her or anyone else.  

Thank you, Joan, for setting this up. 

Anna 

I like the geraniums! 

August 7, 2009 7:52 AM  
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Pernilla Lembke, Social Worker 

BS – Bachelor of Science with high distinction, University of Minnesota, June 17, 1939 

MSW – Master of Social Work, University of Pennsylvania, MCMXLVI (1946) 

NASW – National Association of Social Workers 

ACSW – Academy of Certified Social Workers 

 

 

 
 

 

 

Tribute to Pernilla as A Pioneering Caseworker, Scholar and Defender of Family Mental Health 

Most of us know that Pernilla was a tireless, life-long advocate for children (from infants to teenagers). What is less well-known 

is that before the formal development of “family systems therapy” in the late 1940’s and 1950’s, Pernilla was practicing and 

defending the need for including families in the treatment of children - whether the diagnosis was “emotionally disturbed,” 

“delinquent,” “low functioning,” “special needs,” “chemically dependent,” “in need of foster home care,” or “sexually abused.” 

It is even more astonishing that she defended a family systems approach in such prestigious venues as the Journal of Psychiatric 

Work (1953), Archives of General Psychiatry (1961), and Journal of Social Work Process (1965). 

In familiar Pernilla fashion, when we discussed their substantive content, she would wave off my compliments while mumbling 

something to herself like “Yeah, yeah..,” or “That’s just how I did things.” She simply would give no time for my praise of her 

pioneering contributions to family systems therapy. But the praise is deserved. 

Now it is my time to say, “You were an insightful, courageous, pioneering woman, scholar and healer, Pernilla. Thank you for 

improving the health of us all—children, adults, and (our) families.”  ~Karen J. Warren, long-time friend 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



���������	�
����
������������������������������'�

Poetry by Pernilla, H. S. Grade 12 

QUIET GRIEF 

I couldn’t cry 

Because I had to set the table. 

His hands on the quilt were so white, 

And the room so dark. 

My knees shook 

And my throat ached, 

But I couldn’t cry 

Because I had to set the table. 

� Pernilla Lembke, 12B 

 

DYING FLOWER GARDEN 

Dainty Morning Brides sway languidly in 

the late sunshine. 

While the Creeping Jenny creeps no longer but 

dozes close to the warm soil. 

Slender Larkspur pods let seeds of polished ebony 

drop softly to the ground. 

Mellow afternoon sunshine brightens the last hours 

of the fading garden. 

And the flowers bask in the autumn warmth and 

linger yet awhile. 

� Pernilla Lembke, 12A 
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Pernilla and Topsy 

Labor Day 1935 
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Pernilla 1915-1965 
 

 
15 months – April or May 

1916 
 

Winton & Pernilla 
Bernadine, Carmen & Shirley 

 
Pernilla & her mother  

Shirley, Pernilla & Carmen 

 
Age 18 – Glen Lake 

Sanatorium 

 
Pernilla and her students - Pine 

Island, MN  
Pernilla – 1944 – Age 29 

 

 

 
Pernilla – 1944 – Age 29 

 

 
Pernilla & Debbie Preston 
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Pernilla’s Apartment 

 
Apartment – out  East 

 
Graduation - Philadelphia 

 
Pernilla’s rabbits 

 
Pernilla and her rabbits - 1944 

 
Pernilla at Work 

 
Pernilla – off to teach at Pine 

Island, 1941  
1950s – Pernilla & Carmen 

 
1948 – Isabel, Kathie, Sue & 

Pernilla at Mount Carmel 

1960 
50th Wedding Anniversary 
Pernilla, Carmen, Winton – 

Bernadine, Shirley 
Will & Isabel 

 
1950s – Lake Carlos 
John, Pernilla & Liz  

Pernilla Bottolfson 
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John, Shirley, Winton, Will 

Kathie, Isabel, Joan, Pernilla, Bernadine 
Bill, Nancy, Karl, Ralph, John, Bobbi, Jean, Sue, Liz 

Absent:  George and Lucille & Anna Rose (who was sick) 
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Pernilla 1965 – 2005 
 

 
Cabin – Lake Carlos 

 
Looking down at the lake 

 
Switch back path to the lake 

 
Dock on Lake Carlos 

 
1974 - Lorre’ & Debbie 

 
1972 – Craig, Debbie, 

Pernilla 
San Francisco 

 

 
April 1976 

Will’s 95th birthday 
Shirley. Pernilla, Bernadine, 

Winton 
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Pernilla at Hanson House 
 

 
90th Birthday - 2005 

 
December 2005  - Pernilla in her 

Library 

 
December 2005 - Pernilla’s room 

 
December 2005 - Pernilla & Flicka 

| 
December 2005 – Kitchen 

 
November 2008 – Bed and Bulletin Board 

 
 

 
March 2007 – Pernilla & Flicka 

Picture that was used in a Star Tribune article 
See Appendix 

 
February 2006 – Becky, Pernilla & Sue 

on Pernilla’s couch 
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January 2008 – 93rd Birthday 

Michael, Breonna, Alisa, Jonathan, Travis 
Pernilla 

 
March 2009 - Nancy, Pernilla & Hans 

 

 
November 2008 

Pernilla & Fat Cat (Samantha) 
 
 

 
Most of the pictures were originally posted on Picasa Com 

 

 
March 2009 – Nancy & Pernilla 
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Appendix 
 
 

 
Last update: March 22, 2007 – 10:51 PM 

Creative Care for elders 

Nursing homes are working toward making themselves more homelike. A conference today at 
RiverCentre in St. Paul will help explain to families how they can fit into the process. 

By Warren Wolfe , Star Tribune 

In a decade or so, Minnesota's system of caring for its frail elders may look something like Pernilla Lembke's 
nursing home room in St. Paul -- a kitchenette, hundreds of books, breakfast cooked to order and a cat named 
Flicka.  
"Nobody wants to be in a nursing home, but if you've got to be on one, I'll take Lyngblomsten," said Lembke, 92, a 
retired teacher and social worker. "Here they know me, they like me and I like them."  
Lyngblomsten Care Center has changed dramatically since 1912, when a group of Norwegian Lutheran women 
started caring for 34 residents.  
"Our goal is for the residents to call the shots as completely as possible. We call that person-centered care," said 
administrator Jeff Heinecke. "We're not there yet, but we're on that road and we're really making progress."  
Coaching families to help nursing homes create that type of care is the focus of a free state-sponsored conference 
today at the RiverCentre in St. Paul.  
The conference comes at a time when state agencies and the nursing home industry are struggling to guide the 
long-term-care system into a future of fewer and better nursing homes, with many more home-based alternatives.  
"We're already in the midst of nursing home culture change," said Rosalie Kane, a researcher at the University of 
Minnesota and national expert on nursing home care. "There's a lot of momentum for change, and families can be 
a powerful force to keep it up."  
Families often are frustrated with the kind of "institutional care" their relatives receive in nursing homes, and 
typically feel powerless to make it better, said Barbara Frank, a nursing home consultant from Rhode Island who 
will moderate part of the conference.  
"They see the staff often overworked and with time only for the basic care," she said. "It's easy to feel hopeless, to 
give up on the idea that your loved one can actually have a life while in a nursing home.  
"The whole idea of culture change is to see that the resident should be able to choose how to live, just as she did 
before she entered the home."  
As much as possible, a resident should be able to have privacy, decide what and when to eat, when to go to bed 
and get up, when to nap or take a bath, what activities to take up, when to exercise, when to socialize and when to 
be alone, Frank said.  
"Families can be partners with the staff," Frank said. "It should start with the family helping staff learn who this new 
resident is the day they come into the home. Usually, that first day is filled with paperwork, but there also should be 
time for the family to help the staff know that person as a unique individual."  
Charting a new course   
How to do that was the question facing nine top administrators this week at Lyngblomsten.  
It was the twice-monthly meeting of the home's culture change committee, which is navigating the course into a 
new world of "focusing on the individual first," said assistant administrator Jayne Byrnes.  
The committee's decision: As a test, the next 10 residents and their families will be asked about their habits, likes 
and dislikes. At the same time, others will ask residents who recently moved in what they wish the staff had known 
about them from the start.  
Lyngblomsten started changing a decade ago when it created its first Service House, a cluster of nine single rooms 
in a "neighborhood," with its own staff, dining area and activities. Residents each had a kitchenette, and were 
encouraged to help with laundry, pitch in with cooking and take part in other "normal" activities.  
Since then, the entire 237-bed facility has been divided into neighborhoods, including two more Service House 
models.  
Residents have weighed in on the changes, some of which were better received than others.  
"For one thing, the residents told us they pay us good money and they expect us to do the cooking and laundry," 
said Byrnes, who has worked there for 20 years.  
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About 40 percent of the home's workers, regardless of their job, are paired with nursing home "pals" they visit 
regularly, with instructions that the visits are purely social.  
Administrators are working to keep the same aides and nurses in a neighborhood so residents will have workers 
who know them well.  
"It really helps to have the same people around," said Orloue Gisselquist, 85, a retired professor at Augsburg 
College who moved to Lyngblomsten three years ago. "They're good people, pretty much friends. I moved here 
from another home where I don't think they even knew my name."  
'Listen to what I say'   
In Minnesota, a new study by the LarsonAllen accounting and consulting firm for the two nursing home associations 
concluded that by 2030, when baby boomers begin to reach age 85, the need for nursing home beds will drop from 
35,000 to about 28,000.  
At the same time, the need for assisted-living apartment units probably will swell from 45,000 now to 62,000.  
In 2030, most nursing home residents probably will be there for weeks or months while recovering from a hospital 
stay, will have advanced dementia or will need complex, long-term care, the study found.  
"Whether in assisted-living or nursing homes or even getting care in your own home -- whether it's for a short time 
or the rest of your life -- the question is how do we provide care in the way you want?" said Heinecke, the 
Lyngblomsten administrator.  
As she stroked Flicka, curled up by her side, Lembke offered her answer: "Well, you know, it's really not that 
difficult, and they do it pretty well here. Ask me, and then listen to what I say."  

Warren Wolfe • 612-673-7253 • wolfe@startribune.com   ©2007 Star Tribune. All rights reserved. 

 

 
 

 
Pernilla – Everybody Needs One 

By Nancy – as presented at the Memorial Service 
 

I don’t know how old I was when my mother, Shirley, ordained Pernilla to take over as my mother should 
anything happen to her. I don’t know my age, but I know one of the reasons – my mother kept saying “You and 
Pernilla are so much alike.” (More on that later!) As the fates would have it, Pernilla did  stand tall and take her 
place for my mother when I was in my late 20’s, figuring I was too old to be an orphan. It was Pernilla who entered 
my apartment that July morning and gave me the news that both of my parents were dead. Years later she shared 
with me that she was afraid that I would “kill the messenger” and was loathe having the position of giving me that 
news. It was in Pernilla’s small car that she drove 2 yr old Torbin and me to her apartment to figure out what to do 
next. Pernilla took her role seriously, telling me more than once that it was my mother’s wish. I will always carry a 
permanent photograph in my mind of one of the first things that Pernilla did after the Decorah funeral, and so forth. 
My St. Paul apartment had a swimming pool and Pernilla spent hours swimming with Torbin in that pool. The 
photograph in my mind is bittersweet because Pernilla looked so much like my mother that it was comforting, yet 
she was not my mother……..yet. Comfort, pain, comfort, pain…is what that mental picture contains. 

I want to talk about Pernilla, but first I must compare Pernilla with myself partly because of what my mother 
said and also because of what I saw. Superficially, we could not have been more opposite; - Pernilla wore pants 
and despised dresses, I hate wearing pants and love to wear dresses. (It’s a matter of comfort – dresses are more 
COMFORTABLE!) Pernilla used to tease and talk about my “red nails”.  Pernilla was wise enough to wear sensible 
shoes, never high heels and she certainly never fussed with an eyelash curler! However as the years passed I 
found myself saying many times to myself, “That’s just like Pernilla!” (At this moment in time, I don’t remember 
why.) In fact we were so much alike physiologically that I always tried (and still will) to know which medicines 
Pernilla reacted to and which ones she didn’t – we both experience abnormal reactions to many medications. I will 
never hold a candle to Pernilla, but she and my mom saw something in common. 

The last thing I thought I had in common with Pernilla was marriages. Whereas Pernilla had never been 
married, I had been married a bijillion times. But during an important conversation with Pernilla, we realized that this 
was actually something else we had very much in common- Pernilla experienced the same kind of discomfort 
regarding her lack of marriages that I experience regarding my multitude of marriages. We each appeared to the 
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“world” as if there were something terribly wrong with us. Pernilla hated it when someone asked her why she had 
never married; I hate it when I have to spit out the number of my marriages.  

I remember giggling with Pernilla, each of us holding our special pillows and having our mutual cognitive 
lapses. We were able to laugh at ourselves and each other for our similar weaknesses. I know I have a photo of us, 
each with a hat on and holding up our pillows. Pernilla’s dining table was always covered with papers in a never-
ending attempt to get “caught up” with paperwork. This left her in a bit of a dilemma if she had dinner or eating 
guests. If piling the papers in stacks didn’t create enough space, then she would just cover what was left with a 
table cloth and there you are! I have the same dining table dilemma, have used the tablecloth magic trick many 
times and recommend it to anyone. (You just have to be a bit of a renegade!) 

Pernilla delighted in going to “Goodwillie”  whether she found something or not. I think she enjoyed the 
walk back and forth as much as going into the store itself. The last thing she did with my mother was to go to 
Goodwillie to find something for me, one week before the plane crash. Like Pernilla, I love finding treasures at 
Goodwill. One of my favorite week-end outings in Connecticut was to go to the Westport Goodwill. But I still do the 
Goodwill circuit in Iowa and have found some treasures there, including the dress I am wearing today.  

Through all of my personal adventures and misadventures, I have always had Pernilla to call, sometimes 
calling from hospitals or wherever, and there she would be, ready to assist if possible or just lend an ear. One of 
her greatest skills was her ability as a facilitator – finding the appropriate phone numbers, organizations, people, 
and so on. This is no easy chore as I have learned by doing it myself, but I owe it to Pernilla for showing me the 
way. Pernilla was an avid believer in counseling, the 12-Step Program and never giving up on improving herself or 
learning about herself. I have many tapes of Pernilla and me with a counselor (including dear Karen Johnson). If 
Pernilla could give a message to everyone here (well, first of all she would be upset that I would have the audacity 
to put words in her mouth!), it would be counseling, counseling, counseling…It’s never too late, you never know too 
much!  

For many of us Pernilla was a walking family history book. She could remember and tell stories from her 
childhood as vividly and with as much detail as if they had just happened the day before. I kept trying to record or 
take notes on these stories, with little success. If the recorder was nowhere near, Pernilla would go into fascinating 
stories galore! But if the recorder was ready to go, Pernilla had small talk…not intentionally- just by chance. 
Between all of us, perhaps we could put together an album of Pernilla’s stories. When Pernilla began showing me 
photographs of a girl named Lorre', she was showing me that I had another family member and was including her. 
Lorre' is indeed an important part of our family. Pernilla was also a living historian for our individual families, 
especially with her natural skills and interest in family relationships. It was so interesting and valuable to me to learn 
what she observed and knew about my folks or my childhood through her eyes. I am sure that many of you also 
learned some about your own family history from her. I always knew that I would not want to see the day when I 
could no longer ask Pernilla a question about something that only she knew and remembered. Sadly, that day has 
come.  

If Pernilla knew how much I respected her, she would probably not accept it. Oh well…. Pernilla was 
always reading, learning, listening, watching, observing and remembering. Those bear repeating for me because 
just think what the world would be like if everyone could follow her example: reading, learning, listening, watching, 
observing and remembering. We all know that Pernilla loved her books and reading; I loved her love of learning. 
She was always, always learning more. She is probably still learning something now!  

Pernilla loved so many people and things that I dare not even try to list all of them; it just shows how much 
she loved life. Besides books and all, Pernilla’s other loves included but were certainly not limited to babies, cats, 
flowers, ice cream, colors, tea, gingerbread, music, walks and of course people of all ages, creeds, colors, 
orientation, and so forth. She also enjoyed experiencing other cultures – some on the East Coast and some here in 
the Midwest. Pernilla loved diversity and so do I. It was with Pernilla that I enjoyed my first lox and bagels meal 
many, many moons ago before it was popular. (Is it popular here?!!) Pernilla brought the custom of wine or sherry 
before dinner from the East Coast to the Midwest. Later she told me that she felt guilty for exposing us 
Midwesterners to that particular custom, due to the troubles some people ran into with alcohol. (Of course she was 
blameless.)  

Black pants story (as I remember it). Pernilla was at our house for Christmas and was opening a gift from 
Bernadine (?). As she took out a pair of pajamas she shrieked, “Black pants!!!” Thus began the saga of the black 
pants which Pernilla regifted the next year and gave to another sister (Bernadine again?) or Shirley? Anyway those 
black pants made the rounds for several Christmases with shrieks of “Black pants!” in imitation of Pernilla’s first 
sight of them each time they were opened.  

 
Figures of speech –  
• “He doesn’t have the sense that God gives geese!  
• "Off we go with a buckle of drums!"  
• "He's such a John Walhause!" (childhood friend of Grandpa Lembke who always wanted something that 
was not on the table for meals.)  
• "Here we go, gathering nuts in May!"  
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• "Who-zi butzi!" (my favorite)  
• Rice friend - someone who is your friend as long as you have rice (or something else) to share. (From 
East Coast during war.)  
 
Pernilla mischievous giggle (playfully funny). “Tee, hee!” (hands to chin)  
 
Apartment visits (both apartments) were a bit difficult for me at first until I just accepted the fact that it would 

be kind of like camping. The bathroom would always be crisscrossed with clotheslines and so forth leaving chances 
of a shower pretty questionable. I never could quite find space for my toothbrush in there. I always had such a 
difficult time getting the door-closed-or-open-for-the-cats-at-night rule straight. Leave it open? Leave it closed? Cat 
in? Cat out? Which cat?....The tiny kitchen would be cluttered to the brim to an outsider’s eye, but to Pernilla it was 
in the order in which she liked and understood. Her first apartment had an entire room devoted to toys – just like 
Pernilla would do. Toys followed her to her last apartment but fewer of them. Poor Joan had her hands full trying to 
keep up with all of the papers in Pernilla’s bedroom (as well as on the dining table of course). I think I know for sure 
which part of her apartments Pernilla liked best – that would be her “Nest.” . (My word for it.) There in the living 
room where the sun could come flooding in the window, was Pernilla’s comfortable chair with her special pillow 
available. To the right of this chair and within arm’s reach was a table which held pens, pencils, notepads, 
telephone, and so forth. To the left of this chair was a TV tray table which could be used either to put food on or 
projects. Surrounding the chair were reading materials. And handy to the chair was her couch where she would 
spend many an hour talking with her visitors. This area I dub to be Pernilla’s nest. I have a similar area (only not so 
handy) at the end of my couch and I refer to it as my nest. I’ve had nests at the ends of my couches for years now, 
needlework, reading and crossword available, lamp ready on the end table. My nest is also my cat’s nest; as soon 
as I’m up there, she follows me to lie on my stomach or at my feet. I think everybody needs to have a nest. If you 
don’t have one now, make one, OK? It is a personal “comfort area”- very cozy.  

Pernilla is the most nonjudgmental person I believe I will ever know. The way I describe her to others is 
this, “I could go up to Pernilla and tell her that I just embezzled $50,000, and I just accidentally hit and ran over 
someone with my car but didn’t stay around, and oh by the way I need a sex change operation because I’m really a 
man and am preparing to marry someone in Singapore.”  Pernilla’s reaction would not be to scream and yell. Her 
reaction would be phone calls (well, OK, wide eyes and some very serious questions at first), and then learning – 
reading, finding articles, researching types of behaviors, going to the library and so forth.. If she didn’t already 
understand something, then she would make it her business to learn about it. Of course all of that would be 
followed by articles sent in the mail. Pernilla was a great one for sending articles. How frequently I wondered why 
she was sending me this or that particular article. I’m sure many of us received articles from her in the mail. If we 
couldn’t apply them, at least we could learn something from them, right? (Yes, I’m guilty of article sending also.) 
Pernilla’s nonjudgmentalism extended clear into the realm of unconditional love. Nothing I did or could do would 
stop Pernilla from learning and loving and teaching and the same was true for all of her “family” – both biological 
and family-of-choice.  

I’d like to end this with another photograph kept permanently in my brain. It is early morning and I am 
sleeping in Pernilla’s daybed in her living room. Across the room from me is Pernilla’s nest. Pernilla is sitting in her 
chair there calmly sipping her tea and waiting for me to wake up, occasionally looking over towards me. But I don’t 
want her to know that I’m awake. I want to just lay there and watch her next to me and just bask in that warm 
secure feeling. Heavenly. So I lie there longer and just soak up all of that pure comfort, love and security – like 
being cradled in her arms. Yes, Pernilla had indeed become my mother.  

Pernilla was the best role model I have ever had. To say that we are all so very fortunate to have been part 
of this spectacular woman’s life is a great understatement. Although she never had any biological children, she has 
been an ever-loving mother, grandmother, and nurturer to the many that have had the great fortune to have been a 
part of her wonderful and caring life. Now our ever important matriarch is gone from this earth. For those of us who 
are her nieces and nephews and that generation, not only is it our turn to stand between our children and their own 
mortality, it is clearly our turn to stand up as Pernilla did for me, trying to be role models for those who follow us. 
Pernilla is a pretty hard act to follow and of course nobody can replace her. However if we keep our still large family 
united, maybe we can fill part of Pernilla’s absence with our solidarity. This would mean a group effort to continue to 
communicate and help each other the best we can. Pernilla would have loved that. There is hope. We grieve the 
loss of our mother, aunt, grandmother, friend. But we joyfully celebrate and give thanks that we had Pernilla in our 
lives…because everybody needs one.  


