Jens Brigham Young Nielsen 	28 Nov. 1856 - 16 Nov 1921
Karen Marie Sorensen		13 Jan. 1862 - 17Nov 1937

My grandmother, Karen Marie Sorensen, was born Jan. 13, 1862, in Anestad, Hjorring Denmark. The family was converted to Mormonism and most of them came to Utah about 1880. They were all Lutheran in Denmark. Their last name was Swenson in Denmark and they changed it to Sorensen when they came here and settled in Moroni, Utah.
....
She met Jens Brigham Young Nielsen. They were married in 1884 in the Logan Temple. There were three couples and they hired a wagon and driver to take them to Logan, which took about a week. The women slept in the wagon and the men slept on the ground under the wagon.

Karen and Jens were parents of nine children, six of whom lived to adulthood They raised animals, cows, chickens, lambs, pigs, and had a garden. Karen bottled meat and vegetables to last all through the winter. She carded the wool from the sheep and made thread with her spinning wheels to make their clothing and quilts. She knitted and crocheted many articles. Jens had a shoemaker shop on the corner of the yard. The young boys liked to congregate there. He died in 1921 at the age of 65.

They had the first organ in Moroni. When her youngest son Byron came up to Garfield to work at Utah Copper, Karen lived with him in a cute little three room house. . There were nice green vines on the front window of the bedroom. Grandma made wonderful apple pies, so high in the center. I remember grandma had a fluffy white cat. She had given her a bath and she was curled up on a towel on the oven door of the stove. When uncle Byron got married about in 1931 grandma came to live with us. In 1933 my friend Phyllis died of a ruptured appendix. Grandma went to the funeral with me. All Phyllis's friends sat by her casket. We were all dressed in white and held a bouquet of flowers. In 1935 we moved to Magna. Grandma loved to sit in her rocking chair by the window seat. She liked me to read to her from my school reader. I liked to brush her hair. It was so soft and white and a little bit wavy. I liked to watch her crochet. Her hands moved so fust I could hardly see her fingers and she didn't miss a stitch. Sometimes she would sit and twiddle her thumbs so fast you couldn't see them.

She always had the Polyanna game on the small table by the front window and everyone who came to visit her would have to play a game with her.

My uncles would bring a half of a pig up and they would cut it up and grandma would make the best headcheese (headcheese is a lunch meat made with the meat from the head and gelatin and it is very delicate and good) and sausages. I liked to watch her stuff the sausages. Grandma also made potato starch to use in her cooking. She made wonderful light starch cake. Grandma got a relief check every month, which wasn't very much. She would give me a quarter each week. I took a nickel to school each day and I would go to Endows after school for some penny candy on my way home. Endows were an older Japanese couple who had a little store and they lived in the back. It was across the street from Webster school
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In Nov. 1937, grandma had a stroke.and she was paralyzed on her right side. She was sick for two weeks. One day my mother sent me to get uncle Byron. She died later that day. There was a viewing at our house one night and then we went down to Moroni and there was a viewing at her house and then her funeral.

After grandma died I felt really sad and I felt I hadn't treated her very good and I should have been nicer to her. One night I woke up and just above the bed was my grandma. I could just see her from the waist up. She was all white and looked very pretty. She seemed to tell me that everything was all right and I wasn't to worry.	

She was a quiet lady and liked everything just so. The newspaper had to be folded neatly after you read it. She loved the little Zenith radio and thought it was an amazing box with sound in it. I was ten years old when she died and I'm happy that I had known her for a short time.

Grandma's friend Artemesia Anderson wrote this poem when grandpa died in 1921. She was the midwife who delivered my sister Marie.

TO MY FRIEND
Maria S. Nielson.

I remember you as a maiden,
I saw you as a happy bride, 
I knew you as a loving mother 
With baby nestling by thy side.
Patient and ever faithful 
A loving helpmate by thy husband's side. 
Busy hands that carded, knit and spun, 
Weary at the close of day, yet taught your children how to pray,
As always, there is a turn in life's journey 
And you must finish the journey alone, 
No, no not alone, thy children call thee blessed, 
Will give loving care and will rejoice 
When they all meet at home sweet home.

Artemesia D. Anderson.


Written by
Maxine Halvorsen Yeates March 1998
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