David Charles Samuelson 2006

I am the adopted son of Idella Marie Medchill and Charles Richard Samuelson. I was born on Easter Sunday April 17, 1960, and they took me home on May 16, 1960. My Aunt Clarice Victoria Medchill (my mom’s sister) had a large part in the interview and selection process for my new home, and later in life as I grew up. Lutheran Social Services (LSS) was trying to find a good home with matching hair and eye color! I ended up in Thief River Falls, Minnesota, as the first of three children in a fine home with God fearing parents. I was definitely protected by God, and blessed my entire life to have found such a perfect set of parents. Both of them grew up on farms, near there, in Plummer and Crookston. Dad is Swedish and Mom is Norwegian, so the dinner table always had Scandinavian flavor and humor. I ate Lutefisk, potatoes and cream sauce by the pound. They were both school teachers, excellent home makers, and great examples of God’s plan for family. 

We never went with out what we needed, and I knew the difference between right and wrong from the beginning. I learned the Lord’s prayer and the entire Lutheran Catechism by the time I was 13. Dad and I finished the basement in tongue and groove knotty pine together when I was 5. Soon after that I drew a red color crayon across the entire new wallpaper, as what I thought was a beautiful country road. Mom and Dad were very patient. I built a small grass fire behind the garage, killed a 50 year old elm tree in the yard with a saw, and broke several windows on our house and around the neighborhood. Our first cat Caroline had a few  chasing games and tail swings before I  learned appropriate pet treatment. We had several cats and a favorite Dachshund puppy named Pepper. That dog lived 14 years, and broke our hearts when she got old and died. Dad and I went hunting for roughed grouse many times up in Grygla, Gatzke, Thief Lake, and Middle River areas. We would see flocks of them and Dad would unload his 16 gauge 5 times and I popped off my 410. We had a great time walking the trails in the woods and the edges of the fields. 

I did well in school and was interested in choir, musicals, art, and reading. In 8th grade I sang in the elite small choir, with 11 other kids. We practiced for hours and gave concerts. I played Mayor of the Munchkins, in the Wizard of Oz. I fell in love with one of the munchkins when I was 13, then ran away when I realized I was not ready for that kind of a commitment. I wondered how things would be different if I had acted reasonably, but God had a plan.

Dad was interested in seeing the United States, and followed through on that desire in a big way. We had many miles of family time in that big 1972 Chevrolet Impala, towing the tent trailer. We saw both oceans and 35 states in between, by the time I was 16. We got caught in tremendous storms and slept in the car one night. We were going down the highway one day, and a tree exploded in fire a hundred feet away, when lightning struck it. The thunder crack deafened us and we were amazed. I was attacked by hornets, chopped my shin with an ax, climbed mountains, saw the battle fields of the civil war, body surfed in the oceans, dug for clams, hiked for miles, washed dishes, nearly broke my arm several times cranking up the camper, danced at the Jelly Stone Park teen dance when I was 12, and spent hours in front of camp fires with my family. I always complained before we went on these trips, but loved most of the times, and they shaped me in a wonderful way. We spent an extended summer in North Carolina outside of Raleigh, and a whole year in Moorhead as Dad finished his masters degree at NDSU.

We always had Christmas Eve with Grandma (Medchill) Benson in Thief River, then Christmas Days with Grandma and Grandpa Samuelson 40 miles away on a farm outside of  Crookston, Minnesota. 

Grandma Benson made wonderful Sunday dinners. Meat, potatoes, and the famous boiled carrots in butter. We always had some fantastic desert and sugar cookies were a favorite. She lived on the river and there was a tire swing that I flew above the water on many times. One day after mowing the lawn, I cast a Dare Devil red and white spoon out in the weeds, and hauled in a 6 pound Northern. I was flabbergasted and elated. The fish pictures in my Viking Jersey are favorites.

There were around 50 relatives in Crookston, and I had a week every summer staying out there with them. I have great memories of walking in the woods by the creek, building tree forts, and exploring barns, chicken coops, and graineries. Grandpa Sam cooked oatmeal to a perfect mush. Grandma Sam roasted the meat and made the gravy. The pump house was exciting and the tractors were fun. We jumped on the beds in the Mexican farm hands houses, and walked for miles on the gravel roads. I’m sure I threw rocks at fence posts 5000 times.

We traveled to Minneapolis and visited Aunty Clarice once or twice a year. Clarice impressed us with her planning and entertainment. She would bring out the big city map and give us directions. I was always surprised to arrive any where and find our way home through all the freeways and turns. We saw plays, concerts, movies, shopped at Southdale, slid down the elephant trunk slide at the down town Daytons, zoos, museums, Clarice would read to me out of the book Poppy the Fairy, and give us such good food and fun. I was always drawn to the big city and its huge buildings. I remember watching TV at her house one night and there was a big fire downtown. I also remember thinking it was neat to see Clarice’s water color paintings and we have some of them on our walls today.

I went to high school at Lincoln Senior high. I sang in the choir, played football, tennis, golf, and hockey. Dad and I became excellent ping pong players, jigsaw puzzlers, chess and checker players, rummy 500, cribbage, and painters. Mom read books with me and rocked me to sleep a lot. I became a strong fan of the Joseph Altsheller pioneer adventure books. I read every Hardy Boys book, every Boy’s Life magazine, and made several pine wood derby race cars for Cub Scouts. I spent hours glueing and painting model plastic cars, erector sets, Legos, and tinker toys were the beginning of a desire for Architecture and Construction. I made it to Boy scouts, but lost interest at Eagle Scouts. Sports were much more important, and I started to desire the physical over the fine motor. 

Mom and Dad suffered greatly with my selfish pride, wild rebellion, and roller coaster “who am I?” years of high school. Proverbs says raise your children up in the way that they should go, and they will return to it. That’s what happened eventually.

In 1980 I moved to Fargo and made it into the Architecture program at NDSU . I survived the marathon and graduated with a minor in business and a concentration in city planning. We had 350 kids in that first architecture class, and they graduated 45 of us. Extreme studio marathons fueled by Mountain Dew and Dominoes Pizza. 

Dad sent $200 dollars a month and paid the tuition and books. I worked several jobs for spending money and lived in a four bedroom house near campus with 3 sets of room mates over 6 years. I spent two summers in Nebraska building an earthen dam and servicing all the heavy equipment. They paid well and I learned a lot, though I nearly was killed several times. I also worked one summer with the city of Fargo Survey crew, and one summer renovating mansions into apartments around campus with a couple of other guys. I paid $500 a month for school loans for ten years for Lisa and I, but it has paid for itself many times over. I have been doing residential architecture and construction administration on my own since 2000. The business has been a challenge, but has been a life long ambition. You can see some progress at www.davidcsamuelson.com. If you need a remodel, please call me after you have interviewed some contractors.

My architectural career started off at $8 an hour in a small firm in San Bernardino, CA. I worked on a fire station, community center, and general construction documents. It was there I found that school teaches problem solving, not real world. Intern means start over. I worked on many small jobs in three small firms until I decided it was time to stop working myself out of a job, and go to a bigger firm. My last single job was the design phase for a $95 million dollar prison hub for San Bernardino County. I joined HMC in Ontario, CA. and started doing huge hospital projects. I did a 250,000 square foot addition on Fontana Kaiser Permanente, and a $16 million dollar medical office building in Baldwin Park, Los Angeles. I was driving 30 miles on 5 lane freeways, bumper to bumper, 70 miles an hour, to and from work. It was a wake up call for a bigger, more dependable car, on my new $30,000 per year salary. Lisa was working and we finally got to double income no kids. We had officially made a transfer to the fast lane from Fargo, ND. I finished out the California stint as a partner in a schools firm in Scripps Ranch near Miramar Air Force base. We lived in Encinitas 5 blocks from the beach. It was nice, but Lisa couldn’t take the smog, and we both missed blue sky, lakes, and the Midwest ways. We moved to Minneapolis, and we have been here since. I worked as an owner’s representative for Old Country Buffet building 45 new stores a year for 3 years. I managed a staff of drafts people for Tharaldson Development in Fargo for a short time. We were doing 45 hotels a year, and that’s what attracted the start up at CSM. They hired me as an owner’s representative, and we bought land, developed it, and did proformas and due diligence for new developments. I hired and managed Architects and contractors. I had 8 hotels in 5 states under construction with a $35 million dollar budget over 3 years for CSM Corporation. 

I met my beautiful wife in 1984, then in May 1986, I graduated and got married on the same day, and moved out to California for 4 years. She received her degree in Occupational therapy in 1988 and worked for four years as a Pediatric Specialist. We came back to Minneapolis in 1990, and built a beautiful family and life together. Lisa has stayed at home with the children for 10 years, and is anxious to get back to the adult world of interaction at least part time. She has made a wonderful life for the children and me. She is the motivator and interior designer. She has lots of big ideas and is very creative.

We bought a duplex with Clarice in 1992. She got married and moved out to Seattle in 1995, and we have had renters since then. The duplex has been a great home with lots of room and is situated in the center of the metro area. Our beautiful and perfect girls were born in 1992, 1997, and 1999. Our girl guinea pigs, Sugar and Spice were born in 2001, and died in 2005. The night we had the boy guinea pig over, we all learned a few things. We have since acquired sister dogs. Their dad was a pug and mom was a terrier Chihuahua. One looks like Benji and the other is a smooth hair. We moved into a house I designed and built, and we are selling it and the duplex to turn a profit and start over again.

After many years of wondering where I came from, Dad gave me the go ahead to find my roots, and LSS found my birth mother in 1999, through the high school reunion committee of Bemidji high school. She worked with the Salvation Army to bring me to term and they sent me to LSS. She had grown up on a farm with 10 siblings, 20 miles north of Bemidji and 1 mile south of the Red Lake Indian reservation. It turns out that I had spent many weekends fishing, just miles from there, on the Red Lake near Washkish. We caught boatloads of Walleyes, fried them in butter with potatoes in front of a bon fire, and camped out in our tent and pop up trailer at Sunset Lodge. This was from 1972 to 1977 every summer at least 2 times a summer. I also went skiing many times at Buena Vista ski hill, which was even closer to my birth mother’s homestead. 

The farm is still there, and my birth grandmother still lives there.  When I went to visit I met 50 of my cousins and several of my aunts and uncles. Grandpa had died October 1999, but grandmother lived alone next to 4 of her children. They own 600 acres around Ten Mile Lake, 3 miles north of Puposky. I have around 100 relatives scattered around the USA, and they all have email. We hear of births, deaths, hard times, good times, and many interesting stories on a daily basis. The homestead was heated with a wood burning stove, there were chickens in the hen house, cattle in the fields, and green houses in the back. It was like turning back the clock 50 years, and meeting these good Christian people. They were mostly well versed in the Bible, and had a very large part in my latest desire to know the Lord, and have a relationship with Jesus. My life has changed drastically in the last 7 years with my Christian walk, our marriage, and our family turning to the truth. I hope God gives all of you the awakening I received. If any of you want to hear about it, call me at 612-928-9678 or email me at david@davidcsamuelson.com.

I will always be a Samuelson, and adopted by Christ. I thank God, Connie and all the Northups and the Medchill pioneers who have gone before us and carved out a way of life that has been handed down through the generations. I thank God for all He has given me, and I look forward to the tasks ahead. See you in Heaven!

