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CAROLINE GOBLE 

 Caroline Goble Bowers, wife of Jacob Bowers, was born Jan, 21, 1848, in Brighton, England.  

She was the daughter of William and Mary Penfold Goble, who owned and operated a candy store and 

bakery in Brighton, England.  She had six brothers and sisters who were: Mary, Edwin, Harriett, James, 

Fanny and Edith. 

 Her parents joined the church, and on May 19, 1856, they started for the land of Zion.  They 

arrived in London the first day and then on to Liverpool the next day where they went aboard the ship 

"Horizon," a sailing vessel, which had about 900 people on board.  With the pilot ship tugging them out 

into the open sea they sailed on the 25 of May, 1856, and as they sailed they sang, “Farewell Our Native 

Land, Farwell."  They were on the sea for six weeks before landing in Boston. 

 The family took the train for Iowa City where they were to get their outfits for crossing the 

plains. Caroline's father bought two yoke of oxen, one yoke of cows, a wagon, and a tent.  While at the 

Iowa campground there was a terrible wind and rain storm which blew their shelter down.  The shelter 

was made of handcarts and quilts.  They sat in the rain, thunder and lightning getting drenched and 

chilled.  It was this that brought on the death of her sister Fanny, who had contracted the measles while 

on the ship.  She died on July 19. 1856.  They were very sad and reluctant to leave this loved one behind 

in a shallow grave. 

 They left Iowa City the latter part of July under the command of Captain Edward Martin, who 

was returning to the states from a mission in Europe.  Their company was called the "Martin Handcart 

Company.”  When they carne to Council Bluffs they started on their thousand mile journey across the 

plains and this was around the last of Sept.  They would stop and rest on Sunday and hold their meetings 

and every morning and night they were called to prayer service by the bugle.  The Indians were on the 

war path and were very hostile, therefore they had to make a dark camp which meant they were not to 

light any fires at night.  They would stop while it was still light and have their supper and then travel on 

until it became dark and then they would prepare their beds for the night.  The men had to be on guard 

every night so that there would not be a surprise attack by the Indians. 

 Day after day they trudged on and as the season grew late and it began to get cold they knew that 

it would be a race between them and the coming of winter.  President Brigham Young advised them to 

remain in the East and get along as best they could during the winter.  He knew the rigors of winter time 

in the Rockies and was anxious to spare his co-religionists the sufferings others had known who had 

come over the trail in the late fall and early winter. 

 Their religious fervor waxed strong.  These people were on their way to Zion and were eager to 

get there.  Even though they were the last to leave, they still hoped to gain on the earlier companies and 

reach Salt Lake before winter set in.  But the fates turned against them as they had turned against the 

advice of their leader.  Difficulties multiplied as the days wore on.  Handcarts hurriedly made of poorly 

seasoned lumber withered under the heat of the plains.  Sickness overcame many.  Orders were given to 

lighten the loads; therefore clothing, bedding, and supplies were discarded and left along the wayside.  

The command was ‘full speed ahead,’ but full speed in those days meant only 12 to 20 miles a day. 

 As they entered the mountain country food supplies ran low, while they were trudging along the 

North Platte River.  Early winter made game scarce.  The seriousness of the situation as it became 

apparent to the weary travelers added worry to their other troubles.  Word had been sent on to Pres. 

Brigham Young, but he was three or more weeks away.  Tired and footsore they hurried on.  Then 

winter set in.  In the bitter cold by the Platte River they met the other handcart companies and watched 

as they crossed the river with big chunks of ice floating around their wagons, knowing that it would 

soon be their turn to forge the icy waters.  Many lost their lives due to the icy cold waters.  The plight of 
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the survivors was pitiful.  Improperly clothed and with poor shelter they were exposed to the piercing 

winds and bitter cold.  Each day they plodded on, but every camp became a cemetery.  Each morning a 

burial squad would visit the tents and bury those who had died during the night.  One morning there 

were fourteen dead in camp.  It was on one of these bitter cold nights that Caroline's mother had a baby 

girl.  They named her Edith.  She lived for six weeks and died from exposure and want of nourishment, 

as did her brother James. 

 Three days travel ahead was Devil's Gate with its stockade and mail station.  They decided to 

make it what they could.  Some succeeded while others failed and were numbered among the more than 

20,000 ‘Mormon’ emigrants who died along the trail between l847 and 1869.  When the stockade was 

reached the first to arrive crowded into it.  It was filled rapidly but still others crowded in until one end 

pushed out. 

 Captain Martin advised those who could not find shelter at the stockade to follow him.  The 

Goble family was in this group.  They followed the Sweetwater River more than a mile trying to find a 

place of refuge.  Finally a cove, sheltered from the wind on three sides and with fuel and water available 

close by was located by the scouts.  To reach this shelter the travelers had to wade the river which was 

covered with ice, not thick enough to bear their weight, but frozen sufficiently to tear their clothing and 

cut their 1imbs; but they were in need of this she1ter so the crossing was made.  Together they waited 

for either death or rescue.  They tried to comfort each other and to keep up their faith and courage.  The 

faith that had brought them to America; that had caused them to disregard the warning of their leader 

and had sustained them thus far was still strong; therefore they prayed and waited, never doubting for a 

moment that they would be rescued.  They had confidence in. Pres. Brigham Young and the church 

leaders and they knew that everything humanly possible would be done to save them. 

 When hope had almost died the rescue parties arrived with wagons full of warm clothing, wood, 

medicine, and food for this pitiful company of saints.  It is beyond the power of mortal pen to express 

the joy that filled the hearth of this little band of pioneers.  Between the crossing of the Platte River and 

the rescue at the camp there were 145 of their number had perished. 

 On Dec. 11, 1856, just eight miles from the long looked for Zion, Caroline's mother died leaving 

a heart-broken husband and four small children whose feet were so severely frozen as to render them 

helpless for months to come.  It was necessary for Caroline to have her toes amputated.  Thus they 

arrived in Salt Lake City at 9:00 at night on Dec. 11, 1856, with their wife and mother dead in the wagon 

and four sick children.  Their hearts were indeed heavy, but still there was peace and happiness in their 

souls for they had: at last reached Zion.  The sisters in the company dressed Caroline's mother for burial, 

and she was buried the next day in the Salt Lake Cemetery. 

 The Goble family located in Farmington, Utah, until the spring of 1858 when Caroline’s father 

married again and they moved to Nephi, Utah.  In Nephi the people lived in a large fort wall with a north 

and south gate.  At night the cattle and sheep were brought home and everyone was locked inside the 

fort by 8 o'clock at night.  Guards were at both gates to see that no one entered or went out. 

 There was a small tribe of Indians called the ‘Pagwats’ that stayed around Nephi and their 

Chief's name was ‘Pawania.’  He and his squaw were very friendly with the white people.  His squaw 

would come and tell the Mormons when other Indians were on the war path.  There was also another big 

chief called ‘Black Hawk;’ he was a fine looking Indian.  He and his squaw would come in the fall to get 

Caroline's father to hire them to husk corn, but of course ‘Black Hawk’ would not work; he would sit 

back and watch the rest of them husk the corn. 

 Then came the ‘Black Hawk War,’ and Brigham Young had told Chief Black Hawk that if he 

killed the white people, the Mormons, he would wither up and die.  When the war was nearly over Black 
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Hawk came to them one day and said, "You need not be afraid of me any longer.  See, I am sick and 

weak; look at me the great chief!"  Black Hawk did not live much longer after that, he just wasted away 

until he was nothing but skin and bones, and he knew that he was going to die because he had killed the 

white men, the Mormons. 

 When but a young girl, Caroline went to work for a Mrs. James Richie, who treated her very 

kindly.  Mrs. Richie taught her to sew, cook, and keep the house clean and Caroline worked very hard to 

please her.  As the years passed and Caroline grew to womanhood, she met a fine young man, named 

Jacob Bowers.  Their friendship turned into love and they were married on Jan. 12, 1867, in the 

Endowment House at Salt Lake City.  They traveled by wagon and it took them two days to go and two 

days to come back, and with them they took 15 lbs. of flour for their donation at the door. 

 After settling in Nephi, Jacob made enough adobes for a three room house and built it himself.  It 

took quite awhile to build it but they were very happy and thankful for it.  He also made the furniture 

that went into their humble little home.  In this little home they were blessed with nine children; four 

girls and five boys.  Their first baby girl, Mary Maria, died shortly after birth which made them very 

sad, but as time went on other children came to bless their home, they were: James, Jacob Jr., Ether, 

Charles, Isabella, John Henry, Ada May, and Bertha Leah.  And when Harriett, Caroline's sister died she 

also took Ernest, her son, and raised him as one of her own. 

 The dreaded disease, diphtheria, was in some families and eventually the Bower's family 

contracted the disease.  No one dared come to the home to help them and their little boy Charles, just 

three years old, died.  Within three weeks their little girl, Isabella, became ill and when Caroline could 

see that Isabella could not live, she went down by the haystack and cried and prayed, feeling that she 

could not stand it if she was taken away from them also.  Caroline then walked back to the house and 

went into the kitchen and there she saw her sister, Harriett, who had been dead for quite some time, 

sitting on a chair.  Caroline felt that she had come to comfort her; soon after this, little Isabella died.  

Their sorrow was indeed great, but with the faith they had and the help of the Lord, through their 

prayers, they were able to carry on. 

 Jacob was then called to take his oxen and wagon and go back to Iowa to get some emigrants.  

Caroline stayed alone with the children with just an old quilt hanging up for a door; she 1ived in 

constant fear that the Indians would bother her, but they didn’t. 

 Years passed and their children grew into man and womanhood; they were married and had 

children of their own.  Their daughter, Ada May, who had just had a new baby, died within a few days 

leaving a husband and five little children, two girls and three boys.  Caroline’s daughter, Bertha, took 

the three week old baby and Caroline took the other four children.  They kept these children until the 

father remarried and then he took the three older children and Caroline kept the two little boys.  A few 

years later they buried their son Jacob Jr., who had grown to manhood but never married. 

 Jacob and Caroline loved their children and grand-children very much and spent many happy 

hours together, but this happiness was to come to an end, for on Valentine's Day Feb. 14, 1923, Caroline 

passed away peacefully leaving a heart-broken husband and family—three sons: James, Ether, Henry, 

and one daughter: Bertha B. Bowles, to mourn her loss.  Caroline was a very loving and devoted wife 

and mother. 


