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About 1962
The fond memories of the family inside turns 
a simple brick house into a loving home.

Preface
This is a compilation of the memories of the living Knaphus children regarding their home in the Sugar House area wherein the family lived from 1920 to 1969.  All of the 14 Knaphus children, except Harold (1912-1918), lived in this house.  Up to 7 children lived in the home at any one given time.  Besides the immediate family living here, others included Torleif’s mother-in-law (Anne Marie Andersen) and Olive’s children (Millie Lou and Ron Bost) who stayed with the family for a few years.
The home was built in 1912 by the Dunshee brothers as part of the Westminster Heights Subdivision.  It was first occupied by the family of Bert E. McIntosh, a cashier for the Sweet Candy Company.  Torleif and Millie Knaphus bought the house in 1920 and moved from their home at 2631 So. 600 East, where they lived for about 3 years.  Prior to that they had lived in Central, Utah (6 miles south of Richfield).  Millie had always been concerned about living so near to the State Prison (across from 2100 So.) where Sugar House Park is now located.  
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When Marie Knaphus (Torleif’s second wife) sold it in 1969, Ted Loosli purchased the home.  Five years later Jan and Carl Lundeberg bought it and have lived in the home ever since.  The exterior of the home has been maintained as original as possible.  The Lundebergs added the garage, shed dormer window, the downstairs bathroom and made a bedroom and computer room where the coal bin used to be.  The Lundebergs have endeavored to preserve this bungalow’s historic character.  
The Knaphus Family would like to thank the Lundebergs for their hospitality and kindness in letting the family return to the home and reminisce, as part of our Summer 2006 Knaphus family reunion.  
As with many homes, many events have occurred in this house including: births, deaths, viewings, birthday parties, family games, sing-alongs, mischievous deeds, Thanksgiving dinners and Christmas parties, family home evenings, and family and personal prayers.  If a home can have a personality, this one would have the traits of being hospitable, comfortable, humble, well-kept, loving, fun, spiritual, and full of joy. 
The living children’s thoughts herein are organized mostly by area of the home and by the chronological age of the child.
This document and photos are available at www.knaphusfamily.org under Torleif’s Histories.

Front Porch / Yard
Note: The bead board ceiling on the front porch, the wood floor, and even the screen door are all original to the home.
MARIE: 
 “We had a lot of sleep-overs there, mostly with cousins in the summertime.  Several could line up and we often told stories to each other before going to sleep.  I remember the milkman tickling our toes or touching a cold bottle of milk to someone’s feet in the early morning.”
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“I recall Dad leaving early in the morning, while we were still asleep, I saw him snitch a sip of the cream off the top of the milk bottles (before milk was homogenized).”  

“We also had stage shows on the porch for the 
neighbor kids, hanging blankets for the stage 
curtains and doing singing and dancing 
numbers for the entertainment.  We played 
school on the steps and porch and involved 
many on the street of different ages to fill the 
classes.  The oldest kids were the teachers and 
if we didn’t do what she said, we couldn’t go 
out to ‘pretend recesses’.”
“We were having so much fun on the porch 
and steps that one evening Dad (in his late 



40s) thought he’d get into the act.  He stood 
    About 1934 – Jack Knaphus in the
on his hands, walked up the sidewalk and up 
    front yard; we’re looking east
all of the front steps of the porch.  I remember 
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we children applauding him and then the kids

went home to spread the news of what he had done.”







JACK:  






 
“We had a habit of never locking the front door.” 

 
ELLING: 
 “I remember the large covered front porch.  It seemed so big when we were young but when I look at it now, it is really quite small.  It was facing north, so it was shady and cool, in the summer.”  

“We spent a lot of time on the porch.  It was where we played when our friends came over and it was a good place to sleep in the summer.  The floor was hard but we did not seem to mind.  We always slept on the west side of the porch, because the window to Mom and Dad’s bedroom was on the east side.”  

About 1952 – the “younger” family by the front porch



   

Front Porch / Yard – continued
ELLING:

 “We had a lot of fun jumping off of the porch ledge and climbing on the porch without using the stairs.  We also spent a lot of time just sitting on the stairs.”
BECKY: 
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 “The front porch was such an inviting
place.  Neighborhood children gathered there for games in daytime and evening.  We used it as a theater.  We put on fashion shows, performed original plays and tap danced away to our hearts’ content.”

 “On hot summer nights, Dad liked to sleep on the porch (in his underwear).  This could prove embarrassing at the end of a date.  I would do a quick check before I let a young man accompany me to the front door to say ‘good night’.”
Easter 1955 – From Left: Martin, Rowena, 
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Becky, John Knaphus, and Carie (Knaphus) Reid in front 






MARTIN: 
 “I remember sleeping out on the front porch, and waking up with a rug on top of us.  Dad was always concerned that we would catch pneumonia.” 





      

1962 – Stephen leaving on a mission – 


the day of his farewell at  church. 


Note: there is no driveway yet.          
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About 1964 – Marie in the front yard
ROWENA:
“Every national holiday Mom made sure the flag was flying from hooks on the east side of the porch, we didn’t have much, but we had a great deal of American pride.

ROWENA:
“Oh, the stories that front porch could tell!  It was like a summer family room.  It’s almost too bad there is air conditioning everywhere now.  The porches brought neighbors together on hot summer nights for gossip and stories – I like Edda Eldridge’s spooky ones.”
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“Leading up to the porch was a walk perfect for hop scotch and ‘Mother, May I?’  The ledges provided great places to set up my doll households.  They were also perfect for watching a thunderstorm roll through the valley.  One summer Martin and I played marathon Monopoly games on the old couch that was put out there.  It was folded down like a futon for sleeping on and it had pretty good springs for jumping, too.”

About 1958 – Rowena playing with Carie (Knaphus) Reid

ROWENA:
“The two pillars on the ends of the porch could probably reveal a time capsule of Knaphus life.  The top halves are hollow wood and had an open space at the top.  At least one doll, cars, balls, planes, Monopoly pieces, and who knows what else disappeared into their depths.  The wooden screen door kept most of the mosquitoes out – if it was ever shut tight.  Cookie, our dog, liked to sit on the porch at night and crunch on the June bugs attracted by the inside lights.”
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“Playing in the sprinkler on the front lawn was the best way to cool off on hot days.  The greatest excitement though was when Stephen and Elling would have a ‘watermelon bust’.  They would attach an old inner tube from a car or truck, the bigger the better, to the hose with wire and secure the other cut end with more wire.  We would bounce on it and jump over it as it filled with water.  As it got bigger and the rubber stretched, we nervously continued, hoping we’d be on it when it burst, but a little scared that we actually would be.  With our house easy to circumnavigate, they also had great water fights with buckets, hoses (front & back) and even garbage cans.  It was great fun to watch from the front porch and learn a few tricks.”
“Are the roses still on the east side of the front yard?  The lilacs on the side and back, the hollyhocks on the west side, and the roses were the only flowers grown

About 1968 – Rowena with a 

successfully in our yard.  There was a red

friend using coal from the
rose bush, a white one (I claimed as my 

infamous coal bin
own), and Mom’s favorite she called 
Talisman Roses (a variegated yellow-pink-peach), and maybe a yellow one, too.”
Master / Front Bedroom
NOTE: The woodwork in the Master Bedroom was originally finished wood then painted.  The current owners stripped the paint and restored the wood to its original beauty.  The wardrobe is original to the room.  As you can see from its small size, it is not adequate to accommodate the wardrobes of today.  The homeowners added an additional closet in this room and matched it to the original as closely as possible.

This bedroom is where Torleif and his wives slept.  After Millie passed away in 1931, when Jack was only 16 months old, Jack slept here with his Dad so Torleif could give comfort to the baby.  This continued until Jack was about 4 years old.  Then daughters Marie and Irene slept in this room while Torleif and Jack moved into the middle bedroom.  When Torleif married Marie Jacobson in 1940, daughters Marie and Irene moved into the middle bedroom.  
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Rowena’s floor plan of the house drawn from memory!  We’ll be referring to portions of this throughout the rest of this booklet.
Living Room

NOTE: One outstanding feature of the living room is the fir ceiling beams.  The current owners also stripped the paint off of them.  Notice the original alder or maple floor that has been restored.  The fireplace and built-in book shelves are original.  The fireplace insert is not original to the home, but is from the same time period.  The fireplace brick was put in by bricklayer Elwin Clark.  Torleif later used him as a muscular model for the body of the Angel Moroni statue on top of the Hill Cumorah Monument.  
Throughout the years, the player piano was a favored piece of furniture as well as it bringing music into the home.  Torleif displayed his paintings in the living room.  Very often they would rotate since he would either sell or give the paintings away to people who would come by – it was used as his gallery.    

Living Room - Continued
MARIE:  
[image: image19.jpg]


“When Jack was about one, and Mother (Millie) was still alive, her mother was living in the home with us at that time.   Irene (age 5) and T. M. (age 10) were pushing the wicker baby buggy back and forth in the living room.  All of a sudden there was a loud crash.  The handle of the buggy had shattered the picture window.  When Millie and Grandma ran into the living room, glass was everywhere and the big plate glass had broken down onto the buggy.  Miraculously, Jack didn’t have a scratch.” 

“I recall the chandelier that hung in the Living Room that was so pretty, but always in the way when anyone tall came into the room, especially our brother Kim.” 
       About 1968 – Family get-together in the
       dining and living rooms – at the table is          

       left to right: Jack, Elling, and Joan.
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1957 – Torleif’s birthday; he’s getting ready to blow out the candles.  This picture is in the dining room looking into the living room.  Notice the light fixture.  This is the second fixture that the home had.  The first one was a stained glass, Tiffany-type light to which Marie referred.  Also notice the wood beams and wainscoting. 

MARIE:

“The player piano, the fireplace, and the warm heater registers hold some of the fondest memories in the house.  Oh, how we loved to pump those pedals on the piano and sing along to the old tunes on the player rolls.  Some of those lonely days without a mother were surely brightened up with that music.”  
Living Room – Continued
MARIE:

“We loved the fire burning in the grate.  Whether it was a need for warmth or for a cozy atmosphere, Dad kept it going much of the time.  I’ll never forget the school morning he set up a card table in front of the fireplace for our breakfast – it looked so beautiful to me and was a fun change.”
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About 1969 – Fireplace mantle and close-up is on the right.
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            About 1957 - Stephen (on the right) 

  with a friend by the front door.

Living Room – Continued
MARIE:
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“It didn’t matter that we had no money for coal for the fireplace.  I remember that Dad would often come home from work and before coming into the house he would pull off a couple of pieces from our fence so he could build up the fire.  The cozy fire was inviting as we knelt together and prayed.  None of us realized or cared much what we didn’t have - there was love in our home.”

“Our Christmas tree was usually in the northwest corner of the living room.  At Christmas-time Dad would pick the tree up by the trunk and moved it into the middle of the room – lights, decorations, and all!  We then all held hands and danced around the tree while singing Norwegian Christmas songs.  One of those songs was “Å var jeg en sangfugl” or “Oh, to be a Songbird”. 

ROWENA:
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“As you enter the living room and turn towards the fireplace, envision a beautifully decorated tree to the right with popcorn strands encircling it and leading silver icicles draped meticulously over the branches.  A warm fire welcomes you from the cold.  Before it on a throw rug, with her back soaking in the soothing heat, lies Mom.  It seemed to be her traditional place on Christmas Day.  As a young child I wondered why she would want to nap on this exciting day.  How could she spend so much time before the fire?”  
“Through the years I learned she deserved much more than this place of comfort and honor.  This was her gift on Christmas, a respite from the hectic preparations which came between catering jobs at holiday parties, organizing the big family get-together (how did we all fit in that living room?), and all the time and budgeting and shopping and sewing and wrapping and everything to give her children a special Christmas each year.  Even if she knew she would have to cater a great many more jobs afterward to pay for it all, she made sure this day was memorable.  Mom loved Christmas and I treasure the image of her there by the fire.
Dining Room

Note: The built-in china cabinet and window seat are original to the home, however the cut glass doors on the china cabinet were removed before the current owners purchased the home (notice them in a photo below).  The wainscoting on the walls is original.  The round dining table that the Knaphus’ had could extend to accommodate about 12 people.  In the northeast corner of the dining room was the sewing machine throughout the years.   
MARIE:  
“My favorite place in the dining room was the window seat on the west.  It was always so sunny and light.  Dad stored his precious Genealogical Records under the window seat.  We were all told that in case of fire, the records needed to be rescued as soon as all of us children were out.”
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“Our mother, as well as Mother Marie, sat at their sewing machines on the right side of the window seat, in the corner where it was light.  They were both beautiful seamstresses.  Our telephone was also in that corner, so we all spent time there.”  

“I loved the round dining table in the center of the room and the built-in corner China cupboard with stained glass door fronts that housed a few treasures.  It seemed like a little bit of elegance.”

JACK: 
 “I remember a Thanksgiving Dinner before Dad married Marie that sisters Marie and Irene cooked and made everything so nice including the table – there was lots of good food.  Mother Marie also fixed some very nice Thanksgiving Dinners for the whole
family.  At one of those dinners, Ronnie 


1957 - Torleif’s birthday celebration 
      (Bost), Marie, Irene, and I weighed before

(Rowena is age 7).  Notice the original      and after dinner to see how many pounds

corner china cabinet with its cut glass      we had gained. 
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doors.
      JACK:
Christmas Dinners were all very nice, too, with the whole family there and all the good food.”
 “We would leave the windows open as it got so hot in the summer.  In the night birds could fly in the house.  One night a pigeon came in and went to the dining room table and it looked like a centerpiece.  Dad was so pleased and loved seeing it!”
              About 1958 – Torleif at a Christmas gathering

Dining Room - Continued
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About 1953 – Martin (age 5) in Dining Room.  Notice the family’s round dining room table, the wood wainscoting and the window seat.
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About 1953 – Family gathering; photo taken in the dining room.  In the back from the left: Kim (42); Grace (33); Irene (26); T.M. (31) - - Front row from left: Marie (29); Torleif (71); Olive (37).  
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About 1953 – Family gathering in dining room – left to right: Ron Bost (19); Dick Knaphus (18); and Norman Knaphus (16).
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Kitchen
Note: The existing kitchen cabinets are original; also note the wood cutting board that Stephen made.  Against the south window (see the picture below) was the rectangle table with a bench between the table and the window. 
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About 1952 – Rowena (2) in the dining room with the camera pointing to the kitchen in the background.

MARIE:  
“When Jack was about 3 to 4 years old, he fell out of the kitchen window while standing on the bench between the window and the table.  He was leaning against the screen.  The prickly rose bush below softened his fall so the sidewalk didn’t harm him too much.”
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MARIE:
“I remember when Irene and I were about 11 and 13 years old, respectively.  We had divided up the work to be done.  Just as I finished scrubbing the floors, we heard a great noise come from the kitchen.  It was T. M. (about 15 years old) and J. D. Cushman on their horses marching up the back steps and through the kitchen.  When we yelled at them, they were laughing so hard and just marched those big animals through the dining room and living room and out the front door and down the front steps.  My fear was that the 
horses would        About 1936 - T.M. on his horse on 
get nervous and leave their ‘calling
      the lawn next door (it was a vacant
card’ along the way.   After they
      lot so the grass there was nice to play  were well out of sight, we too
      on). The camera is pointing east.
had our laugh!”
 













 
Kitchen – Continued
     MARIE:
“I remember in the early 1940’s (actually on April 19, 1940) – Dad was cooking oatmeal on the kitchen stove when we heard on the radio that the Germans had just invaded his homeland of Western Norway, once a neutral nation.  I saw tears of fear come to Dad’s eyes and he had a look of extreme concern on his face.” 

“The same type of thing happened on Sunday, December 7, 1941, Dad was cooking something on the stove.  We had the radio on and the music was interrupted with President Roosevelt’s voice announcing that Pearl Harbor had just been attacked – and so we were thrust into war.”
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About 1958 - Marie at the kitchen sink at a family get-together, which she hosted frequently.
ROWENA:
When you enter the kitchen see if the light switch is still on the right.  At one time it was an old turning switch with a round metal base.  On the left of the door was the electric stove.  We learned not to turn on the light while touching the stove…most of the time.  Every now and then you would hear a “WHOOP! WHOOP!” from Dad and we knew he had forgotten and received that jolt we probably all had experienced a time or two.  Once he was cooking oatmeal in a metal handled pan and while holding it he reached for the light.  You have already imagined it haven’t you?   There was oatmeal texturing on ceiling, walls, floor, stove, table – well, all over.  Look around maybe there’s still some remnants Mom, in all her cleaning, never found.
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Circa 1952 in Kitchen – Left to Right: Chuck Conran, Olive, Lois and Kim Knaphus (Front): Irene and Marie.

Center or Middle Bedroom 
Note: This is now a sitting / TV room.  During the early years there was a double bed, a large chest of drawers and a few shelves on the north side of the room that contained the family’s few games and toys.
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MARIE: 
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“ This bedroom usually absorbed the extra bed guests, when we didn’t go to the front porch or the back lawn.  I remember 3 or 4 of us sleeping cross-wise on the double bed when cousins came to stay.  One time when Jack was small and in a crib, Aunt Myrtle came from Richfield for a visit with tiny Myrt and a couple other small children.  The two sisters (Mother and Myrtle) laughed and said, “If there’s room in the heart, there’s room in the home”.  They emptied clothes out of two dresser drawers into boxes and made comfy beds for Jack and Myrt in the drawers that they placed on the floor.  Then older children took the white metal crib and larger bronze, raised youth-size bed.  We always loved visitors to come stay.”

“The walk-in closet was the best place to age home-made root beer.  One time in the middle of the night, I heard the bottles explode and shoot off it’s bubbling sticky fizz all over everything.  I pretended not to wake up but had to face it in the morning.  Years later, it occurred again with the younger ones, with sweet root beer spotting everything and broken glass thrown among good clothing.”


  Circa 1929 – Marie (age 6) and Irene (3); 
   they would always play “tea party” with 
   their special China ware.  

JACK:  

Remembers being in bed and resting at night late and a prisoner had broken out and ran in between the houses.  That was a scare.  

Center or Middle Bedroom – Continued
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MARTIN: 
“I remember going through a tennis racket (without the strings) in the center bedroom (200 lbs. ago).”

About 1961 – Center bedroom with (left to right) Rowena, Marie, Becky, Martin, Torleif.

Main Bathroom
Note: The current owners haven’t changed the tile from when Torleif’s sons all helped to redo it in about 1962.  They enjoyed working together so much they tiled everything – up the walls and the ceiling, too!
MARIE: 
“When Olive was organizing the chores at home, Irene and I were supposedly cleaning the bathroom but decided to lock the two doors and climb out the window and go play.”
NORMAN: 
“We all decided to go in together with funds and work to redo the bathroom.  It turned out so lovely and Dad was so pleased and proud of his boys that did all of the work.  Mom was also very grateful.”

MARTIN: 
“I remember when Jack, Kimball and T. M. completely tiled the entire bathroom, ceiling, walls, and all.”

Back Porch / Back Bedroom
NOTE: Now a laundry room, this area was originally an open porch with screens instead of windows.  The bedroom was made in about 1925.  Kimball was the first to use it as a bedroom when he was in high school.  The bedroom originally had screens and no glass in the windows.  Later glass was put in, but it was still cold.  Before being Becky’s room, up to two boys occupied this bedroom at one time.
      MARIE:
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“When Kimball first occupied this room, there was a metal bed with a patch-work quilt on it.  In wood shop he had tooled about three wood carved pictures that hung on his wall.  They were an Indian on a horse, a buffalo and the head of an Indian.  Dad was so proud of him for accomplishing this that he often took guests out to his room to show them. 

BECKY: 
“The sleeping porch at the back of the house was my haven.  In 1957 it became my personal bedroom.  We painted it pink and Mother made fancy curtains for the rickety old windows.  The tiny bedroom is now used as a closet!”

Notice the power box is above the stairs by the back door.  Fortunately, it’s been updated since the Knaphus family lived here.  During the 1930’s Torleif didn’t have enough money for the old-type fuse so stood up on a chair and put a penny in the connection.
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Basement
NOTE: Originally this was an open space and totally unfinished. Only about two thirds of the home has a basement.  Soon after moving into the home, Torleif and Millie had the downstairs bedroom constructed including the cupboards and plaster walls. There was not a bathroom downstairs.  In about 1957 a white toilet was placed up on a wooden platform box (because of the poor drainage) and it was affectionately known as the “great white throne”.  There was no privacy while using it – it was just in the open with a view to anyone who walked downstairs.
Basement – Continued
MARIE:

“The basement holds many memories.  We had a big black trunk that sat across from the bottom of the stairs.  It held a few old clothes, old lace curtains, one of Grandma’s old beaded purses she gave us, and a few old-fashioned hats – one was very large with a pretty plume on it.  Deanie and I played dress-up so frequently.  I remember dressing her up as a bride in the lace curtains and Dickie Bockholt as the groom.  We held a fine wedding!”

“Years later I remember the weekly wash.  Our old faithful Maytag ringer washer was a permanent fixture in the basement that was built to last forever.  We had two big tubs to rinse the clothes in, ringing them from the washer to the first tub, then to the second, then to the clothes line either outside during good weather or on lines in the basement during cold weather.  I remember the ‘special day’ we got some twin tubs on wheels, with a drain in the bottom of them.   Pushing them over to the drain sure beat dipping the water out of the old tubs.”  
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“When I was a pre-teen, the basement was the hiding place for a large box of crème filled sugar cookies to be stored for our almost weekly ice cream and game parties with relatives and friends.  We were on the honor system to stay out of that box so they’d be there on Sunday.
NORMAN: 
“Of course a smile comes to all of us when we think of the throne in the basement…who could forget!’

MARTIN:  
“I remember jumping on my pogo stick in the basement while Becky and Stephen counted.  I believe I got up to 1,700 jumps without stopping.”

ROWENA:
“When the bathroom was tiled by the older brothers, a second toilet was put in the basement.  For drainage it had to be raised in height and a platform was built around it.  This “Great White Throne” sat under the food storage cupboards in the open basement.  There was no privacy, but it sure was an essential addition and a great eyebrow raiser for anyone new going down there.”

“On the right side were the old wringer washer and rinse tubs.  Washing was quite a process that took a major portion of Saturday.  Each article of clothing had to be put between the two rollers to wring out the water as the wash progressed from tub to tub.  I liked draining and refilling the tubs with clean water.  Any water on the floor had to be swept up to the drain since it had been placed at the highest rise in the floor.”

Basement – Continued
“Once when I was about eight, Mom had gone upstairs and I decided to help with the wringing.  It was not easy to control the clothes going through, especially the heavy, water soaked Levis and flannel shirts.  Before I realized what was happening, my arm was halfway through the wringer.  I don’t remember hurting as much as being scared and screaming) and I did that well.)  Winter did save the trek upstairs for clothes were hung on lines in the basement.  The furnace helped, but sometimes it took a few days for some to dry.  You definitely had to plan well, especially since wardrobes were limited.”
“Above the tubs were shelves for home canned peaches, pears, apricot juice, jams and whatever produce Mom was given.  Across from them was the creepy ledge where the unfinished basement went under the front of the house.  It was full of dirt and spider webs – some black widows.  But the front part of it was a perfect cool spot for our homemade root beer to age its long two weeks.”
Basement Bedroom

Note: During the early years, this bedroom had a ¾ size bed that had a “hammock-like” mattress that would cause the two who shared it to have to move together.
MARIE:  
“All of the bedrooms were occupied by various siblings, on a rotation basis, according to the length and time of being in the home.  Seldom did just one person occupy a bedroom, and moving around every few years according to need and age.  All of us children have special memories of our nighttime resting spots.  The girls usually taking a hot-water bottle to help warm up the bed and sleeping close on cold nights.

“Irene and I rarely went to bed without each other, even when our schedules were varied.  The boys usually used the sleeping porch and then the downstairs bedroom after the girls left home.

ROWENA:
“On the left (west side) of the basement, opposite the furnace was the one finished room, a bedroom for the boys.  It was a great place away from the busy house upstairs, but I never really wanted to sleep down there.  Maybe it’s because of the story of one of the boys waking up with a black widow on his pillow.”
Coal Bin
Note: This area was converted to a bedroom and a computer room by the current owners.  The coal bin door from the outside is sealed off, but it is still there.
MARIE: 
“The generosity of the Curtis Coal Co. rescuing our family from the winter cold and many other families in the Sugar House area, was a real blessing I won’t forget.  Several times when we were without, I recall hearing the truck drive up, the bin door opened, and a load of unordered coal slid down the shoot.”
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“Our furnace had no automatic stoker, so Dad stoked the fire up good before retiring to bed then got up a couple of times each night to keep it burning.  He made rounds to each of our beds to see that we were covered up good, always finding something more to throw over us ‘till often we were weighted down.”
“That coal bin holds another special memory.  One weekend several of us young neighborhood teenagers decided to burn our initials into the wooden door, using the furnace poker.  We held it in the fire ‘til it was red-hot and then each in turn burned our initials in the wooden door.  One set of those initials belonged to a future SLC Chief of Police.  How happy we were to see them still there about 50 years later, on an earlier walk-through of the Lundeberg’s home (before their computer room was built).” 

ROWENA:
“As you came down the stairs, which were well worn from active boys and loads of laundry carried down to clean and up to hang outside on the clothesline, to the left was the big coal furnace with its massive ducts leading to the registers throughout the house.  It took up about a third of the open space.  Behind it was the coal bin through which large truckloads of coal were delivered. (There was some available for our snowmen, even years after the gas furnace was installed.)  Coal had to be shoveled into the “hopper” which somehow delivered it into the burning furnace, which made funny noises and produced clinkers (strange effuse of not thoroughly burned coal.)”

“An older brother once told me the holes in the area by the coal bin were gopher holes.  I didn’t know what a gopher was, but I had a good imagination and for several years I would charge up those stairs after turning off the light.  The furnace sounds only added to my speed.”
West side of house

About 1925 – West side of house;

Left: Grace, T.M., Olive feeding the lamb, 
Millie (pregnant with Irene) holding Marie, and Torleif is on the right.


West side of home in later years.  Notice the supports for the bay window from the dining room on the upper right hand side of the picture.

The cat is about where the photo above was taken of the family in about 1925.

Back Steps


ROWENA:

“The back porch was good for soaking up the morning sun while eating sugar toast.  And that hardy wild rose bush was still under the kitchen window when I lived there.”
About 1932 – Left: Bill Newman 
About 1936 – Ronnie Bost (2½)  

and T.M. (both age 11). Notice

on the new cement stairs.

the old wood stairs. 


Notice the rose bush outside 





the kitchen window that broke 





the fall of young Jack 3-4 years




 
earlier than this photo. (see 





“Kitchen” section on page 12.)
Based upon the two photos above, the cement stairs were poured between 1932 and 1936. Up until a year ago, you were able to read the names etched into the cement on the eastside of the stairs (see left).  The current owners have since poured a nice new patio and replaced the stairs.  
The names that were etched in the cement were (from top – with their estimated age based upon a 1935 date of installation of the cement): 
T.M.K. (then in cursive): T.M. Knaphus – age 14; Marie (then in cursive): Knaphus – age 12;

Jack K. – age 5 (since his name in cursive, someone 


else may have written this for him);

Irene K.   – age 9.

DARN THOSE NAUGHTY KIDS!



Family dog “Cookie” through the 1950’s and




 into the first part of the 60’s

Back Yard
The front and back yards were places to play not only for the Knaphus family but also all 

the neighborhood kids.

About 1934 - Irene (9) and Marie (11)


About 1934 – Olive’s little girl Millie

The camera is facing east.



Lou (1932-1934) playing in the back








yard.  Notice the Utah State Prison across 






the street (2100 South) – there were no 






buildings between the back yard and the        

           prison.
Feb. 1954 – Martin (age 9) gets a new scooter for his birthday.  Torleif is looking out the door.




Prison Tower


About 1954 – Elling and a friend (Frank) play in the back yard.  Notice the prison tower (partially hidden by the tree)  Camera is facing southeast.
Memories
By Elling Knaphus

I remember sitting in the window seat.


The button box was cool.

I remember the fire that Steve and I set.


The couch burns fast, but mom moves quicker.

I remember the yard stick on the dining room ledge.


It wasn’t for measuring if you know what I mean.

I remember the TV that TM gave to us.


Friday night wrestling with Dad was the best.

I remember Cookie under our table.


My plate was always clean and Cookie never went hungry.

I remember fixing my bike in the back yard.


Five cents worth of gas would clean it fast.

I remember it was great, but now it’s even better.

----- 

Poem about the Home
by Stephen Knaphus

If you ever stoked the furnace

The flames would singe your hair

Pennies were under the fuses and

Jack caught the rat downstairs.

The top of the tree would really sway

“High Ho Silver Away”

You were told to clean your room

The coal bin door was a getaway

We had mice, roaches, ants, and flies

But who cares

We had lots of love and

Jack caught the rat downstairs

A lot has changed

But I don’t care

The breadboard I made

It’s still there.

The Windows of 1446 Redondo
by Rowena (Knaphus) Aina


Why are there windows in the attic no one used?  The only thing that went through them was a baseball or two.  Now the ones above the window seat were there so we could wave at Mary as she washed the dishes and to let the afternoon light in as I read my books.  [Mom said once as she held me as a baby an escapee from the old prison (where Sugar House Park and Highland High School are located) ran past these windows.]  Through the one over the sink, I watched Janie, Hank, and Pepper play, 






keeping my chore from being too boring. 









The bay in the front room 







was a movie screen of the 







neighborhood or a great place to 







watch a winter snow.  My place on 







the bench at the kitchen table had a 







view of those majestic mountains 








and the park, once you got 







past the leaning garage and 
Catalpa tree.  The shade was always drawn on the window in Mom and Dad’s room.  I learned we should have had a shade on the bathroom window after we got a shower installed.  Frosted windows still allow silhouettes.


When Mom started locking the doors and forgot the key, I had to take off my bridesmaid dress and climb in the small, but accessible, window by the back door, landing in the laundry basket.  There were narrow, squat windows to keep the basement from being a dungeon – and to nervously watch if you were detained on the “high-rise throne.”  Giving light to the middle room were French doors full of windows – well usually, if a pillow fight or wrestling match hadn’t recently knocked one out – and then I worried about the ‘giraffes’ (drafts) that Dad said would come in…


The best windows in the house were in the corner back bedroom – not in the winter though, because then they had to be stuffed with rags in the cracks or chilling blasts would penetrate.  But in the summer, with all four wide open, you were outside in your own bed.  Even better still was lilac season … Heaven’s scent permeated my room from the several bushes in the side and back yards.  And that’s why now I have a lilac bush outside my bedroom window.

As opened and seen by Rowena (2006)


----- 

A thanks goes to all of Torleif’s children for sharing 
their photos and special memories of their home.  

The love and hospitality that was felt in this home, 
made visitors feel that it was their home, too.   
Thank you.
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