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Preface

I am  the ninth child of Simon Martin Christiansen and Ingrid
M. A. Paulsen Christiansen.  I was born January 4, 1926.  Rolf,
the eldest son, was born in Sommarset, Norway on January 10,
1908. Their other eight children were born in the United States
after the family immigrated to the United States in the spring of
1909. Harold was born, September 24, 1909; Signe, October 28,
1911; Walter, January 22, 1914; Birger,  January 24, 1916;
Waldemar, September 21, 1918; Elsie, February 2, 1921; and
Esther, January 10, 1923.

Mother and Dad were born approximately two hundred thirty
miles north of the Arctic Circle on the island of Hinnšya.  This
island is the largest in the Lofoten chain in the land of the mid-
night sun. The reason these islands and most of Norway are hab-
itable is because of the gulf stream, which flows north along the
west coast from the Atlantic Ocean to the Arctic Ocean. Without
the gulf streamÕs warm temperatures, Norway would be
extremely cold, and it would be very difficult for any form of
life to exist.  Even so, the winters in northern Norway can be
very severe and cold.

Concerning the names of places in Norway, it is important to
know that every farm or center of population has a name no
matter how large or small; therefore, when I refer to a place or a
farm, there may only be one or two families living at that loca-
tion.

Information about the lives of my parents was gathered by me
during visits to Norway, stories told to me by my mother, broth-
ers and sisters, and from a personal history written by Abel
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Paulsen, my motherÕs brother.  The information concerning my
grandmother Karen PaulsenÕs ancestry is found in a book written
by Charles Ellingsen, titled Slekten Ellingsen.

I undertook the writing of this history of my father and mother
in order that the memory of who they were and where they came
from should not be forgotten.  There are many who will read this
work who have not had the opportunity to know them. I trust
that these writings will provide insights into the characters of
these great people. It is my intent that all of us who knew them,
and those who did not know them, will read this work and come
to appreciate the sacrifices, hardships, and trials that these distin-
guished people endured to make life better for each of us. It is
my hope and desire that their legacy will remind their posterity
from whence they came. 

Salt Lake City, Utah Simon Christiansen
June 1997
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Chapter 1

MotherÕs Family
My mother  Ingrid Maria Amalie Paulsen was born on the

farm Sommarset in Norway June 8, 1888. She was the fifth and
youngest child born to Paul Andreas Paulsen and Karen Mikkel-
borg Ellingsen. She had one sister Anna Maria born at Hamnes,
January 12, 1878, and three brothers born at Sommarset: Erling
Kristian, April 5, 1880; Paul Ingvald, May 30, 1882; and Abel
Magnus, November 6, 1884.

MotherÕs father Paul was born and grew up on the farm
Hamnes on the island of Hinnšya along the west coast of the
Oksfjorden.   In the year 1875 when he was twenty-one, he met
and married Karen, who at the time was thirty years of age.
Their formal education was limited, but they had attended pub-
lic school and were able to read and do simple arithmetic.  Paul
came from a family of fishermen.  He was a good sailor and was
highly respected as an excellent hovedsmand(fishing crew
leader). His profession gave no prospect of riches.  If a person
made enough to make a humble living and pay all his obliga-
tions, he was doing well. 

Karen came from a  family of fishermen, boat owners, farm-
ers and businessmen. Her ancestors come through the
Benkestoks who were knights in the kingÕs court in the early
1400Õs.  Her father was Abel Ellingsen.  The following informa-
tion about his life is taken from the book Slekten Ellingsenwrit-
ten by Charles Ellingsen, a distant relative of ours.

ÒAbel Ellingsen was born on 4 October 1804 on the farm
Hustad and was baptized in the Lutheran Church on  14
November of the same year.  He was presumably in his fatherÕs
service particularly with the trade business and Jekt operations
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for the first years of his youth. [A Jekt is a small single sail boat,
about twenty-five to thirty-five feet long with an open deck.
This type of boat was used primarily in the north country as a
cargo vessel.] In 1827 or the year before, he moved to Sortland
in Vesteraalen to take
the position of  busi-
ness manager in the
firm of his uncles Abel
& Jens Ellingsen.
This company was
engaged in the ship-
ping and mercantile
business. His two
uncles died respective-
ly in 1828 and 1829.
Since Jens EllingsenÕs
three sons were still
too young for respon-
sibility,  the  manage-
ment of the entire
business fell upon
him.

ÒIn 1830, Abel mar-
ried the widow of Jens
Ellingsen, Karen
Margrethe Mikkelborg.
He had no children by this marriage.   On the 17 March 1835
he received a landlord license.  In NorwayÕs land register for
1835 his ÒtitleÓ [occupation], is ÒBusinessmanÓ. He was also a
cargo boat skippe, and landlord.   His first wife died 14
September 1844, and he married the second time on 26 July
1845 to  Margrethe Sophie Glad.Ó

Abel Ellingsen circa 1875
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He had five children by this marriage.  My grandmother
Karen Mikkelborg Ellingsen was the eldest.  Abel died at sea on
10 March 1880.

MotherÕs parents lived at Hamnes the first four years of their
marriage.  Her father spent the winter fishing cod.  During the
summers, he hauled logs for the two houses, which he and his
brother Johan planned to build at Sommarset.  MotherÕs father
and his three brothers were all very good with carpentry tools;
with a united effort, they completed two homes at Sommarset in
the fall of 1879, one each for Paul and Johan.

During the year
1963, Uncle Abel
Paulsen wrote the fol-
lowing  description of
Sommarset:
ÒSommarset is a small
place with two farms
located on the west
side of the Oksfjorden
about ten miles from
its inlet at the large
Vestfjorden. It is  thir-
ty-three miles north-
east of KabelvŒg, the
headquarters of the
VŒgan Parish.

ÒAt this latitude the
sun sets below the
southern horizon
about the 23rd of
November and remains
hidden in the south Johan Erik Paulsen
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until about January 20th, when it comes briefly into view.  Each
day the sun remains a little longer until it shines twenty-four
hours a day beginning on May 24th and never sets until late
July. This is the land of the midnight sun.

ÒSommarset had never been settled until 1879, when my par-
ents established their home there.  My  father Paul Andreas
Paulsen, in company with his older brother Johan Erik, had
contracted to purchase the land together from Iver Riise who
lived in Storfjeld, for the price of 1,200 Kroner ($300.00 Amer-
can  money). Sommarset is a beautiful place with one sloping
hillside above the other covered profusely with native grasses
and wild flowers beginning at the shoreline and extending up
the mountainside. A roaring creek flows down the mountainside
about fifty feet south of our home. This creek is the south bound-
ary line of the property and the Tortenbak Creek, about three
blocks north is the north boundary line. The west boundary line
is the top of the mountain approximately three miles from the
fjord, the fjord being the east boundary.  A somewhat level area,
100 feet above the sea, was selected for building of the two
homes and barns.  An area 100 feet by 300 feet was leveled
where the two houses were built. The two houses were built
about forty feet apart facing each other across the yard. Our
house was nearest the creek, facing north.  The barns and
hayloft were built about 100 feet further up the hill to the west.

ÒThe banks of the Oksfjorden are very steep.  About 100 feet
from the shoreline it varies between 100 to 150 feet deep.  There
is no harbor at Sommarset.  The nearest anchoring place is
about one mile south at Kalvhaupollen. The next closest anchor-
ing is about two miles north at Hamnes.   There are no roads
along the fjord.  The country is very rough, even now in 1963,
there are no roads of any kind, only trails between the farms. All
traffic between the neighbors is done by boat.
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ÒA heavy east wind is prevalent, especially during the winter
months.  It can stir up very heavy waves which beat against the
west shore of the three and one-half mile wide fjord.  Not even a
small rowboat can be left anchored overnight.  The first thing
the family did was to mine out of the rocky shore a sloping
incline which extended from the higher ground down to the low
tide mark.  They then bolted down crosswise birch logs about 16
to 24 inches apart so that boats could be pulled up from the
fjord upon them without touching the rocks.  The small row
boats used were very light; even so, it took at least two men to
pull them up to safety from the waves. When the tide was low
and the east wind was blowing, you needed all the help avail-
able to get the boat to safety before it was demolished.Ó

In 1994 I visited Sommarset for the first time.  It is  beautiful
and the description given by Uncle Abel is very accurate,
although it is hard to express this incredible place in words.  The
house in which mother lived in is approximately 24 x 24. The
main floor has a kitchen about 12 x 24 with the stairway to the
second floor in one corner, the living room or parlor is 12 x 14
and the master bedroom 10 x 12. The upstairs contains three
bedrooms with a hall connecting the three rooms. In about 1942,
a small addition was made at the northwest corner of the house.
This provided an entrance hall and a small storage room just off
the kitchen. The storage room was turned into a small toilet
room by my brother Harold during  his visit in 1956. Heat for
the house is provided by a small coal stove in the kitchen and is
fueled by peat moss and birch logs taken from the dead trees in
the nearby forests. This small house was the home for seven
people.

Despite these crowded and humble circumstances, Mother
told me she had a very happy childhood living at Sommarset. I
suppose one reason for her happiness was that she did not know
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any different life and did not have anything to compare it with.
She told of the many hardships they endured living in this
rugged part of Norway.  They had no indoor plumbing, and they
had to shovel the snow to clear a path to the outhouse and the
creek to bring fresh water into the house. The mail boat came up
the fjord once a week, and they would row out to the boat to
collect the mail.  This was one of her chores as a child, and for
this reason, she became very proficient in the art of rowing.  As
a child she had to help plant and work in the garden where they
grew their potatoes, carrots, and other vegetables for use during
the summer and winter.  Their staple diet during the winter was
bread, milk from the cow, fish, and potatoes.  Carrots were a
delicacy, as they did not plant many for winter use.  As a young
girl she learned to knit and sew. She made many of her own
clothes and knitted many pairs of socks for her brothers and sis-
ters and herself.

Her father spent most of the fall and winter months out at sea
fishing for cod.  Christmas, however, was a happy time as they
knew that father would be home, and the family would all be
together to celebrate. She mentioned often that if they received
an apple or an orange as a Christmas present they were lucky
and very happy.   In the winter the snow was deep, and there
were no roads or snow plows to keep a path open.  The only
mode of transportation during the summer or winter was on
foot.  Family members received their own pairs of skis, as soon
as they learned to walk, so that they would be able to visit
neighbors.  Skiing was also the major recreation the family
engaged in during the long winter months.

Sommarset is located in the far north region of Norway.
During the winter months of December through most of
February, the sun does not come above the horizon. There is
total darkness day and night. It is hard for someone who has not
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lived there to comprehend how depressing and difficult it is to
live under these conditions.   

Education has always been important to the Norwegians, but
in the isolated communities of Northern Norway, it was not easy
to receive.  Uncle Abel gives an insight to education during the
late 1800Õs:  ÒUp until 1890, the public schools in these sparse-
ly settled fjords were carried on in private homes.  Small groups
would meet for about three weeks at a time for schooling.  Three
or four periods of school would be held each year with the
teacher moving back and forth through the districts.  At the time
I was to start school, the great cry in the land was for school
houses and schooling.  Where the school was to be built was a

Sommarset  1994
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real problem.  The spot finally decided upon for our district was
Punsletta, which was eight miles from our home.  Over one-half
of the families in our district (our folks included) refused to send
their children so far across the fjord.  For four years we did not
attend a single day in school.  In the summer of 1895, my father
hired a wonderful teacher Mr. Optander Ottesen  from
VesterŒlen to come and teach at our farm.  He was able to get
financial cooperation from some of our neighbors who sent their
children to study with us.  The neighbors were the Siverts from
Bjornvika who sent one daughter, Uncle Martin Paulsen from
Storfjell sent one daughter, Uncle Johan, living next door, had
five boys, and in our home there were three boys, and one girl,
my sister Ingrid.  This made a total of eleven students.  Ottesen
came in the fall of 1895. It was amazing to see the amount of
interest and enthusiasm he was able to simulate in us that first
fall session.  He came to our house for a number of weeks next
summer, and we found him to be not only a wonderful teacher
but also a splendid swimmer.  Mr. Ottesen loved his pupils, and
we loved him.  He lived at our house but conducted school in
Uncle JohanÕs living room.  After that year our neighborhood
gave up the schoolhouse fight.  A compromise was agreed upon.
The small children were to be taught at Storfjell, which was one
mile from our home, and the larger children would be sent to
the schoolhouse at Punsletta. Of course, it was too far to com-
mute except on weekends, and then only if our parents had time
to come and get us and row us back by Sunday night.  We lived
at the schoolhouse and brought food from home, which the
matron prepared and served.  The teacher also had his room
and board at the school.  The School year, however, remained
only ten or twelve weeks long, just as it had been in private
homes.Ó

Concerning MotherÕs religious training, Uncle Abel, MotherÕs
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brother,  wrote these words: ÒOur parents belong to the
Lutheran state church.  Bible History, and the Lutheran
Catechism are compulsory subjects in the public grade schools
so the family was raised in the Lutheran faith.  Still our parents
were not greatly interested in religion.  I cannot remember that
as a family we ever prayed together.  However, every Christmas
morning and New YearÕs morning while Father lived, he always
brought out the Lutheran Book of Sermonsand read aloud to
the family.  We all had to sit still and be attentive during the
reading, which was always a hardship to us children. We wanted
to be out skiing and having fun, but this was not allowed on the
first day of Christmas.  We had to stay in the house, and there
was no visiting or playing on the birthday of Christ, which is the
holiest day of the year for the Norwegians.ÓI am certain that
my father, Simon, had somewhat  the same religious education
as my mother.

During the winter  of 1898, MotherÕs father contracted tuber-
culosis. As the winter progressed, he continued to lose the fight
against the disease and passed away on May 4, 1898. He was 44
years old and was buried in the cemetery at Digermullen.
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Paulsen-Christiansen Family circa 1905
Front Row: Baby Arthur, Edwin Christiansen, Anna Paulsen Christiansen, Baby Reider,
Karen Paulsen
Back Row: Paul Paulsen, Ingrid Paulsen Christiansen, Simon Christiansen, Erling Paulsen,
Able Paulsen
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Simon circa 1898
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Chapter 2
FatherÕs Family

Concerning my fatherÕs ancestry, nothing has been written,
and those who might have known them have long since passed
away.  I can only assume they were farmers and fisherman,
which was the primary occupation of those living in Northern
Norway during that period of time. 

My father died approximately six months prior to my birth.
For this reason, I have no personal knowledge of him.  What I
will write about him has come from my mother and from what
my brothers and sisters can remember

My father Simon Martin Christiansen was the fourth child of
eleven and born October 14, 1880, in Nordland, Norway to
Christian Edward Johansen and Tina Pauline Pedersdatter.
FatherÕs grandparents were Johan Peter Christiansen and
Ingeborg Katrine Jensdatter.

It may seem strange that my fatherÕs surname is different
from that of his father.  Prior to 1900, it was common practice in
Norway and other Scandinavian countries to use patronymics in
determining the surname of an individual. The given name of
oneÕs father would be used as a part of the surname. Hence,
since my grandfatherÕs first name was Christian,  my fathersÕs
surname became Christiansen. In the case of a daughter she
would take the surname of Christiansdatter.

He had eight brothers and two sisters born on the following
dates: brothers, Edwin Julius, August 31, 1874;  Peder Winther,
May 3, 1876; Konrad Theodore, September 14, 1878;  Signor
Angel, February 2, 1883;  Johan Henrik, April 20, 1885;  Peder
Konrad, February 26, 1891;  Albert Alf, September 20, 1893:
Waldemar Konstantine, September 8, 1897;  sisters, Petrine
Elsie, July 2,1888;  and Anna Marie, March 16, 1908.  Anna
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Marie died at the age of four.  Two of DadÕs brothers died in the
year 1890: Konrad Theodore, on the 13th of September, and
Peder Winther on the 12th of October. 

Peder Winther Christiansen circa 1899
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Dad was born and  grew up on the farm Hundness. Hundness
is located approximately four miles south of Sommarset on the
Oksfjorden coast. It is located on a narrow peninsula jutting out
into the Oksfjorden with a small harbor on each side, providing
shelter for small boats during stormy seas.  There is a white
sandy beach at each harbor, which are the only sandy beaches 
I saw in all of Norway.  I am certain there must be other places
with sandy beaches in that beautiful land.  In 1899 theirs was
the only house at Hundness, and this was true when I visited 
in 1994.

Father learned the art of sailing and fishing as a youngster. He
went to work with the fishing fleets at about age 14, which was
customary in those days.  DadÕs father died when he was 20
years of age on the 27th of March 1900 after suffering a long
illness and severe depression.  When his father died and since

Hundness 1994
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his oldest brother Edwin married soon after his fatherÕs death,
he was the one who took on the responsibility for the financial
support of the family.  Mother mentioned that he was a natural
leader, and his family looked to him for guidance and leader-
ship.  He had the reputation of being a hard-working and honest
person.  His word was his bond. 
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Chapter 3

Life in Norway

While Dad was working with the fishing fleet he became
acquainted with the Paulsen brothers, as they were about the
same age.  This became a lasting friendship, and later they
became partners in a fishing business. Following are excerpts
from the early life of my uncle Abel Paulsen written by him
prior to his death in 1963, which illustrate this partnership:

ÒIn the spring of 1901, my two older brothers Erling 21 and
Paul 19 with two of the Christiansen brothers from Hundness,
Simon 21 and Signor 18 (who two years previous had lost their
father) decided to go into partnership and buy a large open fish-
ing boat which they called the Brodren. (Brothers) That same
fall the four brothers went fishing for herring using  nets with
fairly good success.  Many people thought them too young and
inexperienced to operate a fishing boat by themselves.  They
proved to be a fine combination and were always successful
with their commercial fishing in the winter, spring and fall sea-
sons. In the winter of 1904, I went with them fishing for cod in
Vestfjorden.  There we caught 24,000 cod fish, a very good sea-
sonÕs catch for eight men.

ÒLate in January 1902, my brothers with their partners, the
Christiansen brothers, sailed for West Lofoten.  It so happened
that the heaviest cod fishing that year was in East Lofoten. The
day they received this news they at once returned to Guldvika.
Guldvika is only  about 14 miles from their home.  That year the
cod came unusually close to the shore, about one-half, mile from
the mouth of the harbor. This enabled them to use day and night
set lines, and they usually came into the harbor loaded to the
rim twice a day. In Guldvika the first week, they fished many
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thousands of codfish, about 3,000 kroner ($800 dollars
American money) worth. We at Sommarset did not hear the
good news until about a week later as to how close to shore the
fishing was done.  Edwin Christiansen, my brother-in-law, and I
decided to go to Guldvika at once in our small rowboat to par-
ticipate in the cod fishing.  There was no housing to be found in
Guldvik, so in the end, we had to crowd into the small cabin on
board the Brodren.  The next morning the two of us ventured out
in the small rowboat with some set lines after the cod.  The
masses of fish, which were there the week before, now had shift-
ed and spread out.  We made a fair catch and continued for
about three weeks in this fishing operation with gradual  dimin-
ishing reward.  So about March 20, Edwin and I went home, but
our brothers continued until the end of season, April 14. 

ÒDuring the spring and summer of 1903, I planned with my
brothers and the Christiansen brothers about the upcoming win-
ter cod fishing season.  After much discussion, we decided that
the Paulsen-Christiansen  partners would go ahead and build a
house for another crew over the middle of their boat the
Brodren.  They already had a house for four men over the bow
of the boat.  The four original partners would buy a new 4.5
meter (about 14 feet long) northland boat, and my brother-in-
law Edwin and I would buy another of the same size for fishing.
My brother Erling would be the boss or hovedsman on EdwinÕs
and my boat, and the fourth man would be a younger brother of
the Christiansens, Johan age 18.  I was 19, Erling was 23, and
Edwin 29.  The crew on the other boat was Simon Christiansen,
23, hovedsmand; Paul Paulsen, 23; Signor Christiansen, 20;
and a hired man Jakab about 37 years old.  This crew lived in
the bow house of the Brodren. In January of 1904 we set sail for
the cod banks of East Lofoten.  Upon our arrival there, we
found that this season the cod had moved to the furthest north
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cod banks, and the heaviest  fishing was around Risvaer, and
Svellingen.  We set sail for Svellingen and upon our arrival, we
anchored the Brodren in Svellingen harbor, which was the best
in the area.  To begin with, the plan was that each crew would
fish for themselves. This plan was changed when we found the
fish were close to shore so we decided  we could do better shar-
ing the catch.

ÒAlways in the evening, we set the night lines parallel just far
enough apart so the cod, during the night, could not weave them
together. In the morning we would pull up the night lines, and
we would throw all the fish and lines into one boat, and one
crew would take them ashore.  The remaining boat would then
set the day lines, and the boat, which went to shore, would
return to the Brodren and bait the hooks for the next night. The
day catch was then hauled in and taken to shore, and the night
lines would be reset.   There were many days when the weather
was too stormy to go out on the cod banks.  On days like this,
we stayed on board the Brodren and slept, read, wrote letters, or
just talked about anything that came to mind. 

ÒCod fishing in Lofoten is not done for wages but by lot or
percent of the seasonÕs catch. The hovedsman holds all the
money until the end of the season, then the earnings are distrib-
uted according to each manÕs share.  Of course, if a man wanted
to leave the boat and go home, he could draw the money he had
earned to that date. The general rule was that every man fur-
nished his own set lines.  The lodging boat owner got one manÕs
share for the boat, in addition to one for him.

ÒNot one of the three Paulsens and the four Christiansens
used tobacco in any form. Jakab (a heavy tobacco chewer) one
day mentioned this fact. He then made the prediction that while
we now felt fine, just wait until the heavy fishing started, and we
had to stay out on the banks from 10 to 12 hours in one stretch
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without eating. Unless we had something like tobacco to chew
on, we would not make it due to hunger pains.  We never took
his prediction seriously, but later in the season we found that the
first man to give up was Jakab, the tobacco chewer himself.  He
quit and went home when the season was about two-thirds over;
but before leaving, he confided to a neighbor, he quit because
we worked him too hard.Ó

At the end of the fishing season, which was April 15th, Uncle
Abel and Uncle Edwin decided that the life of a fisherman was
not the life for them.  Uncle Abel always had the desire to
become a salesman so he began looking for a sales position.   At
about this same time Uncle Edwin, DadÕs brother, decided that
he needed to learn a trade so he moved to Trondheim, Norway.
He learned the trade of shoemaking, a trade which proved to be
very useful when he immigrated to America.  He owned and
operated the OK Shoe Shop at about 450 South State Street in
downtown Salt Lake City for many years.

At that time the Norwegian government operated a sea rescue
service using sailboats. This service is  much the same as the
United States Coast Guard. I am not certain as to the date, but I
am guessing that in about 1905, the Norwegian government
converted to diesel-powered rescue boats. Thus all the rescue
sailboats became surplus.  The Paulsen-Christiansen partnership
had been a successful venture so the partners decided to sell the
Brodrenand purchase a surplus rescue boat which carried the
nameFeie. [ Feie in English means a real storm bird or one
which can weather any storm.] This was a much larger and safer
boat with crewsÕ quarters below the main deck. This new boat
made it possible for them to sail to places farther away from
home in search of good fishing.

Rolf, my oldest brother, relates the following information
about this wonderful boat as told to him by Dad:



21

ÒThis boat was one of the safest sailboats in use at that time.
It was constructed with a top deck which was waterproof, pre-
venting water to reach the cabins and hold below.  It had a
large and heavy keel which acted as a counter balance to the
sails above.  In strong winds under full sail, it was impossible to
capsize the boat.  The boat could heel over on its side with the
sails nearly parallel to the water, and the keel, made of cast
iron, would prevent it from capsizing.  Dad knew this to be true
as he said they had tested it out several times. On one of their
fishing trips, they ran into heavy seas, and they came across a
small boat floundering in the heavy seas about ready to sink.
They came about, hooked a tow rope to the foundering boat, and
towed it to calmer waters. There is no doubt they saved the lives
of these men, their boat, and the fish which they had caught that
day.Ó

Mother mentioned to me many times that the partners would
be away from home, up to three months at a time, fishing in
waters far from home. Many members of our family have a pic-
ture of this beautiful boat with its proud crew standing on the
main deck.  This boat was used until 1909, when it was sold to
raise money when the families decided to immigrate to America.
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Fishing Boat Feie
L-R  Peder Christiansen, Paul Paulsen, Signor Christiansen, Johan Christiansen, Simon
Christiansen, Christian Olsen, Erling Paulsen



23

Chapter 4

Change Coming

A circumstance came about in late 1903 or perhaps early
1904, which later would  have a dramatic effect in changing the
direction of the Paulsen and Christiansen familiesÕfutures.
Uncle Abel did succeed in finding employment as a salesman.
He was employed by the Singer Sewing Machine Company to
travel up through the north country to sell machines.  In that day
there was no electricity so the machines were hand cranked.
Some of his best customers were the Sami people (Laplanders),
who were inhabitants of the north country.  (These people were
and are nomadic, and they sustain life by following the reindeer
herds back and forth across northern Norway, Finland, and
Russia.) They earned money by making all types of clothing
from reindeer skins.  These sewing machines became a very
popular item for a Sami family to have.  For this reason Abel
was an instant success.   Many times the machines were sold to
them using the barter system, as they usually paid in reindeer
skins instead of cash.  He then would sell the skins for cash
when he reached a place where the exchange could be made.

On one of these trips north in 1903 or 1904, he came into the
town of Vard¿ and took up residency in a boarding house, as
was the custom of those who traveled in those days.  During his
stay, the town was quarantined because of an outbreak of small-
pox.  There were several men staying there at the time, and
among them was a man who spoke English.  Uncle Abel
inquired of the woman who ran the boarding house as to what
an Englishman would be doing this far north.   She was unable
to answer his question, but said she would be very happy to
introduce him to this gentleman. 



24

It turns out the manÕs name was David Fredricksen. He was
not from England but from the United States of America, a mis-
sionary from Salt Lake City, Utah, representing The Church of
Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. {During that period in the his-
tory of the ChurchÕs mission program the missionaries were
allowed to travel alone.} The quarantine lasted two days; and
during that time, Fredricksen and Uncle Abel spent two days
and nights discussing this new religion, taking time out only to
eat and to get some sleep. Fredricksen sold him two books, the
Book of MormonandThe Life Story of Joseph Smith. When the
quarantine was lifted, each man went his way.  

In no time, Abel had read the books and received a testimony
that what he had read was the truth. He made the decision he
should join this new religion. Upon his return home he spent
many hours teaching his family  what he knew about this new
religion. He was determined that he would immigrate to
America when he had saved enough to pay for his passage to
Salt Lake City, Utah. In 1905 he had saved enough to make the
trip; he said goodbye to his family and left on this new adven-
ture.  David Fredricksen had mentioned to him that there were
missionaries in Trondheim.  Since this was the place he would
embark from, he decided to look up the missionaries before
boarding ship. The missionaries in the area were gathered in
Trondheim for a Zone Conference when he located them.  He
walked into the meeting and announced that he wanted to be
baptized; of course, they were most happy to oblige.  He also
told the missionaries about his family up north and encouraged
them to visit his family as he was certain they were also ready
for baptism.  He then boarded the ship, which made another stop
in Oslo before sailing across the Atlantic Ocean.  Upon leaving
Oslo, he ran into David Fredricksen who was aboard ship head-
img home after being released from his mission.  He was very
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surprised and overjoyed when he learned that Abel had joined
the Church and was on his way to Salt Lake City.  Fredricksen
was very instrumental in helping this new convert become set-
tled in this new country.  

In 1901 my fatherÕs oldest brother Edwin married Anna
Paulsen, my mothersÕ oldest sister.  As was the custom, newly-
weds lived with their parents until they had sufficient means to
find a place of their own; hence, in the winter of 1906 he was
home living with the Paulsen family.  In December of 1906, the
missionaries visited the Paulsen family at Sommarset and taught
them more about the Gospel of Jesus Christ.  The entire Paulsen
family, along with Uncle Edwin, accepted the message of  the
Gospel and requested baptism. My mother Ingrid M. A. Paulsen
was baptized a member of the Church of Jesus Christ on 8
January 1906, along with her brother Erling, her sister Anna,
and AnnaÕs husband Edwin Christiansen. The baptism took
place in the Oksfjorden (North Sea) at the small harbor
Kalvhupollen on the shores of the island Hinnšya. Mother men-
tioned many times how freezing cold the water was the day she
was baptized. For this reason her mother Karen, who was elder-
ly and frail, was not baptized that day.  She was baptized later in
the United States. 

In the early history of the L.D.S. Church, new converts were
encouraged to move to the United States and Salt Lake City.  I
am certain that the missionaries, as they taught the Gospel to
Mother and her family, told them about the Salt Lake Valley and
the wonderful opportunities available to new immigrants in this
new land.  In addition, their brother Abel had been in Salt Lake
for approximately one year, and he had written home telling the
family about his experiences. He was very anxious to have his
family come to this new land of opportunity. During 1906, the
family began making plans to move to America, and in 1907
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Paul, together with Edwin, DadÕs brother, immigrated to the
United States joining Uncle Abel in Salt Lake City.  Working
together, these three men established themselves, found jobs,
and started saving money in order to bring their families to
America, whom they had left in Norway.

I have often wondered why Uncle Edwin was the only 
one of my fatherÕs family to accept the gospel and was baptized
a member of the L.D.S. Church in Norway.  I understand that
his mother was a devout Lutheran. I know that some years 
after Dad left Norway, his younger sister Petrine became a 
full-time missionary for the Lutheran Church.  I do not know
why Dad never joined the L.D.S. Church.  Perhaps it was pres-
sure from his family,  maybe he just was not interested, or he
never had the time nor the opportunity to investigate this new
church from America.  Perhaps when I meet him in the here-
after, I can ask him.  
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Chapter 5

New Adventure

At the time Mother was baptized,  my father Simon had been
courting her for sometime.  He was very much in love with her
and had a great desire to marry her. She was in love with my
father, but she had a desire to join her brothers Abel and Paul
for a new life in America.  She refused to marry him.  Father
was very persistent and kept after her to marry him.   Love
finally won out, and Mother agreed to marriage on one condi-
tion.  She would marry Dad if he promised to take her to Salt
Lake City, Utah  within a year or two.  The promise was made,
and they were married by a Lutheran Priest in the VŒgan Parish
at KabalvŒg on July 18, 1906. 

My brother Rolf was born at Sommarset, Norway on January
10, 1908. DadÕs ambition for Rolf at that time was to have him
go to sea and to someday become a captain of a ship, which
would sail around the world.

During the winter of 1909, plans were made for the move to
America. The fishing boats were sold, and the Paulsen home at
Sommarset was sold to Johan Christiansen, DadÕs younger
brother. In the month of May 1909, the promise made by Dad
was fulfilled when they embarked on their adventure to the new
land of America.

They sailed from Kristiania on May 7, 1909, on board the S.
S. Oscar II. Some years later the city of KristianiaÕs name was
changed to Oslo. The ship was registered out of Copenhagen,
Denmark, and the Master was J. V. Hemple also of Copenhagen.
The shipÕs surgeon was L. Hansen, who had graduated from the
Royal Medical College of Copenhagen. Those who immigrated
were Simon, my dad; Ingrid, my mother; Rolf; Grandmother,
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Karen Paulsen; Uncle Erling Paulsen and his wife Mari; Uncle
Edwin ChristiansenÕs wife Anna; and their three sons: Arthur,
Reider, and Osten.

Mother did not remember much about the voyage across the
Atlantic, but she did say that she was ill most of time and stayed
in her cabin.  There was probably a very good reason for this as
she was pregnant with her second child at the time. Rolf was 16
months old, and he says he remembers the long planks on the
deck with the caulk joint in between each plank.  They arrived
at Ellis Island, New York Harbor on May 18, 1909.

The next two days must have been very exciting, as they were
not allowed to leave the ship.  This was due to the fact that
those who were guaranteeing for them to enter the United States
had overlooked Grandmother Karen.  The immigration officials
refused her entry and threatened to send her back to Norway.
Luckily, a Swedish couple learned of the familyÕs plight, and
with the help of this couple, the entire family was granted per-
mission to enter the country.

There is one amusing incident that happened while they were
waiting to leave the ship.  It seems that Uncle Erling had been
able to purchase some bananas.  He took a big bite out of one
and immediately spit it out thinking what a terrible thing he had
purchased.  During his lifetime in Northern Norway, he had not
seen a banana before so he was unaware that you needed to take
the peel off  prior to eating.  

Since they did not have a lot of  money with them, they did
not spend any time sightseeing in New York City.  They boarded
the train for Salt Lake City and arrived there around May 20,
1909.  On September 24, 1909, my brother, Harold was born.
He has always been proud to say, ÒI was made in Norway but
born in the United StatesÓ.

Although Dad died prior to my birth, I have always had great
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respect for him, as he kept his word and fulfilled his promise to
Mother.  It could have been very easy for someone of lesser val-
ues and character to find excuses to break his promise.  It is also
my understanding that DadÕs mother and the rest of the family
were very much against his coming to America, and there was
considerable pressure applied by them to have him stay in
Norway.  I will always be grateful to him for keeping his word.
In Norway I think it would have been impossible for us as a
family to have all of the blessings this great land has given us.
He set a great example for me to follow, and this is the reason I
can say that his word was as good as his bond.
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Chapter 6

Life in a New Country

Soon after their arrival, Dad went to work at the Interstate
Brick Company.  It seems that many of the immigrants from
Europe found work there.  There was a lot of hand labor  used
in the making of bricks during those early days so this was a
good place to find work.  It was also a good place to learn
English.  Many of the workers would leave the brick plant after
they learned the basics of English for better, higher-paying jobs.

In the fall of 1910, the family moved to Muddy, Utah where
Dad took a job on a farm harvesting the fall crops.  Muddy,
Utah is located in the northwest corner of Utah just south of the
Idaho state line in Park Valley. The nearest small town with a
grocery store was Rosetta, Utah.  To get there from the farm
they had to travel many miles over a dirt road, which became
almost unusable in the winter and early spring.  This job did not
turn out be a good move, and the family suffered many hard-
ships while living there.

Mother related the following story to me later on in her life.
It turned out that all of the wages promised Dad were not
received, and the housing was not as good as told it would be
when they accepted the job.  Mother told me the winter in
Muddy was very difficult.  It was very cold and windy, and it
cost a considerable amount of money to maintain heat in the
house they lived in.  Before spring came and the roads became
passable, they had nearly run out of food and fuel.  During the
last months of winter, their diet consisted of stewed tomatoes
which Mother had canned during the fall.  She said on several
occasions, if it had not been for these canned tomatoes, they
could have easily  starved to death. Needless to say they became
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very tired of stewed tomatoes by the time the roads opened in
the spring, and they could return to Salt Lake.

During the fall of  the year 1911, Mother and DadÕs third
child, a daughter, Signe was born on October 28, in Salt Lake
City, Utah

Sometime in 1911 Dad and Uncle Erling went to work for a
company who had contracts to build railroad stations at various
places in Idaho.  Dad was very handy with his hands, and he
knew the basics of carpentry from his experiences in building
and repairing boats in Norway.  They worked building railroad
stations in and around Blackfoot, Idaho.  One of these was the
station at Pingree, Idaho.  My brother Harold remembers that
whenever the family passed the station at Pingree,  the remark
was always made, ÒThere is the station Dad worked on.Ó
Pingree is located six miles east of Springfield and fourteen
miles west of Blackfoot, Idaho. 

Pingree Railroad Station 1997
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Dad apparently become acquainted with the Hosea Berg fami-
ly in Springfield while working on this station.  The Bergs were
also immigrants from Norway, owners of a large farm.  Dad
must have persuaded Berg to let him build a small house on his
property so he could bring his family to Idaho.  Dad was lone-
some for his wife and family, and he could see new opportuni-
ties for work, as well as, the possibility of some day having a
farm of his own. 

In the spring of 1913, the family moved to Springfield, Idaho
together with Uncle ErlingÕs family.  Springfield is located 20
miles west of Blackfoot, Idaho.  Rolf remembers that Dad built
a small one or two room house for our family to live in. Mother
mentioned that during the winter the snow would drift through
the cracks between the boards on the house as there was no
inner lining.  Many times when they awoke in the morning dur-
ing the winter, there would be a fine skiff of snow everywhere.
Signe, about two years old, slept between Mother and Dad in
order to keep warm.  Mother told me many times that she did
not know how they made it through that first winter.  Uncle
ErlingÕs family lived next door in a tent.  It had a wood floor
with board siding about three or four feet high.  I suppose the
rugged life they lived in Northern Norway prepared them for
these tough experiences.

It seems that the Christiansen and Paulsen brothers heard
about the salmon fishing industry in Alaska.  They each yearned
for the old days when they were at sea fishing for cod.  In the
fall of 1914, they made a decision to try their luck in Alaska.
As the story goes, Dad and his brother Signor, Uncle Paul, and
his brother Erling left their families in Idaho and Utah and
embarked on a trip to Alaska.  Their arrival in Seattle was not
the best timing. It seems that they had just missed the boat
going north to Alaska by a few days.  They found that there
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would not be another boat going north for another month or
maybe two.  They did not have enough money to wait around
Seattle for a month or two so they made the decision to return
home.  Luckily, they had return tickets on the train so they were
not stranded in Seattle.

When they arrived at Pocatello, Idaho, Dad and Erling got off
the train, and Signor and Paul went on to Salt Lake City. At
Pocatello Dad and Erling found that there would not be a train
going out to Springfield until late the next day.  They must have
been anxious to see their families because they decided to walk
to Springfield, a distance of approximately twenty miles.  I have
often thought how wonderful it was that they missed the boat in
Seattle.

During the winter of 1914, the fourth child, Walter, was born
to the family on January 22.  I am not certain if he was born in
the clapboard house on the Berg farm, but I think he was.

The next year 1915, there was a new homestead act put into
place in Idaho.  Dad and Erling each filed on 40 acres of adjoin-
ing land in Springfield not far from the Berg farm.  They then
set about the development of the farms, working together as a
team just as they did as fishermen in Norway.  Shortly there-
after, Signor, DadÕs brother, filed on the land adjacent to DadÕs,
and he moved his family to Idaho. 

Harold remembers the day they moved to the new farm. He
says they loaded the small house they were living in at BergÕs
place onto a large wagon.  He is not certain who owned the
wagon and team of horses.  On the way to the new farm, it was
necessary to cross the railroad tracks.  He remembers that he
was very worried that a train would come along and destroy the
wagon and the house when they crossed the track.  Much to his
relief this did not happen, and they arrived at the farm without
any trouble.  The family lived in this  house until a new and
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larger house was completed.  I am certain that Mother was
relieved and very happy to finally have a larger house to live in.
The next four or five years were happy years for Mother and the
family. Two sons were born to the family, Birger on January 24,
1916, and Waldemar on September 21, 1918. 

Sometime during this period, Dad purchased a riding horse
which they named Buck. This horse  is a legend in the family.
He was a  riding horse, but he would pull a buggy or a sled.
There are many stories about Buck.  The following is one which
Rolf and Signe remember most vividly. Grandmother Karen
Paulsen,Bestemor(Norwegian for grandmother), as everyone
called her, spent the majority of her time living with Uncle
Edwin and her daughter Anna.  By this time, Uncle Edwin was
well established in the shoemaking and repair business in Salt
Lake City.  One winter, and we are not certain of the year,
Bestemor made the trip to visit the families in Idaho.  She was
staying with Uncle Erling and his family when it was decided
that she should spend a few days with our family.  Rolf and
Harold were dispatched with the sled, which had only a front

House at Springfield circa 1947
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seat and a small back seat, pulled by Buck to bring her to our
place. In their haste to leave, the boys did not take the time to
put the horse collar on Buck to which the sled staves would nor-
mally attach.  They merely used a strap around his front flanks
to attach the staves.  This gave the sled some slack to move for-
ward and backwards in relationship to the horse

Upon leaving Uncle ErlingÕs, they went down a slight incline
in the road which caused the sled to catch up to Buck and hit
him in the rear legs.  This startled Buck, causing him to take off
at a very fast clip.  He started down the road to our place, which
was about one-half mile away from ErlingÕs, at runaway speed.
Rolf, who was at the reins, had no control over Buck as he sped
down the road.  He passed our farm at breakneck speed headed
for the top of hill about one-half block away.  As they passed the
farm, Harold could see a big problem so he dove off  the sled
into a snowdrift. About this time Rolf lost the reins, and Buck
was running on his own. Rolf shouted back to Bestemor what
was happening, and her only comment was, ÒHan stoppe nŒr
han er trett.Ó(He will stop when he is tired.)

The hill ran for some distance down to a very narrow bridge
crossing a creek.  The family had seen Buck, with the sled in
tow, fly by the house, and Rolf frantically pulling at the reins to
control him. They had visions of a big pileup at the bridge with
Bestamor and the boys seriously injured.  At the top of the hill
there was an entrance from the road to an adjacent farm.  Rolf
says that Buck was a very smart horse.  Buck either sensed the
danger at the bottom of the hill, or perhaps he was beginning to
tire out; but for some inexplicable reason, he slowed and turned
into the entrance to the neighborÕs farm.  The sled came close to
tipping over when they made the turn. The road to the farm
house had not been plowed, but up the lane they flew and Buck
headed around the barn.  On the back side of the barn, Buck and
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the sled came to an abrupt stop when they hit a snowdrift about
three feet deep.  It was a great relief to Dad and Uncle Abel
when they arrived upon the scene to find Rolf and Bestemor
safe and sound. When Bestemor was asked if she was scared or
worried she very calmly said, ÒI enjoyed the ride greatly, and
there was no reason to worry.  I knew the horse would stop
when he got tired.Ó  Bestemor at the time was about seventy-
two years old, Rolf about seven, and Harold about six.

While living in Springfield, Rolf and Harold told me that Dad
built a model replica of the fishing boat Feie.  It was complete
in every detail to the original. Harold is still amazed at what a
beautiful boat Dad made using nothing but hand tools.  He
would take the boat and the boys down to Springfield Lake and
they would spend time together sailing the model boat.  Because
Dad was a skilled sailor, he could set the sails, the wind would
take the boat out on the lake, and then it would return to them.
Dad evidently was very talented and skilled with his hands.

In the fall of 1920, my parents sold the farm at Springfield to
purchase a one hundred and twenty acre farm at Lava Side,
Idaho.  Lava Side is located on the Snake River about ten miles
north of Blackfoot, Idaho. At that time Mother encouraged Dad
to use some of the money from the sale of the farm to take a trip
home to Norway to visit his mother.  Since Dad was very frugal,
he felt it would be too extravagant to do so.

To make the move from Sringfield to Lava Side, Dad loaded
all of their furniture and possessions on a large hay wagon,
which was pulled by a team of horses driven by Uncle Erling.
Dad tied the cow to the back of the wagon, and riding Buck,
herded two calves along behind the wagon. They began the
twenty-four mile journey at daybreak arriving at Lava side well
after dark. During the trip, Harold remembers walking part of
the way assisting in the herding of the calves.  When the calves
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became too tired to walk any further, they would load them
aboard the wagon to give them a rest.  He likens this move to
the pioneer wagon trains of the early west. 

The two-room house they moved into at the new farm was
about fourteen feet wide and thirty feet long.  The kitchen across
one end was about ten feet wide, and the other room served as
living and bedroom. This house was a step down for the family,
as it was not as well constructed, nor was it as large as the one
at Springfield.  Dad bought his first automobile, a 1917 Oakland
touring car, soon after the move to Lava Side. There was a barn
on the place to which dad added a lean-to on one side with a
straw roof to shelter the livestock from the weather.  A chicken
coop and a two-room building were also built.  One room in the
building was used for storing wheat, and the other was used as a
garage for the family auto.  This building also had a loft which
was used as a storeroom.  It was in this loft that the model sail-
boat was stored.  During the night a few years later, the wiring
in the Oakland touring car must have shorted out and set the car
afire. The garage eventually caught fire, and it and its contents
were destroyed.

The east boundary of this farm was the Snake River, and since
this was a natural barrier, there was no fence along this side.
The depth of the river would fluctuate with the seasons.  At
times, small islands would appear in the river when the water
was low.  On one occasion when the river was at one of these
low levels, the milk cows decided early one morning to swim
out to one of these islands for new grazing opportunities.  When
Dad and the boys went out to milk, they discovered the cows on
an island in the middle of the river.  The boys wondered how
they were going to get them back, but this did not concern Dad
too much.  He decided that Rolf would get on Buck and have
him swim to the island and chase the cows back.  The river was
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deep with a swift current. As a safety precaution, Dad tied a
rope around RolfÕs waist in the event he fell off the horse, he
could pull him to safety.  Dad failed to take into account the
swiftness of the water and RolfÕs weight.  When Buck and Rolf
were nearing the island, the force of the current  against the rope
was exerting such pressure on Rolf that he was having a hard
time staying on the horse. Soon this force became too great for
Rolf to handle, and he was pulled off of the horse into the river.
The safety part of the plan worked and Dad pulled Rolf safely
from the river.  Rolf felt everything would have worked perfect-
ly if Dad had not tied the rope to him.  Dad felt that sending
Rolf over without the safety rope was too hazardous.  Dad then
drove to Blackfoot and purchased some lumber to build a boat.

The next morning, bright and early, Dad
got out his carpenter tools and set to work
building the boat.  Late that afternoon, the
boat was completed.  Dad and the boys
rowed out to the island and drove the cows
back to the mainland.  Harold tells me that
the current in the river was very strong, but
Dad, an expert seaman, used the current to
an advantage getting them to and from the
island.

Dad and Mother needed a lot of help on
the farm.  Since there was not enough
money to hire farm hands, each of the chil-
dren was assigned chores on the farm that he or she could han-
dle.  Signe remembers that  she and Walter were assigned the
chores of herding the cows. They were to herd them to places
where there was new grass, but they were also told to watch and
keep them out of the alfalfa.  If a cow ate new green alfalfa, she
would bloat from gases generated by the green alfalfa within her

Harold, Waldemar, Rolf,
with Buck circa 1925
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stomach and die.  In the mornings they would take their lunch
and spend the day watching the cows.

During the summer of 1921, Uncle Abel Paulsen and his fam-
ily moved to Lava Side.  They had two children, a son Finn and
a daughter Bergliot.  They moved into a tent, and during the
summer, Abel, Dad and Uncle Erling built a new house for them
on a part of Dad and MotherÕs farm.

During that first winter in Lava Side on February 2, 1921, the
seventh child was born to Mother and Dad, a daughter who they
named Elsie.  She was a beautiful little girl, but she was born
with a defect to her bronchial tube. The opening to her lungs
was rather small, and at times she had difficulty breathing.
Medical science in Idaho at the time was not the best, and the
conditions were such that the doctors there were unable to oper-
ate and remedy the condition.

During the years in Lava Side, the older children attended the
Lava Side School.  The grades taught were first through the
eighth.  The school was in operation until about 1985, when the
school district consolidated several schools in the area.  The old
building burned down in the spring of 1992.

Lava Side School Circa 1946
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The second winter in Lava Side would be a very disastrous
and sad time for the family.  Sometime in late November, Birger
came down with a sudden illness.  The doctors diagnosed his ill-
ness as diphtheria, and he was given an injection of the serum
used then to combat the disease.  His condition did not improve,
and he died one month prior to his sixth birthday on December
7, 1921.  My brothers and sister have told me on many occa-
sions that Birger was a handsome, bright, happy child, and he
was a joy to have  around.  Twenty-four days later, on January
1, 1922, baby Elsie, age eleven months, came down with
influenza and died due to complications with her birth defect.  It
is thought that the small opening to her lungs closed up.  The
loss of these two children was devastating to Mother and Dad.  I
am certain that people of lesser courage could not have coped.
Mother had the knowledge of the Gospel of Jesus Christ,  which
gave her the assurance that she would be reunited with these
two beautiful spirits sometime in the future.  This faith must
have been a great source of comfort to her.  I am certain that
having Aunt Borghild Paulsen living next door was a source of
strength as well.
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These  beautiful children are buried in the City Cemetery at
Blackfoot, Idaho.

Birger, Elsie Circa 1921
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Sometime in late 1922 or early 1923, Dad began studying
English and the laws of the United States.  He had decided that
he needed to become a citizen of this country in order to vote
and have a say in how our government is run.  On May 15,
1923, he qualified and met the necessary requirements to
become a citizen. He was sworn in at the District Court,
Bingham County, Blackfoot, Idaho.
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Note that on the certificate DadÕs last name was spelled with a
K. DadÕs family used the spelling of Kristiansen in Norway. This
was the spelling used when they came to America on their immi-
gration papers.  It seems that everyone in this country spelled
Christiansen with Ch. Whenever his name had to be written
down, he would  have to correct the spelling or spell his name in
order to have it spelled correctly.  Consequently, sometime in
about 1920, he decided to give up the fight of using K, and from
then on he spelled our name Christiansen.  In time all of his
brothers followed with the same spelling.

During the summer of 1922, both Mother and Aunt Borghild
became pregnant and would have new babies towards the end of
the year.  This is when Dad got the bright idea that he would
approach the doctor in Blackfoot about a two-for-one discount
on the delivery costs.  He approached the doctor and told him
that he was certain that he would only need to make one trip to
Lava Side, as he was certain that both babies would be born on
the same day.  For this reason Dad felt that it would only be fair
that the doctor deliver both babies for the price of one.  The doc-
tor wanted to know why he was so certain the babies would be
born on the same day.  Dad had no guarantee, but he was certain
that would be the case.  Needless to say, the doctor did not agree
to the deal.

In December of 1922, a son was born to the Paulsen family,
and they named him Abel Ellingsen.  On January 10, 1923, my
sister Esther was born into our family.  I am certain Mother wor-
ried a lot about rearing another baby in this desolate area of
Idaho. The thought of possibly losing another child weighed
heavily on her mind. Many  years later she told my wife Donna
that she could not face the thought of losing another child living
in isolation; therefore, after EstherÕs birth, she made up her mind
to take the children with her and to return to Salt Lake City.
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However, I am not certain of the circumstances which deter-
mined the final decision to leave Idaho.

Farming has always been a risky business.  I understand the
year Dad bought the farm, potatoes were sold for about seven
dollars a hundred weight.  At the end of the crop year of 1922,
the price of potatoes was around two dollars a hundred weight.
In February 1924, the family packed up their belongings and
took the train from Blackfoot, Idaho to Salt Lake City.  I under-
stand the farm was turned back to the bank, and any equity Dad
had in the place was lost.  Essentially the years in Idaho were
not very financially rewarding, but there were many happy
times and  good memories, along with the heartaches of those
years in Idaho.



45

Chapter 7

Life in Salt Lake City

When they arrived in Salt Lake, the family lived for a short
time together with Uncle EdwinÕs and Aunt AnnaÕs family.
Their home was located at about 450 East Hollywood Avenue.
They later found a place to rent at  2174 South 300 East Street.
The house was a duplex.  Our family occupied one side and the
Hans Thompson family occupied the other.  Hans Thompson
was married to Aunt BorghildÕs sister Manghild so we were
related to them through marriage.  They lived in Salt Lake for a
time, but they returned to the Chicago, Illinois area where Hans
came from originally.  The man who owned the duplex lived in
the basement.  He had a series of chicken coops in the backyard
and raised chickens commercially.

Dad found work as a carpenter with the construction firm of
George Adamson.  Dad brought some carpentry tools with him
from Idaho which he was able to get by with in the beginning.
As time went by, he found these were inadequate, and it became
necessary to obtain additional tools to meet the requirements of
the work.  Money was scarce and having a large family to raise,
Dad was not able to purchase new tools.  Using his ingenuity he
would spend a part of his day off on Saturday visiting various
pawn shops in the city in search of the tools he needed.  Using
this method he was able to build up an excellent set of tools at a
fraction of the cost of new tools.  Rolf, the eldest son in the
family, took up the trade of carpentry, and he and Dad worked
on many projects around the valley.  About this time Uncle Paul,
MotherÕs brother, started in the construction business, and Dad
and Rolf worked for him from time to time.  Dad was a very
skilled, honest, and hardworking person.  He was highly regard-
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ed and well liked by everyone he worked for or came in contact
with.

During the year 1924, the
family moved from 300 East
to a duplex at 1560 South
West Temple Street.  The
family did not own an auto-
mobile when they returned to
Salt Lake;  thus, they were
very dependent on  public
transportation.  There was,
however, an excellent system
of electric street cars which
ran throughout much of the
city. You could get to almost
everywhere you might want
to go, but you may need to
walk four or five blocks after
leaving the street car to
arrive at your final destina-
tion.  Since Dad was a car-
penter, it became difficult for
him at times to get to work on the street car as he needed his
tools with him.  Not having enough money to purchase an auto-
mobile, he bought a used motorcycle with an attached sidecar.
He and Rolf would use this for transportation to and from work,
Dad doing the driving, and Rolf and the tools riding in the side-
car.  

Rolf, was 16 years old at the time, and was very fascinated
with this machine. He learned to operate it.  I suppose the
motorcycle was much more stable with the sidecar attached than
it was without it.  One Sunday morning, Rolf decided it would

Walter circa 1924
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be fun to take a spin without the sidecar attached.  He headed
south and all went well until he reached 3900 South and 500
East.  Here he made a U-turn to head back home, but for some
reason the bike slid out from under him on the gravel.  He flew
off, and the bike continued to go around in a circle on its side.
He is not certain how many revolutions it made before he was
able to get the motor shut down.  Luckily, he was not injured in
the mishap.  He struggled to right the bike upon its wheels, and
much to his relief, he found it was all right except for some
minor scratches.  He was able to restart the engine.  He then
carefully motored back home and reattached the sidecar.  I sup-
pose after that incident, Rolf had a little more respect for the
power and speed of this machine.

I understand that Dad was a very generous person.  He did not
have money to give, but he was willing to help out anyone with
his time and talents.  During the time the family lived on West
Temple, Dad gave a lot of his time to the construction of the
Jefferson Ward Chapel, which was a block or two from where
they lived.

In 1924 almost everyone was heating homes and cooking
using wood and coal-fired stoves. This was the case in the house
on West Temple.  On one occasion, Mother was going to fire up
the stove to prepare dinner.  There were some fire embers on the
grate in the stove so Mother put some firewood or coal in the
firebox to build up the fire.  The embers did not burst into flame
after a short time so Mother decided to pour some kerosene on
the embers to start the burning.  Immediately, there was an
explosion and the flames shot out of the stove burning mother
on the arm and starting her dress on fire. Harold and Signe were
at home at the time.  They told me that Mother had the good
sense and presence of mind to run from the house and roll on
the ground to smother the flames.  This action undoubtably
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saved her from severe burns or perhaps even saved her life.  The
fire department was called and the damage to the kitchen was
minimal.  At the time Dad was away at the grocery store with
my brother Waldemar.  They were on foot returning home when
they heard the sirens, and they soon discovered that the fire
trucks were stopping in front of our house.  Dad grabbed
Waldemar by the hand, and they started on a dead run for home.
Waldemar says that he has never run as fast since as he did at
that time. Perhaps the reason for this is that he was only six
years old at the time.  When they arrived home, much to DadÕs
relief, things were under control, and he found the firemen plac-
ing ointment and bandages on MotherÕs arm.  This was a good
lesson learned, one which the family never forgot.

The balance of 1924 and the early part of 1925, went along
rather smoothly for the family.  Dad and Rolf both had jobs and
by this time Harold was busy learning the plumbing trade as an
apprentice working for Whitley Plumbing Company.

During the early months of 1925, Mother made up her mind
to obtain her citizenship.  She studied very diligently to learn to
read and write English in order to qualify to take the tests.  Her
good friend and neighbor Mrs. McCalley helped her for several
months going over the questions she would need to answer.  It
was important to Mother that she become a citizen of  the
United States so she could exercise her right to vote with Dad.
She completed all of the requirements for citizenship and took
the oath in the Third District Court of Salt Lake County on May
25, 1925.

DadÕs youngest brother Waldemar K. had immigrated to Salt
Lake from Norway with his new wife Gertrude.  They  met in
Germany when he was a sailor working for a Norwegian ship-
ping company.  They lived with the family, and Dad helped
them get established.  Waldemar K. enrolled at West High
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School and learned the trade of brick laying.  It wasnÕt too long
until he found a job as an apprentice, and they were able to be
on their own.  He followed this trade until his retirement. 

On Saturday, July 18, 1925, tragedy stuck which changed the
lives of our family forever.  Dad was riding his motorcycle west
down Twenty-First South Street in Sugarhouse.  Without warn-
ing, a truck came at high speed going south out of a side street
and struck Dad broadside.  The truck hit the side car, and Dad
was thrown from the bike.  The details of the accident are very
sketchy, but it seems that Dad was able to upright the bike with
its side car and ride it home.  He felt that he was not hurt too
seriously, but by the next day, Sunday, he complained of
abdominal pain.  That evening Doctor Christopherson was
called to the home to examine him. He looked him over, and he
could not find any external signs as to what was wrong.  The
doctor cautioned him that if the pain persisted until midnight, he
should call him, and he would admit him to the hospital imme-
diately.  There they could take some X-ray pictures and deter-
mine the extent of his injuries.  On Monday morning, things
were not much better, but for some reason Dad and Mother
decided to call for another opinion.  We are not certain why this
decision was made, but someone must have referred them to
another doctor. It turned out that this individual was not a med-
ical doctor, but he called himself a naturopathic physician.  His
method of treatment was massage and the use of herbal medi-
cine.  It is my understanding that he massaged DadÕs abdomen
vigorously and prescribed some type of herbal fluid.  By
Wednesday, July 22, the pain persisted, and Dad was rushed to
the hospital for treatment.  By this time it was too late as his
appendix had ruptured and fluids from it had spread throughout
his system.  At that time, medicine had not advanced far enough
to have a treatment for this type of infection.  Even with the
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advancements in antibiotics we have now to fight infection, by
waiting as long as they did to admit him to the hospital, it is
doubtful his life could have been saved even in this day.  On
Thursday, July 23, 1925, Dad passed away in the hospital at age
45, the prime time of his life.  Mother was at his bedside.  It is
hard for me to imagine the sadness and heartache she must have
felt losing the man she dearly loved and the father of her eight
children.  They had survived many hard, good, and happy times
together since coming to this new land.

Dad never joined the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day
Saints during his life time.  Mother indicated to me on several
occasions that he had many reasons.  She said that probably one
of the main reasons was the way some members treated their
neighbors.  He felt that they only lived their religion on
Sundays, and the rest of the week they forgot about who they
were.  I suppose this bad example has held many out of the
Church, and this excuse is probably used by many even now.
The sad part is that this excuse is used far too often.  It limits
the future posterity of those who use it from having the opportu-
nities and blessings that come through the Gospel. 

While Mother was seated by DadÕs bedside, she had this
experience.  Dad had been in a deep sleep for what seemed to
her to be hours when he suddenly awoke.  He then told her that
during the time he had been sleeping, he had received a visit
from his mother and two of her sisters.  They had been dead for
many years, but he told Mother that they were just as he remem-
bered them when he left Norway.  He explained to Mother that
they had been teaching him the Gospel of Jesus Christ, and that
the Church of Jesus Christ had been restored in our day by
Joseph Smith.  He then told Mother, ÒIf I live, I am going to
join the Church.Ó  I am certain that this conversation was a com-
fort and help to Mother in her sorrow.  I am sure she clung to
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these words throughout her life, and they strengthened her testi-
mony of the truthfulness of the Gospel.

At DadÕs death Mother was four months pregnant with me,
Simon.  She had six children. The eldest was Rolf, who would
be eighteen the following January, and the youngest was Esther
who was two and a half years old.  They had saved some money
but not much to sustain them very long.  Dad had purchased a
life insurance policy which paid Mother $2,500.  Dad at one
time had considered canceling this policy, but luckily Mother
and others had persuaded him to keep the policy in force.  The
outlook for the future was not too bright.  I will say this for
Mother, she was always a strong, bright, and optimistic person.
She always looked on the bright side of things and was a for-
ward-looking  person.  The hardships she had experienced
throughout her life to this point probably prepared her well for
the years ahead.

Soon after DadÕs death, the family moved to 1421 Major
Street.  Major Street runs north and south between and parallel
to State and Main Streets.  At that time, Uncle AbelÕs family
moved in with us for a short time while they did some remodel-
ing to their house at 1483 Hollywood Avenue.  Uncle Abel was
of great  assistance to Mother, helping to her settle DadÕs estate.
He helped in getting her a small widowÕs pension from the state,
but as I understand, it was a very small amount, perhaps a few
dollars per month.  Towards the end of 1925, Uncle Abel moved
his family back to Hollywood Avenue as the remodeling was
completed.

At the time of DadÕs death, he and Rolf were working for
Adamson.  Mr. Adamson was shocked and sad about DadÕs
death.  He thought a lot of Dad and was very concerned about
the welfare of his family.  He made the generous offer to
Mother, that if she would take the insurance money and pur-
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chase a lot and some material, he would provide the balance to
build the family a new house to live in.  For one reason or
another she declined the offer.  Rolf indicates that Uncle Paul,
upon hearing about AdamsonÕs offer, made the same offer.
Perhaps this was the reason for not accepting AdamsonÕs kind
offer.  For some reason, however, a new house was never built.

On January 4, 1926, I was born. I was born in Uncle AbelÕs
house at 1483 Hollywood Avenue, Salt Lake City, Utah and am
the ninth child in the family.  Some years later Mother told me
that one of DadÕs greatest desires in life was to have twelve chil-
dren.

Mother, in her wis-
dom, could see that pay-
ing rent to others for
housing was not a wise
thing to do.  She knew
if she was ever going to
accumulate anything of
value, she would have
to take steps to purchase
a house for the family
to live in; therefore,
sometime in 1926, she
purchased a house
which had come up for
sale at 1389 Major
Street.  I understand she
paid $1,000 down, and
with the help of Uncle
Abel, she financed the balance, which was a little over $1,200
with Zions Savings Bank.  She made arrangements to pay only
the interest on the loan for the first three years.  This would give

1389 Major Street circa 1929
Simon age 4, and Mother Ingrid
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her extra time to get
better established
financially. She also
thought the family
needed transportation,
especially Rolf who
now had become the
primary bread winner.
She purchased a used
Durante touring car
which would be the
source of many fond
memories for the fam-
ily in the future.  This
was the start of a new
era in MotherÕs life.
If you stop and think
about MotherÕs plight,
you can see the courage and faith in the future she must have
had when she took these steps.  I am certain that what held the
family together during those first years was the leadership the
family received from this remarkable person, their mother.  The
love each family member had for the other and the willingness
to make sacrifices for each other was the result.  Rolf had been
working with Dad for several years as a carpenter.  He willingly
stepped in and took on the responsibility of providing financial
support.  His weekly pay check was turned over to Mother with
the exception of a small amount which he needed for street car
fare.  This he continued to do until he was married in the fall of
1933.  Harold pitched in his share.  Signe at fourteen went to
work as a secretary, even though she was too young, Mother
made and sold flowers made from crepe paper dipped in colored

Durante touring car circa 1927
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wax.  Walter went to work prior to his graduation from high
school. [When Walter was about 70 years old, he enrolled in the
adult education program offered by the Salt Lake City School
District and qualified for his high school diploma.]  Mother
expressed on several occasions that the financial support given
by Rolf and the rest of the family is what kept the family going
during those immediate years following DadÕs death. Without
this support it would have been next to impossible to survive.

During the winter
of 1927, a trip was
planned to visit
Yellowstone Park.
Sometime in July
with Harold driving,
Mother, a neighbor
and good friend Mrs.
Phifer, Esther, and
myself (about 16
months old) headed out
for Yellowstone in the Durante.  We headed North on Second
West Street (Highway 89), and as we started around the bend at
Warm Springs at about Tenth North, a truck coming south
veered partially into our lane of traffic and sideswiped us.  The
Durante did not have a trunk in the rear so much of the luggage
and gear was carried behind a rail on the running board.  It turns
out that the driver of the truck was a farmer with a truckload of
produce headed for the FarmerÕs Market.  He was very apolo-
getic for causing the accident, and requested the family to fol-
low him to the market, and there he would work out a settlement
for the damage.  After gathering up the suitcases and camping
gear from the street, we followed him to the market.  Upon
arriving there Harold and Mother negotiated a cash settlement

bear jam Yellowstone Park circa 1927
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for the damages.  After leaving the market, Harold stopped,
made some minor repairs to the car, loaded the gear back on the
running board, and headed out once more to Yellowstone.  I
understand we had a wonderful time sightseeing, saw some
bears, and even took the dirt road over Mount Washburn.  At
that time the road over the mountain was a single lane with
turnout lanes every so often where you could park to allow
oncoming traffic to pass. We entered the park at West
Yellowstone.  After seeing most of the park, we left by the south
entrance at Jackson Hole, Wyoming. 

Mrs. Phifer had relatives in Driggs, Idaho so we traveled west
out of Jackson over the Teton pass into Idaho to visit them.  Just
prior to entering Driggs, we encountered a small traffic jam
which was very unusual in that area.  As we continued on, we
soon discovered that the cause of the delay was an airplane by
the side of the road.  It turns out that Wallace Beery, a movie
star, had a ranch in that area.  He had just landed using the road
as a landing strip and was standing by his airplane as we passed
by.  Regulations, as to what roads could be used for, were non-
existent at that time.

The house purchased on Major Street had a cellar about six
feet deep with a dirt floor covering about half the distance
between the rear wall and the front wall.  The balance of the
area was a only a crawl space under the main floor, which was
about three feet high.  In about 1929, it was decided that a full
basement under the house would be a worthwhile investment.
When entering the house through the rear door, you were at
ground level.  From there you took either a stair up into the
house or  you went downstairs into the cellar.  Rolf and Harold
changed the stairs to the cellar into a ramp using it to bring the
dirt up from the excavation in wheel barrows.  It was all hand
work, although they did pull the wheel barrows up the ramp



56

using a rope and the Durante for power.  Upon completion of
the excavation, they lined the perimeter walls with concrete, a
sewer was installed, and a concrete floor poured.  This was all
done at night after the boys came home from work.

In the fall of 1931, Harold married Helen Williamsen, a
young lady who was born in LaGrange, Illinois and raised in
Norway.  She came back to the United States before she was
twenty-one to claim her United States Citizenship.  She was also
the niece of Aunt Borghild Paulsen.  Upon HaroldÕs marriage it
was decided to enlarge the house and turn it into a duplex.  An
addition was added on the north side of the house, which con-
tained two new bedrooms.  Part of the original house was
remodeled to provide a kitchen, bathroom, and living room for
the new apartment.  Harold and Helen lived in this apartment
until about 1948.  This arrangement would prove to be ideal for
Mother because prior to this time she was unable to take a job
outside of the home, as Esther and I were too young to leave
alone.

During the Great
Depression years of 1929 to
1933, Rolf and Harold
became interested in music.
Rolf learned to play the
accordion, and Harold the
saxophone.  Later Walter
took up the drums, and
SigneÕs husband Martin was
an accomplished banjo play-
er.  With this talent they
organized a band to play for
dances.  They practiced up
on Norwegian and Swedish Rolf and Harold circa 1931
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dance tunes, and it wasnÕt too long until they were playing for
Scandinavian dances around the valley.

Mother waited until I was about six or seven years old and
attending school a full day before she went to work outside of
the home.  During this period of time, the country was at the
height of the Depression.  Many people were not working, jobs
were scarce, and times were hard.  Our family was very lucky in
one respect.  It seems that Rolf and Harold worked much of the
time during these years, and we seemed to be getting along fair-
ly well.

Rolf was working for Uncle Paul Paulsen in the building busi-
ness, and he encouraged Rolf to buy a new car.  It seems Paul
was trying to negotiate the construction of a new building for
the auto dealer who sold the Graham Page automobile.  He felt
that if Rolf bought a new car from them, it would help in the
negotiation of the new project.  Rolf bought the car, but the job
fell through.

RolfÕs Graham Page circa 1930
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Rolf was dating Irene Kleven, whom he married in the fall of
1933. It so happened that IreneÕs father was the building manag-
er of the Hotel Utah.  I think that through this connection
Mother was able to get a job working in the laundry at the Hotel
Utah.  The work was hard, but in those days a person was lucky
to have a job of any kind.  I remember her telling me about
working at the steam presses, ironing table clothes, napkins,
sheets, and pillow cases.  It was a very hot job in the summer-
time as the laundry was not cooled. 

Even though the country was suffering under the effects of the
Depression, it did not stop them from having some recreation.
There were many people in the Salt Lake Valley who had joined
the L.D.S Church from Norway and settled in Salt Lake City.
They brought with them customs and the sports which they
enjoyed in the old country.  Many of them knew how to ski, and
it wasnÕt too long before they were enjoying this winter sport in
the foothills.  Most of them were cross-country skiers, but there
were some who had learned the art of ski jumping.  Being of
Norwegian decent and having a Mother who skied in Norway, it
wasnÕt too long before the older boys were learning to ski.  This
made Mother very happy as it meant that she could share the
sport she had learned as a child with her family. 

By 1930 the sport of skiing had grown, and the Utah Ski Club
was organized.  Club members undertook the task of building a
championship jumping hill above the summit in ParleyÕs
Canyon.  It was named Ecker Hill to honor P. S. Ecker who was
very instrumental in the development of the hill.  Rolf and
Harold took a very active part in the construction of this hill and
the many ski jumping tournaments held there.

During the 1930Õs, ski jumping became a spectator sport for
many who live in the Salt Lake Valley.  The big tournament for
the year was  February 22, George WashingtonÕs Birthday.



59

Skiers came from all parts of the United States and Europe to
participate.

In 1931 the Utah Ski Club persuaded two prominent ski
jumpers from Norway, Alf and Sverre Engen, to come to the
United States to participate in a tournament.  These two brothers
fell in love with the country and stayed to make their home here.
These brothers were very instrumental in bringing the sport of
skiing to Utah and helped to establish its popularity. 

Mother was a great supporter of
her sons and she attended many of
the ski jumping events held at Ecker
Hill to watch her sons Rolf and
Harold jump.

Day at Ecker Hill
L-R  Ingrid, Helen Christiansen, Borghild Paulsen, Dagney Bergstedt, Hildeborg Nelsen

Alf Engen circa 1931
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Harold and Rolf  Ecker Hill January 2, 1933
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Mother worked at  Hotel Utah until 1937.  She then found a
job with the  Zions Securities Corporation.  She worked in the
Union Pacific Annex Building, which was located at 19 West
South Temple Street, where she cleaned the seventh and eighth
floors.  She worked with a young lady who had joined the
L.D.S. Church in Norway and immigrated to America.  Her
name was Martha Blotman.  Mother introduced Martha to a
nephew Herman Paulsen, the oldest son of Uncle Paul, and a
short time later they were married. 

Herman and Martha Paulsen circa 1939



62

When Martha married, Mother was able to persuade Zions
Securities to hire Annie Kershaw, a good friend, who lived in
the neighborhood on Richards Street to take MarthaÕs place.  

Mother had always been concerned about the mortgage on the
house.  Being a very hardworking, ambitious person, she decid-
ed soon after taking the night job to look for a morning job.  She
found one which turned out to be ideal, cleaning motel rooms at
the Colonial Village Motel.  The Colonial Village was located
two blocks from home at about 1500 South Main Street.  She
worked four to five hours each morning.  This helped her accel-
erate the mortgage payments on the house to finally pay it off
early. She worked at these jobs until the summer of 1943.

In 1935 Bestemor, IngridÕs
mother, passed away at the
age of ninety-two. She had
lived with her children dur-
ing the years she lived in this
country, moving from family
to family.  Because she never
learned the English language,
while she lived with us,
Norwegian was spoken most
of the time.  We children
soon picked up on
Norwegian, and even to this
day, most of us speak and
understand the language.
This was wonderful when
each of us visited Norway years later and were able to commu-
nicate with our relatives.

Mother did not have much of a social life, but she had a few
friends with whom she did associate on occasion.  She some-

Bestemor circa 1930
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times we went to what were known in those days as Swedish
dances.  She always went with other couples who were relatives
or friends.  She enjoyed going, however, she said she always felt
like a Òfifth wheelÓ at this type of social.

When Mother was growing up in Norway, out of necessity,
she became an expert at rowing and handling a rowboat.  This
skill came in very handy when we attended Swedish Day at
Lagoon.  The Swedes always had a rowing contest for the
ladies.  Mother and Aunt Borghild would review what the prizes
for the contest were. First place might be a sack of flour and
second place might be some dental work.  They then would
decide who would take first and second place, depending upon
need.  This went on for several years with Mother or Borghild
always either taking first or second place until the Swedes
caught on.  They then canceled the rowing contest because these
two Norwegian ladies were always the winners. 

In the summer of 1928, Signe married Martin E. Turner.  By
1936, they had moved to California.  I remember several times
coming home from school and finding a note telling me that
Harold, Helen, and Mother had, on the spur of the moment,
taken a trip to California to visit Marty and Signe.  These trips
and others would lift MotherÕs spirits. 

Mother was a very attractive woman, but somewhere along
the line she must have made the decision that she would not
remarry.  I suspect that she felt it would be very disruptive to
her children  having to adjust to a new father.  She told me later
that she felt that it was not wise for her to marry until all of the
children were married and on their own.  In 1943, I graduated
from South High School. 
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Chapter 8

Marriage and Church Missions

During the summer of 1943, Mother met a fellow by the name
of O. B. Turner.  He worked for a company which had offices on
one of the floors she cleaned in the Union Pacific Annex Building.
O. B., as we called him, was a widower with six children.  His two
oldest boys were in the Navy.  Living at home with him were two
girls and two boys.  After a very short courtship Mother and O. B.
married in the fall of 1943.  They purchased a house at 627 East
Seventeenth South where Mother established a home for her new
family.  Prior to coming to Salt Lake City, O. B. had been a cattle
broker, and as far as I know, he had been very successful.  Mother
was always a very private person so I did not know about any of
the financial arrangements made between her and O. B.  As I
understand it, Mother provided the seed money for O. B. to get
back into business buying and selling cattle.  He started out pur-
chasing one or two head at a time, which he hauled to market in a
trailer pulled behind his automobile.  It was not too long until he
was purchasing semitrailer loads of about 35 head and sending
them to market.  His business grew, and soon he was traveling to
eastern Utah and western Colorado in search of better markets.
Mother went with him on some of these buying trips, but she was
very reluctant to leave her new family without supervision.  O. B.
and his family were members of the L.D.S. Church, but I am not
certain how active they were.  After the marriage, Mother made
certain that the family attended church on Sundays.  As the cattle
business grew, O. B. was traveling more and more.  When he was
home on weekends, he was usually busy in Ogden on Sunday
mornings tending cattle in the feed lot and preparing them for the
auction, which was usually held on Monday mornings.
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By the summer of 1946, it seems that O. B. had met a woman
in Vernal, Utah whom he stayed with during his trips there dur-
ing the week.  He had also taken to drinking.  When Mother
found out about this, she was devastated.  She hired an attorney,
divorced O. B., and moved back to 1389 Major Street.  This all
took place after I had married Donna Lee Loftis and was serving
in the Army at Fort Knox, Kentucky; therefore, I am not too
familiar with all of the circumstances.

In 1947 Mother married Arthur E. Lawrence.  He was an
uncle of Harry Lawrence, who was a friend of MotherÕs, and
renting a room from her.  Arthur was a typesetter working for
the Deseret News Publishing Company.  His first wife had died,
and he had remarried and divorced a second wife by the time
Mother met him.  By this time, Harold and Helen had moved
from Major Street to a new home in East Millcreek.  It was not
too long after Harold moved that Mother sold the home on
Major Street, and she and Arthur bought a home at about 2800
South Connor Street in East Millcreek.  Signe and Marty had
also moved back from California, and they were living on Atkin
Avenue, one block east of MotherÕs new home.  

In 1950 Mother and Art built a duplex on the northeast corner
of Atkin Avenue and Twentieth East Street.  Donna and I were
living in a three-room house owned by Signe and Marty on their
property on Atkin Avenue.  We had outgrown this place as we
then had two children so we rented one side of the duplex from
Mother and Art upon its completion. 

In 1951 Mother and Art were called on a full time mission for
the L.D.S. Church to serve in the Southern States.  They served
there until 1953.  Mother seemed to be very happy serving the
Lord, and they accomplished much good during their mission.

In the fall of 1955, they were called to serve another mission.
This time they served as guides on the temple block at Nauvoo,
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Illinois.  Here they met many members of the Church and hun-
dreds of tourists of different faiths who came to visit this his-
toric site.  They returned home in the fall of 1956, having served
the allotted time of one year. 
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Chapter 9

Final Days

In the summer of 1962, Mother developed a cough which she
could not shake.  She made a visit to the doctor.  He x-rayed her
chest and found that she had developed a tumor in one of her
lungs.  Both lungs where later found to be cancerous.  It was
then determined that it would not be feasible to remove the lung
with the tumor.  Around the first of January 1963, she was taken
to the hospital as an outpatient to drain some fluid from her
lungs.  During the procedure, she went into a coma and was
admitted as a patient.  She was in this coma for several days
before she came out of it.  On Thursday, January 19, she was
released from the hospital and requested that she be taken to
EstherÕs home to recuperate and gain strength.  Early Sunday
morning, January 22, 1963, she passed away. 

Mother was most happy when she was busy working or doing
things for others.  When she was growing up in Norway, she
learned how to work at an early age.  This early training stayed
with her throughout her life.  She would spend any free time she
had knitting or sewing for others.  She made several beautiful
sweaters with Norwegian patterns for many of her children and
grandchildren.  Prior to each Christmas, she was always busy
makingflat br¿d andlefseon the coal-fired cook stove she had
set up in the garage. She baked many types of cookies, which
she shared with her children and grandchildren during the holi-
days.  She did this to help keep the Norwegian traditions alive
for her and the family.

Mother was an avid fisherman.  She learned to fish in the
Oxsfjorden at her home in Norway when she was very young.
She enjoyed fishing with her family, and we had many wonder-
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ful fishing trips together in Yellowstone and Island Park, Idaho.
When she was out fishing in the boat, she was very happy, and
it was always difficult to have her stop fishing when the limits
for all onboard were reached.  During these trips we usually
stayed in a cabin, and Mother would cook fish for breakfast,
lunch, and dinner.  There is nothing more tasty than eating fresh
fish.  Each meal was delicious beyond description. We would
eat as many fish as we could, and we would give fish away to
others so we could go back out and do more fishing.  Mother
considered a fishing trip successful if you could fish twice a day,
eat all the fish you desired, bring back home your limit, and per-
haps a few more for the freezer. 

It has been a great experience for me to work with other
members of the family in gathering this information about the
lives of these two great people, my father Simon Martin
Christiansen, and Mother Ingrid Maria Amalie Paulsen.  They
were each born into humble circumstances.  They grew up in a
very harsh, cold part of the world.  Life was not easy in
Northern Norway and only the strong survived

Each of us can be very grateful to the Lord for sending mis-
sionaries to that far-off land to preach the word of the Restored
Gospel of Jesus Christ.  If Mother and her family had not heard
and accepted the Gospel, our lives would have turned out much
different.  It is very hard for me to imagine where each of us
would be, what we would be doing, and what our lives would be
like if Dad and Mother had chosen to stay in Norway.     

I have always admired my father for keeping his word to
bring Mother to America.  I am certain that it was not an easy
decision for him to make.  His mother was a widow, and he pro-
vided the major support for the family.  Unlike Mother, he did
not have a compelling reason to leave Norway for a new life.
He came out of love for this wonderful person whom he loved
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and cherished.  Those who knew him have always said that he
was an honest and trustworthy person.  He was a man of his
word.

MotherÕs acceptance of the Gospel was the major reason for
her wanting to come to America.  I have always felt that she was
a visionary.  I think  she always felt there was a better life for
her and her family in America.  Mother was an optimist, and she
always had the ability to see the bright side of life.  Life in
America was not easy for her, but I never once heard her com-
plain about what life had dealt her.  She suffered through the
hardships, and made a wonderful life for herself and her family.
She had  remarkable sons, daughters, friends and others who
helped along the way, and she was always appreciative to each
of them for their assistance.

MotherÕs faith in the Gospel of Jesus Christ never once
wavered, regardless of the trials and problems she encountered.
She remained true to her testimony throughout her life.  She tes-
tified many times that, ÒJesus is the Christ the Son of God, that
God lives, that Joseph Smith was a prophet of the living God,
and the Gospel of Jesus Christ was restored to the earth by
him.Ó  She was a great example to her family and those who
knew her by the way she lived.

At the time of her death, Mother had given birth to nine chil-
dren, seven which were still living.  She had thirty-three grand-
children and eighteen great-grandchildren 

I will always be grateful for the lives of my parents and the
sacrifices which they made for me and other members of the
family.  They set a wonderful example for good which influ-
enced the way that each of their children have tried to follow.  I
shall always be indebted to my Mother for the service she ren-
dered to make my life better.  She taught me to work and to be
responsible for my actions.  She provided food, clothing, and
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shelter during my early life.  We may not have had the fanciest
clothes in the school, but they were always clean and service-
able.  I cannot remember a time when any of us went without
the necessities of life.  Mother was full of life and boundless
energy.  She was never idle.  She had learned the art of sewing
and knitting in Norway, and she spent many hours sewing and
knitting clothing for me and others.  She made me a beautiful
Norwegian sweater when I was about twelve years old, which I
still have and cherish.  I shall always remember her for her
devotion, sacrifices she made, and the great love she had for me
and my family.

I am proud to be the son of these noble and remarkable par-
ents.
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Chapter 10

Family Memories
Reflections

By Harold Christiansen
April 1997

As I look back upon my life, I have often thought, why am I
the person I am today?  Who is it that helped shaped my life and
taught me to be a responsible individual? I firmly believe that
those who are most responsible are my parents and the examples
they set for me during my formative years.  The lessons I
learned early in life have stayed with me throughout my life-
time.

When I look back to my early youth, I give my father some of
the credit for the small successes I have enjoyed during my life.
He taught each of his children how to work and to be honest
with ourselves and others.  In all the years that I knew him, I
never heard him say an unkind word about others.  He loved to
work, but when the work was done, he liked to have fun and
enjoy life. 

When he was a young man twenty years of age living in
Norway, his father died.  Dad at that time was the oldest child
living at home, and the family was dependant upon him for sup-
port.  At that time the Norwegian authorities wanted to take
DadÕs younger brothers and sisters and place them in foster
homes.  Dad would have no part of this and told the authorities
that he would take care of the family and see to their welfare.
This he did until they were old enough to be on their own.

Dad had the ability to solve problems.  He faced many during
his life, and he always managed to find a solution to them.  The
one experience which stands out in my mind is the time in Lava
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Side when the cows swam out to the island in the Snake River.
You read about this incident in a previous chapter. To solve it he
built a boat, and he had the confidence when it was finished that
it would float and do the job. This experience taught me: If you
have a problem, look it straight in the face, a solution will come,
and then have the confidence to see it through.

My mother was always a hard worker, with a sunny disposi-
tion.  She was always willing to go out of her way to help oth-
ers.  She contributed greatly to the achievements in life of each
of her children.  She was always willing to take a chance to
make each of us happy.  I think about the days after the death of
Father and of the hardships and heartaches she suffered through.
She never gave up on life, and she worked very hard to make a
life for herself and her family.  She too loved fun and enjoyed
life and was a great influence on my life for good. 

I will always be thankful for my heritage and will be forever
grateful and indebted to my parents and untold others who have
given me the chance to accomplish the things I have in life.
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Family Reflections
By Walter Christiansen

August 1995

The only thing interesting about my birth was that Father was
building us a new home, and the family lived in a tent with four-
foot sideboard walls and a wood floor. We had a coal stove in it
to keep it warm, and we had one other building that was just a
shed, a one-room shed we used as a kitchen.  It had a coal-fired
stove for heat and cooking.  Springfield, Idaho was part of the
Fort Hall Indian Reservation.  I was born, January 22,1914, the
coldest part of the year, and IÕm not sure whether I was born in
the tent or in the wood building.  I have been told by my mother
that the squaws from the Indian Reservation came over to see
the new papoose.  Mother just had a midwife, no doctor.

During World War II, it was necessary for me to have a birth
certificate to work on all the Army installations in Utah.  We
sent to Boise, Idaho to the Bureau of Statistics to get a copy of
my birth certificate, and of course, they had none.  They sent
back a form that we had to answer questions on, and Mother
remembered the name of the midwife and a few other events
that took place when I was born.  We sent it back to Boise.
They took a copy of it, and thatÕs my birth certificate.  ThatÕs
actually what happened.  I got my passport with it.  I got the
passport when I took Annie to England the first time.  IÕve got
that birth certificate, and thatÕs it.

Springfield, Idaho is approximately ten miles southwest of
Blackfoot, Idaho.  When I was four years old, Father moved to
Lava Side, Idaho, and that was about ten miles north and west
of Blackfoot in the Rose-Firth area.  We lived in Lava Side until
I was six years old.  I started school there.  It was a single class-
room building and had all of the grades through the ninth grade



74

in one classroom.  We had to cross three canals or water flumes,
wood flumes that carried water out of the Lava Side Canal down
to the other side of the canals. Of course, Mother worried about
us children falling off the plank into the canals.  

My education didnÕt last long because I held up the right
number of fingers to go to the bathroom.  When I got outside
the building, I headed for home, and I explained to Mother that I
had learned all that I needed to know so I left the school.  That
was one of the first few days of school.  She took me right back.
Harold, Rolf, and Signe were in school with me.  Birger was too
young. Mother had her children about two years apart.  Birger
was two years younger than I.  Another daughter was born in
Lava Side, five years younger than Birger, and her name was
Elsie.

During World War I, there was a flu epidemic and Mother lost
two children, Birger and Elsie. Birger was nearly six years old,
and Elsie was nine months old.  They are buried in Blackfoot,
Idaho.  I guess we were in Lava Side only a couple of years, and
then we moved back to Salt Lake.

In Lava Side there was one thing Aunt Signe and I have
always remembered.  We had a saddle horse by the name of
Buck.  The mailbox was about a mile and a half from our home.
TheyÕd let us saddle up Buck so we could ride to the mailbox.
Everything was fine going to the mailbox and getting the mail,
but when Buck turned around to go home, he had a way of
throwing us off his back.  He wouldnÕt go home; heÕd just walk
a few steps ahead of us, and weÕd have to walk home.

On that farm there was an island out in the middle of the
Snake River.  The river went right beside the farm.  The island
was part of the farm.  In order to get over there, you had to
cross part of the Snake River.  It was in the spring of the year,
the river was quite high, and the cows during the night or early
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evening after they were milked, had swum across the river to the
island.  There was no way to get over there because we had no
boat.  The cows had to be milked. Father went to Blackfoot,
picked up lumber, and he built a boat and made oars so he could
row over there and chase the cows back.  The cows stayed un-
milked until we got the boat built.

Father was a farmer while in Idaho.  We raised potatoes and
alfalfa seed.  When we moved to Salt Lake, Father went to work
as a carpenter.  He worked as a carpenter and a carpenter super-
intendent until he passed away when I was eleven years old. 

We lived at approximately Fifteenth South and West Temple
at the time Father died of a ruptured appendix.  The doctors did
not decide until it was too late that he had a ruptured appendix;
they didnÕt have the modern day medicine to fight the poison in
his system, and he passed away.  Luckily, Father had taken out a
$3000 life insurance policy a few months before he died. 

The family didnÕt own their own home; we were renting. With
that $3000, she paid the hospital and the doctor bills, got com-
pletely out of debt, and ended up with $1000.  Mother found a
home at 1389 Major Street for sale, and she paid $1000 down so
that she could quit paying rent.

Mother, upon the death of her husband, got a widowÕs pension
from the county of $10 a month, and all the children worked at
whatever we could do.  Rolf was about 17.  He went to work in
construction as a carpenter, and we had an agreement in the
family that whatever money was earned, it was given to Mother
to manage, and some way she took care of our necessities.
Mother was pregnant with Simon at the time Father died.

It might be of interest that when we lived on West Temple
there was a firm by the name of Stewart Brothers Coal
Company.  Stewart Brothers had two cows.  Mr. Stewart gave
me a job cleaning out the barn, washing down the cows to pre-
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pare them for milking each night.  For that labor, I received
twenty-five cents a week.

We lived in Jefferson Ward.  The Ward members had just
completed a new building, and they had picture shows on Friday
night.  This activity helped pay for the operating expenses on
the building.  Of course, all the kids in the ward were anxious to
attend the shows on Friday night.  They showed comics, a main
feature, and a serial that always left the hero in a precarious
position so you would come back next week.  You would look
forward to going the next week to find out what happened to the
hero.  It cost me ten cents to go to the show, and my sister, who
was a little older, fifteen cents. ThatÕs where the twenty-five
cents ended up each week.  Mother let us do that.

When I was a kid, after supper my brothers and sisters and I
would sell magazines.Liberty Magazineis the one we mostly
sold.  Mother used to make paper flowers, and sometimes she
would dip them in wax, and weÕd take them out to sell by
knocking on doors.

When I was twelve years old, I pushed an ice cream cart in the
summertime for National Ice Cream Co.  The ice cream was kept
cold with salt and ice.  The carts had wooden wheels with steel
tires, and they were quite heavy to push.  I worked real hard sell-
ing the goods each day, and I worked extra hard to be sold out by
quitting time.  If I sold all the ice cream, Mr. Broom, the owner
of the ice cream company, would give me a half-pint of ice
cream to take home.  The ice cream factory was located on
Seventh South and Third East.  It was a mile and a quarter from
the ice cream factory to our home, and IÕd run all the way so the
ice cream wouldnÕt melt before I got there.  ThatÕs the truth.

When I reached the age of fifteen, I got a job at Salt Lake
Cabinet and Fixture Co.  It seemed like their main work came
from building church benches.  Some of them were real long
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and heavy.  Even though I was only fifteen, I would help load
the truck and then deliver the truck and the benches to the
church where they were to be installed.  I had no driverÕs
license, but of course, that wasnÕt required in those days.   I
wasnÕt sixteen and shouldnÕt have been driving.  I was trusted
with the truck and benches, and thatÕs something that couldnÕt
be done now days.

ItÕs interesting to note that Mother raised five boys and two
girls, and she was able to keep us all out of jail.  I think thatÕs a
marvelous achievement.

Mother made quite a bit of money with her sewing work.  She
sewed and embroidered and did work which she sold.  She
altered clothes for people.  That brought in quite a bit of money.
Mother worked at home until all the children were finished with
high school.  She stayed home and took care of the family.  

My Father was always a hard worker.  He would take us out
to Saltaire on occasion.  WeÕd swim in the Great Salt Lake, and
weÕd always take a picnic and have an enjoyable time.  He was
a fisherman in Norway, but he never went fishing here.  I guess
he couldnÕt afford it. 

He didnÕt have a car.  He finally got a motorcycle that he rode
to work.  A truck that belonged to Linnebough Cast Stone Co.
hit him on the motorcycle.  It didnÕt seem to be very serious, but
we all think his appendix ruptured because of that accident.
People tell me I look like my Father.  I think IÕm more like my
Father than my Mother. All through my life, everybody that
knew Father and me thought I looked more like my Father than
any of the others in the family.  

Father had three brothers that came over here from Norway.
Uncle Edwin was a shoemaker.  Uncle Signor worked in Idaho
farming until he retired.  Uncle Waldemar and his wife lived
with us for a short time.  He studied the brick mason trade and
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followed that trade until his retirement.
ItÕs interesting to note that Uncle WaldemarÕs wife was named

Gertrude.  She was born in Germany.  She had quite a short
temper at times.  IÕm afraid that while she lived with us, we
children played tricks and jokes on her in order get her temper
flaring.  I remember she would chase me around the room and
pinch me. Sometimes IÕd get on one side of the rocking chair
with her on the other side, and around we would go with her try-
ing to catch me. I  remember once I rocked the chair on her toe.
Boy, there was fire in everybodyÕs eyes then.  

I worked on the farm for two years in the summer when I was
out of school.  I worked for Uncle Signor on the farm in Idaho.
His dear wife could really cook up some good meals.  Mother
was a good cook also.

During the Depression, we had a really rough time because
there wasnÕt enough work around to be had.  We applied for
work with government agencies where they were hiring people
that really needed help.  They had projects that you could apply
for to go to work.  I donÕt know which of us, but some of us
applied for work on these projects.  They wouldnÕt put us to
work because Mother had a widowÕs pension of ten dollars a
month.  She had to give up her pension so we could go to work
and earn some money.  I donÕt remember the details of where
we worked.  That about broke MotherÕs heart that she had to
give up her ten dollars, something coming in regularly like that
which she could count on.

Uncle Abel and Tante Borghild (Paulsen) would visit us quite  quite
often.  They would play ÒFive Hundred,Ó which is a card game.  They
just played for fun.  Mother enjoyed that, and it was always a special
treat when weÕd get invited to watch.   They all talked Norwegian and
that helped us to pronounce and remember the words.

Mother and Father always talked a lot of Norwegian around
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home so we would learn it.  Our grandmother, Bestemor as we
called her, never learned to speak English.  She lived with us at
various times so we all had to speak Norwegian to her.  

One of the things IÕll never forget about Mother was that she
loved to ski.  We used to go to Park City and have someone take
us up to the Silver King Mine, which was about two or three
miles from the summit that went over into Big Cottonwood
Canyon.  Sometimes we would go up there on an evening when
it was bright moonlight.  The Silver King Mine was about half
the distance between the summit and Park City.  WeÕd have a
great ride down to the city.  On moonlit nights, it would get
really dark down in between some of the trees, and you had to
be really careful and know the trail so you wouldnÕt run into
trees or some other obstacle. 

When Mother went with us, she had a heavy pole that she
walked with instead of ski poles; and when sheÕd come down
off the mountain, and she got going too fast, she would put that
big pole in between her legs and sit on it like a brake.  If you
were behind her, sheÕd throw the snow in your face, and youÕd
have to stop and let her get ahead so you wouldnÕt get clobbered
with all that snow.  She just loved that ride from the summit
down to Park City.  I donÕt know how often weÕd go up there,
but weÕd wait for a bright moonlit night to go.  There were no
lifts, no commercial skiing at that time.  ThatÕs why weÕd get
someone to drive us up and then take our car back down so
weÕd have it when weÕd get back down.  The whole family
skied.  Signe was never much of a skier, as I remember. I donÕt
ever remember her skiing, but all the rest of the family skied.

In the early days when Father was alive, we had street cars,
electric street cars on tracks in the city.  When it snowed and the
snow was right, weÕd get on the streetcar and go up to the
University of Utah and ski on the hills behind the University.
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No lifts.  Just all walking up and skiing down.  It seems that the
snow doesnÕt get as deep as it did during the winters when I was
a kid so not much of that goes on anymore.  The lifts make us
all lazy, you know.   

Rolf learned to play the accordion  during the early years of
the Depression.  Harold learned to play the saxophone, and
Marty Turner (SigneÕs husband) played the banjo.  I was given a
set of drums for Christmas one year.  I took drum lessons from a
drummer who played during intermissions at the old Pantages
Theater and for bands at various dance halls around the city.  I
bought a pad that had leather skin stretched over the top.  I
would practice on that so I didnÕt disturb the family.  During the
Depression, on Saturday nights, we played for Swede dances.
Sometimes there was another accordion player who played with
us, but I canÕt think of his name.  We had a pretty good Swedish
band for a bunch of Norwegians.  We played hambos and
schotiches, waltzes, fox trots, polkas, and all kinds of
Norwegian and Swedish music.

I remember a couple of times we played for Swedish dances
out at Bingham, Utah.  [Bingham City was on Utah Copper
property, now Kennocott Copper Co., and in the 1950Õs the
town was torn down so the copper could be removed under it.
In those days the roads were not too good so it was quite a drive
from Salt Lake to Bingham and the dance hall.  We started play-
ing right after nine oÕclock at night.  A lot of the Swedish people
would not come to the dance until about ten oÕclock in the
evening.  They were usually a little drunk from partying before
they came to the dance.  At twelve midnight, weÕd play ÒHome
Sweet Home.Ó  Those Swedish people would just about go crazy
because they hadnÕt come to the dance until ten or ten thirty, and
they were not ready to go home.  WeÕd sit tight and finally
theyÕd take up a collection and pay us for playing another hour.
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Even though it was difficult to get home, weÕd stay and play.  
We played in lodges around the city.  We played off and on

for seven or eight years.  We finally got tired of it and quit.  It
became a chore, and we had other things to do.

I think my Mother taught me to be honest and upright.
Mother was adamant that we went to Church and learned the
Gospel.  She wanted us to be active in the Church.  She never
did get Harold baptized.  Rolf was baptized on his own when he
started thinking about marriage.

Mother joined the Church in Norway.  Rolf was a child when
they came over here, and she was pregnant with Harold.  One
thing she made Father promise when they got married was that
he would bring her to America and Salt Lake City.  She would-
nÕt get married unless he made that commitment.  ItÕs interesting
to note that Father was making plans to be baptized and become
a member of the Church a few months before he died.  Mother
always said if heÕd lived a few more months, heÕd have been a
member of the Church.

I donÕt know if Father wanted to come to America, or if he
did it for Mother.  He probably thought there would be more
opportunities in this country.

I think I must have learned to work from my Father since
thatÕs what IÕve been doing all my life.  He was a hard worker.
He had a sense of humor.  I donÕt remember any specifics, but
he never beat us.  He always taught us to respect him and do
what he asked.  I think Father taught us to be thrifty.  
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[AuthorÕs note: The thoughts and reflections by Walter were
written prior to his death in August of 1996. Walter was a very
stable influence on our family, and was always the peacemaker
when there was a rift in the family. He was loved by his brothers
and sisters, and he will be dearly missed by all who knew him.
My heartfelt thanks to his wife Annie and to WalterÕs family for
allowing me to use these excerpts from his lifeÕs story. A special
thanks to his daughter Nancy for the help she gave me by mak-
ing a computer disk with this information available to me.]

Annie and Walter circa 1982
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Memories of Mother
By Esther Christiansen Burt

April 1997

Father died when I was two and one half years old.  I was the
baby girl at that time so mother and I were always very close.  I
do not remember my father.  I have been told he was very lov-
ing and fun to be around.  He loved music and dancing.  I am
certain that his influence has been felt by me as I love music
and dancing also.

My grandmother Bestemor lived with us as I was growing up.
She only spoke the Norwegian language.  In order to communi-
cate with her I had to learn Norwegian.  I am grateful for this
knowledge as it has helped me many times during my life, espe-
cially when I had the opportunity to visit relatives in Norway.  I
loved Bestemor and enjoyed the times she visited in our home.

Mother was a great planner and organizer.  She was both
mother and father to me as I was growing up.  She was never
idle.  She knitted, crocheted, and sewed beautifully.  She made
most of my clothes.  I remember when I was a child wearing
panni waists and bloomers made from empty flour sacks.
Everyone had to help with expenses in one way or another.
Wally sold bakery goods.  Simon wanted a bicycle so he sold
Liberty Magazines.  I was always recruited to help it seems.  

Mother sold apple pies to Bishop Casper FetzerÕs wife.  One
evening I went with Mother to deliver pies to Mrs. Fetzer.  As
we approached her home, Mrs. Fetzer and her sister were stand-
ing on the street corner as though they were waiting for the elec-
tric street car to pick them up.  A street car approached and
stopped to let the two women board.  When Mother saw it com-
ing she had me run ahead to ask them where we should put the
pies.  I ran in front of the street car when it stopped.  The
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women did not get on board so the motorman started the street
car moving.  I was just in front of the trolley when it started to
move.  It had a cowcatcher on front that I jumped onto and tried
to work my way to one side so I could jump clear.  Mother
screamed so loud that the motorman stopped the car enabling
me to get off.  I am very happy that Mother was able to scream
loud enough to get the attention of the motorman.  I am certain
that the action taken by Mother saved my life.  I was surprised
that Mother could be heard as she never screamed or yelled at
home.

Mother had to be frugal, and she spent her money wisely.
One day a girl friend and I made some fudge.  Mother came
home while we were cooking and asked what we had used to
make the fudge.  Jokingly, I told her six eggs!  She replied ÒSax
aggs, are you goofy girls?Ó  All of us had a good laugh when I
told her it was a joke.

I remember many times coming home from school to smell
the wonderful aroma of freshly baked homemade bread and a
pot of kjott suppa(vegetable beef soup) cooking on the stove.
Sometimes it would be fish soup or stew of some kind.  Even on
her sparse income, we always had good nourishing meals.  Her
homemade bread was enjoyed by everyone.

When we went to school we always packed a lunch.  One day
as I was eating a sandwich of boiled beef tongue and goat
cheese, a teacher heard me complain about it.  She saw what I
was eating and asked if she could buy the sandwich from me.
She enjoyed the sandwich so much that she asked if my mother
would sell her some of this wonderful bread.  Whenever Mother
baked, she would send a fresh loaf of bread with me to sell to
the teacher.

I wanted to take piano lessons so she made a deal with a
neighbor Mrs. Clayton to give me lessons.  As payment for the
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lessons she baked bread and sewed quilts in exchange for them. 
Mother made stacks of flat br¿d, which she usually always

had on hand and willingly shared with others.  My children
remember the lefse she always made for our Christmas parties.
I would help her ÒgneckÓ the lefse and bake it, but I never rolled
it out. I never realized how hard it was to make flat br¿d and
lefse until I had to start rolling the dough out myself after
Mother passed away.  I have never made the effort to bake lefse
by myself as it is a lot of hard work.

Mother always carried out the traditions of a Scandinavian
Christmas.  In November or about the first part of December,
she bought dried cod fish from Norway.  This fish had to be
softened and prepared prior to cooking, and it took about three
weeks to complete the process.  It was first placed in a crock to
soak in lye water, then a period of fresh water, then a period of
salt water, and then a final soaking in fresh water.  During the
fresh water treatment, the water was changed each day.  When it
was finally finished it was a beautiful white and soft fish ready
for cooking, and Mother called it Lutefisk.  This fish was
always cooked on Christmas Eve and became a family tradition.

When we were kids Christmas was the most exciting time of
the year.  Santa always came to our house on Christmas Eve.
Mother would buy the Christmas tree on that day, and we would
decorate it.  After the traditional dinner of lute fisk, Mother
turned off all the lights in the house except for the Christmas
tree, and we would all hide behind the furniture in hopes that
Santa would show up.  It never failed, Santa Claus would first
peek through the front window to see who was about.  Not see-
ing anyone, he would carefully enter through the front door and
leave gifts under the tree for the everyone in the family.  After
he left we would come out of hiding and open our presents.  We
were the envy of the neighborhood as we always opened our
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presents on Christmas Eve, and we were lucky enough to see
Santa.  We could stay up that night as long as we wanted.  We
never took down the tree until after SimonÕs and my birthdays.
Christmas time is among the fondest memories of my childhood
and of  Mother.  I have carried on this tradition with my own
family whenever possible.

Mother enjoyed skiing and would take every opportunity to
go along with family members.  I shall never forget the first trip
I took with Mother to Park City.  The Park Mining Company
kept the road open to the Silver King Mine during the winter.
The service station attendant at the mouth of Thaynes Canyon
would drive us to the mine and then return to the station.  We
then attached seal skins to the bottom of our skis, and we spent
the rest of the day climbing up to the summit of Thaynes
Canyon.  It began to snow very heavily as we approached the
summit, and I wondered how we would ever find our way down
the canyon for five miles to the service station.  Mother volun-
teered to go first and break the trail.  She had a method to her
thinking as she knew that the deep snow would retard her speed
going down.  If she got going too fast, she would use her hicko-
ry ski pole as a brake to slow her down.  The more the trail was
packed down by skiers, the faster you went.  It was a very har-
rowing experience for me as this was my first trip.  I was not
too certain that I would ever make it back to the service station.
Mother had no fear or problem skiing down.  It was an unforget-
table experience for me.

Mother had many night jobs while we were young.  I now
understand why many times she took Simon and me along with
her to work.  She taught us how to work, but she knew where
we were if we were with her, and she had no need to worry
about us.

Mother had a unique sense of humor and the ability to laugh
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at herself.  When Mother returned from her mission to Nauvoo,
we took a job cleaning the offices of Christiansen Brothers.  As
we worked along we made great plans about how we were
going to use the money we earned.  We would plan trips to
Norway, and then figure out how long it would take to earn our
passage.  We laughed a lot as we planned, and we had a lot of
fun working together. 

Fishing was MotherÕs joy.  Harold and Helen took Mother and
me along to Island Park several times fishing.  She was a cham-
pion fisherman with the biggest and the first fish to be caught
each day.  She was a great sport and fun to be with.

I loved Mother and I am grateful to her for accepting the
Gospel of Jesus Christ and for her desire to come to America.
She lived ChristÕs teachings and principles always.  Her Christ-
like example of love and caring for others has helped me
throughout my life.
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A Prayer Answered

By Martin E. Turner
April 1997

Mother Ingrid enjoyed fishing.  Whenever we went fishing we
would ask her if she would like to go with us.  I shall always
remember one memorable trip to Yellowstone Park where we
fished on Yellowstone Lake.  Yellowstone Lake can be very
treacherous when the wind blows.  We had fished for several
days, and our plan was to go fishing one more time the next
morning before leaving for home that afternoon.

The morning of the last day the wind was blowing, and the
lake was too rough to go out on.  I felt that it would be very
dangerous to try fishing so we decided that we would have our
noon meal and then head for home. Signe prepared the meal and
we sat down to eat.  I invited Mother to ask the blessing on the
food, which she did.  In her prayer she asked the Lord to calm
the waters on the lake so we could go fishing one more time
before returning home.  The waters did calm down; and since
the Lord had answered her prayer, I decided I had better act as
proxy for the Lord and take her fishing before returning home.

I shall always remember this happy occasion and the great
faith she had that her prayer would be answered. 
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My Memories of Grandmother Ingrid

By Marlene Dyer 
April 1997

As I began to think of my memories and experiences with my
Grandmother Ingrid, I want to emphasize that these are my
remembrances and my impressions over the sixty plus years of
my life.  I know they will not always agree with the facts of
those who were there and have much more vivid knowledge of
what might have happened.  Even my siblings will tell the same
event in different ways and have very different experiences than I
had.  It is hard to bring events and happenings back to my mem-
ory now.  How I wished I had done a journal to look back on.

I am IngridÕs oldest granddaughter and lived next door to her
from birth into my teens.  I know that she was one who had a
great influence on me and gave me love, attention, and feelings
of self-worth that helped set the pattern for the person that IÕve
become.  These are things that I didnÕt realize until much later
in my life.  Of course, my parents were the greatest influence,
but I know that my grandmother was always a source of learn-
ing, love, and refuge.  Her example of strength, hard work, spiri-
tuality, love of family, and good times set the model for me.  I
suppose a bit of my stubbornness and determination may have
been passed along from her as well.

I will begin this experience by recalling our home at 1389
Major Street.  I think this home set the stage for the closeness
and experiences we shared.  It was a white frame duplex.  I
donÕt know if it was always a two-family home.  Perhaps not, as
we shared a common basement.  I believe this home was pur-
chased with insurance money that came when my grandfather
Simon died.  A long porch went across the front of the house
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where we sat, played, and visited on many occasions.  Bridal
wreath bushes were planted across the front.  Box Elder trees
grew in the parking area of the street.  The back yard didnÕt
have many flowers but had several bushes along the fence line
to the south.  An old garage was at the back of the house and
was later torn down.  A clothesline marked the back of the yard,
and an alley ran through the back of all the homes on the street.
Two large Tree of Heaven trees were in the back yard near the
house.  I donÕt think Grandma was big on gardening, but I
remember a tree trunk outside her back door covered with blue
morning glories, which IÕve always loved.  One favorite memo-
ry of this house was the night we all scrubbed the white wood
siding.  As I remember, we were anxiously awaiting the arrival
of Aunt Signe and Uncle Marty driving in from California.
There seemed to be nothing to do as we waited so someone
(Grandma?) suggested we wash the house.  We got buckets,
soap, and the hose and had great fun in this activity.

Another spur of the moment project came about when
GrandmaÕs living room and dining room were made into one
large room.  This is only a story IÕve heard about, as I must have
been too young to really remember the details.  This room was
the gathering place for many parties, dinners, and Christmas cel-
ebrations.  The family was smaller then and not too many young
children, and we could all be together for Christmas Eve dinner
of lutefisk, flat br¿d, and lefse.  After the meal, the tension
began to mount as Santa was soon to come and visit.  He
brought all gifts and toys to us on that night.  The room was
darkened with only the lights of the tree shining, and I watched
anxiously out the front window for any sign of his coming.
Finally, he peeked in and opened the door. (We had no chimney
and never had to worry about this tradition).  If anyone made a
noise, Santa would quickly leave until things had quieted down.
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The tension I felt was so great, especially when I could see him
bring out from his bag some toy I was hoping to get for
Christmas.  When he finished his work and left, we could happi-
ly open presents left for all the family.  I donÕt know how long
this tradition continued.

I can remember one Christmas we went to Aunt SigneÕs in
California.  She lived in a small trailer with a garage or small
house that many of us slept in, but Santa came to the trailer right
on schedule.  I wish I knew just who played Santa on these
occasions.

Finally, the family must have grown too large for these
Christmas Eve dinners and parties.  I next remembered all get-
ting together for just a family Christmas party with one gift for
each child or a family gift.  Some of these parties were at
GrandmaÕs when she moved to  626 Seventeenth South.  Later
they were at our home on 1940 East, at various auntsÕ and
unclesÕ homes, or churches as the parties were planned and
rotated between the family.  Later, Christmas parties gave way
to only a summer reunion each year.  Grandma came to have a
very large number of grandchildren, great-grandchildren and
now great, great-grandchildren.

The kitchen of GrandmaÕs home seemed large to me at my
young age.  There was a small back room that opened into the
kitchen were I can remember Bestemor sleeping.  Grandma took
her turn in caring for her Mother.  I donÕt know now if Grandma
was considered to be a good cook.  I think she helped to teach
my mother to cook, especially the traditional Christmas dishes
of northern Norway.  One exciting time I remember was the
demonstration of Silver Seal cookware.  The salesman came and
cooked an entire dinner in her home using all the various pots
and pans of his set.  Everyone must have been impressed as
many bought them this night.  Our family used these pans for
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most of my growing up years.  The roaster pan is still highly
prized by my sister Charlotte.  I wonder who has GrandmaÕs
pieces now?

Grandma was a good housekeeper.  I can remember the spring
and fall cleaning times when the wallpaper was cleaned by what
now reminds me of play dough.  The lace curtains were washed
and then stretched on pins on special frames.  These were large
enough for an entire curtain and were great fun to play around.
The night my brother Harold Wayne was born was one such
time.  Joan and I played the game of Hide the Thimble with
Uncle Simon in and around these frames.  I guess we were sent
to stay with Grandma while the birth was in progress.  I got very
tired of this game and wanted to go home.  Finally, we left and
discovered this new baby.  I donÕt think anyone ever talked
about the coming arrival so it was a big surprise!  On many
occasions Grandmother took care of us while my parents were
away on trips or weekends.  With aunts and uncles next door we
always had ready babysitters.

We had the telephone in our side of the house.  When some-
one called for Grandma or one of the uncles or aunts, we would
knock on the wall to let them know to come to the phone.

The basement was a fond memory because of the activities
Grandma and my mother and all of us had there.  It was also a
scary, dark place, yet we all had fun playing down there.  We
shared the old Maytag wringer washer, the rinse tubs, and the
drying lines strung from the joists in the ceiling.  There is a cer-
tain smell I sometimes have in the file room in the library where
I now work.  It is the smell of my childhood of wash day in the
basement and brings me pleasure in remembering this time of
my life.  There was a large coal (wood) burning stove in the
basement.  This is where lefse, flat br¿d, and all canning took
place.  It was always cool in the basement for such cooking, but
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must have gotten steaming at times.  I can imagine the good
sharing times spent there in the fall and just before Christmas.
If you didnÕt have such a stove, how could you make the lefse?
Well, a special electric griddle was designed just for this pur-
pose when such stoves were no longer used.  I have one of my
own now.  I carry on this tradition and suppose my children will
also.  I know my cousins make the lefse and flat br¿d also.  This
is a real legacy handed down to the generations now and those
yet to come from Grandma Ingrid.

Being a young widow with seven children must have been a
great struggle for Grandma.  There were many hard times.
Money was scarce especially during the Depression years.  The
older children all worked and helped out, even with families of
their own coming along.  Grandma was a hard worker, and I
remember many jobs she had.  One was cleaning the office
building on South Temple at night.  She often took me and my
sister with her.  We enjoyed this and felt very grown up when
we could help.  In fact, I remember her specifically teaching me
how to efficiently dust a chair going up one leg, across the feet
rungs and on to the next leg.  I know she cleaned the Colonial
Motel on Main Street near our neighborhood, but I donÕt
remember going to help her there.  She also sold various clean-
ing products at the I and M Carpet Co. on State Street near
Third South.  I remember visiting her there.  IÕm sure there were
many other jobs of selling.  IÕve heard of the project she did in
the Depression of making paper flowers to sell.  I wonder how
successful that was?  I know she was a good seamstress and
could cut a pattern to use every scrap of material.  In my high
school years I even did a bit of sewing and remodeling for her.
This made me feel really proud that sheÕd have me sew for her.

With all the trials and hard work she experienced, she always
seemed happy and full of fun and ready for some adventure.  I
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remember going skiing with her at Alta.  Of course, she was
from the old Norwegian school of downhill skiing.  First you
hike up the hill, then you go straight down.  If you went too fast,
you only had to put your poles between your legs and drag them
to slow you down.  Up and down we went together all day long.
It was always a wonderful experience.  I wonder now if she also
did more extensive trips climbing up the mountain from Park
City and then skiing into Brighton.  I know my parents and
Taunte Borghild and others did this many times and would stay
overnight in a lodge in Brighton.  There were no roads plowed
to keep the area open as well as we have today.  I can imagine
the fun and great exercise they had with these trips.      

I do know of my grandmotherÕs love of fishing.  This naturally
developed from her years in the northern fjords of Norway.  I
think everyone of the family also developed this love because I
recall years and years of fishing trips with uncles, aunts, and
cousins, my parents and siblings.  I regret that my children have
not had the opportunity to learn to fish.  Only on a few visits to
Utah did they experience this with my dad, their grandfather.
Daddy loved to take Grandma on fishing trips to Island Park in
Idaho or to Yellowstone.  This often was given as a birthday
present.  Her brother Erling lived in Blackfoot and so a fishing
trip meant a good visit to his farm, chicken dinner (or fish), and
then continuing on to Island Park.  One special trip I remember
was staying in the big, fancy lodge at Island Park instead of the
usual small cabin.  That night I slept with Grandma when a
skunk visited us under the building with the usual overpowering
smell.  That was my first experience with a skunk.

There were many other trips to remember.  I know she visited
us in Denver when my dad had a job there.  I have pictures of
all of us at the top of PikeÕs Peak.  There were trips to California
to visit with Aunt Signe and Uncle Marty and also with Aunt
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Esther and Uncle Pete.  I recall driving with Uncle Pete, Aunt
Esther, and Grandma right through the night to California.  I
slept on the floor of the back seat of the car.  I felt pretty special
to be taken on such a trip with them.  I think my grandmother
would drop everything and set off for the day, weekend, or week
if someone asked her to go.  Grandma never learned to drive to
my knowledge. In fact our family did not have a car, nor did
Mother learn to drive in my early years.  We either walked or
took the bus.  I  remember on several occasions when Mr.
Willard who lived across the street would sometimes drive us to
church in his big Model T Ford. How grand we felt. When
Grandmother moved from Major Street, we often walked to visit
her when she lived on Seventeenth South and Sixth East. Later
when we moved to a new  home at 3200 South 1940 East, we
would walk  to her home on Connor Street or Twentieth East.

In 1957 or 1958 Grandma and Art came on a tour to the east
while I lived in Washington, D.C.  We met and did some sight-
seeing of the area near where I lived.  It was fun to show her
around this city.

My grandmother had a special and strong testimony of the
Gospel and of the restored Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day
Saints.  The Gospel was brought to her by her bother Abel while
they were in Norway.  From his conversion other members of
this family also heard about the church and joined.
Unfortunately, Grandpa Simon never did join the church in his
lifetime, but he must have supported her decision when they left
Norway and their way of life for America.  This brought a lot of
hardships to their growing family.  Uncle Rolf was born in
Norway, but my father, the second child, was born in Utah just
after their arrival.  I have heard of their moving from Utah to
Idaho several times in the search for work.  For a fisherman to
come to dry Utah and Idaho must have brought lots of trials.
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Grandfather was a good carpenter as well as working hard at
farming so he could support the family.  Luckily, there were lots
of relatives to share both the good and bad times. I know that
neither  my sisters nor brother nor I would be members of the
Church today were it not for my grandmother.  Our father and
mother were not church members.  She took us to meetings and
made us feel a part of the Church from a young age.  I remem-
ber her great admiration for Bishop Stewart and then for Bishop
Jorgensen in the Jefferson Ward, Wells Stake.  We could walk to
church meetings as the ward was about four blocks away on
Jefferson Street between Main and West Temple.  I donÕt
remember reading the scriptures or discussing religion with her,
but I observed her strong faith and service to the Lord through
the long years of her life.

One special time of my admiration for her testimony was
herÕs and ArtÕs call to a full-time mission in the Southern States.
It was most unusual then for older people to serve as missionar-
ies.  What an example this was to all the family.  I was at the
BYU at this time and lived with my cousin Barbara.  We had
been to her farewell but were not able to see them off at the
train in Salt Lake.  Barbara and I found out when the train
would come through Provo.  We then walked those long blocks
to meet them on their brief stop at the train station.  We felt we
had Grandma all to our own for those few moments, and this is
still a good memory for me.  She and Art were later called to
serve at the Nauvoo VisitorsÕ Center.  They were very successful
in these callings, and I feel so proud of this heritage of mission-
ary work that she gave us all.

I was last with my grandmother during Christmas just before
she died.  Daddy had very unexpectedly arranged for my family
to fly home so that we could be with her before she died.  She
got to see our two children, and I had a good visit with her then.
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I was not able to attend her funeral but can always cherish that
last time with her, and of course, the 31 years of my life that I
shared with her are never to be forgotten.
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Impressions of Grandma Ingrid

By Linda (Burt) Weight
April 1997

Grandma Ingrid was a terrific woman.  I feel very fortunate to
have known her.  It was great to have her living close by.  We
could walk over to her house and visit whenever we felt like it.
I loved sleeping over at her place as she made these times very
exciting.  She would tell us stories about her childhood in
Norway.  She had chores to do when she was a child, and one of
these was herding the goats up and down the mountain behind
her home.  She told us how difficult it was to travel in the win-
ter snows.  She used cross-country skis to travel from one place
to  another visiting friends and relatives.

Some of my favorite memories are the many Christmas par-
ties with Grandma and her family.  We could always count on
Grandma to bring lefse, fattitmanner, krumkake, and my favorite
cookie pepperkake, plus lots of fun and laughter to the parties.
We played a game where we put on work gloves and opened a
stick of gum.  Another favorite was a contest to see who could
eat a cracker, blow up a balloon, then sit on it to make it pop the
quickest.

She started many  traditions which I still retain in my family,
such as making Julekake at Christmastime. My mouth waters
when I think about it, and I can smell the aroma of it being
toasted.  It tastes so yummy when you spread real butter on it.  I
will always remember her making Norwegian pancakes for us
when we were kids.  She would spread butter and sprinkle sugar
on them, although my favorite was with raspberry jam instead
of sugar.
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I loved to watch her roll out the flat br¿d dough into thin
eighteen-inch round sheets and stack them up prior to baking.
She had a coal-burning stove in her garage where she would do
the baking.  It was magic how she used her wooden stick to
place the sheets on the stove, baking each one to perfection.
Grandma was always cooking fish to eat with the flat br¿d.  I
remember eating many such dinners, but I did not care as much
for the fish as the great flat br¿d. 

Grandma was a very talented knitter.  I remember many occa-
sions sitting by her side watching the knitting needles fly as she
created a beautiful Norwegian sweater.  When she started using
circular knitting needles her creations became even more beauti-
ful.  We never had to worry about having a sweater to keep us
warm. When I was attending high school, she made me a beauti-
ful Norwegian sweater which was my all-time favorite. 

Grandma loved to fish.  I went fishing with her, Uncle Marty,
Aunt Signe, and Carolyn to Yellowstone Lake.  We stayed in the
cabins at West Thumb, and when we were out fishing on the
lake, Grandma was in her glory.   

My favorite memory was GrandmaÕs great infectious laugh.
She had a way of making you laugh without really knowing the
reason why.  I remember her talking to us one time about storing
food.  My sister Marilyn wanted to know why.  She told her,
ÒWhen the bombs come, the bums will be coming around look-
ing for food.  If we store up, then we will have something to
feed them,Ó and then sheÕd laugh.  We all had a good laugh that
day.  

My mom and Grandma cleaned the Christiansen BrothersÕ
office building.  Marilyn and I thought it was great fun to go
help them clean.  We would empty trash cans and dust.
Grandma always had a way of making us laugh as we worked,
and I will always remember the good times we had working
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with her.
When we were small we loved to hear Grandma sing the

Norwegian songs she learned when she was a child.  I remember
ÒSuete Rowa Barne,Ó ÒRowa Ta Latea,Ó and ÒClape Clape
Kake.Ó  It was best when she held us in her arms and rocked in
the rocking chair as she sang to us. 

When I was a teenager I was concerned about not having any
boyfriends.  I was not certain if anyone would ever like me, and
I would never get married.  She told me not to worry as she
knew someone who liked me and would want to marry me.  I
tried to get her to tell me his name, but she said it was a secret. I
know she was just trying to make me happy.  

Grandma was a hardworking, kind, loving  person committed
to doing good.  She had a great sense of humor, and she was a
wonderful example for me.  She loved life and her family.  

It was very hard for me when she left on her missions.  I real-
ly missed her.  I  remember singing ÒGod Be With You Till We
Meet AgainÓ at her mission farewell meeting.  Even now I get
teary-eyed when I hear it sung.

Grandma died in January 1963 when I was twenty years old.
She was staying with us in our home those last days before her
death. It was a very difficult and sad time for me.  The chapel
was filled to capacity at her funeral.  She had touched many
lives during her life and was loved by all who knew her. 

She was right about someone being out there who would love
me.  I met a wonderful person, my future husband, in February
that year, and we were married in November.

It has been fun for me to recall what a great lady Grandma
was.  Life is wonderful, and she helped me make my life better.
Her influence and example for good is still a very strong part of
my life.  I am thankful to have had such a terrific grandma and
especially to have been able to have her be a part of my life.
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Memories of Grandma Christiansen
By Norman (Turner) Sturgeon

April 1997

My memories of Grandma Christiansen are very warm and
happy.  She was such a positive person and has been a source of
inspiration to me many times in my life.  I still think of her and
all that she endured with such spirit and courage, never losing
her sense of humor, and always able to see some sunshine in the
gloomiest of situations.

I remember as a small child staying with her overnight and
sleeping in the same bed with her.  She would tell me stories of
her girlhood in Norway.  She told how she went to a boarding
school during the winter because it was too far and too difficult
to return home each day.  She would also tell me stories of how
in the winter when people died, they could not bury them until
spring and would keep them in a storage shed.  I had a some-
what morbid curiosity about death, and so I would encourage
her to tell me more details.  Long after she would go asleep, I
would lie there in the dark, unable to go to sleep because I was
too frightened, thinking about all those bodies just lying around
all winter.  She knew I was concerned about dying, and she
would often joke with me that when she died she would come
back and tell me all about it so that I wouldnÕt have to worry
anymore.  IÕve been waiting for her visit quite a few years now
but have not received one.  Knowing Grandma, sheÕs probably
been too busy.  She was always a hard worker.

I treasure the many times when she came to visit, and she and
my mother would get to laughing.  She was a lady who really
knew how to laugh until the tears would stream down her face.
The two of them would sit at the table and kind of sway in a cir-
cle as the laughter pealed forth.  I donÕt think I have heard my
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mother laugh like that since Grandma passed away.  We children
would look in wonder and try to figure out just what was so
funny.

When Grandma had her unhappy separation from O. B.
Turner, she came to live with us in that little house on Atkin
Ave. We only had two bedrooms, and so she slept in our bed-
room with Carolyn, my younger sister, and the rest of us slept
outdoors all summer on this big feather bed in the backyard,
covered with a canvas in case of rain.  We loved it and were so
happy Grandma was there, and we could sleep under the stars
every single night.  Even though she must have been extremely
unhappy, she managed to present a happy face for us kids.  I
recall one extremely hot day, we girls were taking a shower bath
in the sprinklers in the back yard.  Pretty soon Grandma
appeared with her slacks rolled up past her knees and joined us
in the sprinklers.  We all had a great time playing in the water
and getting completely soaked.  ItÕs a great memory.

Grandma liked to use the new slang expressions, however, she
never seemed to get them quite right.  For instance, she once
referred to something as a Òreal ding hammer,Ó instead of a
Òhum dinger.Ó We all had a good laugh over that, but ever after,
we all used Òding hammer.Ó

I recall visiting Grandma at I & M Furniture where she was
demonstrating Destex rug cleaner.  She was really great and
convincing.  People really would stand around and listen to her.
We had Destex around the house for years.  We were convinced
it was the greatest product ever for rug cleaning.

When my daughter Stephanie was born in September of 1962,
Grandma was so excited to come down to bring the sweater she
had made for her.  She had called my mother the day after I
came home from the hospital to drive her down to our home on
Highland Drive.  She was concerned because this was a sweater
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set that she had crocheted rather knitted in the usual Norwegian
style, and she was worried that I might be disappointed.  She
had managed to knit a sweater for each of the great-grandchil-
dren.  I assured her that I loved it.  It would be the last sweater
Grandma would make for a great-grandchild.  My two younger
daughters wore that little white sweater, and it is still a treasured
item in my cedar chest.  I am currently waiting for one of my
daughters to have a baby girl so I can pass it on to them.

If Grandma had one element of pride, it probably was in her
knitting ability.  Her speed and her fine workmanship were truly
remarkable.  She spent many a day at our house knitting with
my mother, who also shared her love of knitting.  They were
both so excited when they learned how to knit on the circle nee-
dles and produce those great Norwegian patterns without any
seams.  The number of sweaters that she produced in one year
was mind boggling.  She could actually knit one sweater within
a week when she really put her mind to it.  We all thought that
perhaps she was working too hard on her projects.  However, I
am sure that many of those sweaters are still being worn and
enjoyed by a large number of friends and family.

I loved Grandma and her jolly ways.  She was fun to be with.
She and Arthur Lawrence lived downstairs while they were
awaiting their duplex to be finished.  She often came upstairs to
visit.  She also loved the sunflower seeds that my dad always
had on hand in the kitchen.  She would munch happily away,
and I could hear her teeth click.  For no particular reason she
would start to sing a song and she would take you by the hands
and start to dance with you around the room.  Being with her
could always cheer you up.

GrandmaÕs other passion, beside knitting, was fishing.  She
loved everything about it.  Most summers we always had at
least one fishing trip to Yellowstone Park, and we always took
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Grandma.  Fishing was really in her Norwegian blood.  She
loved getting up at the crack of dawn and heading down to the
lake; she even seemed to enjoy baiting her hook and spitting on
it for luck.  I can still see her casting out her line to wait for 
that first big one to bite.  She never seemed to mind the cold 
or worry about rough water.  Catching fish was worth any 
danger or discomfort.  The only thing equal in importance to
catching fish was eating fish. She would eat it every day of the
trip and never seemed to tire of it.  If we didnÕt finish all the 
fish prepared for dinner, she would eat it cold for breakfast.  
I have a particularly fond memory of fishing with her on 
Fishing Bridge on the opening day of the season and actually
pulling in a fish. She really got excited because the rest of the
year you could never catch anything from the Bridge.  Now of
course, it is closed to fishing permanently, but we still have the
great memories.

Though the years have passed, I still think of her often.
When I get discouraged I remember her courage and dignity 
in the face of hardship and trials.  I remember her laughter, 
and I smile.
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Reminiscent
By Bergliot (Paulsen) Thompson

April 1997

Sometime before my fourth or fifth birthday, I remember vis-
iting in Onkle Simon and Tante IngridÕs home, which was next
to ours in Lava Side, Idaho.  Onkle came home from town with
a magical phonograph.  Music meant dancing to Onkle Simon.
He danced with me.  After we had all moved to Salt Lake and
we visited their home on West Temple, I was always delighted
to be asked to dance.  I have been hooked ever since, finding
great joy in dancing at every opportunity.

Tante Ingrid blessed all our lives with her optimism and good
cheer.  She had a solution to any problem we might have.  Twice
in the early years of our marriage, she let us move into one or
the other side of the duplex on Major Street to tide us over until
we could find a suitable place to live.

What a lucky family we are to enjoy each other all these years
and continue to love and be loved - a wonderful blessing.
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What I Remember about
Grandmother Ingrid

By Martin R. Christiansen
April 1997

In 1951 our family moved into the duplex on Atkin Avenue
next door to Grandma Ingrid and Art Lawrence, her husband.
When we moved in I was three years old, and my brother
Michael was about one year old.  Connie and Wade Scott were
born into our family during the time we lived there.

During those years, we would visit Grandma almost every
day, or sometimes she would take care of us when Mom went
shopping or out of town with Dad.  During these visits Grandma
would make certain we did not go hungry.  She would fix us
goat cheese sandwiches and juice of every kind.  She would
sing us Norwegian songs, the words being Norwegian nursery
rhymes, to entertain us.  Many times she would sing and rock
the smaller children on her lap until they went to sleep. 

We moved from the duplex in February 1958.  When Mom
and Dad went out of town, Grandma and Art would come to
take care of us.  One of these trips I remember was in
November of 1962. Mom and Dad went to New York over the
Thanksgiving holiday.  Grandma was a wonderful cook, and she
fixed the greatest Thanksgiving dinner to make our holiday
more enjoyable.  She fed us Norwegian pancakes for breakfast,
and she always made certain that none of us went hungry.

She made the greatest soups I ever ate.  She used whatever
was available.  One day she made the best soup from hot dogs,
which was so delicious I will always remember it.

In addition to feeding our stomachs, she always served up
plenty of love.  I shall always cherish these years.    
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GrandmaÕs Vunderful Horses
By Joyce Turner Stahle

April 1997

In late April and early May of 1954, Signe, my mother, trav-
eled east to pick up Grandma and Art following their release
from their mission to Georgia.  Larry, my husband, and I, along
with my sister Carolyn, accompanied her.

One major stop planned for the return trip was Arlington
National Cemetery and Washington D. C. 

After touring Arlington and witnessing the changing of the
honor guard at the tomb of the unknown soldier, we planned to
proceed to the Jefferson Memorial.  As we left the cemetery to
go into Washington D. C., we found ourselves in the midst of
the five oÕclock rush.  All cars were being routed out of the city.

As we crossed the bridge entering into the city, Grandma
caught sight of four statues of huge horses.  Enthusiastically she
exclaimed with her charming Norwegian accent now augmented
by a Southern drawl, ÒLook at those magnificent horses.  I am
so sorry I vill never see them again!Ó

Because we could not change to an outside lane, which we
knew was essential to make the right turn to the Jefferson
Memorial, we were routed back to Arlington where we made a
loop that led us back across the bridge.  Grandma was thrilled
and exclaimed, ÒHow vunderful! I get to see the horses again!Ó
On this second attempt, all of us helped Larry get into the out-
side lane.  We made our right turn.  Guess what?  The road had
traffic patrols that quickly routed us back to Arlington.  With
new found prowess, we made the loop and found our way back
to the bridge.  Admiring, with no less enthusiasm, Grandma said
ÒLook at those beautiful horses I vill never see them again,Ó and
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we all rolled with laughter.  On the third try, we decided to ask a
police officer for directions.  He pointed to a road, and we obe-
diently turned, but soon found we were about to retrace our
steps to Arlington and the now infamous bridge.  When the
horses came into view, GrandmaÕs voice could almost be heard
over the laughter as she quipped, ÒLook at those vunderful hors-
es, I vill never see them again.Ó

Thank goodness this time she was right. 
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CHRISTMAS 1927
By Carolyn Murphy

April 1997

This is a story which my parents Signe and Marty Turner
have often related to me.  It was Christmas of 1927 and
Grandma had very little money to spend for the holidays.
Grandma was friendly with her neighbor Mrs. Pheifer.  Mrs.
PheiferÕs husband had left her and their three children.  Mrs.
Pheifer and her children even ate at GrandmaÕs quite often, and
they did many things together.  It was, therefore, natural that the
two of them decided to make crepe paper roses and try to sell
them in their neighborhood.  They had patterns which they used
to cut the petals and leaves.  They would then carefully roll the
edges and assemble them into a rose on a stem.  They also made
lilacs which they gilded around the edges and dipped them in
wax.  Mrs. Pheifer was not very good at selling them, but
Grandma, being the enterprising soul that she was, did quite
well.  In fact on Christmas Eve, she went out again selling her
flowers and on the way home she stopped at O. P. Skaggs.
From her earnings she bought all the ingredients for a wonderful
Christmas.  She spared no expense, in fact, she spent the entire
$25.00 which she had earned.  She bought a tree, candy,
oranges, nuts, and all the food for a wonderful Christmas dinner.
What interested me was the fact she held nothing back.  She was
determined to make Christmas a wonderful celebration and let
the remainder of the year take care of itself.  I believe that
Grandma must have had great faith in herself, life, and her
Heavenly Father.  She was not a worrier but a doer.
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RETURN TO MILLIDGEVILLE
By Carolyn Murphy

April 1997

In February of 1996 my husband Don and I had the 
opportunity to travel to Millidgeville, Georgia where Grandma
had served a mission some 42 years before.  My mother 
Signe, my sister Joyce, JoyceÕs husband Larry, and I had trav-
eled to Millidgeville in May of 1954 to pick Grandma up from
her mission.  For me the return in 1996 was rather nostalgic.
There is now a beautiful brick LDS chapel surrounded by lovely
woods.  We attended church there, and amazingly there were
members there who still remembered Grandma and the beautiful
sweaters which she knitted.  One lady stated that Grandma had
lived in her home.  After the meetings were over, we located,
with directions from the local members, the old chapel Grandma
had helped raise funds for back in 1954.  Fund raising came nat-
ural for her, it was a skill she had no doubt perfected in her
early years of raising a family all by herself.  The building is
now abandoned and in need of repair and is no longer owned by
the LDS Church.  But to me it stands as a monument of the
seeds that were planted in Georgia by my Grandma some 42
years before.
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GRANDMA CHRISTIANSEN
Helen Joan Christiansen Crump

April 1997

Whenever it seems appropriate to relate my experiences or
advice, I have never passed up the opportunity to tell a captive
audience that living next door to your grandmother while you
were growing up is a wonderful foundation for life.

I was born and spent the first twelve years of my life in the
north side of the duplex at 1389 Major Street.  Grandma and her
family (which diminished over the years) lived on the south side
of that duplex.  As far back as I can remember, she was there
within easy access.  Our two front doors were side by side and it
was easy to skip from one residence to the other by this means.
However, the most exciting and courageous way to move
between the two homes would be to go down our back stairs,
through the dark and surely haunted basement, and up the stairs
onto the landing, and into GrandmaÕs kitchen.

The following are a hodgepodge of memories that spring to
mind when I recall Grandma Christiansen and those first years
of my life.  Being the fifth grandchild of Grandma meant that
most of the time I could snoop around without being noticed,
and I managed to observe bits and pieces of life there on Major
Street.

Probably one of the first memories to come to mind would be
the houses across the street.  There was a neighbor there who had
a touring car that we would all gather to on Sunday morning with
Grandma and Marlene and whoever else was there.  Then we
could gloriously ride off to Jefferson Ward for Sunday School.
We were always sent to Sunday School with Grandma because
Mother and Dad never, ever went.  Grandma was anxious for the
children of our family to go to church, and so we did.
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In 1942 Dad was foreman at a job in Dragerton, Utah, and I
suppose that Grandma was concerned about my church atten-
dance because before we left she made me an offer I couldnÕt
refuse.  She said if I didnÕt miss one Sunday going to church,
she would buy me a Nancy Ann Storybook Doll.  She would
allow me one missed meeting for the transition period, and I
took the opportunity to miss.  After the challenge had been met,
I asked for the TuesdayÕs Child doll, and I went every day to the
post office in the general store waiting for that package to
arrive, and eventually it did.

Being around Grandma was always exciting.  She had to work
for a living, and I suppose she always looked for ways to bring
in some extra cash.  I recall once going into the kitchen and see-
ing spread all over the table all of these pictures of women in
glamorous attire (drawn in the style of Erte).  There were fabric
swatches and lots of excitement.  It was almost like being in
Hollywood.  When I was around ten or so I remember she had a
suitcase full of jewelry.  There were watches, sparkling neck-
laces, and so forth.  That Christmas I got my first watch.

One very unusual occasion was the dinner served at
GrandmaÕs at a big table in the living room-dining room area.
The entire meal was prepared in the ÒSilver Seal Waterless
CookwareÓ by the salesman.  This was indeed a very new way
of nutritiously preparing food.  I donÕt know who bought them,
but my mother cooked in those aluminum pots and pans for her
entire life.

When Dad was working in Ogden, he and mother and Hal
went to live in a summer home in Ogden Canyon.  Whenever
Dad and Mother were out of town working, we would stay with
Grandma, and she would get us off to school. We would  stay
with Grandma until school was out for the summer.  We would
return to stay with her when school started in the fall, and so our
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schedule would evolve.  This was true before we went to live in
Ogden Canyon for the summer and again when we moved into
our new home on 1940 East and had to finish school.  Dad
would drop us off in the morning and pick us up after work.  I
never felt we werenÕt absolutely welcome because her home
was our home.

I donÕt know how Grandma earned her money because it
seemed that she was always at home when I wanted to see her.
I do remember going downtown on occasion and working with
her cleaning offices.  I think that we went to an office building
on South Temple west of Main Street.  I recall it as something
like the Union Pacific building.  I was often given a dust cloth
and told to dust the desks, but mostly it was just an exciting
adventure.  Remember, only the very sophisticated women like
those in the movies would have a job in an office.  This was
sheer fodder for an active imagination.

Another experience was at hand when I would accompany her
to clean in the local motels.  Cabins, I had stayed in, but never a
motel.  I donÕt think I was ever given a dust cloth for these work
parties.  As a young housewife and mother I also got to accom-
pany her and Aunt Esther now and then while they cleaned
offices, only this time I would be paid.

When I went to the temple the first time, it was in Hawaii and
unlike the young girls of today, I knew nothing about what
would be going on, much less having someone accompany me.
I did know about the garments, however.  Grandma wore gar-
ments, and this curious child had seen them enough to know
what they looked like.  I got my first real look at the temple gar-
ments when I slept with Grandma in the same bed in a cabin at
Yellowstone Park.  She said they really kept her warm, and she
didnÕt need a nightgown.

Remembering Yellowstone Park, the most wonderful time was
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when Grandma accompanied the family on a fishing trip. They
were always called trips never vacations.  On this particular trip
there was a boat with a small motor, and we were at the Fishing
Bridge area staying in cabins.  Everybody got to go fishing in
the boat, but Grandma and I were left on shore.  We had mulled
around and tried to catch a fish from Fishing Bridge, but we had
no success.  Finally, the fishing party came in for lunch so
Grandma took me, and we slipped out to the boat at the dock.
Grandma rowed the boat because we didnÕt know how to run,
much less start, the small motor.  After Grandma baited a hook
for me, she rowed down the channel near Fishing Bridge.  Then
a miracle happened, as we trolled with Grandma handling the
oars. I got a bite! She then directed me in reeling in the fish, and
she netted it.  She took the fish off the hook, baited it again, and
began rowing.  Up and down the channel we went and caught
about four or five fish with her propelling the boat with the oars.
Soon everyone on the bridge was on our side watching us.  Then
we saw Dad and the rest of the fishermen return to the dock so
we stopped our fishing and returned to the dock.  When we got
there, Dad asked why we came in, we were catching so many
fish.  We just naturally assumed that they wanted to go out as
soon as possible.  But everyone was impressed, and strangers
asked if we were the fishermen who caught all those fish so
close to Fishing Bridge.  We were even celebrities.  Too bad I
never learned to like the taste of fish until I was much older.  I
do remember when we did eat fish with Grandma, she always
told us that the eyes were really the best part.

Grandma had a wonderful instrument, a piano.  Another very
rare item was always on the music holder of that piano, a
Church Hymn Book.  I believe Aunt Esther played the piano, but
I envisioned myself at a very tender age as a concert piano play-
er.  I not only could play; I could compose.  I certainly do not
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know how she could tolerate those constant soundings on the
keyboard, but I never recall her telling me to stop because she
had a headache, which I probably would be inclined to do had I
been her.  I must have composed and played incessantly.  I did
ask her once which was her favorite hymn in that Church Hymn
Book.  She told me she liked ÒDo What is RightÓ.  I think it
might have been a lesson for me.

One of the earliest memories I have about her side of the
duplex was in the middle of the living room. There was this hole
in the floor that afforded a diminished view of that dark mysteri-
ous basement that housed monsters even Steven Spielberg
would have been fascinated by.  I would have to run so that
something wouldnÕt reach up and grab me when occasions
necessitated my passing over this crevice.

Everything exciting happened at GrandmaÕs.  Once there was
a party, I think it was a shower of some type because only
women were there.  Of course, they all spoke very fast
Norwegian, and I didnÕt understand anything.  I suppose I was
there for the beginning but was sent to bed as I probably became
tired.  The next day there was much ado because one of the
ladies had been robbed.  There was speculation that perhaps
someone knew about the party and had slipped in the back door
as all of the coats and purses were on GrandmaÕs bed in her
back bedroom.

There were always welcome visitors coming by.  Grandma
had lots of children.  Simon was just ten years older than me,
but we came and went scarcely acknowledging each other
because he was so, so, so much older.  I do recall his sleeping
on the front porch during the summers which seemed awesome
to a young girl.  Visitors included aunts and uncles and cousins.
One of the more glamorous persons to be there was Twyla.
Shortly after she and Uncle Wally were married.  She was such



116

a pretty lady, and she would play Pick Up Sticks with us. 
I donÕt recall anything about a wedding, but it seemed that all

of a sudden Grandma moved out and took up residence on
Seventeenth South about Sixth East.  I did know she married O.
B. and was now Grandma Turner.  It was a long walk to her new
home, but I soon became familiar with the route.  She seemed to
dig right in and begin raising children not much older than me.
During that time we seemed to have a lot of old family portraits
taken.  Then all of a sudden a very sad atmosphere fell over the
house on Seventeenth South, and a lot of angry words were
expressed.  I had no idea why, but then Grandma was back on
Major Street and the unheard of word ÒdivorceÓ was mentioned.
The most difficult experience for me through all of this was that
Grandma moved into the little bedroom in the basement.  The
door was always locked, and I could hear her in there crying,
which seemed to me to last forever.  Grandmas arenÕt supposed
to cry.

Nothing was ever quite the same for me after that.  I started to
get older, and we made preparations to move to a new home, but
the hardest change was when Grandma married Art.  She never
seemed quite the same except for those occasions when she was
without him.  Now she was Grandma Lawrence.

In 1958 I had my daughter in California on December seven-
teenth.  The arrival of a new child so close to Christmas meant
that there would be no trips to Salt Lake for the holidays or visi-
tors from Òhome.Ó  Grandma and Art, however, were in Oakland
spending Christmas with ArtÕs daughter and her family.  They
all came to visit us after Christmas.  Of course, I was happy to
show off my new beautiful daughter Anita.  Grandma said she
was certainly beautiful, but she was not as beautiful as her chil-
dren were.  I thought that this was a normal thing for a mother
to say.  When I recently saw baby pictures of my father and his
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brothers and sisters, you know what, she really did have beauti-
ful children.

In about 1959 my new little family moved back into
Grandview Ward, and we were back to being in church together
again with Grandma.  The Relief Society President, Sister
Wimmer, assigned Grandma and me to be visiting teaching part-
ners.  We had several sisters to visit, and Grandma always
decided when we should go; but I was to give the lesson, and 20
minutes was the limit.  During these times, she would relate
how she had been to the temple with her girl friend Sister
Hendrickson, who lived across the street from her place there on
Twentieth  East.  She told me, ÒDonÕt you think I can have Ôgirl
friendsÕ like you?Ó I knew she had girl friends.  There was
Annie Kershaw, for one, as well as those women from the ward.

When I was suddenly widowed in 1961, my own mother
wanted to know if there was anyone I wanted to call or have her
call.  My first thought went immediately to Grandma because
she was the only one I knew who would understand what it was
like to be widowed.  She and Aunt Esther rushed right over, and
she was indeed a comfort.  One piece of advise she gave me was
to marry again.  I asked her why.  She said it is too lonely to go
all those years without someone.  I told her I didnÕt understand
that because she always had all of us, and she belonged to us
especially when we went on trips.  She said everybody had been
very good to take her places and be with her, but she said it was
not the same as having someone of your own.  She also said that
when she married O.B. and then that didnÕt work out, she just
couldnÕt go back to being alone again, and that is why she mar-
ried Art so quickly and perhaps not too wisely.

Two years ago, my oldest grandson was called to go on his
mission, and he asked if I would come to the Stake Offices the
night he was set apart.  As he was being set apart, I had a feel-
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ing that Grandma was there.  It was a very strong feeling, and it
came from out of nowhere; I just knew she was there.  They had
a time for the bearing of testimonies after Dan and two other
missionaries were set apart.  Almost all the people in the room
participated in sharing their testimonies, but the tears were flow-
ing so hard, I couldnÕt tell them of my feelings, especially that
my grandmother, DanÕs great-great-grandmother was with us.  It
was a choice experience for many reasons.  I suppose she was
allowed this experience because I am certain it is a joy to her to
know that her joining the Church had resulted in the fervent tes-
timonies of so many of her progenitors.  I know I am grateful
every day for her joining the Church in Norway, traveling to
Salt Lake, and then encouraging me to join and rear a family in
the Church.  She is a great woman.

These are remembered impressions of a young girl and a
sixty-two year old woman of a grandmother who not only
endowed me with some great genes but set a legacy of which I
am proud to be a recipient.
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My Memories of Ingrid Lawrence
by Robert W. Naffziger

I first met Ingrid in 1956 when I was hired by Christiansen
Brothers as their Òin houseÓ accountant.  In June of that year I
set up shop in the brand new office building just completed at
209 West Thirteenth South in Salt Lake City.  Shortly thereafter
I was introduced to ÒGrandmaÓ Lawrence and ÒAuntÓ Esther
who had agreed to clean and maintain the offices as our house-
keepers.  I really think it was the Christiansen brothers who
agreed to this engagement as this narrative will bear out!

My first recollection is that when our new housekeepers
began, they immediately discovered an over-abundance of wax
applied to the linoleum floors by the final cleanup crew.
Apparently, as the building was being cleaned and readied for
occupancy, the floor wax was applied with a ÒragÓ mop rather
than a wax applicator.  The result was a buildup of wax in the
coves, corners, and on the linoleum base.  However, after a short
dissertation on applying wax, they set about to strip the excess
wax and then apply new wax on the floors.

I think Mrs. Lawrence probably insisted that her sons hire her
to clean the office.  I presume Esther was recruited to help and
to transport the two back and forth from the office.  This is my
conclusion because often they would arrive just a little before
quitting time, and Ingrid would always come back to my office,
sit on the corner of the desk, and then would pose the question,
ÒBob, what are the boys doing?Ó  Her boys were Òclosed
mouthedÓ about their business so she thought she could learn
something through the back door.  I do confess though that I
respected the confidences of the business and passed on only
things concerning her boys themselves.  Still she didnÕt give up
the effort.
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I was privileged later to be considered among IngridÕs favored
people.  As all well know, she was a wonderful knitter, particu-
larly of Norwegian sweaters.  In 1962 I was fortunate to be able
to buy a new Pontiac convertible.  The interior colors were
medium blue, white and silver.  IngridÕs first reaction to my pur-
chase was that it would only attract ÒfastÓ women (I was single
at the time).  Either she softened in that opinion, or she felt that
a matching sweater would provide the necessary protection for it
wasnÕt long before I received the most beautiful sweater one can
imagine, hand knit and a perfect match to the carÕs interior.  The
Pontiac was sold within a short time; there were not any ÒfastÓ
women to capture my fancy; but the sweater lasted for many,
many enjoyable years.

Though I was blessed to know this great lady for such a short
time, I remember her fondly.  Her family has shown me the
grace and love she displayed and must have taught them.  We
are fortunate that memories and relationships survive sweaters.
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GRANDMA INGRID
By Marilyn Burt Holmquist

April 1997

When I was in the second grade, I remember telling my
school teacher that I wanted to be called Ingrid not Marilyn!  I
also told her I lived in a chicken coop.  She was very concerned
about my mental well-being, so she called my mom.  My mom
told her I really did live in a chicken coop, but that my real
name was Marilyn not Ingrid.  Mom explained to her that I
loved my grandmother so much, I wanted to have her name.
The teacher actually came to visit us at the chicken coop. (We
really didnÕt live with the chickens; it was a remodeled, tempo-
rary living area while our house was being built on the same
property.  The bathroom was even an inside one!)

The memories of my grandma Ingrid are very vivid.  She was
a special person in my life, as well as a role model.  We have
carried down many of her Scandinavian traditions in our family.
Grandma Ingrid, I know, is always looking after me even today.
Many times she will just enter my thoughts and is often times in
my dreams.

When Grandma and Art were called to serve a mission to the
Southern States, I was devastated.  I could not believe she was
leaving me.  I remember the day of her farewell very distinctly.
It was at the white ward house on 20th East.  They sang the
song, ÒGod Be With You Till We Meet Again.Ó  I sobbed
through her entire farewell and especially during that song.  I
certainly didnÕt want her to leave, but she did!  Not only that,
she and Art decided to serve another mission.  This time she
went to Nauvoo, Illinois.  Again, they sang that same song,
ÒGod Be With You.Ó I sobbed through that whole meeting also.
To this day, I cannot control my emotions when I hear that song.
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Grandma Ingrid had a tremendous sense of humor.  We used
to laugh until we were actually all lying down on the floor.  I
loved to go clean the Christiansen BrotherÕs offices with her, my
mom, and my sisters.  My sisters and I would dust the furniture
and empty the trash cans.  Mom and Grandma would do all the
hard work.  We would then play around with the office equip-
ment and phones.  Most of all, I just enjoyed being there spend-
ing time with my grandma.  We spent a lot of the time in that
office with tears rolling down our faces from the laughter.  I
know my grandma didnÕt need the money, but I think she went
with my mom because she knew my mom could use the extra
money.  Also, I think she looked forward to spending that time
with our family; I know I looked forward to going.  I donÕt ever
remember not wanting to go clean the offices because I knew I
would get to be with my grandmother.

General conference time was so much fun for me.  Grandma
would attend the missionary reunions after conference.  She
always let me go with her.  I actually got to ride in a taxi cab
with her to the reunion.  That was really something special.  I
thought I was in the lap of luxury!!! (How times have changed.)
I especially remember the missionary reunion for the Georgia
missionaries.  After the reunion, we went to the FergusonÕs
home on the Avenues.  The FergusonÕs were new members that
Grandma had converted while on her mission.  They moved to
Salt Lake to be with members of the Church.  When we arrived
at their home, they wanted to fix us something to eat.  They
were serving pineapple and mayonnaise sandwiches.  Needless
to say, I didnÕt eat very much!  That night after returning home
to GrandmaÕs house, she fed me her famous meal of goatÕs
cheese and homemade bread.  It didnÕt matter what Grandma
fixed to eat; it always tasted delicious.

She was a fabulous cook.  I remember eating Òreese and green
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grootsÓ!!!  I know that isnÕt how you spell it, but that is how she
pronounced it.  It was rice and raisin pudding.  She also made
wonderful fish soup.  At Christmastime, we could hardly wait
for her to bring out the lefse.  It was the dessert we always had
at the Christiansen Christmas party.  The party was usually held
in Uncle HaroldÕs and Aunt HelenÕs basement.  I remember
being excited to see what she had brought for each of her grand-
children.  She had a large basketful of gifts.

Grandma had beautiful silver, black, and gray hair and always
wore it the same way.  She usually wore dresses; only occasion-
ally did she wear pants.

Uncle Harold and Aunt Helen often took Grandma fishing to
Ponds, Idaho.  A couple of times I got to go with them.  We
would go out early in the morning on the boat.  I could not stand
to touch worms; she would put them on the hook for me.  After
the worm was on the hook, she would spit on it for good luck
and cast it out into the lake.  All I had to do was reel in the fish.

When I graduated from high school, Grandma knew that the
secretary for the Christiansen BrotherÕs was pregnant and would
be out all summer.  She called my uncles and asked if I could
come to work for them.  They didnÕt know it when they hired
me, but they soon found out I had no secretarial skills!  Bob
Naffziger, their bookkeeper, was a very patient and kind man.
He taught me all about working in an office.  Because of him
and my grandmother, I have made my livelihood as a secretary.

When Grandma Ingrid became sick, it was unbelievable.  She
was never sick.  She could not get rid of her cold.  When they
put her in the hospital, I was very upset.  I clearly remember the
visit to see her in the hospital.  She was in the intensive care
unit.  She could only have one visitor in her room at a time.
There she was lying with tubes in her arms and oxygen to help
her breathe,  I totally turned white as a sheet and got sick to my
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stomach. She grabbed my hand and patted it and told me to sit
down so I wouldnÕt pass out.  Even though she was very ill, she
was concerned about me.

When Grandma got out of the hospital, my mom brought her
to our house.  They knew then that she didnÕt have very long to
live because her lungs were full of cancer.  One night I was out
on a date, I felt very anxious.  About 9 oÕclock, I told my date I
had to get home right now.  I went right into my momÕs bed-
room where my grandma was.  That night, even though she
could hardly breathe, we talked about a lot of things.  At the end
of our conversation, she gave me a tight squeeze on my hand
and told me to Òalways be good.Ó  I hugged her and kissed her
goodnight.  The next morning my Dad came to tell us that she
had passed away.  I was so thankful that I had come home early
that night.  It was a night I will never forget and the last time I
spoke to her.

Words could never express the feelings and love I have for
this wonderful woman.  I truly miss her.  I wish that my hus-
band, children, and grandchildren could have had the privilege
and opportunity to know her like I did.  I feel many times that I
might have disappointed her because of some of the decisions I
have made.  However, I do know that she would still love and
care about me in spite of it because Grandma Ingrid loved me
unconditionally.  She had no choice!!!
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Family circa 1929
Front Row: Simon, Esther
L-R Back Row: Harold, Waldemar, Rolf, Mother Ingrid,  Walter

Family circa 1942
Simon, Mother Ingrid, Waldemar, Signe, Rolf, Walter, Harold

Family Pictures
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Harold Lava Side circa 1931

Simon, Signe, Esther
circa 1929

Fishing Island Park, Idaho
L-R: Erling Paulsen, ErlingÕs Neighbor,

Harold circa 1945

L-R: Hildeborg Nelson, Ruth
Bergstedt, Anne Christiansen, Signe,

Mother Ingrid, Borghild Paulsen,
Helen Christiansen circa1939
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Front Row: Bergliot Paulsen, Thelma Christiansen, Finn Paulsen
Back Row L-R: Helen Christiansen, Rolf, Dagney Bergstedt, Harold,
Bergit Christiansen, Borghild Paulsen, Clara Christiansen, circa 1930

Waldemar & Birger circa 1919
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Mother Ingrid in Hollywood circa 1945

Rolf, Harold and Walter 1947
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Rolf Christiansen Family 1971
Rolf, Irene, Mark

Barbara, Renn, Irene Ann, Debra, Kay

Harold Christiansen Family 1971
Harold, Helen

Marlene, Joan, Hal, Charlotte
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Martin Turner Family 1971
Carolyn, Norma, Joyce, Bob
Signe(Christiansen), Martin

Walter Christiansen Family 1971
Walter, Annie

Karen, Jay, Nancy
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Waldemar Christiansen Family 1971
F.R. L-R: David, Waldemar, Twyla

B.R. L-R: Dee, Ricky, Diane, Allen, Phil

Glen W. Burt Family 1971
Rosanne, Esther (Christiansen) Burt, Pete

Bill, Christine, Marilyn, Linda
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Simon Christiansen Family 1971
Teresa, Simon, Donna Lee,

Cynthia, Scott, Michael, Connie

Family 1973
Donna Lee, Esther, Twyla, Annie, Signe, LaRae (HaroldÕs Second Wife), Irene,

Simon, Pete, Waldemar, Walter, Martin, Harold, Rolf
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L-R: Rolf, Walter, Simon, Waldemar, Signe, Harold, Esther
1996




