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STORY OF THE CHRISTIAN LORENTZEN FAMILY 
Christian Lorentzen, a man whom no one forgot, must 
have been an out-standing individual in many ways.  
We can all remember Mother telling us so many things 
about her father: how big and handsome he was, and 
how lively, and full of fun.  He took his girls to the 
ocean to swim and he watched the stars and northern 
lights in their home in far off Denmark.  He as not too 
religious in a pious or dignified manner, but generous 
to anyone in need and so concerned about children, 
and people, generally.  His life was zestful and he 
enjoyed so many things. 

His looks were impressive and each one of his 
grandchildren who has written down their memories of 
him has commented on them.  These physical 
characteristics are a dominant feature have carried on 
down through several generations in a high square 
forehead; black or dark, crisp, live–looking hair; deep–
set, dark blue eyes. 

Grandma Lorentzen was almost his opposite in both 
size and temperament, very devout in her religion and 
firm in her testimony of the gospel. She clung to that 
faith for almost twenty years after first being converted 
to the gospel and until circumstances were such they 
could immigrate to Utah. 

Dorthea Larsen Lorentzen was converted to 
Mormonism in the l850’s not long after the first 
missionaries came to Denmark.  She, with her 
husband, was baptized January 17, l858.  No story of 
that baptisrn has come down to us, but as it occurred in 
mid-winter, in a cold northern country, and 
undoubtedly in a stream or lake it must have been a 
cold occasion, calling for courage of her convictions.  
Truly Dorthea had this.  She wanted to do everything 
the Mormon elders taught them.  This included 
walking a great distance to meetings, foregoing 
tobacco for Christian, paying tithing and other seeming 
privations.  Some of these things were too much for 
Christian, so he complained and refused to comply.  
He was then dropped from church membership.  He 
must have become even somewhat bitter because his 
daughter Margaret says she remembers one time a 
young local Elder, Niels R. Petersen, called during 
cold stormy weather.  Dorthea wanted to have him and 
his companion stay over night as it was a long walk 
before there was another place they could stay, but 
Christian refused to take them in and she had to turn 
them away.  This Elder later became the brother-in-law 
of the daughter, Margaret. 

Being helpless to affiliate herself with the Church 
under such conditions, Dorthea did the best she could, 
keeping her testimony strong in her heart for almost 
twenty years.  Then it was she accidentally broke her 

hip, bringing on the circumstances her daughter Anna 
tells of in her story. 

Dorthea was of a small, slender build, not as pleasing 
in her facial features as grandfather, but having many 
sterling qualities.  She was an expert seamstress, doing 
fine embroidery work and loving nice things such as 
home furnishings, beautiful china and things for her 
home and person.  She was frugal and took care of 
everything.  She was sterner and thought a lot of 
grandfather’s doings were nonsense. 

Marie Petersen Veatch says her Mother, the daughter 
Margaret of this family, used to talk to her a lot about 
her home in Denmark and she gives us this 
information. 

Their Danish home near Follenslev; Holbaek, 
Denmark belonged to Grandmother.  It was called 
Grasmarken and seems to be the name of the estate of 
a large landholder that they worked for.  Ruth Hansen, 
a great grand daughter, while on a mission to 
Denmark, visited this area and says that between 
Follenslev and the sea is a large marsh or peat bog.  
The Lorentzen girls tell of cutting and drying peat.  
The home seems to have lain closer to the ocean than 
the town and they remember going to the ocean with 
their father to swim. 

As has been stated, their Danish home belonged to 
Dorthea, or perhaps it would be closer to the truth to 
say the tenant right to the home came through Dorthea 
'a family.  Christian Lorentzen seems to have belonged 
to a family living in dire poverty.  His hometown, 
Gislinge Holbaek, Denmark, was a short distance from 
Follenslev.  When he married Dorthea, they settled on 
the land that she inherited the right to lease.  She never 
forgot to remind him of it if he ever got out of hand 
and she wanted to assert herself. 

The whole family worked in various ways for the 
landlord.  The oldest son, Soren, who was many years 
older than his sisters, was the coachman for the 
landlord.  He lived at the landlord’s home or near by so 
his sisters only saw him a few times and they never 
really knew each other.  It was also on this estate that 
the second daughter, Margaret, went to work in the 
dairy when she was only nine years old. 

The house they lived in had a thatched roof and only 
two rooms.  The floors were made of earth hard and 
smooth from walking over it.  This floor was sprinkled 
with clean white sand and sometimes when it was 
freshly strewn, designs would be traced in the sand.  
As was the case in most farm homes in Europe of that 
day, and even today, the bone building served for both 
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family and animals, the family lived in one end, the 
animals at the other.  Often there was sort of an open 
room between where much of the work was carried on 
such as flailing grain, shearing the sheep. Butchering 
and curing meat and the “storwash” was also done here 
with large kettles on a sort of stone fireplace.  Ruth 
Hansen, on a mission to Denmark from July 1949 to 
July 1951 was many such farmsteads.  The big ones 
are called “gaards”. 

Grandmother Lorentzen’s mother had been married to 
a German man, Jorgen (or George) Henrick Lemnitz.  
They had two children, a boy and a girl.  The boy, and 
perhaps the girl also, went to Brazil and died there of 
yellow fever.  This German was a cabinetmaker and 
made furniture, which would be valuable heirlooms 
now.  Grandmother inherited this furniture from her 
mother and it was by selling this that they got the 
money for their emigration to America.  This German 
man died and later his widow died and his widow later 
married a Danish man named Lars Larsen.  He was the 
father of our grandmother, Dorthea Larsen Lorentzen. 

Some years ago, not many years before her death, 
Annie, the oldest daughter of the Lorentzen family, 
visited Lorenzo and Wanda Petersen and talked to 
them about her parents and their home in Denmark.  
Most of you have copies of this story.  Want wrote it 
as Aunt Annie told it. 

Then in February 1952, Lillian Nelson, daughter of 
Annie Lorentzen Nelson, and the oldest grand daughter 
wrote this from memory of the Lorentzen 
Grandparents. 

I do not know where grandfather Lorentzen was born 
but I do know that his children, Anna, Margaret, and 
Marie were born in Follenslev, Holbaek, Sjealland, 
Denmark.  Sjealland is the island on which is 
Copenhagen, the capital of Denmark, is situated.  I am 
quite sure grandfather was born on this island, but am 
note sure of the town and county. (Gislinge, Holbaek, 
Sjealland, Denmark is his birthplace–Ruth Hansen) 

Mother said their little farm of about twelve acres was 
called Grasmarken and was near the sea.  My earliest 
recollections of grandfather, “Fadder” was of a man 
over six feet tall, graying black hair, and the darkest of 
blue eyes.  He was straight and athletic looking.  He 
had served twenty years in the army, which accounted 
for his military bearing. 

The reason he served so many years in the army was 
that in Denmark, all young men were compelled to 
have military training, but could have their training 
done for them if their fathers could pay for having it 
done.  Grandfather followed the army doing military 
work of this kind for twenty years. 

Grandfather was a jolly, rollicking fellow and liked a 
joke about as well as the next fellow, or in fact as well 
as his daughters Anna and Margaret.  Margaret in 
many ways was so much like him.  Wilford Peterson, a 
grandson, has his looks his actions to some extent.  He 
had a violent temper on occasions, but didn’t hold a 
grudge for long.  Marie, his youngest daughter, had his 
scholarly tendencies but I think most of his posterity 
drew some of his desire for learning.  He had an 
inquisitive nature as did Margaret and Anna and was 
always eager to learn.  He was very loyal to his 
friends, which later in this writing show was his 
undoing.  He loved to visit and I can see him now 
sitting on a handmade bench swapping yarns with Old 
Man Fredricksen.  Old Man Fredricksen, Eli 
Fredricksen’s Father, an old sailor who wore long hair 
reaching to his shoulders, earrings, and an old slouch 
cap over one ear and grinning between a tooth that 
showed here and there. 

Grandfather was impatient, prompt and very neat and 
orderly.  Everything had a place and everything was 
always in place.  He made many handy gadgets for 
grandmother as he had a yen for constructing useful 
articles.  Part of the little farm was marsh and peat bog.  
The peat was cut into blocks and dried for fuel.  I 
remember mother telling how she and Margaret turned 
the peat blocks to dry and at the same time herded their 
geese in the marshes.  I also remember he telling of 
how the geese would stay out in the water until dark, 
and of how frightened they were to go home without 
the geese, as grandfather was such a stern man. 

The farming was done with a one horse plow since one 
horse was all grandfather owned.  Besides the plow, 
there were other tools such as a grain cradle, scythe, 
shovels of several kinds, sharp knives, a sort of cart 
which was used to haul the grain the thatched shed.  
The grain was taken to the flailing room and threshed 
as need for flour and feed for the stock.  The threshing 
was done by hand.  The picture the family made 
reminds me of Millet’s “The Gleaners”, as grandfather 
cradled the grain, grandmother bound it, Anna and 
Margaret gleaned and as Mother said, “Marie came 
bellering along behind.”  Enough grain was taken to 
the mill to be made into flour to last until harvest time 
again.  Then the flour was taken to the baker for their 
year’s supply of bread, mostly rye, since white bread 
was rarely baked and only for special occasions. 

Each week Margaret and Anna walked to the baker to 
get the week’s supply of large long loaves of bread.  It 
was Anna’s duty to do the shopping for a few articles 
and also to buy grandfather’s quart of “brandyvin” 
(brandy, I suppose) for he had his swallow of 
“brandyvin” every morning without fail, one swallow, 
no more, no less. 
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The livestock consisted of one horse, two cows, a few 
sheep, a pig or two, chickens, geese, and often a few 
ducks.  Geese were a necessity for their bedding which 
was feather beds of down and feathers.  Almost 
everything needed was produced on the farm.  Linen 
from the flax, cloth and yarn from the wool.  
Grandmother spun the wool into yarn for all their 
dresses, suits, stockings, shawls, mittens, etc.  Their 
garters were knitted yarn which grandmother spun.  
Grandmother carried the little spinning wheel she used 
in Denmark to America.  She carried it in her arms.  
Many times have I sat on the floor and helped the 
wheel go around when little “Mody’s” (grandmother’s) 
feet were so tired.  Grandmother was a frail little 
woman and in her last years was afflicted with 
tuberculosis, which caused her death at the age of 
seventy-six. 

There were four children in the family—Soren, Anna, 
Margaret, and Marie.  Soren was twenty years older 
than Anna and left home soon after she was born to 
hire out so the brother was a stranger to his sisters.  
Grandfather and grandmother were converts to the 
L.D.S. Church.  I do not know the date.  I have no way 
of finding out unless I could get the date from the date 
from church records in Utah.  As near as I can figure, it 
was around 1876 to 1878.  Grandmother was very 
sincere in her religion, but grandfather didn’t take his 
religion too seriously. 

The missionaries who converted them also converted 
two other families from the same town also wanted to 
come to America but did not have the means.  As 
grandfather had sold his property and had money left 
after paying his own family’s transportation, the 
missionaries persuaded him to pay for the other 
families also, saying that when they reached Zion, the 
two families would get work and pay for their 
emigration.  As grandfather was loyal to friends, he 
trusted them to their honesty.  Surely no one who was 
making such a sacrifice could do any wrong, but to his 
dying day he never received his money.  I can 
distinctly remember him walking the floor cursing 
these men as his family was obligated to live in a 
dugout the first years they were in Utah.  They had 
lived comfortably and respectably in Denmark.  About 
the year 1879 they moved to Ferron, crossing the 
mountains by way of Salina Canyon with ox team.  
Poor little “Mody” could hardly take such hardships. 

My father gave grandfather a piece of land, five acres, 
which he farmed raising wheat for flour and for 
feeding his pig—also lucerne for the cow.  He grew a 
vegetable garden and had a flock of chickens, which 
gave him a small income. 

He used to walk to town carrying his eggs in a shining 
brass kettle, which I now have and treasure greatly.  It 

was given to my sister Metta and she in turn gave it to 
me.  That kettle brings many childhood memories of 
walking to town with grandfather and of the “one egg 
for candy”, of crossing the creek by stepping stones he 
put in the shallow stream to take the place of a bridge.  
On our way back from town, we rested in one of the 
many little arbors he had made from the wild 
cottonwood trees, vines and willows growing along the 
creek bank.  These arbors had rustic benches where 
grandfather and grandmother spend many hours during 
the long summer afternoons.  There was a good path 
along the creek, which let to Aunt Margaret’s house 
and midway in the good path was a place to rest. (I 
know the Danish name for it, but can’t spell it). 

When Marie was about fifteen years old, she went to 
Salt Lake City and hired out to some Danish friends of 
grandfather and grandmother’s.  Then later she worked 
in wealthy homes on Brigham Street.  She made 
frequent visits home and after many years returned and 
bought a home in town on the lot now owned by 
Andrew Rasmussen just across the street from the Tan 
Crawford home.  The house was neat two-room, 
sawed-log house with an attic.  Marie took care of her 
parents the rest of their lives. 

(I forgot to say that grandfather’s family came to 
Manti from Denmark, and it was there in Manti that 
Aunt Margaret met her husband and my mother met 
my father.)—The above is Lillian Nelson’s account 
written 4 February 1951. 

 

Viola Petersen Zwahlen, oldest living daughter of 
Margaret, wrote the following account on 5 December 
1951. 

Maybe some of you wouldn’t know how Grandpa and 
Grandma looked–their size or anything.  Of course 
grown people always look big to children, but I believe 
Grandpa Lorentzen was over six feet tall.  He wore a 
chin beard the same as Grandpa Petersen but it was 
darker.  As I remember him, he was quite good looking 
and always jolly and kind.  He came out to our place 
quite often and always had a little candy in his pocket.  
Of course he always teased us a little before we got it.  
We would meet him halfway to the creek and by the 
time we got to the house he would get it out for us. 

He always played with us, so of course we mauled him 
a lot.  Grandma was quite different.  I don’t remember 
that we ever played with her.  She was very serious.  
She was good to us, but never one bit jolly.  She had 
that stiff hip so it was hard for her to get around much.  
She was not a small woman being, I think, about five 
foot six inches tall and quite raw boned.  I guess they 
didn’t have much to do with.  The only thing I ever 
remember they had to live on was a cow, a pig, and 
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about a dozen hens.  I don’t know how they lived.  
Aunt Annie and our folks and Aunt Marie must have 
helped them.  Aunt Marie didn’t marry until they were 
both dead. 

They lived in a little dugout at the lower end of Aunt 
Annie’s orchard.  It was right down by the creek.  
There was a grove of cottonwood trees between the 
creek and the dugout and in the summer, they sat there 
a lot on chairs Grandpa had built of sticks and willows.  
It was so nice out there.  There were always birds 
singing.  I especially remember the little yellow 
canaries (we called them).  We surely like to go there. 

There was only one room in the dugout, but they didn’t 
have much to put in it.  I think there was a fireplace, 
but they had one of these small cook stoves that they 
used.  Then there was a bed with rope for a spring and 
straw tick for a mattress.  They used feather beds 
instead of quilts.  It made a good bed.  A cupboard, a 
table, and a few chairs, and a box or two for clothes 
completed the furniture. 

There was another small dugout for the chickens and a 
stable for the cow and pig. 

They had a garden where they raised a few vegetables.  
I know there was one small bunch of asparagus.  One 
day I saw a nice ferny stalk and went in and asked 
Grandma if I could have it.  She was having her nap 
and said yes, so I took a knife and went out and cut it 
off.  When she woke up and saw what I had done, she 
was really angry.  She took it away from me, but in a 
little while she gave it back and said that now that it 
was cut off, I could just as well have it. 

I don’t remember Aunt Marie in those early days.  She 
was away at Salt Lake, then she worked at the mental 
hospital in Idaho.  It burned while she was there.  The 
night it burned, she had the keys to all the rooms.  By 
the time she gotten all the people out of their rooms, 
she only had time to grab a few things that she could 
get in a hurry before she was nearly overcome by the 
smoke.  She lost all she had.  I don’t know how much 
it was, but when it is everything, it doesn’t make so 
much difference whether it is a little or much. 

When she came here to live, she bought a place in 
town and moved Grandpa and Grandma in there.  I 
guess you all know where it was, across the street 
north of Crawford’s.  They both died there.  Grandpa 
died the day Stanley Nelson was born, in November 
1895.  Grandma lived nearly another year.  I think it 
was in October 1896 when she died suddenly.  She had 
tuberculosis, Aunt Marie said she got up in the night 
and coughed quite hard and then just slumped over and 
was dead.  Grandmother had a big carbuncle on her 
face.  She had had it for quite a while but I think it was 
getting better just before she died. 

Grandmother was very strong in her faith.  When 
Erastus Snow first brought the gospel to Denmark, 
they both joined the Church but Grandfather didn’t 
seem to have a very strong testimony so he wasn’t 
active and they removed his name from the records.  It 
must have made him bitter because he didn’t want to 
have anything to do with the missionaries.  Grandma 
still hung on and prayed.  It took a long time.  I think it 
was twenty years, then one evening they had been 
sitting outside and as they were going into the house, 
Grandma slipped on the stone step and fell and broke 
her hip.  I don’t know if there were any doctors or 
not—at any rate, she was in bed for two years and her 
leg didn’t heal.  Finally, after a lot of coaxing, Grandpa 
relented and let the elders come and administer to her.  
She started to improve and soon got around on 
crutches.  Grandpa was re-baptized and they decided to 
come to Zion.  Now I don’t know just how long all this 
took, but when they got on the ship, Grandma threw 
her crutches away and never used them again.  It 
seems like she walked to our place sometimes.  That 
was nearly two miles. 

She never forgot her meeting on Thursday forenoon.  It 
was the regular fast and testimony meeting.  I 
remember one time she came out home after fast 
meeting and Ma was washing.  She had forgotten it 
was fast–day.  Grandma was surely disgusted.  She 
couldn’t see how anybody could forget such an 
important thing. (End of Viola’s account). 

 

Dora Petersen Ellis, second oldest living daughter of 
Margaret, wrote the following 29 November 1951. 

I can’t remember very much about the Lorentzen 
Grandparents, just two or three time when he came out 
to our place.  I remember once he brought some little 
doll furniture.  It was of some kind of metal and 
upholstered in red satin.  Then he picked me up ad 
danced and sang.  I remember he was so tall and 
straight and had a beard around the bottom of his chin 
like all the men wore then. 

I remember Mother telling how he took their first baby 
home while they weaned her.  So that was really 
something for Grandfather to do.  My Raymond 
reminds me of his picture that used to hand by the 
front door at home. 

I can just see him in the old house.  I think he died 
while we still lived there.  He was as big–hearted as he 
was in stature—always had something in his pockets 
for us kids.  He used to walk the two miles—or I think 
that is what it was, from his old dugout to our place.  
He came real often to see us. (End of Dora’s account). 
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The last of January 1952, Wilford Petersen, oldest son 
of Margaret, told the following to his sister, Adrian 
Hansen, and she took notes: 

I first remember going to Grandpa Lorentzen’s on 
Sunday afternoons and we would go to Aunt Annie’s 
where Jesse Nelson, my cousin and I would play.  We 
were the same age and had so much fun.  Sometimes 
we went to Uncle Peter R. Petersen’s to visit, too. 

Grandpa Lorentzen kept a cow and some chickens.  
They must have had a very small income.  Still he was 
an ambitious man a good worker.  He worked out for 
farmers some, especially to sow grain in the spring.  
He was such a big strong man and could carry a larger 
amount of seed grain.  He could sow broadcast, using 
both hands.  This was unusual as most men could only 
sow with one hand, using the other to help support the 
heavy sack which would be tied in such a way it would 
be slung over one shoulder with the open end handy to 
reach into. 

Their first home was merely a dugout in the creek 
bank, not far from Aunt Annie’s house.  The dugout 
was only one room.  It faced east. 

I remember one time a skunk got into the chicken coop 
and Grandpa tried to kill it or get it out.  Anyway, he 
got the worst of the deal and had to bury his clothes. 

Grandpa loved children and even took his baby 
grandchildren to his home when it was time to wean 
them.  He did this for both Annie and Margaret for 
their oldest children. 

Grandma was a small woman.  I remember her always 
wearing some sort of cap on her head.  She sewed a lot 
and also made such good butter from the creamed she 
skimmed from the pans of milk. 

I remember Grandpa walking out through the lanes to 
come and see us.  He liked walk—tall and straight. 

They sold all they owned in Denmark to come to Utah.  
They never had much property after that.  Their 
youngest girl, Marie, cared for them in their old age 
and did not marry until after they had both died. 

There is one sort of funny story about Grandpa 
Lorentzen.  When he was being questioned by the 
official when he was taking some sort of test for his 
naturalization papers, he was asked, “How did you 
come to America”.  Not quite understanding what was 
asked, he hesitated, so to help him out, the man said, 
did you come by ship or train, or by horseback?”  
Catching a familiar word, Grandpa’s answer was, “Ya, 
Ya.  I come by horseback.” (End of Wilford’s story). 

Notes Concerning Life in Denmark and Early Utah 

The customs of that time were so different that to tell a 
few would be interesting.  Remember bathing, hair–
washing, etc.  The women were very careful about not 
exposing their bodies and bathing was done sort of 
piece–meal, if at all.  In cold weather, it was disposed 
with as being too risky to get the body wet and 
exposed and run the chance of colds of chills.  
Washing the hair was also a thing to be considered 
seriously, as it was a great shock to have the head wet 
so long.  It was safer and just as good to use a fine 
comb.  The hair stayed much neater if it was oily and 
not so fussy from washing.  But Christian Lorentzen 
liked to swim in the ocean in the summer and would 
take his girls with him.  He would let the cling to his 
back as he swam in the surf.  He was not afraid of 
water at any time and liked to be clean. 

Their clothing was not changed very often and 
washings were done only occasionally.  They had big 
supplies of household linens and then three or four 
times a year they would do what they called a 
“storwash” (big washing) when the scrubbed and 
boiled clothes, sometimes for a day or two.  In between 
times, as needed, a piece or two would be rubbed out 
between the hands in a basin. 

One of the main foods in Denmark was fish—
especially salt herring.  It was kept through the winter 
in small barrels or casks.  As long as they lived I 
remember Pa and Ma wishing for some good salt and 
smoked herring, especially if their appetites needed a 
little extra lift.  They would also store potatoes, 
cabbage, and onions to use through the winter and cure 
pork.  In fact, Mother made the best sausage, head 
cheese and what she called “finka” or whatever is the 
right name.  It was made from chopped liver, 
cracklings from the lard, onion, and seasoning of some 
kind.  It was good on cold winter nights. 

 

Footnotes 

There was a difference of opinion among the writers 
on the length of time that Christian Lorentzen served 
in the Danish Army.  Do we have anything authentic 
on this?  According to dates available on marriage, 
birth of children, baptism, etc. we get this information. 

Christian Lorentzen and Dorthea Larsen were married 
2 January 1847.  Soren Peter was born 13 April, 1847 
(according to other records of this time and area this 
situation was common and Ruth Hansen says it’s still 
very much in evidence.  The social and economic 
situation was more to blame than bad morals of the 
people.) 
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Two stillborn children, one in 1850 and one in 1851.  
No other children until Anna born 15 February 1863, 
making sixteen years between the son and this girl. 

Ane Margarethe born 23 September, 1864 

Marie born 19 July, 1868 

Christian re-baptized 10 March 1878 

Immigration to Utah 1879 

It was during the period when Dorthea did not have 
any other children except the son that she joined the 
church.  At the time she joined, she was given a 
blessing that if she lived faithfully she would be 
blessed with more children who would live to 
adulthood.  It was after this blessing that she later bore 
the three little girls. 

 

May Adrian Petersen Hansen 
Delta, Utah 
13 and 14 June, 1952 
 
Danish church records indicate Christian Lorentzen was christened Christen, the more common name of the two. 


