Henry Simmons and Catherine Davies were married in the St. James New Church in Bermondsey, London, England, on the 12th of September 1847. 

Henry first heard the gospel from Elder Henry Kemp. This elder brought a pamphlet to the tannery and Henry Simmons took it home. Catherine was mending stockings while Henry read it to her. When he

read the Mormon doctrine on baptism Catherine, who had been raised in the Church of England, said she had never heard of such a thing as baptism by immersion for the remission of sins. Henry said the elder had given the chapter and verse where it could be found in the Bible. Catherine laid her mending down and said she was going to see. She got the Bible and found it to be true. She received a testimony at this time that lasted all through her life.

The next morning she went with a message of joy to her parents. The Lord had spoken again. Catherine had never heard of the Prophet Joseph Smith before but her parents had, and her mother was very worried. Margaret went to her priest and he told her there wasn't any truth in it; the Jordan river was no more than a creek, so Christ couldn't have been baptized. Her parents and brothers and sisters were very opposed to this new religion, but Catherine bore her testimony to them that morning to the truth of Mormonism and that Joseph Smith was a Prophet of God.

Henry and Catherine were baptized into the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints on the 1st of April 1852. They belonged to the Old Kent Road Branch of the Church in Bermondsey. They helped the mission​aries and the Branch by attending meetings and singing. They supplied work from the tannery for the women of the Branch which helped the members get their emigration money.

Henry Simmons, his wife and three little girls, Margaret, Catherine, and Hannah sailed on Monday, February 18, 1856, from Liverpool, on the ship Caravan. There were 454 Saints on board under the direction of Daniel Tyler. They arrived in New York the 24th of March 1856. They left some very dear friends behind, William and Sarah Ann Bell, who wanted to come to America but did not have the money. When they arrived in New York, Catherine sold her feather bed and a large sack of lace and sent the money to them to pay their way out to Zion.

The Simmons family stayed in the East for about fifteen months. That summer Henry found work on a farm and during the winter he hauled ice for a hotel in New York while they lived in basement room. The cook at the hotel was very kind. He brought them cakes and pies, roast beef, and baskets filled with delicious things. Catherine Simmons was very happy. She felt more than blessed. She divided the food with other saints and it was a great blessing to all.  “The Lord will provide for His saints” were Catherine’s comforting words and they become her expression of faith throughout her life.

They crossed the plains in the handcart company of Israel Evans in 1857. All the handcart companies made preparations for the journey in a small grove in what is now Iowa City, Iowa. Plans for the pre​servation of the Mormon campsite, now owned by the university of Iowa, as a historical and natural history area were developed at the time of the United States Bicentennial Celebration. Funds for its development were given to The University of Iowa Foundation by the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints. The site was dedicated August 1, 1980 by Elder Mark E. Petersen and is now a beautiful park, dedicated to these stalwart handcart pioneers.

The Evans Company started their journey the 13th of June, 1857.  Captain Evans took such good care of the emigrants in their company was that of an infant.  They had the usual experiences of camping out, wading streams, and seeing great herds of buffalo.  One day Kitty, who was seven years old, fell asleep by the roadside and was not missed until they camped that night.
The family was frantic.  A search party found her another company who had picked her up. They arrived in Salt Lake City the 11th of September 1857. Johnson’s army had followed them closely most of the way.

In Salt Lake they rented a small one-room adobe house.  They had no stove, no chairs , no table, or bedding.  Catherine was sick and Hannah had black canker which her mother had never heard of.  She did not know how to treat it. As the baby grew worse, she took her to a man who called himself a doctor. He put gunpowder in her mouth which was to severe. Catherine then took her to Dr. Williams. Under his treatment she began to get better but her top front teeth hung by thread-like nerves.  Her mother took the sissors and clipped the teeth out and threw them the fire. Hannah was a long time getting better. Margaret was nine years old at this time and has written of their experiences so I will quote from her account.

"After our arrival father worked at Cummings Tannery. I remember how Mother managed to cut the little wood we could get to burn.  She would open the trap door in the floor and pull in a pole or a stick across the opening, borrow a saw and cut pieces off before she could make a fire. This was in the winter of 1858. I cannot remember one thing she had to cook. I know that for a while we lived on flour and water gruel, with no sugar, milk, or butter. I do not remember any groceries. We had no dishes except a few tins we had used while crossing the plains. Mother had packed her dishes before we started on that journey and had left them for someone to bring who was coming with a team, but they never arrived here. She had also packed everything she could spare in the way of clothing in two oilskin bags, and had left these for some friends to bring; these came through all right later on, just when they were most urgently needed. For a bed, we had something spread on the floor to lie on and something else spread over us. We had a box for a table and stools and boxes for seats.

"During the winter of 1856 we moved to Payson because the soldiers were approaching the city. We stayed in Payson all spring and summer. We returned north in the late fall and stopped first at Salt Lake City, moving from there to West Jordan, then to Union Fort. Here my sister Sarah was born, and little Emma Jane, about 13 months old, died and was buried."

In 1861 Henry took Margaret with him across the Jordan River where they built a dugout. The family lived there for about a year, then moved back across the river. Henry Simmons built the first two and a half story house outside the old fort wall. When he was building it the men said: "Simmons, that house is high enough," but he replied: "We don't want to live in dugouts all our lives." He also told the men: "There will be a building on this corner with a tower pointing to heaven and some of you will live to see it." About forty years the Lehi Stake Tabernacle was later built on that very corner where his house once stood, with a tower that could be seen from all roads leading into Lehi.

Catherine Simmons became a midwife and brought hundreds of babies safely into the world. In many cases, she gave her services free.  When her son Joseph was four or five she started to help out at the home of John Nail or Naegle. Mr. Naegle had a big business and a large family.  In his home was a room called the loom room where the looms, reels and spinning wheels were kept that were used for making all kinds of cloth for the use of the family. Nearly everything was made of wool. Catherine made the patterns and colored the yarns for the cloth used for the women's best dresses, and set the looms ready to weave them. This took skill and for many years no one else made such beautiful plaids as she designed for Naegle's women. She was an excellent seam​stress and her homemade clothes lasted for years and were often made over time after time.

Henry Simmons was a very versatile man. He was a natural inventor. Before the colt revolver was created he saw that revolver before him in the air with a hand on the handle and a finger on the trigger, and was shown how pulling the trigger placed another bullet in position, and then another, as each bullet was fired. He drew a diagram of it and showed it to his fellow workmen at the tannery.  It was war-time and his friends begged him to take it to the government arsenal but he did not. Just before he left England these friends told him they had seen his revolver in reality--that it had been made.

While in England Henry invented a sewing machine that was no doubt the first sewing machine to take stitches. After the Howe sewing machine was made, the inventor offered a large sum of money to anyone who could prove that he had made a machine that took stitches before his was invented. Henry's was 'made first but he did not have the machine or anything it had sewed, and by that time it was many years later and he was living in another country. A knitting machine that he contrived while living in Utah also did knitting. It seemed that Henry was gifted to invent but not to benefit from his inventions.

Henry had six daughters and never yet a boy. He craved a son so intensely that his daughters were scarcely welcomed. When the seventh girl was born Catherine nearly died and he had such a scare that he was glad to receive her back from the brink of the grave, and for once did not grumble because the baby was not a boy. Catherine said that he took a lot of notice of the little girl, and she was convinced that because of this the next child was a boy, Joseph. Henry was fairly silly about that boy. When Joe was less than two years old he came down with the quinsy and all that his mother did for him would not cause that quinsy to break.
It seemed as though he must go. He could scarcely breathe at all; so Catherine went to the other side of town to a brother Abel Evans who had the gift of healing. He often administered to the sick and they often administered to the sick and they often recovered soon after. Catherine went in the night to get Brother Abel to come and bless her little boy, but when she got there Brother Abel was quite sick himself and said: "I am very sorry but I am too sick, but you go home trusting in the Lord, and according to your faith, so shall it be." Catherine started home and her fears left her before she reached there. Almost immediately the quinsey broke and Joseph was soon well again.

Henry Simmons was a lover a music and a great writer. For a long time he belonged to a theatrical company and they put on some fine plays.

