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70 Years and Counting–A Memoir 
of Childhood in East Andover

Karin Joyce Forsberg
Going back to a time without comput-

ers, cell phones, Smart phones, Tablets, 
Kindles or any type of chip technology. No 
Facebook, Twitter, Texting or email. You 
actually had to talk to one another. No mi-
crowave ovens, no CD’s, DVD’s, back even 

before television; when radio was it and re-
ception only if the weather conditions were 
right. A time when kids were all free range 
and if you couldn’t get there on your bike or 
by walking, you didn’t get there.

When the shop in Chicago, where 
my father worked, announced in the 

spring of 1948 that it would be closing, 
my parents made the decision that they 
would move back east to where their 
families still I lived. They sold their 
house and we, along with my sister. 
Marilyn moved, temporarily, back to 
Worcester, MA. to stay with my aunt, 

uncle and cousin Kaye, while 
they looked for a new home. 
My father John, was the son of 
a Game Warden who looked 
after a Royal hunting preserve 
in Sweden. My father, as a boy, 
roamed that preserve with his 
father and brothers and loved 
the forest and animals.

They searched in NH and 
in February of 1949, bought a 
piece of land in East Andover. 
It was about 16 acres and dad 
fell in love with the trees, some 
of which were huge. The house 
needed much work, but he be-
ing a carpenter, felt he could 
fi x all it needed. That would 
have to wait until Spring as 
the snow in February was very 
deep. They quickly joined the 

Andover Congregational Church and 
we still have the Bible, signed and giv-
en to them on this occasion. My father 
had been a Mason in Illinois, so he also 
joined the Masonic Lodge in Andover.

I was quickly enrolled in the East 
Andover Public School, a two room 

John Forsberg, Karin and dog Shep at the 
East Andover Home that they purchased in 
1949.

Joyce Forsberg (middle) and others pick blueberries along the railroad tracks 
with the Rising and Charles building in the background. Circa 1965.

schoolhouse. The building was located 
just up the hill from the Grange Hall. 
There were two teachers, Miss Gomo and 
Mrs. Thompson. According to my fourth 
grade report card there was also a Mrs. 
Davidson who I don’t remember at all and 
my card was signed by Mrs. Elizabeth 
Thompson. The building is now the East 
Andover preschool. One ·of my teachers 
taught grades 1-3 and the other taught 
grades 4-6. I was put into third 
grade, in room one, along with 
Barbara Rising, Timmy Frost, 
Johnny Thompson, Jane Locke, 
Leona Barton, Marilyn Braley, 
Blanche Yeaton. Margaret and 
Edith Miller-and many others 
whose , names have slipped from 
my memory. For a kid used to a 
large public school this was an 
odd setup, but, as with most 8 
year-olds, I adjusted. It was in this 
school that I learned to play base-
ball, mostly against Salisbury. 
I continued to play throughout 
grammar school and high school 
in Massachusetts. This school 
also had corporal punishment. An infrac-
tion of the rules meant 3 hits to an open 
palm of the culprit’s hand with a ruler. A 
major infraction was 3 hits to the back of 
the hand, on the knuckles. These were not 
taps, they were hard enough to make the 
kid fl inch and sometimes cry. There were 
two boys. names long forgotten, who 

had climbed over a neighbors fence and 
taken apples from his tree during recess. 

Marilyn Forsberg stands in front of the fam-
ily home that had been tranformed into the 
“Red Shingle.” 

Stealing was a really major infraction and 
both boys got their hard hits in front of 
the class.

I became close friends with Barbara 
Rising, whose dad, Lawrence, was one 
of the partners in Rising & Charles, a 
business that built, repaired and reup-
holstered furniture. The building was 
behind our house on the other side of 
the railroad track which ran right be-

hind our house. There was a daily train. 
When it left Boston it was known as 
“The Boston Cannonball”. and after 
dropping most of it’s cars in Manchester 
and Concord, as it passed behind my 
house it was known as “The Peanut.” 
I believe it ended up in White River 
Junction, VT. We kids loved it and the 

train whistle would bring us to 
the back of the house where we 
would wave to the engineer and 
then to the conductor in the ca-
boose.That railroad track is now 
the Northern Rail Trail. I also 
teamed up with Johnny Thomp-
son and Timmy Frost. They all 
lived on Maple St. and after 
school on most days I would 
go home, change my clothes 
and ride my bike back to Maple 
Street. Johnny’s parents owned 
a dairy farm, Timmy had a 
pony named Tommy and Bar-
bara’s father had ducks, geese 
and various other birds behind 
their house. Since I loved ani-
mals and was crazy about hors-
es, I was in my element.

Dad had started tearing out 
lath and plaster in order to insu-

late the house. The attic was so breezy a 
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Warm up your rooms with a new area rug!
Lots of styles, patterns and colors to choose from.


