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My Memory Wall
Above the window: The three paintings I bought from Rav Larsen, one Saturday morning in Brugsen’s Cafeteria in Skagen.
To the left of the window: Carved mask I found out in nowhere country in Bali.
Under the window from the left: Painting with motif from Gl. Skagen painted by my brother-in-law Arnold Trolle, Sonja’s big brother.
The two flower paintings are painted by Anita Holm. Two bronze things with Viking motifs, a gift from the family in Finland.
To the right of the window: First row: Photo of Annette and Louise in the bathtub in Overstræde, photo taken handheld by my mother. A mask I bought from a lovely Balinese, whose grandfather has carved it. Lacquered carving made of palm wood. Painting from
northern Bali, I bought from the artist himself and at the bottom a xylography found in a waste container here in Mogensparken.
Middle row at the top: Photo of Elværket in Kolind taken by my mother. Line drawing of the gable of the printing house in Overstræde, Grenå, drawn by Jørn Vester, former Falck rescuer in Grenå. At the bottom a painting by Jørn Vester of the superstructure
facing Storegade.
Right row at the top: Collage made by Anita in kindergarten. Christmas plate from 1949 my parents got as a wedding gift. Picture
of Ida and at the bottom an old story from Bali built over the story of two brothers and one’s wife.
At the bottom my new wine rack, which is a pandami purchase.
Sitting in the chair Ida’s pollinated cat.

2

Forlaget Holm
2021
3

Contents

- out of a printing family ...
One of the »Sons of Black Art« tells ...

My memorial wall.......................................................................

2

Recorded by:
Peer Fabech Holm during the Corona pandami March-April 2021 in Denmark.
Additions, adjustments and corrections to the text are made on an ongoing basis.

The children................................................................................

6

Introduction.................................................................................

7

The beginning............................................................................

11

Cover photo:
Taken in the living room at Nedre Mosevej 55 on Skagen with Sonja on a Saturday
morning in 1976.

Herregården Aagaard.................................................................

26

The ancestors.............................................................................

33

Back photo:
Sonja, photo taken in Legoland near Billund in 1978.

The power plant in Kolind.......................................................

47

School time at Grenå Vestre Skole............................................

61

Working life...............................................................................

77

Soldier time in Fredericia.......................................................

119

Brande......................................................................................

133

Skagen......................................................................................

145

Travel.......................................................................................

155

Telemark autumn 1975...........................................................

198

Glatved.....................................................................................

201

Overstræde...............................................................................

221

East of the Kingdom of Heaven...............................................

251

Viborg.......................................................................................

255

The Colony Gardens................................................................

281

On rear edge....................................................................................

291

Consistent font:
Melior LT Std.
The book is layout with:
Adobe InDesign CC 13.0 2018 (Windows).
Image processing performed with:
Adobe PhotoShop CS6.
Line drawings corrected with:
Adobe Illustrator CS6.
The PDF file is created by:
Adobe Acrobat XI Pro.
Published on:
https://fabech-holm.dk/onewebmedia/udafenbogtrykkerfamilie_002.pdf
Translation into English:
With the help of a web-based translation program, I have done my best to reproduce
my memories in English.

4

Gutenberg, is i.a. one of the reasons for
the art of letterpress printing with loose
types was invented and the art of letterpress printing also gained its entrance to
Denmark.
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The children

Introduction

The younger share of the family.
From left:
Lone, Louise with Anita in her arms,
Annette and Jan.

It is written December 1991, we were fast on our way to Christmas!
The year before, at the beginning of May, my father had suddenly passed away after he and I, the week before, had been i.a. at the graphic
trade fair DRUPA in Düsseldorf, Germany.
Through 1991, Sonja and I had the idea of s topping independent book printing in Grenå. We had ended up in an incredibly difficult financial situation, where our opportunities to create the earnings it would require that
we still had the opportunity to maintain a sensible ongoing operation.
I made the decision in early December 1991 to close down the 106-yearold book printing house, just as much as to give ourselves the opportunity to move on in life.

I have deliberately chosen not to include the grandchildren in my
memories to a greater extent. Not because they need to be overlooked, but when they may reach an age and feel like it, they can tell
their life experiences.
But they are at least here ..... all:
Lone has Nikolaj and Benjamin.
Louise has Ida and Theis.
Annette has Sara and Signe.
Jan has Vibeke.
Anita has no children.
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The old family printing house had been set up by great-grandfather on 1 May 1885 in Lillegade 33 in Grenå after great-grandfather had stopped as editor at Grenå Folketidende, as the editorial staff and the owner could not agree on the editorial line.
Great-grandfather stopped working as an active book printer in 1921.
From 1921, grandfather took over the printing house. In the same year
he bought the property Overstræde 1, which was a quarter of the old
Skoubye’s Købmandsgård, and from there ran the family printing house.
In May 1954, the printing house passed to father and mother, who
ran the printing house until 1981, when Sonja and I, as the fourth generation, continued the printing house.
Holms Bogtrykkeris existed for 105 years, but I will substantiate the
story of the printing house later in the memoirs.
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Had the Danish government not made a complete shutdown of Denmark from mid-March 2020 and I had the opportunity for my 4
weeks of »recreation« in Bali in April, I would have begun to write
down my memories under Asia’s lovely sun 8 lines south of Equator, but as I said, it put an abrupt stop to the pandami worldwide.
The idea of writing

down my memories is not of recent date, but appeared via Facebook in the beginning of 2021, when an acquaintance in
Grenå wished he could write down his experiences was employment
at a printing company in Grenå. I quietly reminded him he had to do
it before it was too late. During the 10 years as an independent book
printer in Grenå, I printed a number of memoirs for other people from
all over Denmark. Therefore, the tank has also been lying and splashing just below the surface for many years.
My memories are structured in fixed sections. These are places I have
lived and came to mean to me. There will definitely be repetitions or
overlaps between individual sections. At a relatively old age, around
the age of 45, I decided to start on Merkonom’s basic subject at the
Business School in Viborg. I was unquestionably the oldest »student«
during the three years I went to Business School. I had not sat on the
8

To the right of the staircase on the 1st floor behind the last windows I was born.
In the basement downstairs to the left
was a soda factory in my childhood.
In the basement descent to the right
of the stairs there was a shoemaker,
In the yellow building on the right was
the Democrat’s local editorial office in
Grenå. Then lay Bogbinder Harling’s
shop and next to it again Bager Andersen’s sale.

school bench for the last 25 years. Some of the very inward students
taught me what disposition was and was used for.
If I have been unhealthy through life, some will probably get the impression when they discover how much I have moved around in life.
My curiosity to see and experience what is there after the next turn has
always filled much of my life.
Since I finished writing down my memories, I have chosen to link a
few new paragraphs to the memories. I have chosen to tell a little more
about my wonderful years in Brande.
New memories and memories are constantly emerging from the
subconscious, with which I will expand t he relevant sections on
an ongoing basis.
In the following more than 280 well-illustrated pages, I have made an
honorable attempt, as an amateur writer, to jot down my memories
and recollections as I remember them and wish to pass them on to my
descendants and other good people.
To separate the characters from each other, I have used the term
grandfather, grandmother and grandfather rather than what I called
them both, grandfather and grandmother. My memories are helped
along the way by the huge imagery I have.
Really enjoy reading.
Viborg in February 2022.
Peer Fabech Holm
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The beginning ...

A picture from the Dublin trip in 2012
with good friends around Viborg Brewery.
The photo was taken in the courtyard at
The Brazen Head. Dublin’s oldest pub
from 1198.

We lived in Lillegade no. 37 and our nearest neighbor was Lillegade no. 39 Aftenstjernen.
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I am a post-war child, as it is called for my year of birth. Born 3 years
after the end of World War II on April 23, 1948, at 14.45 in Lillegade
23 on the 1st floor t.h., I have learned through my parents.
The first thing I can faintly remember from that time in Grenå is that
in 1952 we had moved to Lillegade 37 at Charles Udsen in Den Gamle
Garvergård, because that year little brother Jørgen was born shortly before Christmas Eve. My parents were probably not completely satisfied
with the private landlord in Lillegade 23, who was a cobbler and had
a very tight madame.
On December 23, I have been told, the day little brother Jørgen was
to come into the world, I was parked over the neighbor Nielsen and
his wife. Nielsen and his wife lived where Aftenstjernen is and has its
forerunner today. I remember Nielsen’s living room. When you entered through door number two out of the street, there was a huge plush
sofa at the end of the living room, which I was probably allowed to
jump in by Nielsen.
Next to Lillegade 37 we had a gardening shop, inside the backyard
was the blacksmith Poulsen blacksmith shop, just opposite Lillegade 37 was a tobacco shop, whose youngest daughter I went to school
with. To the left of the tobacco shop was a narrow passage to Markedsgade. At the end of the passage to the left was Villadsens Mælkeudsalg,
shortly before we had the cooper. It was often we went over to see the
cobbler make his shit. To the right of the tobacco shop facing the church, glazier Lauritzen had his workshop inside the backyard.
Lillegade 37, »Den Gamle Garvergård« was then owned by master
painter Charles Udsen. As I remember the farm, it was then a huge
stone paved courtyard, where it was not allowed to play football for
Mrs. Udsen. At the end of the farm across towards Storegade was a,
11

At the bottom in the middle of the picture, the gate entrance from Lillegade into
Garverigården.
To the right, the corner of the eastern tannery building.

you could say, ornamental garden with apple trees and a small garden
house. Like everyone there was something about the bourgeoisie at
the time, one had to have a nice garden to enjoy the Sunday coffee
presentably. Here we children who lived in the farm were not allowed
to come either. Udsen lived on the first floor, and could see everything
that was going on in the yard from the balcony.
Wash day, I clearly remember when mom had wash day. There was
a laundry room with a gruel kettle under the western tannery building.
On the first floor of this tannery building, Udsen had a large room with
his billiards. Dad played there sometimes. The washing day started
early and the sun should preferably shine from a cloudless sky. Peat
cords were not allowed to be set up in the yard, therefore most of the
yard was filled up with compound wooden bucks, where the clothes
had to be laid out to dry on. The yard should again be emptied of
laundry and bucks before sunset. It was hard ods, to be the little housewife. After a few years of doing big laundry this way, Dad went with
some other family fathers to buy a shared washing machine. The washing machine alternated between the families. The clothes still had to
be left to dry in the yard on wooden bucks.
Lillegade 37 was divided into 2 apartments. We lived in the western
apartment seen from Lillegade and Miss Slemmesen in that name on
12

Little brother Jørgen with his elephant on
the back stairs of Lillegade 37.

the left. We shared about the toilet in the back hallway facing the courtyard. One day I came to drop the board a little hard, whereby the
basin split into two parts.
As I remember the decor of the apartment, there was at the bottom
front and back hallway and kitchen with basement, small dining room
and small living room. A steep back staircase led up to the first floor
with bedroom without heat. A grate in the floor carried the heat down
from the living room up into the bedroom. The tiled stove was located
just below the grate to conduct heat upstairs during the cold periods.
I remember from childhood, the many times I have walked a lot up
and down the back stairs when I woke up in the middle of the night
because I was suffering enormously from growing pains.
We have come so far in the 1950s, my parents had taken over the
printing business in May 1954 after my grandfather. I remember before
my parents chose to take over the book printing, my parents wanted
to Kolind, to review the takeover papers for the book printing with
grandfather.
In early October 1959, Grandpa died after a short illness. I from
Overstræde I remember he had a bedroom in the space until the printing house itself. When Grandpa had to be taken to the hospital, at
least I was in and saying goodbye. What I did not know at the time, but
all the adults knew he would not come home again.
How was Overstræde 1 so arranged when we moved from Lillegade
37 to the printing house in Overstræde during the year 1960? In the
western half we had the residence, while in the eastern half there was
the printing house.
From the courtyard was the entrance until a small hallway, where
to the right was an old-fashioned kitchen. The kitchen was furthest
13

west in the building. The stairs up to the ceiling were right in front.
Going up the stairs, there was a bedroom to the right and to the left a
small room that had been my father’s, which I later took over. Continuing through the door, you came out to the attic with the bare roof
tiles. Down the stairs again, and going right through the door, one entered the front living room, where as I remember back grandfather’s
large crumb of a brown upholstered high chair stood to the left, where
grandfather took his nap in. The chair was clearly marked of many
fire holes when grandfather had lost the cigar during the nap. From
the front living room, and you went to the right, you had the dining
room, which you reached through a smaller door. Continuing through
the front living room and going to the right, you entered Grandpa’s
bedroom. Continuing from here on to the left, you entered Grandpa’s
dressing room, where to the right was an entire wall of wardrobes.
From here there was again access to the bathroom and toilet, which
was on the left.
Through the door at the end of the dressing room you then entered
the printing house. In the first room was the setter with all the setter
shelves and there were many of them. Through a small opening, you
then entered where the printing machines themselves were. Shortly
inside the printing house on the left was a door out to the back hallway, where a staircase on the right led up to the attic where the paper
warehouse was located. Once the paper had been purchased and the
haulier handed over the paper, it had to be carried up to the ceiling.
When the paper is later used for printing, it should be retrieved.
Back and down in the printing house and continuing on, they came
to the finishing department, where the cutting machine and various
other auxiliary machines were located. To the left into an aisle was
14

An image that holds many memories
from a fantastic youth.
On the left wing is our coach and team
leader insurer Louis Bilde, who lived in
Overstræde opposite the printing house.

Dad’s office and to the right through a small opening in the wall was
the stationery store, where there was an entrance from Overstræde.
Initially, the entire building was heated with coal, coke and briquettes. After a few years, the old tiled stoves were taken down and we
had new petroleum stoves installed in the apartment and the printing
plant. A 1,200 liter tank was set up in the old woodshed. Every morning and evening during the heating season, it eventually became my
job to pick up petrol in 10 liter cans and refill it in the smaller tanks
set up in connection with the stoves.
After a few years, these petroleum stoves were also taken down and
we were given district heating. All district heating pipes were laid in
the skunk in the attic and from here pipes were led down to the suspended radiators. When the winter was particularly harsh, the water
froze in the pipes in the attic and we had to have Søren Jensen over to
thaw the pipes!
When the town of Grenå had the district heating pipes laid down
in the streets, you could see where they were in the winter. Here there
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was always snow and ice-free. When Overstræde was paved, the old
bridge pavement was not removed. This coating was first taken up and
removed in connection with the laying of the district heating pipes.
When grandfather had passed away in October 1959 and the estate
had to be settled and divided between father and his four sisters, it
caused some problems. At the end of the month, when the debts to
the sisters were to be repaid, it was done by three of the sisters receiving the same amount and the fourth sister eating a slightly smaller

In an old moving box from Grenå, I have
found my old scrapbook from my youth.
In the picture, neither Jørgen, standing in
the middle or John sitting to the right, is
unfortunately here anymore.
On each wing are Marx and Stuntz.
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amount, something a little smaller, I do not remember clearly. It took
turns which of the sisters got the least amount. At one point, Dad went
to the bank and borrowed the balance. Dad had grown tired of the rift
it created between the 5 siblings. One month was settled incorrectly. It
was close to a lawyer being hired as a broker. Dad’s sisters, he thought,
had deliberately tried to cheat on them.
Now that I’m at my aunts, there were also uncles, 4 of a kind. Uncle Ejnar had had a bakery in Aarhus and had moved to Grenå, was
married to Aunt Inge. Uncle Åge was a trained handmaid and married
to Aunt Edith. Uncle Svend was i.a. green wholesaler and married
to aunt Ellen and lived on Århusvej in Grenå. Uncle Norman was a
carpenter and was i.a. helped build the new Little Belt Bridge in the
1970s, during the time I was a soldier in Fredericia, was married to
Aunt Thyra.
It will lead more than too far to get into my many cousins. I would
like to add here, we have family relations to Finland, where one of
my cousins lives in Porvo, Canada / USA, where my grandfather had
an emigrated cousin from Denmark living, Germany, where my oldest
cousin lived in South Schleswig and worked as teacher in Leck and
Sweden, where my grandfather’s little sister lived in Nyköbing a little
south of Stockholm.
I mean to know, even before my parents took over the printing press,
it was Dad who had to go to the printing press early every morning to
fire up the tile stoves in the winter. It must be at least 18 degrees in the
printing house, otherwise the journeymen went home, the agreement
said.
Another of the good memories from childhood that have burned
into the memory. A few times, Dad borrowed Grandpa’s 1938 Ford
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Chrysler, which had reg. no. V 4216, we did not have a car until the
beginning of 1960. One August day in 1958 we were going to a union match between Jutland and Copenhagen at Aarhus Sports Park.
An event that at the time drew a full house at the stadium. We drove
from Grenå in very good time. Shortly before the stadium, the queue
began until the stadium parking lots. Some of the coolers of the old
cars started to boil over. I think we had a can of water in the car if the
worst were to happen. It was great for a 10-year-old to come along and
experience the football players in a large stadium that I otherwise only
saw pictured in the newspapers.
A few of the players I remember the names of. There was Poul Pedersen from AIA on the right wing and Aage Rou Jensen from AGF.

Grenå IF’s boys A team.
Photo from Boys’ Day in Grenå-Hallen.
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I remember the result today, Jutland won 4-2 over Copenhagen.
Otherwise, it was Copenhagen that had the long end of such battles.
Later in our youth, we were in Aarhus almost every year and met AGF
at the training facility in Viby.
In 1958 there was the World Cup in football in Sweden. Grandfather had sold his cottage by Grenå Strand in 1954, instead of buying
a television. I especially remember two matches, France against Paraguay, where France won 7-2 and the final between Brazil and Sweden, which Brazil wins 5-2. Brazil had a 17-year-old boy on the team
named Pelè. An episode from the match is remembered very clearly.
Pelè receives a ball on the edge of the penalty area, in one and the
same movement Pelè lifts the ball over the head of a Swedish defender
and pats the ball into the net. In the final in 1958, Pelè scored 2 goals.
For my little brother’s confirmation, all the uncles and aunts were at
the party. There has probably been no shortage of wet goods either. It
rarely did then. After the meal was consumed, coffee and cognac etc.
had been served, the playing cards were found. Mousel was played.
I followed the game with interest. We young people had also played Mousel, but it was 2 and 5 øre Mousel. They were four, i.a. uncle Svend and our journeyman Møller from the printing house, Knud
»Sporten« Christensen. The last one I do not remember.
A little drink slides down during the game and Uncle Svend goes
to the toilet, he asks if I can take care of his card. I do not have to
worry about it becoming a losing game. I reach two games before Uncle Svend returns from the toilet. To my great surprise, Uncle Svend
discovers that I have won DKK 480 in the last game. I was so lucky to
sit with the advance and three clean trumps on hand. Uncle Svend
hands me the prize.
19

Confirmation at the Holm Family.
Picture taken by grandpa with his old camera with pull-out bellows.

When I was 10-12 years old, I had to help out at the printing house
as a city boy. I was equipped with a bicycle. At first it was very nice,
but gradually when I had to go down to the Harbor and deliver printed
matter to the fish exporters up to 3 times in one day, some of the desire
for the work gradually disappeared. Or I had to go up Bavnehøjbakken
a couple of times a day, where the mills also used printed matter. It
was also as a city courier that I started coming to Grenaa Papfabrik
with printed matter, but it was usually with father in a car. The packages had probably been too big for my bike.
I also had to lend a hand in printing after school. There was no
self-copying paper at the time, it was only much later that it came out.
When it came to making sets of four leaves with disposable carbon in
between, one looked like a Negro at the end of the fingers. The world
was so simply decorated, I wanted pocket money I had to make myself
entitled to them.
When I remember back to the printing house and especially the
shop. It was in that connection, and it happened a couple of times
a year, that a cutting sharpener appeared in the shop to hear about
20

The Old Town in Aarhus which was visited on »Blue Monday«.

the business’ scissors and knives needed sharpening. Here, more than
sixty years after, I discovered one of the old scissors from the printing
house in my toolbox and it is still sharp.
Another who came to the shop quite often a couple of times a year
was the North Sea painter Poul Furebye from Nr. Lyngby by Løkken.
Furebye and father exchanged paintings for drawing props and drawing paper. I remember these visits by Furebye as something special
and especially very exciting. During the years Furebye came to us in
the shop, it became 6-7 paintings, where I later inherited the three I
liked best after my mother. Furebye often had his ”muse” with him.
He called her that.
Let me jump a little forward in a mixed memory. We played football
like crazy in our youth. It could be in the hospital facility, where the
municipality on one occasion set something similar to football goals
for us. Saturday afternoon with good weather, we snuck into Vestre
Skole’s football field. Far to the east lay the handball court. Here
we played football until the janitor appeared in the schoolyard and
discovered us, shouting we should disappear from the field.
I have if already been in it, we were a very large group of young
21

people who got to know each other through the sport and played football together in Grenå Idrætsforening. You have to be 10 years old to
be registered in GIF and play on teams. Not many of us who started in
GIF were more 8-9 years old. It caused when we had to train, it was on
the cinders track. Yes, it was crushed cinders from Gasværket that had
been strewn across the field. Some lost the desire, but we were a part
that persevered and later were allowed to get on real ’grass’.
In the summer we played football at the stadium and sometimes
it also became a lot of field handball - because the girls played field
handball. For my own part, it also turned into a bit of athletics. At one
point I had the junior record of 800 m, sounding at 2.34 min., Which
I remember, but that time probably does not stand anymore. I was not
the worst of the shot put either. With the ladies ball / junior ball I bumped a good distance over the 13 meters.
During the winter, most sports activities took place in the newly
built Grenå Hall, which had been built in the facility next to the Pavilion. Here we played indoor football and handball. Yes, some even
badminton.
Even today, when I think back, it’s a wonder to me how we could
then find time for all the sports activity we put in for the day week after week. Football training at the Stadium was Tuesday and Thursday
and match Saturday or Sunday. I do not remember when we had time
to practice handball. As a handball coach, we had Preben Andersen
for a couple of years, who was a banker at the Bank for Grenå and the
surrounding area and later became bank director in Aarhus. Preben
also played on the first team of GIF football. A skilled trainer and to
learn from.
Of all the youth teams I played on in my youth, I have no numbers
22

on what we have won. I do not think a season went by without GIF
receiving a trophy for our efforts on the football field. The other teams
at Djursland only had a desire to win over Grenå IF. Of course, sometimes they also succeeded.
We were probably 12-16 young people who got along incredibly
much in their teens. Many began their education in Grenå, but had to
leave the city to continue working in another city. Grenå did not have
the great challenges to offer in our youth.
We celebrated a lot of New Year’s Eve together in our young years.
On that occasion, it was important to hear the king’s New Year’s speech
before the corks smoked from the bottles.
Mere om denne kildetekstDer skal angives en kildetekst for at få
yderligere oplysninger om oversættelsen
As I started in this section, I’m skipping something around.
There were not that many TV channels to keep track of back then.
We had one DR. We are in our sixties, maybe 1964. Danmarks Radio,
which had a monopoly on broadcasts in Denmark, showed an evening
concert with The Beatles. I do not know how many of us were present
in the living room in Overstræde, but we have probably been quite a
few young people. We sat in front of the television on the floor while
my parents sat in their respective corner of the sofa and took care of a
grandfather, The television has certainly got everything it could draw
from sound, but my parents heard nothing.
With the time I have spent at Grenå Stadium, it should not be overlooked. I think Grenå had one of the best football fields in Jutland. The
show ground was very comfortable to play football on, it was soft. The
show track was laid out in the 1930s old forest floor. It was great when
we young people were allowed to enter Grenå Stadium to play a match.
23

In return, we had a clubhouse that left quite a bit behind.
I remember a year where we as last year’s juniors had been allowed
to form a Serie 3 team and were all alone at the head of the row well
into the season. Back then, a club was not allowed to have two teams
in the same row. Serie 1 was moving out and we were on our way in
Serie 2, Had it happened, Serie 1 would have been moved directly
down to Serie 3. The club would not have that situation, which is why
we on the Serie 3 team were scattered for all wins on other teams .
Some were promoted to the first team.
On top of the sport that came to fill a large part of our youth life, I take
a look back. The memories move back to 1961.
Most of the previous year, one day a week had gone to the priest.
Confirmation teaching took place in the Old Technical School on Vestervej. The priest who had the honor of having to confirm us was our
neighbor Provost Hein, who lived in the vicarage on Storegade.
A little about Provost Hein. Hein often came to the printing press
when the church needed something made. During World War II, Hein
had been part of the drop-off group in Grenå, i.a. together with some of
my youth friends’ fathers, the fire inspector and the timber dealer on
Havnevejen, with whom I spent a lot of my youth.
As I remember Hein, he was an intriguing narrator and made an
otherwise heavy teaching easy.
We arrive at Prayer Day in 1961, I think the 13th of May, when we
were to be confirmed in Grenå Church. I do not remember much about
the day itself, it is probably more the day after Blue Monday. Together
with Erik (Svarte) we went to Aarhus on Monday by train to hold Blue
Monday. We were going to Salling, up to the sports department, here
24

was to be a national team and AGF player employed. We had to have
his autograph. Then we went out into the city, but ended up in the Old
Town before going home again.
It must also have been around the age of confirmation that we started moving out into the nightlife. Inside the backyard of Theis Supermarket on the Square, the old cinema had been housed, and must have
ceased by this time. After all, our youth parties after the confirmation
were held on the premises there with live music. I do not remember
the name of the orchestra, but the glazier from Grenå, Erik Rose played
in the orchestra. Erik Rose was for some years, also part of the Aarhus
jazz band Arosia and was an excellent drummer. Erik’s brother, who
was glazier and later became mayor of Ebeltoft, also played excellent
jazz and was actually called »The Glazier from Ebeltoft«.
If I do not remember remember completely wrong, it was also in
this local Grenå Jazz Club belonged for some years.
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Herregården Aagaard

Aagaard’s earliest history is basically marked by the genus Gyldenstierne, who owned the farm from 1355 to 1630. Later, Aagaard was for
a long period owned by the genus Rantzau
The oldest of the buildings probably dates from the 18th century. In
early 1913, the main building and the breeding building were separated. The ownership was then divided.
Aagaard’s building history is distinctive when a new main building
was erected in 1917 without the old one being demolished.

when the old half-timbered building from the 18th century was rebuilt
with a foundation wall of red bricks. Between 1961-63, the building
was restored by architect Allan Nilsson.
Conservation status 2013: The main building is not protected.
Other buildings
In 1917, the land was separated into Aagaard Avlsgård and a new main
building and new breeding buildings were built east of the historic
main building. Ownership has since been divided.
The new main building was built under the ownership of Christian
Dreyer in 1917.
New breeding buildings were erected later in the 20th century.
Conservation status 2013: The breeding buildings and the new
main building are not protected.

Main building
Aagaard’s main building appears as a three-winged building on one
floor with a saddle roof. It probably got its current look in the 1860s,

Information about Aagaard is taken from:
h t t p s : / / w w w. k r o n e b o r g . d k / 2 7 8 /
aagaard-(nordjylland).
Photo: Scheel.
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Surroundings
In the garden is the old Aagaard Voldsted from the Middle Ages. It
consists of two almost square banks to the south and north, separated
by a tomb. Now it is also surrounded by a bog that originally appeared
as a lake that has been surrounded by dams that are partially preserved.
On the southern bank, which is approx. 5.50 meters high, there are
no visible building traces. In the north, boulder foundations and loose
monk stones can be seen. The excavations were made in the 1840s
under E.C. Storms ownership. It is believed that there has previously
been a four-lane facility here.
In the garden is a rampart of an older castle, two listed banks, one
31x35 meters, the other, which is lower at about 45x45 meters. It is
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Photo: Preben Jensen.

believed that the castle was destroyed by a fire, possibly in 1441.
Whether these buildings are identical to those that burned down during the peasant uprising in 1441 is not known with certainty.
Ownership history
The manor house Aagaard was for 300 years among the family Gyldenstiernes most important possessions and for a long period the largest
estate in North Jutland. The first owner from the Gyldenstierne family
was Erik Nielsen Gyldenstierne, who owned the farm in 1355. He had
to leave large parts of his estate to the king, but still managed to keep
Aagaard.
Around 1410, Niels Pedersen took over Gyldenstierne Aagaard.
Between 1438-1441, a series of peasant uprisings ravaged the country.
The revolts had turned against the attempts of the clergy and nobility
to obtain compensation for the losses that both parties had suffered
during a previous crisis in agriculture.
Aagaard suffered a hard fate when a North Jutland peasant army
first occupied the king’s castle Aggersborg and then Aagaard. The gentleman Niels Gyldenstierne led the defense of the farm, but had to flee
head and neck. The peasant army migrated south, but was later repul28

sed by the king’s armies and defeated at Skt. Jørgensbjerg nearby.
The peasant army had looted and burned Aagaard, and Niels Gyldenstierne lost many of his belongings. However, it did not have any
major significance for his economy, as he already owned several estates around the country.
If Niels Pedersen Gyldenstierne owned many estates, however, it
was nothing in relation to his son, Councilor Mourits Nielsen Gyldenstierne, who owned Aagaard from 1496 until his death in approx.
1503. He was an avid collector of goods, and it is estimated that he
owned about 600 farms in his lifetime - including 76 farms in the area
around Aagaard.
His daughter inherited Aagaard and both of her husbands survived.
Aagaard was therefore divided between two partners after Anne Gyldenstierne’s death. One party went to her son from the first marriage,
Mourits Krognos, while the other went to Jytte Podebusk - the daughter from the second marriage.
Jytte Podebusk married the bishop of Odense Knud Henriksen Gyldenstierne, and in 1550 he bought his brother-in-law, Oluf Stigsen
Krognos ’half of Aagaard, so that the farm was now again united under
one owner.
Knud Gyldenstierne had in 1529 been appointed Bishop of Odense,
where he was to become the last Catholic bishop. At the Reformation
in 1536 he tried to oppose this, which, however, had the meaning that
in August 1536 he was imprisoned. He was released the following
year, after which he settled as a landowner and lord. By his marriage
to Jytte Podebusk, he had not only acquired Aagaard, but also Estrup
and Nørre Vosborg. At the same time he inherited Restrup after his
brother’s death. He died in 1560 as an extremely wealthy man.
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The last owner from the Gyldenstierne family was Knud Gyldenstierne, who died in 1627. His widow, Sophie Lindenov, sold Aagaard
on to her mother, Margrethe Rosenkrantz, in 1630, thus ending the
Gyldenstiernes family’s time at Aagaard.
Throughout the first half of the 18th century, Aagaard was primarily
owned by the noble families Rantzau, Benzon and Kiærskiold. In 1749
Laurs Schipper took over Hviid Aagaard, and the farm now remained
in the Hvid family’s until 1822.
The time after the genus Hvid’s was owned by many different owners. In 1913, Carl Christian Gravesen bought Aagaard. He sold a large
part of the farm’s land. He then sold the main plot of land with a breeding building to a couple of real estate dealers, who in turn sold the
breeding building and most of the land to Christian Dreyer in 1917. He
formed Aagaard Avlsgård and built a new main building.
C.C. After the divestment, Gravesen retained the old main building,
which in 2013 was owned by Kim and Susanne Jensen.
Ownership
(1355-1380) Erik Nielsen Gyldenstierne
(1380-1388) Niels Eriksen Gyldenstierne (son)
(1388-1410) Peder Nielsen Gyldenstierne (son)
(1410-1456) Niels Pedersen Gyldenstierne (son)
(1456-1503) Mourits Nielsen Gyldenstierne (son)
(1503-1509) Anne Mouritsdatter Gyldenstierne (daughter)
(1509-1541) Predbjørn Clausen Podebusk (husband)
(1541-1545) Anne Mouritsdatter Gyldenstierne (widow)
(1545-1550) Jytte Predbjørnsdatter Podebusk (daughter) (partner)
(1550-1560) Knud Henriksen Gyldenstierne (husband) (sole owner)
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(1560-1592) Henrik Knudsen Gyldenstierne
(1592-1627) Knud Henriksen Gyldenstierne
(1627-1630) Sophie Lindenov (widow)
(1630-1635) Margrethe Rosenkrantz (mother)
(1635-1674) Henrik Rantzau (son-in-law)
(1674-1676) Frands Rantzau (brother)
(1676-1693) Rudolph Günter von Grabow (son-in-law)
(1693-1701) Rudolph Günter von Grabow and Peder Benzon (brotherin-law)
(1701-1737) Frands Rantzau Benzon (son of P. Benzon)
(1737-1738) Frederik Kiærskiold
(1738-1740) Inger Pop (widow)
(1740-1740) Christiane Marie Kiærskiold (daughter)
(1740-1748) Johan Henrik Rantzau (husband)
(1748-1749) Christiane Marie Kiærskiold (widow)
(1749-1779) Laurs Schipper Hviid
(1779-1787) Anne Marie Christensdatter (widow)
(1787-1794) Christen Hviid (son)
(1794-1815) Mathias Hviid (brother)
(1815-1822) Mariane Hviid (widow)
(1822-1828) Johan Caspar Mylius
(1828-1842) Treasury
(1842-1848) Erik Christian Storm and N. Nyholm
(1848-1886) Carl Emil Roulund
(1886-1887) Louise Frederikke Roulund, born Schjødte (widow)
(1887-1891) Knud Imanuel, Hedevig Elisbeth, Johanne Lucie and Carl
Christian Roulund (children)
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The ancestors ...

(1891-1914) Hedevig Elisbeth and Johanne Lucie Roulund
(1914-1915) V.H. Hane-Schmidt and Jens Roesen
(1915-1916) Carl Christian Gravesen (nephew of Hane-Schmidt)

The section on my ancestors I will start 270 years ago, exactly to the
time around the 1750s, to briefly take a closer look at where and what
I actually come from and off.
A few years ago I was contacted via Facebook by Preben Graugaard.
Preben wanted to know where I knew Klaus Frøkjær Mærkedahl from
here in Viborg. I could tell Preben that Klaus and I had known each
other for a number of years, i.a. through Danish Beer Enthusiasts and
Viborg Brewery. Preben returns shortly after to tell me that Klaus and I
are actually related to each other, just as he and Klaus are. The family
coincidence between Klaus and I is in the 7th generation on our tip-tip
----- great-grandmother’s side. That story Klaus and I have laughed a lot
over the page. Preben is a very talented genealogist, with an incredibly
nice genealogy website. Preben later sends me a printout where the

Gl. Main building Aggersundvej 79
(1916-1961) Carl Christian Gravesen
(1961-) Poul Meisner
(-) Kim Jensen and Susanne Vestergaard Jensen
(-) Sanne Vestergaard Johnsen
Avlsgården Aggersundvej 81
(1916-1917) Jens Amtoft and Christian S. Eriksen
(1917-) Christian A. Dreyer
(-1995) Regitze and Herdis Dreyer (daughters)
(1995-2013) Valdemar Johannes Møller and Michael Møller
(2013-) Aagård ApS (Niels Michael Møller)
() Margit Thøgersen + Michael Gert Thøgersen (tenants?)
Ågård is a manor house in Kettrup Parish in the old Thisted County,
just south of Fjerritslev in Jammerbugt Municipality. The farm was
home to the well-known noble family Gyldenstierne for approx. 300
years. The farm is known back to 1397 under the name Agarth. The age
of the main building, which is on one floor with two side wings, which
was originally half-timbered, is not known.
Ågård Avlsgård is on 436 hectares with Bisgård and Haverslev Vestergård.
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This was supposed to be an old picture of
the ancestral attachment farm Dronningholm, located a little south of Fjerritslev.
The attachment farm no longer exists. It
has been broken down.
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Jens Kr. Holm was born on 27 June 1848
in »Dronningholm«, died 27 July 1926
in Grenå, married 19 September 1877
in Odense to Anna Katrine Frederiksen,
born 30 June 1858 in Odense, died 27
July 1935 in Grenå.

whole branch is recorded from tip-tip ------ the great-grandmother and
further back in time.
Now that I’m at the ’almost’ family reunion. During my time at Hedeselskabet, I needed external suppliers of printed matter. One of the
external suppliers was Sats & Tegn in Skive. During a visit on a Friday
afternoon in Skive, we came to talk about where I actually came from.
My last name reminded them of their place of education in Skive.
The conversation ends with all three employees at Sats & Tegn being
trained at Holm’s Bogtrykkeri in Skive with Frede Holm, who was my
grandfather’s little brother.
My great-great-grandparents were tenant farmers at Dronningholm, located in Han Herred, Kettrup parish a little south of Fjerritslev. Dronningholm belonged to the estate Ågård.
A letter of commitment dated 12 December 1817 shows that Jens
Nielsen Faye (Fage) attached »Dronningholm«. Jens Sørensen was
probably born in the years around 1750 and was married to Maren
Jakobsdatter. They had 3 children, 2 girls and 1 boy. The eldest of
the children, the daughter Gjertrud, b. 1780 and d. 1851, married Jens
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Nielsen, called Fage, d. 1859. He is probably our real ancestor. Fage
means he went on to be a wise man.
The family name Holm may have originated in the way that the
inhabitants of the family farm »Dronningholm« have been named as
those »on Holmen« or »Holmerne«.
Jens Kr. Holm already acquired the name Holm in 1865, even
though he was christened Jensen and his half-brothers Andreas and
Anton Nielsen (after his father’s first name Niels). In 1905, great-grandfather applied for permission to carry the family name Holm, which
was granted.
Jens Kristian Jensen (Holm), great-grandfather
My great-grandfather, Jens Kristian Jensen (Holm) was born in 1848
and he died in 1926 in Grenå.
Great-grandfather studied at Ranum Seminarium for a school teacher. The air in the schoolrooms, however, was Jens Kr. Holm was too
cramped and he therefore turned to journalism. From 1875 to 1877 he
was editorial secretary at ”Fyns Tidende”. It was here that he met my
great-grandmother, who was the daughter of the editor. From 1877 to
1880 editor of »Viborg Folkeblad«. For a couple of years he published
the magazine »Hjemdal« in Brønderslev and was then until 1885 editor of »Skive Folkeblad«. It was in the turbulent political years when
the Estrup ministry shelled and overthrew at will and blew the parliament a long march. Jens Kr. Holm was a radical leftist and wanted
to give the magazine a radical course. However, the publisher (book
printer Marius Jensen) wanted more moderate strings to be estimated,
and so the editor and the magazine parted ways.
After this, Jens Kr. Holm was for a couple of years the editor of
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the then straightforward »Grenå Folketidende«, which was owned
by Mrs. Rosenberg. Here he worked until bank director Skjødsholm
bought the magazine. Holm then established himself as a book printer
in Grenå. In a couple of years, he can celebrate his 35th anniversary as
a citizen of Grenå.
Jens Kr. Holm has taken a living part in the abstention movement
and a few times he has been chairman of the abstinence association.
Most of the text about Jens Kristian Holm is taken from our gene
alogy book.
Harald Holm, grandfather
I do not remember much about the printing itself from my grandfather’s time. There were a couple of large letterpress machines, I remember. Before becoming an independent printer, his grandfather was
treasurer in the local branch of the Danish Typographers’ Association
in Grenå for a number of years. From some old Grenå newspaper articles, one can read that both great-grandfather and grandfather were
used as showmasters in apprenticeship tests for handsets at printing
houses in Grenå.
Since grandfather was a factor at one of the 3-4 newspapers in
Grenå and great-grandfather was a book printer, it gave some sparks in
the newspaper columns.
During World War II, grandfather, like so many other Danes, began
to grow tobacco in the garden in Overstræde due to lack of goods. I
know this because during a major clean-up on the top ceiling in Overstræde we found a number of old tobacco leaves as well as illegal writings from that period.
Grandpa had a 1938 vintage Ford Chrysler. It was my luck when
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Grandfather’s cottage by Grenå Strand located on Birkevej, where it is still located.
The building on the right was the ’00 house ’.
The photo was taken in the 1930s.

Harald Holm, born 14 October 1884 in
Skive, died 2 October 1959 in Grenaa.
Married 19 May 1907 in Skive church to
Thyra Jensine Caroline Fabech, born 20
July 1882 in Nykøbing Mors, died 14 December 1946 in Grenaa, daughter of police officer Jacob Andreas Fabech and wife
Anna Marie Nielsen of Nykøbing Mors.

grandpa was going out into the business eye, I occasionally got the
chance to come with him. His business connections extended far
around Grenå, I remember. When the hospital director had to visit, I
had to wait nicely in the car until Grandpa came back, which could
take its time. Should he be in the mayor’s office, I would have to come
in if I could sit still. The mayor of Grenå at that time was Aksel H. Hansen, whom his grandfather himself had trained as a handset maker.
Grandfather also had a number of business connections at the Harbor.
This included the fish exporters and after the shops were over, the trip
went out to the cottage on Birkevej, where grandfather had his cottage.
A memory from a visit. Grandfather had been at the municipal
office on Nytorv in Grenå and had of course parked just outside the
entrance. After the visit to the municipal office, a number of people had crowded together by the car. It turned out that one of grandfather’s acquaintances, the old vet Dyekjær, had driven up in the back
of grandfather’s car, whereby the cars’ bumpers had been filtered together. There was talk back and forth, a little scratching in the neck,
what one was doing now. A couple of powerful municipal workers
came and lifted the two cars apart, we could then continue. The old
vet was a bit visually impaired.
I also remember Grandpa’s 70th birthday in 1955. It was, of course,
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Dad photographed in May 1990 on the
porch of a hotel on the Moselle river.

Grandpa’s business associates who were invited to men’s lunch with
red soda. There has probably also been a beer and for the coffee large
cigars. The lunch was held in Overstræde in the back living room and I
am very sure it was his daughters, my aunts, who arranged the day, but
do not remember it. I know the savings bank director and the mayor
were among the participants in the birthday party.
Grandpa had two other brothers who had also gone the graphic
route. Frede Holm who established Holms Bogtrykkeri in Skive. Another of my grandfather’s brothers, Erik Holm, started as far as I know at
his book printing in Åbenrå, but later moved it to Rønne on Bornholm,
where it is to this day.
Grandfather died in early October 1959 after a short illness and
shortly before his 75th birthday. On the occasion of grandfather’s upcoming round day, a new kitchen had been made in Overstræde. We
children were not present at the funeral. It was not used then. Instead,
we were invited to watch from baker Andersen on Lillegade, where we
could see through the windows the entourage coming from the hospital up to the church. After the church, the entourage went along Nørregade to Bredstupvej, where the cemetery is located. My two slightly
older cousins Hardy and Peter thought we should try Grandpa’s cigars
when we had left the bakery and come back to Grandpa’s living room.
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Søgårdlejren 1939.
Dad was repatriated fully equipped in
March 1940.
Dad sits as No. 1 from the right.

Grandfather was born in Skive in 1885, and was trained as a typographer at the same place in 1903. Grandfather was a factor at Grenå
Avis for a number of years.
Grandmother Thyra Jensine Caroline Fabech was born in 1882 in
Nykøbing Mors, as the daughter of police officer Jacob Andreas Fabech. I never experienced my grandmother when she died in 1946.
An old postcard from Jysk Telefon, shows grandfather in 1921 ordered a telephone. I still have a postcard. Grandpa got phone number
198.

Kay Fabech Holm, born 12 August 1916
in Sønder Mølle, Aalsø Parish, Sønder
Herred, died 10 May 1990 in Grenå. Married 25 January 1947 to Vera Als, born
14 September 1925 in Kolind, daughter
of power plant manager Marius Als and
wife Karoline.

Kay Fabech Holm, far
Father married Vera Als, born 1925 in Kolind, daughter of power plant
manager Marius Als and Mrs. Karoline. Father was trained as a handset worker with grandfather, lived and worked all his life in Grenå.
Dad took over the family printing business in 1954 and ran it until
1981.
There is very little father told about his childhood and youth while
he was alive. I know my father went to Vestre Skole in Grenå. He was
the middle of five children, 4 girls and 1 boy. Some photos from before
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the war in 1940, he and his friends show absolutely not bored.
Dad played football in Grenå Idrætsforening. In 1938, he played
on the GIF championship team, but had to stop. His knees could not
handle the load.
As a soldier, my father served in the Søgård camp in Southern Jutland not far from the German border. In the military, my father was
trained as a recoil rifle shooter on the late Madsen’s recoil rifle. Some
of the few things he has told from that time were, his company was
among the conscripts who were repatriated with their equipment
shortly before the war broke out in Denmark in 1940. Had his company been recalled, the company would have been in the front line in
Southern Jutland 9 April.
Father was very outgoing and participated both as a member of and
on the boards of various associations in Grenå. Preferably he would
stay in the second row where he felt his benefit did the best benefit.
Others will probably nod in recognition of this. When there was a
bird shooting in the limestone hills north of Grenå Harbor, father and
some of his brothers-in-law were participants. I must have been old
enough, for I clearly remember how it went. The participating members arrived at 9-10 in the morning. A tent had been erected and the
serving took place merrily from here. As lunch approached and the
shooting was stopped, the wives showed up with the food baskets.
One of the times I remember that not everyone arrived when the shooting started up after lunch. A couple of grandfathers were banged in
the grass behind the tent.
It is written at the end of April and the beginning of May 1990. Together with my father I had driven on a 4-5 day trip to West Germany
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Cheers for a nice trip to DRUPA.

to visit the DRUPA Fair in Düsseldorf. A fair where everything new in
the graphic world was shown.
From home, I had rented a hotel room in Aachen in advance, an
hour’s drive from Düsseldorf. Trade fair visits were probably as much
said. We probably only visited the fair one day. Both father and I had
visited the DRUPA fair previously independent of each other, therefore one day was enough. It was impossible not to run into book printers
from Denmark, which was always nice.
From kl. 9 morning where we met in and out in the afternoon, it
was a long time to walk around the fair through 15-17 halls, despite
the pit stop. The last hall we visited was Hall 1, where the Heidelberg
factory showcased the latest in printing machines.
The return trip to Aachen took place with a short trip along the
Rhine. It was one of my dad’s favorite places.
I had brought a surprise with me on the trip. Dad had always wanted
to visit Normandy and experience the history of the invasion of 1944.
There were approx. 5-600 km down to Normandy from Aachen. I put
Dad into my mind, about giving him a ride along the English Channel
out to Normandy, and staying there a few days so he could see and
experience the atmosphere where the invasion had taken place.
Whether it was a bad sign or just plain clutter, I should not be able
to say, but Dad could not bear the long drive to Normandy. Dad was
not very fascinated by France. We visited France once during a holiday - drove through Alsace and dad’s experience of the country was,
France was a dirty country. That’s enough!
Instead, it became a stay on the Moselle river in the city of Switzerland a little north of Trier.
I had never experienced the drive up the Moselle river from Trier to
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I do not know how many matches we
have seen on TV from Wembley in London. Now was the chance to be there
yourself - in person.

Koblenz, where the rivers Moselle and Rhine run together. I was then
allowed to do it this way. Quietly we snuck up towards Koblenz, along
the very winding road. We did stop in quite a few cities along the way.
At Koblenz it was up on the autobahn and up in the middle of Germany to Kirchheim, where we spent the night a little south of Kassel.
A little north of Hanover we made a stop at a rest area.
After a short time, an East German Trabant rolled into the rest area
well filled with people. Out stepped the driver, came to us with his
card to ask for directions. They had to find their way back to ”East Germany”, but had driven too far. To the best of my ability I was explained
in good school German that he should continue to the next exit, drive
over to the opposite side and drive back to the first exit and take it.
From there there was a motorway directly to Berlin. The map the East
Germans were driving for was from 1936 and the autobahn was not yet
drawn on the map.
Home again and on by Friday. My parents had to look after Anita
while I had an appointment with our lawyer. Sonja was in Aarhus
with the oldest girl Lone.
As payment to look after Anita, in the evening I would make an Italian lasagna, take home a few good Italian bottles of red wine.
The dinner was arranged for at. 18.30 - I remember. Dad had never
tasted lasagna in his life before. Nor the times we had stayed in Italy,
but the lasagna fell to his liking. He ate two servings.
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It was a fantastic day dad and I had in
London.

After the last bite, Dad lifted the glass saying toast and thank you for
the food, laid as he used to knife and fork over the cross on the plate.
My mother said something, I turned my head towards her, seconds
later I looked back at father, eyes were closed and he had passed away.
We tried everything to revive Dad, but just a little bit helped. Falck
lived close to us and had Dad driven to the hospital, but unfortunately
they were not able to revive him again.
It was a bit of a week we had together, Dad and I.
One of the bigger experiences for my father was the day we drove to
Billund Airport to fly to Stansted / London. We were going to a football
international at Wembley against England.
43

When it became clear that Denmark had the chance to participate
in the European Championships in France in the summer of 1984,
Jyllands-Posten arranged for its readers a football trip to London and
Wembley Stadium for a reasonably priced price.
Part of the story is that the day after Wembley, I was invited to a reception at Grenaa Papfabrik at 14, in connection with the inauguration
of their new paper machine PM 3.
At least not and being overlooked in the stench of envelopes submitted to Jyllands-Posten, I found the ugliest and largest envelope it
was possible to find at the printing house, an A3 mailbox red envelope.
We were lucky to get among the 185 selected people who were to
leave for England with Spies Travel.
It was the first time Dad had to fly. I could not help but bring Dad a
little out of control. As we go out to the plane to get on board, I look at
the tail rudder that says ’Y’, and is it the same plane that had problems
a few weeks ago during a landing. Dad had trouble breathing and was
equipped with stesolid pills for this trip. After my message, several
pills smoked into my mouth. It was not very nicely done by me, I can
well see here afterwards. Dad was in his 67th year. Well on board and
after a nice flight down over Holland and across Groningen, we land
in Stansted. From Stansted we are taken by bus to London, through all
the suburbs. We got a small city tour of London before stopping at the
hotel where we were to eat before heading to the match.
After dining and well located in the bus, it went west in a traffic
jam. We had ingested a few pints during and after dinner. At some
point during the driving clock, my bladder can no longer withstand
the pressure. There was nothing to do but give Dad his ticket and then
hope we ran into each other at Wembley. I jumped off the bus, was so
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lucky there was a pub right where the bus had stopped. Entering the
pub, asking for a toilet, getting the toilet visit done, the bus still stopping outside, I could see there was time for a beer, along with a couple
of Englishmen at the pub.
I had to move on to Wembley and said goodbye to the pub. I was
provided with 4 Guinness, two in each pocket. Outside the pub, the
bus kept going - I thought! I therefore pulled the handle of the bus and
got up. It was like I did not know any of those present on the bus. It
turned out I had boarded a bus full of English fans from Southampton.
One of the nearest passengers pulled me aside and said in English
’sit’. As we approached Wembley, he asked me, as it turned out to be
he who had arranged the bus ride for the English, which entrance I
should enter at Wembley.
I was driven directly to entrance K and dropped off. I wished the
whole Southampton bus good match and tipped on a 1-0 result for one
of the teams - very diplomatic. Part of this part of the story is that I was
at Wembley a quarter of an hour before my father and the other fellow
travelers.
After the match, almost 85,000 spectators had to leave again. On
the way out of Wembley we came past the wall where the countries
that had defeated England at Wembley were inscribed. And now a new
country was added - Denmark, next to the first country, Hungary.
It could not go fast enough to get back to and up the bus. With a
good grip on my father’s neck and with the help of the prepared English police, we reached the bus. We had also not more than gotten on
board the bus before the first cobblestone hit the roof of the bus. The
driver was crazy.
When so many people have to go home by plane again, it can not
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The power plant in Kolind

It has been told to me many years ago, my grandmother came from
Øster Tørslev by Randers Fjord and my grandfather came from the
north side of Randers Fjord. It has also been said that the surname Als,
which my grandfather had, comes from my ancestors. The surname Als
was to get by, someone in grandfather’s family, used cattle for the town
of Als on the east coast, a little north of Randers Fjord. Unfortunately,
I do not have family left on the grandparents’ side that can confirm the
story. My grandmother’s brother Søren Skiffard (Pedersen), who works
at Dagbladet Djursland as a driver, compiled a genealogy book for this
branch of the family, but I have never managed to read it.

It’s Dad on the left, I do not know the
other three.
The photo was taken in Overstræde. In
front from the left is the woodshed, in the
middle the laundry room and to the right
grandfather’s garage.

avoid, it goes up in hat and glasses! Eventually the airlines gave up
registering if it was the right people who came on board - now we just
had to be sent home!
Dad and I had a great, entertaining and exciting football trip to London. I reached the well-dressed reception at Grenaa Papfabrik in the
afternoon the day after the match.
*
Since the account of my ancestors was written down, the pedigree has been moved a few hundred years back in time. It has turned
out that in Preben Graugård genealogy can lead my tip-tip-tip ---- great-grandmother a few generations further back in time.
The information can be found at this link:
https://fabech-holm.dk/onewebmedia/Ancestors%20of%20
Ane%20Kirstine%20Jensdatter.pdf
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Grandma and Grandpa with Jack at the
foot. A fantastic nice dog.
The picture must be from after 1945. My
father is in the picture behind the dog.

The Buch, as it was called, was the smaller of the two machines Kolind Elværk
had for the production of electricity.
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It is very foggy for me, but I think grandmother was born Pedersen,
and is from the Skiffard family.
Grandfather was the power plant manager at Kolind Elværk. I clearly remember the two machines that made electricity for Kolind town.
Around the holidays, the electricity load was very high, which meant
that Grandpa spent almost 24 hours downstairs at the power plant.
They had an apartment on the 1st floor of the power plant.
Whether it was because they moved the same way, I must leave unsaid, but John Wayne was my grandfather’s great idol and hero. Once
we lured Grandpa to the cinema. Dad, Grandpa and I premiered at The
Longest Day in Kino Grenå, it was in the early 1960s, just because John

Wayne had a minor role in the film.
When Grandpa was in session at the beginning of the last century, things went neither worse nor better than he was discarded. The
reason Grandpa was not drafted as a soldier during World War I was
because he had a crooked little finger that could not be completely
straightened out.
No matter what attire my grandfather wore, he was always immaculately dressed. Dirty work clothes and shirt did not matter, he was
always wearing a tie.

Kolind Elværk.
The round circle at the bottom right is the
cooling water basin. To the right of the
building, Kolind Å runs with the small
bridge in the background.
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Most likely a Saturday lunch in Kolind at
the power plant.
From left: Uncle Knud, grandmother, ego,
father and grandfather in the old hanger
chair, the chair I took over later, it is probably Louise who has the chair today.
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When I started coming to Kolind from my grandparents alone in the
early 1950s, it happened with the bus from Grenå. I was simply put on
the bus at Grenå Bus Station and dropped off at the front door of the
power plant in Kolind, where my grandmother received me.
As I remember the power plant, it was a huge building with a round
cooling water basin. Kolind Å ran close past along the south side of the
power plant. Grandpa liked animals a lot. He had a big black police
chief named Jack. Grandpa had an assistant at the power plant, whose
name I do not remember. Grandpa had one day given Jack the order to
be a nanny for me so I did not leave the power plant. The employee
came into Grandpa’s workshop to pick up some tool, so many did then
in Kolind. When he wanted to leave the power plant again, Jack just
showed him, so it did not work. He had to wait nicely until Grandpa
returned and said goodbye to him. Even though he had his daily walk
at the power plant, he had to wait nicely.
Another memory from the time I was told it was I threw a toy shovel into the creek. Grandpa asked Jack to pick up the shovel. Jack parried orders, and jumped into the creek after the shovel, but Jack was
so unlucky to take me on the move out into the creek. It has been told
Jack first grabbed me by the neck and got me up on the dry before Jack
jumped back into the creek to pick up the shovel. The depth was about
20-30 cm.
Grandpa was a member of Kolind Volunteer Fire Brigade. From
time to time he had to air the old fire truck, then I got a ride around
Kolind town, then you were fucking proud.
I came to know a lot at my own age in Kolind. It was especially my
grandfather’s friends’ children, the blacksmith, the saddler, the carriage maker, etc., who also became my acquaintances and played a lot
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Grandpa with one of his many motorcycles. This one had a carbide light.

Kolind Fire Brigade’s newly purchased
fire truck with grandfather behind the
wheel and the dog Jack as co-driver.
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Grandpa with mast shoes for tops in the mast.
Jack, me and a little bit of grandma.

together during holidays and visits when I was in Kolind. I also played
a lot of football matches in Kolind against the same acquaintances.
That was when the telephone exchange existed. Such a one was
also there in Kolind. I also played a lot with the two boys from the
center when I visited Kolind. It was hilarious when we boys looked
after the exchange for a shorter period of time and could listen to the
conversations.
At that time, everyone with a telephone had a number, but grandfather was not good at using telephone numbers, so he instead asked
for the blacksmith, saddler or coachmaker, so the exchange had to
either know or find the number for grandfather.
Grandpa was a skilled tennis player. When he and his grandmother
went to Ryomgård to play tennis, where it mostly took place, when
I visited my grandparents in Kolind, I got a seat on the motorcycle’s
tank. Grandma was in the sidecar. Grandpa played mostly with my
uncle Knud. Kolind had a tennis court located close to the railway
Grenå-Århus, but was not in a condition that made it possible to play
tennis.
We have held a number of Christmas and New Year’s Eve evenings
in Kolind in my childhood. New Year’s Eve was a chapter in itself. The
merchant in the square kept open all night, selling fireworks. Yes, that
was when there were fireworks. We boys had grabbed a twine bomb,
we fixed one of Grandpa’s lattice masts in town with the result we bent
some of the mast, but we did not tell Grandpa when he discovered it
later.
I remember very clearly a Christmas Eve in Kolind. In the wall
behind where the Christmas tree stood was an electrical outlet, here
Grandpa had inserted 4 plugs from the Christmas tree and lamps. Later
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In the middle my mother with her 2 brothers on each wing.
The boy (Verner) on the left only managed to stay about 3 years.
To the right is Uncle Knud.

in the evening, the socket became so overheated that there was a fire in
the socket with the result that all the light disappeared.
Grandma’s Christmas decorations were a self made study. The
candle holders had been twisted by Grandpa in strong steel wire. For
the candle holders to keep the balance on the branches, Grandpa had
tied a large nut to the bottom of the candle holders.
Also remember Grandpa was called out at a party late at night. An
air fuse had blown. Part of Kolind was without power.
It was always exciting to visit the grandparents in Kolind, especially at Christmas. Because of the job as a power plant manager, he had
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Easter lunch at Kolind Elværk.
From left: Unknown, grandfather, Knud,
Knud’s friend, grandmother, ego, grandmother’s sister, little brother Jørgen on
the lap of Ras and father.

A very proud grandfather with a very
nice sea trout.

to look after the job all year. There was probably an assistant at the
power plant who took over for periods. When the electric motors were
running, they had to be inspected at intervals with the butter jug. The
butter jugs were made of brass and were always shiny freshly polished. Just as messy Grandpa could be, just as great order was there in
his tools. Everything had its fixed place.
I have had both lubrication trays, but am now only in possession
of one. Anita inherited the other, and the most beautiful butter tray,
Grandpa had transformed this butter tray into a small leaded mirror a
few years ago.
In the winter when I was old enough and with other children from
Kolind, the game took place in the sound on skates. In the winter of
my childhood, Kolindsund was always flooded. When the frost set in,
it was our playground in Kolind, as well as in the meadows in Grenå.
It was possible to skate from Grenå to Kolind. When the snow had
settled around Kolind, there was a very long toboggan run up from
Bugtrupvej. When we really got going on the sledge, it was possible
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to get all the way down to the Channel and be unlucky to land in the
Channel as well.
Grandpa got a driver’s license in 1919 in Horsens, as he has told
me, by driving a few hundred meters at the port of Horsens. How he
behaved is a mystery, but his driver’s license contained all the stamps
that existed.
From Grandpa, I learned the game of chess difficult art. In Grandpa’s younger days, he should have been an excellent chess player. He
stopped playing chess when he started lying awake at night, thinking
about the next moves he should make.
A little about Grandma. She hardly touched liquor. Should she have
something in the glass, it was very high for cherry wine. Grandma
made the world’s best chocolate biscuit cake, I’ll never forget it. For
Easter, it was always a pleasure to come to Kolind and eat Grandma’s
Easter lunch. In particular, I remember Grandma’s fucking eggs that
were absolutely outstanding.
When Grandpa was on a fishing trip, Grandma always had to go.
Grandpa did not like to put worm on the hook and take the catch off
the hook. The two tasks were Grandma’s.
Grandma had a favorite place called Begtrup Vig in southern Djursland, she could sit here for a long time to look out over the cove while
grandpa fished.
Grandpa smoked North State, as my mom told me, Grandpa was
born with a cigarette in his mouth. At one point, Grandma, Grandpa
thought he smoked too much and thought he should reduce his cigarette consumption by half, that is, only 10 cigarettes a day. Grandpa
also went down on half consumption. From 20 to 10 packs of North
State a day. What Grandma never discovered was that Grandpa bought
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a 10 piece. in the morning and again in the afternoon. Thus, Grandpa
thought he had halved his smoking consumption. Grandpa always had
half a package tucked under his shirt just above his waistband. When
Grandma asked if Grandpa had bought a new pack of cigarettes, the
answer was always no from him, pulling half a pack out of the shirt to
show Grandma the pack, which gradually got a little crumpled.
We laughed a lot about that time in the early 1970s.
We had family in Studsgård near Herning. Studsgård Mill was run
by a close family member of grandfather. It was also in Studsgård that
I had my first excursion to Søby Brunkulslejrene. One Saturday mor-

Grandfather and grandmother. The photo
was taken in Grenå Hospital’s Garden.

Picture from the campsite by Grenå
Strand with grandma and dad.
The caravan was built by grandfather
himself in Kolind and later moved to
Grenå Strand.
The caravan was built on the undercarriage of an old truck.
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ning it was decided that we should drive over to see the lignite camps
at Søby. We visited the ’mixed country store’, the store with everything
that could be stuffed into it, rubber boots and spiced sausages hanging
from the ceiling. There was also food in the back room, which was
probably the reason why we had to visit Søby. Peat was still being dug
back then, in the mid-1950s. I think this is where I got interested in
Central Jutland. Many years later, when I lived in Brande, and one day
drove up to the lignite camps, I met him who in his time had looked
after the grocery store in Søby lignite camps.
While we lived in Lillegade, grandpa and grandma had to look after
little brother Jørgen and me for a weekend. I had gotten in the steam
engine as a Christmas present. There were problems with getting the
steam engine started up. There was a hole in the small oil can and the
safety valve was not quite perfect either. Grandpa managed the little
problem, he stacked 20 small candles under the kettle and put a match
in the safety valve. Then we got started on it. After a short time, the
kettle began to simmer. The valve started coming with some weird noises. Suddenly, the match disappeared from the safety valve into the
ceiling, all the unclean water stood out of the boiler in a fine jet and
hit the ceiling. The ceiling was not cleaned before my parents came
home again. I distinctly remember my mother scolding Grandpa; with
something resembling, ‘you are and will be a great playboy you should
know better’. The steam engine was involved.
Later in grandfather’s life after the power plant in Kolind was taken
over by Arke in Aarhus, grandfather took over the job of supervising
electrical tools on the farms around Midtdjursland. In his time when
Bonderøven started on DR, I came to mind that grandfather also supervised Kastaniegården’s electric tools. It’s a lot of fun to think back on.
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A few lines about my mother who was born and raised in Kolind.
Mother was born in 1925 and received her education at Kolinds Boghandel. Here mother received an education as a photographer and office assistant. Mom was an excellent photographer, but she never took
the time to teach us anything further about photography. Mother must
have moved to Grenå in the middle of the world war in the early 1940s
and shortly after met my father. Mother was the second eldest of three
children. Her eldest brother (Verner) died at the age of 3 from pneumonia. The youngest brother, Knud, was educated as a banker in the
Bank for Kolind and the surrounding area. Knud, my uncle, died quite
suddenly in Randers. I remember Grandma was always very worried
in the winter about whether we now had enough clothes that we did
not go and froze. That concern probably stems from the loss of a child.
Grandma has told when mom first came home to Kolind and told
about her meeting with dad, and grandma asks mom how old he is.
Mom replies he was a little older than her. After this had been going on
a few times, Grandma asks how old is he then today. It all ended with
mom having to go to confession and admit he was almost 10 years older than her. Mom and Dad were supposed to be married in December
1946, but my great-grandmother died suddenly and the wedding was
postponed until December 1947. When the wedding was on the stairs,
the pastor approached Grandpa if he could not do without a sack of
fuel so the church could stay. heated for the wedding. It must have
been a very cold winter in 1947.
I’ve seen a letter Grandpa sent to Grandma, probably before it became
a permanent relationship, where he signs with Marianne. Grandfather
was named Marius by first name. Grandpa has probably been a little
warm to Grandma, as he was very fond of her, even in the older days.
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Top: One of Grandpa’s many cars. The picture was taken on Kapelvej in Kolind
in front of their ”the little house” of my mother with Uncle Knud at the wheel.
Bottom: Grandma taking a rest. The B&O radio behind Grandma could take Radio
Luxembourgh better than any other radio.

Grandpa and -ma have a silver wedding.
My cousin Lene with her parents Gitte
and uncle Knud.
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School time by
Grenå Vestre Skole

It’s so many years ago that it may well be a lie. But in 1955 I was enrolled at Grenå Vestre Skole. The school was not many hundreds of
meters from where we lived. From Lillegade we had to go through
Overstræde to get to Storegade. From here on through Skolestræde,
where the school was at the end.
There were four 1st graders starting up April 1, 1955. The 1st grade
I ended up in was about 20 students. Our class teacher was called Ms.
Noe-Nygaard.
In 1955, it was 10 years after World War II, which we students did
not think much about. It was also at the time we went to school on
Saturday morning and had packed lunches in our bag. It was also then

The picture here of grandfather was taken
in connection with my confirmation in
Overstræde in 1962.

Back to grandpa there in the time I can remember him was a very
big playboy, even at a very old age.
After my grandparents in Kolind had moved out of the power plant
and had settled on Drasbeksgade, he had to bring his workshop with
him. That with many sockets, was not something Grandpa did the
whole thing in. When he turned on the light in the workshop, almost
all of his machines also started up.
In one corner of Grandpa’s toolbox, Grandpa was standing in a cold
saw. He had built the cold saw himself from some parts from a jet
engine he had received from Tirstrup Airport. The cold saw worked
very well. When the opportunity arose, I was at the airport. One of the
times I was allowed to get up in a Dakota machine.
Grandpa also had a column drill standing in the workshop. I inherited it from my grandfather and enjoyed it a lot in Glatved. It was this
drill that much later coped with Jan’s speed problems with his moped
drilling his moped cylinder.
Grandpa died at the age of 78 after an incredibly long and enterprising life. On one of the previous pages are two photos with Grandpa
that tell a lot about him and the way he was.
I will never forget we were on our way down to Drasbeks Hotel by
the train station and enjoying a beer. Suddenly, Grandpa turns around,
looking for a beautiful girl who had just passed us. I mean, he can not
afford it with his age, to which Grandpa replies: »The day you can not
turn after a beautiful girl, you might as well lie down to die«!
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The picture here was taken in front of the
boys’ gym and must be from 1959. That is
before we are split up.
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that we had to drink a ¼ l of milk for the packed lunch. It is very
little the memory remembers from the first 5 years. At least I clearly remember we were someone who had difficulty spelling, writing
and reading. Fortunately for us, Vestre Skole had a trained dyslexic
teacher, Mr Sørensen. In the three years this special education lasted,
the others in the class had the more exciting subject, sports, we had to
participate nicely in, among other things. extra Danish and bill. It was
definitely not very exciting at the time, but later in life it turned out
that these hours had been spent more than well, and became a very big
help for me.
The first school years we went home between kl. 12 and 13 to eat.
Later we brought a packed lunch to school.
When I look back on school time, it was not many years before
everyone with reading and spelling problems was perceived as stupid,
Sørensen made sure that his teaching was stopped.
During the first years we had the same permanent teacher, it was
Ms. Noe-Nygaard for Danish m.m. and Mr. Martin Sørensen at the
expense. After 5th grade, some left our class to get an apprenticeship.
6th grade was, as I remember, an intermediate year, where a decision
had to be made about a bookish or non-bookish line, ie high school or
primary school. In 6th grade we got a new class teacher, Mrs. Pedersen
also called Lille-p.
Then we reached so far in life. 7th and 8th grade were forced when
we continued after 6th grade. By contrast, 9th grade was voluntary
and perhaps the best school year we had together. From 7th grade we
were divided into an A and B class. Later I will return to these 3 school
years.
Grenå Vestre Skole was a very old school, which is evident from
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In 1961, 7 A + B were on a Copenhagen
tour. Here at the top of Dalls Department
Store.

Rønde’s bus that transported us to Flensburg and South Schleswig.

Carl Svenstrup’s Grenå Bys Historie, if you look at it. At the top of the
old building facing Vestergade, the building with the tower, here we
had a classroom on the 1st floor. It was with the old sloping desks with
space for the inkwell at the top. Still think the tile stove stood at the
bottom left of the nook where we entered the room. The building with
the tower was the oldest part of Vestre Skole, was demolished and we
boys took up position during the breaks to follow the demolition work.
It also happened when our teacher became ill. Then we were assigned
a retired teacher or other person during those hours. One of the temps
I remember most was Carl Svenstrup, who had collected and written
Grenå Bye’s History. Svenstrup, who was a retired librarian, did not
want to interfere with the teachers’ teaching, which is why he made
teaching an alternative to storytelling.
It is not something that is very clear in the memory. At least the first
excursions. School trips were a occurrence once a year. In the first
school years, Vestre Skole was on an excursion to Gjerrild Skov. I also
do not remember whether Østre Skole was a part. The transport took
place with the Gjerrild pig, the Grenå-Gjerrild track the first year. Like
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A self made map of the excursion
to South Schleswig.

so many other boys, we have probably traveled around the rather large
forest to play. What I remember most clearly is the 700 year old oak
that stood just outside Gjerrild Station. We were to go and see it and
from there on into the forest.
In 1961, the school trip went to Copenhagen. I have little-p suspect
the trip was arranged more for her than us. It was at Dalls Varehus and
with the boat to Landskrona in Sweden. Especially the sailing trip to
Landskrona is remembered for Lille-p being taken in customs on the
way home to Copenhagen. We had been explicitly told by little-p that
cigarettes or spirits were not to be bought, so it just did not apply to
the teachers.
The trip also offered an evening visit to the Royal Theater, where
we were admitted to attend Elverhøj with i.a. Poul Reumert. We pro64

The walkway
at Duborg School in Flensburg.

Objection department of Duborg School.
The rune stones in Jelling.

bably did not sit completely still during the performance. Remember
i.a. those sitting behind us at one point asked us to be a little calm, as
the wife said, ”I know it may be difficult at your age to keep concentration, but if we would not try,” which we probably did.
I’m pretty sure the theater night was for Little-p’s sake. Can not remember where we stayed, but it has probably been at a hostel.
The next school trip to be remembered was in the summer of 27, 28
and 29 August 1962 and went to South Schleswig. In Rønde’s bus we
left Grenå at 9 Monday morning. To keep track of us, the trip was led
by Mrs. Petersen and Mrs. Mikkelsen. It was Rønde himself who sat
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The Austrian Memorial
at Sankelmark.

behind the wheel and drove the bus.
It was a trip I had been looking forward to and looking forward to. It
was exciting to go abroad for the first time, even if it was just to Flensburg / South Schleswig.
It went quickly through Jutland with a stay in Jelling, where the two
rune stones were to be considered. The motorway did not exist at the
time, the majority of the drive took place along the A10 main road. In
Christiansfeld it also became a stop. We were to see the church and
the cemetery.
The border at Krusaa was reached and after a short customs stay,
we continued towards Flensburg, where after instructions on how to
behave, when to return to the bus, we were released in the city of
Flensburg.
We probably had an hour to ourselves in Flensburg before we gathered again at the bus to be driven out to the German youth hostel in
Mürwick.
The next day started with a visit to the Duborg school, before we
continued to Sankelmark and Isted with short stays in both places.
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The day was spent visiting Lübeck and Gottrup Castle before Dannevirke was visited on the way home to Flensburg.
To this day, I do not understand how we could achieve so much in
so few days. Just getting from Grenå to Aarhus was a challenge and
here we had to go a couple of 100 km further down in Jutland and in a
bus with not very friendly seats.
The next morning it was early up. Cleaning had to be done before
we left the hostel.
It was close we had been thrown by the hostel during the night.
There was some unrest at night on the boys’ floor. The German host
spoke in very big words.
After cleaning and breakfast, the bus started up. The first visit this
day was to the Danish school in Skovlund / Schafflund. Here we were
received by a very young teacher named Carl Otto Meyer. Meyer spoke
vividly about the region’s challenges for the Danish minority. We were
shown around the small Danish school. Carl Otto Meyer was chairman
of SSW, the South Schleswig Electoral Association and was later elected to the German Reichstag.
After the exciting stay in Skovlund with Meyer, we continued to
Husum, where a stay was made. The day in South Schleswig ended
with a tour of the Nordstrand peninsula in the Wadden Sea, before the
excursion again went to Denmark.
Kl. 18.30 we drove into Grenå again after an eventful trip in the old
Danish country.
Now, of course, I do not remember the name, but our teacher in craft,
was a bandit, but also a great jazz connoisseur. If we did not do what
we had been told, sawed and planed incorrectly, it was between two
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Excerpt from Dagbladet BT.

Excerpt from Dagbladet Djursland.

Excerpt from Dagbladet Demokraten.
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A forced task in connection with the
school trip to South Schleswig in 1962, we
had been required to write about our experiences during the trip. There was a lot of
newspaper coverage out of it when I went
and handcuffed and made a small booklet.
Clips are from Grenaa Folketidende.
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planing benches and tight ass. Maren came into use.
One school day we must have done something not quite according
to the rules. At least we had to go to the inspector’s office. Here, an
overhaul and the opportunity to choose an after-party or after school
meeting in the girls’ gym. We chose the latter, showed up and lined up
received a slap and went home.

The caption read:
The boys A team from Grenaa Vestre Skole became the audience’s youngsters with
impressive and beautiful play. The team
beat i.a. Grenaa Gymnasium and Ebeltoft.
Here is the team after the final. Back from
left: Egon Mikkelsen, Finn Lund, Per Roholm Nielsen and Splint. Front row from
left: Peer Holm, Claus Olrik and Erik
Christiansen.

Before I go back to 7.-9. class veins, a little peek at the school sport.
School sports were an important part of school life, at least when we
had to think about it ourselves.

A somewhat younger and lighter Holm
in 1963 on the way over 1.35 m. Before I
stopped this day I was over 1.60 m. Note,
no one had to land on, only gravel!
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Grenå had two schools at the time, Østre and Vestre Skole and of
course Grenå Gymnasium, but we did not count on that in that context. Especially against Østre Skole, some deadly football matches
were fought on the turf. Losing the annual match to East School was
really hard to survive, all next year.
We were part of both Vestre and Østre Skole, who played together
through the youth years in Grenå IF and therefore knew each other.
For festive occasions - which were not lacking - we also met.
Football was not the only sport we fought with the other schools
over. Indoors, handball was played. As I recall, we were invited to
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the inspector’s office, where the inspector thanked us for our efforts
for the school. The inspector was not interested in a notch for sports.
Incidentally, the inspector’s name was Agner Jensen in my time.
I end with this for more talk about school sports.
We have to go back to 7.-9. class years
We were still two classes - A and B. A had 7 students and B 8 students - otherwise it was the other way around. In fact, I think we organized the teaching ourselves together with the class teachers. Among
other things. our German teacher named Bødtker. Bødtker was also at
the school when we celebrated our 20th and 25th anniversaries, but I
will return to them.
Our classes were test cloths as far as the last 3 school years from
1962-64 are concerned. Those of us who went to school together also
met a lot in private, and also held some small private school parties.
In addition to having Danish, arithmetic, German and English, we
completed optional teaching of cooking in the girls’ school kitchen.
The teacher who was responsible for this part of the teaching was called Ms. Judy. Here I make a small leap back in time.
Many years later, when I was employed by Hedeselskabet, I had
done a book work for Sønder Omme Plantage on the occasion of the
plantation’s 100th anniversary, that was in 2001.
For our good book work, the entire marketing department at Hedeselskabet was invited to the anniversary in Sdr. Omme of the forester
for the plantation. First we got a tour of the plantation by the forest
ranger, who showed us the damage from the very big storm that had
happened a few years before. In the evening we attended the anniversary dinner.
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From Sdr. Omme and home to Viborg there is a good distance. At
one point, it was decided we should start the trip home. As I am on
my way out of the room, I feel a small dot on my arm and a female
person asks me, ”have you not gone to Vestre Skole in Grenå?”. I could
confirm that. There sat our old housekeeping teacher with her husband. I think we left at least an hour later, even though my colleagues
are trying to get me involved. Old memories spilled over from school
days. - Yes, as they say, Denmark is not very big.
When we started up the last three years with two classes, a large
portion of us had followed along since 1st grade.
From here, I want to tell you a little bit about the three school anniversaries we held.
In 1984 - 20 years after school - we were some who decided to investigate the possibility of being held by a pre-trial in the later 25 years. I
had met Daniel Janerka at Djurslands Bank’s general meeting, and we
chatted, got into old school memories and of course a school anniversary party. Daniel had lived and worked in Grenå since school ended
and was the one who had the most contact with the others from the
classes.
For the 20th anniversary, we met at the end of the day at Tre Små
Stuer in Grenå on Østerbrogade. Let me put it this way, when we met
it was as if we had just had a very long break of 10 min. Once the faces were put in place, it went over stick and stone with talk, coziness,
good food and wine.
There were twice as many girls as boys in the two classes in the last
three school years. Therefore, we made castling at appropriate intervals as far as the boys were concerned, changing places. Thereby the
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These five photos on this page from the 40th anniversary are not of the best quality,
which is why I have pulled them out of photocopies. With good help from Adobe
PhotoShop, we have managed to raise the quality of the images.

The picture from the 25th anniversary, taken on the stairs up to our old classrooms
at Vestre Skole.
Our old German teacher Poul Bødtker
was a tour guide and photographer.
The picture is from 1989.
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boys came all the way around the girls.
It was a cozy evening that we repeated 5 years after. Unfortunately,
only one photo was taken for this anniversary.
Now we have reached 1989, the real school anniversary and we met
again. Only a few did not attend, which they did the first time.
We met at the school where our German teacher was waiting for
us. The school had changed since we had gone there. Bødtker gave us
a tour of the school. What had not changed much were our old classrooms. I’m almost believing it was the old school-age tables that still
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Working life ...

stood in the room.
It was decided a long time ago that we did not want any teachers at
the dinner, which was held in the same place as at our first anniversary.
Once again the organizers had provided some delicious food and
good wines and we again got a lot of talk.
It turned out to be a really nice evening once again.

In 1964, primary school time was over and a new era began. Now it
was in training as a handyman in my father’s book printing business.
On August 3, 1964, the harsh side of life began with 4 years of
typographic handwriting training. The education started with a 10week preschool course at Aarhus Technical School Book Printing at
Nørreallè in Aarhus. For 10 weeks, it was every weekday early in the
morning, down at the railway station in Grenå before kl. 6, and 1 hour
by train to Aarhus. The same thing repeated in the afternoon from
Aarhus. Several times I reached the train at the last minute in Grenå.
There was not much desire for that train journey after the first 4 weeks.
A new form of education for typographers had been adopted, which
meant we had no textbook to start from, but had to write down all

It is now 15 years and in 2004 we met once again for the school anniversary in Grenå. Now it was just like we knew each other, there was
no reason for the big presentations.
The anniversary party was held at Grenå Strand at Den Græske Restaurant. As with the previous anniversaries, we got some great food
and a lot of nice talk.
After we had eaten we hiked a few hundred meters where Daniel
had his cottage. It was bright before we thanked each other for a good
and cozy evening.
We talked about meeting again for 50 years, but that was the talk.

Teacher Kjærbye on the left wing with his
10 new handset apprentices on the 1964
team. We followed each other throughout
the apprenticeship up to and including
the apprenticeship test. Three of us also
served our military service together.
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teaching. Before we got that far, got a crash course in note technique.
As we got all the gold grains written down, we took turns setting
up molds, taking imprints of these in the proofreading press. All this
work came to form school for the subsequent handshake teams.
After finishing school, the last little week was spent cleaning up,
all the brass was polished in Brasso, angle gardens and set lines. The
10 weeks were then over and home to the normal set boxes of an older
nature than at school. In total, I was in vocational school the 4 apprenticeship 28 weeks. The short distance between Grenå and Århus was
crucial because I could not get a room in Århus during my school stays
at the vocational school.
Back home, the real education started with setting up all sorts
of print jobs. With two apprentices and two journeymen, there was
plenty to look forward to. The exciting tasks went to the journeymen
and us apprentices were allowed to take on the less exciting tasks.
All apprentices I, after my own apprenticeship, participated in getting
educated, always got the exciting work assignments. It was not because we were weakling us apprentices, but lifting the lower 35-40 kg heavy set box up on the sloping desk was a challenge. I remember paper
waste was pressed into bales and had to be carried up to the ceiling.
Here I did not become very popular when I refused to participate in it.
The downside of being the son of the book printer, you should preferably set a good example and I was probably not always the right one
for that.
It happened during the apprenticeship, there were elections to
either the city council, parliament or the EC. Ballot papers were to be
used for this. The custom was then, that the printing of ballot papers
among the three printing houses in Grenå took turns. It may not have
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Four years later - the 1968 team, the
newly trained handsets from Aarhus
Tech
nical School with subject teacher
Tage Andersen on the right wing.
These verses are the first
actual rate work,
which the setter apprentices
have performed
at the Printing School’s Preschool.
The printing school wants
with this collection
to give students a lasting memory
about their first work
within the subject.
First and second year printing apprentices
has been in charge of the printing.
The letterpress subject
Preschool
Aarhus Technical School
Autumn 1964

been completely legal, but the printing company whose turn it was for
the task, was told what the others submitted of offers, so it was just to
be a little cheaper.
Except for the larger cutting set, which was made in machine set,
all other set was stacked up with loose types. There were a number of
dairies at that time on Djursland around Grenå. It was one of my tasks
throughout my apprenticeship, to set those accounts.
Some of the biggest filth at the printing house was when we printed
wreath ribbons for the horticultural shops in Grenå with black color,
after which bronze gold dust was sprinkled over and hung to dry. This
work took place under the stairs up to the ceiling. There was dust,
bronze dust everywhere in the backyard.
The hospital’s annual report was also part of the work together with
the municipality’s annual budget. It was me who several times had to
go to the municipal office with proofs to read through the budget.
We also produced the city church magazine. Here, however, the
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The fine advertisement on the right is
from great-grandfather’s time. The opposite side was tracing paper.

kit was manufactured on Grenaa Folketidende’s setting machines and
again it was me who had to cycle down Lillegade to Grenå Folketidende and bring the machine kit back in full condition to the printing
house. I had to pull the bike home.
It was mostly factor Jens A. Nielsen who helped me to get the machine set stacked properly on the bike and pull it home to Overstræde.
Later in my working life as a freelancer, I had a lot to do with factor
Nielsen in his capacity as archivist at Grenaa Regional Archive.
After 4 years, the apprenticeship was over with a journeyman test
that culminated in ”Assumed with praise”, which I think was really
nice. Later I learned that br points were missing in a bronze medal. In
connection with the positions I have contested later in working life,
there is only one time I have had to present my apprenticeship letter
at an employment.
During the four apprenticeship years, I also managed to get to college with the union. This weekend - I think - I was at Roskilde Folk High
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Perhaps the world’s most beautiful journeyman’s letter.
Foldager, who has signed the journeyman’s letter, was from Kolding and a
close acquaintance of my father, but he
was not a showman.

School, together with many other graphic apprentices from all over
Denmark. I remember our union president Henry Nielsen was present
one day to talk about how important the professional work was. An
excursion to the Small Gardens in Frederiksberg was arranged. These
high school stays were very socialist in their content. Another offer to
attend a graphic seminar to be held in East Germany later this year.
Everything was, of course, paid for by the union. I nicely said no thank
you for participating in Rostock, East Germany. As one who had attended these seminars said, there is good with beer, fish and horn music
involved.
At that time, Grenå had quite a few graphic workplaces, which meant that the Danish Typographers’ Association had a local branch in
Grenå. Of course I also had to be a member of DT-F, it was not voluntary but forced, but it was by the apprentice club, the first four years.
The very first meeting in the local department, which I attended, at
what later came to be called ”The Three Small Rooms”, on Østerbrogade, there was a long discussion about some topic that occupied many.
The debate dragged on and the dining approached. Factor at Grenå
Folketidende Jens A. Nielsen asked for the floor and suggested that a
committee be set up to discuss the subject in more detail.
The apprentice who was treasurer of the apprentice club must have
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been trained as a journeyman. For at the next apprenticeship general
meeting I was elected treasurer of the apprenticeship club, as no one
else would take over the duties. Later, under the same conditions, I am
elected chairman of the apprenticeship club. Here probably started my
desire to take on board positions in the small. I mean remember, an
ordinary general meeting and 3 quarter general meetings a year were
held - for the sake of dining, of course. I do not remember if my board
work continued in the apprenticeship club, but when the Danish Typographers’ Association’s Grenå department was closed down, I was
invited to the funeral in Grenå, and participated as a former member
in emptying the box.
A new chapter enters life, the soldier’s time is over, to which I will
return in a separate section.
After 14 months of military service at the King’s Jutland Foot Regiment
in Fredericia, my father wanted me back at the printing house in Grenå
again. I chose the safe solution from and opted for the unsafe and called Brande Avis Bogtrykkeri, who was just looking for a handset for
newspaper production, which sounded very exciting to my ears. At
the end of the military service, you were then entitled to a day off to
seek out any jobs.
One day shortly before returning from the military, VW Bubble and
I left Fredericia for Brande in March 1970. I had a good chat with printer Bödtker and was hired by the printing company when his military
life was over. When I write newspaper, it is so much said, it was a
weekly newspaper in large newspaper format. I had never worked in
newspaper production before.
One day a week, the printing house’s old book printer came to visit
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us. Martin Christensen who I knew well who was home from Grenå,
welcomed me the first time I met him, asked what my name was and
where I came from. When he heard my last name, Holm, he asked if I
knew Kay Holm in Grenå, it was hard to deny, as it was my father. The
old Brande book printer had also known my grandfather. That was the
last time I expressed my affiliation, though without pressure.
Those were some amazingly wonderful and educational years I had
in Brande. The head of tourism, named Lenz, was a chapter in itself.
One of the years on the way to the summer holidays, he came, the
little step man storming into the printing house with an urgent task.
Brande needed something more on the map of Denmark, he thought.
He would have printed a heather card in heather color. In the map, a
flowering heather branch was later picked on the heath around Brande. The heather card was to be handed out in mid-August on the Town
Hall Square in Copenhagen by Brande girls, of course.
When we Tuesday night usually very late, sometimes so late that
we had to call on the Step Board, to hear if they kept late open for the
typographers from the newspaper for a cup of beer. Yes, of course they
did, us from the newspaper were very well-liked among the citizens
of the city.
By the way, I had accommodation in the backyard of the town’s
baker on Storegade.
We had approx. 30 km up to the Exhibition Center in Herning. It
was then that there was a very big difference between Esbjerg and Herning on the ice hockey front. The matches were played in the old Hall
F. One of the matches we went to Herning to attend ended with an
Esbjerg victory of 15-2. As such, the result was nothing to speak of,
but we had agreed to drink one beer per. goal, we did not reach it. On
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the other hand, we ended up in Herning on Eldorado, where Herning’s
ice hockey players always gathered after the home games. We reached
back to Brande before it got light.
The course of life in the newspaper. We had the front office, with a
cute office girl who was to receive ads. In most cases, customers came
in through the back door to us in the set and handed over their ads.
From here we then had to get the ads written down for settlement.
One of the last anecdotes from Brande this time around. We had
manufactured 500 invoice sets for one of Brande’s factories. The invoices were picked up by the director himself, who asked if we could
wait with payment until they had received invoices and received some
money at the checkout. It was the director of Brandtex who asked and
who later became Bestseller.
After a little more than three years in Brande, there was to be a reduction in staff. I was one of those who was left over and had to find
myself a new job. Workplaces did not hang on trees in Central Jutland
at the time, which is why I had to move to a new area. Before that, I
had managed to attend a 3-week offset printing course in Aarhus with
full pay. A union offer to address the rising unemployment that was
well underway in the early seventies.
The new workplace I chose was Viby Bogtrykkeri near Aarhus.
Here, too, there was a week. Now I had become well-versed in Brande
with a lot of auxiliary tools in newspaper production. They were not
present in Viby. We stacked the newspaper up in hand. Until one day
I asked the printer why we did not use the typewriter he had standing.
There were many excuses, but it turned out he did not know how to
use the typewriter. His machinist was raised. In Brande I had worked
with a typewriter during periods of pressure.
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It was about 13 months at Lomholt in Viby. In Aarhus I lived in two
places. First in Hasle on Herredsvej, but quickly moved to Viby near
the printing house. Too many red socks lived at the residence in Hasle.
We had an apprentice at Viby Bogtrykkeri. At one point he was
so kind as to tell me I was journeyman No. 16 in his hitherto, 3-year
apprenticeship. Like he said, now you’ve been here longer than all
the other journeymen combined. The union chairman came once a
week with Typograf-Tidende, which Lomholt was not very enthusiastic about. He and the typographers’ union had a somewhat tense relationship with each other.
During the small 13 months I was at Viby Bogtrykkeri, I was called
into his office, not to be set up, as I most hoped, no he just wanted to
tell me that there was a pay rise next Friday. We got the salary paid
in cash in a brown envelope. On the front of the envelope, Lomholt
had calculated and written down the rent in handwriting. A total of
4 times I was called into his office, each time with the same pay raise
information. Before all four times we had had an exchange of views
with each other, words that do not tolerate repetition here.
Lomholt’s wife came from Grenå. She had gone to school with one
of my aunts.
Lomholt smoked cigars, some smelly satans that we called ’stinging
cans’. He did not walk, but small runs as he moved. A message from
him was always delivered in passing speed, starting a few meters before approaching and finishing a few meters after.
Every week there was distribution of the weekly newspaper. It was
young schoolchildren who were messengers. Delivery of the weekly
newspaper, however, we typographers had nothing to do with, and
yet! It happened that a bidder did not show up to pick up his news85

papers for distribution, so it was the apprentice’s job to take the route
and distribute the newspapers. I had the chance to drive him around.
Most times and always in the printer’s car. But when two messengers
left, Lomholt came and asked if I wanted an extra job. I can greet and
say there were many stairwells in the Rundhøj neighborhood.
During my time in Aarhus, I occasionally came to the Tannery in
Meilgade, which was usually always good music at the time.
Viby also stops. I talk on the phone with Knud a few times. Knud
wanted to hear if I wanted to return to Brande, which I would like, as
the desire for more Brande was present. The offer was bought on the
spot and I returned to Central Jutland.
Now it was to another Brande Avis Bogtrykkeri. For the first time,
we drove the wraps themselves in heavy molds to Vejle County’s Folkeblad for embossing and printing. Now Brande had an old embossing
press set up from Vejle and even embossed the cardboard matrices.
Our journeymen who had time to spare, took turns driving to Vejle
with the matrices, getting the newspaper printed. The circulation was
not larger than we expected, and got the pre-printed newspapers back.
At Vejle County’s Folkeblad, the manager was called Moos at the
time. The times I drove to Vejle, I stopped halfway at the grocery store to
buy 4 beers. The newspaper in Vejle had an old fast press, a big monster.
Here we were some stylists hiding behind and sharing a beer. Meanwhile, we could follow Moos, who was milling around and could not find
us. Apart from my apprenticeship in Grenå, it was the only time in my
working life that I returned to a previous workplace. The only workplace I have visited after resigning is Hedeselskabet. It happened after a lot
of pressure from my former boss. Vibeke wanted to show me what my
printing house had been rebuilt for at Hedeselskabet.
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One Saturday night, Hanne and I drove from Herning to Vejle to experience Papa Bues Viking Jazzband play. Before the concert, we rounded the bus station, where Knud (Sporten i Grenå) had taken over the
kiosk. Knud was happy to see me and wanted us to come up to them
after the concert and have some night food. Papa Bue played 2 x 45
min. + extra 45 min., after which they walked out of the hall with playing instruments while playing When The Saint ..... On Sunday there
was a car-free day, which meant we had to spend the night with Anne
Lise and Knud (Sporten i Grenå).
The second half in Brande also lasted forever. There was an incipient oil crisis on the stairs and I had to go out again to find new pastures. In the meantime I had met Hanne in Herning and had moved
up to her. Hanne lived on Vinkelvej close to the center of Herning.
Hanne’s mother lived at Gl. Landevej in western Herning, where her
little brother also lived at home. He also played ice hockey in Herning
IK, as a goalkeeper. By the way, Hanne’s mother lived directly opposite
Købmand Lauritzen’s shop, where she cleaned. Ragnar Falk Lauritzen, started small as a travel king. He later formed the travel agency
Falke Rejser. At checkout, he sold not only coffee and butter, but also
holiday trips to Mallorca. A story goes that a Central Jutland farmer
came to the grocery store and wanted two tickets for a week’s holiday
in Mallorca, but he did not have enough money if the grocery store
would take a pig as payment. The story ends with the Central Jutland
farmer and wife coming to Mallorca for a pig!
Hanne’s big brother Villy lived in Lemvig and worked for the tax
authorities there. Hanne and I often visited Lemvig and Villy and his
wife on weekends. Saturday morning we started with the Aunts, who
offered a herring meal, for which we enjoyed a beer and schnapps.
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When it was at Jespersens Hotel, where I learned to raffle »Frederikshaver«. It is a time I sometimes think back on with great joy.
It became one of the few times in my working life I have tried to go
really unemployed. There was no work to be found in central Jutland.
Back then, we got 100% in support, which is why we did not suffer
the great distress.
In Herning we had to join the union once a week. In the second
week, the chairman came up with an address he thought I should take
a closer look at. I was allowed to go unemployed for small 2 weeks.
We are in 1974 and I was going to Viborg, as a typography substitute
at Bachhausen’s Eftf. in Duegården in Sct. Mathiasgade at Gunhild Jørgensen, just opposite the old post office. It was at this time that they
had begun the establishment of the pedestrian street in Sct. Mathiasgade in Viborg.
Yes, then we are back at the first round in Brande. Mrs. Jørgensen
was the daughter of the old printer A. L. Pedersen in Allingåbro, who
was a very good acquaintance of my grandfather. Mrs. Jørgensen came
to the book printing association and knew my parents from there.
Let me just add here, until now, all the book printers I had worked
for had been trained at A. L. Pedersen’s Book Printing Office in Allingåbro.
A bit about the printing house and ALP in Allingåbro. When the
travelers (sellers) came to visit ALP in Allingåbro, they had to stand
nicely with their hats in hand and wait outside his office door until
they were told to come in. ALP was of the old school, just like my own
grandfather.
The temporary position at Bachhausen was to last for 4 weeks. It
did not quite hold up. Gunhild would not get rid of me.
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I remember an exciting assignment from the time I worked at
Bachhausen. The author Peter Seeberg came up with a collection of
poems that was to be transformed into a small booklet.
Bachhausen produced and printed documents for Jyllands Kreditforening. This took place in offset. For this, a foil assembly and light
table were required, which did not exist, as well as an offset plate.
The films were taken off the foil each time after use and placed in an
envelope until I failed to do this and retained the montage for the next
time. Offset plates at that time were not suitable for storing from time
to time. Lighting and developing offset plates was something in itself.
After illumination of and washing of the plate, this should be applied
to liquid asphalt. A hell of a mess. It was 3M plates.
I probably drove from Herning to Viborg for a couple of months
on all weekdays. One day my mother calls in the middle of working
hours, to tell her father had been admitted to the hospital with a blood
clot. I ask my mother if she wants me to come home to help with the
printing, which my mother would like. My little brother was in the 3rd
year of apprenticeship as a handyman.
I talked to Mrs. Jørgensen, who was not thrilled to lose me, but
could also see that there were not many other options. More or less it
was also parting with Hanne in Herning, who worked at a sewing studio in Ikast and could not just move and I think, Hanne did not want to
move to Central Jutland either. After all, all her friends, acquaintances
and family were in Central Jutland.
It was my first mission in Viborg and would later be followed by a
more permanent stay.
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I had settled so well in Central Jutland, actually would have preferred
to have stayed there. I loved nature in Central Jutland. Some of the
best I could do was drive up to Brunkulslejerne by Søby. Park the car
and take a walk in the safe part of the area. Put me on the edge at one
of the excavations and enjoy a beer. An impressive man-made area of
nature. When fate wanted it, it was probably one of the reasons why
I returned to Central Jutland and became a permanent resident, but I
will return to that.
Now it’s about coming home to Grenå and lending a hand at the
printing house together with little brother.
Dad roughly recovered from the blood clot and returned to the printing press. Little brother had been trained as a handyman and had
changed workplace to Specialtrykkeriet in Viborg, where he instead
became an offset printer at Jensen.
For once, they managed to persuade Dad to invest in a little newer
and more modern technology. However, we kept some letterpress in
the house. I had gotten a Linotype typewriter in. Later we got a little photosetter for copywriting. We built a darkroom, got a light table
established. The small printing house was actually well helped to the
tasks we were able to perform. When the new aids had entered the
printing house, my mother said, now the old printing house no longer
smells.
I just want to throw in a 1981 episode, it was a tough nut to crack.
The typographers at Berlingske went on strike and the rest of us were
drawn into the strike by being locked out by the printers. The strike
support was a magical DKK 600 a week, which did not go to one or the
other. As time went on, the financial situation became so tense for us
that after 4 weeks Sonja asked me to go to the municipality to ask for
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assistance. By June 1980, Louise had been born. Next door we also had
Annette and Lone at home.
I had to bite into the sour apple and move to Grenå Municipality.
For many hours I sat in the municipality and waited. Was called in
for questioning about my financial desire. Asked to leave the meeting
again and sit outside and wait. At some point after someone, I was called in again. Now all the municipality’s case officers were gathered in
the meeting room and had to inform me if my financial wishes could
be fulfilled.
The first thing I remember being asked until was how much I needed financially. I asked for funds for the rent in Glatved.
We had come well into the day by this time, and an end was near. I
was asked to enter the meeting room one last time, where I was informed that by law I was entitled to receive DKK 8,500 against a signature
on repayment. The amount only covered for Louise and me. Since
Sonja and I were not married, I could not receive assistance for Sonja,
Lone and Annette. That was good enough, then the rent was at least
covered. But here it did not stop, however. Just as I am about to leave,
another caseworker enters the room to announce that new guidelines
had just come from the ministry and the rate had been raised by a new
executive order. I was now entitled to a larger amount.
When I finally left Grenå City Hall, it was with the promise of a
bank transfer of DKK 11,876 per month, which amount we received
throughout the strike period and with retroactive effect. The strange
thing for me this day was, most of the caseworkers were some I knew
from Grenå.
After a few years, Dad ran into another blood clot and in 1981 he
was unable to continue the printing business.
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My new position at Hedeselskabet in the
Marketing department. Together with Vibeke (front) I had (back) a fantastic collaboration. We managed a lot of little things
across the middle of the desks.

It was a huge declaration of confidence, Sonja could attach the application for the position at Hedeselskabet.
I got what I asked Grenaa Papir for, a
rating as a supplier of printed matter.
Anna Lund was married to my old German teacher at Vestre Skole and I had
known Poul Bach from childhood, among
other things. through football.

Sonja and I talked to the accountant about taking over the printing
business and continuing it, just as much as we still had a job to do.
Together with my little brother Jørgen, father and mother, the accountant and Sonja, we met one morning to review the printing company’s
situation. As such, my little brother had not been initiated into the
financial problems our parents had ended up in, but he was first asked
if he wanted to take over and continue the printing business, which he
could not see on his feet, why it was Sonja and I, who took over. The
takeover happened almost overnight. Sonja and I chose to continue
running the printing business, to help my parents out of their financial
predicament. Upon taking over the printing business, Sonja and I took
over and inflicted a reasonably large bank debt.
After a short time as a self-employed book printer, I could well see
it was a bigger challenge than first assumed. It quickly dawned on us
that we needed to enter the market to find more earnings. In fact, it
initially came by itself. We received an inquiry from the University
of Aarhus’ left-wing section, asking if we would print their books and
dissertations. It became a yes. I spent a whole day calculating the first
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It was in JyllandsPosten that Sonja discovered the advertisement that made her write the application to Hedeselskabet, and
which was submitted to me for signature.
There was no person - at all - in Denmark who could handle all the requirements that Hedeselskabet set out in the
ad text to be considered for the position.
I got the position ....
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I had not before in my working life
signed
an
employment
contract.
In my 12 years at Hedeselskabet, only
the penultimate line of the employment
contract on this document, regarding the
salary, was changed.
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I had not before in my working life signed
an employment contract.
In my 12 years at Hedeselskabet, only
the penultimate line of the employment
contract on this document, regarding the
salary, was changed.
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offer that came to form the basis for the collaboration with the University. The offer was that they could calculate a production price themselves. In all its simplicity, each printed page cost a penny. It turned
out I had calculated a more than good offer. This collaboration with
Aarhus University continued for 5-6 years.
Throughout almost all of our time as self-employed, we had contact
with SF, first from their Silkeborg office through Steen Gade. Later
from their office in Aarhus on Silkeborgvej opposite the Old Town. It
spread to others and Husets Forlag in Aarhus also came later.
We set up our own book publisher, Holms Forlag, where over time
we received a number of private inquiries about book publications.
It became a number of publications about the island of Anholt. The
publisher was actually an idea both little brother and I had been giving
birth to for some time. Little brother did not have the hinterland in
order and gave up participation.
I would have preferred to see Jørgen and I could have continued
the family printing business together. At the time, the collaboration
worked flawlessly. Jørgen was a better printer than I was. In return, I
was able to talk better with the customers. But that’s not how it should
be and maybe well the same. Jørgen had never survived the blows the
world gave that Sonja and I experienced.
But the 10 years as self-employed ended in December 1991, when
we did not have the opportunity to generate enough income for the
continued operation. Therefore, we stopped and shut down the printing plant. We had succeeded in reducing the debt in the printing house, which at the time of the closure had gone to zero. Financially, we
had not taken anything as an independent, but gained a very large
experience that later benefited me.
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My good friend the Ryobi has been sold.
Hedeselskabet had decided to close down
its internal printing plant and instead
use my skills in another way. I had been
transferred to the Marketing Department.
A vanity section had to be taken out in
the gable facing Randersvej, to get the machine out.

We used the time from December 1991 until March 1992 to get rid
of all the contents of the printing house, which was very successful.
Sonja at one time had a very large and strong cigar box.
I was a member of the self-employed unemployment fund and as
such also entitled to unemployment benefits. It turned out not to be so
straightforward for us as self-employed to be approved for unemployment benefits. The unemployment fund seriously believed that we had
not stopped, even though all the machines had been sold off. The flow
to the printing house was still there, and we could therefore continue
to generate earnings in the clear light of the unemployment fund. I had
in a letter, listed at least 20 points up to the unemployment fund we
had done, which was not enough. At one point, I ask the unemployment fund if I can now document that the electricity has been taken
from the board if I thereby would be entitled to unemployment benefits. The answer was a resounding yes. Good advice was expensive, as
it can be said. I could have chosen an acquaintance, but our boy, Jan,
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The building on Klostermarken is impressive. For the first 5-6 years I had my stick at
the bottom right of the extension (Canteen).
To the left of the tall building, the administration had its residence.
Own photo from 2021.

was an apprentice electrician in Ebeltoft. I got Jan to sign the document, where he confirms that he has removed the power supply on the
switchboard from the part that belonged to the printing house. After 3
months, we managed to receive unemployment benefits retroactively.
So there had to be a round of cheating even then.
The building in Overstræde was to be put up for sale, at the request of ASE, through our bank, which happened immediately. We
also had to evacuate Overstræde. We moved down to the river on Ågade in Grenå. Before Overstræde 1 was sold, I had made an agreement
with Djurslands Bank that they would be able to pay the rent over our
overdraft until the sale had taken place. We had moved to Viborg in
September 1992 on Merkurvej in Overlund. One day in the middle
of working hours, the bank called and asked to come to Grenå to sign
the papers for the house trade. When everything was settled, we were
paid, I think, DKK 6,000, which was the profit after almost a year in
the housing market, where the bank had got itss and met all our obligations before the house sale.
Sonja had in JyllandsPosten discovered Hedeselskabet was missing
a person with my graphic and business qualifications for their internal printing company. One position Sonja thought should be mine.
Therefore, she sat down at the typewriter to write an application to
99

Hedeselskabet, which Sonja submitted to me for signature. Sonja also
made sure the application was submitted. I think Sonja was getting
pretty tired of my idleness.
So here begins a new chapter in my working life.
Sonja’s application resulted in me being summoned for a job interview at Hedeselskabet’s Marketing Department, where Knud Erik and
Vibeke were present. That was in March 1992. A conversation I also
thought took an incredibly long time. The conversation, however, culminates in I would like to hear more from Hedeselskabet one of the
next few days. I had absolutely no idea what the outcome of the conversation would be like. I had never been to a job interview before.
That kind of thing happened with a talk to the book printer, across a
printing press or cutting machine.
After the job interview, my brain and I needed fresh air. It was an
incredibly beautiful weather with high skies and sun the day I was for
a job interview. I therefore decided to drive out on the heath to Kongenshus, where there is a certain place, it was possible to experience
the Jutland heath as it had looked in earlier times. No wind turbines
bothering the view.
There I sat on the edge of the Jutland heath and enjoyed two beers,
bought from the grocery store in Frederiks.
The cell phone did not exist then for us ordinary mortals. After a
while on the edge of the moor, I started to turn my snout home. I was
met by Sonja at the door, who told Hedeselskabet had already called,
the position was mine, if I was still interested in it. Sonja had already
decided that, by saying yes on my behalf.
I showed up at the reception at Hedeselskaber after Easter in 1992.
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Bent and Niels Erik move license plates,
the offset machine had to go out.

The first three days were spent introducing myself to the many employees at Klostermarken in Viborg. Vibeke did an excellent job. A 3-day
work schedule had been made for my introduction. I think even Vibeke, thought it was some long days. We got through the days together
and I got a lot of benefit from the days.
When I was finally released after the three days of introduction and
landed in my office downstairs, the first thing that struck me. There
was a sea of binders on the shelves, but the binders contained no documents. My predecessor had thrown everything out and left nothing for
his successor when he was asked to leave.
I had no idea what Hedeselskabet used in printed matter during a
year. My predecessor had removed all useful information from the ring
binders. I knew the look of the printed matter from the design folder,
but that was all.
therefore, the first thing I set out to do was to have a talk with the
secretaries of the wards and their subjects, to give me a little overview.
Using a review of microfilm of internally invoiced tasks, it was possible to see through the situation for the production of internal printed
matter.
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My interface with Hedeselskabet’s employees was enormous, which
was not something I had strived for. A very prominent employee, was
the secretary at the Laboratory, Gerda. Gerda’s impressive desk had
two stacks of papers on each side of her - left in and right out. DDH
had internal mail. Once I had sent a proof to Gerda and asked her to
look through it, I had to go over almost every time to pick up the proof
myself. When I then trooped up to Gerda’s, asked if she had looked
at my proofreading, the answer was always yes, whereby Gerda stuck
her hand into the right out pile, found my proofreading. One of the
first times I showed up at Gerda’s, I had not brought a pen. Gerda gave
me a brand new nice pen, I should have it as a new employee, as she
remarked to me.
The payroll office had helped me with newspaper ads on suitable
housing. I contacted one of the city’s landlords, and we agreed to meet
the week before I started at Hedeselskabet in Jernbanegade 2. I just
needed a room, as I was supposed to go home to Grenå, Sonja and the
children on the weekends. We started in Jernbanegade, where KVN
had some youth housing for rent. But, Knud thought, it was probably
not right for me with my age (42). Why Knud decided, we drove a trip
and then landed in Hjarbæk, which I did not know anything about.
Here Knud had a summer house on Svanevej, which was just empty. It
became my accommodation until mid-September, when Sonja and the
children chose to move to Viborg. Nothing was written down between
Knud and me. Everything between Knud and me was oral. I rented the
cabin for DKK 3,500 + electricity consumption for the entire period.
Before I started at Hedeselskabet, I had decided that I could not
control the approx. 1,100 employees, which is why I mostly aligned
myself with the employees, albeit to a certain limit. Even today, I still
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think it was the right decision I made to arrange my work situation. I
had contact with many of the employees at Hedeselskabet’s many departments in Denmark and abroad.
I had been printing offset on a Heidelberg KORD for more than 10
years, but what I came up with was a Ryobi with power supply, which
was a completely different system for me. A system I had not tried since my 3-week offset course in Aarhus. With good external help I came
after it and the use of the Ryobi became a pleasure, we became pretty
good friends.
One of my big challenges when the ’customers’ called me and I had
started the machine with printing. It was impossible to have a conversation, which was difficult to explain to colleagues around the country. Those who worked in the house had no doubt when I started the
machine up. I could not stop the machine every time the phone rang
and it did extremely regularly. We solved the problem by, after three
rings, the call went up at the reception, and from time to time one of
the sweet girls came down with messages for me.
Under my employment contract, I was employed as a printing technician. A title the typographers’ association had invented. They believed the title meant greater reputation and thus higher pay. The title
did not suit me, which is why I got it abbreviated to ’printer’. God and
all the employees at Hedeselskabet I had contact with were aware of
who the printer was, but they had no idea what ”he” was otherwise
called. It was very funny.
I introduced the rule to myself that the first 2 hours of the day, were
used to look through mail, call those who had requested a call. After
this, the working day started with the printing tasks that had to be
done or planned. The same routine continued when I was upgraded to
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my own personal computer.
Basically, there was no difference in the work I had done at the
printing house in Grenå. I introduced the same routines that I had
worked according to in Grenå.
I have always had a rational attitude to the execution of my work. It
should not be made more cumbersome than highly necessary. Maybe
that was the reason why I could eventually take on and take on other
tasks for DDH.
In the Marketing Department I was affiliated with, there was a sea
of work assignments in addition to manufacturing and shipping stationery and printed matter.
A little later in the time after I had moved permanently up to the
boardroom, we got Intranet on the PC - a kind of internal database. On
this database, it was possible for all employees, both internally and
externally, to have their data lying around. At one point, I was given
the task of going around Denmark to all Hedeselskabet’s departments
and take a portrait photo of all employees. Over a small month, I managed to make an appointment with the departments when they had
the opportunity to meet as many of the staff as possible.
After each shoot, it was home and processing photos and getting
them posted on the Intranet.
I managed to build a base with a picture of almost all the employees. Hedeselskabet had larger branches in Ålborg, Århus, Roskilde
and Odense. Smaller departments in other parts of the country.
That was said in good Jutland, a fucking exciting workplace.
Once I was set to prepare a survey form for the Marketing Department. Our internal colleagues had to make their statements for the
help they received from the Marketing Department. The survey mout104

hed in and showed we in marketing were marked by, we lifted too
many work assignments for the organization.
An exciting task was, setting up and dismantling fairs and exhibitions. We traveled far and wide throughout Denmark with that kind of
tasks. The really big exhibition task was the fair Agro in Herning. That
lineup could stretch over several days. One year during the line-up,
I ran into an old colleague, Knud from Brande, in the round hall. He
knew the straw master, as they were called, in the round hall. Inside
his office, we exchanged old memories. The straw master, who was
Hungarian and named Nagy, offered his Hungarian polimut water. My
other colleagues first discovered I had been away when I returned and
asked where I had been. Think I came up with a little white story.
One of the employee benefits I used a lot was the 10,000 DKK per.
years set aside for continuing education. In the mid-1990s, at the age
of 45-46, I started at the Business School on the Merconom course in
the basic subjects. I completed the 4 basic subjects over a couple of
years. When I was employed in the marketing department, I started
marketing, but it stopped quickly. It was way too long haired for me.
It also turned into a photography course at Sorø Højskole and a PC
course in Odense over 2 weeks. The course in Odense was paid for by
the union with hotel accommodation. We were 10 participants who
lived in Odense. We were given dinner tickets and every night we ate
at different restaurants in Odense. The meal tickets could be used at 5
different restaurants. Yes, and after course time in the afternoon, one
of Odense’s many bars or pubs was visited.
As an old typographer, I suggested to the other marketing staff that
we meet every Friday at 3.30pm over a beer and talk about what had
happened this week and should happen the following week.
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Otherwise, we had in marketing 2 annual meetings spring and
autumn, where the internal meeting was held outside the house. At
these external meetings, the whole marketing was turned around and
we talked loosely and firmly about our different work situations in
everyday life and of course what we could do better. It was completely new to me, but proved to be a huge help going forward. Of course,
these all-day meetings ended with a delicious lunch.
We had reached the period when Hedeselskabet, like other companies, should have prepared an internal environmental report on how
much pressure Hedeselskabet affected its surroundings with. Together
with one of the internal engineers from the environmental department,
I helped him along the way. When the printing house posed a certain
kind of environmental danger, we started here, but here it did not end.
I had, the engineer at Hedeselskabet thought, a reasonably large
knowledge of large parts of the graphic area. The engineer Hedeselskabet thought that this knowledge should be utilized. I joined Det Norske
Veritas (DNV) as a neutral leader for environmental and quality management in Denmark in graphic workplaces.
Hedeselskabet rented me out to DNV on cost and time consumption, that was my condition for participation. My task was - popularly
speaking - to prevent one party from taking the ass of the other or vice
versa.
For my first assignment, I was called up one Friday afternoon, asked
to decide if I could show up Monday morning at. 9 at a printing plant
in East Jutland. On Saturday, I received over 300 A4 pages in the mail
with the assignment to be read over the weekend. Until then, I had no
idea what an EMAS regulation was for a size.
Only now did I discover, the task was in Grenå, I had to participate
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in the verification of Johnsen Offset a former colleague! The position
I took over at Hedeselskabet had had 5-6 other job seekers, of which
I knew the three. When I arrive at Johnsen in Grenå well in advance
on Monday morning, the first person I meet is Jørgen, the operations
manager. He was one of the other job applicants for the position at
Hedeselskabet.
I was on Zealand countless times to participate in verifications. It
mostly took place by plane from Karup at 7.30 in the morning and
home with the last flight to Karup. I remember a printer in Farum,
where I wondered about the stock they had of paper shatters. Therefore, I inquired into this topic. The explanation was that they purchased
whole pallets as it was cheapest, even though they only had to use a
quarter of a pallet of paper for the task. With a good round of pedagogy,
I got the buyer told how to make his purchases. I visited the printing
house again for the next verification and here it turned out he had
been listening to my ’gold nuggets’ from last. They had reduced their
stationery stock considerably. I was told that the new way of making
purchases saved the printing house a small DKK 100,000 a year.
Another task I participated in together with DNV and will highlight
was at Aarhuus Stift-Bogtrykkerie in Aarhus. They had two new giant
4-color Mitsubishi offset machines lined up. These were not the ones
to discuss here. At lunch, I fell into conversation with the operations
manager. I had read a notice and knew the printing company was looking for an under-operations manager and nicely asked the operations manager if I would be considered if I applied for the position. To
which the operations manager replied, no, it will never come up. With
the CV they had received on me, my knowledge and experience in
the graphic field was significantly greater than any other employee at
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Stiftsbogtrykkeriet. There is so much like that in this life.
Another episode I want to highlight occurred after I and my office
chair had been permanently moved up in the Marketing Department.
Every year an annual report was to be prepared for Hedeselskabet and
this task was in marketing. Here, my desk location mattered. Vibeke
(my boss) and I had the desks standing up against each other. Although
I never listened to her phone calls, I could not avoid this one. The budget had been slipped for the annual report. As the most natural thing
in the world, I suggested we ourselves purchased and delivered the
cover carton to the printer. Vibeke did not think it would change much
on the offer. After some pressure from me, I managed to persuade Vibeke that I called a wholesaler, a wholesaler I had known really well for
many years. I asked the consultant, in this case at Borch Papir in Aarhus, what my price was for the number of cover cartons to be used for
the task. After a small minute of waiting, he returned with ’my’ price.
When we ourselves delivered the cover box for printing, the printing
house’s offer was reduced by DKK 40,000 and then the budget again
suited Vibeke. It goes without saying that the cover box was furiously
expensive and even had to be picked up at a paper mill in England.
As one of the first here in Denmark, marketing set up a color copier
in the printing house. It had only one error. After 100 prints, the colors
had to be readjusted. It was not a good business, but a good experience
with the later color copiers that came into the house.
In the last years of my time at Hedeselskabet, I performed a sea of
major copying tasks, especially for our foresters and shelter planting
consultants. I had access to virtually all major copiers on Klostermarken via my PC, and I was not always equally popular when I seized a
copier over several hours.
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A major restructuring of Hedeselskabet had begun in 2003, I think.
I only just managed to sniff there. My employment with Hedeselskabet
ended at the end of April 2004. Other eyes had to look at the marketing. It was decided that there should be no more internal production
of printed matter. Those tasks had to be laid externally. We held a meeting with a couple of printing companies in Viborg about who could
handle the tasks for Hedeselskabet. It was a requirement, they were
given the tasks I had to follow.
Now it was not the first time in my life that I had been fired, but
still it was a bit reluctant to say goodbye to a great job and some adventurously good colleagues. The 12 years at Hedeselskabet taught me
an incredible amount. A learning I could have used years before, but
better late than never.
One of the annual recurring events at Hedeselskabet was this year’s
Christmas lunch. All new employees in 1992 were to be introduced
by this year we were to dance ”Line dance” to the great amusement of
everyone else.
A little flashback. In 1998, I turned 50 years old. Behind my back,
marketing had arranged coffee etc. in the large boardroom at the top
of the administration building. Everything that could crawl and had
time from the group administration was drummed together up there.
There I sat so nicely at the end of the table with embarrassed ears and
received a gesture from my many colleagues and was a little pale in
the face. So much attention has never just been me, but I was happy for
the beautiful birthday the Group Administration held for me.
About 3 months before I was to leave Hedeselskabet, Vibeke and I
sat alone in marketing with all the work tasks. I had built up quite a
few overtime hours. When I think back to that time, I do not think it
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had become relevant at other workplaces, but I offered Vibeke to stay
in the job all the time and in exchange for being paid overtime hours,
rather than taking time off. I think Vibeke was a bit relieved by my offer
to continue my employment completely. Together, Vibeke and I closed
down the marketing department nicely, and I ended my employment
at Hedeselskabet in the best possible way - after exactly 12 years.
I ended my time at Hedeselskabet at Brygger Brauer in Viborg, where the last employees in marketing ended with a nice evening.
I think Vibeke and I had a talk with several external suppliers of
printed matter to Hedeselskabet before it had been decided who the
choice fell on. The choice fell on Digisource here in Viborg. A choice
of both good and evil.
I have been very embracing about my work stay at Hedeselskabet.
The stay deserves the attention I have given here in my recollections. It
was a fantastic 12 years where I got the freedom I needed to prove it was
possible to build up and expand an internal service level to the great joy
of Hedeselskabet’s many employees around Denmark and abroad.
The opportunity to work extremely for Det Norske Veritas (DNV)
was present, but I chose the consulting work to take place through
Hedeselskabet. There were engineers at Hedeselskabet who performed
external tasks outside Hedeselskabet. Although I ran the entire show
with DNV alone, it was Hedeselskabet and Marketing’s honor and earnings accrued.
For the next three years I had my employment at Digisoures here in
Viborg. A copying company that also had a couple of affiliated offset
printing machines. Personally, I felt very good at Digisoures and would
not normally criticize a previous workplace either, but this company
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was not able to carry out the tasks that Hedeselskabet would put in the
company. Hedeselskabet had, after all, sent me off with an expected
annual turnover of DKK 3-4 million. DKK in the ass with arrow up to
Digisource.
I drove the line out at Hedeselskabet and showed up on Monday
in the belief that everything would be fine. I was assigned a desk, but
they had not yet found a computer so I could communicate with the
outside world. Throughout the first week, no one from management
noticed I had arrived. I was expected to add a mobile phone myself,
but the company calculated.
The company did not provide the service that had been promised to
DDH during our presidency.
It was incredibly difficult for old work colleagues to defend the expected service that had been promised to them. They simply did not understand that I could not help to the same extent as during my employment at Hedeselskabet. I could not tell how it related to Digiscores.
For Hedeselskabet’s German company, I had produced a brochure
that was to be in the Trittau office in Germany on a specific weekday. The shipment was made ready for dispatch. When I meet at work
again, the shipment is still waiting for a haulier. The haulier had not
been called. I called and talked to the office in Germany and agreed
they would receive the shipment the next day. I even drove the nearly
900 to be sure delivery would happen. Trittau was located southeast of
Hamburg, up against the old East German border.
All three owners (directors) of Digisource were better knowledgeable than all other employees. One of the last major tasks I undertook for Digisource was when I was asked to handle the production
and shipping of the printed matter around a share issue for a Danish
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bank. Everything ran on rails for me until one of the directors absolutely had to put his fingerprint on the task. A shipment to Greenland
never arrived before the issue started.
These experiences and others meant that for the last 1½ years of
my employment with Digisoures, I only came to pick up my salary.
Absolutely did not matter anything, only if I was asked directly for it.
Fortunately, it turned out, after three years, the management found
out that I could not afford my employment with them, and one day I
was asked to come to a meeting, where I was fired. The management I
turned angry when I had to have the announcement of my resignation.
But it managed to get set up. Outside the door again, a clenched hand
and arm were pulled back with a ’Yes’!
It was definitely not funds I lacked in everyday life, which is why the
next time was going to take place on unemployment benefits. I signed
up for a temp agency here in Viborg. It was the desire to find a job that
did it. After a short time, the temp agency contacted me. They had a
temporary position here in Viborg, which covered my qualifications so
abundantly based on the CV I had submitted to the temporary employment agency.
I was to be a marketing employee at DVS, Dansk Video Service, a
subsidiary of Scanbox. The main task for me was the production of
covers for rental videos in 24-hour kiosks and petrol stations, as well
as the layout and setting up of the large railway station posters. It was
a really good workplace with good nice employees, compared to where I was last hired.
My enormous experience from the many copy assignments I had
participated in the solution of for Hedeselskabet, benefited me at DVS.
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My closest colleague sat for several hours one day with a task. She
just needed to replace a text in a PhotoShop file. As the nice colleague
I was, I asked her if I could help. She did not think I could find out.
However, I was allowed to look at the file and 10 minutes later, I informed her the file is ready in the folder for sending.
After that, she knew what could help.
It turned into 7-8 very exciting weeks at DVS. The sick marketing
manager I had been acting for returned and then I was in profit.
I had gradually reached the age where the opportunity to switch to
early retirement was present. Viborg Municipality wanted it a little
differently yet.
We were in a time when the then bourgeois government wanted
more private job brokers on the field. I was one of the unemployed
who had been pressured to choose one of two private external job consultants to help me back into the job market, the last time I had in the
job market. Once a week I had to ask for a personal interview with her,
present my three weekly applications for vacancies that did not exist
in Denmark at the time. Well enough, throughout my working life I
had dealt with quite a few areas. She - the consultant - was actually
very sociable, but did not have the ability to contact any workplaces,
or she did not bother. The municipality started pushing her to get me a
job. The municipality did not like my vacancy. The only thing the consultant could offer me was 6 months at Laboremus on unemployment
benefits, a protected municipal workshop.
It could not come up at all. I would be tied up for 6 months at Laboremus. If I stopped ahead of time, I would lose my unemployment
benefits.
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Before all this, I had applied in Viborg Municipality for a job. I
did not want to stop in the job market. Among other things, I visited
a printing plant in Bjerringbro that lacked a ”factor” or ”operations
manager” who could also print offset during pressured periods. He
wanted me, but with all the demands he made, my salary became too
high for him. I asked for 38,000 a month as well as full pension.
Another place I visited to look for work was Bækkelund a little
south of Viborg. Bækkelund printed paper napkins and tablecloths.
Here, too, my salary had an impact. Bækkelund would pay less than
I received in unemployment benefits. I even offered to work for DKK
135 an hour, but the company could not handle that salary at all.
At one of the last meetings with my private job consultant, where
the pressure on her had become so great from the municipality, I asked
for 8 days to find the 4 weeks of work on unemployment benefits that
the municipality wanted, in the civilian labor market. I sent four unsolicited applications to four different graphic workplaces in the vicinity
of Viborg, attached my CV. I visited three of them who wanted to talk
to me but they had nothing to deal with me. One of the smaller offset
printing works in Viborg, I made an agreement with. The proprietor
saw an opportunity in having me inside the doors. The printing house
could use me to clean up the printing house for the four weeks.
Then a satan stabbed me. Suddenly, I no longer cared about the bureaucratic approach of the bourgeois government to the labor market.
One Thursday morning, I walked out to HK on Boyesgade, which I
would otherwise have started the 4 weeks of ”unemployment benefit
work” on Monday. I did not bring my early retirement certificate with
me, in fact I had no idea where it was. The early retirement employee
- a man - at HK spent 10 min. on finding the proof online, put me into
114

The view from my desk at Hedeselskabet in the Marketing Department one
day in the beginning of January 1999.
Incredibly beautiful view I had from here
towards Viborg city.

the financial situation I would end up in, and asked if I was ready for
it. I answered him, yes, and within an ½ hour, I was on early retirement.
End of ... finals in the job market - I thought.
It just so happens that it was the penultimate weekday of the month
I switched to early retirement and the HK office in Copenhagen was
mad at me. They did not understand why I did not wait until Monday,
which was the first weekday of the month. HK now had to pay one day
early retirement pay to me. My feedback to HK was, I did not want to
be in the job market anymore.
All this happened in the month of July 2008. Before that ’satan’ took
hold of me, I had completely sweated out, I had sent an application off
to a job shortly before the start of the summer holidays.
Actually, I did not want to leave the labor market. Still felt there
was a lot I had to bid on. The application in question had been sent to
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Oustruplund near Kjellerup. A place for young people with problems
in life. As had happened so often, I had forgotten my mobile phone in
the allotment garden and only discovered after a few days Oustruplund had called me.
I was called for a job interview at Oustruplund, where I think 8 people besides me participated. They had received 2 applications, and
already sent rejections on one. So I was selected for the position.
The work consisted of me being an assistant at the Media Workshop,
teaching the residents to work with a PC and printing their incidental
tasks. The employment was of temporary duration of 11 months under
the Central Jutland Region.
I was asked until about my salary proposal. Yes, at least not less
than my early retirement pay. It would take most of the month before Oustruplund got the pay problem solved. An employment contract also had to be signed. They also wanted to see my journeyman’s
letter. I had to attest to my professional education. It turned out the
journeyman’s letter was important as far as wage determination was
concerned. The short of the long is, I was +60, ie in the senior group
of the region, which also had an influence on the size of the salary. I
was called to a meeting, something that happened fairly often, here
my employment was shown to me and it ended with me getting DKK
185 per hour and full regional pension (14%). To this I replied the
head of Oustruplund, ”then you should have accepted my salary offer
anyway,” but that is not how this world was connected.
It was actually some pleasant young people I got to work with.
It was very important, I understood from the manager of the Media
Workshop, my age and work experience, which they had respect for.
Sometimes they came and asked until, yes, one or they could wish
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for. A single of the young people, asked me if he had the opportunity
to buy a weapon for range shooting. I confirmed him in was possible
if he did not have an outstanding with the police. Unfortunately, he
had that. It did not close the possibility for him. The club in Kjellerup
could store the weapon for him when he was not using it. And so it
became.
One of the regular young people at the Media Workshop would like
to learn how to press the GTO. He and I started one morning together,
with me going into the darkroom and making a movie. Mounting film
on folio and finally making the party plate. He was shown how the
machine worked, it started up to pressure. For a whole day we walked
around the machine and finished cleaning the machine. It was one of
the better days for him.
The movie cracked at one point for me. The head of the media
workshop was never present when the young people needed him. I
was just hired to employ the young people and relieve the day-to-day
manager that way. It was not possible to answer every conceivable
question that came to light by the young people. The manager of the
Media Workshop at Oustruplund was more interested in electronics
than helping his young people, at least from my point of view. We
disagreed a little bit about the state of affairs at the Media Workshop.
As a result, after 5-6 months, I was asked to write my own immediate resignation with full pay and pension for the entire remainder of
the employment period. Then I had tried it too!
Shortly after my departure, Oustruplund hired a new manager of
the Media Workshop and the old one was removed and transferred to
other work.

117

Soldier time in Fredericia ...

With this, I want to end my not unexciting and wide-ranging working
life, and return to my early retirement pay for another 4 years.
When I switched to early retirement pay in 2008, I had paid into
the scheme since October 1999. In round figures, it was almost DKK
30,000 to retire at the age of 60. It was a good acquaintance who was
a shop steward in the graphic world who informed me that now was
the last call if I wanted to take advantage of the early retirement rule.

Already in the spring of 1968, I was called up for military service at
the Jutland Training Regiment in Aalborg. At that time, I had not yet
finished my training as a handset. I had to ask for a postponement until after August 1968.
In February 1969, there were bids for me again. This time I was
called up for service at the King’s Jutland Foot Regiment, 1st Company
in Fredericia. I walked in through the barracks gate on March 29, 1969
to 14 months of military service at the old mill-lined Bülow Barracks,
which was to be our first lodging for the 4 months the recruitment
period lasted.

The regimental badge on the red background proving I was in 1st Company.

Aerial photo of Bülow’s Barracks from
1979 with the garrison church in the background and the Little Belt in the foreground.
We were staying in the left long on the 1st
floor, the first 4 months.
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One of the first things we heard was the words, »Never again, April 9«.
The recruitment period worked well like so many other recruitment
programs for everyone who served his military service. All cars were
bombed to pieces, so all transport took place as a march. Incredibly
many times during the recruitment period, we marched over the old
Little Belt Bridge to turn around, marching back to the barracks again.
I remember the first exercise in the recruitment period, was after
a good 2-3 weeks and took place at Hindsgavl Voldsted. It froze more
than 15 degrees at night and we got to test our polar sleeping bag there
- everyone survived that night. But in the morning we had to punch
a hole in the ice on the Little Belt to cope with the morning shave,
which was important, said the sergeant.

Hindsgavl Voldsted where we held the
first recruit military exercise.
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I think the sergeants had been drinking heavily during the night,
because when the major showed up in the morning, the sergeants had
a hard time getting up.
Quite unfair in our eyes, we were the last team called up to serve 14
months of military service. The teams that came in after us only had 12
months. In return, we were the first team called up, the sergeants had to
address soberly and properly according to the new guidelines. Twice we
had to say not understood before the hammer fell the third time.
In our company, 8-10 people were to be selected for sergeant training. I signed up as one of the 8-10 from our company who had to take
one for test. The rehearsal took place in such a way that inside the
barracks yard at Bülow, in each corner stood 3 conscripts at a time and
an old half-deaf first lieutenant in the last corner. If we could shout at
him, we went on to Sønderborg. At least I could not give a command
loud enough for him to hear and understand it.
Our standard weapon was good old almost 5 kg heavy American
Garand rifle, 7.62 mm (caliber 10.04), I clearly remember the weapon
number that was 1684 and the German Spandau machine gun, both of
which had participated in World War I in 1940-45. After a month of
training with various exercises, we were going on the shooting range
for the first time. All transport still took place per. foot. The shooting
ranges were located on Fælleden behind Ryes Kasserne down towards
the Little Belt. A march in a small hour each way. Here there was peace and quiet during the shootings on the part of the commanders.
During the 4 months of recruitment time, we are asked to decide
which area we wanted to train for the last 10 months. Among other
things. was asked to drive, where I write on the list, driving 20,000 km
a year by car. I end up being taken out to take truck driving license,
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which was required for armored vehicle driving.
Our sergeant (Pedersen) encourages some of us to choose an education within the mortar section, which I chose to do.
We are nearing the end of the recruitment period. The recruitment
period ends with a three-day survival exercise in Elbodalen. After a
successful exercise, there is a set-up at home at the barracks, to receive
the result of the exercise. We have used a lot of loose cartridges during
the exercise. All this shooting resulted in a cow calving prematurely.
It was Nyholm’s deputy commander’s task to settle with the farmers
after each exercise we held, for the damage we had caused. There were
a few other minor mishaps during the exercise, but nothing at all to
what happened later during the service.
As it was so nicely said, your mother is not with, therefore you have
to clean yourself. The floorboards in the living rooms of the barracks
building at Bülow The barracks had such large cracks in between,
when we had to wash the floor, we threw a few buckets of water across
the floor and dried some of the water up, the rest had disappeared
down between the boards.
We have finally reached the end of the road with the 4 months of
the recruitment period and are packing all our belongings together.
There is a moving day from Bülow Barracks to Rye Barracks north of
Fredericia and now the transport is no longer bombed, we are no longer recruits, but private soldiers. From 28 man living rooms at Bülow
Barracks, we moved out to a brand new barracks with 4 man living
rooms with their own shower and toilet in the living room.
We had probably become some old basses. We had been down in
Fredericia one evening and had a drink. From the hunter corps we
had got a sergeant, he was on duty, this night we return home to the
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barracks. It ends up that one of us three, is arrested for inappropriate
behavior in uniform. What has taken the hunter corps sergeant this
evening is unknown, but the next day there was a search in the living
rooms. In my closet they find a bottle of homemade rum. That finding
causes me to get 8 days of neighborhood arrest. The third who was in
town gets 6 days of neighborhood arrest and he had done absolutely
nothing.
The big driver’s license had been taken in another blow. There was
no need to hurry. I had a hard time remembering how the braking system on the truck hung together. A new education starts. I was selected

208 Mortar PMVs - 2. PVMs.
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to be the first rider on the first PMV in the engine section. The PMV
I took over had driven 149 miles, as after the service I deliver it back
it is up to almost 1090 miles, I clearly remember. As a driver, you can
not see much, only straight ahead and a little to the sides. One had to
obey the commander in the tower. The PVM became my life for the
last almost 8-9 months in Fredericia for better or worse. I never think I
have cared for and cared for a vehicle like my PMV did.
During an exercise, there was an accident with the radiator on my
PMV, it leaked, and I must say to write, it ate a lot of water. The following time I went to the workshop for a whole week and got rid of the

My lovely 108 PMV.
Photo from an exercise in the winter of
1969-70. I remember it was terribly cold
that winter.
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manual exercises. I followed the PVM and it followed me.
Up until the end of each quarter, we were out burning a lot of diesel
off. We have many times late at night up to a quarter turn, kept in line
to get refueled so there could be new supplies of diesel. The pure is
frozen with the means at that time.
The mortar section was not as much out playing in the fatherland as
the company divisions, therefore we were regularly assigned to other
service. In the middle of the summer of 1969, two of us were rented
out to the depot in Kolding near Koldinghus. We had to help ventilate
carpets for old mothballs and add new mothballs to the rugs. A flea
market.
One weekend, one from each division and the command section
was selected to give a meeting at the shooting range in Halk by Åbenrå.
A hell of a lot of armament was driven down there, i.a. 12.7 and 7.62
cartridges. We were short from a new quarter turn. We lined up the
12.7s, which we took turns going out to fire some showers from. The firing of 7.62 ammunition took place with the machine gun. Ships came
by regularly, so the shooting was stopped. From the Spandau machine
gun we had pulled a string into the hut so we could sit snugly and fire
in from there.
Shooting with mortars took place mostly in Borris or Oksbøl. A
mortar is a crankcase weapon where coordinates must be entered before firing grenades. Those times we did it this way, not quite right
according to the book, but .... 3 x 3 grenades, 3 too short, 3 too long and
3 right in the eye, and worked every time.
The winter of 1969-70 was extremely cold. Still, we were going to
practice with the PMVs. The heater in my PVM could heat the steel
up.
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In Denmark, we were not allowed to drive without cushions on
the belts on public asphalt roads. There is no need to cut out in cardboard how the PMV moved with cushions on an icy road. During an
exercise around Fredericia, we had to move from one place to another
in a flash. It happened that accidents happened on the surroundings.
One of these mishaps happened to me during this exercise. The PMV’s
handlebars did not respond to my pull, but continued straight out into
a turn, with the result we plowed through a hedge and ended up in the
middle of an orchard, leveling a number of trees.
In addition to the two control rods, the PMV also had calm pivot
rods to maneuver with. We were forbidden to use these, but like the
knee-jerk we were, the pivots had to be tested. Pulling hard on one
of the pivot rods, the PMV rotated around its own axis. On straight
country road I could get the PMV up to 60 miles, then went out there.
The PVM was equipped with automatic transmissions, 1, 2-3 and 3.
By shifting manually between 2-3 and 3, the animal got up to speed
very quickly.
Everyone who has been a soldier knows what it was like. Many of
the stories are the same. The common at Rye’s barracks had something
called the Bull’s Asshole. We also had to get acquainted with this hole
during an exercise. Since we did not understand the sergeant’s order
quite clearly what he wanted from us, a sergeant had to demonstrate
it to us. After that, we ourselves had to follow suit when the pilot hideout was ordered.
During an exercise starting from the barracks, we had been driven
out to Almind by Hovedvej 10, here we were so unlucky that enemy planes had bombed our trucks shortly after arrival. So we had to
march back to Rye’s Barracks in Fredericia - the whole company incl.
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sergeants and lieutenant.
I dare say it was an unforgettable trip home. From Almind there are
approx. 15-17 km to Fredericia. Next to Rye’s Barracks was the SHELL
Refinery, whose security flame could be followed wherever we were.
The company marched this trip in just under 2½ hours of sheer stubbornness. When we started to see some of the sergeants had problems
with their feet, the speed got a little more. When we got home, I was
carrying a submachine gun and 2 rifles in addition to my own. Sergeants asked us to hold back a bit and take a rest, no just wanted to go
home.

A modern version of ’Soldiers comrades
on winter maneuver’.
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During a shooting exercise at Oksbøl, I was taken with our sergeant
to transport summoned reserve officers in the area on a Saturday. The
sergeant and I agreed we wanted the officers to have an experience
they would never, ever forget. None of the officers had been on board
a PMV before. Into the belly with the civilians, where they were asked
to stick with everything they had to do well with. After that, it went
beyond the homeland. During the first stop, we were able to ascertain
what some had gotten for breakfast. Then we were asked to drive we a
little more humane.
When we were in the Oksbøl camp for shooting practice with our
mortars, it was always on the weekend that we met in the camp. In the
summer it did not matter much, so we took the PMV and drove out to
the North Sea to swim.
Depending on what we shot with, whether it was smoke or explosive grenades in the training star terrain in Oksbøl, fires broke out in
the heath. When a fire broke out in the heath, the shooting stopped
and we raced out with the PMV to put out the fire with the help of the
caterpillar feet.
Fælleden in Frederica is located down to the Little Belt. One
evening the whole company was driven out to Trelde Næs, from where
we were to march home to the barracks. The trucks had been bombed
by the enemy, again. Everyone who has been a soldier in Fredericia
knows what the hills consist of, pure clay that is not removed very
easily once the clay has dried in. Back home we took a shower with all
the equipment incl. gun.
The time I was called up for military service took place during the
Cold War. Countless times there was an alarm at shit at night. At other
alarms, had to pack everything down in the PMV and in the middle of
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The first day of the recall. However, this
was not the case. We old soldier comrades met in the canteen for a few morning
beers. Here was picked up by our old sergeant.
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the night drive out into areas where we had to wait for the Russians
to arrive.
One morning under the slogan, something had happened for which
one of the fellow soldiers was to be punished. The entire company
was asked to line up for this morning parole, where the person was
encouraged to sign up immediately. When that did not happen, the
person was given an hour to step in front of the company. After an
hour the major came out on the square again, stood up in front of us
and again asked the presumptuous soldier to step forward, which did
not happen, but the whole company took a step forward. This move by
us privates led the major to drop the charge and instead praise us for
our unity, which he greatly appreciated.
In the summer of 1969, our entire company was to participate in a
landing exercise. The landing craft belonged to the German navy in
Kiel. We backed the PMVs on board the landing craft, then we sailed
around a few hours north of the Little Belt in the Kattegat. The landing
took place on a beach near Fredericia. As I remember the landing craft
very much about the vessels that had participated in the landing in
Normandy in 1944.
We have gradually come so far in the military era that it is written
March 1970 and we have to step down as civilians, as the last command sounded from our major - repatriation. Our deputy commander
contacted me after I had resigned as a civilian, asked if I did not want
to continue in Fredericia as a PMV driver. The experience I had gained, which runs through the last 8-9 months, so he would like to keep
the regiment in Fredericia. Were it not for the fact that I had already
taken a job in Brande, I would definitely have stayed in Fredericia. I
felt good as a soldier.
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When I showed up in March 1969 for military service, it was with
the attitude that you should be here for 14 months, get the most positive out of the time. Dare I say I got too.
Already in the summer of 1973 I was recalled, now it was without caterpillars, but in the old Dodge from World War II. The call required us
to attend a meeting at Rye’s Barracks in Fredericia in the morning. Af-

The main entrance at Rye’s Barracks.
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Brande ...

ter that, we had to have a little updating of our weapons and handing
out of equipment. Delivery of clothes etc. At the end of the day we
were transported up to Finnerup near Viborg with exercises for a few
days. Later in the week there was advance towards Borris before we
returned to Fredericia and retired for the last time from the military.
I had moved from Brande to Viby and remember Lomholt’s comment; what it was like to recall me when he needed me more for his
newspaper. Lomholt had to bite into the sour cigar and drop me off
that week, but he escaped to pay me a salary.
I was recalled with half of my old company. It was announced that
they would not dare to recall our entire 1st Company at the same time.
A little fun thing, and yet, we dried up the Tuborg depot in Borris
for beer, the first night, so they had to get help from the Skjern depot.
We finished our recall in a nice way at Rye’s Barracks in Fredericia
and sent home again. Now I was going home to Aarhus and relax all
weekend after this week’s hardships.

132

Brande, as I was told, was a station town between Herning and Vejle.
The train stopped if the train managed to brake before arriving at Brande. The idea was that my stay in Brande should not have a separate section in my memories, but ..... must, must not .... The choice has fallen
on, I will try to reproduce and tell in text and with borrowed pictures
from the net about, the little five years I spent in this amazing city in
the middle of something and nothing.
What I can think of are a lot of little anecdotes drawn from an incoherent memory. The life I came to live in Brande was after the slogan: Life
must be lived in the future.
The primate
in Brande’s city coat of arms.

As I have written in a previous chapter, my new and real working life
at Brande Avis Bogtrykkeri began shortly after my 14 months of military service at the King’s Jutland Foot Regiment in Fredericia.
I moved to Brande around the time when a group from Brande had
formed an art group and had begun to transform the city’s many ugly
gables with galv paintings. I remember back to a summer day early in
the morning, on the way to the printing house on Jernbanegade. Opposite where the printing house was located, a later well-known artist
Malinowsky was in the process of transforming the gable into a work of
art. I ask Malinowsky how far he had come with the project. To which
he simply replies, maybe I’m missing 2-3 months, depending on the
weather.
It was i.a. my future doctor Bendix, who was one of the pioneers in
inviting a number of artists to Brande and transforming the city’s gables
into art.
The first thing that had to be done before I moved to Brande was a
place to live. I found a room at the bakery on Storegade, actually a rather
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One of many gable paintings on the main
street in Brande close to where I lived.

large room. I do not remember the size of the rent, but it has probably
not been insanely high.
An address change had to be made at the municipal office and one of
the city’s few doctors had to be chosen. As a physician, the choice fell
on Bendix. Visit the Police Station to register my car. Netbank did not
exist yet, so my nearest neighbor Midtbank, which was next to the bakery, was chosen. I do not think there were many other banks in Brande
at that time. Then everything formal was in place.
I mean, we were two new typographers starting up at the same time.
The other was a Vendelbo from Vrå, who set out to storm into the book
printer. He would not work on Saturdays, so rather an hour more other
weekdays. That’s how it turned out. I do not mean he worked much longer than 2 weeks. From Vrå to Brande at that time there was a drive of 2
x 2½ hours. I do not remember much about him otherwise.
As I have mentioned before, I had never worked in newspaper production, but can I say, I came quickly after that. I just had to find the
right rhythm in relation to my new colleagues. There were always quite
a few regular ads we made on relationships. In Brande, there was a fairly large residential house, which had at least half a page and a number
of merchants, who also advertised weekly at the time. To this must be
added all the small ads that came in regularly even after the deadlive
had expired.
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The main street in Brande as it looks
today. The street has been renovated since I lived in the city from 1970 to 1974.

All cutting set was done on the two sets. In the beginning, everything
above cutting rate was done by hand until we were equipped with a
Ludlow typewriter. We picked up blind material and slits in Vejle.
Around the front pages of the newspaper there was a struggle for seats. Otherwise, the odd pages inside the newspaper were also popular. It
was Vejle County’s Folkeblad that had bought Brande Avis Bogtrykkeri
from the old book printer Martin Kristensen a few years before I was
hired.
The subject boundaries were otherwise sharply separated within the
graphic industry, but we did not think much about that .... the newspaper was going out!
After a few months, one of the colleagues moved back to his old apprenticeship, Tørring Bogtrykkeri. Aksel was our machine setter and
lived in Nørre Snede. Henning, a cousin of Knud, came from Southern
Jutland, where he had worked at Gram Bogtrykkeri.
I remember Knud’s mother when she had pickled green tomatoes for
us. The tomatoes were completely out standing. From time to time we
ordered homemade cold cuts from the butcher in Gram through Knud.
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Just 30 km north of Brande was the wool merchant town of Herning.
I have often smiled at the phrase that the Central Jews have ”wool in
their mouths”. During my time at Brande Avis, I had the pleasure of
meeting the wool merchant from Herning, who arrived by train and
walked around to his ’customers’ and dropped off his woolen goods,
which he carried around in a large jute sack. He also looked past the
velvet. Seeing him walk around Brande with the sack over his shoulder, completely white-haired and with a huge white beard, was like
walking several 100 years back in time. In the old days, the wool merchants wandered across the heaths when the train did not exist.
To stay by Knud, I do not remember the occasion, but Knud had
bought or made a kasper smoke hat to be inaugurated. How I do not
remember, but we landed at least at Rørbæk Dambrug. Knud knew the
proprietor. We got a kes in hand and directed a pool and later went
home to Brande with 10-12 rainbow trout. We got fired up under the
smokehouse, pulled up some beers, the day ended with a feast.
Virtually all the staff at the newspaper were bitten by a mad hunter
and did not understand why it did not catch me. One day at the newspaper, the local officer came into the printing house for some reason. I
think it was Aksel who asked the officer if he could fix a hunting license
for me. There was no problem in that. I just had to ask at the station with
him, so it could be done in a jiffy. However, I never got that far until
many years later.
The staff was greatly expanded in the early 70s at Brande Avis Bogtrykkeri. I would say we at one time, we were about 30 employees,
setters, printers and bookbinders.
A new colleague who had arrived, Erik from Åbenrå. It was Erik who
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It was impossible not to stay in a good
mood when moving through Brande
town. Here it is the Primordial Bird from
Brande’s city coat of arms that is perpetuated on a gable.

One of the annual recurring assignments
for Brande by, was a Christmas newspaper that was published together with
Handelsstandsforeningen.

made me record football again at Brande IF. Erik had played on Åbenrås
2nd division team as right back. In Brande I came to play in the opposite
side as left back. I just managed to sniff for the 3rd division Brande IF,
but otherwise I played matches on Brande’s second team in Serie 1. In
Brande we had the best coach I have ever trained under, namely Tommy
Troelsen from Vejle IF. After a few years I chose to move club to Blåhøj
IF in the middle between Brande and Sdr. Omme. I played Blåhøj up
from Serie 4 to Serie 2. In Blåhøj, the clubhouse was a small room at
Blåhøj Kro.
Back at the newspaper, we were asked for a year to pose with a team
for a company football competition in Brande. We asked a mixed team.
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Brande Camping & Cafeteria.
The place we came to a lot for lunch.

We had a female typographer. They should never have allowed that.
With Erik and I on the team, it did not matter if the others we asked
could hit a ball. We won everything and received a nice trophy for the
printer’s office. On top of that, we were accused of cheating when Erik
and I played at a somewhat higher level than all the other contestants.
The working day started at 7 am - had the night been long, the start
could be raised to kl. 8.
Kl. 12 one of the cars started and we, who wanted to, jumped on and
drove a little 3 km towards Herning and stopped at Brande Camping. It
was a very cheap place to eat and the ’best’ provided the best for us who
came almost every day.
I do not remember the names of the proprietors of the campsite, but
they were very nice and friendly people.
Next to the campsite and cafeteria, they had the right to fish to Brande Å just below the cafeteria.
Opposite on the other side of the Herning-Vejle main road, they had
their home a larger farm with a lot of land where they grew potatoes.
The man was a bit of a thousand-year-old artist and not a Central Jew
for nothing. The man built a potato planter and harvester and it worked.
The machine only had the small problem, it had been built too big and
heavy so that the ground could not support the machine during the
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work. I remember it was stuck for a long time before they managed to
get the machine free.
The typographers at Brande Avis Bogtrykkeri and Vejle Amts Folkeblad performed more or less the same work in everyday life. Us in
Brande maybe a little more as we did not make newspaper every day
but also accident printed matter.
Once a year, wages had to be negotiated and a single year did not
go unnoticed. Book printer Bøttger usually left this task to the finance
manager in Vejle.
All employees in Brande participated in the wage negotiations. The
year I am referring to here, the negotiations came to deal with, we in
Brande wanted up to the same hourly wage level for the same work as
the typographers in Vejle. On top of that, we just had two newly trained
typographers that we also wanted in the pool.
The chief financial officer was a wandering calculator who calculated everything in percent - in the head with 3 digits after the comma.
The negotiations dragged on for several months, I remember. There was
never at any time a question of us going home during the negotiations.
We just wanted a fair wage for our work.
The first offer we were presented with was DKK 10 per hour under
the typographers in Vejle. The finance manager was sent home to Vejle
with a blank rejection from us in Brande. It then took maybe 14 days
before the CFO reappeared in Brande again with a new offer.
This time the offer was 7.50 under Vejle per hour. In this connection,
I came to express myself a little too much. I asked the finance manager
if the common man in Vejle was in the pocket of the management, after
which they were stingy. Then we in Brande were asked what salary
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The rebuilt Remisen in Brande. I remember what it looked like. It is impressive
what Brande has done with the draw.
Photo: Kultur Remisen - Brande Arkiv.

requirement we would accept. It was not necessary to ask, because the
finance manager knew it in advance .... we would definitely not be more
than DKK 5 per hour under the typographers in Vejle.
Next Friday, the CFO returned to Brande to tell us that the management and the typographers in Vejle had accepted our demand.
The two newly trained typographers joined the pool and received
a post-payment of several thousand kroner and the same salary as us
other employees.
At this time we had a female typographer, who Vejle did not think
should go up to the same salary level as us male typographers, she came.
I must admit, it cost to participate in the fight for a higher wage rate.
For me, my first encounter with Brande stopped. Shortly after the pay
struggle was over, I was fired.
A major crisis was on the way in society, and Brande had to minimize the workforce with a number of employees, including me. Last in
- first out, did not apply in this situation.
For the next 12 months I moved to Aarhus, where I had found work
at Viby Bogtrykkeri. I have mentioned this employment relationship
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elsewhere in my memoirs.
Instead, I will report on a meeting I was called to during my stay in
Aarhus, where an acquaintance of Knud, Peter von Kohl, Knud and I
met in an apartment inside the center of Aarhus. The meeting was about
Knud and Peter wanting to start a new weekly newspaper that would
cover the entire Storårhus. As I understood, the funding was in place, it
was clear. The project seemed fairly serious. My part of the project was,
I had to be in charge of the technical side, ie set up and production.
After the meeting was over, we shared and I heard no more about the
project. It must have gone by itself again.
From time to time Knud called from Brande to Viby to hear how it
went. The book printer was not very enthusiastic about these calls from
my old workplace in the middle of working hours. After a good year,
Knud called at a time when the printer was sitting at his office desk and
could intercept the conversation. Talking about something else, Knud
realized it was not the right time. Other times, the book printer went up
to the apartment where he could eavesdrop on conversations on another
phone. Yes, that book printer was in front of the shoe.
Knud later succeeded in conveying his message. Brande Avis wished
I moved back to Brande to re-enter my old job. It turned out to be a resounding yes thank you on my part. By the way, this is the only time I
have ever moved back to an old workplace, just apart from Grenå.
Then I had to go to Lomholt to resign, which was not so easy. I could
not complain about my conditions in Viby. The printer had respect for
me and my work, even though we sometimes disagreed. In connection
with my resignation, I had to resort to a little white lie that went on, I
missed my friends in Brande and Midtjylland, which Lomholt understood.
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I especially remember one thing from the second stay in Brande. One
very early morning we had driven up near the moor near Arnborg to
experience the clock bird. Across the moor, the last few 100 meters were
crawling on our stomachs, and there we had the watchbird. Everyone
else thought it was totally extinct.
One Saturday, Henning and I decided to go fishing. Henning wanted
to Omme Å, there was always bite, he claimed, just not this Saturday.
The sun boiled down from a cloudless sky.
Another Saturday, there were several of us from Brande Avis, who
had entered a large fishing competition in Storåen near Holstebro. The
competition went on to catch the biggest pike. I did not catch anyone,
but we must have caught some pike, because we were after returning to
Brande at Hotel Dalgas, where we more or less drank free beer for the
pike we brought. The hotel took over our pike, they later turned them
into some amazing fish cakes.
One evening on a weekday we had driven to Vejle to watch football.
We had received the tickets through Vejle County’s Folkeblad. Everything
that could be stuffed into Vejle Stadium was within the walls. We had to
watch a match between Vejle and Celtic from Scotland. The result I do
not remember, but it was a great experience to be to the match.
I’ve talked about it before. We often drove up to Herning to watch an
ice hockey match. During my second stay in Brande, Herning IK was
getting better. They had got a young guy named Fritz Nielsen on the
team.
When we finished the week’s work on Friday afternoon and otherwise
had nothing else to eat, we drove out to Filskov Kro and ate together.
Filskov Kro produced some lovely tender beef steaks.
Book printer Bøttger had been replaced by the advertiser Kr. Johan142

sen in the year I was in Viby. Johansen was an advertising salesman
and perhaps also better at the task than Bøttger was. There had been
some more structure on the management with Kr. Johansen at the helm.
Several tasks were approached for us employees. One day Johansen
thought that the majority of the technical staff at Brande Avis was going
to Sønderborg to look at some newer typewriters. At that time in 1973,
the newspaper was produced as the previous 50-70 years in lead rate.
One day I decided to drive up to Herning and walk a bit around the
city center. Later I ended up at a very local pub. In the bar here, I talked
to a young lady, Hanne, who I later moved in together on Vinkelvej in
Herning.
I am about to be at the end of the road with my second stay in Brande.
We have reached the end of 1973 and a sneaking oil crisis in the world
is facing the country’s border.
Everything else is done, because we can maintain our workplace
from Brande Bogtrykkeri’s side. The new printer who had come after
Poul Bøttger was Kristian Johansen. We are sent on various courses offered through the union. I was sent to Aarhus Technical School to participate in a 2 week course in offset printing.
Just a little bit helped. The companies lost a lot of work due to the
crisis and did not need the large workforce anymore. There was no work
to be found in Central Jutland, there was nothing to do but into a little
unemployment.
As I have mentioned before, I got 2 weeks in unemployment. Then
the union in Herning, I belonged to, sent me to Viborg for a job.
This time, Brande Avis could call as much as they wanted, I was not
going back to Brande a third time.
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Mother-in-law with one of her many
grandchildren. I’m probably mistaken in
writing it’s Maja.

Father-in-law at work in his garden. There were absolutely no weeds in that garden.
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Skagen has been a very big part of my life. I met a skawbo, Sonja, later
moved in with Sonja and we got married, had two kids together. Sonja
and I had almost 34 years together before a cancer overtook her. My
mother and mother-in-law did not look at our relationship at all when
we had Louise, born out of wedlock, but the reception I received from
Sonja’s family was completely out of place.
The experiences that have hurt me in the more than 30 years I came
to Skagen, while Sonja was alive, I can write a whole book about. I will
try to narrow down a bit and tell about some impressions that have
stuck with me the most.
It is written 1975 and I had returned to Grenå the year before and had
been so incredibly lucky to meet Sonja.
By the end of 1974, I had acquired the old smithy in Glatved. The
wildlife I had had in Brande and Herning the previous years, I would
not completely let go. Therefore, I chose to settle in Glatved, whose surrounding nature was fine to me.
One weekend in February 1975, Sonja came to visit Glatved. The
house in Glatved only had an old-fashioned tiled stove for heating the
whole house. Hot water in the taps was a city in Russia. The toothpaste
froze in the tubes of the toilet, but apart from these little bumps, we had
a very nice weekend together.
Saturday day we drove to Ebeltoft, walked around the old part of
town, ended up at a restaurant.
As time went on, I was also allowed to visit Sonja in Skagen on Nedre Mosevej.
The first weekend in Skagen needs a little description. Sonja had 3
children from a previous marriage, Annette, Lone and Jan, aged 1½, 7
and 9, respectively, who must have sanctioned that I came for a week145

The picture is from 1976 and must have
been taken below Kongevillaen by Skagen.
From left: Peer, Sonja and Lone.

end visit. Saturday morning I was to be introduced to the three at the
breakfast table. It went very well.
Not only that. Towards morning, Sonja’s 3 sisters (Grethe, Jonna and
Else), who all lived in Skagen and close to Sonja’s residence, also began
to show up. Who came first I do not remember, but in no time, they all
showed up to borrow the toilet, which was loudly announced by the
first sister. I greeted the first sister. The jungle drums must have sounded, quickly two sisters appeared more to see Sonja’s new prey.
Next of Sonja’s family who showed up, all this happened very quickly in a row, was Sonja’s father. He showed up then was in the process of
washing up in the kitchen, which I was later told was a very big plus in
his grade book for me.
And now that we’re at the first weekend. Now that I had come to
Skagen, I should probably see some of the city. We moved down the
pedestrian street in the afternoon. Here we meet another family member. There were quite a few family members I had to keep track of. They
were 7 siblings. It was Sonja’s big brother Arnold we met in the pedestrian zone. Sonja is so kind to introduce me to her big brother as her
new lover. Then the chamber tone was just as turned on, I was aware.
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Father-in-law, mother-in-law, Sonja’s siblings, nephews and nieces, cousins.
The photo was taken in connection with
a cozy family party on Skagen.
The photo must have been taken in the
late 1980s.

I jump back to Glatved shortly.
Every Friday, when the work week was over, it was home to pack
some clothes and leave for Skagen, to spend the weekend with Sonja
and her three children. None of my family in Grenå had any idea at
the time I was staying on the weekends. It was a period in my life that
I would describe as one of the better ones. Imagine it was possible to
hide somewhere in Denmark from the rest of the family. The only one
who knew the message of where I was staying on those weekends at the
time was Grandpa. Grandpa was the only one I knew who could keep
a secret.
The secret lasted until the day Grandpa sadly passed away. My parents did not have a key to the house in Glatved, so they had to break a
window and along the way they found via letters from Sonja to where
in the country I was. Saturday morning a telegram came with the information about grandfather’s death and my parents so glad I came home
early Monday, for the sake of the funeral.
It was tricky for me to get away from Skagen when Monday morning
opened and I was going home to Grenå for work. I found myself too well
on Skagen.
Before I left Glatved on Friday afternoon, Købmand Møller had to
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pay a visit to »Den Gamle Smedie«. Grocery Møller had really old-fashioned grocery sweets in bulk. Møller liked to make the 3 shopkeepers
who were going to Skagen. Pure bribery!
Sonja was from a fishing family. Her father and big brother were
trained ship carpenters, her two brothers-in-law, Arne and Finn, were
fishermen on their own cutter in Skagen. Sonja’s grandfather had introduced bottom net fishing in Skagen. My mother-in-law was born in
Southern Jutland.
Especially when the ice winter came into play, the brothers-in-law
had great difficulty going home. One winter they tried to sail out of
the fishing port in Skagen, with the result that they got stuck in the ice
and had to be helped free. Another time, well enough in the middle of
summer, Arne’s cutter had to go into Fraserburgh in Scotland with their
cargo. Here they lay for 3 days until they tried to get home to Skagen.
The weather was absolutely wild. On the way home to Skagen from
Scotland, they knocked against high waves for 14 hours. The cutter
came home in full condition, but Arne, who had a birthday, was quite
bruised.
Once or twice I was out on a cutter. It was not a ripple on the North
Sea the first time, yet I had to go down on the couch with seasickness.
It was embarrasing. After 12 hours, the cutter went into port with the
cargo and I had to go ashore. I could not bring myself to do that, why
took one more turn. For the next 10-12 hours, we pulled for lobsters in
the Kattegat. Two moves, down towards Læsø and up towards Norskerenden and back to Skagen. These moves yielded 7 boxes of lobsters for
the auction. We were in contact with a large steel cutter who could tell
they have 3-4 boxes of lobsters out of the trip. We had a bucket of 5 kg
of lobster (undersized) to take home. From another sea trip, Finn had
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Beautiful sunset somewhere around Skagen in the 1980s.
Much suggests it is at Gl. Skagen.

come home with fresh crab claws that were cooked and the meat taken
out. Great food. Smells awful during cooking.
One of the first years in Skagen we were at the first or second Skagen Festival. Throughout the pedestrian zone, the Golden Lions played
on a flatbed, I remember. Skagen Festival was otherwise not something
that could drive skawboerme of houses. Jonna, Finn, Sonja and I were
one Saturday during a festival drawn down in the city. We end up right
down at Bodille, where different orchestras switched to play on the
small stage. We just managed to experience Stockfish for full blown over
a teddy bear giving three numbers.
I could not run Sonja down at Skagen Fiskerestaurant. The fish restaurant’s very exorbitant prices Sonja would not pay. Sonja’s sister Grethe worked in the kitchen at the fishing restaurant. Grethe made the
world’s best fish meatballs, which were served in the restaurant.
One summer we were on holiday in Skagen for a whole week, and
were in a tent with Sonja’s parents in the front garden, I borrowed my
mother - in - law’s bike. While everyone slept, I cycled quietly around
Skagen’s old quarters, Øster- and Vesterby. Around the harbor to experience the cutters getting ready for today’s sea trip. Past Skagen Museum,
Brøndum Hotel next to Skagen Vippefyr.
As a rule, I returned home at. 7 for breakfast, where father-in-law
had already eaten and slipped on his part-time job. During the summer
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period, he had recruited to keep the outside areas at Brøndums Hotel.
Like Sonja, who could sit and talk like a waterfall, I had come to Skagen to see and experience some of the city and the area. It had become
a habit, late in the morning I wandered down to the harbor to have my
morning beer and porse beed at Skagen Fiskerestaurant. Here I had the
honor to greet a well-known Danish actor, who also showed up at the
same time every day as me. I sat there and enjoyed beer and a pork together Henning Mouritzen, who enjoyed his gold beer at his table. We
greeted each other nicely every day.
Almost every Saturday morning, when we visited Skagen, we always
ended up in Brugsen’s cafeteria. It stuck every time. One of these Sa-

turdays, Skagen’s original, Rav Larsen, sat there eating his lunch. He
had the whole gallery lined up at one of the tables. After a while I went
to Rav Larsen. I wanted to belong to the price of his paintings. He had
three smaller paintings left, which I bought for DKK 40 each. The framing later cost DKK 360 in Grenå.
Something we could not get around was Tversted. We were going
down to Tversted, up the hill to the ice house and have an ice cream
waffle, the best ice cream waffles north of the Alps. Of course, Gl. Skagen
(the mound as father-in-law always said) is not overlooked either. Here it
was the ice house on the sunset square that pulled with large ice waffles
before we had to watch the sun disappear into the sea. I never understood
why there is clapping when the sun is gone behind the horizon.

Louise on top of Denmark, Skagens Gren
on a very windy day.
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The view from Gl. Church path, where
my in-laws had their villa and facing the
Sanded Church in the background.
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A slightly blurred picture of Sonja in the
garden of her parents on Drachmannsvej
in 1979.

I’ve been to Grethe’s fish cakes, but it was not the only dish Grethe was excellent at producing. When July had changed to August and
the mackerel appeared, I experienced once, to be served fried mackerel
with new potatoes a cold beer and schnapps. It was yummy!
Before I more or less close down Skagen, this little story must be
included.
On one of my many bike rides in and around Skagen, I ended up
one day out by the tilting lighthouse. On a side road were a number of
terraced houses. Most were for sale, as condominiums. I cycled down
to the real estate agent in the city center to find out more, it was correct,
the terraced houses were for sale and the price was DKK 135,000 for a
3-room apartment. Crazy. The reason was, no one wanted to live in the
neighborhood. Apart from Sonja, I contacted Djurslands Bank to find
out what they thought. The bank was not negative about the idea, but
would like to take a closer look at the sales lineup. Let me state, we did
not get that far, Mrs Holm would definitely not hear of it, even though
rentals would have covered a large part of the installments.
152

Louise and Anita are at Strandbaren in
Gl. Skagen. The first time they were there,
Henry served small teddy bears to the girls.
As Henry told me, why should they be
cheated for something good.

Several years later, I show Sonja an advertisement for the sale of the
same terraced house, but now the price is DKK 2,400,000 million. kr.
When we had been on a weekend in the East of the Kingdom of Heaven, an area located between Jerup and Ålbæk next to the Kattegat.
When tidying up the menu, the other three of us were asked to do something other than get in the way.
I started the car up, the girls got in and we drove around the area,
among other things. the Råbjerg Mile was trotted thin. Gl. Skagen was
always the pit stop for the excursion before we returned home to the
East of the Kingdom of Heaven. I Gl. Skagen we always visited Henry
at Strandbaren. Henry thought it was so cozy when I and especially the
girls showed up and I was served a porce and teddy bear. Henry had
gone to school with my brother-in-law Kaj.
We have probably been to a family party in Skagen. Towards evening
when there was a bit of a break-up, the young people, cousins and cousins of Louise decided that they wanted to go to the harbor at Disqutek.
The young people asked if I should go with the other old homes. I was at
disqutek and probably came home very late. I had to sleep somewhere
best not to wake my in-laws with my snoring. Disquteket was located
in a building by the harbor, which consisted of 3 floors with different
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music on the floor. On the upper deck there was metal rock. In the middle a hell of a lot of noise and on the lower deck, there was 60s music,
so there we were. I had known the young people who drew me into the
city, have experienced since they were born and seen grow up.
I mean, it was a Wednesday night, my brother-in-law Kaj and I were
going down to hear Sussie and Leo play at Skansen. Just this Wednesday night they had time off and did not play. So, I have never seen Sussie and Leo play live in Skagen. We had an enjoyable evening though,
which I remember. It got a little wet.
I want to end Skagen with a few words about my mother-in-law. Her
last time she lived on Christian X’s Vej in Skagen, very close to Skagen Bryghus and Skagen center. I visited her a few times after Sonja’s
passing and every time it sounded like you will not pick up a shooting
star down by the harbor, we can share .....
Mother-in-law was an amazing girl in my eyes, maybe because she
received me so incredibly nicely. There were things we did not completely agree on, especially not when we lived in Glatved and she sent
the children over to Møller for Clorin to clean the cabin. Mother-in-law
was always very helpful when we should have held confirmations or
christenings.
In 2010, mother-in-law passed away from old age. In 2010 I visited
New Zealand and from here I sent a postcard from a small spot from the
south island of New Zealand to her home. She also received the card, I
was told at her funeral. The card lay on the table by her side right to the
last so she could show it off, I was later told by a sister-in-law.
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Top: The car Dad rented for 3 years for vacations. Bottom: From one of the border
barriers to Germany.

As the headline suggests, I’m moving on to a new topic in memories.
It will be too extensive if I have to go full in depth with the story of all
our travels in Denmark and abroad. Therefore, I will briefly tell you
about the places we have visited.
The interest in going out into the world and experiencing it is due
to the mother’s Swedish uncle Hans, who was married to grandfather’s
sister. In 1960, when we first had a small holiday in Norway, we drove
across Sweden to Nyköbing a little south of Stockholm and visit our
Swedish family. Uncle Hans was so kind one of the days, finding his
short film screener, showing some of their films from a vacation in Hawaii in the 1930s. I also want to experience that, I said to myself back
then in Sweden I can remember.
I start around the mid-1950s. Dad had rented a Morris Minor from
Krogh on Århusvej, which we drove the Danish country thin for 4-5
years every summer. Accommodation was at hotel.
Based on the extensive image material I am in possession of digitally, I can see we came all over Denmark in the 1950s. The first year the
holiday went to southern Jutland. Here, of course, we were to see the
entrance to Søgaard Barracks, where father was a soldier in 1939-40.
Ribe was also visited, where we were up in the cathedral and around
Ribe town and out by the Wadden Sea. A visit was also to be made to
Rudbøl with the boundary stones in the middle of the road. Dybbel Mill
and this area were also visited. On the way south, a stop was made at
Skamlingsbanken.
Father and mother did not have passports, so the possibility of visits
on the other side of the border barrier was not possible.
Another year it was in North Jutland. Again we stayed at the hotel.
Later I learned that taking a vacation at that time and even a whole week,
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was to look good. Camping first came into being in the early 1960s.
Again, I have to resort to the old photos from that time that form
the framework of the story. We lived in Sæby and from here we must
have driven a lot around northern Jutland. One of the trips went up to
Skagen, where we were out on Grenen and looked past Den Tilsandede
Kirke. We were definitely not at museums. Dad was very far away from
spending time on such things.
On the way to North Jutland we visited the Rebild hills.
We must have reached an incredible mass in North Jutland. A trip
out to Bulbjerg and Skarreklit, it also turned out. Many years later, the
week before Skarreklit capsized in the sea, I visited Bulbjerg with my
girls.
Below is a small section of The Sanded Church, then the Grenen transport and Skareklit by Bulbjerg.
Above the portal of whale teeth in Sæby.

In Sæby, where we lived and drove from, a portal of whale teeth was
set up, which was a very exciting experience. It was at one time, approx.
10 years after World War II and traffic was minimal. And then it can be
a little thought-provoking that I find my way back to Skagen 20 years
later.
In general, I do not think the holidays of the 1950s were planned
from home. At most the part of the country we were to visit. Maybe this
is where I have taken the opportunity to go out into the world and see
what it has to offer.
Back to the 1950s holidays, I will briefly end with, we visited and
drove around Funen for a year. We visited all the cities we had learned
to list in school from the map of Denmark. I remember a day on Funen,
where we were to have breakfast at Falsled Kro. My little brother was
very picky. He got 1 crown stuck in his hand ag the innkeeper, so could
go across the road to the grocery store and pick up a packet of cold cuts
chocolate.
One of the last holidays in the 50’s we spent on Zealand with associated islands, i.a. it was a visit to Møn with the very exciting chalk cliffs.
We were also in Elsinore at Kronborg to find and greet Holger. From an
old photo, I can also see we visited Copenhagen, where we saw the guard parade through the city. This is so far back in time that it’s hard to
remember details from these vacations.
This first obscure part of vacations in the 1950s I will end where I
started in 1960 in Sweden.
At the top the front of mother’s aunt and uncle’s house, which lay midway between
Nyköbing and Oxelösund on a cliff edge. - In the middle, Uncle Hans. - At the bottom
of the church in Oxelösund.
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During our vacation in 1963 on the
Rhine, we visited the Gutenberg Museum
in Mainz one day.
Here in the picture is Gutenberg’s old
printing press.
Photo: 1963.

Uncle Hans and aunt had had a mirror factory in Nyköbing. They
bought a batch of glass that had been given salt water. With this purchase, they built a successful factory. The glass was taken home, where they
polished the glass clean of salt water to be able to transform the glass
into mirrors.
They lived midway between Nyköbing and Oxelösund a little set
back from the road. The house was built on a cliff. On the opposite side
of the road lay a large forest area, it was forbidden to walk over there
alone. There were many elk in the area. We went on a longer trip in the
woods, but it was to find mushrooms. I remember we had Danish specialties with us, in the world of Swedes, in the form of spiced sausage
and brandy, two things that were in great demand in Sweden. Now that
guests had come from far away, a party lunch was to be made. In Sweden at the time, it was not just around the corner to the grocery store
and pick up a box of beer. On Saturday morning, we went to Nyköbing
to pay a visit to Spritbolaget.
After the visit to Spritbolaget, we visited a family member on the
Swedish side, where we younger had to settle for Ramlösa. The family
member we visited was the later SAS director, Janne Carlsson.
The town of Oxelösund, as I remember it, was a very large shipping
place for iron ore. I remember the huge mountains of black ore that lay
on the harbor waiting for transport.
In 1960 we had tents with us to Norway and Sweden. Dad had had
the tent sewn at Gudmann’s by Grenå Harbor.

Three photos taken in 1960. At the top the landing in front of Aunt’s house. The other
two photos must be from somewhere in Swedish nature.
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Gutenberg Museum in Mainz, Germany.
Photo: 1963.
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The photo must have been taken in connection with the trip we have down to
Udine, Italy in 1970.

I do not remember much of the holiday in Sweden where we came
around.
In the intervening years up to 1970, West Germany, Norway and
Austria paid visits during summer holidays. A year in Austria, Dad had
to go up to see the European Bridge, which was built to make it easier
to get to Italy. We drive all the way up to Brenner, get out of the car and
move to the border crossing. Here father says quite spontaneously, now
vacation ends. He did not dare drive down to Italy.
We had over the winter of 1962 with great difficulty convinced father
about a holiday in West Germany on the Rhine, he would like.
Yes, then we got Dad south of Kruså in 1963 and came to the Rhine.
It had now become camping holidays at campsites. From what we had
read, we had told Dad about Rüdesheim and Drosselgaße. There were
visits to both Rüdesheim and Drosselgaße, and saw no more about it, for
it can not stand any description.
Back at Easter 1963, we took grandpa and grandma to Goslar in the
Harz for a short break. We stayed at the hotel at Torvet in Goslar town.
Grandma saw that the barbed wire that divided the two Germany really
existed.
From the year that I do not remember, it may have been in 1965, we
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Relaxation at the campsite in Steinfelt after a trip to the pool with high cigar lead.

were on holiday in Austria, and lived in Zell am See, right down to the
lake at the campsite. We were on a few excursions in Austria during our
stay. An excursion went up to Großglockner. Dad was always worried
about the gas in the car, whether there was enough to get back on again.
When we reached the last kilometers up to the Großglockner, Dad refused to drive any longer, there was not enough petrol in the car to get up
there and back, he claimed. Mom and I were sent out of the car to ask a
couple of locals if there was a gas station at the top at Großglockner. It
did there. So Dad had to drive the last bit.
We’re reached 1970. Soldiers’ time is well over and I had started working in Brande and earned a hell of a lot of extra money. Three weeks
holiday was to be held, which is why I asked little brother if he wanted
to go on a camping holiday to the south, which he was.
We start from Grenå on Saturday morning, a well-packed VW bubble
with tent and other gear. Remember we drove down south of Hamburg
to Soltau, where we spent the first night. The next day we continued to
Heidelberg, live on the campsite a little outside the city, stay here a few
days. See i.a. the old bridge and a walk on the castle. Then it goes across
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West Germany to Salzburg, where we find a place on the Gaisberg with
a view down Salzburg. The autobahn was not so developed at that time.
The only autobahn across West Germany to Salzburg was in Southern
Germany.
After a few days in Salzburg we continue south down towards Radstadt over Obertauern to Spital an der Drau, is suddenly in Carinthia.
Driving down here was impulsive and not something we had planned.
We arrive at the end of the day in the small town of Steinfeld am Drau,
staying at the private campsite run by father, mother, daughter and son.
The father had sat in the German gold otter at the Olympics in 1936, but
had fled to Austria before the war broke out and had hidden in Carinthia
throughout the war.

A small part of the Postojna Cave as I remember them.
The image is borrowed from
postojnska-jama.eu.
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Oberheinrich also existed during the time
we visited Steinfelt. Was good eatery in
the 1970s
The image is borrowed from Google Map
and from 2021.

From Steinfeld we went on an excursion to Udine in northern Italy.
From Steinfeld there were small 10 km as the crow flies to Italy. A little
further to drive. Via Oberdrauburg we drove over the Plöcken Pass and
down into Italy. During the descent to Udine we hear a grinding sound
from one of the rear wheels. We are around noon, those who know Italians know they are not working at this time of day. In Tolmezzo turns
into a gas station and asks for help. The rear wheel gives a lot. The
serviceman looks at the case, turns his eyes both eyes, shakes his head
wildly, says a whole lot quickly in Italian. We do not grasp a stick. The
good man wants the car into the lift, where he takes off the rear wheel, investigates the problem further and then starts otherwise. He finds
a washer in a clutter box, begins to file the hole in the washer larger.
I think he works a total of three quarters of an hour with the washer
without saying a word. The washer is ready and placed, the wheel is
fitted and he seems satisfied with his work, the wheel is not loose anymore, we can drive on. Before we settle. I show him a stack of Italian lira
and he takes 20,000 of these, after which I double with another 20,000
lira. We reach down to Udine, where the car is parked, we go hiking in
an incredibly beautiful city for a few hours. The trip home takes place
as the outing.
We lived in Steinfeld for a good week, after which we left the good
conditions. The reason was a team of German campers who did not behave as campers should. I explained to the hosts the reason, they actually got bored of losing us two Danes as guests. We had gradually become
known as ”der Gebrüder Holm”.
Where we land next is quite unclear to me, as we frolic a bit around
Switzerland. From Steinfelt we must have driven west, at least we come
to Switzerland. Here we drive up to and over St. Bernhardt passed. Here
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in mid-July, there were still high snow drifts along the road at the top.
We come down to the Italian part of Switzerland.
Somehow we also get past the Vierwaldstätter lake lying in the middle of Switzerland and landing at Basel.
At this point, we had to turn our noses home.
In the summer of 1971, that also went to Austria and Steinfeld. The
host told after our arrival they had expelled the German campers from
last year after our complaint. This time another team was German
campers, think 4 families trooped up together. They came from Cologne and turned out to be some nice types. They had a family table in
the Cave. Every night they met into the Cave, occupied the main table,
hoisted the little German-brought flag on its stand in the middle of the

Top Annette who was so lucky to have
a birthday during her stay in Italy.
At the bottom a tired Louise in her stroller.

table. When they went back to their tents, they lowered the flag again.
There were no teddy bears in the Cave, but half a liter of Villacher Bier
and a lot slipped down during the evening. We did not attend the festivities every night with the Germans.
One evening where we were gathered different nationalities, we had
been placed at the big table. There were Yugoslavs, Czechs, Austrians,
Danes, Swedes, Germans and Dutch. Many languages were spoken at
the table that evening. We Danes and Swedes were privileged, some of
the others claimed, because we spoke and understood both English and
German.
One of the few excursions we made from Steinfeld this year was to
the Cortina d’Ampezzo in Italy. A very hot day through the northern
Italian countryside, which it is highly recommended to visit. We made
Sonja and Lone on a trip to Venice.

Lone in the right sun lounger on the roof
of the hotel.

Such was the view from our hotel room at
Hotel Benacus.
The image is borrowed from Google Map.
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stay in Cortina d’Ampezzo and had lunch at the restaurant with a terrace where the view was outstanding down the valley. I remember the
food because it’s some of the best I’ve eaten south of the alps. The natural grilled cutlet of 450 gr. With salad, was the menu.
Another excursion I remember went to what was then Yugoslavia,
closer to the province of Slovenia. Along some very small and winding
roads through Austria, where we in northern Italy cross the border into
Yugoslavia. After a good hour’s drive, we pass through Ljubljana to drive down to the Postojna caves. One of Grandpa’s brothers had previously told about these caves. Now was the opportunity for a visit here.
At the border crossing we had got a stamp in the passport and I got
exchanged for some Yugoslav money. In both Germany and Austria we
had been down to other caves, but the Postojna caves were just amazing
to experience. Incredibly beautiful as the stalactites hung down from
the ceiling that had been formed over many millions of years by droplets of water. To the caves belongs the little story. During World War II,
Tito and his partisans had their hiding place in one of the rear caves,
with the Germans as their nearest neighbors.
It was a very long excursion to Slovenia. After driving in Yugoslavia
in the 1970s, one understands well why the country became the last Our
Lord created. He had only stones left in his hand.
It turned into 3 weeks in Steinfeld. Before we left our hosts, we promised to return again in 1972.
In 1972 as we promised the hosts at the campsite in Steinfelt, we
returned for a 3 week camping holiday. In 1973 we took our parents to
Steinfeld, where we had a day trip to Italy. Dad was not much for the
Italy excursion. He believed that in Italy lived only pickpockets and that
kind of people.
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We should also have visited Steinfeld in 1974, but a world-wide oil
crisis put an end to this trip. Had we come, we should have been hailed
by the mayor for visiting Steinfeld for five years.
We had a camera with us on the holidays, but it was not used very
often.
We arrived at 1983 before heading south again. We had taken over the
printing house in 1981. One thing we shocked many in Grenå with
was that we kept the printing house completely closed for 3 weeks in
the middle of the holiday period. The first year was open but nothing
to order. How was it possible as a self-employed person. We notified
our customers well in advance we were vacationing for a period of
time. The holiday now does not affect our work.
This year we decided to go on a bus trip with Gislev Rejser to Riva
by Lake Garda during the Easter holidays. The participants on the trip
were, Sonja, Lone, Annette, Louise and I. Yes, I was off with all four
girls! We were to stay at the Panoramic Hotel Benacus at the eastern end
of Riva up on the mountain and with a great view down Lake Garda.
Until Riva there was a good 1 km to walk. Louise was barely 3 years
old and refused to go. We found a stroller and we were over this little
problem. One of Gislev excursions went to Venice. I had visited Venice
on a previous holiday, which is why I did not take part in the excursion.
Instead, Louise stayed behind and drove until Riva. Let me just add,
Louise and I had found a small eatery we visited every day around noon
when we were out walking. I got Spaghetti Naturel and Louise French
Fries with ketchup. From the second day, Louise herself picked up the
ketchup bottle and put it on the table. Neither Sonja nor the big girls
attended our lunch at any point.
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The four pictures are from Verona in 1991.

The hotel had heard that Annette had a birthday during her stay in
Italy. On the day when dinner was over, the staff came in with a giant
layer cake with candles in it, the staff’s birthday present for Annette. Had
there been a mousehole in the room, Annette would have crawled into it.
It was fantastic weather at Lake Garda and high temperatures in the
air. Some of the young people who took part in the bus trip enticed the
hotel host to open the pool, which was located on the roof with terrace.
I think all the girls had a good trip to Lake Garda with Gislev Rejser.
We spent the night in southern Germany on the way out and home.
At one time, Italy was my second homeland. One year I visited the
country in the spring, during the summer period and during the autumn
holidays.
Let me leave Italy for a while. Between 1973 and 1983 there are no real
holiday excursions to the south. In June 1984, Jan and I had flown to
Paris with Spies’ travel company from Billund to watch the opening
match at the European Championships in football. We land north of
Paris in Beauvais Tillé Airport and from here by bus driven into Paris.
I ask Jan if we should get off the bus and go through Paris to the meeting place. We did so, somewhere by the opera, far outside the card
we had been given. We walked through the Louvre along the Seine. We
made a longer stay at the Place du Trocadéro just opposite the Eiffel
Tower. We visited the Eifet Tower from below, Jan did not want to go
up. Instead, we found a store in a side street that sold us pizza and bottles of wine, which were consumed in the park behind the Eifel Tower.
We approach the gathering place a Parisian bar, where we again meet
those we had flown with. We had more than two hours at the bar, where a lot of draft beer was consumed. The bar owner ordered nothing
but to pick up new kegs.
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A souvenir was to be brought home from
the GDR. It was this pack of cigarettes
that Sonja later emptied. The cigarettes
tasted awful, Sonja said.

The time arrived it was departure to the Parc de Prince, a newly built
stadium.
We enter the station, the national anthems are to be sung. Prince Henrik was present and therefore King Christian had to stand ... sung. It just
did not happen, we all shouted ”There is a vast land ...”.
From here, everyone knows what happened during the match. We
return home late at night to Billund and on to Grenå.
Here in Paris as later in Bratislava, I had a hard time remembering
where our bus kept parked after the fights. However, I arrived at the last

Autumn holiday 1990 on the hotel terrace on Lake Garda, just north of Limone.
From left: Annette, Louise and ego.
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minute both times, and came home.
We have to wait until 1986, when DRUPA will again be held in Düsseldorf. Jan and I are allowed by Sonja to go down to the graphic exhibition. I mean, we just visit the fair one day and live in Aachen. One
evening, Aachen is almost on the border with Belgium, which is why
we take over, find a restaurant in Eupen where we eat at. As we are
returning to Aachen, things suddenly happen at the border. At the German border crossing we are stopped by the border police, asked to roll
down the window, show our passports, at the same time a machine gun
lands on the window frame. Then it was damn good to be calm. The
police asked until where we came from and where we were going. Well,
we lived in Aachen and had been to Eupen at a restaurant to eat and
were now on our way back to Aachen, that task was difficult to formu-

Abandoned East German border crossing
in autumn 1990.

late in German ....
It turned out that people from the Rote Armé Fraktion had been
discovered in the area. At the time, both Jan and I looked like that kind
of guy quite a bit - very long haired and I with a big full beard. However,
we avoid more prosecution after the guards had made a closer check on
our passports.
The day after the visit to the fair, we drive across northern France and
out to the English Channel at Calais, where we rent a hotel. The next
day we head out to the beach and wade halfway to England when the
tide suddenly makes us turn around in a hurry.
From Calais we drive up the English Channel through Belgium and
into the Netherlands. As we pass Amsterdam, they have closed off spectators from an Ajax match. There is a lot of traffic. We land in a town
called Hoorn on Zuidersøen, where we spend the night at a hotel.
The next day we pass the Zuidersø dam, drive past Groningen and
Bremen and continue towards the Danish border and home to Grenå.
Louise’s favorite playground during her
stay at the Hotel Garden in Limone in
1989.
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I’m jumping to 1990, where there’s a little more narrative from Italy.
In the spring, Dad had suddenly fallen away after we had been to the
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Top: Louise in Limone.
Bottom: Mr. Holm on the edge of George du Verdon.

Bargemon beautifully situated on a hillside in Var close to Provence.

DRUPA Messe in Düsseldorf. I talked to Sonja what she would say to,
I took my mother on autumn vacation to Italy. Sonja just made a demand that you take two of the girls with you. It was then Annette and
Louise who went to Italy with their best and me.
Through FDM I had this time rented a hotel apartment 1 km north of
Limone on the hillside with adventurous views over Lake Garda. It turned into daily walks until Limone through the narrow small and angled
streets.
The times have been at Lake Garda by car, one day being used to drive around Lake Garda. Starts driving south of the lake with small teams
along the way. We are making a bigger stay in Verona. A lovely town to
visit and wander around in. I even think we found our way to Romeo
and Juliet’s house.
After a bit of hiking around Verona, we drop by a eatery to have an Italian lunch. My mother definitely did not think it was necessary to throw
money at it. She thought now anyway, it was very cozy afterwards.
The river Adige flows through Verona. All the times I have visited
Verona by car, I have always driven around on the east side of the city.
Has located a small church where I parked the car and free. Then hiking
over one of the many bridges to Verona City. I’ve only seen the arena
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from the outside, never been inside, maybe a mistake by me.
I have visited Verona both during and after Preben Elkjær played
football in Greece Verona. Like everywhere else in football-crazy Italy, when the Italians learned they were Danes, it came .... aha Preben
Elkjær! - Or one of the many other Danes who have played in Italy who
have been mentioned.
At Lake Garda it is like that, the further south along the lake the more
the mountains get lower and lower. Now it went north from Verona and
the mountains got higher and higher again. Through Riva and the last 20
km down to Limone, where the road along the lake swings a lot. I have
always rented a hotel or apartment in either Riva or Limone.
After leaving Lake Garda and Limone and heading north again, we
first hop on the motorway up at Bolzano. It is a very nice stretch of road
to drive from Riva and up to Bolzano, along the old Brennervej.
From here it goes steadily and calmly up to Brennerpasset with the
small stops when a toilet was required. Down over the European Bridge
shortly before Innsbruck. From here along winding roads up to southern
Germany. Enter the autobahn and then north. 100 km south of Kassel,
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At the top is the George du Verdon gorge. Bottom from left Louise, Annette and Peter.
The photo was taken in the square in Bargemon, the night France celebrated its 200th
anniversary.
The 4 pictures show from the top: Where we stayed the first night. The pool Louise
enjoyed a lot. Louise on the edge of George de Verdon and at the bottom of the square
in Bargemon.
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Tom Hanks and Mrs. were conciliators to
this memorial, located a little northeast of
Bastogne.

just before the hills at Kassel, we stop for the night in Kirchheim.
On November 9, 1989, the GDR had gone to the seams and had given
up the eve as an independent country and was now on its way to being
admitted to the BRD. The next day after breakfast we went for a short
walk into the soon to be GDR, where we, among other things. drove
through an abandoned empty Soviet boxes, which did not look very
friendly.
From Kirchheim in the middle of Germany, there was about 700 km
drive home to Grenå.
I jump a year back to 1989. Sonja and I share some easy money, like
approx. just above the. 10,000 for me and DKK 6,000 for Sonja. It’s just
before the summer holidays and I felt like a trip south. Anita was just 2
years old and I would not take a diaper baby on holiday alone.
Louise was just 9 years old.
We were not on the internet back then in 1989, so it has probably been
FDM again that was in charge of booking. I had chosen Hotel Garden on
the southern outskirts of Limone for a week’s stay with half board. From
the Hotel Gardens terrace there was a beautiful view over Lake Garda.
The cuisine at Hotel Garden was excellent, but the food did not exactly fall into Louise’s taste, so every night after the meal had to go in to
Limone and have a Pizza Margaritha for Louise.
Occasionally managed to lure Louise out of the pool with an ice
cream inside Limone.
As a 3-year-old, Louise had been to Riva one Easter, but of course did
not remember, so we went on a day trip to Riva. Riva was and is a very
nice old town, especially when you come over to the western part all
the way up to the mountainside. We went for a walk along the promenade that runs along the north end of Lake Garda. When the dry wind
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down from the Mediterranean occurs in the late afternoon, waves rise
on Lake Garda, as if it were the North Sea in revolt.
One of the days at Lake Garda we take a boat trip with the ferry Brescia, which brings us over to the opposite side at Malcecine, where we
take the cable car up to the mountain Monte Baldo. Louise was not entirely proud of that experience.
As the week goes on and we are nearing the end of Lake Garda, I ask
Louise if she would like to visit her sister Annette in Provence? Louise
was not fond of long drives, so on a small map I show Louise the distance from Limone to Bargemon in Provence. As Louise said, when there is
no longer, we may well drive down there to visit Annette in Provence.
We leave Hotel Garden after breakfast and set off with appropriate pit
stop along Lake Garda down to the Mediterranean. Where we follow the
Riviera, the rest of the way into France. We turn off in Cannes and drove
towards Grasse. From here we turn towards Draguignan until we came
to the sign that shows the way up towards Bargemon.
On my website is a larger description of the trip to Limone and the
stay in Bargemon, at this link: https://fabech-holm.dk/onewebmedia/
Limone%20&%20Provence%201989.pdf.
However, a small episode must be included. When we arrived at Bargemon, parked the car, we went into town. On a street corner stands the
city priest. He is busy with a church business, as I approach him in Danish and help with accommodation in the city. He answers in Danish,
for a moment. The church business is over and he follows us down to
an accommodation nearby, which unfortunately turns out to be busy,
but free from the next day. I rent for three days at Auberge L’Qustaloun
a really Provencal place.
It is part of the story, I knew the priest spoke Danish and he came
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Singapore the monster on Sentosa that
made some weird noises. The tail meandered all the way down to the sea.

from Kerteminde. After we talked to the pastor, Annette and her father
met on a street corner.
The first night we spent the night with Annette’s father in an old
country house in the middle of Bargemon. The next day we moved
down to Auberge L’Qustaloun for 3 days before heading to Denmark
again.
I lured Louise on a tour of George du Verdon, about 120 km and I was

Monorail Lane driving around Sentosa.
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Long Bar at the Raffles Hotel in Singapore.

changes markedly. Grenade holes as far as the eye could reach beyond
the fields. There is no doubt that the area has not been the great pleasure
once to stay at.
Before stopping in Verdun, we visited Fort de Douamont. An impressive fortress from the First World War. Not far from Fort de Douamont
is the Ossuaire de Douaumont we stopped at. The city of Fleury-devant-Douaumont no longer existed. The only evidence was stone slabs
with an inscription, here was the baker’s house and so on.
In the Harz Mountains in Germany, we lived on a Gasthaus block
up the old zone border. The hostess did not give many D-marks for the
union of the two Germanys. She thought out loud that the Ossiers were
a herd of lazy animals. Then we did not talk about it anymore.
Another year, both Anita, Louise and I were in Belgium together. As

absolutely thrilled with the nature we saw. More than 140 photos and 4
short films were burned on the 120 km.
I will let the pictures on this and next page end the holiday to Lake
Garda that came to include Provence.
Bargemon is located on the edge of George du Verdon and on the
previous page a few pictures from there.
Up through the 1990s, I brought the youngest girls to Belgium, Luxembourg, the Netherlands and the Harz in Germany.
In Luxembourg we lived for a year in Clervaux. In Clervaux, Patton’s
Sherman tank was stationed at the place where his troops stopped the
German advance in the winter of 1944-45.
In Belgium we drove around the country and visited 3 of the Trappist
breweries, i.a. the beautiful Orval Monastery, located close to the French
border, whose open monastery garden contained over 500 different
herbs. The second year in Luxembourg we lived in the town of Larochette at Birkelt Village Camping, from where we, among other things.
drove over and saw the American memorial for the fallen at Bastogne,
where also a little outside the city is erected a memorial to the Easy
Company, where they fought. We also visited the area around Verdun
in northern France. About 8 km before we reach Verdun, the landscape
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Little India, a district in Singapore.

The Madsen family on their way into
Singapore’s rainforest.

Sonja enjoys the sun and a little grandfather on Christiansø in the autumn of
2005.
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The four photos on the left cover the following:
At the top the view over the Mediterranean.
Nr. 2 photo: Landscapes around Banjuls.
Photo 3: Highest point at Banjuls.
Photo 4: The entrance to Banjul’s pedestrian street.

a rule, these vacations were of a one week length, so the girls could not
do without their mother anymore. I do not remember what we drive
around to see and experience. When we’re going home, and it’s Friday afternoon, and driving on the motorway around Brussels, the car’s
radiator leaks. We stop at a rest area to look at the damage. Shortly afterwards, the Belgian roadside assistance stops by and asks if we have
any problems. The Belgian roadside assistance asks if I am affiliated
with Falck’s roadside assistance in Denmark. No, we were not on this
trip. He then decides, anyway, to pull us to the nearest gas station, where the staff is informed of the damage. It’s Friday, but if we can stay until
Monday, they can get another engine for DKK 2,000 charged. The engine
managed to be damaged. I did not have a debit card at the time and had

A place I had a great desire to visit. The
first house to be liberated on June 6, 1944,
the inn is located in Bénouville on the
Orne river.

The last rays of the sun over the Mediterranean. ores views in the evening from
the apartment.
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to decline the offer. Instead, I got in touch with the insurance company
that arranged home transportation. We had to show up at the airport,
where we were given another car made available for home transport.
A brand new Opel Astra, which had driven 450 km and we were made
available after a short wait.
It took us a while to find out from Brussels, but we succeeded and in
the morning the next day we are back in Viborg and I am going to Karup
Airport to hand over the car.
The insurance company orders home transport of our VW Golf. The
first driver is unlucky and gets injured as he has to get up in the wheelhouse. A new driver is called in who is so unlucky to drive wrong in
the middle of Germany. It has now been 14 days since we had returned
home from Belgium. I get a call from the gas station if I did not want my
car home. I had to tell about the accidents around the repatriation. The
third car transporter departs and reaches Belgium and back to Denmark
with our VW Golf.
Before the car is home again, we have made an agreement with a
mechanic to get another engine. The Golf we had was with automatic
transmission and had a 1.6 N engine. The mechanic was provided with
a 1.8 S engine.
In October 1999, I visited Jan, Jeannie and Vibeke in Singapore. Jan
worked at the airport with the conveyor belts. It was the first time during a vacation I stayed more than 2 days in a big city. Singapore changed my view of my big city problem.
I learned to get to Singapore City by city bus, when I had to return it
was by taxi.
The day when I visited the island of Sentosa, off Singapore, I took
the bus to Chinatown and hiked the rest of the way up to Mount Faber,
where the cable car over to Sentosa starts from. There was a monorail
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track on the island, but I chose to hike around the island. Among other
things. out to Fort Siloso, a colonial relic.
On one of Jan’s holidays, we visited Singapore’s rainforest, an area of
170 hectares. We visited a restaurant on the East Coast to eat Chili Crabs,
which is to be experienced. A napkin did not make it to the meal.
Singapore was an exciting city to visit and experience.
I flew to Singapore from Billund via Paris.

red the possibilities of vacation. I actually needed to relax somewhere
else in Europe. I asked Anita if she wanted us to drive down to Europe,
which she did. The starting point was three weeks. In the middle of the
week, I booked a holiday apartment in Banyuls-sur-Mer in the south of
France on the Mediterranean north of the Spanish border.
I asked Anita what wishes she had along the way, we should round.
I will return to them.
To make a very long holiday description short, there is a larger diary
entry of this holiday on my website:

In the new millennium in 2005, it stood on Bornholm together with
Grethe, Arne, Sonja and I. I was not aware of it before we got home, but
Grethe and Arne, had given us the trip to Bornholm, that information
would have been known before departure.
It was a nice trip, where we, among other things. was around the
island by bus, visiting the round church and Dueodde. A walk up the
tower overlooking a large part of the island. Sailing trip to Ertholmene,
which I think was a nice, exciting experience and myself on a trip alone
to Svaneke to visit Svaneke Brewery, as well as a glassblowing. Back
home in Allinge-Sandvig again, the other three were still on a herring
bus trip, I walked out around Hammerodde, around the lake and back.
A nice and nice trip.
2006 was a tough year with Sonja’s serious illness. In May, Sonja could
no longer and passed away. At that time, we had been fighting together
for almost 4 years with Sonja’s cancer.
I had now been left alone with our youngest daughter Anita, and as
one of the last things Sonja reminded me of was ”now you have to manage everything yourself”.
After the funeral was over and we came to the summer, I had explo182

https://fabech-holm.dk/rejser/gennem%20europa.html.

17 years later I am once again staying at
this wonderful Auberge. Now Anita is
with us.

We leave Viborg on a Sunday morning. I had entered the PIN code on
the middle Visa card incorrectly 3 times at Danske Bank in Viborg,
which is why we went to Europe with the reserve card, Visa Electron
and an ESSO petrol card. It was not so good, but we came all the way
around.
The trip was simply the following: Through Germany to Aachen
down to the French border and from here out towards Normandy, where we stayed for 4 nights in Ranville on a campsite. From here we drove
around the area. Saw quite a few museums and also visited the American memorial site. In the afternoon, a US Corporal Stars and Stripes
blew down. When he blew the national anthem, I got up, of course. So
did he by my side. He was a German tourist.
At Point de Hoq, the area seemed almost unchanged from the day
of the invasion. One day we drove down to visit St. Michel, the city /
castle out in the sea.
After the stay in Normandy, it went diagonally down through France
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A serving at U Fleku in Prague. Small
draft beer with cinnamon schnapps.

towards the Mediterranean with a few nights along the way.
Along the way, we stopped at a wine cooperative, located a little
north of Cahor. It turned out that the director of the cooperative was
Danish and had worked in Viborg. We approached the town of Mende,
which had previously been a major car chaos, to pass by. The new bridge over the Tarn river was completed, which helped with traffic flow.
We made stay in the town of Chanac which was very short from George
du Tarn where we were going for a walk around the next day. At the
bottom of the Tarn gorge lay some open stalactite caves, we got a tour of
the caves. It is an impressive area that runs through the George du Tarn,
where the river Tarn meanders at the bottom all the way.
After the stay in Chanac, drive on towards the middle week. We have
to pick up the key to the apartment in Banjuls between kl. 15 and 16.
Based on Banjul’s drivers, among others. up to and Andorra and
down through Spain back. We visit at the request of Anita the book
town Rennes le Chateau, where some of Tom Hank’s films have been
shot. Along the Mediterranean we drive a trip down to Spain. It was our
intention to take off west of Barcelona a few days before we drove up
to Provence, but it was so extremely hot down in that corner of Spain,
which is why we gave up this project.
Last week we had not fully agreed. I would like to pass Bargemon, it
would be okay for Anita if she was allowed to come to Limone on Lake
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There was also a water carrier on the beer
trip. In addition to hauling water here, he
also arranged the whole trip to the Czech
Republic fantastically well.
Beer talk during a visit to a restaurant that
even brewed beer in the background.

Two lovely Polynesian sisters I met at
Rarotonga and were allowed to take a
picture of.

Garda. Anita wanted to take one of the Italian porcelain masks home, so
I cut that goat.
We leave Banjuls at 9 o’clock and drive north towards Provence,
where we land in Bargemon in the afternoon. My old auberge that Louise and I had lived in 17 years earlier was still there. All rooms had the
name of a Provencal women, we got Manon.
Although we had been around George du Tarn, we also drove the George du Verdon tour, which is at least as impressive as George du Tarn.
Had it been up to me we would have stayed a bit longer in Bargemon,
but there was also a Limone visit on the way home we should have finished.
We leave Bargemon to drive up along the Mediterranean to Italy,
where we at Genoa turn north and drive further up towards Lake Garda
and we land in Limonse at Hotel Garden in the late afternoons, being
accommodated in a huge room. As with Louise, it was not long before
Anita floated around in the pool. The hostess at Hotel Garden was now
Danish, married to an Italian and from Løgstør. We got through trotting
Limone a few days before continuing north.
From Limone we drive via Riva up past Bolzano to Merano and are
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The cost of experiencing Rarotonga and
New Zealand through 4 weeks.
In total, the whole trip came to stand me
in approx. DKK 50,000 and was a huge
experience for the rest of my life.
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My E-Ticket that followed me faithfully
throughout the journey down-under.
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we are not below 160 per hour, we arrive late until there is serving. The
girl who receives can remember I have spent the night with them in
Kirchheim several times. We get food.
Now Anita wanted to go home to her own nest. We are back in Viborg on Thursday in the third week at the end of the day and get the car
emptied. We had more than 70 bottles of wine to take home from the 3
weeks.

Kl. 6.30 am just landed
at Rarotonga in Avarua Airport,
Cook Islands.

thus in the middle of Trentino (South Tyrol). It’s the old connection up
to the Brenner Pass we drive here. In Merano we take the right road and
continue up to the pass Timmeljoch, which is the border between Italy
and Austria. From here we continue down through the Ötztal in Austria
to Innsbruck and on up to Germany, where Anita would like to see the
fairytale castle Neuschwanstein.
We had gradually become late in the afternoon as we were leaving
Neuschwanstein to find the Autobahn A7. We are going up in the middle of Germany to Kirchheim to spend the night. Despite the fact that

In 2007 it was the Czech Republic on a 4-5 day trip with Danish Beer
Enthusiasts from Ålborg and my good friend Anette. We lived in the
town of Louny.
We were driven to Prague, where we had all day alone and had to be

Waiting in the departure hall in Christchurch for the last departure this day to
Auckland.
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The Temple Bar, which was our common
meeting place after the day’s efforts.

189

back in the bus at. 16, I think. Anette had been to Prague several times
and was my guide. Since this is my first visit to Prague, Anette thinks I
should experience U Fleku and I came to that. Today’s dish was, cinnamon bitters and beer. Each time the glasses were almost empty, a new
round stood in front of us. We arrived late for the bus.
A brewery in Zatec we also visited, worked with open yeast vessels
in the basement. We got tastings here at home at the hotel.
A full day trip to Pilsen where we visited Urquell, a great experience.

A tour of the brewery followed by a cellar visit where we tasted their
barrel of beer. Some of us went to the beer museum with dining.
In the beginning of 2010 on the 17th of January I will fly to New Zealand for approx. 4 weeks to drive around the country.
It’s a very old dream I want to bring to life. Sonja had promised me to
take her to New Zealand when we switched to early retirement / retirement. Unfortunately, this is not how it should be.

We were 11 away, all volunteers around
Viborg Brewery.
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O’Donoghue’s Pub on Merrion Row in
Dublin. The Dubliners tribal pub.
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At the end of 2008, I had fallen into conversation with an acquaintance among the volunteers at Viborg Brewery. He and his wife had almost
just returned from 3 weeks in New Zealand. The account he gave led me
to gradually explore the possibilities.
In 2008, after a long tough move, I had finally retired. 1973-75, my
father had paid in to the famous frozen animal time portions, which
were first paid out on death or retirement. That’s where I was now. In
my account, there was DKK 96,000 before tax, which for the most part,
helped to give me an unforgettable New Zealand experience.
In 2009, a form of travel to New Zealand began to form. With great
help from Mads at Fourcorners, I got the journey in place. We were in

On the way up the plane in Dublin and
home after some fantastic exciting days
on the green island.
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the middle of the financial crisis.
In early April, Mads from Fourcorners contacts me, Mads informs
me, if I book the trip before the end of April, I will have the opportunity to choose a stop-over on the way out or home at no extra charge. I
might as well take that with me. The possibilities are great, i.a. Tokyo,
Beijing, Los Angeles, Sidney and others. places, but I choose on the trip
Rarotonga, the main island in the Cook Islands. I have always wanted
to come to Polynesia and here was a golden opportunity and it cost
nothing besides the diet during my stay at Palm Grove Resort which
became my residence at Rarotonga.
It’s about. 4 tiner flight from Avarua, Raratonga to Auckland in New
Zealand. We landed late at night in Auckland and some of us are staying
at a hotel close to the airport.
The next day I was picked up at the hotel by the rental company
Unita, who had a Ducato Camper standing ready for me, which I later
renamed Villa Ducato, well enough with manual gear. Yes, that’s how I
had chosen it. Somewhere should be saved.
The distribution was just over a week on the North Island and the
rest on the South Island.
No matter how good a narrator one is, New Zealand can not be described, the country must be experienced in kind and this applies to
both the north and the south island. New Zealand is the size of the United Kingdom, but only about 4 million. inhabitants.
After about 4 weeks around New Zealand and 3 nights in Christchurch, it goes back to reality again.
I flew from Tirstrup over Copenhagen to London with SAS. From
London it was Air New Zealand that via Los Angeles brought me to the
Cook Islands and from here later to Auckland.
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During our stay, we visited The Jameson, where we were given a tour
and story about their whiskey as well as tastings.
It’s good Dublin has so many pubs, and not far between them. Toilets
should preferably be within appropriate reach.
O’Donoghue’s Pub, was also visited. We showed up at the pub almost
before they had officially opened. We came in though and were served a
cup of beer. That this pub The Dubliners started up in its time.
With Ove as our guide, we had a city walk through Dublin, which
probably reached 14-16 km.
We also visited The Brazen Head a pub in Merchant’s Quay, Dublin.
The Sunday we were visiting, there was jam session Irish musicians,
like Irish folk music. The pub was built as a coaching inn in 1754. Locals claim that the place has had a tavern or a beer house since 1198,
although there is no evidence to support this.
Of course, the Guinness Brewery was part of the excursion plan.
We chose to take a course in pouring a glass of Guinness and received
a diploma for this deed.
Guinness’ famous beer pot was also tested along with some good
glasses of beer. We took diploma in serving a pint of Guinness.
In connection with the Guinness Stonehouse was a large and beautiful museum attached, where the history of the brewery was told vividly.
A thoroughly successful extended weekend in Dublin in 2012, we
had 11 who eventually chose to bring the trip to life.

The holiday guest visiting You & Me in
Candidasa, where a Coffe Special Martini
has been served to me.

The return trip started from Christchurch, and went via Auckland,
Los Angeles, London, Copenhagen back to the starting point Tirstrup,
where my two girls, Louise and Anita were waiting for me.
From Auckland to Los Angeles, the flight time is 12 hours. Here I
experienced 2 sunrises and a sunset.
It would take far too much to write more, but at this link are my diaries from New Zealand:
https://fabech-holm.dk/rejser/new%20zealand/
By 2012, it had become Dublin’s turn to visit. We were a number of volunteers at Viborg Brewery, who had long talked about a trip to Dublin.
It became something of a long tough move, but it succeeded after several to race in the end. A vanguard had been sent in advance, which
stood at the airport and received the rest of us. We had flown from
Aalborg early in the morning. It was an unforgettable trip, where we
split up after breakfast, depending on the wishes of the day. After the
day’s experiences, it was agreed we always met at 16 in Temple Bar for
the evening beer.
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A generous glass of Guinness with the
characteristic creamy foam hat.
Left on the way to find the seat for the
return trip from Dublin.

Finally, I will tell about the period 2016-2019 - 4 years - where Bali,
Indonesia was visited. By my first visit to Bali there had been a lengthy
approach, I just had a hard time making the decision.
But in the fall of 2015, I now decided it should be. I wanted to expe195

rience Asia once more in life, so it was Bali who got the pleasure of me
in January 2016, maybe also to see if I could keep out the heat and the
high humidity.
I booked the trip through Expedia and flew with Qatar Airways. I
chose to stay in the town of Candi Dasa at Rama Shinta Resort on the
east coast. During my stay at Rama Shinta, the staff put me in touch
with a tourist driver. 4 out of the 16 days he drove me around Bali and
knew me everything I wanted to experience as well as a little more. It
was 16 wonderful days. The driver also made sure I was dropped off at
the airport.
In 2017, it became a full 4 weeks in Candi Dasa at Bali Palm Resort.
I did a few excursions this year, but otherwise I chose to hike around to
experience the nature in the area.
In 2018, I chose to travel around Bali. Lived in five different places
but ended up again in Candi Dasa at Bali Palm Resort last week. I ended
up arriving a day late for the plane home and had to spend the night in
Denpasar and buy a new plane ticket the next day. Qatar Airways was
incredibly helpful in that regard.
In 2019, I again chose five different residences in Bali and only drove when residency was changed. Ended up again in Candi Dasa at Bali
Palm Resort.
2020 should have been my fifth year in a row in Bali, where I should
have had a week long stay in West Bali in West Bali National Park. A
world flu came across the plans I and everyone else were not allowed to
leave the country in April where the trip was planned for.
At this link you will find my diaries from the Bali trips:
https://fabech-holm.dk/rejser/bali%20-%20indonesien.html.
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One last little flashback to a vacation trip. This year which may have
been 1987, Sonja, Louise, Anita and I had rented an apartment in Riva
on Lake Garda for two weeks, a little secluded from the lake and out in
the vineyard, but we had lake views from the terrace. We got horizontal
Riva town thin for experiences.
With the blessing of Sonja, Louise and I drove on an excursion. We
were going on a trip to Piza, to see the Leaning Tower. I remember when
we parked, says Louise, well dad, the tower is not crooked! As we approach the area, Louise can well see the tower does not stand completely straight.
Louise loved Italian pizza. We had to have that here in Piza too. We
find a small restaurant in a side street, while we wait for the gas station
to reopen at. 15 and probably the dirtiest restaurant I have ever visited,
but god how was the pizza good.
On the way home to Riva, we also reach a swim in the blue waves of
the Mediterranean.
It was a wonderful but also very long trip we had that day. Back in
Riva, the estate is made up, we have driven over 900 km, then the fatigue begins to appear.

My personal tour guide when I first visited Bali in 2016. A great person to show
around and tell.
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Telemark in the autumn of 1975

I return here quite a few years back in time, to the schools’ autumn
holidays in 1975.
Through FDM I had rented a cabin in Telemark. FDM arranged
the ferry crossing from Frederikshavn to Gothenburg and back. We
take the ferry at night to Saturday with overnight stay on board.
The next morning we continue up to Oslo. Further from here towards Drammen, from where we drive up towards Rjukan, where our cabin is located.
We find the cottage where it turns out to be an elderly lady who has the
cottage for rent. She herself lives a short distance away on the same land.
One of the evenings, all 5 of us are invited up to the landlord for coffee and
cake, something she always did, she said. We instructed the children that
after an hour they should start to get restless and ask to go home to bed.
The older lady asks me before we leave her again if we have brandy
from Denmark, which I had to grieve her we did not have. She used
The Royal Palace in Oslo. I had to follow Annette to see the guard.
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The five pictures starting at the top. The stove is kept alive.
Then by Svinesund, Jan, Lone and Annette.
At the bottom the fog that overwhelmed us. To the left of this, the Rjukan factory
and extremely Mr. Holm during an involuntary hotel stay in Gothenburg.

the brandy as medicine, she claimed.
After an hour for coffee and cake, we return to the cabin, where we
enjoy games.
The autumn holiday went with excursions around Telemark
and a visit to Rjukan. On the way to Rjukan we were overpowered
by a mist of fog that disappeared as soon as it appeared. We experienced the many brown shades the birch trees had in Norway.
We saw a school Jan’s class in Skagen had had an exchange with.
Oslo was not overlooked either. We were going up to see the royal palace at the end of the main street.
As we leave Oslo at a moderate pace and drive towards Gothenburg,
we see the ferry leaving the port. It was not good. FDM had informed us
of a ferry departure time that was not included in the sailing schedule.
We had to take a hotel night in Gothenburg and with the first ferry the
next morning.

199

Glatved ...

Dad had been hit by a blood clot in the summer of 1974 and Mom
could not bring herself to ask me to return home to help at the printing
house. I even offered to stop at Backhausens Eftf. in Viborg and return
home to Grenå.
Back home, I was staying in my old room, which had stood almost
untouched since the last time. I lived here until I bought Glatvedvej
46 after 3-4 months. It was not the least bit, to move home to mom’s
kitchen pots again, but also not durable in the long run. After all, I
had been away since March 1969 and had no intention of returning to

A very tired and young Annette takes a
nap in the old beanbag chair on the lawn
in Glatved.

To the left of the door was the smithy. The large window was replaced with a patio
door.
Above: The square in Glatved, where
Købmand Møller had his domicile.
Bottom: The outbuilding on the right.
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Three photos taken from the ongoing renovation of the first floor.
A very young Lone inspects where her room should be.

Grenå again at this time. I lived on Vinkelvej in Herning with Hanne
and had a job in Viborg, a day trip of 100 km every working day.
Each city at that time had a large graphic workplace, in Herning it
was i.a. Herning Folkeblad, where it was very difficult to get through
the keyhole to a job if you did not know another typographer who
worked there. At that time, the printing house itself was the job center
together with the local branch of the Danish Typographers’ Association when new typographers came in.
Towards late summer I started looking for another place to live. One
thing was for sure, it should not be in Grenå city. The idea of a summer
house by the beach as a residence was not present. It was not legal to
have a permanent postal address in a holiday home at that time. Then
I started leading in the vicinity of Grenå. Many villages around Grenå,
had houses for sale and at extremely favorable prices. The choice fell

Glatvedvej 46 towards the street with a
very small Annette in the street door.

The lower part of the garden at Glatvedvej
46 with Bruun’s farm in the background.
A very damp cast garage was demolished
and a terrace laid out.
Photo is from 1979.
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on Glatved town between Grenå and Ebeltoft, where Den Gamle Smedie was suddenly put up for sale. Approved by Djurslands Bank, I
hereby became a homeowner for DKK 130,000 in a home without hot
water and with a tiled stove, as the only heat source. Why I chose settlement in the countryside may be due, we as young people came a lot
out there in the area and there is a beautiful nature between Katholm
and Rugaard estates. I came a lot to the daughter of a large farmer in
Høbjerg in my young years. At least I remember in the summer when
we drove to Trustrup school on Saturday dinner on a moped to meet
the girls. I will return to this in a later section, but first a little about
what size Glatved was. There were probably somewhere between 5060 trucks driving through Glatved, to get down to the sea, where the
lime quarry was located. Where I lived, the dividing line between west
and east was Glatved. Should the old villagers meet, it always happened on Torvet by Købmand Møller’s shop when the weather allowed
it. Otherwise it was in the back room at Købmand Møller. Here was
like a kind of no man’s land and there I lived now.
No one knew what the cause was, or would not get closer to it, but
some thought it was probably due to the fact that many years ago, a
farm man from the east, had joined forces with a married wife from the
west. In any case, the two districts had not met privately for 25 years.
It was also here that I learned how severely dissatisfied with this year’s
harvest a farmer could be. I asked my neighbor Bruun one day we met
at his field below my garden. I asked what the harvest would be like.
He takes an ax, starts counting and says it might be better. He counted
to 23 fold, which of course was not satisfactory for the farmer.
I had gone and met Sonja on Skagen. In the long run it was not sustainable I lay and drove to Skagen every weekend, she thought. One
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weekend in Skagen, Sonja and I talked about the possibility of them
moving to Glatved. A family council in Skagen between Sonja and
the children, to move from Skagen and to Glatved in the small house
without hot water and with a tiled stove, which agreed heat source.
Later, my father had an electric radiator installed in the bathroom. He
thought it was a pity for Sonja in the winter when the toothpaste froze
to ice. We lived like herring in a barrel in the bette house with living
room, room and kitchen.
First we had to have the two elders, Jan and Lone enrolled in the
school. It was at Mølleskolen, where they started after the summer
holidays. We showed up at the old school inspector’s home, he thinks
his name was R. Simonsen. Here the enrollment took place. I remember when the formalities were over, we sat and talked about loosely
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All entrails in the living room have been
removed, incl. 20-30 cm of soil has been
excavated from the floor.
The new windows have been installed.

The room had been converted into a
kitchen and the kitchen looked like something that had participated at Verdun
during the First World War.

and firmly afterwards, he offered me a cigar, he did not smoke himself,
which I would like to wait to smoke later, I explained.
It was so lucky, Sonja was trained in drawing houses, so it was
not long before we started a major rebuild of the smithy. We received
approval for the drawings for the conversion at the Technical Administration in Grenå. That was how Glatved belonged to Grenå Municipality and Balle to Ebeltoft Municipality. With the approval, we went
to the bank, asked for and received a building loan of DKK 140,000.
It was about getting 3 rooms upstairs for the kids, which could not
go too slowly. During the day I had to take care of my work at the printing house and in the evenings and on the weekends we rebuilt. The
bathroom was equipped with a bathtub, which was a kettle in the outbuilding. When there was a big bathing day, the grue boiler was fired
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up and according to size, there was a tub for everyone.
When I think back to that time today, it still amazes me how we
made everyday life work.
I was always the last to get a tub. Three buckets of hot water were
to be used for each tub and we were 5 people. I think Sonja washed
clothes in the horror kettle once or twice. Then we got ourselves a
washing machine, which was required with three children in the household. The first washing machine lasted almost 9 months. When the
repairman looked at the insides, he thought it was at least 5 years old.
No more camps were round. The washing machine had also been running almost around the clock during the time we had it. One quickly
learns how much clothing girls can wear in a day.
With much help from Sonja’s big brother over a weekend, he inserted a patio door, replaced the last windows and built a new staircase
up to the rooms. I had even installed Velux skylights in the roof, which
was a bigger task. The roof consisted of cement roof tiles, obvious during the First World War. Angle grinders for ordinary mortals also did
not exist. The sons-in-law had not yet begun to show up.
Renovation should be completed in 12 months, the loan terms said.
It did not quite hold up in goal.
The first floor with rooms came into place reasonably quickly. The
bathroom was expanded to make room for a shower cubicle and electric water heater. We set up a 250 l electric water heater, so we hoped
the kids could not run it cold. They succeeded now anyway. I had to
install the last water pipes myself. VVS Johansen did not have time on
the day when it was to happen. He later approved my plumbing work.
During the conversion, the electrician was visiting from Balle. Brand
new electrical installation was installed throughout the building. New
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Two of our closest neighbors in Glatved.
Top Bruun and bottom American Peter
with his neck well back.

electric radiators were installed. I believe in just under 14 months we
had rebuilt Glatvedvej 46 into a new and more functional home.
Some of the last thing we put in place was the smithy. We turned it
into the ’master room’.
There must have been time left over, because in the middle of the
rebuilding, Sonja ended up getting pregnant, and it should turn out
with a girl who came to bear the name Louise.
When Sonja and I did not think it made any sense for us to get married, I was at one point summoned to stand schooled before the crime
boss at the police in Grenå. In his office on the windowsill lay a larger
stack of cases and my case lay at the top. I was asked if I could approve of paternity, which I saw no opportunity to escape as the little girl
looked too much like me.
After this, Orla went on to give me a longer education about my
rights and duties towards the mother and the child. The downside was
that Orla and my dad met on a regular basis in other contexts. Therefore, it was some criminal detective who was to teach me.
We completed the conversion, it is time to get our work approved
by the Technical Administration at Grenå Municipality. Here, so many
years later, there is probably nothing to say that it was Sonja’s head of
Technical Administration who was the construction expert. Sonja and
the construction expert had agreed that it would be a waste of good
working time to use a weekday to approve our conversion. It was agreed on a Saturday and over a good lunch.
Saturday dawned and we were completely ready. The expert arrived around noon, where the table was set up for a herring meal,
schnapps and beer, which was the expert’s favorite. By the way, he
lived about 1 km from us over in Østerballe.
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We get off to a good start with lunch and after some time, the construction expert asks permission to borrow the toilet. When he returns
from the toilet visit, he asks for the commissioning note to sign and
complete the construction case. As he says there was a fume hood in
the toilet and the sink worked, so does everything else for sure too!
Before he left us this Saturday to drive over to Østerballe, he invited
me on a gentleman’s weekend trip to Anholt, where he had a holiday
home. We were to fly over there in his own propeller plane with him
at the helm. When the weekend dawned and we had to leave, I had to
report. Something else had come for that weekend. There were four of
us who should have left. The construction expert, one I do not remember the name of, Klintekongen and I. On the way to Anholt on April
24, 1987, the plane crashed. Unfortunately, none of the participants
survived the plane crash, and are today in very deep water in the middle of the Kattegat between Grenå and Anholt.
It had become very fashionable in the late 70s and early 80s to hold
street and garden parties. Of course, Glatved should also try. An old
youth friend, Benny Løhr, was in charge of the practicalities.
East and west Glatved, who had not met for the past many years,
only in ”no man’s land” in the square in front of Købmand Møller or
in his back room, suddenly found each other again. The garden party was held in Bruun’s garden. Tables and chairs were set up. It was
covered up nicely. Købmand Møller came in his grocery coat with his
people carrier rye bread and sold beer, soda and most importantly all
the schnapps from here.
It was very late before there was a break-up. There were a few accidents along the way. At a time when American Peter is going to the
toilet, he is so unlucky to fall on the road and unable to get up on his
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Annette’s playhouse at the end of the garden up towards Bruun’s field behind, the
playhouse came to suffer a sick fate.

Annette with her good friend.
A dog Annette borrowed from our neighbor.

Sonja’s big brother Arnold, who helped
us install new windows and make a new
staircase to the 1st floor.
Photo from Lone’s confirmation.

own, with the result that he has to go home and change underwear. At
least there were no fights that night.
American Peter had a large yard on the opposite side of the road
where we lived. A horse was housed here, the girls were allowed to
borrow to keep it clean. The horse was named Tarzan and when it
could see its cut to it and the girls turned their backs on Tarzan, it nipped the girls in the buttocks and gave a ”horse laugh”.
In fact, a number of children lived in and around Glatved. When
Sonja and the kids had moved down to me in the middle of summer
vacation, they knew no one. This was probably remedied. Jan and I
built a soapbox car that came to make the difference. The soapbox car
was so heavy, it held only 10 meters down the hill and broke down.
Never mind that a contact had been made with the other children in
the city and its environs.
In my childhood home, all childhood friends were welcome. I now
transferred it to Glatved. It was not necessary to lock the front door
when we were not home. There were always young people at some
point in the day. If in doubt, it could be seen outside when the youngsters started mopeds. 12-15 mopeds were not impossible, parked outside Glatvedvej 46.
One New Year’s Eve, Lone and Jan had asked if they could meet
with us with their friends in the smithy. We could not see any problem
in that. On New Year’s Eve it was a bit quiet in there, Sonja asked me to
look into the smithy to see what was happening in there. Which I did.
Nothing happened in there, there was no room for anything, so many
young people were gathered there in there. They sat on what was possible otherwise on the floor.
I had inherited part of my grandfather’s workshop. At one point, Jan
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The rebuilt old smithy where I had a patio door to the garden trumped. A great
room we got here.

got so old that it had become moped time. All the others drove from
him. We had to find a solution to that problem.
Grandpa’s old column drill is started up, a suitably large steel drill
is inserted, the hole in the cylinder is enlarged to a suitable size. While Jan and I are struggling with the task of getting together again, the
police from Grenå suddenly show up, stop, get out of their patrol car,
come to us. The two officers were not for a second in doubt about what
we were doing. One officer asks if our plan is to test the moped on a
public road. No, absolutely not. It is pulled up on the field behind and
tested there.
Then it happens anyway, Jan is stopped the following week by the
two same officers in Østerballe. The result gave itself. Jan had to find a
new cylinder. I think we had a bigger moped workshop in the smithy.
At least a lot was made with their mopeds there.
At one point I had brewed 2 x 25 liters of Japanese rice wine that
had become undrinkable.
Little brother Jørgen’s father-in-law, who at the time worked at
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A pregnant Sonja who was missing a few
months before Anita saw the light of day
and the confirmand Lone with grand
mother.

The small living room was well stocked
with family for Lone’s confirmation.
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A little newborn girl who later came to
bear the name Louise.
Annette looks at her new sister.
A proud long-bearded and -haired father
on a hot June day.
Photo taken on the day, June 3, 1980.

Bryggeriet Thor in Randers, had a distillation machine made over a
milk jug, which we borrowed. We were instructed on how and what
to do and got started. Of the 50 liters of rice wine, we distilled 20 96
bottles of 96% alcohol. It was important to keep the temperature between 83-85 degrees and we succeeded. The distillery work took place
outside in our laundry room and Sonja would not know what we were
doing. Our good neighbor Erik, walked back and forth in his garden
behind the laundry room and sniffed inside. Later I told Erik what we
had done.
What we tried to hide as well as possible for others, it turned out
later that almost all farms in Glatved’s area burned home themselves.
Sonja had become pregnant, the remodel had been completed and
it was time for Lone’s confirmation. Jan had been confirmed 2 years
earlier. Now the turn had come for Lone. Jans was held at Tre Små
Stuer in Grenå. Lones we decided to stay in Glatved.
At the butcher in Balle I bought half a pig. He was kind enough to
shred the pork and cook some cold cuts. Sonja and I made a shopping
trip to Germany for the wet goods etc. Then we were ready to hold a
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Official wedding photo
from the Old Town Hall in Ebeltoft.

confirmation.
The confirmation went smoothly. Mother-in-law was a great help
i.a. with the clean-up after the battle. We had just made the small foot
mistake of placing my father and Sonja’s father opposite each other at
the table. They got to taste a little too much of the port wine.
1979-80 period when Sonja was pregnant with Louise, Sonja was
hospitalized for longer periods at Aarhus Municipal Hospital. That
year I drove more 60,000 km. Was in Aarhus almost every night that
Sonja was hospitalized.
On Saturday, December 10, 1983, Sonja and I reintroduced an old
Christmas tradition, we decided to hold a Christmas lunch for our support staff at the printing house, as it was called in the invitation. The
Christmas lunch was held at Mellem Jyder in Ebeltoft.
Our accountant visited us twice a year, where the printing house’s accounts and finances were reviewed. As the auditor reviewed the first
half of 1983 accounts with us, he suddenly asked why we did not get
married? It made no sense we were not married. For tax purposes, it
213

From the right wing are Jan, I, Sonja and
Louise. On the left wing, Lone’s friend Richard sticks his nose out.

The family’s - at the time - two smallest
hens, Louise and Annette.

would be a clear advantage if we got married. The idea of getting married had never crossed our minds, although both my and Sonja’s mother pointed out very strongly, one could not have children together
without being married.
Sonja and I agreed it should not be a church wedding. Should we
have papers on each other, I wished the wedding would be at the Old
Town Hall in Ebeltoft. The Old Town Hall was attended by Sonja. After that, there was only the formula that needed to be in place.
We wanted to keep the session secret for as long as possible. Sonja
had worked at the Technical Administration in Grenå for some years. I
knew a number of people at the City Hall through the printing house.
A good month before the Christmas lunch in Ebeltoft, I show up at
the mayor’s office in Grenå to pick up application documents for the
wedding. Neither worse nor better, the secretary I talk to is one of our
acquaintances from Østerballe, whose son came to us in Glatved. She,
of course, could not hold tight.
I came home with the papers. Sonja had them filled out and a month
before the wedding, the papers are handed in at the mayor’s office in
Grenå. We did not have the opportunity to decide the date, we could
214

wish for a date, but it depended on when there was room at the town
hall in Ebeltoft and the bailiff had time.
We did not invite Sonja’s parents. Sonja thought it was too far for
them to drive to Ebeltoft from Skagen. Later, I got an overhaul from
mother-in-law who was disappointed not to attend the wedding.
We arrive almost together at Ebeltoft, those who are invited to the
Christmas lunch. As we approach the town hall, I walk a step past the
town hall, with my father. When I tell him we’re just having a errand
inside City Hall. Dad thinks we should just see the ’museum’ before
lunch. It only dawns on him we are getting married when we stand
inside the town hall.
Jan had not at all discovered what was going to happen first and
gave himself plenty of time. Until Lone in the car tells Jan he has to
hurry, otherwise we’ll be late, which Jan does not respond to why
Lone says they should get married. Lone was actually the only one
who had figured out what was going to happen first.
Sonja was very much against her will the fur on for the wedding I
had given her. The coat probably has a little story.
One evening Sonja and I had been out for a walk in Grenå. Through
Østergade on the way home, we pass the store Emma. Sonja stops to
look in the window. In one of the windows hangs the fur with the
price tag attached. A price Sonja will definitely never pay, but Sonja
thought it was nice and liked the coat.
The coat was nice, but I also knew well, that kind was not exactly
Sonja. Still, I bought it a few days later, and received a møjfall without
equal. Sonja thought I had spent DKK 2,100 very unreasonably!
We had a good Christmas lunch at Mellem Jyder in Ebeltoft.
Sonja’s name is mentioned a few times. I will try to describe Sonja
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in a little more detail. Sonja was out of a sibling group of 7, 3 boys
and 4 girls. When I met Sonja, she was in the process of training as a
Technical Assistant in Frederikshavn. To earn a little extra, she drew
houses for a drawing room at night and went to school during the day.
At the same time, Sonja had three children to look after, along with the
help of a young girl in the house.
Sonja was incredibly creative with her hands. One year she was
engaged in porcelain painting another year in clay work. Out of nowhere, Sonja built a lovely home of almost nothing for the rest of us in
the family. I also must not hide the fact that she is very much missed.
The day dawned, I was called up at 8 o’clock in the morning from
Aarhus Municipal Hospital. I had just met at work. The nurse said that
now it was over. The night before I had visited Sonja and we had gone
down town eating dinner. The return trip from dinner had thus started
the birth. At the time, we were the owners of a Citroen 2CV. At the hospital in Aarhus, I drove up to the maternity clinic and parked in a place I was not allowed to. The hospital made sure I did not get a parking
ticket. In and wearing a white smock and in to Sonja. It was probably
9.30 by now. Sonja had given birth to 3 children and probably knew
what she was talking about. Anyway, Sonja said to the midwife, when
the first press ve came, it’s about to be ready. The midwife dismissed
Sonja’s remark and at 2.45 pm I was suddenly standing with a little
girl in my hands, while the nurse was busy unpacking her belongings.
After a few days, Sonja comes home to Glatved with the bette girl
and we were now no longer 5, but 6 people in the household, where the last newcomer of course took part of the attention. Above the
smithy, I had, as the last one, arranged the bedroom, an entire ballroom, which was more than enough space for one more.
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One last picture on the stairs before we
move the small 50 meters down to Mellem Jyder. Sonja was really nice in the fur
that she could not bear to wear.

From left, father, mother and Lone’s
friend Richard.

We are in the middle of the summer of 1980 and have a fantastic
summer in the countryside in Glatved.
One month after the birth, Jan and I were allowed to drive on a
short camping holiday to Austria in the Citroen 2 CV. When we reached the driveway to Camping Gaisberg near Salzburg, we had to be
towed by another vehicle for the last 100 m. Here, the animal refused
to drive forward, but began to run backwards. It was a little flashback.
Why not continue on the trail with hindsight. Annette so wanted a
playhouse. Sonja and I built the playhouse from the pre-existing materials. Annette also enjoyed the house a lot. I carpented a stove together
for her with oven. A lattice fence was made around her garden. One
day I discovered smoke coming out of the house. Forward with the
garden hose and put out the fire. Annette had fired up the stove.
Living in the countryside in the winter was not always fun, especially for the adults. Some winters we have huge snow drifts around
the house that went all the way up to the gutter and we were caged
inside. Then there was peaceful, no trucks on the road by the house.
Købmand Møller thought we as newcomers should have a control
book, and we got it. It was easier and settled once a month on the last
day that I remember. It now stopped fairly quickly again. Things were
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With less than 30 km / h I managed to
park the car between Grenå and Glatved
in this slightly crooked way.
There was 5 cm of snow on the road,
which was not the car’s favorite. I kicked
the windshield out to get out of the car.
It is the journalist at Amtsavisen Fausing
who took the picture on the way to work
in the morning and unfortunately knew
me, as the text in the newspaper shows.
The next day I called the editor and asked
if he could not have omitted my name in
the text.
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bought that we did not need. If we were missing a box of beer, Møller
was awakened in the middle of the night. Then a box of beer smoked
out of the cellar window. Sonja was not much for it, but I sometimes
came one Saturday morning in the back room, for a chat over a few
beers with the others in Glatved. Købmand Møller was a trained clerk
in Kolind. Grandpa and Møller knew each other from the Kolind era.
There was always fresh milk in the morning in Glatved. That page
was provided by Viggo. Viggo’s family had a milk sale in Balle up by
the football field.
We had gradually come so far that it is written 1981. Sonja and I
have to meet in Overstræde at. 8 in the morning. The accountant, the
bank, and my parents had agreed that the time had come for a printing
press change. Little brother Jørgen was also present at the meeting this
morning. Jørgen received the offer to take over the printing house first,
but chose to say no. Sonja and I knew well what we were getting into
and said yes. I had a condition, the house in Glatved we would not get
rid of. Suddenly we were left with one more house, where my parents
lived and we had the printing house at the other end facing Overstræde. In this situation, I did not think with my back pocket, but about
helping my parents out of their financial situation. Before we closed
the printing house, we got rid of all the assumed debt, and ended up
with a small profit after 10 years.
We stayed in Glatved four more years, but a potato cure decided the
dream of good country life. With hiv and swing, we managed to get
out of Den Gamle Smedie in Glatved with a little more than the skin
on our noses.
We had to find another apartment for my parents, we had to move
into Overstræde 1.
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Overstræde ...

Let me start here with a little bit of building history by going back to
the end of the 20th century.
By 1896, Schoubye had been the owner for 40 years. He wound up
the business and sold the farm to merchant Chr. Vogel for a purchase price of DKK 8,600. He immediately resold it to bookbinder J. P.
Jørgensen. Thus began the destruction of the beautiful old-fashioned
farm. Eventually, the old grocery store was remodeled and divided

Farthest printing and accommodation to
the right of the flagpole.
Some of the front and part of the back
were still built with half-timbering.

Kaj Møller by the old tread crucible printing machine from 1885. The crucible
press was later handed over to Djurslands
Museum and used as a tourist magnet.
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Sketch of Schoubye’s farm as it looked in
the 1870s after a sketch by master painter
E. Hartmann.
The only intention of the sketch is to
show the distribution of space in the old
courtyard. The entrance was then near
the gate, from where one entered through
a vestibule into the peasant room, where
the customers stayed, while the expedition took place from the narrow space
between the counter and the outer wall
towards the god. In the farmhouse, the
peasants who drove to Schoubyes’ farm
could also stay and eat their food. The
square marked K in the corner of the
farmhouse is the malt stick. Schoubyes
had a significant business with malt making and beer brewing.
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into a series of plots. In some places the truss was standing, in others
the front was built in foundation. The gate was converted into a shop.
In some places, modern shop windows were inserted. In short: All
”style” disappeared.
In 1912, the owner was the widow Laura Jørgensen. In 1920 she
divided the property into four plots, of which she herself kept one.
Overstræde no. 1, the back house, (matr. No. 47 c) was sold to book
printer Harald Holm. He was the son of book printer Jens Kr. Holm,
who founded the business in 1885 and ran it for a very long number of
years. Jens Kr. Holm was very strongly politically interested, chairman
of the ”Liberal Association” and in the Provisional Age one of the city’s very few leftists. He was also one of the pioneers of the abstinence
case.
Enough flashbacks to the story this time.

In 1921, Grandpa ordered a telephone
and was assigned No. 198. This No. followed the business throughout the years.
In 1991, when we closed the store, it had
become 86 32 01 98.
I have been collecting stamps since 1954,
which is why I have kept my postcard.

A fully fitted kitchen with an all-time dining corner with percussion bench. Here
we had many hours together.

So it was a horse and cattle stable we had bought in 1981 and moved
in in 1985 after almost 10 years in the smithy in Glatved. Some have
told, the stable length was from the 1760s whether it fits, I have never
been able to confirm.
One of the first things we started when we moved in was to break
down the wall between the back living room and the kitchen. There
was a serving hatch between the kitchen and living room, which was
not very convenient in our world. The interior designer Sonja and the
book printer built a fantastic kitchen with a large percussion bench as
a dining area.
In connection with we broke up the kitchen floor that had to be
removed 10 cm of soil for insulation under the floor, we ran into a
small problem. A huge boulder, lay in the middle of the kitchen and
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it weighed, most of a ton. Out I could not get it out. Therefore, I had
to dig the stone further down. The length of the house was originally
built of half-timber, of which there was not much left. The plinth consisted of giant boulders.
I got new floor laid in the kitchen, erected a light partition with
walkway until the remains of the back living room. We had ordered
a Vordingborg kitchen in plank oak, it should be fine, now that the
25-year-old kitchen had to be replaced. Sonja and I managed the setup
of the kitchen ourselves. Throwing the wallpaper on the walls together
we could not, it would cost a divorce.
By the early 1960s, Dad had installed district heating throughout
the building without any insulation from the exterior walls. It was not
used then. Outside of the heating season, we took down all the radiators in the living rooms, insulating all the exterior walls. It helped
incredibly much on our heat bill the following years. After a few years,
Sonja had conjured a beautiful home together again.
Objection renovation unfortunately did not. The exterior of the old
building also required its renovation. As at the smithy in Glatved, we
scraped off the outer walls with putty for lime and loose mortar. Let
me just insert a biting, the building was 28 meters long and 8 meters
wide. Up to the tip there was at least 7 meters from street level. This
outdoor work was at times something of an influx from the city’s citizens.
It’s been a while, but when the rough surface work was finished and
we had to start painting the building, I started by buying 15 liters of
Skagengul Murværn. That should be enough, Silvan said. This quantity barely reached half of the building. Then on it again with another 15
liters. Before all this, Sonja’s father was on a ’holiday’ with for a week.
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Anita, who was absolutely not happy
about being caged inside behind the fence
that was set up in the yard in Overstræde.

”Kesse” as he was called, took out all the fillings in the half-timbering
that had worked their way out over the years, and re-walled them.
The masonry was guaranteed to last 5 years. Two years later we had
to go again. Eventually, the horse and cowshed was improved into a
reasonably nice building, but a lot of money had to be thrown into the
old building.
It can probably just as well be taken now. There must have been
some free time, because Sonja went and got pregnant again in the
autumn of 1986. During the pregnancy, my mother and Sonja were
countless times in Aarhus to study together. There was a little girl on
the way. Louise wanted to know if there was a prospect she got herself
a little brother, but no. It became a little girl, born April 25, 1987 two
days after my own birthday. The midwife asked right after the birth
if I noticed the time of the birth. No I did not. But it was just around
midnight between April 24 and 25. The midwife therefore chose to
write on April 25, 1987 at 00.05 in the papers. Sonja had otherwise
promised me a birthday present in the form of a newborn girl on the
23rd. Anita just wanted it differently.
A strange episode during pregnancy. Sonja suddenly gets a stomach
ache one evening, and is taken to Grenå Hospital for examination. The
intern doctor, who had the night shift, found after some time that there was a tumor and it had to be removed immediately. The municipal
hospital in Aarhus is contacted, an ambulance is called and Sonjas is
transported to Aarhus with a full emergency response. On Sonja’s stomach with a toad, the trainee doctor had drawn a whole explanation
about the preliminary examination he had made, and marked where
the tumor was with a cross.
Before the knives were found, the doctors at the Municipal Hospital
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in Aarhus stated that the tumor was the girl’s head. Incidentally, the
professor at the maternity clinic in Aarhus had added in Sonja’s journal that if Sonja was admitted with complications during pregnancy,
he should be contacted immediately before anything was done. The
intern at Grenå Hospital was Anne Linnet’s brother.
Later, after the birth, I had to stand in front of the professor in his office in Aarhus. Now it was over, as he started saying. No more pregnancy for Sonja, so we had to find a better way to get around under the
duvet. That was almost how he phrased the problem to me.
When the work week was over and we had reached Friday at 16, we
locked the store down for the weekend. At least once a month, the trip
went out to the butcher in Østergade, where we selected some of his
good cold cuts. As a rule, one of the girls was always on the shopping
trip to select the order. By 6 pm, the table was set up by the percussion
band, where we enjoyed ourselves for a few hours together. Something
I clearly remember from these Friday lunches, what had happened during the week, was turned around at the punching bag. The punching
bag was so big we could all sit by it. Sometimes the talk dragged on
well into the evening at the percussion bench. It was a damn nice time.
A whim.
For what reason I do not remember, but Lone was with me a walk
hand in town. As we are on our way down Lillegade past Thorndahl
clothing store, Lones shows me a pair of black trousers in the window.
I can feel that Lone absolutely can not live without those pants, which
is why we agree to take a closer look at the pants. The result was almost given in advance, Lone comes out of the business with the pants.
We come home to Overstræde, where the pants must be shown to the
mother immediately, with the result that I get a huge overhaul of Son226

ja. Lone was happy with the pants, that was the most important thing.
The kids are growing bigger and at some point, they need to be in
education. Apprenticeships did not hang on the trees during the period Jan had to learn as an electrician after 1 year of schooling at EFG in
Grenå. It was impossible to find an apprenticeship for Jan. Even Søren
Jensen, as I knew, did not have room for more apprentices. It ends
with EFG giving students for free to a company for 4 weeks, where the
installer gets the opportunity to form an impression of whether the
young people are suitable.

Louise with her grandfather, whom she
became extremely fond of and he for her.

The book printer with coffee and Sunday’s newspapers in the new kitchen in
Overstræde.
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Through the phone book we find approx. 40 electrician companies
on the outskirts of Djursland. One Friday we start the car early in the
morning and drive out. Jan probably walks in and asks for an apprenticeship with his papers. At the end of the day where Jan has had a sea
of rejections, we end up in Trustrup, where a large electrician’s shop
was located. Jan goes in, but quickly comes out again. Master was only
present in an hour. I say to Jan, let’s drive to Ebeltoft, even though this
town was not included in our visit plan. It does not take long to drive
to Ebeltoft. Jan goes into the first business, but comes out with a negative result. The penultimate business Jan pays a visit before we go to
Trustrup again, it will be some time before Jan gets back to the car. The
electricity company Noos wanted to try Jan out for 4 weeks without
pay as the school promised.
The point of this story is, it is the will that wins in the end, both
in Jan and me that drove him around an entire day. After Ebeltoft we
drove back to Trustrup, stopped at Trustrup Kro, went in and got a
little one and beer before we drove home to tell Sonja the good news.
Mobile still did not exist.
When Jan turns eighteen and wins a driving license, we find a car
for him, so he can get to work in Ebeltoft more easily. I simply buy an
Austin Mini from a car dealer in Grenå.
Jan was trained as an electrician in Ebeltoft by Noos. One evening
as I remember it, Jan asks us at the dinner table what we said he wanted out to sail on long voyages. Then I think, the connection back to
my own wish, when I wanted to look for work in Switzerland, as a
typographer and my parents strongly advised against it.
We backed Jan up on his wish. Jan would have the opportunity to
make good money, as well as put aside. Jan wanted to study to become
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The old business from great-grandfather’s
time was transformed into Sonja’s office.
As the rug shows, one stepped directly in
from the street in all kinds of weather.

The new printing worker, Nicolaj.
Everything that could move got a turn
when Nicolar was near the machine.

A small electronic word processor that
was a big leap for my dad.
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an engineer. Like I told Jan before he went out into the world, things
are going wrong in the East, I can not just start the car and pick you up.
Jan was at a job interview in Copenhagen near Maersk, was hired
as a ship electrician on a container ship. As I recall, Jan mustered in
the middle of the Suez Canal, where the ship had arrived. Jan sailed
between Hamburg, Singapore and Japan.
After two trips to the East, Jan was back in Hamburg. Jan called
home before arriving from Taiwan with a wish that I would not pick
him up at the free port of Hamburg on a certain day at. 16, when he
disembarked the ship. In good time I drove towards Hamburg. To and
from our vacations south, I knew well where the exit to the free port
was in Hamburg. I find the free port. Had of course provisions at Kruså.
At the exit to the free port, I forget all about there is passport coercion
and import of goods was not allowed. I had a major uproar with the
customs officers who thought I was smuggling goods into the free port.
I managed to talk myself out of the squeeze I had placed myself in.
However, I had to go to the car to declare on a document what I had
brought into the free port. A bus brought down to the quay where Jan’s
container ship lay. Incidentally, the ship was named Luna.
We did not get out of the free port completely without customs
problems. Jan had bought a camera in the East. We hid it under one of
the seats in the car. Instead, Jan chose to pay customs on a radio with
no major value.
In total, I picked up Jan twice at the free port of Hamburg. The
second time it went a little better, as I had Lone with me. Lone was
allowed to drive until we were approx. 70 km from Hamburg. Here,
Lone swung into a rest area. The traffic was too close, Lone did not
dare drive anymore. Then I had to take over the last piece.
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Louise just takes a rocking ride on the
perforator machine in Overstræde.

Succeeded in getting Dad to start up the
offset machine. He never learned to set
the color work.

After we took over the printing house, Sonja, Louise and I drove in
every morning from Glatved to work. Louise was a couple of years old
and was with us at the printing house until it was kindergarten time.
Louise quickly found out that it was more fun to be inside with her
grandparents, who usually ate their breakfast around the time of our
arrival. Dad case for one table end, Louise for the other and best in the
middle of the table. Dad should have room for his newspapers. This
breakfast Louise attended with my dad’s acceptance.
My dad was down at least once a day and round the harbor and
the beach. Louise was almost always there if her grandparents had no
other plans.
Now that I know Louise. One day the working day became very
long. It was almost midnight before we drove home to Glatved. We
simply could not find Louise when we were going home. We rummaged through the entire printing plant several times until I came to
mind Louise, sometimes playing in the old wooden box with paper
waste. Quite rightly there lay the young lady sleeping quite sweetly,
well hidden away in the paper waste.
It always helps something when you, like me, have been around to
try a lot of things in the graphic world. We quickly realized that something more needed to work in if we were to have butter on the bread
in any way possible.
The first people I came in contact with were the left-wing part of
Aarhus University. The students were missing a printing company that
wanted to print their publications. I did not mind, as Sonja said, money does not smell. In order not to spend time each time calculating
offers, we make an agreement on a penny amount per. printed page.
They had to provide clean-cut text on either A5 or A4 sheets, ready
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for photography. We must have done well, book production continued
through 4-5 years.
Let me stay on the left. How it happened, I came in contact with the
Socialist People’s Party, I do not remember exactly, but one day I had
been called to Silkeborg, to talk more about upcoming work tasks. It
was an excellent meeting with the future Member of Parliament Steen
Gade, who looked after the office.
I’m just taking a trip back in time again. During my employment at
Hedeselskabet, I have talked about the many different tasks we performed in marketing, One day a member of parliament was invited to a
meeting on environment and nature, 2 areas SF went up a lot in. In the

afternoon, the director’s secretary Birte in to us in marketing and asks
if there is anyone who wants to drive a trip to Silkeborg with today’s
guest. When the name of the guest is mentioned, no one wanted to take
on the task - except me, who said yes on the condition that it did not
stay in my own car. I was handed the keys to the director’s big Volvo.
The guest who was to be driven home was a Member of Parliament
Steen Gade, but enough for no one to dare to take on that task. We exchanged old smaller ones on the way to Silkeborg. Steen Gade did not
have a driving license. I remember Gade saying he did not understand
why he should attend this briefing.
Our collaboration with SF lasted until we stopped printing books.

Pictures from Dyrskue beer tent in Grenå.
The person sitting at the back of the table
to the right is an old teenage friend, Per
Stanley, who came off so horribly by
days.
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Anita and Louise go to the Animal Show
in Grenå. It must be around 1989.
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When SF moved from Silkeborg to Århus, it became easier to meet.
SF published a magazine called Praksis. Here 20-25 years later when
I look back at the authors who wrote the magazine’s articles, there are
many who have become very famous politicians. One who wrote for
Praksis was Sven Auken. The week was special, he would see the final
result of his article once I had typed it into the photo setter. Auken
wrote fantastically well. One who wrote less well was Chairman Gert
Pedersen. The President used an incredible number of inserted sentences in his articles.

As the furniture shows, we had just
moved from Glatved to Overstræde. Something suggests the offset machine and
the printer has needed a rest.
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In 1984/85, there was a vote in the EC on what I do not remember,
but we undertook an urgent task for SF’s parliamentary group. We actually had to make 5 x 2000 3-winged 4 + 4-colored leaflets overnight.
We had 3 days for the task, so the leaflets had to be in Copenhagen at
Christiansborg at SF. On the day of delivery, I drove to Copenhagen
myself and parked inside the parliament building, went in to announce my arrival. Through a side door in Christiansborg, it was unloaded.
There was still no such thing as a mobile phone. Before I had reached
home to Grenå, SF had called Sonja and ordered a new reprint. Sonja
also ordered more paper. We reprinted a total of 4 times over the next 4
weeks before election day. One of the times I took Lone to Copenhagen
at Christiansborg. At that time, there were not so many restrictions on
moving to Christiansborg. We were allowed to walk around Christiansborg, also up the big stairs. A member of parliament took us into
the parliament hall and showed it to us.
Sonja took my ass in late April 1988. Sonja made sure I was called
to Aarhus for a visit to Husets Forlag. I should be home again before
noon. 15. It was very natural, I was called to Aarhus. Husets Forlag
made sure I turn my nose home well in advance. Later it turned out
that Sonja had informed the manager of Husets Forlag about what she
wanted. When I get home to Overstræde, I can see that there are quite
a few cars at the store. I enter the living room and the many people
congratulate me on my birthday. I turned 40 and Sonja had stacked a
birthday party on her legs behind my back along with the biggest of the
kids for friends and business associates.
At the beginning of 1990, a large meeting was convened in Odense
Congress Center on Friday afternoon and evening with accommodation until Saturday. The Copenhagen Book Printing Association and
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the Danish Province Book Printing Association have a great desire to
merge. We were more than 900 Danish printers from all over the country gathered in Odense this Friday. The association went through and
Grafisk Bogtrykkerforening saw the light of day. In the evening there
was a huge gala dinner with entertainment by i.a. Flemming Krøl.
In the afternoon after the meeting, I came to sit opposite two Bornholmers who turned out to be my family on Bornholm from Holm’s
Printing House in Rønne. We had a nice family chat across the table.
The next day Saturday when the worst hangovers had been knocked
down, I started driving towards Jutland, but on the way over the new
Little Belt Bridge I came to drive to the left. I had decided to drive to
Berlin to find out if there was a real hole in the Berlin Wall. Down
south of Hamburg, left and onto the motorway towards Berlin. of course I have no Germany card with me. As I approach Berlin, continue
on the east side of Berlin to the exit at Prenzlauer Allee, which was
the old road into the center of Berlin and ends at Potsdammer Platz.
It turned out to be a major round trip in central Berlin before I decide
to turn my nose home, by driving over towards Hanover and that way
back to Denmark and Grenå. I was home around midnight after more
than 1400 km in my body. I was home alone, Sonja and the children
had been taken to Skagen. Sonja never got to know anything about my
trip to Berlin. Then I would probably have been slaughtered.
One of the first things I persuaded my father to do was publish a
book up to Christmas as a kind of Christmas present for the customers.
With the help of Grenå Egnsarkiv, whose manager Jens A. Nielsen was
a great friend of Holm’s Bogtrykkeri, we found stories in his archive
that were suitable for publication.
We expanded the business with the publishing house Forlaget
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Waterloo The Lion at Waterloo.
Photo: Roger Geijsels

Holm, where we published books and publications for others than
ourselves. We have published some material about Anholt. Having
said that, Anholt. Every time the Brugsuddeleren from Anholt was in
Grenå, he always came to visit. We have helped to put Anholt on the
map of Denmark.
One of the publications I said no to publishing was a book called
”The Germans at Anholt”. When I had read the manuscript through
and could see there were living people in between, the manuscript
was returned with a nice no thank you with the reasoning.
A local larger company we continued to have as a customer was
Grenå Papfabrik. There are not so few forms I have produced for the
factory overnight when new rules had been introduced and they lacked
a new form in production.
I often had my walk in the factory. Every time the opportunity arose, I had to cross the hall with the old PM 1 from 1895. The pride of
the factory, which provided almost 95% efficiency.
Over time, I have visited paper mills in many places in Denmark
and Europe. It is always fascinating to see the pulp run in over the
wire section and after 8-10 meters the paper can actually carry itself.
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Atomium
Place de l’Atomium 1
1020 Brussels, Belgium
102 m high structure, whose nine spheres
are connected by escalators and symbolize an enlarged iron crystal.
Photo borrowed from atomium.be.

There was an old tradition for our book printing, we were a member
of the Danish Province Book Printing Association, and thus also the
Danish Employers’ Association. Randers department under the Danish Province Book Printing Association, to which we book printers
in Grenå belonged, arranged approx. every three years an excursion
abroad. One of the trips went to Belgium and Brussels. By train from
Aarhus, we drove down through Jutland, past Flensburg to Hamburg,
where we changed to the train to Brussels. In Aachen a new train was
put on and after an hour we continued on to Brussels. However, there
was a longer stay midway between Aachen and Brussels. It turned out
that a cow had decided to stay on the rail body and had absolutely no
intention of voluntarily moving.
We reached the main train station in Brussels, where we were soon
accommodated at the Hotel Midi in the center of the city.
During our stay in Belgium, we had to visit a paper factory that
produced self-copying paper, of which we printers were customers in
Denmark. After the tour of the factory, we were driven out into a forest,
to a nice old restaurant, where a welcoming lunch is served for us. The
ladies were not present at the factory visit. We were in Belgium, so
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draft beer was served with the food. We book printers wanted it a little
differently. The restaurant had to dive into the wine cellar, where the
waiters popped in with some excellent French wine. Before returning
to the hotel in Brussels, we were a short walk past Waterloo.
Sonja was not like the other book printer madams. The first night
we decided to find a place and eat. We found small restaurant in a side
street in the middle of Brussels and had a delicious dinner. On the way
home to the hotel we stop at a bar and enter. In Belgium, when beer
is served, it is always in a glass from the product’s home. in this case,
we ordered a Garlsberg that turned out to be served in a tall slim glass.
Suddenly, a slightly loud-speaking person steps in the door, who turns
out to be Prince Christian. There was no doubt it was his place.
The Hotel Medi is a short walk from the main square in Brussels,
where we were also going. We reach no more than just landing on the
square as we bump into an Irishman who has to go down under a large
building and enjoy a teddy bear and 60s music. 8 of us followed.
One morning we took the subway just below the hotel to see the
Atomium in northern Brussels. Here we take the lightning-fast elevator the 105 m up to the top, where there is a fantastic view of the Belgian capital. On the way down through the pipes, we take the stairs, a
colloga becomes urgent and leaves us. Some time later we bump into
him again, he was still in need and not found a toilet. He had jogged up
and down through the pipes of the Atomium. However, we took him
back to the hotel. his name was Poul Erik and he was from Randers.
The last night there is a gala dinner at a hotel in Brussels. Everything
goes according to plan. One of the serving staff looks more like a Russian Cossack than a Belgian. With great style and straight back, he
serves for us out to prefer a mine. We reach one of the highlights this
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evening. The gentlemen step up on the chair, park their left foot on
the table, the ladies remain seated and we gentlemen sing the song
about Don Zacho for full curtains in honor of the ladies. All the staff
are lined up, and with open mouths they follow the session from the
sidelines.
We have reached the coffee and the small glasses. The Cossack
comes around with a straight back and asks what we want to drink for
coffee. Cognac is poured up to me. Sonja asks for a liqueur. The Cossack pours up for Sonja, but instead of the glass, he pours the liqueur
into Sonja’s coffee cup instead of the glass. Then even he could no
longer hold the mask, but laughed all over his big head. Throughout
the years we had many good excursions with the printing association.
For the Randers department’s annual general meeting, the menu
consisted of boiled cod with the whole pork or for the less brave, ordinary Wiener schnitzel.
Grenå Papfabrik was at one point acquired by Danisco. Danisco’s
management decided that Grenå Papir, as the company came to be called, should have a new logo and a new letter line that corresponded to
Danisco’s. We were not meant to be involved in the design of the new
design. The advertising agency that had the task had gone bankrupt.
I was summoned to a meeting with the deputy director at the factory, a former goalkeeper for Grenå IF’s first team, whether we as a
printing company were interested in helping the factory in this matter,
by taking over the final work on the design of the project after the advertising agency. I had a bit of a hard time saying no to that.
During our 11 years as an independent book printing company, we
had a fantastic collaboration with Grenå Papfabrik / Grenå Papir. It
was a collaboration we took over and continued from my parents. It
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was something of a gold stamp for us to participate in implementing
the factory’s somewhat letter line. There was no asking for a price for
our work, it just had to be done and it was to the satisfaction of the
factory. As Danisco was on the field to thank for our efforts.
Here on the drop rope before I start on a new working life, a few
anecdotes that should also be included in the memories.
In the really happy football days around the mid-1980s, I went to the
international match on 12 November 1986 in Bratislava against Czechoslovakia at Tehelné Park with Jan. A not very well played international match that very appropriately ended 0-0.
It was a bus company in Aarhus that had arranged the trip to Bratislava (Preßburg), which is today the capital of Slovakia. There were
so many registered, we were two buses on the spot departing from the
Riding House in Aarhus.
It went steadily and calmly down through Jutland, northern Germany past Hamburg and then otherwise down to Munich. From here
on past Salzburg to Vienna, where we had a few hours stay before the
journey continued towards Bratislava. We had a nice morning in Vienna, where some of us trotted around and looked at the city’s sights. It
is many years ago, but I remember Vienna as an incredibly beautiful
and clean city.
The buses had to be at the Czech border between 16.00 and 16.30
before they could cross the border. Remember the Iron Curtain still
existed. We arrived at the Austrian-Czech border well in advance and
stood in a waiting position for three quarters of an hour before the border police paid a visit to the buses. We had been informed not to fire
stupid Jutlandic jokes to the border police. It would not fall into good
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The castle of Bratislava as we experienced it on arrival in the city.
Photo: Viator.

soil. We could be sure not to enter Czechoslovakia. Incidentally, the
other bus was close to not entering the country for the same reason.
While we are sitting there in the bus waiting to continue, a border
guard steps out of a building. I’m telling you, she looked damn good,
and she knew it well herself. The bus was close to tipping over on the
side, so many hung there in our bus side to get a peek of the border
guard. You who can remember Elton John’s music video Nikita, this is
what the border guard looked like.
After two border guards, one of whom carried around a submachine
gun, had collected all the passports together and left the bus again, we
were finally allowed to continue towards Bratislava to our hotel.
It had become dark and a little difficult to form an impression of
Bratislava, but the castle was not to be missed, it was illuminated up
on top of the mountain.
We arrived at the hotel, which turned out to be called Hotel Bratislava and was located a little outside the center. After arriving and
handing over the key to the room, we met again downstairs, where all
our passports now lay in a large pile on a large round table.
It was time for some solid food, which we could probably need after
the long drive. In a huge dining room we were placed at long tables. To
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this day, I remember the menu, which consisted of potato soup made
on potato peels and for main course a Slovak national dish that was
made on leftovers from the day before and just tasted great.
There was a security guard at the hotel to take care of us. A little
man with a black hat and a giant leather jacket. We tried everything
to pull a smile out of him. Enticed him with beer, but he was a big
stoneface.
We had sniffed out which hotel the national team stayed at in Bratislava, Hotel Kiev. In a so-called ”civil taxi”, 6 Danes were stopped
and driven to the national team hotel. I think we gave the driver 40 DM
for the ride and asked him to pick us up in an hour. No, as he said he
wanted to go home but wanted to get another car.
I had promised Annette to get an autograph from Preben Elkjær.
Elkjær was the first person we met inside the hotel. he was on his way
into the elevator. I got the autograph for Annette.
Back to our hotel in a slightly smaller car. The driver said as he raised his arm, two of us had to duck our heads down. He did not want
trouble with the police. we did so a couple of times. Back at the hotel
we went to war with the original of Butweiser. At one point, the hotel
ran out of beer and had to pick up new supplies at a remote warehouse. It turned out to be the export edition to Hungary.
At that time, they came a long way with the German D-mark. I remember we negotiated with some locals about an exchange rate for
the nose of the security guard. At one point we landed on an exchange
rate called 23 for 1 DM, which was officially 4: 1, but declined thanks
to the offer.
The next morning after breakfast there were a few hours before
departure to the stadium. We were some pieces that wandered a bit
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around the area by the hotel. At a distance we could see a very long
queue standing. It turned out to be where the liquor company was
located.
We found a larger mall without drinks and food. I had promised
Louise from home to take a porcelain doll home with her.
In this store, I found out how unemployment could be abolished.
When mothers with prams came to the entrance, a person called in
called staff to take over the care of pram and child. Inside the store
large a person and handed out cart or basket to the merchants. I was
given a basket, but asked for it again. The young girl insisted I bring
a basket around the store. After a short time, I set my course again. It
resulted in me having a younger girl who followed me around and
carried the basket for me on the rest of the shopping trip. I found the
porcelain dolls and chose one of the somewhat more expensive ones.
I placed the box with the doll under my arm, which my shadow did
not want. Took the box with the doll and placed it in the basket, after
which we went to the box. Here, my shadow handed the basket to a
new younger girl who placed the box on the tape. At the cash register,
a somewhat older lady sat and entered the amount. Eventually, there
were two girls who were helped to pack the box with the doll in, after
which one handed me the package. I thanked nicely for the service in
German, but got no smile again.
After the city tour we headed towards the stadium. We had to arrive
at the stadium 2 hours before the start of the match. We had all had
huge hangovers after tonight’s festive layer. Well inside the stadium
we were hoping for a repair beer, but no, we could choose between red
and green lemonade, no alcohol was allowed to be served during the
match, we were told.
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After a good match, we go out to find the buses again. Who could
not find the bus again, I. However, I found the bus after some time, as
one of the last. It was pitch dark in the parking lot. I do not remember
the trip home that much, but have probably been as festive as the trip.
I have been fortunate enough to visit all the capitals of the Old
Austro-Hungarian Empire: Vienna, Prague, Budapest and Bratislava.
LOF in Grenå offered an evening school course for men in 1985 in
»Wine and food from Europe«, which took place in the school kitchen
at Østre Skole.
It was a wine importer from Kolind, Klaus Prüfer, who was also a
trained chef at a German castle on the Reinen in Germany, and his store manager in Grenå, Jørgen Lænø, who was in charge of the teaching.
We were approx. 20 participants, where not many knew each other.
We were divided into teams of 2 or four depending on how extensive
the menu was.
The first evening - Monday - which was also enrollment for the course, it stood on the tasting of a sparkling Schloss Koblenz Cabinet and
no cooking. After that, it continued the following 9 Mondays with cooking, always 3 dishes, starter, main course and dessert, the dessert that
Jørgen usually managed. My father was with the first year, and as my
mother later stated, ”he learned if nothing else, then to peel potatoes
and taste wine.” It was in connection with this cooking course that we
got into the bad habit of tasting the wine while cooking and we were
not always able to drive the car home afterwards.
Jørgen Lænø had a wine sale in the cellar under a building on Storegade, where we usually dropped in on Saturday morning to taste wine
and buy something to take home.
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The course went flawlessly and when we reached the penultimate
evening, Klaus had an offer we all had a hard time saying no to. If we
wanted to take the train to Kolind, Klaus at Drasbeks Hotel would
make the 10 dishes, in smaller portions, we had made ourselves during the course. We met at the train station in Grenå, got on the train
and drove for half an hour. After disembarking in Kolind, we went
over to Klaus ’wine shop, which was next to the hotel where we were
to eat, got an exciting tour of the wine warehouse. It turned out to be
an unforgettable evening where Klaus served some excellent wines for
the food.
The following year we repeated the course, but now it was called
’Wine and Food from Europe II’. And so that it does not have to be a
lie, Klaus and Jørgen also did a third course for us, but now we had run
out of European countries. This course came to be called ’International
Food and Wine’.
The only thing I did not want to eat was the main menu from France
which consisted of kidney. I simply set the limit.
We also had guest lecturers, i.a. a Japanese who taught us how to
make Japanese rolls from scratch. Klaus made sure, whenever possible, that every teaching evening there would be a lecture about the
country of the evening. Here we learned an incredible amount about
the individual countries, especially their culture.
One course evening where food was to be produced from South
Africa, the problem was that Denmark had apartheid against the country, and therefore did not import wine from South Africa. Klaus managed this in a stiff arm, by driving to Malmö and picking up 14 different wines from South Africa. Sweden did not have apartheid against
South Africa.
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Historically, the end of the 1980s was incredibly exciting for me.
Initially, Poland had rebelled against the communist regime and the
old guard of politicians, but was put in place by the Soviet Union.
The East Germans began going to Czechoslovakia and Hungary to hold
summer vacations, but forgot to return to the East Germans. Throughout most of 1989, dissatisfaction with East German rule escalated.
The people began to hold demonstrations in great style. These demonstrations started small in the cities of Dresden and Leipzig, but gradually spread to other cities and culminated in Berlin with the fall of the
Wall.
When I remember back to October / November 1989, it is especially
the very live news broadcasts on TV 2 about both Germany that fill a
lot.
All that culminated in the evening and night them 9-10. November
1989 really started an August day in 1961 with the construction of
the Wall through Berlin that came as a shock to me. I remember my
thought was that a system that walled its people inside must be sick.
And when I later heard an East German politburo member say, ”it was
a necessary experiment” to rebuild the country after the war, one must
well have this thinking, the East German system did not exist for the
sake of its inhabitants.
When we reach November 9 in the evening after dinner, TV 2 Nyhederne will be switched on again, if the television has not already run in
the background. Here, the East German daily briefing on the country’s
situation is followed, as politburo member Günter Schabowski reads
out a statement stating that all East Germans can freely leave the GDR
to the FRG and return. At first no one understands what Schaubowski
is saying, but an attentive Italian journalist asks when the scheme will
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The invitation to end
after one of food courses.

enter into force, to which Schabowski - zufort - responds immediately,
as he can read from the announcement from the ministry.
Time suddenly stands still. It takes a few hours before the Berlin
East Germans understand what has happened and begin to flow towards the border crossings between East and West Berlin. The pressure
on the border guards becomes so great that it all ends with the border barriers being opened completely and the East Germans starting
to flow into West Berlin. There was a rule that applied to all East Germans, big and small, when they arrived at the BRD they could raise
100 D-Mark, as a one-time welcome gift from the West German state,
however, only once.
After the event in Berlin, the old eastern countries began to fall
apart one by one. When Hungary then removed the barbed wire fence
as far as Austria, it went very fast. Hungary alone removed the fence,
as it was big for a major renovation to happen to borrowers from the
West if the renovation was carried out.
It is then thought-provoking that the border fence that was to keep
the Hungarian population and the rest of the eastern countries inside
was financed with Western loans.
In the summer of 2006, shortly after Sonja passed away, our youngest
daughter Anita and I decided to take a vacation around Europe for a
little over 3 weeks. What I want to tell here is that it will probably never happen again.
Of course we started in Denmark and drove down through Germany,
Belgium, France, Andorra, Spain, France, Monaco, Italy, Austria, Germany and into Denmark again in the end. All the way, it was the same
currency, the EURO. No more money exchange at the border crossings,
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East of the Kingdom of Heaven ...

as was previously necessary. And perhaps the most interesting thing,
we did not show our passports at a single border crossing during the
whole trip, before we drove back into Denmark.

It’s not because I want to make something particularly big out of this
section, but I loved being up there. Therefore, it makes sense for me to
draw it into my memories.
In the fall of 1984, we had borrowed Sonja’s ex-husband, Steen’s
cottage, located in the area East of the Kingdom of Heaven, as the area
is called, for a weekend. In May 1985, the printing house would turn
100 years old. We wanted to mark this and used the weekend to plan
the celebration.
We had arrived late Friday night where it had gotten dark. Saturday
morning I was up early, went for a little walk in the area and found on
that occasion a ’For Sale’ sign at the cottage just opposite where we

As we approach the end of the 1980s, it has become harder and
harder for us to make ends meet around the printing press. Therefore,
I only made the decision to stop running a printing business at the
beginning of December 1991. The investments we needed were not
possible to generate earnings for.

Lovely cottage located in the area East of
Himmeriget between Jerup and Ålbæk
just over 25 km south of Skagen and 200
m from the Kattegat sandy beach.

250

251

In the beginning was Sonja
not crazy about the cottage.

Sunday morning on the south-facing
terrace of the cottage. The young lady is
Anita.
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Great place to stay,
when the work week was over, but there
was more than 200 km up there.

lived. Later in the day when we were going for a walk to the beach, I
showed Sonja the cottage. It was a newly built Kalmar cottage called
Model Blåvand.
Together with Sonja’s sister and brother-in-law, who lived down
around Fredericia in Brejning, we were allowed by the construction
company to ”borrow” the cottage for one weekend, to feel if the house
and the area were something for us. Sunday afternoon the consultant
came to pick up the key and hear our opinion. The opinion was positive. Together we bought the cottage with a payment of DKK 4,500 each.
With this we had a place to stay when we visited the family on
Skagen and they did not have to depend on us. Good enough we could
spend the night in the basement with mother - in - law.
So what was it that made this area and cottage something special.
Lying in bed and hearing the waves of the Kattegat tumble in over the
beach 200 down the road. The house was located on a natural plot
with heather, blueberries, revling etc., there was no sea wall and not
least, there was no telephone or television in the house.
I have touched on the fact that Sonja had been married before and
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Viborg ...

had three children from this marriage. Sonja’s ex-husband, Steen, had
his cottage diagonally opposite ours and we met when we were in the
cottages at the same time. One weekend - Saturday night - Steen and I
went down to the outer dune towards the Kattegat, where we, together
with a bottle of Irish whiskey and two glasses, arranged the family relationship and got on well.
Steen turned 40 years old and I was invited to a fantastic birthday
party - a real men’s lunch. No one knew me or knew how I got into the
picture for the birthday. So when I got the question stuck out, who are
you and how .... I replied, I’m married to Steen’s ex-wife, Sonja! Then
it was just like in place. During the session, the Carlsberg Depot holder
gets a little tired and drops his head down on the table. After some
time he wakes up and fires off this remark, Gylle, Bæ and Brakvand ...
and loses his head again and continues where he left off.
One weekend I moved up to the cottage alone. There was peace and
quiet for the work of calculating a major print job, we had been put in
view.
We had two little girls at the time. Especially in the winter when we
drove up to the cottage on weekends, most of the girls’ wardrobe had
to be packed down and with. That was the side Sonja was most tired
of. When we took over the cottage, there was a lease with a rental company that we did not just have the opportunity to break. It was also
every weekend we drove the 240 km times two from Grenå.
As time went on, we had a hard time managing our commitment to
the cottage and handed over the house to the other party.
Once since, I have visited the area to pick up porse in the bog behind the dune down towards the beach.
The best porse I have used for my bitter snaps.
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It will be difficult for me to get around Jutland’s old capital Viborg in
my memories. A city that has housed me for more than 30 years, and
has resided in four different locations for the past 30 years.
For a short period in 1974, while living in Herning, I was sent to
Viborg by the union. Bogtrykkeriet Backhausens Eftf. in Duegården in
Mathiasgade was missing a handset. That was at the time Viborg’s pedestrian streets had begun to be laid out, at least in Mathiasgade. From
Backhausen it went back to Grenå, where it became 17 years before I
again stood and lacked a lucrative job.

The cathedral in Viborg.
The picture was taken at 7.56 on a Friday
on the way to volunteer work at Viborg
Brewery and from 2013. The sun is in the
middle of its rise behind Viborg Cathedral.
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The terrace at Merkurvej 84, which faces
directly to the south.

I started working at Hedeselskabet in 1992 shortly after Easter. The
first residence in Viborg was a cottage outside Hjarbæk in the cottage area on Svanevej. A cottage I rented for 5-6 months. When I finished at Hedeselskabet in the afternoon, it was home to Hjarbæk. In the
evenings for the most part, I hiked a lot in the beautiful nature areas
that had intrigued me here. During the 5-6 months it was home to Sonja and the children in Grenå on the weekends.
When autumn began to set in in 1992 and it was getting cold at
night, it was time to find a more permanent home. During the summer
holidays, Sonja and the two youngest had been to the cottage in Hjarbæk. During the holiday, we contacted Boligselskabet Viborg about
a home. I remember when I mentioned the name of my workplace,
anything could be done. Here I found out what it means to work for a
large company. It was the first time we tried to move into a brand new
home. By the way, the neighbor we shared the house with was Poles.
One day I could hear him scolding in Polish. Some had taken his license plates, both.
Ågade in Grenå was replaced with a newly built semi-detached
house on Merkurvej in Overlund, a short distance from Hedeselskabet,
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and with a school and kindergarten near the area.
It was summer and the final of the European Football Championship, Saturday 26 June 1992 at Nya Ullevi in Gothenburg,

was seen in
Grenå. The spiral calendar on my desk at Hedeselskabet, was posted
on the day and I had written 2-1 to Denmark. My Danish scarf bought
in the air on the way to London was hung over the lamp. With that, it
was ready for battle.
It was also in 1992 that there were elections to the EC. I remember the campaign led by the politicians at Christiansborg. Vote YES or
Denmark goes bankrupt. I hated the rhetoric the bourgeois politicians
carried forward. When election day was over, and I met at Hedeselskabet the next day, there was a gloomy mood. Basically, Hedeselskaber
hoped it would be a YES. That’s not how it went. The following year
we had to vote again, this time on the Mastrik Treaty and I voted in
favor of it.
In 1993, Viborg was named City of the Year in Denmark. The celebration was celebrated on Domkirkepladsen (Gammeltorv) with free
beer, served by Viborg Municipality.
Most of the time went up to work, but in 1994 abroad called again.
This time I was with Viborg HK’s fan club. In the sleeping bus we drove to Budapest in Hungary to watch VHK play against Ferensvaros to
get to the EHF Cup semifinals. It was an away win in Budapest at 2421. Viborg HK also came in the final and won the EHF Cup this year.
The spectators were completely wild during the match. There was an
unparalleled noise in the hall in Budapest during the match.
In 1995, an acquaintance, Per Fusager, started a campaign that called for Viborg to have a new modern handball hall. The campaign was
called ’95 a Hall ’. At Hjultorvet, a meter was set up where the people
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of Viborg could follow how far the collection had come. I do not remember how many funds were raised, but we got a new handball hall
with room for 2,500 spectators.
Over the years, many foreign handball players have passed Viborg
HK and it has always been a pleasure to come to handball here in Viborg.
Viborg HK has been in 5 Champions League finals and won the 3.
The second part of the final in 1997 was set to be played in Herning in
the round hall. We were 5,000 spectators to the experience, everything
that could be stopped in. Viborg HK did not win this final overall. Next
to the break I got to walk next to the Russian player Moscow. She was
well a big loaf, but an excellent player.
The New Year with the turn of the millennium we held on Merkurvej, together with the closest family. Towards the evening after we had
eaten, we trotted into Domkirkepladsen, where we experienced the
turn of the millennium together with many other Viborg people, and a
larger beautiful fireworks display.
The Christmas present in 1999-2000 from Hedeselskabet was a
giant rocket, a bottle of very fine champagne and two glasses of it, as I
remember.
In the mid-nineties, Hedeselskabet had negotiated an agreement in
place, for us employees, where we had the opportunity to buy a modern computer. The most expensive I have ever bought. 30,000 cost
the animal. We had a computer with a capacity of 2½ A4 sheets. After
that, the computer just shut down when the memory was no longer
available.
During this period, Sonja has a hard time finding a job. One day,
Sonja tells that a day college offer had appeared and she had signed
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up. Sonja completes the day high school and ends up later becoming a
teacher. As a teacher, Sonja prepared a course for the Bosnian women
who came to Viborg in the mid-1990s and were housed in Hald Ege. A
little fun experience from that time. The Bosnian women were to meet
at 10 at the day high school. They took the city bus from Hald Ege in
such good time, so they had time to walk through Viborg and look at
windows, on their way up to the day high school on Rødevej. The Bosnian men expected their women to come home for dinner and serve
food to them. Here Sonja said from. Were the men hungry could just
cook themselves. Basta! The Bosnian women were stunned and hardly dared to return home. The Bosnian women completed their course
with Sonja as a teacher, a course that dealt with Danish conditions.
On the last Friday of their course, the Bosnian women would like
to make small local Bosnian dishes from their home areas and serve to
their teachers. The Bosnian women borrowed our kitchen on Merkurvej. It was amazing food, made for small means they had made. Unfortunately, I could not attend even though I was invited. They saved
some of the dishes for me, I ate tonight.
Sonja ended up being hired as a daycare leader.
In 1997, I helped start up the Danish Beer Enthusiasts Viborg department. We held our meetings, first at Dickens Pub in Vesterbrogade,
the second or third Tuesday of months in the beginning. It was a nice
event where a lot of good beers were tasted. The microbreweries were
small in their infancy. Otherwise, it was usually English, American
and Belgian beers we tasted.
The events went well, but gradually the interest crumbled and we
had a hard time finding places to hold our meetings.
I have a funny episode from a regional meeting in Ålborg, but I’ll
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The five local beer enthusiasts: From left
Peer Holm, Henrik Graversen, Kenneth
Mortensen, Leif Sønderby and Mogens
Ditlet.
Photo: Morten Dueholm, Folkebladet.

wait a bit and return to it later in this section.
The first years of the 00s I really do not quite control, so I pass them
easily and cowardly.
We have to go to 2004 before something new happens in my life
again.
At the end of November 2004, the local newspaper, Viborg Stifts-Folkeblad, had an article on the front page of the Saturday edition: ”Viborg must have a brewery”. Odin Bryggeriet had been closed and sold
to Faxe in 1987. A meeting was convened at Folkebladet’s editorial
office. Working groups were set up here. Another meeting was held
shortly before New Year 2004. This time it was in the room upstairs
Messing Jens in Mathiasgade. This meeting resulted in a set-up working group examining the possibilities for raising financial resources.
At one point, the working group announces that they cannot find the
financial means from investors for a brewery in Viborg.
With Viborg’s size, it should not be impossible to provide financial
resources, but the working group did not succeed. In March, we were
5-6 who met at Naturgas here in Viborg to try once more. We are based
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Front page of the founding document
for Viborg Bryghus ApS,
signed on 24 August 2005
in Advokathuset, Viborg by the 6 founders.

Viborg Bryghus’ logo has been prepared
by the advertising agency Buro.
The large V in the logo is ”borrowed”
from the Jutland Act of 1242.
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on the formation of an association that can work further with the formation of a brewery in Viborg.
This work goes relatively painlessly, but all of a sudden it goes fast.
Proposals for articles of association must be prepared, and a founding
general meeting must be convened, which will be held at Naturgas.
Viborg Brewery Association is founded on that occasion by the 50 participants. The newly formed association board is given a mandate to
eventually transform the association into a company. That was not
going to happen. Instead, at the request of our lawyer, the association’s
board founded a company called Viborg Bryghus ApS.
On the day the six of us were to sign the founding document at the
law firm, I was the last from the association board to show up for the
signing. A company board must have a chairman and the director also
wanted to perform this function. Being both director and chairman
was not compatible. When it turned out that none of the others would
take over the chairmanship of the ApS board, I was pressured to the
post, now that I was the last to arrive, as the lawyer said. I held the
chairmanship until the first official general meeting in April 2006. Viborg Bryghus was founded on 13 August 2005.
In October-November 2005, together with the lawyer, we prepared
a prospectus with a view to extending the shareholding.
At the end of the tender period, Viborg Bryghus had 3780 new shareholders.
Last Friday in April 2006, the company’s first general meeting was
held in the Courthouse, where approx. 1,100 shareholders had appeared. At the company’s first general meeting, virtually the entire sitting
board was replaced, with a more business-oriented board, which was
necessary if the brewery was to survive.
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A picture from Viborg Brewery Association’s general meeting in 2016.

Two photos from Viborg Brewery Association’s schnapps evening in 2017 held in
Viborg Brewery’s Brewery.

Viborg Bryghus was housed in Sorte
Brødre Kirkestræde.
Brewery on the lower floor and bar on the
first floor in Bryggerstuen.

Viborg Brewery was around No. 30 in the line of newly formed microbreweries in Denmark in 2005.
It was an incredibly exciting experience and challenge to be among
those who believed in the establishment of Viborg Brewery could become relevant.
One of the last actions as chairman of the board of Viborg Bryghus
ApS was to sign the employment contract for the newly appointed
director.
As the only one from the outgoing board, I chose to continue on the
board for a period longer, but resigned in 2008, when it dawned on me
that what I could bid for in the board work did not last long. Boards I
have been a part of, I have almost always resigned from when I did not
feel my contribution extended anymore.
Subsequently, I continued in Viborg Brewery as a volunteer helper.
At the same time, I again became part of the Viborg Brewery Association’s board. The association is an interest association whose purpose
is to contribute with financial and voluntary help to Viborg Bryghus.
It was Sonja who had asked me if I should not find some hobbies
to deal with. There were not many years until I could go on early
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I managed to put down a buck during a
hunt in Flensburg Plantation.
The goat weighed 19 kg broken.

retirement. When it turned out the interest had fallen on a brewery
building, her words immediately dropped; it was not exactly the kind
of interest she had imagined.
Unfortunately, Sonja never got to experience Viborg Brewery when
we officially opened it on May 13, 2006. Sonja passed away a few days
before.
A little leap back in time. My employment in the marketing department also involved other tasks than printing. Occasionally we were
visited by retired forester Tøttrup. The first visit I remember after I had
moved up in Marketing in the boardroom, was Tøttrup came in and
asked me what I should do the next day. There was nothing special
in the calendar, I could tell Tøttrup. Where does Tøttrup continue, do
you want to be a dog tomorrow during a hunt in Flensburg Plantation?
Yes, thank you was my answer. Being a dog means going in a chain
of hunters to drive the game in front of you in the hunt, towards the
shooters. When we employees who had hunting licenses had to act as
a dog, it was usually for invited hunts for Hedeselskabet’s customers.
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Together with a son-in-law and his brother-in-law, we started hunting together in the winter of 1990. My son-in-law quickly gave up,
but the rest of us decided to continue teaching. The hunting test that
took place at Kalø on Djursland was probably passed with 31 out of 33
written answers. The practical was passed before the last question, do
you want to shoot the fox out there? Yes, I replied, twice. The fox was
out at 75m, but I had passed the hunting test at the time.
During an employee hunt, I managed to put down a roe deer of 19
kg broken. The animal back alone contained food for the whole family,
which at that time was 14 people. I found a South German recipe for
animal back that was split and put in two bottles of good red wine
overnight, cooked the next day. I had saved the tenderloins for Sonja
and me.
I have been a part of Sorte Kunsten Sønner throughout my life. Together with some old typographers from i.a. folkebladet, we started
around 2008-09 the start-up of a book printing museum here in Viborg.
Viborg probably had Wiingaards Officin. We got started and also came
well from land. Got some effects from disused printers around Denmark. After a few years, Wiingaards Officin and Viborg Bogtrykkermuseum entered into a collaboration to create a unified graphic museum.
It took a few years before I became a member of the association.
Every year towards Christmas, the museum publishes a book, produced by the old volunteer typographers. As a member of the museum, you receive the new book. Beautifully prepared books by the older
graphic colleagues who are active at the museum.
Unfortunately, I have only contributed passively around the letterpress museum, although the interest is present with me. It would be
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After the kittens had been tossing around
for a while in the apartment on Merkurvej, the gas went some of them and they
snatched a nap from me sitting on the kitchen floor.

nice again to get your fingers down in a set box and get lead dust on
your fingers. Much of my free time as a pensioner today has been used
as a volunteer helper at Viborg Brewery with bottling beer, putting on
labels and other incidental help.
One day on Merkurvej, a completely black cat decided to stay with
us. The girls thought we should take it to ourselves. Right on Merkurvej, you had to keep pets. Quickly it went for me that there was
something wrong with the cat. It was damn pregnant. Sonja would
not hear take on more family augmentation. Still, Sonja approved, I
decorated a place in the outhouse where the cat could give birth. One
morning I discovered the family increase had happened. The cat had
given birth to 4 live and one stillborn kitten and they were all completely black.
The cats grew up and we had to decide what was going to happen.
An acquaintance took down two of the kittens. The mother and a kitten came out on a farm and we even kept the last one male cat.
All my three cats in Grenå had been named Olsen, but the girls here
266

The cathedral square in December 2020.

thought his name should be Sebastian.
With the performance he later came to exhibit, we changed the
name to Sir Bastian.
On Merkurvej we had a bedroom upstairs with skylights just above
the bed. When Sir Bastian had finished hunting for the night, he had
found that with the help of the fence between the two apartments, he
could from here jump up into the gutter, walk to the skylight, where
he climbed on and with it a paw, pointed out he wanted in. Unfortunately, my sleeping area was just below the skylight. When I opened the
window, he curled up just as quietly and landed in my bed, rolling
around and sleeping. He could live for several days without food if
this only consisted of cat pills. So we had to find another solution. The
car was emptied of canned cat food. Sir Bastian was very independent
and clean. The cat tray could be used twice in an emergency, so it had
to be changed.
Let me end Sir Bastian on Mercury Road with this last little recollection of him. Our front door had panes inserted from top to bottom.
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Undalslund in March 2021.

When I usually between kl. 16 and 16.30 came home from Hedeselskabet sat Sir Bastian at the door and looked out. As soon as he discovered
me, the concert began. He knew when I showed up, there was feeding
waiting.
I asked the girls if they put him out there to the door. No, they did
not. A little over 16 Sir Bastian eased his ass from the corner of the
sofa, where he had probably spent most of the day fending it off, moving his cuckoo body out and sitting at the door to await my return. If
he was not sitting and waiting for my return, I could walk around on
the terrace and call on him. Then he came at his own pace snuggling
up over the green area while talking very loudly.
Cats have a tendency to disappear all of a sudden. This also happened with Sir Bastian. He was just gone one day. On an earlier occasion
we were told that Sir Bastian was a purebred cat, of the English breed
Brittish Blue.
After about approx. 10 years living on Merkurvej in Overlund, we
decide to move to the center of Viborg. Living in multi-storey homes
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Sønæs in January 2021 with Kaffehuset.

has never been me, but that was changed. One evening Sonja pulled
me through various rental areas in Viborg city center, which did not
say anything until we walked through Mogensparken and I say to Sonja, here I can see myself living.
Sonja immediately started looking for housing in Mogensparken.
We ended up being offered a large 4-room apartment facing the Reberbanen on the 1st floor.
Then a new problem arose, Sonja lost her garden on Merkurvej.
There was nothing to do but we again had to have an allotment garden.
One Saturday we drove around to the 5 garden associations in Viborg,
looked at the selection of available gardens. Of course, Sonja would
not pay the prices she was presented with. One of the last places we
visit is Haveforeningen Solvang. In Solvang at that time there were a
number of gardens for sale. We inspect all 5 gardens for sale and Sonja
decides on one. The garden Sonja has put her finger on is a garden the
association has taken back from a tenant. Sonja managed to negotiate
the price of the garden down from DKK 2,500 to DKK 1,750, and then
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Walls in the interior of Karnapgården.

we started the clean-up in the garden.
We had heard from other garden owners that it was a hash bulb we
had taken over. When we entered, at the very back of the back house,
we actually found two sticks of hash and a couple of hash pipes.
We get a gathering in the garden together and got a nice sanctuary
in the allotment garden. The last time Sonja was in the garden was in
March 2006, when I, from the car, drove her into a wheelchair so she
could see the garden one last time.
From Grenå, where we had an allotment garden down in Kæret, we
knew very well that there could be a sick board culture in a garden
association. It also turned out to be the case in Solvang. I have never
understood why people are allowed to be elected to board work when
they do not understand what it means to hold a position of trust on a
board.
After some years in Solvang with the sick board culture, we were
some association members who went together, we were tired of the
then board culture and simply overthrew the sitting board at a general
meeting.
We new members of the board managed to change the culture. We
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Viborg seen from the east side of Søndersø.
Photo from February 2021.

introduced a new openness to the association. We informed members
in monthly newsletters. Held open house for 2 hours every Friday afternoon.
In 2009, the district chairman encouraged me to join Viborg 5th
District’s board. There I hang, sort of yet. Now the district is called
Midtjyllands Kreds instead. It has been an exciting job, first in Viborg
5. Kreds and now in Midtjyllands Kreds, which covers a huge area,
namely Silkeborg, Viborg, Skive and Thisted municipalities.
During an autumn vacation on Lake Garda in 2003 with Louise and
Anita, I found Sonja coughing up blood. The girls are kept from this
knowledge. I’m convinced it’s one of our vacations Sonja has enjoyed
the most.
When we come home from Italy, our doctor is contacted. She immediately sends Sonja for examination at the hospital. Sonja is up for an
incredible number of studies. As all examinations are over, we must
meet at Kjellerup Hospital for further information.
Sonja and I arrived at Kjellerup Hospital at 10 in the morning and is
immediately shown into an office. In the office sat 3 or 4 people who
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Sorte Brødre Kirken seen from the east
side of Søndersø.
In the background behind the church is
the top of the new hotel at Tinghallen.
Photo from February 2021.

were having a hard time getting to the heart of the matter. When the
message finally came out, I said to Sonja; ”We’ve been through a lot,
we can handle this too”. From here it goes very fast. We are told that
a cancerous tumor has been found in Sonja’s one lung. The location
of the tumor means that it is not possible to remove it during an operation.
The chemo treatment of Sonja started immediately next Monday
at Viborg Hospital. Later in the process, Sonja is at Aarhus Municipal
Hospital, where Sonja is exposed to 30 radiation. Everything seems so
positive that the subsequent scans at some point can not detect any
cancerous tumor. Unfortunately, it turns out scans at the time only
perceived 98%, the last 2% could not be seen out of the scans.
At this point in advance, I have been following Sonja in thick and
thin at all chemotherapy treatments. The entire immediate family is
asked six months before Sonja’s death to show up at Viborg Hospital
and get more information about the course of the disease. It turns out
there is no more medical science can line up. Then just wait.
The day we were in Kjellerup to find out about Sonja’s illness, I
should have met with the director at Hedeselskabet to receive my re272

Sunrise experienced from my French
balcony in Mogensparken across the city
roofs.
Photo from October 2007.

signation from Hedeselskabet after 12 years of employment.
The night Sonja slept in, I was not present at Viborg Hospital with
her. I was so tired after the whole course of the disease, I could not take
it anymore, after the more than 3 years of hard fight against the cancer,
where I stood and sat by Sonja’s side all the time.
What Sonja and I were through together, yes the whole family, I do
not want my worst enemy to go through living.
For the actual funeral in the chapel, it was impressive how many
showed up. Sonja herself had written down the entire course of the
funeral. The female priest came to our house in Reberbanen, to inquire into Sonja’s wishes for the funeral. The songs Sonja had chosen for
the funeral had nothing to do with a church act. The pastor preferred
to include at least one ecclesiastical hymn at the funeral. Here Sonja
had to bow.
Lately Sonja read a lot and went online and searched for texts for
her funeral. Sonja did not want a normal sermon, so Sonja handed the
priest a book in which Sonja had emphasized a text she would like to
read over.
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One of Sonja’s acquaintances and former work colleague, Benny
Ruhe, attended the funeral and played a piece of music in the chapel for Sonja. Benny played as I remember it in a classical orchestra
in Aarhus. The opening song was ”Om litt” by Leif Sylvester, played
on the chapel organ and incredibly beautifully performed. Our pastor
said after the funeral to me, she had never experienced a similar funeral created by the deceased herself.
Sonja’s last wish was that the grave beer should be consumed in the
allotment garden.
One of our sons-in-law was a trained undertaker. He subsequently
managed all the practicalities for me around coffin m.m.
We lived on 105 sqm. in Reberbanen, 4 rooms. I had been left alone
with the youngest girl, Anita, who had just turned 17 years old. Some
time passed and Anita moved away from home. There I stood with the
105 m2 alone and with 4 rooms.
I would not vacate the city center and Mogensparken under any
circumstances. I was signed up for a smaller apartment in Mogenspar274

Spring in Borgvold.
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ken facing Sct. Mogens Gade. After a short time I was also offered an
apartment of 69 m2. It was a manageable size. So .... when the time
came, I moved the 50 m down the yard on a sack truck and got the
address on Sct. Mogens Gade ... it could not be nicer.
For some years I was with the department board here in Mogensparken. It was exciting, and I also managed to have some influence on
the department’s finances.
A little back in time again. When Sonja had received the verdict, we
were going to our bank, which at the time was Midtbank on Nytorv.
We get an appointment with our bank adviser, enter a room and take
a seat. Sonja talks about her situation, to which the bank adviser asks
in total cold ice whether Sonja had thus received her death sentence.
I completely lost track of the cold finding on the part of the bank adviser.
When I was left alone, this was even before the time of home banking, my salary just went into my salary account. An amount was automatically transferred to the budget account and the remainder to the
available account. I knew pretty much what was available when what
was to be paid was paid. Neither worse nor better one day I met my ne275

ighbor Vera on the landing, she told me there are no license plates on
your car. Me down in the parking lot, quite rightly no license plates,
but under one wiper blade sat a handwritten note from the police that
read, “Hi Peer, we have included your license plates. The tax has not
been paid on time ’. Me to Midtbank on Nytorv to get an explanation
from my bank adviser. It turned out that DKK 1,200 would be missing
from the budget account if the bank had paid the tax. There must be no
overdrafts on a budget account in Midtbank, which I was unaware of.
That was the reason for the unpaid tax. It just did not fit. Had my bank
adviser been a little more alert, she could have transferred an amount
from the salary account, which was over DKK 30,000.
When I moved to Brande in 1970, I chose Midtbank as my new bank
after Banken for Grenå og Omegn. A young future deputy chairman of
the Liberal Party was an apprentice at Midtbank in Brande at the time.
I took a deep breath, what now? Central Bank I would not continue
with. I first contacted Danske Bank, where I also had an account, a
”lotto account”, which I had set up outside Sonja’s knowledge, one
day I won a larger amount in the lottery. Danske Bank was not interested at all, as I was unemployed and well on my way to retirement.
Across the pedestrian street to the next bank, which was Jydske Bank.
The bank did not have time to talk to me at the time I showed up. Most
of the bank’s staff were on their way to an internal meeting, the message read. I could come again on Tuesday, so they would take a closer
look at my inquiry.

Bishop Gunnar,
which stands by Asmild Church.
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Christmas at Nytorv 2020.
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Then there was my old bank in Grenå, Djurslands Bank, where I
also had an account and a number of bank shares. They would rather
than like to have me back as a customer, but that too far to drive every
time I had errands in the bank. Online banking did not yet exist.
Instead, the thought fell on Skals Sparekasse, which was our bank
connection for Viborg Bryghus.
It was Friday afternoon. I trooped up to Skals Sparekasse near Viborg Port, asked if I could become a customer with them and what
documents they wanted to see. I got a list of the desired documents.
Asked if it was okay, I sent the documents per. mail as pdf file the same
day, which it was. Home again to dig out the desired documents, get
them sent. Monday morning at 8.30, when I opened the mailbox, there
was a message that everything was fine. I just had to come down and
sign some documents and get a new Visa card.
With this, I got a great bank where there have never been any problems. Skals Sparekasse later merged with Den Jyske Sparekasse. Here
at the beginning of 2021, Den Jyske Sparekasse merged with Vestjysk
Bank.
I have become better at visiting my bank online, but I was not in the
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beginning where it did not happen very often. Right after Sonja had
passed away, I had to take over the financial and financial management of the household myself. In the last years before early retirement
became relevant, I had what can probably be described as incidental
work. Just before I switched to early retirement, the cost budget was
cleaned up. Everything I did not think was necessary was terminated.
My old bank had made sure the biggest expense on the budget was
cleared of the road, the car was no longer a part of my life, which had a
positive impact on what I had to deal with in everyday life. The choice
had fallen on travel, rather than spending money on a car, but I was
still not very good at making my online banking visit.
At some point, it became necessary. In connection with the Dublin
tour over, I wanted to know what I was dealing with.
With great relief, I found both accounts not lacking funds. The salary account was DKK 42,000. The budget account was a bit more,
namely DKK 140,000. I was stunned, surprised and very satisfied.
Up through the 2010s, I walked with friends and acquaintances for
some years the Hærvejsruten of 2 x 20 km, an affordable distance for
us slightly older people.
Viborg Brewery arranged a Brewery March in March / April. The
first year we probably walked the easiest of the three routes. We paid
the participation fee of DKK 50, then we were guaranteed a draft beer
in Bryggerstuen. One year we decided to form our own route, which
would go from Viborg Bryghus, along Sorte Brødre Kirkestræde to Mageløs. Down through Mageløs to Sct. Mathias Gade left up to Latinerly
down the stairs, into a table to grab a lunch plate. A route of less than
500 meters. When we could then see the others after an hour start
walking past Latinerly, we moved back to Viborg Brewery to have our
278

well-deserved Bryggermarch draft beer.
Latinerlys Friday Beer Club, also called Ulrik Wilbek’s Beer Club, I
was a fixture for the first few years. It goes in all its simplicity, every
Friday we meet at Latinerly at. 15. At 15.30 Ulrik started to tell about
the 5 beers that were on Friday’s menu. Ulrik is bitten by a mad Belgian brewmaster, which is why Belgian beer is often on the menu. It
was incredibly cozy, the few hours this event takes place.
A few words about my residence in 2021. At the age of 19, I still live
in Mogensparken, with a back exit to Sct. Mogensgade. Mogensparken was built in the years 1988-89. We have many beautiful green
breathing spaces between the buildings, which are kept beautiful by
our green people. Weather permitting, we meet old retirees around the
bench and enjoy a glass of wine together. I live 100 m from Gammeltorv by the Cathedral. It takes less than 5 min. to move in the city to
Nytorv and Hjultorv. Perfect for a retiree to live in the suburban area.
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The Colony Gardens ...

Around 2002, after we had chosen to leave Merkurvej in Overlund to
move to the center of Viborg in Mogensparken, Sonja also had to wave
goodbye to her garden.
Already as a child I got allotment garden under the skin. My parents
started in the early 1950s with an allotment garden on Violskrænten.
After the municipality decided to build the nursing home on Violskrænten, the allotment gardens were involved for this purpose.
Why my parents moved down to Gammel Å and got an allotment
garden there. It was a pure allotment garden, no place to stay except to

Kolonihaven in Fælleskæret in Grenå
Sonja bought from an elderly lady. Sonja
was an amazing garden girl.

280

281

We built a garden playhouse for Anita in
Grenå, designed and decorated by Sonja.

look after the garden. I remember when the plants had to be watered,
water was fetched in Gammel Å in buckets. My father was very tired
when there was a circus in the city, then plunder was robbed of my
father’s strawberries.
So allotment gardens were nothing new under the sun for me when
Sonja and I decided to find one here in Viborg.
After we had left Glatved and moved to Overstræde in Grenå, we
had bought a small allotment garden in Fælleskæret, right next to the
old landfill, on which there was a small house. From Overstræde it
was maybe 500 meters down to the allotment garden, but it was nice in
the summer to pack the food basket after work and go down to Kæret.
Sonja managed to build up a very nice garden with me as a worker.
It was a Saturday that I remember. We had sent the oldest of the
girls living at home on a study trip with Overlund School. At that time
we had not talked much about an allotment garden, but chose to drive
around to the garden associations that were in Viborg.
We started by looking at allotment gardens in Lundborg and Skovly, but when Sonja first discovered their prices, miles knew about her
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The dining area in the allotment garden
house in Solvang, Viborg.

financial ability, the desire decreased a bit. However, we did not give
up and were also out at Hedehaverne to look at the delights. The gardens in Hedehaverne were on a slope, which did not bother Sonja. We
had actually given up on finding an allotment garden, but eventually
landed around Hald Ege south of Viborg in Haveforeningen Solvang,
where we stopped at the notice board and found that the association
had 5 gardens for sale / rent and a phone number put us in touch with
the wife of the former chairman.
We were told the numbers of the gardens and began the tour of
the area. Solvang looks like a roundabout - a road around. The first 2
gardens did not interest Sonja, but as I remember we stop at the third
garden, which is furthest west in the association. It turned out the association had taken the garden back from a previous tenant as it was
not cared for according to the regulations. Sonja had chosen it should
not be a corner garden that would have a very large hedge to be cared
for. We contacted the cashier and agreed to meet later and sign the lease. We had not yet been informed of any price on the garden.
283

The small east-facing terrace looked out
through the patio door, which had sat in
the old Ruths Hotel in Gl. Skagen.

Sonja and I later found the cashier, where others from the association’s board were also present.
I stayed nicely in the background during the negotiations. It was
Sonja’s garden and she negotiated herself, which she was damn good
at. I remember they started with a price of DKK 3,500, an amount Sonja thought was unrealistic and would not accept. After a lot of negotiation back and forth, where i.a. Sonja thought the garden looked like
something the cat would not stay in. A lot of money had to be thrown
into the garden to get it nice again, the negotiations ended with Sonja
getting her garden for DKK 1,500 + DKK 1,000 in deposit. Afterwards,
small purchases were made, consisting of Old Danish and allotment
garden beer.
What is the definition of an allotment garden? Many people have
the perception that you have to work hard from morning to night and
get the most beautiful garden. Others like myself; an allotment garden
is a sanctuary where you feel like coming. Spend an hour or two and
otherwise relax, enjoying life over a garden lunch, an allotment garden
beer and a homemade beetroot. But such are so many perceptions.
Sonja spent about 5 years in the garden before the disease overtook
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Kolonihave lunch with freshly dug potatoes and herring with accessories in Viborg.

her. She loved being in the garden and pacing quietly around. She was
always keeping her garden in good shape.
One of Sonja’s last wishes was to see the garden one last time before she could no longer. I drove her out into the garden and onto the
terrace in a wheelchair, where she sat for 5-10 minutes looking at the
garden.
I remember just before leaving the garden again, said Sonja, ”wish
I could have one more summer out here”! - It was the end of March
2006.
Back to the beginning.
We took over the allotment garden right up to the start of the season and immediately set about clearing up the grounds. We grabbed a
used garden cultivator, which did its job and burned together. A grain
container was rented over a weekend and filled up with garden waste.
At one point during the cleanup, we came to the shed behind, which
was filled with an incredible amount of ’ragelse’. I was given the task
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of emptying the shed, which showed you to be a storehouse of all sorts
of contents and other rubbish. In addition to a lot of books, there are
also two rods of very dried cannabis and a couple of porcelain pipes.
Louise thought this find should be immediately handed over to the
police, to which I reply, no, it must be on the incinerator.
I get cleaned up in the shed and later get this added to the house.
Inside, we wash the ceiling with wood cleaner, insulated with 75 mm
and set up rustic boards on all walls. At a demolition company north
of Viborg, Sonja found a suitable kitchen, which we set up. Little by
little it became a very habitable house, where we spent a lot of nights
on the weekends.
We are at some point applying for permission to build a tool shed
that came to contain three rooms, an outdoor kitchen, a tool room and
drag-and-drop. The latter was for the sake of the girls who did not have
the great desire to stay in the garden without adequate toilet facilities.
In the same connection, water was also installed in the house.
Sonja did not have the great desire for the great intercourse with
the other garden tenants. If she could just be allowed to look after her
garden, all was well.
When Sonja fell away and I was left alone with the garden, I started
taking a walk around the colony. When I had been looked at a little,
we began to meet across the gardens. There was always time for a chat
over an allotment garden beer (Sloths Classic) and a small sidecar.
Gradually, the acquaintance developed until we met a couple of
times a year for an allotment garden lunch, which was to consist of:
Freshly dug potatoes, herring and some cheese, schnapps and beer. It
could not be avoided, the lunch gradually developed more and began
to take a bit of the upper hand. But it was some cozy hours we had to286

Haveforeningens Solvangs Fælleshus
built in 2017 with voluntary labor.
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I had come in good company with Tina
Müller and Adam Aamann, who together
had spent more than 6 hours on the menu.

gether and finding his garden afterwards could be a bit of a challenge.
Gradually, some have fallen away or have divested their garden and
many new colonists have joined and helped to improve the garden
association.
Up until a general meeting of the garden association, we were a part
that hung out a bit and met in a garden over a little allotment garden
beer. As the day progresses and we approach the end of the day. There
has been a lot of sliding before the table, must be acknowledged, and
one word takes the other. One says, we should not overthrow the board and form a new one. The person sitting opposite me says I would
like to be chairman if you want to be treasurer? Across the table, we
shake hands.
At the next general meeting, a new board is elected, to the great joy
of a larger part of the members.
As a new board, we started to hold a 40-year anniversary in the association. At the same time, we were working on building a common
house, which it turned out there was a lot of opposition to. Our garden
association was well padded financially. We had to drop the plan for
the common house.
When we left the board in favor of a new one, the new board chose
to take the plans out of the mothballs and make the proposal again.
This time, the board did not have to ask the members at a general meeting that we elected earlier.
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The food magazine had forgotten a liqueur
for mayonnaise and asked if we could help.
Adam got Christmas lights in his eyes
when he tasted my Bali Bjedsk and said
goodbye to it.

The plans for a communal house were taken out of the mothballs
and started up by the labor of the volunteer members and within a few
weeks the large house ready for inauguration. We are writing 2017 and
since then the house has been widely used for many purposes.
For my own part, the last two small years have not been an asset for
the garden. It has been a bit tricky to keep the motivation going. Here
after the pandamine and here as we approach the end of the 2021 season, I hope the motivation returns in 2022. Otherwise, I must take the
consequence and dispose of the sanctuary.
Finally, during the allotment garden section, I will report on a great
day at the allotment garden association. In 2018 at the beginning of the
season, we received a request from DR1 Madgasinet that they would
like to record a broadcast for the food program in an allotment garden
on topics strawberries. The problem for Madmagasinet was just that
strawberries only appeared later in the year.
The recordings started at 9 and we members who had the opportunity to be present during the recording, would like to move around the
area, so that the broadcast would be marked by a lot of activity.
It was an actually exciting day, following the work of the recording,
which lasted until well into the afternoon. At the end of the day we
were asked to take our seats for the party menu that Adam and Tina
had been working on all day.
The party menu consisted of freshly baked rye bread with fish
fillet, garnished with green strawberries and a stirred mayonnaise.
Everything was prepared for the day in the garden.
Link to the broadcast:
https://www.dr.dk/drtv/se/madmagasinet_-jordbaer_55544
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On the back edge ...

Kolonihave in Solvang.

To the best of my ability, I have tried to recount both large and small
memories, from a very active life in my own opinion.
Instead of writing down all the text in a Word document, and then
making the layout, I have chosen the write-down directly in the graphic layout program Adobe InDesign CC from 2018 and inserted photos
that I have found during the write-down.
I could certainly recount several major and minor experiences, but
I have chosen to stop with the ones I recorded on the previous more
than 280 pages.
Part of my life, the almost 5 years in Brande I had opted out at first,
but changed my mind and formed a section about this period to the
best of my recollection. Those years I would otherwise have liked to
have had for myself, but changed my mind.
One area I have not touched much on is Christmas. I remember quite
faintly the Christmas evenings that were held while we lived on Lillegade in No. 37. The one I remember most clearly was one of the last
Christmases in the late 1950s. Both grandpa and grandpa and grandma
were invited to celebrate Christmas with us. One gift I clearly remember was a mini car Grandpa had made with the steering wheel and
pedals for me. We’re guaranteed to have roast pork that Grandpa has
provided. Grandpa was an abstainer, but he was no more abstainer
than others might well enjoy alcohol, as long as there were green sodas
for him.
Whether it was after this Christmas or another I do not remember,
but the red wine had not been drunk, why mother put the cork in the
bottle and put it behind the sofa. It was stored until next Christmas,
when it turned out that it had turned into vinegar.
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Dad was great at creating a great Christmas mood I remember. The
Christmas tree should preferably always reach all the way up to the
ceiling. Later, when I had met Sonja and had children, he showed how
good he was at Christmas. Although the little ones probably do not remember him so clearly, I’m sure they will remember back in that time.
Another who was excellent for Christmas was Sonja. I think we
had 6 large moving boxes with Christmas decorations and it was aired
every year to the great delight of both small and large children.
Sonja was an excellent cook. The Christmas menu could not be sha-

Some of the best Christmas was held
while we lived in Overstræde. We had
so much space there we could stay away
from each other.
From left to right: Sonja, Louise, Anita,
Lone and Santa Claus.

I can look at the wristwatch, it was my
turn to be Santa this year.

Anita’s turn to receive a Christmas present from Santa Claus.
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ken. It was Sonja’s dinner. The menu consisted of pork and duck roast
and an unsurpassed brown sauce, tasted according to all the rules of
the art, every year. The dessert was also the same, namely Risalamande with lukewarm cherry sauce. The duck roast was usually for my
dad’s sake. The day before the 23rd, Sonja and the girls should always
have rice porridge with cinnamon and a big blob of butter in the middle. While the girls were small, the elves in the attic also got a bowl of
rice porridge with two spoons in it. It was always me who had to list
out in the attic at night to eat the porridge so the girls could learn the
next day that the elves had arrived from their den.
On Christmas Eve, to make time go by, I took the children who
wanted to go to the harbor, where we bought a stack of the latest comic
books in the kiosk, also Anders And’s Christmas book. Then the afternoon was saved until mealtime.
After the Christmas food had been eaten and before dancing around
the tree, the dishes had to be done. It was always the children’s job to
get the dishwasher filled up. After three Christmas carols around the
tree, it was time for Santa to ring the front door and enter the living
room to hand out presents.
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It has not been a particularly difficult task in the short time I managed the write-down. After several additions in the text, I think I have
gotten around well with my memories and in an easy-to-read way.
There are typing errors, grammatical errors, etc., but take the errors as
an experience, they are corrected continuously when I discover them.
A large part of my teenage years I have passed. For me, it does not
make much sense to rip up what we did in our youth, but we were
definitely not bored.
Some years ago, when I was hunting in Djursland. On one of Gert
Svith’s lands, I met a person from our young years. It turned out that
he had worked at Norddalsgården, a farm that had now been converted into a gravel pit. As young people we came out on Norddalsgården
a lot on our mopeds and later by car.
As a conclusion to this short postscript some experience that never
disappears until I am not here anymore.
On November 22, 1963 at 18.30, it was TV Avis time on the black
and white television. We are in the living room in Overstræde 1. My
parents, a school friend Henrik and I are present in the living room.
Dad should always watch the news at this time. Shortly inside the TV
newspaper, it is announced that US President Kennedy has just passed
away after a shooting attack in Dallas.
Both Henrik and I were stunned. Kennedy was someone we young
people at the time looked up to. Kennedy was of the same age as my
father.

high-rise building in New York. All to her PC to see if it was right. At
the time, Denmark itself was not so far ahead with news information
via the Internet, so it was CNN’s website that confirmed the accuracy
of Tove’s announcement.

An afternoon around kl. 15.30, September 11, 2001, we were more or
less finishing the day’s work in the Marketing Department at Hedeselskabet. Tove our secretary, says suddenly, a plane had just flown into a
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