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BERTHA LEAH BOWERS – Memories of a Wonderful Lady, My Mother 

*Written by Mildred Viola Bowles 

 Bertha Leah Bowers Bowles, my mother was the daughter of Jacob and Caroline Goble Bowers.  

She was born April 16, 1888 at Nephi, Utah.  She grew up as all children do with the diseases and etc. 

(they didn't know as much about them as they do now to prevent them) she attended school and church.  

She served in the Relief Society, Primary, Ward Choir and many years on the North Ward Reunion and 

Old Folks Committee.  What a wonderful time we children had at those banquets--the food was always 

delicious and we enjoyed being with the older people.  She was also a member of the Daughter's of Utah 

Pioneers.  Her parents were Pioneers and how many experiences we could have written about if they had 

just told us of them; they never wanted to talk of them (the grandparents) we would have had a 

wonderful history.  I even ask Mother to write her history, but she told me that she didn't have anything 

to write about---if she had only done this we would have been so grateful-- why did they think that 

nothing happened-to them that would be worth writing about? 

 The family lived in an adobe home that her father, Jacob, built.  They had a happy home and 

family life. She even had an adopted brother, Ernest B. Garrett, a baby her parents took into their home 

when his parents died and they also raised their grandsons, Ernest and Floyd, when their Mother, Ada, 

died and the father went to Idaho and remarried.  That was the type of home she came from--a home full 

of love and empathy for those who needed their help.  The Indians received much of this love, for many 

came to their door for food and etc. they were never turned away. 

 Bertha met a tall, good-looking fellow by the name of Leo Bowles and their romance soon 

blossomed into true love and they were married in the Salt Lake Temple on Nov. 17, 1910. 

 Leo got a farm south and west of Nephi and that's where he took his bride.  Their first child was 

a beautiful girl born two years after their marriage, they named her Lenora.  They really loved, and 

enjoyed this baby and then two years later they had a bouncing 10 pound baby boy and named him 

Spencer Leo.  Mother said she craved chocolates so bad she guessed that is why he was so big.  These 

two adorable children brought them much happiness and really kept them busy.  Two years later their 

home was blessed with not just one, but two babies (twins).  This was really a big surprise, for she was 

just starting to relax when the one was born, when the doctor told her not to relax for there was another 

one--she just couldn't believe it and said, “Oh, my goodness, I didn't have an idea that I would have 

twins--it just doesn't seem possible."  But soon there was another cuddly baby, a girl.  Lenora was so 

excited and exclaimed, “Spencer, there is one for you and one for me!!”  So we caused quite a lot of 

excitement, love and happiness, yes, and work, into that home.  We were told that the only way you 

could tell us apart (when dressed) was to hold us up to the light and the one with the most fuzz on side 

of face was Max.  Dad was just as surprised as Mother, perhaps more so--to find her in bed with two 

beautiful babies. 

 We babies were named Max William and Mildred Viola after our Grandparents, Abraham 

William and Viola Bowles.  I asked my Mother just why I wasn’t named Maxcine-for-that would have 

gone better with Max than Mildred, but she said, “That is what your Dad wanted.”  So that is what we 

got tagged with. 

 I guess I owe my life to Grandma Bowles for she was with Mother and Mother was nursing me 

and had a very bad headache and asked Grandmother to hand her the Camphor to smell; as she was 

smelling it I raised my hand and happened to tip it so that some fell on my face and so I started to gasp 

and couldn’t get my breath.  Grandmother just took me by the heels and swung me back and forth until I 

started to cry, and this I did to the joy of all of them.  For it could have killed me--I'm sure glad it didn’t. 
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 As we grew up we did all the things that kids do to get into mischief as we investigated--

explored and loved life--we also had all the communicable diseases that all children had in those days--

no vaccines to help. 

 When our new brother, Charles Roy, was born he was so cuddly and cute and we all loved him 

so much; he was a beautiful baby.  Mother and Dad were very happy with their little family.  When 

Charley was toddling around he made it to the table and pulled off the table cloth; with it came a hot cup 

of chocolate that spilled on him all over his little neck which caused him a lot of pain.  The doctor gave 

Mother some medicated wax to melt and put on while hot, this not only caused lots of pain and 

discomfort for Charles but also for Mother having to apply it and have him-cry--gosh, that would have 

been awful-- surely glad times have changed in regards to a lot of things. 

 In our home, we had a big pot-bellied stove and it was a joy to get close to, to get warm---one 

time we were doing this when someone pushed me (Mildred) and I got a bad burn on my arm--Yes, 

things happened then just as they do now, for children to get hurt, but at least we don’t have the stoves 

as they did to help do such things--although there are many getting such stoves to help with the energy 

problem and there have been many fires in homes caused by such stoves, if they are not installed right, 

etc. 

 What Mother had as a refrigerator was a box wrapped with gunny sacks and kept wet with the 

well water which was very good for keeping food cold and eatable.  There were many things we have 

today that they didn’t enjoy then and I'll never forget the many times we did the washing by scrubbing 

on the board, then Mother got her a washing machine and we surely thought we were in clover—she 

also got a refrigerator and was so pleased with that--it was a joy to see her happy. 

 Mother was a very beautiful woman and had the virtues of being patient, kind, loving and 

understanding.  She never tired of doing something for someone else; she was never too busy to listen to 

our problems and needs.  She always wore a big apron and this was good for so many things--putting 

chips, wood, vegetables, fruits etc. in to carry to the house--take a corner of it to wipe a tear from a 

child's eye, to wrap around her arms when a little bit cool--she always had a hankie in the pocket to take 

care of a child’s runny nose, wipe little dirty hands, etc.  That apron was used for so many things. 

 She was a very good woman, a good cook, good mother, wife, a companion, teacher, advisor, 

seamstress, loved to do quilts, etc.  She taught her girls to also cook, bottle fruit, do jams and jellies, 

make candies, popcorn balls, etc., do embroidery, and quilt.  It was fun to make taffy or honey candy 

and pull it until it was a golden yellow--looked like spun gold.  The fudge and divinity were also 

YUMMY.  We would go on picnics, etc. that was always lots fun. 

 On Christmas our tree would be decorated with popcorn put on string and with Mother’s help we 

would do paper chains and use those--we did have lights for the tree too--candles clipped on the limbs 

and branches then lit--it's a wonder that we didn't have any fires from such as this--it scares me now to 

even think of it.  Things are so easy for us today and we don't appreciate it as we should--just take things 

for granted, I guess. 

 We finally moved from the ranch to a place north of Grandpa and Grandma Bowers--the home 

was built of logs and it was a nice home--we were all very happy to be living that close to our 

Grandparents--it was really great for we hadn’t seen them too often while on the ranch.  Grandmother 

Bowers was a very pretty, petite woman--I wish I had known her better--she died on Valentines’ Day 

and that was the right day for her for she was really a sweet Valentine, just like our Mother--they were 

all from a good, sturdy stock--that of brave, hardy, faithful Pioneers. 

 Yes, I remember “Mom” with gratefulness in my heart for being her child—God was good to us 

for making her our MOTHER.  When Mother would put a quilt on we children would gather under it 
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and have fun while the women were quilting--she did lots of work until her arthritis made her quit.  I 

will never forget our Fourth of July’s; we would go to the parade and have fun with our friends then 

come home and “Mom” would always have a big kettle of new peas and potatoes for us to eat--they 

were really good--the first of the season--Oh, they were so good, I can still taste them when I think about 

it. 

 I also remember the time when we, with Aunt Ette and children, went on a picnic--Mom put 

Charley in the wagon and we all started for our picnic—we just followed our “Mom"—guess where she 

took us--to the cemetery of all places for a picnic, but we had a very nice place for we ate our lunch and 

played on the beautiful lush lawn (the only one around there) we were on the Whitmore lot and it was 

one of the prettiest plots there--most expensive also.  Then there was the Blackhawk Encampments that 

we enjoyed going to with our Mom & Dad--we went to Springville, Moroni, Fountain Green, Spanish 

Fork, Salt Lake, Provo, Nephi, etc.  It was so much fun and it was great being with the adults. 

 Mom’s health started to decline (I was pregnant with David) and she got up on a chair to get 

something from the cupboard's top shelf and fell--it seems like it started at that time--she broke her ankle 

and was never able to walk with ease and enjoy it--arthritis set in and she had trouble walking.  She then 

had to have her hemorrhoids removed, her right breast removed, had diabetes, a heart attack--none of us 

realized just how sick and miserable she was--she was in the hospital many times.  Bless her heart, she 

was so proud she wouldn't let Dad take her to church or anyplace in the wheel chair--she used it in the 

house but wouldn't be seen in it outside her home.  Yes, I agree that was a little bit silly, but not to her.  

So many times I have felt cheated because we couldn't go shopping, lunch, etc. like we would have 

wanted to but it was always nice to go to our home and visit with her there.  She spent her last days in a 

wheel chair or in the hospital. 

 Our Mother was one to be proud of, very proud--if we as children could or would pattern our 

lives after our wonderful Mother and Dad we would certainly gain Eternal Life.  The last time she was 

in the hospital was May 2, 1967--she passed away on May 8 and on May 14 (Mother’s Day) we lost 

Mother Greenhalgh and I can’t help but feel that Mother waited for her because they were such good 

friends on earth--it was really hard to lose them both so close together.  We have surely missed our 

Mother but were also glad that she could be taken out of her misery--she surely had a lot of it, much 

more than we knew about.  Dad left us on May 26, 1969 two years after Mother died and we surely had 

mixed emotions because we didn't want him to leave us, but knew he would be so much happier to be 

with his sweetheart again. 

 Yes, I remember Dad & Mom and what they meant to us and how happy they made our lives--

how grateful I am to have such wonderful parents and the memories we have of them.  We really thank 

God for all that we have to remember and cherish, for giving them to us, or giving us to them--it was 

indeed a wonderful life.  One just can't think, speak or talk of one without the other, what a wonderful 

combination!! 

**Special item that was forgotten: 

Mother and others had to get her mother ready for burial--it was at this time that she found out that her 

mother had all her toes amputated—that was why the children had never seen her without stockings on 

her feet.  What a terrible thing to see while getting a loved one washed, etc. for her burial--very 

traumatic—it’s hard enough to have them die without having to get them ready for their burial--this is 

what they did in my Mom's day.  Grandmother Bowers and her brother had their feet frozen while 

crossing the North Platte River--they were with the last Handcart Company that came to Zion--they 

were advised not to start out as late as they did, for they would be caught in the storms, but they were 

too anxious to get to the land of Zion, so disobeyed and pushed on anyway--what great faith they had. 
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**This wonderful couple celebrated their 50th Wedding Anniversary in Nov. 1960 at the home of their 

son, Max and his wife, Marjorie.  What a wonderful event to have enjoyed together--it is wonderful to 

spend that many years and more with the one you love--we were all so pleased about it--many came to 

wish them many more years of this happiness. 

On their napkin it read: 

"We've had fifty years of married life 

Filled with memories that we treasure 

Of folks like you who have added to 

Our comfort and our pleasure." 

Bertha-Leo 

Married Nov. 17, 1910 


