History of Christine Marie Larson Warnick
I was born November 15, 1855 at Sellebach, Skjeveparish, Hjorring, Denmark. My Parents’ names were Lars Christen and Maren Bertelsen Larson. I was the youngest of three children. My sister Johanne Christina was seven years older than I, and my brother Christen Peter was three years my senior.

My parents were rural people. They bought a farm and went to live on it when first married. They were to care for an old couple during their lifetime in part payment, and were to pay for the remainder in labor.  The home was large enough but it was old and in need of repairs. The farm was neglected and outbuildings had to be built. It meant hard work for them through their early married years.

Mother had a spare room with a nice bed which she always had ready for visitors. Mother cared for this old couple for fifteen years. She always spoke kindly of them and said they were dear souls. 

Sellebach was the name of our home. Interpreted, it means a quite hill and describes our farm which sloped in all directions. There were two places around our home which were of particular interest to me in childhood days. One was the family garden. It was east of the stables and had a rock wall around it. In it were apples and plum trees (I do not remember that the apples trees bore fruit in my day), a good supply of currants, gooseberries, and vegetables of all kinds. But the carrots were the most outstanding to me for there in the shade, my brother and I, together with companions of our own age, would spend long hours cutting and whittling the carrots, making them animals and little men with wooden shoes, and other things which my brother decorated with his knife. These we loved to build and lay with. 
It was not that we did not have beautiful dolls and toys but according to the custom they must spend most of their time in Mother’s large chest. 

It was not exactly a hill upon which our home was built, but there was a gentle slope in the four directions. To the east was a grain farm, and then the meadow where the cows and sheep were staked out. This was the other place that I remember with so much joy. I would go with my brother to tend the sheep, and how the lams would frisk and play! And then the beautiful storks would come and light in their midst. The stork is native to Denmark and was partly domesticated, building their nests in the barns and living around the farm. They are large than pelicans, all white with long red bills. When on the ground they always stood on one leg. This part of the meadow was boggy and as we jumped up and down it would spring up and down with our weight. When I think back now I can see the beautiful picture and feel the joys of childhood in those balmy summer days.

But all of my time was not spent so idly. I must learn to sit still and also to read before time to start to school. My father wished us to start school when eight years old. He thought it was time wasted to go to school to learn the A.B.C.’s so I must have my study hour at home.
Twice a day when Mother could find time to sit down at the spinning wheel or with her sewing, I must get my low stool and sit beside her and start on my educational tour. I learned vary easily, especially was it easy for me to memorize. I learned to read the Catechism and t hen I was started in the New Testament. To me now that seems quite a jump but the Bible was the main reading course in days at school, so I pegged away at the hard words and when I was seven years old I had finished reading the New Testament for the second time. I remember how anxious I was to read on when the end was in sight, because my Mother had a reward for me.
But while I reached the end and received my promised gift, I never enjoyed the pleasure of accompanying my older sister and brother to school. For it was about this time that the Mormon Elders came into the district and my parents soon became interested in their message. Consequently our plans for the future were changed. My parents were baptized into the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints in June 1860 and as I was not old enough to be baptized with the rest of the family, I was blessed by the Elders and my name also entered on the records with my parents. I was at this time about five years of age but I can well remember how happy I was to tell the visiting Saints that I too was a Mormon.
My folks soon became desirous of going to Zion. Father put forth every effort to dispose of their property and to make preparations in the way of spinning and waving and making clothing that the family might be well prepared for the long journey.

In the spring of 1863 they were ready to start, leaving behind those things that had been their life's ambitions, their new faith and hope prompting them on to face new fields and to strive for new goals. I remember how interested it was to have the neighbors come in to bid us fare well. To prove their good will they gave me and my brother a few coins to enjoy on the journey.

The first interesting experience that comes to my mind now occurred while crossing the North Sea, noted for its roughness. Most of the passengers experienced sea-sickness in the most terrible form. Every one was down in their cabin heaving Jonah, except a few children who were old enough to care for themselves. My brother and a friend sat singing Mormon hymns as the engineer happened by. He stopped to listen. Soon it began to rain and the terrific storm came on. The engineer came back and asked the boys to come into the cabin and sing for him. The were very happy to accept but my brother said he would like to go and find his little sister who must be around somewhere, as he father and mother were very sick in their cabin. The man went with Peter to find me and took us both under his care for the night. When morning came, the storm had passed an my poor dear mother struggled forth in search of her missing children, and was grateful to find us so well cared for. 

We landed in Scheswig Holstein and were directed to a building with floor covered deep with straw, so that the tired and sick had a chance to lie down and rest. Soldiers were stationed everywhere and I did not like their ugly faces and heavy fierce looking armor. I stayed close to my mother while there.

We went next to Hamburg, from which place our company, consisting of Scandinavian Saints, sailed for England, landing at Grimsby on April 18, 1863. They left Liverpool on 8 May 1863 on the vessel B. S. Kimball and landed in New York on June 15th. We were eight weeks at sea; our food rations not very appetizing -- consisting of sea biscuit, salt meat and dried peas. It was cooked in a general kitchen and came to us so salty that it could hardly be eaten. Mother had brought quite a lot of bread and butter and such food as we best carry on such a journey, but it ran short and then, those sea biscuits! One morning I slept extra long. When I climbed down from the bunk and told Mother I was hungry she spread a sea biscuit thick with butter and gave it to me. It looked good but when I bit into it, it was a different story. I asked if I might have a little piece of our own bread, but it was gone. I began to cry and wished we would soon be in Zion where we could get some bread. 

 From New York we went to Florence Nebraska and from this place began the long trip across the plains. We came across with the Cache Valley company, which consisted of fifty-five wagons each drawn by four yoke of oxen or cattle. Our captain's name was William B. Preston and our teamster's name was David Reece. The whole train of wagons was loaded to capacity with merchandise before they took on the immigrants. They stuffed in the wagons what they could of the immigrant’s belongings and tied the rest on the outside and all must walk who could possibly do so. My mother had to ride occasionally as she had not fully recovered from her terrible seasickness, and there was a little corner of the wagon into which they tucked me. My father and brother walked all the way.  (She was seven years old at his time.)

The immigrants would start out to walk in the morning as soon as they could and the same way at noon. In this way they avoided the dust of the wagons and could get an occasional few minutes of much needed rest. It was extremely hot and I sat against the wagon cover. The teamster noticed how quite I soon became as I had little to say to him when he came up to ride. He could leap on the wagon tongue and get up and down without stopping the cattle. He said it was not good for me to sit all the time under the hot cover so when he would get down he would reach back and put his arm around me and boost me down and have me walk along with him until I was tired -- then he would toss me back into the wagon. He couldn't have cared better for his own child than he did for me.

One morning Mother thought she would take me with them when they started out and when I got tired I could sit down and wait until the wagons came along to pick me up. But they had gotten an extra early start and I had a long wait. I was not afraid; none of us realized the danger. But when the good teamster picked me up he said, "You can't go with your mother again. I will take care of you. The Indians might have picked up you."

I had learned some English from the Elders who stayed at our house so much.  Now being with the driver so much I had learned to speak English very well. And it was there in the covered wagon and when I was only seven years old that I learned a great deal of the art of courting.

Our good driver had not been going around with his eyes closed. There was one young woman who looked especially good to him but they could not understand one another. So it happened like this. One morning he motioned for her to come and ride with him, proving true the old saying, "there is always room where there is heart room." But it was not so interesting because they could not understand each other. So he motioned for me to come and sit between them, so that I could tell each one what the other said. It went on like that for some time, I acting as their interpreter. But love is such a beautiful language and so easy to learn, so as time went on I was not asked to sit with them. The last time she came and rode in our wagon she told me that when they got to Salt Lake she was going to open her trunk and she would give me material for a new dress.

As I got older and learned the joy of courtship and real love, I wondered that she didn't offer me a half dozen dresses.

The first six months in my longed-for Zion were spend in Draper, Salt Lake County, where we met true friends. In the spring of 1864, I came with my parents to Pleasant Grove. We were poor and my parents had to work at anything they could find to do. They would leave early in the morning and be gone all day and I would be left to watch our little dwelling.

Mother would mix the bread early in the morning and put it in the heavy bake oven, which she had used for her baking and cooking when crossing the plains. And then I must tend to the baking.  When the dough reached the certain mark, I must make a fire. But how was I to make a fire without matches? Well, I must look around to see if I could see a smoke coming from the chimney of any of my neighbors. Yes, it is smoke at Sister Folster’s place, so away I go with my fire shovel to get some coals. The dear old soul that she was, had a little pail of milk for my dinner, so with my coals and milk I ran back happy.  The fire must be made up the first thing as it had to burn down to coals. Then I scraped up two little shovelfuls to put on top of the lid. A very few left with the warm ashes would be enough for the bottom and in an hour we would have a large nicely browned loaf. 
But the fire and the bread were not my biggest worry. I must watch for the Indians. Thank goodness most everybody had a dog and they were true warners. Father had planted sugar cane pretty close by and the new soil was very fertile, so it had grown as dense as a large forest. The patch of cane was my hiding place. As soon as I heard the bark of the dog, I would investigate to see if the Indians were in sight. If so, away I ran for my hiding place. Indians and snakes were the terror of my young life and they were both rather plentiful in those early days in a wild and sparsely settled country.

Two years after coming to Pleasant Grove we had the great pleasure of greeting my sister who was left behind when we came. Father had been disappointed in some of his money at that last moment. It was truly a happy meeting to have our family again united in our new home in this far away land.

All the scholastic education I have, I received in the little one-room adobe school house in Pleasant Grove. My teachers were Uncle Alvie and Mr. and Mrs. Darke. His complexion belied his name as his hair and whiskers were fiery red, and so was his face when the large boys crossed him.

My last teacher was Mrs. Rosalie Driggs, a very lovely women, I did not go to school much as I must learn to work. I carded the wool for my mother to spin until I learned to spin, then Mother carded. The wheel that I learned to use worked so much faster than the old style on which Mother had used. Mother taught me to weave. We made beautiful cloth for dresses and we made some very good looking shawls. I did the spinning and helped Mother with the dyeing and weaving.

I always loved to read and to learn all that I could, and this inclination has been a great help to me through my life. I loved Sunday School and got a great deal out of attending and working in this organization. I also attended Sacrament meetings from my earliest recollections and learned to love it also. I was taught to be orderly and attentive so that when I came home I could tell my father and mother some of the things I had learned.

I was a member of the first Young Ladies Retrenchment Society that was organized in Pleasant Grove, and also of the Relief Society and I still remember many of the wonderful words spoken by Sister Eliza R. Snow and other dear sisters who came to instruct us. I as also a teacher in the Relief Society and Sunday School.
In my young womanhood I had the good fortune to become acquainted with a clean, industrious and trustworthy young man, yes, and a good Latter-day Saint, Charles Peter Warnick, and on the 15th of March 1874, we were married in the Endowment House in Salt Lake City, the ceremony being performed by Daniel H. Wells. My husband took me to a good home and we were very happy therein. As the years passed and our family grew, happiness and real joy increased along with cares and responsibilities.

In February 1880 my husband received a call for a foreign mission. We were happy in the thought that he was counted worthy to go out as a representative of such a noble cause to take the Gospel to others as it had been brought to him in his youth. And yet with this feeling there were other thoughts that came into our minds that gave us considerable worry. Where was the means to come from? He would have to dispose of his available property to raise the necessary funds and then leave his family destitute. We had two little boys at this time. But it seemed that the Lord opened the way and with his own diligent efforts he was able to go. He left Salt Lake City April 12, 1880 in the company with thirty other elders.

He left me with Five Dollars, and on April 23 our third son was born. I surely felt that I had a big job before me. On the third day after my baby was born, I as lying there, as I thought and still think, perfectly awake when I saw my husband standing at the foot of the bed smiling at me. As I started to speak to him he disappeared.  His visit gave me great strength and courage, and I have often, when thinking about it, felt a thrill. The Lord truly sends us comfort when we need it most. With the blessings of my Heavenly Father and the help of many good friends, I was able to carry on. I must not forget to give special mention to my dear brother Peter. We had always been so close together and he was ever kind and thoughtful of me, as were also my dear parents who were both living at this time.
It was during the years that I, with the rest, earned my pin money by drying fruit. It was surely hard work to shake down or pick the fruit and carry it around. After it was peeled and out ready for drying, we many times had to carry it up on sheds (for lack of lumber) to spread the fruit to dry. And then to stir and move them around when partly dry to make room for more. Yes, then when a rain storm might come up, and how we would rush – be it night or day – to get in all that could be scraped together, and the rest we must get covered some way; for if the fruit got wet, it got dark in color and we could not get such a good price for it. 

While we worked hard, we arranged to get some pleasure out of it. We would get a lot of fruit gathered and then invited our neighbors and friends to the “peach cutting.” Men, women and young folks came and we would get lots of work done and enjoy a very pleasant evening as well. The young folks would be out in the moonlight spreading and the older ones would do the cutting. There was much joking and laughing and we really would be served and arrangements made for the next “cutting.” I worked hard and with economy we got along nicely. I was able to get the money that my husband needed to  carry on his missionary work for two years and three months. This struggle and hardship has always given me pleasure to remember, and we have often said that it was really the foundation of our future life.
On April 8, 1883 my first baby daughter was born. While I loved my three beautiful boys most early and was very proud of them, I was nevertheless very happy to fold in my arms a baby girl. And so it has been. As the number of our family increased, we learned to appreciate and love each one. To have ten wellborn, healthy children is to me a wonderful blessing, and as the years go by I appreciate it more and can more fully understand the joy of motherhood.

A great sorrow came into my life when one of our numbers, a darling little boy of eighteen months, was called away from the family circle. But why should I be shielded and not feel some of heart pangs so many are called to experience. 

With the increase of my family and its cares and responsibilities, my health failed. It was a real burden to care for my household and get my little ones off to school. I suffered much from sick and nervous headaches and it has followed me all my life, although the sufferings had been less severe as I have grown older, but I don’t seem to quite outlive it. But with it all, in looking back, I feel that my life has been a blessed one that my Heavenly Father has been good to me. I was blessed with a dear kind husband and loving children and neighbors, and friends, and the necessities of life, with parents that were honest and God-fearing and who taught me the things that were good and right. With all this, how could I help but feel thankful!

I love my Church and enjoy doing all that I can to spread its glorious principles. I have done some Temple work. When my mother passed away she placed upon me the responsibility of finishing the work she had begun. I have been able to get some of my parent’s genealogy but not nearly as much as I should like. I have also tried to trace my husband’s ancestral line but so far with little success. I intend to keep trying and I have faith the Lord will finally lead those who are doing the work to the right place.

I love Relief society work and the many wonderful ways it presents for us to improve ourselves and show our charitable attitude to one another. It has always given me great joy to visit those who are afflicted and in trouble of any kind. I love to extend my help and sympathy and do what I can to make them feel they are not alone in their trouble. I always have felt very humble at such times and have often expressed myself that if I failed in what I wished to do, I had myself received a blessing. In the Ward Relief Society I have acted as teacher, secretary, counselor, and president—from November 14, 1907 until May 2, 1923.
During the last few years of my husband’s life, he was not able to do much hard work. We took more time to enjoy life. We had a horse and buggy to enjoy and we spent quite a lot of time driving around in the canyons and visiting the places where my husband had worked so hard. We have a little home in American Fork Canyon where we enjoyed a quite together with the beauty that surrounded us. Often we would sit and enjoy the evenings together with the fire burning bright and warm. As we began to feel the loneliness of the hour we would retire to our bed and enjoy sweet rest and sleep, and in the morning be awakened by the neighing of our pet horse Nig. (This was his way of calling for the feed of oats he know was awaiting him). And father would call, “Mother, it is time to get up. The sun is shining and I have breakfast ready.” I would fix our lunch, for the horse’s oats were not forgotten for he had a long hard day before him, and we were ready.

Twice we drove around the loop and I can now feel the thrill of the trip as I think of it. Up and up, winding around cliffs and mountains and finally reaching the summit. Here we must stop and get out of the buggy, the better to see and enjoy the beauty of our surroundings – mountain peaks covered with all kinds of verdure, beautiful flowers and shrubs, and the majestic pines – an occasional patch of snow on the highest peaks. We could not help but sing out in our tuneless way,
“Oh ye mountains high

Where the clear blue sky

Arches over the vales of the free.”

So high and so far from habitation – yet we did not feel alone. Where nature is undisturbed there seems to be a sweet spirit of contentment that is soothing and pleasant to enjoy.

But we must not tarry too long – the way ahead is rough and long, so like the road of life. We see a high peak in the distance that looks almost insurmountable but as we go on and get a little closer it doesn’t seem quite so high. As we climb, always looking up, we finally reach the summit and looking down the other side we see a beautiful verdant valley with sparkling streams and trees that bid us welcome to the shady bowers. Here we stop and rest until you all come to bid us happy returns of the day.

As I ride along in the automobiles of today, in my mind I look back and recall the slow methods of travel that were the custom in those pioneer days when I was a girl. The first time I went to Salt Lake City, I rode on a load of hay drawn by a yoke of cattle. After I got there I did not enjoy it so much, for when walking down Main Street I passed a rather large house. It was painted white with a long porch in front on which sat a lot of men dressed alike in blue uniforms. I decided they were soldiers. I had heard about them and I hurried out of their sight. 

Oh, it was a long way to Salt Lake City with an Ox team and no houses between Lehi and Porter Rockwell’s house at the Hot Springs, and very few between there and the city.
The next time I went that road was behind a team of horses. This way the road was not so long and I liked it better. Father took me to see the new Tabernacle which was nearing completion. The men were working on the big organ and a man took us around back of it and showed us the inner works. The Temple was not built then, but I saw a wagon drawn by oxen with a large stone handing on it which was to be used in building of the Temple. My brother was working in the stone quarry in Cottonwood Canyon where they got the stone.

The other day when crossing Provo Bench I said to my son – “Truly President Brigham Young had true vision when he said that a city would some time cover this entire bench. When I first crossed here there were no houses from Lindon sand hill until we reached the Newell home, half way across the bench, and I think only one more house until we reached Provo. There was no bridge across the river – we had to ford it.”

Great changes have taken place in Utah since my first glimpse of it, and they have all been interesting to me, although they have come about so naturally and gradually it has been hard to realize the great contrast between the present and the past, until memory comes to my assistance.

“Give me but strength to keep the faith

To follow duty’s line.”

* * * * * * *

(The following is added by her daughter – Effie C. Warnick.)
After Father’s death (February 20, 1931) Mother remained in the old homestead until September. Merrill and Lurena moved into the east part of the home and Mother and I (when home) occupied the two west rooms. In September Mother moved to Provo to live with me in one of the Truman apartments. She was very lonely but her children were most thoughtful of her and visited her often.  Her niece Nell Swenson and Gertrude Gourley from Pleasant Grove lived with us the first winter. They were students at B.Y.U. Their presence also cheered her up during the day and she loved to hear Gertrude sing which she frequently did for Mother’s enjoyment. Also neighbors across the hall came in frequently so while she had many lonely hours she also had much to cheer her. It was during these early years that she wrote the sketches of her life and Father’s life, copies of which she presented to each of her nine living children. We moved from the Truman to the Carroll apartment at 177 North 1st East where we spent a very happy year. In 1936-37, I had a leave of absence for a year. Mother went home to Manila where she visited with her children and friends with headquarters in the old homestead.
In the autumn of 1937 we again moved into the Truman Apartments (on the first floor). She was happy here with kind neighbors. But in the spring of 1939 she and I moved into an apartment in Knight Hall, a dormitory for girls. (The first dormitory for girls on the B.Y.U. campus. I was appointed as supervisor and Mother was assigned to live with me.) Here she lived until her last illness in the Christmas season of 1940.

I think her years here were happy ones. She was free from responsibility. She loved the girls and found great pleasure in associating with them and they loved her and were most considerate of her comfort. She was close to her children and they frequently dropped in to see her and to bring her fruit and other things. 

She took ill and remained in bed the last day preceding Christmas vacation. As most of the students had left for the holidays her family took over most of the time to care for her and to be with her but she grew weaker and lay most of the time in a coma or semi-coma. The Sunday before school was to start after the holidays she was removed by ambulance to the home of her daughter Adena W. Swenson in Manila and there she died January 10, 1940. Her funeral was held in the Timpanogos Stake Tabernacle in Pleasant Grove, January 12, 1940, Bishop H. V. Swenson, her son-in-law conducting.

Her funeral services were beautiful and impressive, worthy of the noble life she had led. The attendance was large, the day beautiful and as the cortage nearing the burial place winter broke forth in wind and snow and cold but through the turmoil rose the strains of  “Nearer My God to Thee” played as a token of love and respect by a woodwind quartette from the Brigham Young University under the direction of Prof. Robert Sauer who had known mother in these last years and respected and admired her.

Children of Charles Petter Warnick and Christine Marie Larsen:

1. Charles Louis Warnick was born 13 April 1875 at Pleasant Grove, Utah, Utah. On 11 June 1902 in the Salt Lake Temple he married Angelina Ellen Webb daughter of George Webb and Mary Ann Ward. She was born 11 June 1874 at Lehi, Utah, Utah. He died 30 Aug 1944 at his home in Simms, Cascade, Montana. They are the parents of six children.

2. Howard Benjamin Warnick was born 31 July 1877 at Pleasant Grove, Utah, Utah. On 18 Sep 1901 in the Salt Lake Temple he married Maud May Gardner, daughter of Elias H. Gardner and Carolina Ada Jackman. She was born 30 Apr 1883 at Salem, Utah, Utah. They are the parents of five children.

3. Wilford Woodberry Warnick was born 23 Apr 1880 at Pleasant Grove, Utah, Utah. On June 17, 1903 in the Salt Lake Tempe he married Jeanette Isabelle Wadley daughter of William Wadley and Isabelle McKay. She was born 2 Oct 1884 at Pleasant Grove, Utah, Utah. He died 10 Dec 1944 at Pleasant Grove, Utah, Utah. They had seven children.

4. Effie Christine Warnick was born 8 Apr  1883 at Pleasant Grove, Utah, Utah. She died 16 Jan1965 at Provo, Utah, Utah.

5. Cora Augusta Warnick was born 14 Sep 1885 at Pleasant Grove, Utah, Utah. On 11 Sep 1907 in the Salt Lake Temple she married Lawrence Miner Atwood son of Millen Dan Atwood and Sarah Wanlass. He was born 4 Mar 1886 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah. They are the parents of six children.
6. Adena Hannah Warnick was born 1 Mar 1888 at Pleasant Grove, Utah, Utah. On 23 Dec 1908 in the Salt Lake Temple she married Helge Vincent Swenson son of Swen Swenson and Bothilda Pehrson. He was born 22 Jan 1884 at Osby, Kristianstad, Sweden. They are the parents of five children.
7. Adolphus Peter Warnick was born 30 Sep 1890 at Pleasant Grove, Utah, Utah. On 24 May 1911 he married Geneva West daughter of Nathaniel West and Josephine Dickerson. She was born 19 Apr 1888 at Pleasant Grove, Utah, Utah. They have one son.

8. Joseph T. Warnick was born 30 Mar 1893 at Pleasant Grove Utah, Utah. He died 14 Oct 1894 at Pleasant Grove, Utah, Utah.

9. Reed Whitney Warnick was born 28 Apr 1897 at Pleasant Grove, Utah, Utah. On 1 Mar 1930 at Odgen, Weber, Utah he married Lola Taylor daughter of Charles Hyde Taylor and Anna Charlotta Jeppson. She was born 7 Mar 1910 at Preston, Franklin, Idaho. They are the parents of six children.

10. Merrill Newell Warnick was born 17 May 1900 at Pleasant Grove, Utah, Utah. On 25 June 1924 in the Salt Lake Temple he married Julia Lurena Eldredge daughter of Frederick Elnathan Eldredge and Julia Druce Lambert. She was born 2 Sep 1898 at Granger, Salt Lake, Utah. They are the parents of eight children.

Special Story – Marriage of Charles Peter Warnick and Christine Marie Larson
Written by Christine M. Larson at the request of Cora W. Atwood, her daughter of Camp Manila of Daughters of Utah Pioneers North Utah County, Pleasant Grove, Utah.

Well, we have it all arranged, you will have our clothes and your things, bed - - and all, ready, and I will have the carriage ready and be there at this good old gate at sunrise Sunday morning. Oh! Won’t we drive off in great style, even if it is in a wagon with a span of good lively horses (they are ours). Well, this old gate has been a good prop to us for a long, long time. (When we think of it we are rather glad it isn’t a magpie). I will have to keep these good old gate posts standing straight the rest of their days.

I was very busy Saturday, so the day passed before I really through with every little detail for such an important trip as was before me. My young man was just rushing to shine up his horses, grease the wagon, and put on the cover (in case it might storm before we got back). (You know it was a marriage and honeymoon trip combined). When he was asked where he was going with the cover on his wagon he replied he thought to Sanpete. When he was already as he thought, he was reminded that he must go and see the Bishop about his recommend. He got himself cleaned up and dressed in his Sunday clothes, feeling all the while a little timid about having to tell the Bishop about his recommend. He got himself cleaned up and dressed in his Sunday clothes, feeling all the while a little timid about having to tell the Bishop that he was going to be married. It wasn’t that he had any doubt about him not being willing to give him a recommend, for he felt that his record would assure him of that, but Bishops were a little more aloof from the people then than  now.
When he inquired for the Bishop he learned that he and his counselor were out of town and would not be back until next week. As he know the Bishop had only one counselor at that time, he thought that it was all off, and started for home. As he was walking up the street he saw a man coming along. He recognized him as Brother Rasmus Petersen, his block teacher. As they met he said.

“Well, Charlie, what are you out for all dressed up in your Sunday best? I can’t imagine! It’s Saturday, and I k now we have no parties on Saturday nights.

As Brother Peterson always took a great interest in me, I felt free to tell him of my disappointment in not finding the Bishop, and of my desire to obtain a recommend, for my girl and I had planned to go to Salt Lake City the next day and be married the following Monday.

Brother Petersen said, “go with me, I will go home and clean up a bit and go with you down to Brother Mayhew’s. I am sure there will be no trouble about your recommend. You know, he is Clerk and he usually writes them out.”

Finally he returned with a recommend in his pocket and everything was O.K.

I don’t know how much Charles slept that night. I didn’t sleep quite as sound as usual. I heard my father and mother up bright and early, bustling around, and when I heard the sound of a wagon and a very familiar voice shouting “Whoa!” and announce a cheery “Good morning.” I know we were all set. When we departed, there were many calls of good-by and God bless you.
Charles, with his arms full, was off to the wagon, while I lingered to press another kiss on the lips of my dear parents. My husband-to-be then met me and took me in his arms and tossed me up in the spring seat, and was soon by my side. With a slapping of the reins, which the horses understood so well, we were off. The snow was all gone and the morning was bright. The roads were not so very smooth, as this was in the days of mud roads, long before cement ones were dreamed of. The ride was enjoyed very much, and thought threatening clouds were seen, we felt perfectly safe with the cover to shelter us. When we reached Sandy, the snow was coming down quite fast. Through the falling snow we saw in the distance a covered wagon, and when we reached it we found it to be Brother Knud Swenson walking along by the side of his ox team, trying to get them to go a little faster. 

We reached Salt Lake City about six o’clock and drove up to the tithing yard. It had been our plan to stay at the camping house there (it was built for the accommodations of people coming in from the Country.)
As we went in to look it over, we were surprised to be greeted by some of our friends, who greeted us most kindly. They were from Sanpete and on their way to Idaho. They had a nice room to themselves, and invited us to share it with them, which kind offer we happily accepted. The men went out to care for the horses and bring in our things from the wagon, while this good lady and myself talked together and enjoyed the news from Sanpete.

When everything was in place, and we were free from the dust and dirt of the journey, we thought we looked presentable for the city. We went down to “Holander’s Restaurant” and enjoyed a nice, warm supper. It so happened we know the girls who worked there, so needless to say we had a very enjoyable dinner and pleasant time while there.

When we got back to our friends, they had retired, and as we entered the room the lady lit her candle, and pointed to the opposite corner of the room and said:

“I took the liberty to make use of your bedding for a bed for your young man and my husband. And Christine, you sleep here with the baby and me.” (The dear, motherly soul that she was - - We sometimes laugh and wonder if she thought we would have made our bed together.)

We arose early the next morning, as it was necessary for us to be at the Temple, or Endowment House at 8:30, and of course, we didn’t want to be late. The snow was falling very fast outside, and covering the earth with a beautiful white snowy blanket.

It was about three o’clock when we were called into the sealing room, where Daniel H. Wells pronounced the marriage ceremony with all its glorious blessings, promised through our faithfulness. After the sealing kiss, and the amen was said, he pronounced us man and wife through life and all eternity. How glorious that sounded to us, for we loved each other dearly and were so happy that we surely wanted to be together, both here and in the eternal worlds to come.
That night we went down to Walker Brothers Hotel, where one of our girl friends worked and she asked me to stay with her all night. As it was so cold and sloppy, my husband thought I had better stay instead of going back to the Tithing Yard, so he left, saying he would call for me in the morning. We shopped at the W. Jennings store the next morning (it was on the clock corner), and there was a very kind and sociable old gentleman who waited on us. He seemed to understand from what we were buying, that we were newlyweds, for he was very kind in giving us advice. This gentleman afterwards moved to Pleasant Grove, and he and my husband became very close friends.

The next day we drove home, but the roads had become quite bad, and we didn’t reach home until quite late. As it was so late, we decided to drive to our own home and not disturb anyone, but as we unhitched the horses and put them up, our sister-in-law Mary, heard that we had come. She brought down our wedding supper, which consisted of hot milk and cookies, along with her congratulations. Early the next morning we went to my dear home, to be greeted most affectionately, and to be showered with all their good wishes for happiness, which we carried with us always.  They had a nice chicken dinner for us, and when the day was well spent, we proceeded to gather up our belongings.
After a few checked words had been uttered, and we had clasped each other close, with eyes filled with both happiness and sorrow, we were ready to go. As my husband passed my father, my father took his hand and said in a husky voice:

“Be good to our daughter.”
MOTHER’S LAST COUNSEL

To our dear children who are the wealth and glory and ambition of our lives. You never have had things in my heart that I would have liked to have said to you, but it seemed that when the opportunity came and I saw you, you all looked so dear and so perfect to me that it was forgotten, thought and tried to let my life be so that it would be more impressive to you than expressed in words (words are so easily mistaken).

We never had wealth to bestow on you, but we always felt that the noble family which had come to us through our heavenly father, and His help in rearing them up as honored men and women, and honored in the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, that was our aim and our pride.

We have made mistakes no doubt, and hoping that you may profit by them and the opportunity around, you may become more worthy, with more strength and the good and right. And now at this late day I wish to say to you that no greater wealth can come to anyone than a testimony of this Gospel and a continued strength to live it so it will be your constant companion and guide.

I am truly thankful for my testimony of this bequeathed to me and which I have always tried to hold onto and add to as time has gone by, and that was the foundation on which you dear father and mother, we started our home life, and through it we have received many wonderful blessings and promises which through our lives has given us joy and comfort and gives me comfort to think about now, and to feel a satisfaction that we will continue on and on. These are things that are worth living for and even struggling for, even though the road on which we are traveling are beset with hard knocks. Further on around the corner it will be smoother. 
May the blessings of our Heavenly Father be with you now and always, and with all your dear ones. They are ours too and we have the same love for them all as far as they extend, and strive ever for love and peace with one another and all mankind.

And once more I pray the Lord’s blessing on you all.

Mother, Christine Marie Larsen Warnick
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