I REMEMBER SEABROOK
Reet Sikkemae

In 1944, my mother fled Estonia with my sister and myself.
She remarried while we were in Germany and had 2 more daughters.
We spent the next 7 years in Germany going from one DP camp to
another until we settled in one that had people of many nationalities
so that when we came to Seabrook, I had already been exposed to
multiple nationalities and thought this was just great. '

Finally we were accepted by the U. S. for immigration in 1951.
We arrived on a battleship in New York after a very rough voyage
and much seasickness. Our sponsor was in Lincoln, Nebraska where
we headed straightway. When we got there, our sponsor turned out
to be the town character who did not have anything and who had
lied about being able to sponsor us. We were told, after waiting 7
years and traveling thousands of miles, that we had to return to
Germany. But thanks to the church coming to our rescue, we were
able to stay.

The job situation was not good and on top of that my stepfather
became ill so that after a while our financial situation became
desperate. Someone from Seabrook sent us an article from the
Estonian paper stating that there was a need for 250 workers at
Seabrook with housing possibilities. We packed up what little we
had and got on the bus to N. J. When we got close to Seabrook, we
didn't know when to get off the bus but I pointed out that there was
a large tower with Seabrook on it so we must be there.

After we got off the bus, we somehow ended up in Parvin's
camp temporarily until there was housing available in Seabrook. Our
second home was at Hoover Village. We had been prepared for this
kind of living conditions by the various DP camps but it was still
hard to take so my mother signed up for a bungalow immediately.
There was a waiting list but we got the house very soon.

My stepfather got a job in the fields for very low wages and
was on a waiting list for an opening in the plant. Since we arrived at
Seabrook in the spring of 1952, most immigrants and the Japanese
people had already been here awhile so that when my mother finally

SaMl-c0t a job at the plant, she had a very high number in the union and

4 %0t get as many hours as the other workers and this caused
"ch financial hardship- especially in the winter time. Once my
: Epfather got into the plant, things were much better but these were
awefears of frugal living for which we had also been prepared by the DP
gycamps. On the other hand, whereas we had nothing and were not
§¥ able to buy anything as DP's, now we were able and it was a thrill to
go to the stores in Bridgeton to shop. Every thing we were able to

























