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THE NUTRILITE STORY is a riveting, true tale of a man named Carl. F. Rehnborg who dared to
dream big. From his experience living and working in China 100 years ago, he was inspired to
create a plant-based food supplement to help people balance their diet for better health. This led
to the launch of Nutrilite Products, Inc., and spawned the dietary supplement industry. In the
process of selling his product, he was also instrumental in creating a new method of distribution
known as multilevel marketing. As nutritional awareness caught up with notions he had created
decades before, the visionary thinker remained several steps ahead of his time, turning his
attention to equally cutting-edge ideas such as sustainable forestry, soil replenishment, and
ecotourism. Rehnborg died in 1973, but his legacy of original thinking lives on through the
Nutrilite Health Institute, which supports advanced research in health and nutritional issues.
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IntroductionIntroduction“With a dream, anything is possible.”- SAM REHNBORGSam Rehnborg,
at 78, could easily be mistaken for a man 20 years his junior. At least that’s the conclusion
anyone would draw from an objective assessment of his energy, fitness, intellectual capacity,
alertness, and overall disposition. There is something else. It’s in the voice: a certain familiarity
and a youthful tenor. It’s also in his actions: a determined amiability and unflagging optimism that
reclassifies problems as “challenges.” It must be DNA. The longevity of a Scandinavian
burnished by Southern California sunshine. Or, passionate diet and exercise. Or is it, could it be,
the products he takes daily, the products he has taken for as long as there has been a
NUTRILITE™ brand?* The regimen he, in a literal sense, embodies. No, it couldn’t be the
products. Or could it?In this long-awaited book, Dr. Sam Rehnborg, the youngest son of Carl
Rehnborg, shares the story of his father’s journey as he developed what is believed to be the
first multivitamin/multimineral supplement in North America. It’s a classic “rags to riches” story—
sparsely but vividly told that demonstrates what it takes to follow your dreams. It’s an incredible



journey. You’re in for a great ride!Steve Van AndelChairman, AmwayDoug DeVosPresident,
Amway* NUTRILITE is a trademark of Alticor Inc., Ada, Michigan.

ProloguePrologue“Discovery consists in seeing what everyone else has seen and thinking what
no one else has thought.”– ALBERT SZENT-GYÖRGYINUTRILITE is in my blood. My father, Carl
F. Rehnborg, often referred to me as the first Nutrilite guinea pig. After seven decades, it’s a
moniker that I continue to treasure with pride and have proudly repeated thousands of times to
millions of people around the world.While I’ve eaten NUTRILITE™ food supplements every day
since childhood, it’s more than just a trusted brand and a thriving business. Nutrilite is the
realized vision of my father’s lifelong passion to see human nutrition brought back into natural
balance. More than that, Nutrilite is a network of millions of people around the globe—scientists,
business owners, employees, and consumers—whose lives have been touched by the enduring
idea of “THE BEST OF NATURE - THE BEST OF SCIENCE™.”* I came to Nutrilite by birth, but I
have embraced it as my own lifelong passion because I believe that my father was right, and the
world is finally catching up to his ideas.The story of Nutrilite is inextricably linked to the story of
my father. By the time he passed away in 1973 at the age of 85, my father had achieved success
by any measure. He had created what is believed to be the first multivitamin/multimineral dietary
supplement sold in North America. He was instrumental in the development of an often
misunderstood, but fundamentally brilliant, marketing plan known today as multilevel marketing.
He even made significant contributions to the world in such diverse fields as eco-tourism,
organic farming, religion, and profit sharing. Still, the quality I most admired in him was his
insatiable curiosity about the world. He taught me to do what I’m good at, and keep at it.At its
core, the story of Nutrilite and of my father is the quintessential American dream. For those with
no previous knowledge of Nutrilite, this book describes the story of a man with an enduring
entrepreneurial idea who survived World War I, the Great Depression, World War II, legal battles
with the U.S. Food and Drug Administration, unscrupulous characters, and many false turns to
launch what would become the world’s leading brand of vitamin and dietary supplements.** For
those who are familiar with Nutrilite and know the basics, this book will fill in the details and
provide never before published information and insights behind one of the men responsible for
spawning the worldwide dietary supplement industry that today exceeds $50 billion
annually.Carl F. Rehnborg at the age of 66, 1953. Books were never far from his sight.People
have described my father as a man of powerful contradictions. He was an unfocused youth who
became a man of singularly obsessive direction, a college dropout who made himself a scholar
in many disciplines. He fell victim to con artists, yet possessed a genius IQ. He eventually
achieved financial success, but probably was happiest in his laboratory making the products he
loved. He was stubborn and obstinate, yet passionate and tenderhearted. He was an
entrepreneur long before it was either a common term or an accepted career path. Above all, he
was his own man who had courage and commitment to blaze his own trail.My father’s lifelong
path began in China where his inspiration for a plant-based nutritional supplement first emerged.



In China he became deeply impressed with the holistic wisdom of traditional Chinese culture
and medicine. He was interested in balance—in the Chinese philosophy of yin and yang. This
can be seen in his philosophy of bringing the diet back into balance with the use of food
supplements and also in his keen awareness of the balance between man and the universe that
he wrote about extensively in his later life.When he returned to the United States, he worked
almost obsessively to create, manufacture, and market the products he envisioned. It wasn’t
easy—food supplements were a novel concept, and the American medical establishment and
federal regulatory agencies were vigorously opposed to the idea. Depression-era timing and the
field of nutritional sciences still in its infancy didn’t help matters. He persevered through it all
because he believed that he had a product that people needed, and he was determined to get it
to them.While trying to market his food supplements, he pioneered a new method of selling
based on his belief that the most effective way to sell a product was word of mouth. He reasoned
that people trust their friends, so money that would otherwise be spent on advertising should
instead be used as an incentive for individuals to share products they already used and trusted
with their friends. In effect, to encourage people to be a “product of the product,” and thereby
inspiring others to want to use the same product. It’s an idea that is as relevant today as it was
then. This is the foundation of multilevel marketing, now in use by more than 30 million people
worldwide. One of the biggest multilevel marketing businesses, Amway, grew indirectly out of my
father’s idea for selling NUTRILITE food supplements.During his lifetime my father was fortunate
to have had the opportunity to meet many people, dignitaries and world leaders alike. Charles S.
Rhyne was one of those people. Charlie was a famous attorney with a prestigious law career that
included among other things arguing several cases before the U.S. Supreme Court. During his
long and influential life, Charlie met with Supreme Court Justices, every president from Franklin
Roosevelt to Bill Clinton, and world leaders including Winston Churchill and Nehru. He was
featured on the cover of Time magazine for his work creating what would become World Law
Day. When asked who, of all the impressive people he had met in his lifetime, had in fact
impressed him the most, Charlie hesitated a few seconds to ponder before answering: “Carl
Rehnborg.”Throughout history, Nutrilite has been at the vortex of two industries that have had
their fair share of controversy: food supplements and multilevel marketing. Yet, when you read
this book and come to understand the history and foundation upon which they are based, I
expect that many of the common misconceptions about both will be cleared up and you will gain
a new appreciation for the origins of two very important fields.In the end, I hope my father’s life
and enduring vision for Nutrilite inspires you: Do what you’re good at and keep at it. Along the
way, maintain a healthy curiosity about the world, seek truth, and pay attention to the details.*
THE BEST OF NATURE – THE BEST OF SCIENCE is a trademark of Alticor Inc., Ada,
Michigan.** Based on 2012 sales as supported by research conducted by Euromonitor
International.
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Chapter 1 My FatherChapter 1 My Father“Man cannot discover new oceans unless he has the
courage to lose sight of the shore.”– ANDRE GIDECarl F. Rehnborg In Tsinanfu, China, July
1916. The negative of this photograph, along with 55 others, was discovered in September 1997
tucked inside old, fragile film envelopes.I look at the photograph and smile. Serendipity has
stepped in, bringing it to life. It’s a photograph of my father, Carl F. Rehnborg. He’s standing
bathed in a light so bright that the khaki of his linen suit looks almost white. Wearing a sporty tie,
crisp collar on his white shirt, pith helmet in his right hand, his bearing is confident and casual.
It’s standard-issue summer attire for a representative of the Standard Oil Company of New York,
his employer. Behind him, cast in shadow, is what looks like a temple. It’s the summer of 1916
and my father is in China.In the photograph, there’s no hint of the heat and humidity that
pervades coastal China during that time of year, not even a drop of sweat on my father’s face.
Even in the early morning hours, the temperature is pushing into the 80s, yet the creases of his
trousers are as crisp as the part of his hair. He looks the epitome of the successful American
businessman.The photograph was printed from a negative discovered by one of my daughters
among others lost in the garage of my father’s widow. The image is of a man with his career and
life ahead of him. On my father’s face, there’s no trace of the false starts he left behind in the
United States. Poised and assured, his future awaits him.My dad is in China because of what
must have been an inherited sense of adventure. Over three decades earlier, his father, Carl
Johan Paulus Rehnborg, emigrated from his home in Sweden to a new life in the United States.
Paul, as he was known in the States, settled in the fledgling resort community of St. Augustine,
Florida. It was a land of opportunity; a town where wealthy East Coasters flocked during the
winter months.With his gift for conversation, keen mind for business, and more than his fair
share of entrepreneurial prowess, Paul parlayed his training as a silversmith into a thriving
jewelry business and quickly became a well-respected member of the community. Things were
so good, he encouraged his brother, sister, and widowed father to come to America and set up
shop in St. Augustine.Formal portrait of Paul Rehnborg (far right) with brother Gustav Emanuel
“Manny” Rehnborg and sister Lydia “Lillie” Rehnborg, circa 1879. This photograph was taken
prior to Paul’s emigration from Sweden to America.As Paul’s business grew, he was pleased to
have his family with him. He soon began to think of starting a family of his own when a local
painter by the name of Alice Maria Upton caught his eye. Alice would often stroll from her father’s
photography shop on Hypolita Street into Paul’s jewelry store on Treasury Street. While visiting,
she probably couldn’t help but notice the designer. Always dressed impeccably with short, well-
groomed hair, Paul had Swedish good looks that made him stand out from the crowd. With his
gregarious good nature, Paul enjoyed the give-and-take of conversation with his customers. Not
only would he discuss his artisan-crafted jewelry, but he would find out more about his visitors.
He discovered, for example, that many of them could afford to winter in Florida and summer in
New England where their kids could play in the fresh air and open countryside. Many of his
customers had three homes or would make hotels their homes in the resort areas. There was
definitely an opportunity to expand his business if he chose. At the same time, as he saw more



and more of Alice, he was becoming increasingly enchanted with her ways.Paul soon began to
adjust his inventory to make souvenirs that his visitors could take home with them. He
introduced “Florida curiosities,” such as alligator jewelry, as well as colorful seashells. Paul also
started selling Alice’s artwork, which consisted of painted scenes of Florida.Paul and Alice
began to see more of each other. Sometimes, they would sit quietly listening to the scratchy
cylinders playing classical music on the phonograph or reading one of the many books in Paul’s
growing library. Other times they might be found roaming the few blocks to the Alameda, also
known as Lover’s Lane, to linger under the shady live oaks past the cathedral. In the evening,
they would often take a stroll under the stars with Paul expertly pointing out the constellations.
When the weather was bad, they could watch the storms brewing off the Atlantic Ocean.Paul
also got to know Alice’s father, Benjamin Franklin Upton. Mr. Upton was a pioneering
photographer in Maine and Minnesota before he and his family relocated to Florida for his wife’s
health. Ben Upton enjoyed the outdoors and would go camping in the wilderness of Central
Florida with the Rehnborg brothers to photograph the landscape. Even in his 80s, Mr. Upton was
known to pack his glass plates and box cameras onto his bicycle and ride off into the woods to
take photos.The relationship between Paul and Alice blossomed into an engagement and, on
May 5, 1885, the 26-year-old Paul and his nearly 30-year-old fiancée piled onto a train with their
families and headed for a 25-mile trip to the city of Jacksonville (St. John’s County) where they
tied the knot in a Methodist service. Mr. Upton recorded the event in his well-used family Bible.
The newlyweds settled in Paul’s home above the jewelry shop in St. Augustine.It was a happy
time, but it was also a time tinged with sadness. Alice lost her mother due to respiratory
complications. The town also suffered a crippling blow. On April 12, 1887, Paul and Alice woke
up in middle of the night to the scream of sirens and the smell of smoke. They rushed outside
and saw firefighters dragging their fire wagons to the St. Augustine Hotel. A fire had started in
the boiler room of the wooden hotel and had swiftly swept to the rafters. Leaping from the
building, the flames ripped through the old Spanish structures lining the Alameda until they
began licking at the 200-year-old cathedral. While priests and parishioners hurried to save the
chalice and altar pieces, sparks flew across the tree-lined street to the public market, igniting the
roof. The whole town, it seemed, was on fire. Paul and his brother rushed to their shops to save
what they could, while Alice helped her father move his equipment to safety. When the cathedral
clock chimed at 5:30 in the morning, the fire had burned itself out.It was a somber scene. Where
row after row of shops and houses had once lined the road, only coquina pillars remained,
standing like sentries amid the smoldering wreckage of the buildings they had once supported.
Paul and Alice were lucky, and so was Mr. Upton—their stores had been out of the path of
destruction. The family banded together to help Paul’s brother, whose watch shop was left in
rubble.Despite the disaster, two months after the fire, on June 15, 1887, Paul and Alice had
something to celebrate. My father, Carl Franklin Rehnborg, was born. He was named after his
two grandfathers, Carl Gustaf Rehnborg and Benjamin Franklin Upton.The birth of my father
coincided with the rebirth of St. Augustine. However, it would take some time before the little



resort town could get back on its feet and again flourish with tourism. Until then, the southern
end of the tourist trail had shifted back north to Savannah, Georgia. With a family to support,
that’s where Paul and Alice realized they needed to be. They packed their belongings and
journeyed up the coast to their new home to begin a new chapter in their life.When Paul and
Alice arrived in Savannah, they found the residential area to be charming. The city had a
European feel, a kind of stateliness and elegance that the more rough-hewn towns in Florida
lacked. It may even have reminded Paul a bit of Stockholm, with its neat rows of brick houses
lined up along each street, except of course for the lush, semi-tropical gardens planted in
Savannah’s many squares.My father at age 2, with his mother Alice Rehnborg, circa 1889.Paul’s
new shop, the Florida Bazaar, was walking distance from home and located on bustling
Broughton Street. Here at his shop, he would dust off his display cases filled with colorful
seashells and pieces of coral and straighten Alice’s paintings. Between customers, he would sit
at his little workbench surrounded by the tiny tools of his trade, shaping pieces of silver into pins,
brooches, and lockets.It was here by the sea that my father spent his idyllic early childhood
years. And here, on March 3, 1889, when he was just learning to speak, his baby sister was
born. Paul and Alice named her Pauline, in the family tradition of reusing the tried and true family
names. But my father couldn’t pronounce her name yet, so she became known as “Pump.”In
1891, when my dad was about four years old, the Rehnborgs moved a little further from Paul’s
shop to a quieter residential neighborhood of Savannah. The narrow row house at 150 Taylor
Street had a deep backyard where my father and Pump could play, surrounded by high brick
walls that separated their world from their neighbors. Just outside their front doorway was
Chatham Square, an acre of flowers, grass, and stately trees. A few blocks away was the even
grander Forsyth Park where the children could see the flower gardens, a Confederate memorial,
and a giant fountain whose waterspouts shot a dozen feet into the air. It was a wonderful place to
grow up.It wasn’t long before they had company. Their brother Kay Porter Rehnborg entered the
world in November 1892. The family was growing and needed more space, so in 1894, they
moved again to a larger home on Whitaker Street near the Savannah River.About this time,
when my father was seven years old, he contracted a mild bout of polio, which affected his feet.
During those days, many people were affected. The practice of medicine had only just become
more reliable than folk remedies for the treatment of many illnesses. Alice was like most mothers
of the era. She no longer believed in many of the old tales she had been told by her own mother,
but wanted to help her family and so would try those remedies she found worthwhile. She gave
my father sulfur and molasses every spring, telling him it would “thin the blood.” She didn’t
explain why his blood had gotten thicker during the winter, or how sulfur and molasses would
effectively make it thinner, or what the value of thin blood was in the first place. Instinctively, Alice
used recipes that called for boiling herbs for teas or adding them to soup to cure colds, but she
had no idea of the science behind it, as vitamins had yet to be discovered.My father found it
uncomfortable to run long distances or participate in typical childhood games like tag because
of the polio, so he turned to swimming, which became his favorite sport. He also took to riding a



unicycle. It was just like him to find a solution when a challenge arose; the first of many.In
Savannah, Dad’s love of adventure took root. He could hear the shrill sound of whistles blowing
as trains from the nearby train station departed for distant metropolises like New York and New
Orleans. He could walk with his parents to the docks just a few blocks from their home and
watch the sleek clipper ships sailing into port with heaps of silk from China, or observe steamers
bound for Europe with loads of cotton. Even at home, tucked into bed as the gentle river breezes
rustled the curtains of the open windows, he could listen to a symphony played by the deep bass
steamship horns as they passed in the night to faraway places. In his dreams, he could imagine
himself sailing to a distant land, just like his father had done before him.Life in Savannah was full
and busier than it had been in St. Augustine. Paul had essentially tripled his market. Not only
could he sell his goods to tourists vacationing in the city, but also to those traveling further south
who might have left some jewelry behind and needed a replacement, as well as to those
traveling north who had forgotten to buy souvenirs to give to friends.Paul’s business was
prospering, so much so that he moved his shop from Broughton Street into the De Soto Hotel,
the “leading tourist hotel of the South,” according to its brochure. Although Broughton, the main
business street, had undoubtedly been a good location for local traffic, Paul couldn’t have asked
for a higher profile spot than the De Soto. When passenger liners arrived at the lively city, waiting
carriages whisked the travelers straight to the nearby hotel, where they visited Paul’s new shop,
buying his latest creations.As an astute businessman, Paul was always looking for new
opportunities. One thing that he began to notice was the cyclical nature of his business, which
dropped significantly during the hot summer months when few tourists visited. For a while, Paul
watched as the business trade disappeared north with the coming of the warm weather, but in
the summer of 1896, he took the leap and moved his family north to the tiny town of Huntington,
Connecticut, just up the hill from Shelton and a short trolley and then train ride to New York City.
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