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PREFACE

The purpose of th&aga of the Sanpitdfas always been to preserve the historical happenings of Sanpete
| 2dzy i é @ CKAA +2fdzYS unipE 68SEHKAlL | JRSYBYROI Nl KA LA A{ RS&
Sesquicentennial Celebration of the Pioneers who first entered Salt Lake Valley in 1847. We are dedicating this issue
the early Pioneers of Sanpete Valley who sacrificed so much and made possilmedHdegwe have today.

A Pioneer is one who leads the way through an uncharted course. Thus, there are many pioneers in every
generation. We are mindful of each one. We honor all who give needed direction, who lead us on to something highe
and better.

Many of our early Pioneers came from European countries by sailing vessels and crossed the plains with ox
teams or handcarts. After arriving here, they brought water from mountain streams to barren soil, plowed, planted
and cultivated. They built homeschools, churches, and temples. They struggled and persevered under difficult
circumstances. Many gave their livibe ultimate sacrifice. They set a pattern of honesty, integrity and work, for us to
follow. We honor them best by walking in their teteps, planting seeds of courage, continuing to build where they
laid the foundation and marking the way for future generations.

This issue ofhe Sagaontains stories of many of these Pioneers. There are unwritten stories of many more.
We hope thesetsries will represent all Pioneers and reflect the spirit of this Sesquicentennial Year.
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hopeful that you will choose to include stories of your astoes. Many who made their contributions to the early
volumes are no longer with us. We express appreciation to all who have helped in any way to make the Historical
Writing Contest, and th&aga of the Sanpitasuccess.
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The Sanpetélistorical Writing Committee express our appreciation to all who have submitted manuscripts,
loaned pictures and in many other ways have given of their time and talents in the production of this volume of the
Saga of the SanpitchWWe are grateful for alvho have offered encouragement in many ways.
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Diana Major Spencer is a native of Salt Lake City and a descendant of Mormon pioneers of 1847. She is an
associateprofessor of English at Snow @gkk and lives in Mayfield. She has given invaluable service for 19 years as
proof reader and copy editor.

COVER

Cover pictures for this Sesegeentennial edition of th€Saga of the Sanpitare by artist, Larry Nielson,
Ephraim, Utah.

JUDGES

David Roer teaches English and Humanities at Snow College, where he serves as English Department Chair.
He lives in a pioneer house in Spring City, which he enjoys restoring. His other hobbies include music and writing.

Darrell Whitewasborn in Ephraim, Utato Jack White and the late Hazel White. He is a graduate of Snow
College and Southern Utah University. He received his Masters in Elementary Education and Administration
endorsement from Utah State University. His Masters Project was in creative vimifingf through sixth grade. He
has taught school for 16 years in North Sanpete School District, currently serving as principal at Spring City Elementa
School.

Many opportunities have come to him in the North Sanpete School District, including sermingny reading
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statements. He has spent a lot of time writing many grants for the school.

Darrell is married to the former LuDean StrafeSpring City. They have six children, ranging in school next year
from 4" grade to a senior in high school.

Kaye C. Watsors a nativePennsylvania and has lived in Spring City for 17 years. She attended school in
Pennsylvania and Maryland and wheshe received valuable writing training from a talented high school teacher. She
also has taken classes at LDS Business College and BYU and has worked for the Utah Air National Guard, where she
her husband, Dennis Watson. They are the parents ofsovs.

After moving to Spring City she helped with the research and photo collection and served as Editor for the
book,Life Under the Horseshg@andhas written for the Pyramid, been Secretary of Spring City Preservation
Commission; member of County Taum Task Force; Utah Wool Growers auxiliary Secretary; and tour guide for spring
City. She is also a Postmaster Relief Clerk, and has been active in her Church, serving currently as Family History
Consultant and Library Staff Trainer.

ADVERTISING

Radio Station KMTI and KMXWessengetEnterprise Manti, Gunnison Valley New&§unnisonThe Pyramid,
Mt. PleasantProvo HeraldProve; Committee members and volunteers.

RULES FOR THE SANPETE HISTORICAL WRITING CONTEST

1- The Sanpete Historical Writing il@est is open to all Sanpete County residents and former residents.

2- Contestants may enter in the Professional, Nfmofessional, or Senior Division. Every entry must state clearly
the division in which to be entered. Each division will be judged ircitegories: Anecdotes, Poetry, Short
Story, Historical Essay, and Personal Recollection.

3- A cash prize of ten dollars will be awarded for first place and complimentary books will be awarded for other
prizes.
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All entries must be based on actual events, eéxgstegends, or traditions of Sanpete County and must be
consistent with the time period. The must be authentic and fully documented.

All entries must be original work of the contestant in keeping with good literary standards. They must not have
been published or must not now be in the hands of an editor and/or other persons to be published. The entry
must not be submitted for publication elsewhere until the contest is decided.

Only one entry in each category may be submitted by each contestant.

Three cpies of each entry are required. Names or other means of identification must not appear on the
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author, title, first line of entry and the division which it is to be entered.

Manuscripts must be typewritten and double spaced. The number of lines for poetry and the number of words
for all other categories must be written on the first page of the entry.

Judges are to be selected by the Contest Chairand members of the Saga Committee. Judges have the right
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10- Entries must be postmarked no later than April 30, 1998. For return of manuscripts plelasksia full size

envelope and sufficient postage.

11- All entries must be addressed to Sanpete Historical Writing Contest, ¢/o one of the following:

Eleanor Madsen, 295 East 100 North, Ephraim, Utah 84627; Linnie
Findlay 225 East 100 South, Ephraim, Utah 84627 Lillian Fox, 140
North 100 West, Manti, Utah 84642

12- Winners will be announced atspecial awards program that will be held in August for that purpose.
13- In evaluating the writing the following criteria will be considered:

a. Poetry:Length must not exceed 32 lines.
i. Message or theme
ii. Form and pattern
iii. Accomplishment of purpose
iv. Climax
b. Historical Essay and Personal Recollecti@mgth must not exceed 1500 words.
i. Adherence to theme
ii. Writing style(interesting reading)
iii. Accomplishment of purpose
iv. Accuracy of information
v. Documentation
c. Anecdote:Length must not exceed 300 words.
i. Accuracy of iformation
ii. Clarity of presentation
iii. Writing style
iv. Documentation
d. Short StoryLength must not exceed 3000 words.
i. Adherence to theme
ii. Writing style
iii. Characterization
iv. Well defined plot
v. Documentation

14- The Theme for Volume XXIX wilPeople and Places We hope to learn more about the special spirit that is

typicallySanpete.




HOME ON THE SEA

Louise B. Johansen
Senior Second Place Poetry

The ship Horizon became our home
For six long weeks or more.

And no hearts could be more thankful

When wereached the promised shore.

Our daily tasks were much the same
As while living on the lard
Caring for our children
With this faithful, cheerful band.

For we were sailing forth
To worship as we pleased.
Our children did not understand
As they played anthughed and teased.

Sometimes we got so seasick
On the deck we had to lay.
We moaned and groaned and heaved
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When sickness overcame our loved ones
And they were laid to rest
In graves of the mighty ocean,
Our faith was puto the test.

Our prayers often calmed the troubled sea
And we knew we were doing what was right.
We loved the gospel our missionaries taught us,

So we strove with all our might.

The ship was far from comfortable
As it rocked us to and fro.

But it was bé&er than the wagon trail
We were forced to know.
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Of our home upon the sea
For it gave us hope to live

In the dear land of the free.




HERE WAS A MAN

Leslie E. Rees
Second Place Senior Historical Essay
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Alfred J. Rees. His philosophy for livinginusk I @S 6
never really left the town of Wales, Utah.
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August 19, 1874. Little is known of his childhood, but no doubt he
experenced all the joys, trails and problems of a small pioneer town wherg
everything was homemade, even the recreation activiti®se of the
earliest recollections of his childhood was told by his sister, Helena Bunng
2F {LINAyYy 3 / Al & dvasalydury bay)ha Wwokild wak &vEryo
Mt. pleasant to take organ lessons from Professor Hassler. He stayed w
the Hasslers in their home for their weeks, learning to chord and improvisg
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Young Alfred was baptized on April 8, 1883, by T.D. Rees and
confirmed a member of the L.D. S. Church by William F. Thomas. He waj
made a Seventy and set apart as a missionary in the Salt Lake Temple #  Ajed J. Rees and Sarah Jane
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by Apostle Anthon H. Lund. After his mission to New York, he served in Edmunds Rees
Wales Ward WMMIA, was ward organist, and served in the bishopric for ..
years.

Alfred married his true love, Sarah Jane Edmunds, in the Manti Temple, March 14, 1900. Children of
the marriage included three boys and five girls: Theodore, Leslie (Lee), Alfred John, Jr. (Jack), Verda, Marg:
(Ret3, Leila, Lida, and Julia.
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profession. In 199 he accepted a teaching position at Ricks academy in Rexburg, Idaho, but after a year, he
moved back to Wales as principal of the Wales School, where he spent most of his teaching career. One ye
he served as principal of the Chester School as well910 Rees was elected as superintendent of Sanpete
County Schools, a position he held from 19816 when the county was divided into North Sanpete and
South Sanpete School Districts. Rees maintained his office in his Wales home and visited thersahools f
Indianola on the north to Axtell on the South, a journey and school visit he managed twice a year by horse
YR o6daA3eod wSSaQa alrftlrNE a adzLISNAYGISYRSyYyid o1t a
superintendents. Records of these elections an file in the county records in Manti. His opponent in the
election of 1910 was Edgar T. Reid, whom he defeated by a vote of 2,638 to 2,603. In 1912 he ran against
Heber Olson. The result was Rees 2,751, Olson 2,165. Again, in 1914 Rees defemtéddarson 2,898 to
2,794. This was the last school election on a cowitie basis.

The 1914 election was the last. In 1916 Rees returned to teaching in Wales. In his later years he
served as a principal and teacher in the Jordan School Distriakfpears.

A.J. Rees served as president of the Wales Town Board for many years. During his tenure many
improvements came to Wales, among which were the improvements of the water system, building of the
road over West Mountain to Levan, installation of rats, telephone service provided by Moroni Telephone
Company, and electric power from the Big Spring Electric Company.



Along with his many activities as an educator, civic and church leader, Rees was a farmer and a
cattleman. He was a member of the Mordales Cattle Association. The members often used him to stand
up for their causes, many times with government people and forest rangers. He was not afraid to fight for
good, honest causes. The cattlemen of the area were quick to recognize this guhlityand they used him
as their spokesman.
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how he helped people with their legal work, sat with sick people, preached funeral sermons, directed the
ward dhoir, acted as president of the Morehil £ S& / FGiGf SYSyQa ! 8a20AF A2y
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On a cold spring day, March 6, 1945, he fell from a horse, striking his head on the frozen dgfeund.
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MOTHER MANTI

G. Arthur Carpenter
First Prize NoiProfessional Poetry

Cities have personalities, like a warrior, cold and hard,
Or a delicate princess, polished and proud.

Manti is Mothern nurturing, caringselfless from her womb
L alg ftAFSQa FANRG fAIKIO®

She was born in the chill of November
Of great travail and sacrifice,

Grown to majesty in simplicitysmall in stature, large in virtue,
Powerful in lowliness!

An islet of constancy in a turbulent wortld

A rock of refuge, a balm for the heavy heart; we visit her
And come away renewed;

Her smile, the temple;
It shines down upon us protectively, tenderly as we sleep.

The hills are her arms; they enfold us and draw us safely
To her bosom soft.

The meadowedalley, her lap, where we once played and durst now
Lay our head in trust and peace.



Each scattered child she numbers, a maternal bond,
That no force can break.

MOTHER MANTI, to Thee all hail, honor, and veneration!
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ElizabethStory
Honorable Mention Senior Historical Essay
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Jacobsen and my mother was Farrie Frandsen Jacobsen. My sisters were Olive Kakietye Maude
and myself, Elizabeth (Beth).

| remember my dad telling us about the winteir1917. This was before my youngest sister, Maude
was born in 1920. He told u about the fear of the war in Europe and the influenza epidemic that was in ever
country of the wald. Even in our town, they were ill; many were dying. It was very contagious and much
feared by all. He told me that he also was afraid of getting exposed to it himself.

He told me about having a sore foot that had become infected, and that he fouedéissary to get
his foot into a small tub of hot water with some Epsom Salts added. He said for a week he was feeling very
as he sat by the kitchen stove with his feet in the hot water. After a week, his foot began to heal, and he als
ws not feelirg so ill and weak. He later remembered that he must have had the influenza himself then. First
my mother became ill, than | became ill. Then in the next few days, all five of us were ill. Olive was nine
years old, Christy was seven, Kate was five,|amas one.
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02 O NBHe hadl NJ nddmdicatibn, and with just his own common sense, he would have to win this race
with death. He told himself thadte would do everything that he could. He told us that he knew he could not
sleep or rest. It would take every skill he had to keep us alive. The first thing to do was to keep the fires in
the stove going to keep the room warm night and day. Then gog&i drink some water as often as we
could. He would let us get out of bed when nature called, and then back to bed and under the covers we
went. He held a cold cloth on our foreheads to comfort us, and all the time he talked softly to us to let us
know he was there, that it was okay, and that it was going to be over soon. He gave us courage to live.

At times he would have to leave us to tend to his chores, to feed the cow and milk her morning and
evening, to feed the chickens and gather the eggsiJltthe wood box and to get two buckets of coal for the
stove. Before he went outside, he would put me in bed between my two sisters. This would keep me calm
and warm. This went on day in and day out and night time as Meltould not sleep, just shtozatnaps in
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many days and nights, nights when he was not sure that his wife and our mother would live until morning.
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of us water real often. He said that | could not drink from a cup, so he would hold me in his arm and spoon
feed me a little mild and often some more water. kswery important that we all had plenty of water.
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creamy and it was just the right thing to get us to start eating a little. He said he was so gatéfed f
kindness to us. We were then past the hard days, but we had a long way to full and final recovery. He said
he saw me showing signs of recovery and only then he felt he could save my life. He had come so close to

10



losing me, he said. He told mhkdd to learn to walk all over again. | had forgotten how to walk, and | did
learn to walk and later to talk. The hard days were over. He had been able to save his girls and his wife.
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prepared for us at the door step, and they would look into the window and see that we were all right. Dad
held me up to show them how ill | was and they would shake their heads and they would leave. Dad was
alone again to caréor his girls, but he learned to use every ounce of strength and courage to save our lives.
He was grateful that he had had the flu first and that he was not ill along with the rest of us.

It was years and years later when | was older, and now a grandmathact, that | read the history
of the Madsens of Mt. Pleasant. | read about the Frandsen family to whom | was related. They had a
daughter, Bertha Frandsen, and she was born in June 1916, the same time | was born. She lived in Delta,
Utah, and | ever knew the family. It was said she died in 1917 at the age of one year. She and her family
had been hit hard with the influenza epidemic. Her young life had been cut short, only one year of life. |
could relate to her with sadness in my soul. Shienbt have these eighty years of life that were mine.

Once again, | am feeling grateful to my dear dad for all that he did for me in all his years. He was
always there for me and my mother and my sisters as well. | envy his courage and his lovihgtdaee t
gave to us and to many others in his life time. He lived to be 92 years old; one more week and he would hay
been 93. He was a real pioneer, born in Mt. Pleasant to parents who were early converts to the church from
Denmark. He was the twelfth itth of his parents. | envy his courage in hard times. He faced life well and
F2dzyR KA& NBGI NRO® L tA1S Al OSNE YdzOK G2 KI @S o

THE COW BELL

Vonda P. Merriam
Honorable Mention Senior Historical Essay

One evening, in 1923, mother told me to go out in the road and wait until | heard a cow bell. After a
GKAES L O2dA R KSFENJ I o0Stft OGAyl1fAy3 odzi AG ol a az
sound revealed itself. It was Uncle2, Aunt Geneva, and three of my cousins coming to visit us at our
home. They had traveled from Orangeville to Manti in a sheep wagon drawn by one horse and a milk cow
whose bell signaled their arrival. | ran into the house to get the rest of the faamitywe all waited anxiously
2dzi FTNRYyOG a GKSe& O2YLX SGSR UKSANI 22dzNySe o LG ¢
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for some good old family fun.

Unusual Team mateg Horse and Cow pulling Covered
wagon ¢ Courtesy Vonda Merriam

Two aunts ta!(inga fide in the ]
AAOI U Gu180O 11
Courtesy Vonda Merriam



Not long after they arrived my cousins and | rushedfbarticipate in one of our favorite pastimes.

The Old Lake Ditch, formed from the lake in Palisades, was not far from our home. We quickly threw on
some old clothes, which in those days acted as swimming suits, and jumped in the ditch. Over teg/next f
RFead 2F Yeé 02dzAaAyQ aK2NI gArairdzr ¢S aLlsSyd Ylryeée K2
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the family. They had a wonderfgift for singing, and we enjoyed having them share their talents with us.

We had a great visit with them until it was time for them to make the trip back to Orangeville.
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family. He said that he was looking up relatives and fugdout as much additional information and
anecdotes as he could about this heritage. While preparing the history, Ray had collected some old pictures
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been able to identify. As Ray interviewed me about the Peterson family history, I slowly thumbed through
the collection of photographs enjoying the shared memories depicted in them. One of the pictures seemed
oddly familiar to me. | studied the pictufe2 NJ I GAYS | yR GKSY Al KAG YSdc
hear again the distant tinkling of the bell. There were my Uncle Dave and Aunt Geneva sitting in the front of
the sheep wagon with my three cousins, my childhood friends, riding in the bétek old horse and the milk
cow seemed as familiar as the family. After all those years had passed, | remembered clearly the night my
mother had asked me to listen for the cow bell and felt the excitement again of the visit.

The memories stirred by theicture caused me to ask Ray if he would mind my making some copies of
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Cecelia Bryner, the youngest girl in the picture lived, and she told mre aimut my Uncle Dave, Aunt
Geneva and the old familiar sheep wagon.

Uncle Dave was an eagging, jovial fellow who seemed to take life as it came to him. He was a hard
working man who held many different jobs in his lifetime. Each summer he wouldawvtrk Jewkes Saw
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supplies, hitch the horse and cow to the wagon, and away they would go to the sawmill. Their beds were
made of pine branchesna most nights were spent sleeping under the stars. When the weather was bad, the
whole family would crowd into the sheep wagon. The cooking was done outside and the wagon acted as a
kitchen. Aunt Geneva was a quiet, fun, and very caring woman. SHe mdk the old cow for drinking milk,
as well as for buttermilk and butter to be shared with the other families atsaevmill. Cecelia had many
fondmemories2 ¥ G K2&4S GaadzYYSNI @I OF GA2yac¢ FYR GKS 3INBI
(which still exists today).

| still have the picture to this day and often share the memories with those | love. To me life is about
those moments and creating many special family memories as we go along. May we all produce volumes o
love for those afte us to enjoy.

Memories of Vonda Peterson Merriam.

Parts of the story by Cecelia Bryner of Price, Utah and Ray Peterson of Provo, Utah

Pictures in the Saga related to this story:
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Unusual €am mates, Horse and Cow pulling covered wagmurtesy, Vonda Merriam
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TRICKENO TREAT
Lois Kribs
First Place Non Professional Anecdote

Halloweeng the year about 1929 time for trick or treat. Well, not exactlymore a time for just
tricks. Outhouses were pushed over, buggies were hoisted atop barns and, less aggressively, windows were
soaped.

This was a beautiful Halloween night, cold and crisp and light from a harvest moon, just right for four
boys of high school age to pull a few tricks.

Waiting east on First South, what did they find but a wagon right by the side of the road; a trick just
waiting to happen. Quietly two boys took hold of the tongue, two boys pushed from behind, and down the
road they ran. A block west was a big irrigatilitch. Turning the wagon around, they pushed the back
wheels into the ditch, leaving the tongue pointing to the moon.

Next day at recess, the boys wondered how their handiwork had been received. Quickly they ran
from the school to take a look. TheresvEd Tooth surveying the sight of his wagon in the ditch. He saw the
028a& YR &FARXY aK2g¢g | 062dzi Liz f Ay3a Yeé ¢l 3I2y 2dzi 2
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back up the street they had just run down the night before, all the time think8ing he is sure to give us a
guarter apiece for doing such a neighborly deed.
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they were the ones who put his wagon in the ditch? Probably because he had done the same thing when he
was their ag.

SourceMemories of Lois Tooth Krilg-acts by Max Hansen

[2FRAY3 RANI Ay SINIe Manti Eating House about 1912. West
ditch. ¢ Courtesy, Lois Kribs of Train Station Depot.
Qourtesy, Lois Kribs

13



¢l 9 /19/Y ¢l!'¢ 2h;[5bQ¢ Dh I 21
Robert L. Jensen
Second Place Non professional Anecdote

In the spring of 1946, four young entrepreneurs converged on Gunnison anxious to achieve success.
Allen Olson opened his service station, Frank Peterson a fiveiarg] Robert Jensen opened rocky
Mountain Sporting Goods, and Keith Anderson, the only Gunnison native, engaged in the banking world at
Gunnison Valley Bank.

A close friendship soon developed between the group, and they often met at Gunnison Drug to chat.
CKSe lftgleéa aFtALIISR O2Ayaé¢ G2 RSGSNNYAYS gK2 g2d
found that he was a dime short in having enough to pay the bill. He handed Don Buchanan, who worked at
the drugstore, the change and told himhedad R 6 NAy 3 (GKS RAYS Ay o ab2i
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promptly put in the cash register. Within 15 minutes, Jensen tried to retrieve the check and was informed it
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Almost daily for the next several months, Jensen nemeicalls about the check, but each time he
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of times, and Jensen really heard about that.

The one morning as Jensen opened the store it happeridtre just inside the door laid the elusive
check. It was finally recovered. It was tattered and smudged and almost the entire back was covered by
SYR2ZNESYSyGao {2 tA1S SOSNER 3I22R &a2f RASNE &KS C

Personal experience.

LIGHTNING

Clara J. Degraff
Honorable Mention Non Professional Personal Recollection

Early one Sunday morning on a gloomy day, | was standing at our north window in Manti. It had
rained some during the night and there wiaggering lightning. The ominous clouds to the east were dense
and black. Suddenly there was a bright flash.
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But | could see some wisps of black smoke from the east tower! Grabbing a coat as | ran, | jumped o
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climb. I left the bike at theditom and ran up the roadway, breathlessly climbing the stone steps to the top.
The Temple was always carefully locked, but now the huge east doors stood open. | darted in, and then we
left up the stairs. | continued to climb quickly until I reachleel bottom of the tower. In the little room, |
O2dzZ R KSIFNJ g2A0Sa&a FNRY | 0620S> o6dzi L RARYyQG 32 (2

Immediately a man came down, facing me as he carefully negotiated the rungs. His face was
completely black, his hair covered with soot. | recogaiizim, despite the grime. In a little town, everyone
knows everyone. And his affairs. This man was certainly not a recommend holder.

G, 2dz R2y Qi o6Sf2y3 Ay KSNBH¢ L ¢6la OSNEB ofdzyic
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G¢KS 6FGOKYlY KILILWSYSR G2 06S dz2LJ KSNB gKSy Al
He found a fireextinguisherand we got it out right & | & ® ¢tKS K2fS AayQi NBIff

As | had reached the top of the hill before going into the Temple, | had glanced north. The highway tc
Ephraim was black with cars, bumper to bumper. To my young eyes, it looked like the entire town was
coming. Nw, people were pouring onto the grounds from every direction, all of Manti converging, too.

G2S KFR 0SG0SNI IS0 2dzi 2F KSNB O L R2Yy QG oI yi
2 33Ay3 KAA FAYISNI dzy RSNI W& y208RS> KNS (E2fAR/ Iy Six2 oL

He ran down the siias. But the first of the newcomers, some of the firemen, were coming up. | was
scared. Seeing a small door, | ran across the room and went through this door closing it tightly behind me.
There was #ot of commotion in the area | had just vacated. | could hear people shouting and talking, much
shuffling and jostling, some even forced against the door in front of me, thumping as they bumped.

LQY 3J2Ay3 (G2 06S Ay KSNBouhdthg Ktk fo8r It was pathtedstark & & S
white and there was nothing at all in it except one small, very white altar. | sat down on the floor, noticing
some dust. Well, no matter, that would brush off.

The bustle continued behind me. | heard a lawite take over, shooing people back down the stairs,
ordering someone to keep everyone away. This voice undoubtedly belonged to a fire chief, for he directed
men to climb into the tower, chip away charred places, and make sure there were no sparksedudier
trouble. | could hear the hiss of water, this man directing his helpers to wash out the hole thoroughly.

G2Si SOSNEUOUKAY3I R2gy 3IF22RI¢é KS aK2dziSR SYLXKI {

Finally, the turmoil subsided. | could hear footsteps going back down the stairdjeandise of what
| thought must be a big hose being pulled away. nlihbecame completely quiet. | gingerly opened the
door. Water lay all over the floor, hatich deep, but no one was there. | carefully closed the door behind me
and started for thestairs. Looking down, | saw them completely clear. | ran down, took the next flight, and
ended up in the huge room from which | could escape. When | reached the few steps before entering, | coul
see the room was jammed with humanity. | glued mysethe wall and tiptoed down the rest of the way.
Fortunately, all those near the door were talking excitedly to each other, their backs to me. | quickly slipped
into the crowd. There were even some other children visible. | inched my way toward thedope
reached it safely and fled outside.

People milled around out there too, the whole area filled. Cars were still coming down the highway,
no one going north, everyone coming to Manti. | went up on the hill a little way and studied the tower.

There was the hole! The lightning bolt had struck the tower very high up, almost to the top, and there was
now a gaping hole, very black around the edges with smoke smudges up the side. What a terrible sight!

| trudged down the stone steps and the hill to tmiike. Men were preventing people from going up to
the building; cars completely filled the roads as far as | could see. It looked like the whole of Sanpete Count
who had wheels must have come. | had never seen so many cars or people in one plaesénbefpshort
life. I climbed on the bike and pedaled home.

As | rode, this time leisurely, my mind churned. How could this happen? Why would the Lord allow
the Temple to burn? He could have turned the bolt away. | was very glad the damage was so minimal,
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knowing the Temple would open on time the next day adzlist ® LiQa AYLERNIIFYG 7Tdz
disrupted. | often went to do baptisms for the dead, and | had been baptized for myself in that same font
previously.

Arriving home, | gave my family a full report. Mother chastised me for going up there Wwelien
telling her, and | apologized. But she knew | was impetuous and quickly hugged me.

G.dzi K2g O2dzdZ R (GKAA F¢gFdzAd GKAYy3I KI@ZS KI LILISYSR
The Lord knows what He is doing. This will turn outtobt &@ & A y 3 ® €

It was. Mother was a Temple worker and she told us often, in the weeks that followed, how the
attendance had improved markedly, many people coming whom she had not seen in many years, people
telling her each time she worked how the fire had aeméd them to their responsibilities.

| sometimes thought about the man who had been the first to get there. | even worked for him a
while in my teens, wondering if he remembered the upstart who had chided him about being where he did
not belong. | nevedid hear about his changing ways. But maybe he did. | hope so.

THE LEGEND OF THE LEDGES
Roxie N. Washburn
Honorable Mention Non Professional Anecdote

As a young child growing up in Wales, Ralph enjoyed hikes and picnics up the canyon and behind the
ledges. The rock ledges come almost together like giant gates, leaving just room for the stream bed and a
narrow road. It was always exciting to know that his family was going to make a trip up the West Mountain
for a load of wood to use for their wintdreat. Lunches were packed while the team was harnessed and the
wagon made ready, wheels greased and brakes checked before making the trip up the steepadlugifter
the wood was loaded and the picnic lunch enjoyed, the team was once again hookedhgwtagon and
they were ready to start home.

The trip home was slow because of the heavy load for the horses to pull going uphill so the wagon wz
stopped often to let them rest. It was also hard for the team to hold the wagon and load back going down
the hill so the brake would be used to slow them down.

Ralph became anxious as the sun began to go down behind the Mountains, he began to tell his fathe

KAdZNNE FFadSNI o6oSTF2NE Ad 320 RIFNJ YR (KtheofdG R3S

02 |
028a&a KIFIR 0SSy (G4SlIraiAy3a KAY (KIFIGd GKS tSR3ISa 0Of 2aSR

THE DEAN JONES HILL
Carl H. Carpenter
Honorable Mention Non Professional Anecdote

There were two places on the outskirts of Manti where we learke2l ¢ (2 &A1 A Ay GKS
large, round 2 LILJISR KAt f SlFad 2F GKS ¢SYLIXS gla 2yS 27 (
20KSNJ gl a>x a¢KS wWSR t2Ay0¢ a2dzikKk 2F alyiA ¢KSNB
were challengindills for beginners, but the Red Point was especially difficult because it was more densely
O2@OSNBR GAGK 2dzyALISNI GNBSas> FyR aGdSSLISNI gAlK 2y
from the Red Point for about one mile and also zigzdgheough the juniper and scrub oak, which meant
that one had to have complete control or he or she would end up in the tree tops. Near the west end of the
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Red Point on its north side was a very steep hill which had been cleared of junipers. It mdelal astalom

run as there \as plenty of room to crissross back and forth to the bottom. It was also a good downbhill run

for those daring enough to take it straight down. However, for those doing so, there was a surprise awaiting
them when they hit the bttom of the hill because it suddenly went from a steep 45 degree slope to zero

af 2 LIS 2Nssybd weie eady for it, the momentum would sit you down on the seat of your pants.

Legend has it that the first person to make the downhill run withmighap was Dean Jones (Bill
W2ySasr GKS LJX dzYoSNE 46l a KAa 5FROD ¢KdzAX GKS KAf
challenge the Dean Jones Hill and make it to the bottom on a downhill run without crashing, you were
considered a pretty gooskier. | remember the feeling of exhilaration as | safely made the downhill run for
the first time. | also remember witnessing many spectacular crashes on The Dean Jones Hill, more than on
resulting in broken limbs. East of The Dean Jones Hill wamtais but steeper hill, which was a branch of
the Sheep Trail. The top of this hill was crossed a little jump before descending the hill. This was my favorit
run because of the jump at the beginning of the descent.

There were no skows or liftsati KS wSR t 2Ay (@ ORAES ¢ ¢ JzLK HIK Si K A
gl a KIEINR 62N] o L ¢ 2dzZf RO AW IES dzld 2{d&GiS 2{yKS KIF daNNIGA2
to ski to the bottom, finishing at the Dean Jones Hill.

One day | decided to mka a run down the Sheep Trail after school. | got to the top, and as | started
my run down | caught the edge of my ski and crashed. | looked down at my skis to see that | had broken on
of them. | was upset, not because of the broken ski, but becauad tletermined not to waste it. | believe |
was the first and only person to ski down the Sheep Trail and the Dean Jones Hill on one ski!

CAMPING WITH MOM AND DAD

Jessie Oldroyd
Honorable Mention Non Professional Anecdote

GLOQa Fdzy (2a232 IOIRYLBAIYRE €6 AdiSK KSF NR (GKAa @& 2dzy3
from him, so our conversation began.

G¢Stt dza Y2NB lo2dzi GONRLIAZIE ¢S | a]lSRo G2 KSNB

Gaz2¥Y FYR 5FR IINB 020K TNEPRY adedtygolSThey bsedit@likeltokgb® |
the sheep camps. In fact, Mom still likes sour dough bread and mutton. Now we like to go to the canyons.
2S0@S 6SSy G2 YILXS FyR [23 /ltye2ys IyR tFad &SI
prel ez FYR Ay LXIFOSazr tA1S I F2NBaido 2y G2 KSI

GD2AyYy3a gAGK FlLYAfE& A& ALISOALET 06SOFdzaS ¢S 3ISH
There are six of us, our parents, two boys, tow girls. This was an oveipigbturing the day we had fun
KA{TAy3as OfAYoAy3d KAffAa FYR NIOAy3d Ay (GKS grffSea
or snakes.

GLG sl a 3IFSGaGAYy3a 1 0So 5 R OFfftSRX W 2¥Ynfst@eys:=
SIioQ

G2S Fftf OFNNASR f20Ga 2F g22R>Y KIFIR | 322R 02y ¥
for bed. Tomorrow we wanted to do and see everything, and we just about did.

G. SRGAYS YR RIFENJySaao It R SGREATI azB6 B KUKE &

G{dNB> (KSe gAff GSIFIN)Ie2dz 42 LASOSa®dQ

G! tf ljdASOH l Yy203KSNI g2A0S3S WSNNEQa D W5 RY K

G¢KSe R2H D2 (2 &aftSSLI»Q
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& { dzRyR&vgfyone was awake, screaming, hurriedly dressing, just anything to grab. The forest was
on fire, flames about to touch the sky, or so it seemed. We all carried lots of dirt, how | do remember. We
stamped out the flaming coals and poured water oarth

G. NBFOGKAY3a GAYS F3AFLAYZ YR FTFGKSNDRDa @2A0Ss W2
FANB®Q

GL aLkRi1S dzd WL RARIX 5FR® LQY a2NNERs o6dzi L 41
animals away, so | got up in the higan piled on wood. No one heard me. Dad, which would you choose to
f2aSz Fff @2dz2NJ FIYAf&s 2NJ 6KS FT2NBadKe

G¢KS ' b{29wkK . 2dz 3dzSaao rfftQa ¢Stf GKIFIG SyR

[ 9 ¢TEKE A RIDE
Lois Kribs
First Place Non Professional Historical Essay

The completiorof the Deseret Telegraph Line through Sanpete County, December 28, 1866, brought
direct communication from Manti to Salt Lake City and through there to the entire commercial world.
{IyLISGS gl a 1y2sy |a GKS aDNJI yl bdaEble igfidmation bnkhe pricds y R
of grain, wool and cattle, thus advising the people when to start by team or horseback with their produce to
Salt Lake City and the mining towns of southern Utah and eastern Nevada.

Coal fields, discovered in Wales in 1&8y2ohn E. Reese, were the only source of coal in Utah. In
1874 another coal field was developed within the county borders at Fairview, and a third coal mine was
discovered in Six Mile Canyon near Sterling by Henry Thomas in 1887. The discoverycofahitslels were
0KS AYLISGdzaz F2NJ NI A€t NRIFR Yl 3ydgdugedailwayfrom Kephi t6 Walds.& ™
Sanpete County was now connected by rail to the outside world.

The Sevier Valley Branch of the Rio Grande Western Railway wasdiefustle in June 1890 and
completed to Manti, a distance of sixty miles. It opened for traffic January 1, 1891.

The railroad was well equipped with modern coaches and shipping facilities. What had once taken
weeks to deliver by teams of horses andgons could now make the trip to Salt Lake City in a few days with
a vast amount of tonnage of grain, wool, sheep and cattle. On the return trip they would bring figisbes!
greatly desired by the early settler.

Manti was the halfway mark between Shhlke City and Marysvale (Marysvale became the end of the
line when the track was completed). The train stopped in Manti twice daily, and this stop became known as
GKS LJX I OS F2NJ NBFNBaKYSyiGas SALISOALI f f &stoftiedepstS a9
0dZA f RAYy 3o Ly GKS SINIeé mdbnnQas (GKS a9l dAy3a | 2dz
employment for young men and women after 1890 and well into the next century.

With the advent of the railroad, a new industry was bary’ a | y i A ® I O2y@Sel y(
was used to haul passengers and freight form the railroad depot to the hotels, as well as numerous
merchandising establishment.

Luther T. Tuttle was a moving force in the advancement of a better life for tte @tizens of Manti.

He was one of the people responsible for establishing the Manti City Savings Bank, incorporated in 1890.
Tuttle and Company owned the Tuttle Hotel as well as several other types of business. Needless to say, Mr
Tuttle owned a hdg, in fact, he owned more than one.
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About 1911, when Ed Tooth was 19, Mr. Tuttle hired him to drive his hacks. There was a serviceable
2yS (2 KldA FNBAIKG FYR I aFlyoe KFO1é¢ GKIFId 9R R
2y (2 ABé0 B KIKS KFO1l 9R (221 G2 GKS RSLRG G2 YSS
they were called in those days, came to town on the train each day. Also, many Temple workers came to
Manti to stay for weeks at a time and needed transportatiortiteir destinations. The hacks were busy each
day when the trains went through Manti. There were many passengers and a great deal of freight to be
delivered.

In the fall, at election time each year, Mr. Tuttle would have Ed drive around town with tiog Faack
and pick up anyone who wanted to go to a polling place to vote. This was a great service, as well as an
exciting ride, because most Mantians did not usually have an occasion to ride in this most special of all hack

Lever, W.HHistory of Sanpet and Emery Countie€gden, Utah 1898
Salt Lake Tribun&unday, February 5, 1956g. A17
Tape recorded by Ed K. Tooth, July 15, 1977

FAITH IN EVERY FOOTSTEP
Virginia K. Nielson
Second Place Non Professional Historical Essay

Ten handcart companiesadhwere churchsponsored crossed the plains to reach Salt Lake City from
1856 to 1860. The ninth company was led by Captain Daniel Robinson. My paternal grandmother, Ann
Elizabeth Jones, then eleven years of age, with her mother and siblings, was a moéhiag party.

Ly GKS 9yR26YSy(d 12dzaSs 2y 5SOSYOSNIHTI mMycdpZ
married John Kirkman, who, as an eigkfrold, with his family, had been a member of the 1856 ill fated
Martin Handcart Company. JohnddAnn Kirkman are my grafghrents; their son, Laurence Gomer
Kirkman, is my father.

Neither of these dear grandparents ever spoke of their difficult 1300 mile journey, even though we
enjoyed a close, loving relationship. We were completely unaware tratdenother Kirkman had reached
the valley via the handcart route until a list of familiar Jones family names was discovered in a handcart
history book. It included quite complete records of all ten companies, and the names of Ann Elizabeth Jone:
her brother Gomer Jones (my father was named for him), and other family names are on the 1860 Daniel
Robinson company roster.

Their reticence to speak of the handcart experience is puzzling. Perhaps it was due to their perceptic
that it was too sared todivulge publicly. Or, could it have been that they were aware of the side spread
criticism of the handcart plan, its leaders, and in particular, the Martin and Willie Handcart Companies?

Portions of the following incident, relating to the handcart critimj have been frequently quoted, but
not in their entirety. Nor has Frances Webster been acknowledged as the man who so majestically asked tf
the verbal attacks cease.

William R. Palmer was present when those powerful and faiittmoting words were proounced.

He recorded the following:

| heard a testimony that made me tingle to the roots of my hair.

It was in an adult Sunday School class of over fifty men and women.
Nathan T. Porter, then principal of the Branch Normal School in Cedar
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City was the teacher. The subject under discussion was tfheted
handcart company that suffered so terribly in the snow in 1856.

Some sharp criticism of the church, and its leaders, was being
indulged in, for permitting any company of converts to ter across
the plains with no more supplies, or protection, than a handcart caravan
could afford.

An old man in a corner sat silent and listened, as long as he could
stand it; then he arose and said things which no person who heard him
will ever forget. His face was white with emotion, yet he spoke calmly,
deliberately, but with great earnestness and sincerity. He said in
substance:

| ask you to stop this criticism. You are discussing a
matter you know nothing about. Cold, historic facts mean mgftiere,
for they give no proper interpretation of the questions involved. A
mistake to send the handcart companies out so late in the season? Yes.
But | was in that company and my wife was in it too. We suffered
beyond anything you can imagine, and madied of exposure or
starvation; but did you ever hear a survivor of the company every
apostatized or left the church, because every one of us came through
with the absolute knowledge that God lives, for we became acquainted
with Him in our extremities. Have pulled my handcart when | was so
weak and weary from illness and lack of food, that | could hardly put one
foot ahead of the other. | have looked ahead and seen a patch of sand
2NJ I KAff at2LS FYyR L KIF@S &gvweR>X WL Oly 2y
dzLJ F2NJ L OFyy20G Lzt GKS f2FR GKNRIdAK Al P
when | reached it the cart began pushing me. | have looked back many
times to see who was pushing my cart, but my eyes saw no one. | knew
then that the angels of God werbdre. Was | sorry that | chose to come
by handcart?No, neither then nor any minute of my life since. The price
we paid, to become acquainted with God, was a privilege to pay, and |
am thankful | was privileged to come in the Martin Handcart Company.

Mr. Palmer continued his narrative:

The speaker was Frances Webster and when he sat down there
was not a dry eye in the room. We were subdued and chastened lot.
Charles H. Maybe (Maybey), who later became the Governor of Utah,
arose and voicedthesénA YSy ta 2F | ff 6KSYy KS &l ARI daL
the same price for the same assurance of the eternal verities that
. NPOKSNI 2S0a0SN) KI aoé

The criticism ceased years ago and the historic handcart plan is viewed in its true light. No event |
history is filed with more loyalty or devotion to a cause. Those courageous pioneers found that when yoL
are involved in the work of the Lord, the obstacles before you are never so great as the power behind you.
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Hafen, LeRoy R., and Ann M&ndcarts to Zion
SeveraEphraim and Sanpete Citizens have ancestors who were members of the handcart companiesl&60856
Sharp criticism of the handcart plan occurred during my youth. | felt unhappy, for the words seemed to be directed at my
grandparents

who were part of tlat journey. | knew them. They wer perfect examples of faith, love, patience and never faltered.
2560a0SNE WFO1ASo ¢CKS 2AfEALY wod tFfYSNI I OO2dzyi 2F CNYyOS

STRONG CONVICTIONEE SNOW FAMILY
Rose Mclff
Third Place Non Professional Historical Essay

With love and a grateful heart, | study the epic of the movement West: the exodus from Nauvoo;
those heroes of 1841869, the Mormon Pioneers. Crossing the United States, leaving homes and loved
ones, they cme in ships, oxirawn wagons, handcarts, or walking over deep stooeered cliffs, rocks,
rivers and streams. They went hungry, had sickness, plagues, war, Indians, and buried their dead or left
them. They were blessed with a special spirit. They saagS Qf t FTAYR (KS LJ I OS 4K
They danced quadrilles, warming heart and spirit.

The first of the Snow Family to America was Richard snow, born in 1607, and his wife Anne of
Gravesend, England. They came on the Ejpeditionto Woburn, Massachusetts, in 1632. Their five sons is
where most of the posterity comes from today.

Gardner Snow, my gre@ireatgrandfather, was born
in 1793, and greagrandfather James C., his son, was bor
1817. They had many experiences befamévang in Manti
and Pettyville. They were both born in Chesterfield, New [
Hampshire, in the same old Snow home which still stands|
well preserved today. The home was built in 1762 by gred
greatgreatgrandfather James I.

In 1818, the family moved to St. Johnsbury, Vermo
only a few miles from the Joseph Smith home. Land therq
was purchased and a home was built. The style at the tin]
was to build a long kitchen where the folksutt dance
Y\Vhenvneighporsvcame to Ca!" TYVO f|ddler,s Playgd’ one in Third Great Grandchildren of &dner Snowg 1995¢
SIFOK SYyR 2F U0UKS 1 AUOKSYy® Courtesy Rose Mclff I N €
same tune, but it did not matter.

Gardner was a cooper by trade, which was the art of making wooden churns, barrels, tubs, and
buckets. These items were in great demand. The soil was rich and potatoes turned €itbbQshels an
acre. The cows and hogs werat fenced in, but came to the house every night. With no matches, fires
were built with flint rock and a substance callpunk, taken from rotted elm tree. The inside would catch
fire quickly. There was a lot of wildlife there and people were protected by carrying a lighted stick of fire,
especially at night.

Uncle Levi and son Erastus Snow, lived in a nearby villagdyrather-in-law, Winslow Farr, a devout
citizen of a northern village, lived nearby. One day, he had a visit from Orson Pratt and Lyman Johnson, twc
Mormon missionaries. This was in 1832. A school building was arranged for their meetings. The people
packed in. They said they had come 800 miles to be there. They had been led by the Spirit. They wanted tc
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teach the everlasting gospel as taught by Jesus Christ. They proclaimed they had been blessed with THE G
OF HEALING AND THE WORKING OF MIRECLESIO9 [ hw5Q{ t 9ht[9 Lb ¢19{9

Elder Pratt went home with Mr. Farr where mother Farr was ill and had been for seven years with a
f AOSNI O2yRAGAZ2Y O G452 @&2dz 60St AS@GS @&2dz Oy 6S KSI
meifheg yida YS (G2 tAOSo L 0StASOSDE | S LN} @SR |y
twinkling of an eye. She called for clothes, dressed herself and sang PRAISEWit G&Damily the rest
of the night. This healing caused a great sensatid@harleston and St. Johnsbury.

The entire Farr Family was baptized in the Clyde River. In1832 a large number of the Snow
Family in the New England area were baptized. Some were given the priesthood as well as baptized Gardn
and wife Sarah, tte NJ OKAf RNBY WIFYSa FyR 2 NNBys ! yOotS [ SOA
sisters all were baptized. Some were given the priesthood as well as baptized. Gardner and sons cleaned
out the Snow barn and it was used for a long time. The barredtap until 1914.

tKS {y26Qa o SNB S| -DdbgodpaldEadBinday, Hardnér Krsl soyi Sades,
went to Kirtland Temple to hear new commandments, which included the Word of Wisdom and Reproach fot
Obedience. James was chosen as a memb#reot hird Quorum. Patriarchal blessings were given to
DFNRYSNJ YR WFEHYS&a o0& CANEBG tFdNARFNOK W2aSLIK { YA
have.

As Far West, Gardner and Sarah H. lost their last child to mob violence. Heehddfben the dirt
and rocks; a grave could not be made. Later, a monument was built with his name and left at@M
AHMAN. James and Eliza Carter Snow lost their baby girl in the same place the next day as a result of
violence.

G L&l O p AlindsShe Qdief Sdciefy was organized, with Lucy Morley as President, Saral
Hastings Snow as First Counselor, and Sister White as Second Counselor. They knew the first thing to do v
to gather pieces of cloth and get a quilt deg there was such great need. A fund for the Temple was
started, $0.01 a weekln this camp, there was a lot going on. James was always careful to keep records of
everythingco f SdaAay3as LIS2L) SQa RSIFGIKZ FYR YIFIGIOKAY3I (K

Theyear 1844 brought the martyrdom of Joseph and Hyrum Smith. During the year 1846, there were
300 graves at Winter Quarters. The mobs kept the saints from harvesting their é?ogmdent John Taylor,
as he went past the homes and tents, heard musicgomi FNRY (KS K2YSa FyR al A
gAOK dza o¢

Going ahead were Erastus Snow and Orson Pratt, entering the Salt Lake Valley on July 1, 1847. On
24, Brigham Young and Saints gazed at the extended valley with an expression of satfactian¢ | L { L
t[ !/ 9dé ¢tKS®&8 RAR FAYR GKS LIXIFOS F2NJ GKSANI St Nk

Gardner, Sarah, William and Warren S. Snow went to Manti and invested in city property. Warren S.
was made Brigadier General oktlsanpete Military District. President Brigham Young and Warren S. Snow
dedicated Temple Hill for a temple to be built. James went to Provo. They loved it there. She would wash
WEYSAaQ adzAld yA3IKGte& FyR KAGS A dompaighSBrigham Younyhsked Y 2
WEYSa (2 GFr1S I aSO2yR 6AFST o6dzi KS RARYQH gl yi
grandmother. James was upset with this arrangement.

James was the Captain of Police and was an elected surveyor o€otaity. He surveyed the towns
of Provo, Heber City, Orem, Spanish Fork, and pond Town, which was later changed to Salem Town. Jame
and Jane Cecilan Roberts Snow wet to Sanpete and helped settle Pettyville in 1873. He was the bookkeepe
and secretary ohotes and land surveyed in Sterling, laying it out in 1880. Jaraeswith George W. Petty
to points in Southern Utalklames and Jane built a home in Sterling. They truly worked well together as both
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were mature leaders. Some very good years were sperd. They had eleven children. James and Eliza
Ann Carter had nine children. Their posterity is numerous.

May we, their descendants hold high the torch and build as well as they did upon the rock of faith, the
legacy left to us.

Pictures in the Saga related to this story:
Third Great Grandchildren of Gardner Snp®095¢ courtesy Rose Mclff

ADELIA BELINDA COX SIDWELL
Ruth D. Scow
Honorable Mention Non Professional Personal Recollection

Ly N&BI RASHm ofalCehtuy@me upon many stories of early Manti history written by
Adelia B. Sidwell. As a young girl, | remember going with my friends Ellis and LaFae Sidwell to Grandma
{ARgStftQa K2YS G2 ftAal0Sy (G2 KSNJ al2NASa 27F f2y13

She was born December 2, 1841, in Liiapis, a small settlement near Nauvoo. When she was only
three years old, she remembered the mob burning the entire settlement of Lima. They were forced to flee tc
Nauvoo for protection. Then once again she and her family were driven from their hogoe @oint and
forced to leave that beautiful city.

Her stories included accounts of livi8ng along the banks of the Mississippi River with insufficient
clothing, a lack of food, sickness and death until they could organize themselves to begin the trelShess
tells of walking across the Pottawatamie Indian lands and how kindly they were treated because the tribe
understood their suffering.

They crossed the plains in 1847 with the Charles C. Rich Company, arriving in the Salt lake Valley
October 3, 1847 Not yet six years old, she tells about crossing the Platte River when she and some friends
discovered some pretty stones, but their fathers refused to take rocks to haul in their wagons. Later they
learned these stones were moss agates and were valuable

The winter of 18471848 was spent in Salt Lake. With early spring, her father planted crops north of
the settlement in an area known as Sessions Settlement, now bountiful. They remained in this area long
enough to raise two crops, and even though sheswnly six years of age, she helped save the crops from
destruction by the hordes of crickets. Her father made a wooden paddle she used several hours a day
smashing cricketsn the autumn of 1849 they were called to go south to the valley of the Sdmipitians.

They arrived in the Sanpitch valley, in the settlement now known as Manti on November 19, 1849. From the
time they received the call, it took them one month to arrive in Sanpitch from Salt Lake. The following May
she assisted in killing theokts of rattlesnakes slithering from the rocky hillsides.

Her parents remained in Manti a little over ten years, during which time she was a robust, active girl
with an appetite for books. She made it a point when she read a bit of news or history toddbk& area in
her geography book or map. She was very inquisitive, always asking questions such as what actions were
LINE RdZOSR o6& SIFOK LI NI 2F GKS SIFINIKQa adzaNFI OSo {
room and board in Salt Lake order that she might attend school in that area. Her father objected to the
LX Fy>S ¢6KIG KS GSNXYSR | aglaasS 2F GAYSZé¢ odzi KSNJ
to develop mentally. Others came to her support and finally he eatesl. On a supply trip to Salt Lake, he
took her along in the wagon behind his ox team.

There she attended school for six whole weeks, not long, but long enough to teach her how to study
and learn how to teach. Putting both gifts to practice she becarseccessful teacher before the age of
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sixteen. In 1860, moving with her parents to Fairview, she taught school until 1864. During this time she
engineered entertainment for her ward, organized dramatic clubs, wrote plays, and memorized many of
ShakespedB Q& YR {ANJ 2 fGSNI {O0200Qa 62N} ao { KS YI NJI
operated a sawmill east of Ephraim, so they made their home in Manti where they became the parents of
nine children.

They enjoyed nineteen years of marriage when her husband George met with a fatal accident. His
F220 ol a ASOSNBR G (GKS alrgYAftf Ay w2SQa =+l ftfSe
K dza 0 IfoyeBightiand untiring efforts had accurated, leaving her a widow with eight children to raise.

She and her children struggled for existence on the boudtieawn quartersection of sagebrush land at the
mouth of Manti City Creek Canyon.

Ly G4KS myTtnQa adzZFFNI 3S dlesiof UHah,@ Bey fisldFor hekeSer dRtRes v
mind. She industriously studied the laws of the land and territory of Utah, so that she could intelligently cast
her vote. Not slow to see the inconsistencies in the laws, she often brought it to the atiesftibe
lawmakers, asking them to make those amendments. In 1884, when the women of Utah were disfranchised
0SOlIdzaS aiKSe KIR NB@2ftGSR F3FAyad GKSANI Kdzaol yR
one. She found sisters of the same tteend mind, and with them organized a Suffrage Society. Manti soon
0SOFYS | K2U00SR FT2N) ¢g2YSyQa NAIKOGaOD

Almost singlehanded she built their adobe home, when her oldest son Gideon was seven. She
cleared the land, planted crops of grain and alfalfa artcbséfruit trees and flowers everywhere. As
children, my friends and | would visit the Sidwell home. Having to wait for the second table to eat(our
LI NByda FdS FANRGOS 68 62dzZ R I2 SELX 2NAy3IdtheL G 6
grtftSe ANRgAY3I Y2y3ad (KS alF3ISoNHzZAK 2y (KS KAffaaA
over the land where crops could not be grown.

A favorite story | remember was the night she heard the chickens putting up a terrible racket. She
awakened her two sons, grabbed her heavy apron and ran for the coop. Arriving in the coop, she found the
source of the trouble was a bobcat looking for his supper. When her sons finally arrived with a club, she hac
found it necessary to choke to deathe bobcat with her apron strings in order to save not only her life but
the lives of the chickens.

During the fortyone years of her widowhood, aside from wresting a living for her big family, she
served as the president of the Primary for several ye8ise taught a Sunday school class, always walking to
and from her home for all of her assignments.

We own a great debt of gratitude to her for the many stories and writings we have today. Had it not
been for her efforts, much of the history of that periofitime and the information on the early settlement of
Manti and Sanpete would have been lo€ur research finds that in 1854, little paper was available for the
guorums to record minutes, nor candles for light to record those minutes, making it moxatiamp than
ever that we have her writings.

She died a.m., Wednesday, December 3, 1924, but her stories and writings will lvie on forever. Than
you, Adelia Belinda Cox Sidwell.

l dzi K2 NDa wSYSYoNI yOSa
Biography of Adelia B. Sidwell, obtained frR®ginald Sidwed a grandson.
Manti Messenger, Aug. 1924, Obituary and Funeral Service.
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THEY CAME BY SHIP AND OX TEAM
Roxie N. Washburn
Honorable Mention Non Professional Personal Recollection

The year was 1861. Grandfather Nelson, Augustus Gusta@eG. as his friends called him, was just
ten years old. He, along with his family, lived in Norrvidinge, Malmus, Sweden. The Missionaries from the
Latter-day Saint Church had found and converted them to the Gospel. They soon found it difficuliaiao rem
FY2y3 GK2aS GKFG RARYQG OOSLIi GKAA ySg NBftAIAZ2Y
America.

The ocean trip was long and tragic. They spent three months on rough seas and many storms. Theil
health was soon impaired by lack of gbfmod and enough drinking water. Measles broke out among the
passengers and quickly spread among the children. Augustus grieved with his parents and family as three c
his brothers and sisters were lovingly wrapped in blankets and carefully slippeith@itovatery graves, at
night to spare the family and others watching as their loved ones slipped away. One sister, Mary, was left
almost blind, while Augustus and his brother Nels recovered their health.

Arriving in the United States, they made the ti®k ox team and wagon across the plains to the Salt
Lake Valley. They soon found their way to Mt. Pleasant, arriving here in 1863. Augustus helped his father a
they made use of the knowledge and experience they brought with them from Sweden to tikittie e
taking up farm ground here in Sanpete Valley.

Their trials with the Indians and nature were much the same as those of their neighbors. Augustus
continued to grow in both stature and knowledge.

On 19 April 1876, Augustus and his bridebe, Ann Cdterine Porter, made the twalay trip by
gl A2y YR YdzZS G4StY G2 {Ft4G [F1S G2 06S YINNASR A
accompanied them. Ann carried a basket of dried apples and plums to Eliza R. Snow, whom she admired v
much.

Augustus soon took up a quartsection of land three miles west of Mt. Pleasant, called the Bottoms,
with Christian Peel. Chris took the south half and A.G. took the north half. They each built a log house and
log granary on their half, hauling thegle by ox team from the mountain east of town. They carried water
from a spring at the bottom of the hill until a pipe could be driven into the ground to make a flowing well.
This flowing well still has a good stream of delicious cold water.

The well praluced enough water for home and garden as well. To keep milk, butter and eggs cool, a
box was placed over the water with a burlap sack wrapped around it to absorb the cold water and allow fresl
FANI G2 022t | yR OANDdz | (Wastused oy yer®2 2t 02EZ¢ | &

Pigs, chickens and garden produce helped their food supply, as well as grain that was raised on the
NAOKSZ FSNIAES FASEtRaO® ¢KS fFNBS YSIR2ga ¢6SNB AR
DNJ yRLI Qa 3 MRtheNog Eabirfbecarme tab small, they added four rooms of brick to the front of
the log house.

A oneroom school house two miles west of their home was welcomed by the family of twelve
chidren. They all had a great desire for education.

About 1900, Gandpa Augustus was stricken with rheumatism, so they built a beautiful brick home in
town at First north and Fifth West, where they spent the remainder of their lives. During these years,
Grandpa saw a good opportunity for his growing boys to go intsteep business. He directed them and
KSfLISR gAUK ¢KIG KS O2dzZ R FNRBY KAa aNROlAy3 OKIA
I NB dzy R® 4 GKS o0dzaAySaa 3INBg: GKSe 0SOFYS 1y2s6y
left a great legacy to continually growing posterity
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Taken from Family Histories

BORN IN 1897
Sharon B. Stauffer
Honorable Mention Non Professiorfaérsonal Recollection

LiQa KINR (G2 0StAS@S it 2F GKS OKlFy3aSa GKI G
and lived 90 years. Before my mother, Nora Velma Tidwell Brotherson (Velma), died shortly afté? her 90
birthday, she could vigly recall changes she had experienced in her life. These were hard for me to believe.
To mention a few: airline jets, space ships, radio, television, and computers. As a young girl growing up in N
ttSIFHaAlyd Ay GKS S| NX @sushdvonde®s2> RAR aKS S@Sy RNBIY

Velma was born March 31, 1897. She was the fifth of nine children born to Jonathan Harvey Tidwell
(Harv) and Antomina Oman Tidwell Mind).SNJ FANR G K2YS g+ a + €23 OFoAy
along the Sanpitch River between Mte&ant and Moroni). Her father farmed forty acres of land there. Her
memories of the Bottoms were the meadow larks, the spring where they got their water, and the good
bullberries that her mother used to make jam and dumplings. After the family movid. tBleasant, she
liked to go with her father to the Bottoms to haul hay and take care of the land.

Her first home in Mt. Pleasant was a twwom log house one block west of the highway and a block
north of the ball park. As a child, she would herd cowsside the park and loved to run the fences around
the park. At home her job was to pick potatoes, tromp hay and carry water. Velma would go with her father
to the old Zabriskie farm all day and tromp hay. When they came home at night, nothing tastedtban
KSNJ Y20KSNXR&a K2YSYIRS ONBFRXZ 0dzid SN FYyR 2FYo® { K
| fSeQa /2YSH GoAOST (GKS FANRG GAYS 46KSYy akKS 4l a
old.

She attended Hamilton School and MoSanpete High School. At age 78, when she told me her
history, she fondly remembered her favorite teachers. Her teachers at Hamilton School were Cora Ward,
P.M. Nielsen, J.W. Anderson and Milon Anderson. Her teachers at North Sanpete High Schidoswere
Ryan, Mr. J.M. Boyden, C.L. Stewart and Mariam Nielson.

Velma Tidwell (Brotherson)
age 12 pictures courtesy of
Sharon Stauffer

Velma Tidwell (Brotherson)
would have celebrated her
100" birthday this year,
1997

When she was fourteen years old, she went out and did housework for $2.00 or $2.50 a week. Her
sister, Della, worked at the Progress Mercantile Store in Mt. Pleasant. In 1915, when Della got married,
Velma took her job at The Progress. How could she kiaoen this was the first step in her caraar
merchandising? In 194he opened a dress shop of her own next to the Overland Hotel. It was called the
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h@dSNI YR 5NBaa {Kz2Lo ¢tKSYy aKS Y2@0SR G2 al Ay {GN
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LYy KSNJ KAZG2NE &AKS gNRGST G2KAES 2Ny Ay3a |

u
signed. We rode the fire engine aroundtowrt KSy ¢S 6Sy G Ay w2yl fR bASt as
Ephraim. There was a long row of cars celebrating the end of’tNéatld War. When we got back, you
O2dztf Ry Qi GStt oK2 ¢S 6SNBE FT2N) 6§KS Rdza( ®¢

Life is noteasy, and Velma had her share of struggles and hardships, but she had developed many
character qualities that made her a survivor. She attributed some of these to her parents and her pioneer
heritage. She always spoke of her parents and grandparertshwitor and respect. Her father, Jonathan
Harvey Tidwell, was a farmer. He had to sacrifice and work very hard for his family. Her mother, Antomina
Oman Tidwell, sold eggs for $.15 a dozen, butter for $.15 a pound and chickens for $.30 a piecedo the Ol
hyYly 1204St Ay aldd tftStalyido LYGd2YAYlF 41 a | @SNE
sewed for other people, and made beautiful quilts. Her grandfather, James Harvey Tidwell, eldest son of Jo
and James Smith Tidwell, as a very ypuaran crossed the plains, driving a team of oxen for a widow and her
family. He also assisted other pioneers to reach the Salt lake Valley. He came to Utah in 1851. He came to
Mt. Pleasant in June of 18%%d helped settle that community. Her grandfath@aron Gustove Oman,
came from Sweden and arrived in Mt. Pleasant in October of 1861. He was a drummer in the first big brass
band in Mt. Pleasant, known as the John Hasler Band. He was a sawyer in charge of phases of constructiol
the Manti Temple.He devoted much time and effort to this position.

+StYlIQa OKAfRNBY YR 3IN)IYROKATIRNBY |Ffgleéa Sye

Velma Tidwell Brotherson died in Salt Lake City, Utah, on July 18, 1987, and is buried in Salt Lake Ci
Utah.

Taken from the personal history of Velma Tidwell Brotherson

Pictures included in this story:

Velma Tidwell (Brotherson ) age 12, Courtesy of Sharon Stauffer

Velma Tidwell (Brotherson) Would have celebrated herlh]m]flhday this year, 1997

A SHORACCOUNTING OF TROUBLES AND TRIALS WITH THE INDIANS
Given by Eunice Warner Snow in Provo, Utah, August, submitted by Udell Snow Anderson
Honorable Mention Non Professional Personal Recollection

My brethren and sisters, one and all at this reunion:

It wasrequested last August at our meeting that | get upon the stand and tell some of the trials | had
in Manti, Sanpete County, with the Indians. | felt that | could not speak in public on such a trying subject as
that is to me, but | do feel it a duty | owe iy family and also to the war veterans of this reunion.

The Indians were very troublesome from the first of our settling. As we were on their land, they were
mad. They would drive off our cattle and kill them to eat, and they said it was as muchigheto take our
cattle without our consent as it was for us to live on their land and not get their consent. We had a great
many hard things to bear from them, but when they began killing our brethren; our hard troubles were of a
more serious nature.

Onthe fourth day of October, 1853, my husband was killed by the Indians at the edge of Manti
Canyon while he was tending the grist mill. Mr. Warner, my husband, ownethadeof the mill at the time
he was killed, and it fell his lot to attend to the hahd grind the wheat for the people of Manti. The mill was
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situated about one mile from town. He had taken a number of men with him as guards until the day he was
killed. It seemed there was not one that was willing to go with him. A man by the naviidliam Mills

offered to go with him as he needed some wood. He said he would take his oxen and cart, and while Mr.
Warner was grinding a grist, he would go out close to the mill and get some wood. Mr. Warner would not let
him go alone, so they both we out a short distance from the mill. But before they went, my husband filled
the hopper with wheat. He had taken his gun with him every day. He had killed two rabbits the day before,
and | had them cooking for his supper when the word came that hekillad.

We thought they were killed in the morning. We heard the reports of the guns that killed the two
men, but we paid no attention to them as we had heard the same the day before when my husband killed th
two rabbits. Soon after dinner a young magnt up to the mill for some flour. There was no one to be
found around the mill. It was running with all the speed it had, but no wheat in the hopper. He knew
something was wrong. He came to town as fast as he could come and told the condition foemathe
mill in.

They found their bodies a short distance from the mill. The cattle were also killed with poison arrows.
The Indians were in ambush waiting for an opportunity to do their work. Mr. Mills, the man that was with my
husband, did not belamto our church. He was stripped naked and so was my husband, all excepting his
garments. There was not a hole in his garments. | was not allowed to see him as he was so badly disfigure
in his face. The Indians told us after they tried to make peattessme of our people that Mr. Warner
fought desperately and did kill one Indian.

¢tKS LYRAIFya ¢g2dd R O02YS (G2 2dzNJ K2dzaS 6A0K Yeé K
R22NE YR 2yS KIFIR Y& Kdzaol yRQa y SOpackeSulexhAith& A a o |
always carried with him and also his penknife which was very useful, containing a number of articles such a:
button hook, and ear spoon. They had broken them all up and sleoering these things to my father and
mother at the table.l grabbed the knife and started for them. My father saw me rise from the table, and he
caught me in his arms and carried me out of the room. This happened only a short time before my son was
born. He was born six months after his father was killeg. father said | would never be any whiter when |
was dead than | was when he took hold of me to carry me out of their presence. It was more than | could
adlryR G2 &aSS GKS o0fl O]l AYLBA 6AGK Yeé Kdzaol yRd&da @K
caused me to be so mad.

| felt that nothing would satisfy me in the least only to kill some of them. That feeling grew on me,
and | found it would not do to cherish such a feeling. | prayed as earnest as ever | could for the Lord to take
that terrible feeling from me, but it has never entirely left me. | have no love whatever for the beings that
caused me so much trouble at that time. If they ever become a white and delightsome people, | do not think
| shall have a hand in helping that work. Thedlamdl only know what | have suffered from them.

There were four large Indians came to our house to kill (tell) my father to go with Walker. They were
LI AYGSR YR IIN¥YSR FT2NJ GKSANI g2N] @ a® T (Kslinds g &
called him a captain, so they picked on him to go with Walker, but they could not agree about who should
commence the work. While they were contending among themselves, Arropine rushed in. He had heard of
these four Indians coming down to ounfpand he knew they were mad. He told the Indians that if they
touched my father, he would have every one of them killed. He preached to them quite a little time before
he could get them quiet, but they went off when they got ready. Arropine was dfaler to Walker, next
in command, and he was a good chief. At that time we were perfectly in their power and they knew it, but
the Lord overruled them and we were saved from them.

| had the satisfaction of beating on one of them on day. | happenée teft alone, and a tall young
buck came and stood in the door. It was a very war, day in August.
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| motioned for him to go away, but instead of going off, he came in and shut the door. He then asked
me for some bread. | paid no attention at all, but gat of my chair with my baby in my arms and opened
the door. He asked again for bread. | was mute as before, and he got mad and slammed the door shut aga
| was pretty mad by that time, so | left the door shut, laid my baby on the bed and tookegfievood that
held the window up. His shoulders were bare, and | wore that piece of wood out on him. | could talk and
understand almost everything they said. He laughed at first when he saw me get a stick. | warmed his
shoulders good and told him oraé us was going to lose now. He tried to get his blanket from around his
hips to his shoulders, but | did not give him time. He squirmed and cried like a baby. | wore the stick out on
him and then opened the door and told him to go. He went howlinthéar tents which were in sight of the
fort where we lived. He told Arropine a pitiful story. Arropine soon came to see what the matter was, and |
told what the fellow had done. He said it had served him right. The Indians always called him a squaw aft
that.

My son that | speak of is here with us today playing the drum in the Martial band. 1 will say here |
have passed through all the persecutions with the Saints in my youth, but there has never been anything as
trying to me as the Indians have beenme.

| will close by thanking my Heavenly Father for his protecting care over us all. | hope that | am worthy
of a name in His Kingdom, and | ask an interest irpthgersof my brethren and sisters that | may be faithful
to the end of my days in thgospel. Amen.

--Eunice Warner Snow

SCANDINAVIAN

Merilyn Fox Alexander
Second Place Non Professional Poetry

wdzi K ySSQ a!, ONRaaSR (KS 20SIy FNRY 9y3afl yR
mother, haltsister, each girl twelve. Whehey arrived, they all worked to get money to travel to Utah. The
IANI & 6SNB F2dz2NISSYy 4KSYy CIFHOGKSNI 1K2dAKGI GKS@QR S

They had to wait weeks at the congregating place on the Mississippi,

Due to the fact that the wagon train was

Waiting for returning missionaries.

By the time all was ready, Father did not have money for two oxen.

tKSe 22AYSR IYy20KSNJ FFYAf& YR ClFEGKSNRAE OK2NEB

¢tKS 2gySNDa FrYAft&@ KFER LINBFSNBYOS NARAY3I Ay
When it rained, Mother rode awsell, but the girls walked.

They wlaked almost the entire way to the Salt Lake Valley.

wdzi K gNBGS 02dzi GKS GNRALIE o6dzi ySOSNI RgStid 2y

She told about funny things, like the brother who heard a noise

l'yYR OIFffSRI &/ 2Yngeethimi > 2NJ LQff aK22GKé
There was no answer, so he shot. It was only the breeze in the trees.

And when there was a storm one night, the tent fell down and scared them.
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The wagon train consisted of gpvagons; those in ten wagons spoke English.

All the other wagons were filled with Scandinavians.

The older boys carried the girls piglggick across the river.

Back and forth across the Platte went the wagon train.

Forth and back went the girls ridingnK S 02&aQ o6 01 a®

When | was fourteen years old, | would have liked to do this.

2 2dzf Ry Qi @ 2 dzK LQY &adzNB GKS o02ea fA1SR AGzZ G2

When the wagons arrived in the valley, most of the English speaking stayed in Salt Lake City, where
there was already aastablished colony.

alye 2F GKS {OFYyRAYI@AlIya ¢gSNB aSyid G2 a{l yLRh
Indians were still raiding the families there.

wdzi K al @ gNRGS AyaiK SONIdEXKANIALYT &> CR[E WGNWILIE é6 Y S|
whom she married i few years. If my ggrandmother had spoken Swedish, Norwegian or Danish, she
might have married one of them, and | would have been Scandinavian!

MY TREK
Jann J. Anderson
Honorable Mention Non Professional Poetry

Like Nephi of old,

My native land Idft behind

To journey across great waters
To a place on earth divine.

Like a blind man stretching forth his hand

To find his future way,

| knew not the land | sought,

But steadfastly went on my way.

For the love of God I chose this trek,

Leaving family ad friends to march forth

But for all of the hardship, frustration, and pain
| began to know of my great worth.

LINF A NASQa

WwWSTAYSR 6@ GKS FTANB 27 S
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Scarred by the sharp edges of wageheel ruts,
Realizingand reconciling all my fears;

K

Finding a home where God would have me plant
My feet on pure gospel sod,
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Marked by the footprints of those who came before
9FOK 2F (GKSY K2fRAYy3a (2 (GKS GLNRY w2

Making a home where my children could grow
Free from the toment of others,

Where they could worship their God in love
Esteeming all men as their brothers,

A place on this earth where our lives may be lived
Practicing our chosen profession,

Be it a farmer or wheelwright, teacher or clerk,
Having children in rapiguccession,

Living lives of service to our people and our God,

Growing with each task that we perform,

Watching the desert blossom as a beautiful rose

Ly &ALIAGS 2F tAFSQa Ylyeée IANBlIG adz2Nxa

Yea, | started on my way for the love of my God

To a new life ohardship and toil,

A life so worth living, so precious, so right.

LQY a2 GKFy(1FdAg G2 06S aSyid G2 GKAa a

WINTER

Jessie Oldroyd
Honorable Mention Non Professional Poetry

Winter is COLD, uncomfortable, with icy winds that blow.
Winter brings Jack Frostho freezes our nose and toes.
The roads are slick, often dangerous too,
¢NF @St YR glft1Ay3 FINBYyQl Slaes hKs:

Wintertime is HOME, friendly, cozy, and warm.
Books to read, good food to eat, songs to sing,
Family togetherness, away from cold, tehand harm.

Winter is FUN, so many things to do,
Ice-skating, snowmobiling, toboganning, skiing, too.
SleighNA RAYy 3> ¢KS OKAf RNByQa ¢l &3z
Or, how about the family horse, and a fancy sleigh?

Be artistic. Build a snowman out on your front lawn,
Dress hinfancy, or be a comic,
Li NBFffé AayQid KIFNRO®
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Winter is BEAUTY, with fields of white, untouched snow,
2A0K RAIFY2YRAa aKAYAY3AI &ALINJEAYy3I FNRY
Icicles, like frozen sparkling tears, hanging, dripping from the eaves.
Clouds of fluffy white sn@, covering the branches of the trees.

Winter snow brings sleep and life, covering the protecting seeds, bushes, trees,
They shed their beauty for a time, their blossoms and their leaves. Winter brings tgeririg water for all
plants, animal and huan life.
Then there is an awakening, a promise, a @oen gift.

Eternal life!
2 K2 aSSa | O2YNIRS L} aa (2 D2RQaA dzyly26y=
a!al FSNIAES FASEtRa 2F OSNRIyd 3IANER.

| 26 R2 SINIKQa KINBSaid &SIFNIoé &SI
Life followsdeath, the cycle is complete.
5SI0K Aa ftAFSQa LI dzaSz odzi Aa y2i

2AYGOSNI A& Ylye GKAyIax2z2AyaSNI Aa O2f R Fd
Life is eternal,
We will live again.

JOURNEY
Clara J. De Graff
First Place Non Professional SHaibry
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They chatted as they walked, Sally Ann thinking how nice it was to have a change from the daily grinc
of walk, walk, walk, make camp, help with meals, clean up, gjé¢lben do it again the next day. Her friends
gave up after a little, however, and went back to the train. They told Sally Ann the river was obviously more
GKFY + YAES gl ex YR GKS&@ RARY QU gl yi Gaghile2yia
and then catch up with them. She did walk clear to the river, and it was well over the mile she had
anticipated. But it was worth it. Berries were everywhere. How she enjoyed eating something fresh, for
their fare, although good and nourishingas always much the same. The men did hunt from time to time,
bringing in fresh gave, but there had been nothing like this for months. She munched as she filled her baske
Time breezed away; the shadows were long when she decided it was time toaet GBdmbing out of the
small ravine where the river ran, she walked rapidly now feeling a little tired. As twilight came, she looked fo
the dust of the train but could see nothing but the wide open spaces, with the sun sinking rapidly. She
concluded he camp was already established, it was late, and went on.

As darkness descended, Sally Ann finally realized she had walked much further back than she had
come. Where was the camp? She searched for the evening cooking fires, but it was too dark § see an
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smoke. There were no glimmers. She turned toward the west, walking rapidly, watching anxiously as she
gSyis YIFI{Ay3 adaNBE aKS gt a KSFRAYy3a (26 NR GKS 1 &
lost! There were a few clumps of busheséand there, and she decided she had better choose as good a
spot as she could find to spend the night, hoping she would not get cold, for although the days were hot, it
cooled way down at night. With no blanket, it could get miserable. Finding whiegdogood, she sat down,
searching the ground for protruding rocks which would interfere with rest. They will be out looking for me,
she reassured herself. She took off two petticoats to use for cover, hoping to sleep warmly. Weariness soo
won and shelgpt soundly.

The sun was just up when she awakened. Stretching, she looked everywhere, hoping for some sign
the wagons or a searching man on horseback. Thetlewy 2 i KAy 3 | y@ § KSNB @ 2 St f
for sure, and | do know whichwayK I 4 A & @ LQY 3JA2Ay3a 2y Ly 206f AljdzSs
because | came back too fgesterday She walked all day, #ag berries constantly, for there was nothing
else. AS the day waned, she knew she must have water and turneddoheariver. The willows along its
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to worry about water. The wagon master said the train would be going due west this week, but would hit a
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more berries. Those in her basket were about gone, and as long as light lasted, she picked into it.

hKZ L R2 K2LIS a?2YY aAfterkalflyaf sixteérS Rdpgpa dvithde fdriduINFughR &

Again, she slept soundly. The following day she did as she had planned and walked along the edge «
the prairie close to the river, where she could watch for a glimpse of the wagons or any ssantizemight
be out. The next day was the same, as was the following one. She often felt very lonely, sometimes filled
with anxiety. She even thought what would happen if they never did find her, or she them. By the fifth day,
AaKS gl ayQi SaéSigys ihdzNdSen.KSban a Week had passed, and the berries were petering
out. She felt the lack of solid food now, not being able to walk as far each day, and she bedded down well
before dark.

One morning, she awakened to dim light and could heaird found. What was it? Not a horse; no
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retreated quickly, but stayed close enough to see where they went. She certainly did not want them to see ¢
lone girl clear out here! She heard the horses then, coming toward her. She darted into a dense bush,
crouching down, terrified. The twmen passed within a few feet of her, but they were talking animatedly to
each other and quickly climbed up out of the ravine and galloped off. She climbed after them, watching then
out of sight once she was near the top. That day, she stayed below tireeptan, hoping fervently they or
other Indians would not come. When night came, she found a small opening in a dense clump of bushes an
cleared it out, putting brush in front of a makeshift entrance, before settling down for sleep. But this night
wasnot restful. She awakened often, listening carefully for any sound, but there were none except those of
sleepy birds in the treetops plus chirping insects.

In the morning, she moved the brush away and prepared for another day of drudgery. Where, oh
where, are the wagons? After washing in the river, noting how dirty her clothing had become, she longed for
the comfort of her wagon. Sighing, she went back to her bed area, combing her hair with her fingers; then re
braiding it as she walked. She sat dowrihish this task, looking for some stout grass to tie the end. The,
another sound!

CNRIT Sy aKS tAaliSySRo LYRALF YyaKk LT az23sx Al az
movement coming closer. Finally, she saw it and gasped. A verydezgeyolf. It saw her and immediately
crouched, its ears forward, and Sally Ann was frantic. She knew if she got up and ran that awful beast woul
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charge! Looking around, she did see a stout stick within reach. She grabbed it, hoping this poor weapon
would protect her. There were no goaikzed rocks in sight. The animal continued to advance. At last, it
stopped, but it was too close for comfort, and it soon resumed it crouch. Her heart nearly stopped as she
knew very soon it would charge. She eaisier club.

A shot rang out! Sally Ann nearly jumped out of her skin. The wolf jumped too, falling within feet of
her, very dead. Jumping up, she heard the crashing of a horse through the trees. What a beautiful sight!
Here was a young man, dressattiesly in buckskin, but not an Indian, and how good he was with his gun.

He jumped to the ground.
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Sally Ann was frankly crying.
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have been travelling along, about parallel with each other for weeks. You get ahead, and then we do. But
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Gratefully, she followed his direction and they rode to his wagons. He told her he had been out
looking for sone stray cows, and decided they must have crossed the river in the night, so he did too. She
silently thanked the Lord for her rescue and His protection. As they neared the wagon train, they found the
missing animals and herded them along in front of theB&he was very thankful to be with people again. Her
benefactor lifted her down from the horse; then the women of the train took over, helping her with a bath,
gave her clean clothes, and fixed wonderful food. She had eaten some jerky on the wayhachgitien her
needed energy, her escort apologizing that this was all he had, she assuring him it was most welcome. Afte
a week ofnothing but berries, the jerky was heavenly. She washed her own clothes gratefully, thanking
everyone profusely for thekindness.

That evening Josh, the man who had found her, took her to talk with the wagon master. This
0SHKAA]TSNBRE aU0SNYys 2t RSNI YIY KSINR W2aKQa NBLEZN
telling her crossing these plains was vesyiaus business and everyone had to obey the master, on this train,
him. She nodded in silence. Then he told her she would travel with them until they made contact with her
own train. She nodded again and thanked him as the left.
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right. He does know what he is doing, even if this is his first experience on the trail. He beeal soldier,
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She joined Josh the next morning, feeling comfortable with him, although the women had made her
welcome. He was assigned to the herd, which was kegthaek of the train. He walked all day with Sally
Ann, leading his horse. They talked and talked, telling each other of their lives. She learned he was twenty,
from Kentucky, and although this train was headed for Oregon, he really wanted to go twr@alifHe had
joined this group hoping he could find a way to leave them and go further south along the way. He told her
he would go clear to Oregon if he had to, and then he would make his way to California from there. She tolc
him about going to Saltake City, and finally he wanted to know all about the reasons for stopping there. He

5
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told her he had heard it was a desolate place, one no one wanted. She just smiled. In the days which
followed, she walked each day with him. When he had to use mgeho round up straying animals, he
2FGSYy G221 KSNIIf2y3ao ¢KS @2dzy3 IANIT & Ay (GKS OF
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One day he asked her about her gabn and she told him how her family had been converted and
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him read her copy of the Book of Mormon. He took it and she chided him about being able to read. He
laughed and told her his mother had seen to that. He could write and figure, $oadhere. During the days
following, she often saw i reading, every night on his bed roll by the light of a small candle.
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front but Josh told Sally Ann he would deliver her, assuring her they could eatsityup on his horse.

Thanking everyone for their care, Sally Ann and Josh crossed the river and, riding hard, caught the wagon
train before dark. How grateful everyone was that Sally Ann was safe, her father even hugging her without
scolding. She psented Josh to everyone and they asked him to spend the night. He agreed.

The next morning she saw him talking with their leader. He came to her afterward, a big grin on his
face.
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Sally Ann was very glad. She liked this young man.

They entered thenountains the next week and soon were in the foothills of the Great Basin, the big
lake shimmering in the west. People from the settlement below soon joined them and escorted them to the
fort where Brigham Young met them. What a thrill it was for &y to meet him. She introduced Josh and
was pleased to see he was impressed. President Young later asked their group to go to Parowan for
settlement. All agreed and the wagons were again on a trail. But this time there were settlements to go
through where they were warmly received. Josh often commented on this, wondering why it was.
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accompanying them again. They had talked about his staying in Salt Lake tarmaortunity to go to
California, but he had decided it would be best to stay, work a while, and then go on. When they reached
Parowan, he stayed with her family, helping them as they started on the land assigned them, getting a rude
cabin built, takingcare of daily chores. On Sundays, he went to Church with them. But he asked no
guestions. He and Sally Ann continued good friends. One day, he talked about the cabin he planned to buil
someday and told Sally Ann she needed to get some quilts madiat fdf, she had rejoined, and he replied
that she knew what quilts were for. Both had giggled.

Then a day came when he announced has \\eaving. He was going to the Virgin area because a man
down there needed help. Sally Ann watched him ride off wisinaing heart. She knew she felt attachment
to this young man, but she also knew she might never see him again.

Two years passed, much hard work, and good progress. Josh never did write once, but several time:
someone passed through who knew him. Tépgort was that he was doing well and that everyone thought
highly of him. Then one spring day, a beautiful horse came up their lane, ridden by a btk Kailow.

Sally Ann, now a very beautiful young woman, was excited that Josh was back. @y, 8endas asked to
teach a class and Sally Ann was amazed to hear him accept. The he explained that the book had convertec
him he had been baptized, and he had been teaching the elders in St. George.
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The next morning he took her with him west of towHe was staying and the Bishop had assigned
him a nice piece of ground. He showed her around, telling her with excitement what he planned. But he
would not let her go near the place after that. The summer passed. Sally Ann saw Josh on Sundays only.
rest of the time he announced he had work to do.

On a lovely fall day, he came in a buggy, announcing he had something to show her. He took her to
his land, and there was the cabin he had always wanted. He took her through its rooms, only threerdout the
was a nice loft, and told her he had made it so it could be added to later. She exclaimed over everything
enthusiastically.
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A huge smile on his face, drawing her into his waiting arms, he said softly, bending His\resgd
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FOOTSTEPS TO ZION
Virginia K. Nielson
Honorable Mention Non Professional Short Story

Each era has encountered its own trials and tribulations. These have frequently been entrusted to
ordinary persons who lived extraordinary livedath, sacrifice and sheer endurance. The episode of the
historic Mormon Migration to Salt Lake Valley, beginning in 1847, leaves an eloquent record of heroism and
unselfishness. This is the most stirring epic of the West and of America.

The Mormon pion& NR& RNBFY gl a G2 OF NBS I ALIANRGdAzZ £ O
Saints in deed, as well as in name. My paternal ggeatndparents and their families were part of that great
drama as it unfolded, one hundred fifty years ago.

From the bginning of the movement to the Salt Lake Valley, the Church had made tremendous effort
to assist the Saints who were without means to make the long journey across the plains. Ox teams and
wagons had been purchased at Council Bluffs, or sent from theyyadliéransport the needy to their new
homes.

Then came the severe winter of 188856 when hundreds of cattle were frozen or starved to death.
The wagons and equipment used in past journeys were worn out and the Perpetual Emigration Funds were
nearly deleted. President Brigham Young wrote to Franklin D. Richards, President of the Church Mission in
England, regarding the emigration plan:

We cannot afford wagons and teams, as in the past. | am constantly
thrown back upon my plan to make handcarts andl led KS SYAINI yiaQ F22i
great many of them walk now even with teams, which are provided. Without
oxen to stray, or to feed, they could travel faster than wagon trains.

Further information and instruction was given, and President Richards madetplhase the 1856
emigrants travel across the plains using the handcart method. The Saints in England received the word witt
joy. They were informed that upon their arrival in America, they were to take the train to lowa City, where
handcarts would be mvided.
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By the first of June, over four hundred emigrants had arrived in lowa City. They were divided into twc
groups, one led by Captain Edmund Ellsworth, the other by Captain Daniel D. McArthur. They were provide
with handcarts and several atawnwagons to carry tents, provisions and equipment, and departed two
days apart, on the ninth and eleventh days of June.

Upon their arrival in the valley three and ohelf months later, they were greeted by President
Young, his counselor Heber C. KimballlQiG Ay t AddQa . Nraa .FyRZI | yR Y
encountered the expected difficulties, including several deaths, but rejoiced in accomplishing their goal.

A third company departed June 28, under the leadership of Captain Edward BUitkgmas known
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valley with success, and a recorded coent from one of the travelers was that the handcart method would
be used for many years to come. That was not to be, for the handcart plan was discontinued in 1860.

If these three companies had been the last of that season, all would have been wedlybng July
additional Saints arrived unexpectedly from England. A great demand for ships sailing to American ports, he
ONBIFGSR I aOFNOAGE GKIG OFdzaSR F RStlFe Ay GKS /K
those anxiously waitingotleave. The packet (sailing) shiporton and Horizon,were finally chartered and
departed from England near the end of May.

lowa City was totally unprepared to meet the needs of these new astivBhere was no seasoned
wood or material for tents. fie necessary supplies were hastily assembled, and men and women worked
tirelessly, building handcarts and dewing tenithe necessary supplies were hastily assembled, and men and
women worked tirelessly, building handcarts and dewing tents. This siftati©@ NB I 1 SR | f Y2 &
RStlFre Ay (GKS O2YLIl yeQa RSLI NIdz2NB:Z OFdzaAy3a GKSY

Two companies were formed, one, under Captain James Willie, and the other with Captain Edward
martin. My greatgrandparents, Robert and Mary Lawson Kirkimand their six young sons were part of the
Martin Company. Their son, John Kirkman, who is my paternal grandfather and eight years old at that time,
recorded a poignant account of that tragic journey.

Robert Kirkman was born 1 January 1821 and Marysbawn 26 February 1823 in
Lancashire, England. They were among the early converts to the church and, after their
conversion, belonging to the same branch, formed an acquaintance, which ripened into love,
and were married 1 January 1845. When they leftjland on 25 May 1856, they were the
proud parents of five little children. A sixth baby boy, Peter, was born to the Kirkmans on 9
July 1956 in lowa City.

As was usual with saints in foreign lands, they had a spirit of gathering to Zion. Many
of the English Saints had heard that some of the pioneers had walked beside the oxen in the
wagon trains across the plains, and when President Young suggested they form handcart
companies, with a few wagons to carry supplies, hundreds of Saints were anxiougtatem
especially when it was stated that they could travel all the way from Great Britain to Salt Lake
/[ AGe FT2NI pnpodnnod t NBaAaARSYy( ,2dzy3Qa | ROAOS gl

My father and mother, with their five little children, Robert Iahn 8 Josept6, Hyrum
r, and James 2, left their native home in Lancashire on 26 May 1856 to start their eventful
journey. After five long weeks aboard the sailing vegsdetizon we finally arrived in Boston,
thence traveled, by rail, to lowa City raing the last day of June.
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On our arrival there, the Saints found a shortage of handcarts and tents; consequently,
we were delayed until more could be provided. Five handcart companies left for Zion in 1856;
the first three had encountered many hardshkjpbut made the journey fairly well. The last
two, the Willie, which left lowa on August 9and the Martin which left September 3,
suffered untold hardships, almost beyond human endurance. It was this last company that my
dear father, mother and famjltraveled in.

Elder Levi Savage advised the Saints not to undertake the journey so late in the season,
as he knew the dangers that would be met, but he was &N&izf S R @ 'S aFARY @2K
you is true, but | will go with you and help you all | €an.

My father had been offered a position for the winter, so decided to stay in lowa until
spring, but the Saints came to us so many times to see my parents and urge them to travel
GAOK (GKSYZX a2 FTFASNIGF1{AYy3 Al K2AKNYEA | K 352 (2K

We started on our perilous journey of 1300 miles with 576 Saints, and before we had
been on the road a third of the distance, the handcarts broke down, being made of
unseasoned wood, poorly put together and overloaded. An early wigé in, progress was
slow and soon provisions began to give out. Smaller grew the allowance, causing strong men
to become weak and women to suffer terribly. Blizzards raged and -sogered mountains
had to be climbed and, in the face of freezing weathbedding and clothing had to be
discarded when it was needed most, for loads were too heavy. Every day took its toll of lives,
and graves had to be dug in the snow.

Before we left lowa, my dear mother had given birth to a son, Peter. She was naturally
weak with the care of a nursing baby and five other children. Father was weak from want of
food, having denied himself for us. The terrible strain of the journey was too much for him
and one night , on 11 November near the Sweetwater, he passed qawwty at the age of
35. Our little baby brother died the same night. They built a fire to thaw the ground so a
grave could be dug, the, with my baby brother clasped in his hands, they wrapped him in a
blanket and laid him tenderly away.

My darling motherhad to take up the journey alone with her five children. Provisions
were almost gone, desolation reigned. The company passed off the main road to what was
YIEYSR al NIAyQa wlk@AySs (2 SaolFLlS G§KS GSNNRAROT
and had given up all hope. Death had taken a heavy toll and the ravine was like an
overcrowded tomb. Such was the condition when word was received that help was on the
way.

President Young, learning of our condition, sent an advance guard of two young men,
Joseph Young and Stephen Taylor. More welcome messengers never came from the courts of
glory. Soon help came with food and clothing.

[Joseph Young knew the emigrants, some he had converted. What he saw made him weep, for there
were nearly two or thre hundred who desperately needed help and only two of them. These noble young
men remained with the Saints, helping them cross icy rivers and plod through deep snow.
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supplying a small city of suffering person during the winter months was formidable, so they moved on,
buoyed up with a desire to meet the other rescue parties.

[The Hodgett Wagon train that accompanied the Martin Company was also snowbound seNesal
back on the trail. Their suffering was somewhat less because they had some provisions and shelter.]
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We were still 500 miles from Salt Lake in the dead of winter. It seemed those who
remained had received a new lease on life, for on fourth of tmmany had passed away
during the journey.

After arriving in Salt Lake City, which was November 30, 1856, we were met by William
Clyde, with an ox team, and taken to Springville, staying one night with the bishop of American
Fork and receiving great kinds® Next day we arrived in Springville, and how kind those
people weretous hath G F NS R LIJS2 L) So {2YS 2F (GKS OKAfRN
had to lie down all the while. My little brother, James, lost half of both feet. Others lost toes
from frostbite and suffered greatly. The good people of Springville will never be forgotten for
their kindness to us.

Father Bird, who was our family doctor, came to our home every day for months and
dressed the wounds, with the help of mother and othefsonsupplied our needs.

[The church gave a generous plot of land that had a cabin on it to the Kirkmans, to help them adjust t
this new life.]

In the spring of 1857 Mother married Charles Hulet. He was a fine man and provided
us with a nice home antbok good care of us. Mother had two children by him named
Margaret Ann and Mary Frances. He died in May 1863. Mother married a third husband,
Joseph Wood Cook, but was divorced from him before their child, Viola, was born.

Mother was good, kind and deted to her family, full of faith and, in spite of all her
suffering and sacrifice, she never uttered a word of complaint. There was one thing she could
never endure and that was the sight of a handcart. It brought back such sad memories of the
past andshe could never be induced to join a handcart parade.

Her life in Springville was of the noblest. She took part in the church work and was
loving and sympathetic to those in need.

[Mary Kirkman served as the first Primary president, until she alasptly released when her
daughter married a notMormon! She was also very active in the Relief Society.]

She passed away 10 Mar 1899 at the age of 76, after aspelit life. She was the
mother of nine children and has a large posterity. She isetiun the Springville cemetery
near three children and our stefather, Charles Hulet, who was so kind, helping us in a time of
need.

Mary Lawson was disowned by her family when she joined the church, in England, and decided to go
gAGOK abGKIF( ricadzgh® Keder sa@ not heed from her parents again. She was a tiny woman,
merely five feet tall, but filled with boundless energy. She was a meticulous-hwaker and an excellent
cook. She received little schooling during her youth in England, aadetaa skilled writer, but she read the
scriptures constantly.

A highlight in her life was her attendance with a grandson at the dedication of the Salt Lake Temple,
April 6, 1893. She developed a severe heart problem that eventually caused her deathe linatd faithfully
attended church each Sunday even though she returned home quite exhausted.
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My grandfather, John Kirkman, was devoted to the Gospel. He was one of those faithful handcart
pioneers whose testimony never wavered. He married Ann Elizalogths, 27 December 1869. She died 22
May 1919, from diabetic complications. They were the parents of ten children; my father, Laurence Gomer,
was their third son. John served as a home teacher, a high Council member, a Stake Patriarch and a Salt L
Temple ordinance worker. He died December 27, 1930, at the age of 82, leaving a priceless heritage for his
posterity.

Tears have been shed by his progeny as we have read his graphic account of the handcart experien
but our lives have been enriched andjigeater appreciation for our wonderful heritage has emerged.
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Nibley, PrestonThe InstructorJuly 1956

Nielson, Virginia. Personal interview of John Hulet Patrick, concerningahangpther, Mary Lawson Kirkman.
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Taylor, Dr. PhiliDeseret News and Telegraduly 20, 1963.

Turner, Lynne Emigrating Jourals of the Willie and Martin Handcart Companies and the Hunt and Hodgett WagonT98éis

THOMAS MORGAN, MAN OF FAITH AND COURAGE
Jessie Oldroyd
Honorable Mention Non Professional Short Story

To my grandfather, Thomas Morgan, | pay tribute forfaih, courage, and integrity to face the many
difficulties during his lifetime, and to face them with love and strength of character.

| never knew my grandfather. He died before | had that opportunity, but from my family, older
brothers, sisters, father Y R Y2 G KSNE LQ@S tSIFNYySR (2 t20S IyR N
character, his willingness to serve, work, and accomplish all he did.

Thomas Morgan was born in Forest of East Dean, Gloucester, England, 23 May, 1830, to Elizabeth
Morgan fromColeport, Monmouthshire, England. As a baby he never knew his father, but when he was
nearly two years old, his mother married Edward Coleman. They had three children, and Thomas was hapg
to be in a family. This family life, however, was stidd for his stepfather was killed while working in a
coal pit, leaving his mother and three small children to care for and support. At this time Thomas was only
nine years of age. Being the oldest, he had to go to work in the coal mines. Later, his haif, fbeorge,
also went to work at Edge Hills Lodge. The boys had no opportunity to go to school, so their education cam:
by way of working, without learning to read, something they always regretted.

Now that they were here meant sharing and willingnés$elp those in need.

Onechalf of the company had no means to pay their passage farther than New Orleans. These
people traveling together had become close friends, and not one of them wanted to be left behind, and no
one wanted them to be leftinwhai KS& Ol f f SR (K$ZaaROREA FTEIHY i KSS 0@
besides, times were hard, even theréew jobs, people begging for bread.

With mighty effort, President Phelps succeeded in getting them all off. How? By sharing. All were
willingto help. Those who had the money loaned to those who had none, until they would be able to repay.
No one was left behind. They only remained in New Orleans for twlentyhours, then were on their way
to St. Louis.

Reaching St. Louis, these voyagemsdeal food, shelter, and employment. The saints provided these
newcomers with help, showing their willingness to serve, being charitable and friendly. The new saints
remained here for the summer, then prepared for their journey, crossing the plains.
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Again the families of Morgan, Coleman, Smith crossed the plains together if"t@gpany with
Captain Milo Andrus, assisted by John S. Fulmer. *Bavision consisted of 452 souls, 48 wagons, 262
oxen, 60 cows, one horse, and one mule. They had weadh&nd survived the voyage across the big sea the
Atlantic Ocean, then the Mississippi River by way of steamboat. What would the plains be like? The
unknown? It would not be easymore rivers to cross, the dry, hot dusty plains, wild animals, yes, and the
LYRAIYyao® CNAIKISYSR az2YSiAyYySak LQY adaNB (KSe ¢
along the way, and were left in shallow graves. Sorrow and hardship were theirs, but they made the best of
it, being happy in their pursuit, singjrsongs, dancing under the light of the beautiful moon, encouraged by
the thought of soon reaching this new and strange land, yes, The Promised Land. | can imagine and almost
KSIENJ Ye aANIYRFIGKSNI FYR GKS 20 KS NInaotdas butwithy 3 A y 3
228 6SYR @2dzNJ gl & d¢

The company arrived in Salt Lake City, October 24, 1855. Having traveled by sea and land since
November, they were looking forward to a little log cabin they could call HOME; to the privilege of working,
planning, planting, harvesting, and building, to the opportunity of learning more about their new religion and
following their leaders and their Father in Heaven. They were a thankful, strong, loving people!

The Morgans were sent to Santaquin to settle; thee@wns and Smiths were sent to Tooele. The
Morgans and the Vizards were all baptized in England, but on arriving in Utah, President Brigham Young
advised the Saints to be4maptized because of many records having been lost.

My grandparents, Thomas and FgnMorgan, had been a part of all the groups traveling together.
What of them now? As | studied their histories in the group of travelers, , | yearned to know more about
these two people, dear to me. They built their log cabin, they tilled the soy, @fttended their Church, they
gave birth to two children, Thomas J, and George Morgan, while living in Santaquin. In 1860, a daughter we
born in Moroni, where the family had moved due to Indian troubles. Her name was Eliza.

The real home for the fami@ I YS ySEGSEZ Ay C2dzyil Ay DNBSYSI 6&h dz
children were born, one of them being my mother, Mary Ann Morgan (Oldroyd). Their fine home, for that
GAYSZ aidAatt adlyRaz gAGK | ad2yS Yo 6® 2PRHI s
owned by Merline Morgan, wife of the late Vurl Morgan, the grandson of Thomas and Fanny Morgan.

a® aArAaluSNE alNE WHYySs G2fR YS Fo2dzi Yé 3INIYRL
she died before | was born. But our ther told me she was a lovely lady, very petite, big brown hair. She
was a wonderful, caring mother, and homemaker. She died at the age of 53, her death hastened by the
sudden death of their fifth child, Charles, who was killed in a sand pit, Novemb&B8&3. She died two

years later.
My dear Grandfather was now left without her, a lonely man, but with faith, strong testimony, and
O02dzN) 3S @ 1 S KFR fSIFENYSR (GKAAa &Aiy Ofathed at Aige BineOK A f RK

helping to earn agmily living, working in the coal mine, at age nine; then a secondfatbpr, hearing of the
new religion and being baptized, coming to America at age 24 and beginning his own family. He was a
member of the Indian War Militia.

Again, | write from the Istory of him by way of my family. Grandfather was an expert farmer, loving
to workin the soil, to beautify his home and surrounding. He was very hard worker, preferring to work than
to rest. My folks said he would often, when it was his turn to iredas lot, stay up all night to be sure
everything was well watered, or would even sleep a little by the side of the ditch, ready to turn the water
when needed.

Il OO2NRAY3I G2 Y& FlLYAfeTX alS KIFIR o0SFdziATFdzZ Ff2
goos® SNNA S & @ Il Ad OoFNYy ¢é6Fa +tglreéea FdAZft 2F KlFIeo |
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the lower fields, south of town, Fountain Green. The call went out for all men, women, adcenohitho
could work, to meet in front of the Aagard store, bringing pieces of rags or old coats to drive the
grasshoppers into a deep trench. It seemed like billions of the bugs. Then the men poured coal oil on them
and burned them. What a croaking timeut it saved the crops. It reminded me of other pioneers and sea
JdzA £ &a €
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being his daughter, always welcomed him and loved to have him come, and so dh Vejing
grandchildren.

G2S KIR I ftAGGES ¢22RSY (dzoz y24d a2 tAGGESZT o
of vegetables. We children were to help chop them all, but one, the onions, we did not like to do for it hurt
our eyesp DN} YRTIUOKSNE (GKS a¢6SSG YIy KS ¢l azx g2dzZ R
FTADS | yAOSa>s IyR KSQR OK2LJlE OK2L)lE OK2L) gl e&o
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would go te dasher as he counted 50 numbers.

GDdzSaa ¢KIFG ¢S tA1S (2 R2K wkAasS (0KS RI &KSNJ
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home-made bread. Our children today like it too, excepting those who think they should count the calories
2y0S AYy || gKAf Soé
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his cute and favorite childréa somgs. When | was still a little girl, he would boumeeon his knee and swing
me on the end of his foot.

G2S (K2dzZaKG KS g1 a a2 KIFIyRaz2YS 6AGK KAa LIAY]
had a wonderful singing voice and he loved rocking@addy 3Ay 3 GKS o6l oASa (2 &ats

| was told that he was very hard of hearing in his later years. He always wished he could read. That
would have been so helpful for him, but he was so appreciative of all his blessings. He was a very kind, lovi
old gentlanen, and we all loved him very much.

Hearing all these things, | seem to know him well. How | admire him. THOMAS MORGAN, MY
grandfather, | honor, respect, admire and love. | pay tribute to him and his memory.

Also, | pay tribute to all members who caméh the Clara Wheeler Company who had faith and
courage to leave their homeland and come to America. A great people!

They left their homes, loved ones all.
D2AYy3a FT2NBINR Ayd2 (G4KS !bYbh2b (2 KSSR
Little did they know or understand éhhardships, trials, and burdens
They would have to bear.
If we ask, we would hear them say:
GhdzNJ FIFAGKEZ O2dzNF 3S3T RSGSNNAYIFGA2YS gA0K
We will go forward, with prayers in our hearts,
We will get to Zion.
2SS gAfft adzOOSSRHE

150 years; Sesquicentennial1847-1997
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Documentation: Fountain Green Ward Record,

1870 Census Fountain Green #36708 October 25, 1964, 1841 Census Book

Township of East Dean, England

British mission 1854855

Emigration Book #1044

The Thomas Morganahkny Vizard History by Mary Jane Oldroyd Livingston with information from the BYU Library.

John J. and Mary Ann Morgan Oldroyd History

Researched and written by Granddaughter, Jessie Oldroyd 1997
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ROMANCE BY FIRELIGHT

Lois I. Hansen
Honorable Mention Non Professional Short Story

Christian Christiansen looked into the eyes oflliyearold daughter, Karen Marie.

Waé& RIFENIAYy3AsS &2dz {y26 GKFIG Fff 22dz2NJ Y2U0KSNI |y
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| want to do what is right. Brother Raton is so good. His little Sally is a darling, and | think | could help Jens
G2 23S YS> odzi L 2dzad R2y QG FSSt NAIKOG lo2dzi Al
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he has two other wives, lsabeen joyful. Sarah says Mable, his first wife, knows how to do everything and is
KStLAY3a KSNIESIENYy (G2 aSgo .dzi L 2dzad OFyQil FSSt
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miles. But if | could just see the Jensens and the Sorengbise dear folks from Odensgust once, then |
would know. IcoulF NNBE |yR 6S O2y(iSyi(o¢
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It was early fall of 1858. Ephraim, a small town just east of the Sanpitch River, was the setting.
Romance was in the air. The big bonfire crackled anttexed. There was a festive mood as the early
settlers gathered their wives and children closer to the fire. Music wafted over the breeze as Hans drew his
bow across the strings of his fiddle and Sarah Jane picked up her skirts and gathered the ystodstgin
tapping toes and clapping hands to the rhythms. These pioneers, most from the far away land of Denmark,
loved parties. The night was young and they were excited, for a wagon had just arrived from Salt Lake
bearing saints from their homeland enmark. Many had stories to tell of loved ones left at home.

Among the newly arrived were Christian and Ane Margrethe Christiansen, with thgaakId
daughter, Karen Marie. They had left their home at Lunge on the Island of Fyn in the sp&53 of 1

Looking across the blazing fire, two sets of eyes met. Lovely Karen saw in the firelight the strong,
robust young Danish native Morten Rasmussen. As he bent to add a log to the embers, his eyes beheld the
girl of his dreams. Athrillpassedover ¥ & KS aAifSydfe oNBlIUGKSRY ac¢K
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This was the exciting beginning of a romance, to be culminatddmarriage and sealing in the
Endowment House in the spring.

The gospel of Jesus Christ had brought these young people together. How did it happen?

One day as young Morten delivered freight for his uncle Lars Jensen on the Island of Fyn near Odens
he met two young Mormon Elders, Jens Hansen and William Anderson. He stopped his cart and invited thel
to ride. As they told Morten of their work and shared with him their religious message, he became very
interested. He asked them to return with himtiee home of his uncle where they proceeded to tell the
family the thrilling story of Joseph Smith and to leave them a Book of Mormon. Lars Jensen, his daughter
Carrie and his son Jens, along with Morten, were baptized in November 1851, just five w8ekid afi 2 NIi Sy
eighteenth birthday. On December 23, 1852, they left Copenhagen and crossed the North Sea and arrived :
Liverpool, England, where they boarded the shagsie Manmwith about 500 Scandinavian saints for their
voyage to America.

Their trip wagnost difficult. After a voyage of about eleven weeks they landed at New Orleans,
where tragedy befell them as the young daughter of Uncle Lars, Carrie, died from the many hardships and
discouragements. They continued their journey up the Mississigpi.tbouis. They purchased supplies,
including two cows and three yoke of oxen. With Morten acting as driver, they joined the H.P. Olson
Company and began their journey across the plains.

The company was stricken with cholera and many lives were losOdfuber 5, 1854, nine long
months after leaving their homeland, the company arrived in the Salt Lake Valley.

Karen MNA SQ& GNAL) 61 & YdzOK SI &A SN {KS IyR KSNJ
Westmorlandunder the leadership of Matthias Cday, arriving at Philadelphia on May 31, 1857. Along with
300 Saints, they boarded the train for lowa City. Here trggnized a handcart company known as the
G/ KNRAGALFY [ KNRAAGAFYASY /2YLIyezé YINBY al NASQa

The weary travelers moved along slowlyery day, stopping only long enough to eat and sleep. They
Ol dZ3K{ dzLJ ¢ AGK W2KyazyQa ! Nyeée Fft2y3 GKS gl eo hy
providing them with an ox which they slaughtered and shared. The food helped sustain ldregrtize way.

They were afraid of the Indians, but found cause to be grateful to them as a group of Indians helped
GKSY (2 ONRBAaa GKS NRAROSN® ¢KSe f1F0SNIfSFNYSR (Kl
bogged down with their heavy wagohsy R | NI Af ft SNBEX GKS yAOS FNRASYyRT @
company arrived in the Salt Lake Valley on September 13, 1857.

Karen Marie was an only child and had been given many advantages in education in Denmark.
However, after the family joirstthe Church of Jesus Christ of Laitialy Saints, it became very difficult for
her to continue her schooling. Her friends scorned her, called her names, tripped and ostracized her until sk
was forced to leave her classes. She was taught at home arldasined to speak and read English. She
continued to write in Danish.

Karen had an interest in music and cultivated the skill of singing and playing the organ. She often lec
the singing as the missionaries conducted their cottage meetings.

They were in th Salt Lake Valley for a short time before their eventful trip to Ephraim. During this
time, Karen was pressured with many opportunities for plural marriage.

I FGSNI YFENBY YR a2NIiSyQa YINNAIFISE . NAIKFEY | 2
of Mount Pleasant. Morten assisted in the building of a fort on the banks of the Sanpitch. Their first two
children were born here, Martin and Sophia, the first boy and girl born in this new settlement.
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One wonders what the Lord had to do with bringilhgs$e two young missionaries to Morten whose
Rasmussen line carried the gospel to President Howard W. Hunter.

LIFE OF KRISTINA MARIA NIELSEN CHRISTENSEN
Elaine O. Larmore
Honorable Mention Non Professional Short Story

Kristina Maria Nielsen, daughter &ns Peter Nielsen and Elsie Christensen, was born July 23, 1847,
just one day before Brigham Young and company entered the Salt Lake Valley. She lived in the little village
Lyngaa, Aarhus, Denmark.

Her father was the village schoolmaster, so Kristitag given a good education for those days. When
she was nine years old, a young girl came into the family, who was to change the whole course of their life.
This girl was a convert to the Mormon Church, and because of her religion she had been drnivéeifro
home. Now Father Nielsen was a gduehrted soul, and when the girl came to his home looking for shelter,
he took her in and gave her a home with this family. Mean while, the missionaries were out looking for the
missing girl. While passingthelNi 4 Sy K2YS 2yS RI&x G4KS& KSINR YNRA
I a2y3 0FdzAKG G2 KSNIoé GKS a2N¥2y FIANI I gKAOK K
entered the home and were happy to find the missing girl.

Mother Nielson wasery hostile toward the missionaries and told them they were not to speak of
their religion in her home. During the evening, a sudden storm came up and the Missionaries were unable t
leave, so they were given shelter for the night. Before going to ey, feft a number of tracts on the table.
Now mother Nielsen was a very curious woman, and after everyone was in bed, she read all the tracts. She
became so interested in the Church, that soon the whole family was baptized. They were the second family
to join the L.D.S. Church in that region
Denmark.

As the years passed the Kristina
grew into a young lady of sixteen, her
parents decided that she was old :
enough to make the journey to Americall
In May 1863, she began her trip across
the Atlantic. Her parents followed her
to America fourteen years later. It mustj
have taken every ounce of courage an
faith she had to leavedr beloved home
and family and depart, alone, on such a
long journey! Crossing the ocean took
five weeks. Kristina landed in New York, then traveled west to Florence, Nebraska, where she joined the
Sanders Company of immigrants going to Utah.

Each mormg before the sun was up, Kristina arose from her bed beneath the wagon. There was no
room to sleep inside, since every foot of space was packed with tables, chairs, clothes, plows, scythes and
spades, as well as canvas bags of wheat and oats, all tigstttiey would need in their new home. Day
after day she walked beside the wagon train, a long, slender line of moving wood and canvas slowly inching
its way across the empty valleys and through the racing rivers.

Kristina Maria Nielsen Christensen, 16 year old girl in front of wagon, arrivin
in Zion. Painted by Elaine O. Larmore, 1997.
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As she trudged silently across the blisté earth, which cracked beneath her feet, the mountains
$SNB 2dzaid || RNBIYO® lo2dzi GKS AaAEGK REFe 2y GKS
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up on the wagon and ride a bit, as the trail was smooth and easy there. She rode for most of the afternoon
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GLQfE YI 1S A Gjampeda HeSlong $kikt alghtlorytie whekl 8f the wagon and flung
her body to the ground under the heavy front wheel. As it passed over her chest she cried out. She tried to
roll from beneath the wagon just as the back wheel rolled over her back antékineo darkness. It was
impossible to get medical aid for her, but she was administered to by the Elders and promised that she woul
be made well, go on to finish her trip to Utah, and she would live to see a great posterity.

They made room for henithe wagon and cared for her through the night. The next morning at
sunrise as the wagons pulled out, at the first lurch of the horses and the wagon bouncing over the rough
terrain, Kristina cried out with excruciating pain and asked that they stop #gowtrain. Grabbing the side
2T GKS ¢l 32ys atz2g¢gte &aKS Lidztwhid Bhe HibtihnEgSdteF padizhéd aL
journey, suffering much hardship and pain, often being unable to keep up. Kristina had made the friendship
of a younggirl who walked with her to keep her company. The scouts would ride back from time to time, to
check on the girlsThere was not the same fear then of Indian trouble as had been the case in times of the
earlier pioneers; however, on one occasion a grotipjdians swept down upon the girls, taking Janie, the
lovely long, fakhaired girl and riding off with her, Kristina being left unharmed. The company travel was
delayed and scouts were sent out to search for the missing girl, but
she was never foundTelling about the incident, Kristina always
became tearfui her heart aching for Janie and her family.
Kristina, with the Sanders Company, entered the Salt Lake Vallg
September 15, 1863.

Kristina lived a few years in Salt Lake City. She met and ||
married Neils Clemenson, and two children were born to them.
Neils had married in polygamy, so when difficulty with the U.S.
Government arose, it was necessary for Kristina, who was the
second wife, to give him up, and they were divorced. Not long
after, shemarried John Nicholi Christensen. To this union were
born nine children.

Kristina and Nicholi settle in variousans in Sanpete
County and eventually moved to Centerfield and lived there the |
fifty years and raised their family. She lived a full and useful life,
one of many hardships. Faith, courage, hard work and
determination were her standards. She instilithese gospel
virtues into the lives of her posterity.

Her family lovingly referred to her as Grandma Nicholi.

At the age of 96 in the wee hours of the morning, on
WFydzZ- NBE pX MpnnE YNRAGAYlF Of 2aor nRomnu desa ay SGS
work done. Sheeft a great posterity numbering 218, consisting of 11 children, 46 grandchildren, 110 great
grandchildren, 46 greagreat grandchildren and 2 gregteatgreat grandchildren.

Kristina Marie Nielson Christensen with

her all female six generations shown in

wALX SéQa a. St AS@S
Elaine O. Larmore
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Robert LeRoy Ripley, in his famed bd@é&lieve It or Nagtsaid as he placed ttadl female, six
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SALES FOR CHURCH AND STATE

Robert L. Jensen
Honorable Mention Non Professional Short Story

It must have been an electrifying experience to be calteddrve a mission for the church during
general conference by President Brigham Young. The year was 1865 and Hans Jensen and 20 other Sanp
men were called to labor in the Scandinavian countries. Nearly all of these stalwart pioneers had been
settled n Sanpete for only a few short years at the time. They had worked very hard in building homes,
clearing land, developing irrigation systems, and constructing outside buildings to protect their animals and
precious farm crops. Most had been quite sucadssind life was good, though still very uncertain in many
ways. After receiving the call, very little time remained before they were to depart. Thus each man began
working diligently in preparing for the journey and getting everything in order for theseould leave
behind to take care of things in his absence.

The appointed hour arrived and the group left in May 1865. After ten weeks of strenuous travel, they
arrived in Copenhagen. Mission President Carl Widerborg welcomed them and immediagéslytiuah to
an organizational meeting. Each missionary was assigned a companion and a working area. It must have
been amazing to Elder Jensen when he was assigned as a traveling elder under Elder CseDharaddms
field of laborwas Aalborg the areawhere he was raised. He still had many relatives living there and
immediately traveled to the small village of Hou where he visited family members. He was well received anc
FYyagSNBR Ylye [[dzSadAazya Fo2dzi ! GF K olHglRwhérehdzNas (i S | C
born and raised. Upon seeing the countryside again, his thoughts immediately turned to his youth. Life was
simple and enjoyable and centered around harvesting hay, feeding livestock, mending fences and building
necessary farm buildirsg He could almost smell the fresht hay.
He had many fond memories of those earlier days.

From there his thoughts turned to his experiences servin
in the Danish Nave. At age 18 he had been called to serve the
Danish King when war had broken out wiélermany. He was
granted permission to serve in the Navy and after three weeks
basic training became a crew member aboard the Danish Frigal
Bellona.

This large fighting ship had a crew of 355 men and boas
24 cannons on deck and 36 below decks in the battery. Hans
learned his duties rapidly and soon became a skilled seaman.
was assigned to the gallant yard, the highest working point on & - — -
sailingship and a very dangerous post, which he consistently CNBEILUUSY a.5tf2yhe
handled very well. His general quarters station was a deck Jorgensbjerg Kirke
cannon. His first tour of duty resulted in patrolling hostile waters
in the North Sea for almost a year. At this point, a weapons armisasereached with Germany, and Hans
went home thinking his naval career was over. But within six months hostilities once again broke out and he
was called back into active duty. Commander Sten. Bille, skipper Beflana specifically asked for Hans a
a crew member again. This was certainly a tribute to a good young sailor. He was again assigned to the to
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gallant yard and also vice commander of cannon #7 in the battery. As a sailor for the Danish King, his
experiences wer many and varied and wodllprove to be invaluable in the years ahead.

During the next three years Hans and the other Sanpete missionaries traveled extensively and held
numerous meetings and conferences throughout all of Scandinavia. They were very successful in bringing
many peoge into the Gospel. Almost without exception, as these people joined the church their one desire
was to immigrate to Zion.

It was under this setting when Hans and the other five remaining Sanpete missionaries would be
released after serving some three aad-half years. Hans was also given the huge responsibility of
organizing and leading a very large company of emigrants to Utah. The next two months were e3xceptional
busy obtaining travel permits, collecting money and buying needed supplies and esquipfans and the
other missionaries traveled extensively to have everything in order for the long and difficult journey. -By mid
June everything was ready and the emigrants started to assemble. About 150 arrived from Norway and
Sweden. An additional BDanish people were ready. After numerous short delays by police inspectors and
other problems, the ship carrying 630 emigrants left for England on June 18, 1868.

We had barely settled into our seats when the intercom on the aircraft
came to life. Lads and gentleman, welcome to Sesquicentennial Flight 1997. |
am your captain Stephen Young. We are presently cruising at 530 knots at our
assigned altitude of 34,000 feet. As you know this flight will retrace the exact
route of the large company of emmnts who came to Utah from several
Scandinavian countries in 1868 under the able leadership of Hans Jensen and
several other Sanpete missionaries. We will fly-stop to New York City going
directly across North Platte, Nebraska, and Benton, lowa, whiehe two
important departure points for these emigrants. Remember, these pioneers
were traveling by oxen and wagon over this vast plains area. As we cover the
area from Chicago t®etroit and on toNew York, please not that they traveled
by train. Whata wonderful treat this must have been for them after the long
ocean voyage.We will refuel the aircraft at New York City and will be on the
ground for about an hour. The second leg of our flight will span the Atlantic
ocean to Liverpool, England, whereewvill again land and refuel. Our final
stretch will be from Liverpool to Copenhagen. The aircraft is equipped with
many safety devices and radar will be tracking us every single mile. So please do
not be concerned about your safety. For your conveogethe aircraft has in
flight movies, study/reading areas and other forms of entertainment. Meals and
shacks will be served regularly on our trip. If you need any help please contact
one of our flight attendants. Our trip will cover approximately 700iesand
we will be flying about thirteen hours, and remember that each mile we cover,
every single one, was also covered by those brave people many years ago under
very hard conditions. Now relax and enjoy this unique opportunity to relive
some of our geat pioneer heritage.

Hans stood on the fantail of the ship and watched closely as the Danish seaport faded in the distance
He was probably hoping that he had not forgotten anything important and what must be accomplished in
England prior to the long yage to America. He watched intently as the ship sailed past Leso and Skagen an
then around Jutland. The last bit of Denmark he saw was the Hans Holms lighthouse and fire. He knew tha
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had it been nighttime the fire in the lighthouse would have beeming brightly. At this time of day, only a
thin wisp of smoke was seen. He was reminded of his days serving Beltbeawhen he saw this famous

old landmark again. He had sailed past it many times during his naval experience. He was a littevsad kn
this was probably the last time he would ever see it.

The ship arrived in Liverpool, and immediately many logistic problems arose. People had to be locate
in hotels. Collecting additional money and money exchange was necessary, and clotheseape sthnal
belongings had to be moved. Hans and the other missionaries worked day and night to get everything in
order. On June 13rh all of the emigrants, including 200 more from England, boarded the Engertald Isle,
the ship that would take themot America. This made a total of 830 emigrants. The group was immediately
divided into thirteen wards, complete with presiding officers and teachers. As with any such church group,
organization was vital even down to a historigglder F. D. Richardsme aboard and dedicated the ship to
dal ¥FSte OFNNE (GKS {lAyda 20SNI GKS ¢l @Sasé¢ FyR 2V
the long ocean voyage began.

The first 10 days were typical of most ocean voyages. Many people becamedlsc&;confused by
aboardship conditions, such as close quarters and shortages of many things. But these were happy and
Resourceful people and they adjusted rapidly. Dances were held and choirs were organized. Meetings wer
held regularly both in Danisind English to instruct the Saints on the teachings of God. Schools were started
to teach the English language to the Danish people.

On July 1, only 10 days into the journey, tragedy struck. A small child died from a brain disorder. A
large meetingvas held on deck and Hans talked to the people in both Danish and English so all could
understand. His message was about the workings of the Lord with the children of men. The child was the v
al RS& ayid2z2 GKS asStk o¢

The earlier sailing experiencé ldans Jensen soon became a valuable asset to the emigrants. He knev
how a large ship operated and what to expect from the captain and crew. He met regularly with Captain
Gillespie to discuss problems, such as shorting the passengers of water ratickesepinty crew members
away from the passengers. Such meetings made life about ship much better.

In mid-July a measles outbreak occurred. Disease such as this was dreaded by everyone aboard, sir
it was very difficult to control under these circumstaneesl little medical control was known. Seventeen
young children and two adults died from the disease and were buried at sea. At the peak of the outbreak,
fifty-one were recorded. A little later a fever broke out and claimed more lives. Despite tHigsdtdi
situations, the people remained faithful and dedicated to what they believed in.

¢CKFEG FlLY2dza aSFYlFy WFENAH2YS> aG[FyR 1 25¢é¢ NIQy3a 2d
11" and land had been sighted. What a glorious day. The long gayas over and everyone sang and
praised God.

Again, much work and planning began for Hans and his companions. Sick people were transported t
hospitals, hotels were located where people could be lodged, money was exchanged, and personal belongir
stored Logistic problems were very difficult in New York, but local Saints helped out and everyone worked
together and all were soon traveling by train toward Detroit and Chicago. From there they continued west to
Council Bluffs. From this point the balarafeghe trip to Zion was by wagons pulled by oxen and mules. Prior
to leaving, almost endless preparations would be completed. Companies were organized, vast quantities of
supplies were collected and made ready, and wagons and animals were double ctebketktrtain they
were ready.

Excitement was in the air when the first wagons started rolling. Only days into the trip, those same
problems that accompanied every wagon train across the plains were also present with this large company.
People became dicand several passed away and were buried along the trail. A little girl broke her thigh.
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Hans was able to set it and then gave her a blessing, asking the Lord to be with her. Animals became lame.
which was always a serious problem. Food was scarcbahtb be carefully rationed out. Despite the
problems, however, everyone remained optimistic. They were making steady progress Gospel meetings an
singings were a nightly affair and everyone knew that at the end of each day they were closer toiZion. O
September 25, 1868, the company drove into the tithing yard in Salt LakeT@iy.gad safely reached their

new home. They were finally in Zion. The long trip had taken three months and twelve days to complete.
Thirty-six people had died and were ted at sea during the ocean voyage. Of these, thirty were young
children. Absolutely nothing can compare to standing helplessly by on the deck of the ship watching as a sr
bundle slips quietly out from under the canvas and into the depths of the Aaaadditional ten people lost

their lives while crossing the plains. Indeed, life on the plains had been very hard.

What made these strong, faithful people do what they did, take the risks they took, leave loved ones
and friends knowing they would proby never see them again, move to a strange new land with different
customs and languages, build homes, develop towns, clear lands for crops, build irrigation systems, build
schools, chapels and temples, and live happily together and work for commonagoladbjectives? They did
it because they believed in the lived the teachings of the Gospel. These are our pioneer forefathers, those
gallant people who settled the valleys of the mountains for us today. We cannot, we must not ever forget
them.

Pictureincluded with this story:

CNBIIFLGGSye. Stt2ylFé a2y (1ANJ SaAo L {OGd® W2NHSYao2SNH YAN]S
Life writings of Hans Jensen

Marinehistorisk Selskab, Royal Danish Naval Museum

Marines Bibliotck, Royal Danish Naval Museum

a'lbe¢eLQ{ wLzx9w [!Db9
Ruth D. Show
HonorableMention Non Professional Short Story

The River Lane begins at the intersection of Fifth West and Fifth North in Manti. Today it is a hard
surface road to the KMTI Radio, and from thera graveled and kept in order by the Sanpete Road
Department. Itcrosses the Sanpitch River, then goes around a hill becoming a county roadway.

Growing up, | thought the name sounded romantic, never realizing the important part it played in the
lives of the people of MantiL y G0 KS S| NI & wmy T n Qawaks)whére the RaiKodd Y I Ay
stopped, to Manti. The road ran along the west side of the valley across the Sanpitch river bridge and up the
River Lane. It was the oldest road through Manti and continued south into Southern Utah.

A neighbor of my parentsjenry Maylett, told of the constant traffic on the Lane. It continued day
and night, and freight wagons, buggies, horseback riders, and the hack driving back and forth from the Wale
depot to Manti delivering its passengers who worked on the Manti Tempte supplies for the building of
the Temple were hauled over the River Lane.

Entertainment was also found before crossing the Sanpitch river bridge on the River Lane when
/ KENX¥Sa tlGdSy K2YS&aGSIRSR f I yR | NBodmbund, antl Bekris . | NJi
wheel, and had boats and a hatiile race track. Many of the fastest horses in all of Utah were brought to
GKAA GNF Ol @ ¢t2¢ adzOK K2NBES& 6SNB ylIYSR 5dzRf S&
years ago.
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Some of thednd owners along the River Lane were Tan Crawford, W.T. Reid, Jim Barton, Fred Cox,
Edward E Fox, Robert Boyington with his brothers tom and John, Will Lowry, C.W. Luke, and John Crawforo

| remember as a teenager the old adobe house, called the Fox Heh®d, stood vacant and
abandoned just east of the River Bridge at the end of the lane. It was surrounded by large poplar trees.
Today you can still see the tree logs, though the old house is long gone.

The road through the wet pasture land was constaeatof cedar posts laid side by side then covered
with two feet of dirt. The old wooden Sanpitch river bridge was destroyed by the floods in 1983. Today ther
is a good cement bridge wide enough for two cars to pass at the same time. There are alsbaweirs
regulate the river water, enabling the flooding of the surrounding acres of swampland.

Sometime ago, | heard Lee Barton tell the story of the time when he was just five years of age. His
father tied him to his faithful horse, sending him on his wlayn the River Lane in order to get a message to
his family regarding an emergency. He sent his young son alone down the highway, across the river bridge,
and on the River Lane to his home in Manti.

Another interesting fact about the area of the River €ahow Dodge Canyon received its name.
Augutus Dodge was a scout for the group of pioneers trying to reach Manti. This party had reached the hea
of Salt Creek Canyon when a freak snow storm stopped them. They were in desperate straits when Gus
Dodgeand an Indian Scout named Tabanaw started out on snow shoes to get help from the settlers of Manti
Dodge made it as far as Sanpitch River. He had broken one of his snow shoes someplace along the trek.
Struggling for miles, walking with only one sherhausted, bloody and unable to go on, he sent his Indian
friend on to Manti for the necessary help. In his honor the canyon was named.

¢gAO0S I RF& Y& FIGKSNINRRS a20SNJ 6KS NAGDSNE |
always fun to ridealong on the wagon during the summer, but during the winter | never wanted to go due to
the freezing cold. In my mind | am still able to enjoy the fresh clean air, feel the peace and quiet of the
summer day, smell the fragrance of newly mown hay, seantling sheep herds being separated before
going to pasture on the West Mountains. Often | hear the song of the birds, but nothing like the thrill of the
YSIFR2¢ YIFN] Fa Ad asSSya G2 Axdmanic atthgdrtyl thikih® River Laieds G
still a wonderful road and fun to travel remembering yesteryear.

Manti Historyg 1958, by Fannie Kenner Anderson and Andrew Jackson Judd.

Merrill Maylett; Manti, Utah.
ldzl K2NR& LISNBR2YFf NBYSYOSNI yOSao

ANUNFORGETTABLE MOMENT

Dorothy J. Buchanan
First Place Professional Anecdote

Jack Summerhays came to Mount Pleasant like a bombshell. He was handsome, very bright, and he
taught music like a master. People were fascinated by him. He had an interestioggéy and soon
became friendly with the people in Mount Pleasant.

¢KS 2yfe (GKAy3a ¢glasxs KS O2dzZ RyQli FAYR | LI I OS
bathroom. Few homes in Mount Pleasant had such luxury. He wanted a bathroom bbeauas a great
bather!

He finally found a house and was able to live with Mr. and Mrs. Auer Proctor in the east part of town.
The house had a nice bathroom with a narrow, high window at the west side that really enchanted him. The
word got around that b bathed in the night.
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This was an interesting item for some of the teenage girls in Mount Pleasant, so one night a group of
four or five of them got a ladder and decided to watch Jack at his bath. They had barely started up the ladde
when someone mada noise and Jack heard it.

DdzSdaAy3a (GKIFIG a2YS2yS 41 & SIFIPSARNRLIWAY3I:Z KS O
upset and quickly hurried down the ladder and away.

Although he left Mount Pleasant at the end of the summer, the storydffaé& o+ G K F f g &
laugh.

How do we know this story is true? They3ar-old writer was one of the young girls!

Jack was the son of Joseph William Summerhays, who crossed the plains in 1866 by covered wagon
and Mary Melissa Parker, who came to thalt Lake Valley as a young child with one of the handcart
companies. This family established the vkelbw Summerhays Music Company.

(The above information came from Carol Jean Summerhays, a longtime music teacher in the Salt Lak
City schools. Jack#wa KSNJ Tl § KSNR& dzy Of So  AovingRdther\wsshing pelksBny S Y
On his 98 birthday he sang for his guests in his still beautiful tenor voice.)

SUNDAY AFTERNOON DRIVE

Camille O. Lindsay
Honorable Mention Professional Anecdote

Sunday afternoon, 1997

¢KS LK2YyS NAy3Ia YR I ¢SS @2A0S &aleasz aDNYYRY
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Time is always on the move. A quick 65 mph trip to Spring City, and my grandchildren are safely sea
belted and eagerfoii KS | RSy (idzNE (G2 DNIYyRYIlI Qa K2dzAaSo

As | started home the back way, through Pigeon Hollow, my mind jumped back to other more leisurel
GNALIA L KIFIR GF1Sy 2y GKS o6dzyL®ez RANIZ o6F Ol NRIFRaA
Rambouiller Barns ibittle Pigeon Hollow. It was on this road | learned at five years old to negotiate turns on
I GNJI OG2NJ 3SINBR (12 GO2YLRdzy Roé CKS GoK22LRE¢ NP
was always a thrill as dad would speed up and slow dowrutfirdhe washes.

| suppose the times | savored my rides the most was on Sunday afternoons. After church, a dinner o
mutton, potatoes and gravy, and a quick nap, Dad would ask if anyone would like to go for a drive. | usually
did because, along with theenery, | always enjoyed the true life, a bit stretched, stories dad would tell
about when he was growing up. These Sunday afternoon drives were usually taken with members of the
family; Aunt Esther and Uncle Clayton Peterson, Aunt Beth and Uncle (Hi#tadson, and occasionally with
the neighbors across the street, the coaches at Snow College.

2S |fglrea (221 GKS ai2dz2NAy 3¢ OF NE WEdundibét &ay NI
up Little Pigeon Hollow, around White Hill and then to thadahat intersects with the Spring City road.
Often we would stop to enjoy spring flowers, comment on Sanpete jackrabbits, and watch the deer as they
grazed among the new lambs and ewes in theadte fields up against the mountains. Sometimes we would
stop at the Ram Barn to throw hay cakes in the mangers and hang on the fence to watch the white Collie
Shepherd dog stalk and work the old muttons. There was always a bit of town talk about who was doing
whatt Y 2 0 KAy 3 YI £ AOA2dza ® I/ 23v2Y2SR/ (184S | Nar2édziosi KaS (F S6SAR A
YR aKSSL) aK2dz R R2 21l@& 02YS FlLfttx¢é OFYS dzJ NBL
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Slow, deliberate living, good family and friends, recognition of the small and friendly, feeling of
belonging, being loved and accepted, all cdnited to an inner quietness. | supposed that we were
OFGS3aA2NRAT SR +a 2yS 2F a{IyLSisSQa {dzyRIF& 5NAJSNAEC

Somehow, | longed to slow my life down again and enjoy these emotions, this time with my childrer
and grandchildren. But they were eager to be atyGRY I Q&4 K2 dzaA S @ L 62YyRSNBR
enjoy leisure hours and notice the small of the world as | did, growing up.

We sped toward home on the sweeping curve into Ephraim. | started to become a little annoyed with
0KS G{dzyRIFBYGBENRBSNBEPAYLTKIR (G2 atz2¢g R26y (2 Hp Y
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lives!

THE OLD WAGON WHEELS ROLLED ON
Lillian H. Fox
FirstPlace Professional Historical Essay

| have read many pages of history pertaining to the settlement of Sanpete County, but this year,
because of a family reunion, my attention was drawn to the Sanpeters who crossed over the mountains and
helped settle Emegy County, often called Castle Valley. Many of these people used the old wagons that had
rolled them into Sanpete for this new adventure.

In 1849, the first white settlers arrived in Manti. In July 1850, President Brigham Young made his firs
visit to Marti. He gave the new community its name and also named the surrounding area Sanpete. The
Sanpete boundary lines were indefinite and included what is now Sanpete, Emery, Carbon, and Grand
Counties. For twentgne years (1850871), this entire area was der the auspices of the Sanpete Stake of
Zion. People were encouraged to move out and homestead the land.

Traveling over the high mountain range into Castle Valley was a problem. Building dug ways and
shoveling snow on a road which was little more thaagen tracks was dangerous. The mountain passes
were so steep that the travelers were obliged to hang heavy logs on the upper sides of their wagons to keep
them from tipping over. At times they hitched a yoke of oxen onto the rear of the wagons to esfddh
the trail. The only tools they had to work with were shovels, axes, hammers, crowbars, and grubbing hoes.
Those who chose to travel through Salina Canyon found the inclines to be safer, but required-dwenty
days to make the trip.

My father hadthree-brothers who moved with their families into Emery Countiheir mother,

Sophia Hansen, being a very stern and determined woman, told them that they could not move into such a
barren wasteland. They honored her wishes until she passed away inth883hey moved on. Then their
father visited with them, he was told of their poverty and hardships, but he was also nourished with tails of
success and happiness punctuated with fun and laughter.

In her book-erron Creek;opyright 1989, Wanda Snow Peten gives us insight into the early days in
Castle Valley. Her stories are something like this:

In earlier days the families in Emery County gathered at evenings and laughed until their sides ached
as they spun tales of their growiag years. They cadiimimic the broken English of immigrants in tone and
pitch, but never a word was said in derision or scorn. The jokes they told were kind, showing an
understanding of the foibles of human nature, the easily made comical renderings of English from people
learning a new language.
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When Brigham Young died, the people asked whether he had been called home for his reward or if h
was being chastised for having sent poor people to settle a barren land such as Emery County.
Mrs. Peterson also tells how Ferron gistname. The summer of 1870 was hot and dry when
Augustus David Ferron led his government surveying crew into Castle Valley. They paused on the bank of ¢
large stream where Augustus flung himself onto the bank and sank his mouth into the cool wagartwd
of his party sneaked up behind him and lifting his feet shoved his head into the stream.
G,2dz 6flFraliSR 9y3af AaAKYSYZ¢é KS &Llziid SNB
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With a splash, Ferron was thrown into the deepest part of the stream and Ferron Creek was named.
Later, the town nearby was also named Ferron.
Another story tells about a mother living in a dugout in the sifla mountain for nine years. Here
she raised her nine children and all survived.

R®
SNBEQa ez2

Inside a large mound of rock on the Railroad Rock near Molen, Utah

Desert west of Molen Robert Armstrong Names carved within the rocks.
F2dzy R KA& 3INI yRTI Courtesy Lillian H. Fox

110 years ago. Courtesy Lillian H. Fox

About ten days before the family reunion, October 12, 1996, my son was out riding around with no
particular reason in mind. He found a deserted road leading obtafn that took him to a mound of rocks
somewhere in the vicinity of Molen, which is now a ghost town. He climbed around in the huge rock pile anc
there he found the name of his grandfather, Jens Peter Jansen 1886, carved on a rock wall.

(There were othenames also carved on the wall, names of men who helped build the first railroad
GKNRdzZAK ! 0F K®d0 L FY &adzNB GKIFIG GKAa ¢Fa KAa 3INI YR
us that he was herding sheep on the east desert in 1886 whemasecighteen years of age. His name has
been there one hundred and ten years and the family did not know it was there.

Dozens of stories have been written by Sanpete/Castle Valley citizens who have kinship. These stori
are tucked away in journals ari@mily histories. Collectively they would make an interesting book.

| believe that my father used the old covered wagon that brought his parents into Sanpete as his
GK2YS 2y GKS NYy3aSoé 2 KSSfta FTNRBY (KA abo#fivikyeasst 32 y
ago when someone helped himself to them. They have inspired me to write the following verse.
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Wagon Wheels

Wagon wheels, wagon wheels,
Rolling, rolling on,
Across the plains through the sun and sleet,
You laid tracks from and deep.

Wagn wheels, wagon wheels,
Salt Lake City was your goal.
But Brother Brigham met you there,
w2ttt 2y GKS {IyLISiSz¢ @2dz 6SNB

Wagon wheels, wagon wheels,
You helped Sanpete settle down,
Now roll across the mountains high

And help establish Emery town

Wagon wheels, wagon wheels,

With spokes worn to the bone,

Ly /ladatsS +xrfftSeQa 2Ly aLl OS:
You finally found a home.

Sources
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History of Sanpete and Emery Couwy.H. Lever

Song of &entury.18491991 Manti City.

TWO SHIPS THAT SAILED TO ZION

Eleanor P. Madsen
Honorable Mention ProfessionslistoricalEssay

It was 1864, a year of decision for Mouritz and Dorthea. They had been converted to the Church of
Jesus Christ of Lattelay-Saints and had been baptized several years earlier.

The decision they had made would have a profound effect upon them and all their descendants for
generations to come. They had decided to leave their homeland in Denmark and come to America.

In Liverpoal England, Mouritz and Dorthea boarded the clipper $hamarch of the Seahe largest
sailing vessel to transport Lattelay Saints to America. There were 974 passengers in the company, housed
on three decks. The sailing vessel measured 1979 ton as@®2&feet long, not quite as long as a Boeing
747, even though the ship was relatively small in comparison with modern vessels.

The group preparing to sail that spring of 1864 was well organized, with a President and counselors ii
the definite pattern ofshipboard living established by the Latdaty Saint Church. It required good sanitation
practices, spending time on deck in the sunshine when the weather was good, religious services, prayers,
instructional classes, reading, and needlework.
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With the zeafelt for the newfound gospel, the emigrants often took advantage to teach the principals
to the officers, the crew, and other passengers, so the work progressed and many more were converted.

Problems of overcrowding created a climate for disease. Olmti@o for the overcrowding was for
betrothed couples to marry. There were many marriages on board, many, many babies born, and more that
40 deaths during the voyage, the bodies being cast into the sea.

Water was stored in barrels which often caused thegev to turn black. Foods listed for those sailing
might have included beef, pork, beans, potatoes, soup, fish, and hard tack biscuits.

During storms the quarters were hatched down to prevent water from flooding the hold. Being
hatched down was terrifym to the occupants. They could hear the creaking noise of the ship, the flapping of
the canvas, and the whistling of the wind through the shrouds and rigging as they lay in their berths. This w
FOO02YLI yASad o0& (GKS OKAf Redascy, anil thOwaRes ofadHing drdusd thi BoatO K A

It was a long, difficult voyage, but Mouritz and Dorthea knew they were doing the right thing by
KSSRAY3I (GKS tNRLKSGQa OFtft (2 a/2YS (2 ®%BA2Yy ®E ¢
up the spirits of other passengers aboard.
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Although Mouritz had sung the words to the beloved hymn many times with his company, he now
wondered if all was well. Just a few days before they were to enter the valley, August 31, $8&lohed
Dorthea was overtaken by illness and fatigue and was buried in an unmarked grave along the way. But
Mouritz must continue on. He arrived with the company in the Salt Lake Valley, September 15, 1864. He
then, with a number of other Scandinavi&aints, made his way to Mt. Pleasant, Utah, where he spent the
remainder of his life.

C2dzNJ @SIFNAE fF3GSNE az2dzNAGT FyR 52NIKSEFEQa (6Ay
the sailing vessétmerald Isle11 dine, 1868 to sail to America. This was the last sailing vessel to carry
Mormon immigrants across the Atlantic Ocean. The journey lasted 56 days.

LYYAINI GA2Yy NBO2NRAa NBfIFGISR ab2 SYAINryid O2YL
aboard theEmerald Isle.Officers and crew were abusive, a mate molested a young woman, sailors threatene:
A2t SYyOSs 41 GSNJ O6SOIYS dzyFAG G2 dza S Pley suffei@d3d | & |
deaths, and during the quarantine in New York, 38 parkons were taken ashore. Hans Jensen (later Bishop
of Manti South Ward) was captain and leader.

Christian N. Lund, who also came on Ererald Islérom Denmark, recorded in his journal, August
MMZ MycyY d2S 0SKSt R T2 NitaltiedartbrioNdew Yotk ivith &8s lavelySillag 408 N
mansions on the hillside peeping through the green foliage, pleasure steamers crossingcanskieg. | was
overjoyed. | found a secluded place and offered gratitude to the Lord for leadingaly tea$ee the land
KFfft26SR 0@ | AY (G2 ONARYy3a F2NIK KAa 62N] Ay GKS f

Friday they landed at Castle Garden and started the same evening by rail, traveling through the Easte
and Western states, touching Omaha, Chicago, and other cities. Tinegdaat Fort Benton and camped at a
place on the Platte River. They were met Auguét 6 Church ox teams and taken on to Utah with John C.
Holman as Captain. They entered the valley September 25, 1868, with 62 wagons and about 650 immigran
A numker died on the journey.

Fredrick records that he walked half of the way across the plains. He and Carl and C.N. Lund and otl
immigrants went on to Mt. Pleasant, Utah, where they made their home.
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What great sacrifices these noble ancestors made asld#fetheir native land where forefathers for
generations past had lived and died, leaving all as they endured that difficult journey across the sea and plai
to Zion.

One day a greagirandson sailed back across that sea to bring the gospel to those etoleft in that
land of Denmark. As Fredrick, Carl, and Christian came on that last sailing vessel coming to Zion, s this gr
grandson traveled as one of the last missionaries to go by boat across the Atlantic to carry the gospel mess:
to Denmark.

S the conversion process continues as other gigaatgrandchildren now fly swiftly to the shores of
their ancestors. We shall not forget the two who sailed to Zion.

A PIECE OF WOOL CLOTH
Lillian H. Fox
First Place Professional Poetry

A piece of wootloth
From an old bed cover
Has a fraying fringe amvo sides,
But this small sample is somehow ample,
¢2 0SSttt | AG2NE 2F Yeé 3INIYRY230KSN]

A piece of Wool Cloth Courtesy, Lillian Fox

She walked with a crutch,
Drove her herd opet sheep
To a warm spring where the water flowed free.
She scrubbed their coats with hormeade soap,
Removing the dust and the flea.

Her children held the hoofs and the heads
Of the sheep, as she sheared and bagged their fleece.
She carded the wool wita wire-toothed tool.
A notched stick was her spindle, her fingers were nimble,
As she wound the thread onto a spool.
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She sat at her loom in the corner of a room,
Carefully weaving an artistic design
The black threads of the woof, the white threads of tharf,
Wereall perfectly placed intotie.

These moments of peace provided release
From her world of work and strife.

There was a rhythm and a rhyme in the intricate design

That wove pleasure into her life.

This small piece of cover made by my grandreoth
When Sanpete was a new settled land
Is a link to the past, and | feel at last
¢CKId L KI@S 0SSy (2dzOKSR
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BIRTH OF A GRANDMOTHER

Camille O. Lindsay
Second Place Professional Poetry

You come, my little one
Through water andblood
And | am born again
A grandmother.

Concealed feelings from
A long time ago
The movement in the womb
The touch of soft baby skin,
And
The crying and cooing.

You come,
And the ancestors delight:
Mothers are there
Fathers are there,

Linking the future to the past, body and spirit.

You come, my little one,
And all the generations in heaven
Rejoice your birth,
And mine.
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TWO TOWERS
Wilbur Braithwaite
Honorable Mention Professional Poetry

Two towers command the valley scene
Through winter grey or spring time green;
White sentinels viewed from afar

By midday sun or midnight star.

Reminders of far days long gone
When covered wagons inched along
Tofind haven under cliffs;

Fierce winter winds blew kneleigh drifts.

Haltshelters turned to notched log homes,
Then changed again to oolite stones

As a master craftsmen chiseled out
Communal towns there and about.

Two towers rose high, though pioneers

In one great plan of unity
Advancing through eternity,

' a8 D2RQ& 26y LlzN1J2aSa
With challenges and joys untold

For children sent to earth by Him

To conquer self and vanquish sin.

dzy

Two towers reach up, yet rise from one

Foundation as they seek the sun.

Two hearts afire with flame sublime

CKSNBAY SylgAiyS WiAiAft SyR

Fulfilling hunan destiny,
Expanding like infinity.
A vibrant, living mirache

Faced famine, pain, and battle fears; ¢tg2 az2dzZ a dzyAGSR o0& t20S
A crowning jewel on crested hill,
A monument of strength and will, Two towers command the village scene
Through winter grey or springtime green,
A temple linking, now and past, Reflecting a celestial light
Each member of the human cast To guide out footsteps day or night.
5hwel 9! Qf Wh| wb 9,
Eleanor P. Madsen
Honorable Mention Professional Poetry
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Bid farewell to friends and family, Across the plains tdion.
/| N2Pa&dSR (KS 20SIyQa 6ARS SELIya&as
In the sailboat, Monarch of th8ea, She walked beside the wagon,
Where wind and wave were calmed Carried her baby in her arms.
Through prayers of faithful Saints. With buffalo chips she made a fire.
Told stories, sang songs of joy
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She used her time to prepare
Wagon covers, quilts, and food,
Rations to last the many miles
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And rested her weary soul.



Through rain and snow, bitter winds, W2 dzNySeQad SyR é6la y26 AY

Her footsteps never faltered. Another path she must follow.

On and on to the Sweetwater, | SN FIFAGK yR O2dzN} 3S 4SS
So near to her destination, As we turn the pages of her journal.

Tired feet could walk no more, {KS 3+ @S KSNIIFff F2N) GKS
They must go on without her. Grandmother Dorthea, faithful pioneer.

A GIANT OF A MAN
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Sometimes he would accept a ride to Ephraim from the Temple in Manti at the close of the day, and
we learned a little about his dedicatiand his faith in the work that is done there. When we wondered how
he got over to the Temple in the mornings, he told us that he had walked. Asked how he would get home if |
were not offered a ride, his answer to that, too, was that he would walk.

Aswe became acquainted with some of his descendants, we were fascinated by the story of this man
who had become so independeraind yet was so gentle. They tell us that he was not so big physically, but in
my mind, he still stands tall and strong, and falbte to tackle any problems or difficulties that might arise.
From what we have learned, he began early to carry heavy responsibilities. When he left his native Denmar
to come to America at the age of eight years, he did not know, nor did his motia&rtder Jeppson, the LDS
missionary who was to accompany him, would not be coming at that time.

Andrew Peter Peterson was born 2 March 1869 at Fredericia, Vejle, Denmark. He was the second st
of a family of six, born to Anders Peterson and Maren ansThe children were Hans, Andrew Peter,
Magdalena (Lena), Hansena (Sena), Lauritz (Lewis), and Minnie Henrietta.

Anders Peterson was a section foreman on the railroad, and he lived with his family in Section House
about 3 miles out of Fredericia. Ttrain track was just off the hill, and there was a road crossing the track
which had gates that had to be closed when the trainwastdile2 a G 2LJ £ € GNI FFAOD
that this was done. At night she would go down to the tracks and thesgates, then wait until the train
came along. She would wait, waving her lighted lantern to say all was well. Then after the train had passed
she would open the gates again.

Anders Peterson died 9 July 1876. Maren and her children had to leaverSeotise No. 3, but the
railroad officials were kind to her. They moved her and her family into Lunderscow, and gave her a job as a
janitor at the railroad station. She would clean the station and when the trains came she would clean, swee|
mop and dusthe train cars. It was very hard work cleaning and polishing passenger cars. The benches wer
all of wood and ran lengthwise along the sides of the cars.

At first they lived in an apartment house with three other families. Each family had two robines.
owner also had a shop, as he was a carpenter, and his stable, where the cows and animals were kept. The
house was located quite a distance from the depot and Maren had a long way to walk each day, going and
coming from work, so she moved into anotheuse closer to her work.

They had this house to themselves, but the children were left alone and had to care for each other all
day. Occasionally they got into mischief. There was an orchard nearby and they would sometimes go over
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there and help themdees to the different fruits that grew there. One day Peter got caught by the owner. He
RARY QU aleé YdzOK (2 (KS o2&z odzi KS (2fR KA& Y2(K

Maren worked hard all day, but if she ever heard of a meeting being held by a missibtize\®S
Church, she was never too tired to go. When she went to these meetings, she took Hans or Peter with her.
Later in his life, Peter said he thought she already belonged to the Church before her husband died, and tha
he did too, butthathegoyi A GK (GKS ¢gNRPyYy3a ONRSGR YR RARYQU TF2f
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them. Missionaries called often on the family, and in 1877, about a year after Anders asegiodidl mother
had saved up enough money to send one of her children to Utah. Hans was to have come, but at the time, |
had a job (herding cows), so Peter, who was eight years old at the time, was to go in his place. He was to
travel with a missionaryythe name of Elder Jeppson.

Whe it came time for him to go, his mother got the day off. She received a pass from the railroad for
them, and they went from Lunderscow to Aarhus by train, stopping at Kolding. Here they got something to
eat and had their gtures taken. They arrived at Aarhus just minutes before the ship sailed. They started
raising the gangplank as they got on and Maren had to rush to get off. After the ship had sailed out, she
received word that the missionary, Elder Jeppseon, hadeugived his release, and so Peter was on his way
to Utah alone. He was the only passenger on the ship from Aarhus to Copenhagen. There a company of S;
got on the ship.

Eight year old Peter
Peterson as he prepared
to sail for Americag
picture taken at Kolding
DenmarkCourtesy, Leon
Olson

Maren H. Peterson taken
at Kolding, Denmark
Courtesy, Leon Olson
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from there they traveled by railroal & K2 NI RAall yOSo I S RARY QG NBYS
England, and then to Liverpool. And then to America.

While crossing the ocean, there was a family by the name of Henderickson who had a little boy about
the same age as Peter,@also a little girl. The two little boys became acquainted. This family was coming to
Moroni. While crossing the ocean Mr. Hendrickson died and the mother and children came on alone.

While the company of about sevenfive members were waiting in Nevoik for arrangements to be
made to come on to Utah, they went on a sightseeing tour, but the company was too slow for the two little
boys, so they started on alone, and of course, became lost. Toward night a policeman found them and took
them back to thecompany of immigrants.

They came to Salt Lake by train and then to Nephi, where they stayed for two or three days. A Mr.
Peacock from Manti came to get a large group. Peter rode as far as Moroni in a wagon with one horse. It w
dark when he arrived iMoroni. Mr. Peacock let him out in the street. He saw a light and went to the house,
where he was welcomed, fed and housed for the night. The missionary he was searching for, Sern Simonse
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