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Grandma Nielsen came to live with us in the early thirties. We lived in Garfield (Utah) in a small one bedroom house. We had two chicken coops in the back yard., and chickens. We sold eggs.

We moved to Magna in 1935, to a bigger house, which we bought for $1,800. Mama boarded the man we bought it from for about three months for the down payment. There was a room in the basement that was finished.

In this house in Magna, Grandma had the front bedroom. Her rocking chair was by the window seat where she could sit and crochet and look out the window. Her gold brass bed took up a large part of the room. There was a heater stove to keep warm with.

Grandma crocheted pillow case lace, doilies, etc. We made sure she had a supply of crochet thread so she could keep busy. She enjoyed reading, especially her monthly newspaper, which came from Denmark on a regular basis. She had a Bible and Book of Mormon.

Her busy fingers crocheted everyday, but on Sundays she would twiddle her thumbs and sometimes hum to herself. She could make her thumbs move so fast.

My mothers friend gave her a footstool, which was made with large cans covered with colorful material and fastened together. Often I would sit on that footstool as I talked to Grandma. All of us loved having her with us.

Sometimes she would tell us stories. I.remember "The Little Match Girl", and a story of a little dog named "Stop It". She would go on and on telling the adventures of this little dog,  would stop and say "Ok what is the name of the little dog?" And we would say "Stop it". Then she would say "all right I'll stop it", and that would be the end of the story.

Mama made Grandma's dresses and petticoats. She wore long legged garments and long sleeves. She wore a cotton slip and a shimmey, which was a long half-slip. Stockings up past her knees. Her dresses were long sleeved and down to her ankles. She always wore an apron with a bib top. She bathed once a week. She changed her apron twice a week. And the rest of the clothes when she bathed.

In those days, table salt came in cloth bags. Grandma would take the stitches out of the bag and hem the edges by hand. The printing would wash out in the washer and it gave her a handkerchief for her apron pocket.

Her long gray hair was braided and wrapped in a bun and pinned in back with hair pins. One day she decided to walk down town to the beauty parlor and had her hair cut short and got a Marcel Wave. She saved the braid and gave it to me.

One day just after her bath, she was paralyzed by a stroke. Mother got her in bed and called the doctor. She lived nearly three weeks, quietly passing away without suffering too much. .

That morning I had gone to her room to say goodbye before I went to school. She held my hand for along time. I know that she loved me.

