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ROXIE CRAIG BOWLES 

Grandma bribed me once... she offered me money and a doll if I would drink carrot juice... I did it.  But 

once I got that doll & money, I never allowed carrot juice to pass over my lips again!  I have a lot of the 

same memories Rob mentioned at G-pa’s funeral about hauling hay, etc.  I won’t repeat all those.  But I’ll 

mention a few that are special to me... I remember that just about every time I visited G-ma I would pull 

all the dishes out of her little hutch and dust and then spend hours rearranging them back in... I remember 

playing pool in their basement and turning on the waterfall they had in the corner... there were little 

figurines placed around the edge of the water pool as well as on the rocks.  I can remember riding with G-

pa in his Model T in the parades and throwing candy to the spectators.  I think I inherited an affinity for 

frogs from my grandmother.  She always seemed to know where to find them... 

I think I had a wonderful childhood and I always felt very loved.  I feel very grateful to my parents for 

creating that kind of environment for me as I was growing up.  I believe the key to creating wonderful 

childhood memories for your kids is ACCESS.  Access to grandparents & Uncles & Aunties & especially 

Cousins; those memories of a childhood spent around loving family members creates a strong sense of 

well-being in children.   

We moved to Nephi the summer before I started in the fifth grade.  I found some friends right away and 

we used to ride our bikes to a little craft store where we would buy those weird Troll dolls... I remember 

how excited I was when G-ma bought out that store and put the stuff in her new A-frame.  It wasn’t long 

before she asked me to help her out a little... talk about a girls’ dream come true!  She encouraged me to 

sit out there and create stuff that she could sell.  Sometimes she’d come out and coach me a little; she’d 

show me how to greet customers and help them... I was somewhat shy about it.  I loved that one-on-one 

attention from her... 

I recently turned 40 (OK it wasn’t that recent!) but I was depressed about it and felt that my life was 

over... Then this last fall, just before I turned 41, I realized “Hey, I may be over 40 but I’m still alive”... I 

may look old & haggard on the outside, but I feel young on the inside... there are some things I may never 

accomplish, but those things don’t really matter to me anyway... I thought of Grandma who opened a craft 

store after she had grandkids... she took up painting around the age of 60... she made her porcelain dolls... 

And I felt compelled to improve myself as well.  So, last fall, I took a test and sent in my application to go 

to graduate school.  Last week BYU called and told me that my application had passed the first hurdle and 

they invited me for an interview!  If my grandma could do that, I can do this. 

I want to point out what a great heritage grandma has given us.  Through her we are descendants of the 

Mayflower.  Grandma’s 7
th
 great-grandfather was Gov. William Bradford who led the Pilgrims to 

Plymouth Rock in search of religious freedom.  He was the first governor of Massachusetts.  One of 

grandma’s great-grandfathers was Meltair Hatch.  He marched with the Mormon Battalion into San Diego 

to fight the Mexican War for our country... even though, at the time, our country wouldn’t allow him his 

religious freedom.  Meltair was later sent by Brigham Young to colonize in So. Utah and he created the 

community of Hatch.  As I looked at Grandma’s genealogy yesterday, I noticed that every single one of 

her great-grandparents had chosen to follow Joseph Smith.  Each has endured hardships for what they 

believed as they traveled with the Saints to Nauvoo and to Salt Lake.  We are descendants of great people 

who persevered in their beliefs. 

Our greatest heritage is the Gospel of Jesus Christ.  Grandma’s own parents were never sealed in the 

temple during their lifetime.  But one year to the day after their marriage, Grandma & Grandpa went to 

the Manti Temple and sealed their union eternally.  Do you know that was 65 years ago?  Because of that 

action of love, their children were born to them under an eternal covenant.  I think it appropriate that G-
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ma died just before Valentines’ day.  I think G-pa couldn’t stand to be separated from his sweetheart on 

that day. 

I want to mention 3 recent experiences I’ve had that have strengthened my testimony in life-after-death... 

the first happened about 4 ½ years ago.  I stood by my sister’s side as we dressed her 8 mo. old son for 

burial.  The next day at his funeral she unexpectedly walked to the front of the chapel and bore testimony 

of the reality of eternal life – that she knew she would see her son again & hold him in her arms.  I felt 

astonished.  (“And it came to pass, they felt astonished.”)  I felt astonished as the full realization hit me 

that she believes!  And as I sat there a sure knowledge entered my mind and my heart that I also believe.  I 

believe that her arms will not stay empty.  She will hold her son again.  That knowledge has brought me 

great peace.  Pres. Harold B. Lee said, “More powerful than sight is the witness that comes by the power 

of the Holy Ghost bearing testimony to our Spirit.” 

The second experience that confirmed my testimony of eternal life happened just last month.  Dean has a 

brother named David that lives in CA.  David’s wife, age 39, checked herself into the hospital thinking 

that she had a bad flu that just wouldn’t go away.  She died 9 days after they diagnosed extensive cancer 

throughout her body.  2 weeks ago we knelt with him and his 6 children and many other family members 

around her casket and listened to him plead for our Heavenly Father to comfort us and help us know as he 

knows that we will see her again.  Again, I was astonished at his faith... and reminded of my sister’s 

strong faith. 

Then on Wednesday, I talked with my Mom about g-ma’s death.  Mom said that g-ma wouldn’t wake up 

and was struggling to breath.  My mom knelt by g-ma’s bed and held her hand.  She told g-ma to go 

ahead... it’s OK to go... go see Daddy.  Do you think my Mom believes in life after death?  Mom held g-

ma’s hand as she passed from this estate into the next... where I’m sure grandpa was holding out his hand 

to receive her. 

Can I say something about my Mom?  In the Bible, in Matthew, it says: “he that is great among you shall 

be your servant.”  Well, I think my Mom is pretty darn great.  I think the service she has rendered her 

parents over the last few years, and especially in this last year, has been recorded in her behalf in heaven.  

She enabled her parents to stay in their own home together until grandpa died.  She has truly honored her 

father and her mother. 

I think the idea of death hits the hardest when you lose someone extremely close to you... like a child... or 

a spouse... or a parent.  It’s when you lose someone really close like that that causes you to search your 

soul to see what you truly believe.  Can I tell you what I believe?  I testify that we lived as Spirits with 

loving Heavenly Parents.  Our Father sent his son, our elder brother Jesus Christ, to create an earth for us.  

We received bodies and were born into certain families to live out our lives on this earth.  It is imperative 

that we make those choices that will strengthen our families and enable us to live with them forever.  

Death is an important part of the whole plan.  It was our Savior Jesus Christ who broke the bands of death 

and gave the free gift of resurrection to us all.   

I testify of Christ.  He bought us with His blood.  I want to follow Him and live His teachings so that I can 

be with my family forever... I believe that is where true happiness is found. 

 

*Funeral talk written and presented by Lorrie Kelsey Crandall 


