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LEO BOWLES – MY DAD, MY FRIEND 

*Written by Mildred Viola Bowles 

 My Dad, Leo Bowles, was indeed a pal, friend, companion, and advisor.  One to whom you 

could go to and be understood.  He was born August 19, 1891 to William Abraham and Mary Ann Viola 

Johnson Bowles.  He had four sisters and three brothers they were: Susanna (Susie), Alvin, Flossie May, 

LaVern, Delpha, Carl James, and Lilly Fern.  He married Bertha Leah Bowers on Nov, 17, 1910 in the 

Salt Lake Temple.  Through this marriage there were five children born: Lenora, Spencer Leo, Max 

William, Mildred Viola (twins), and Charles Roy. 

 My Dad was a very hard working man--he was never idle.  He would go to the farm and stay till 

it was too dark to work anymore, then would come home and do what had to be done there.  In the fall 

and winter he killed hogs, hung wall paper for different people, hauled wood, took the cattle to the 

mountains in the spring and gathered them up in the fall.  He always was willing to give a helping hand 

to those that needed it.  He was a farmer, live-stockman, and had served as President of the Juab County 

Cattleman's Association--he was also their secretary once.  He was Brand Inspector for the State of Utah 

from Nephi area.  He was an active member of the L.D.S. Church and was Elder's Quorum President/ 

High Priest and home teacher, sang in the ward choir, was a member of the Ward banquet committee 

and old folks committee--anything he did was done well. 

 In trying to remember events concerning him, my mother  and we children—my first memories 

are of the home we had at the ranch which was north of Nephi, Utah about three miles and west 6-7 

miles.  We lived in a large home with Uncle LaVern and Aunt Letti in one side.  We had fun together 

and I don’t remember a cross word spoken between the family (perhaps we children but never the 

adults).  For a cooler for the food we had a box wrapped in gunny sacks and kept wet with a flowing 

well close by--this proved to quite successful and the well water was so cold and good--we just don't 

have that any more, only memories of it gushing forth very cold and good to drink. 

 I remember one time in the fall Dad had gone to Dog Valley to help widen the road, etc.  While 

there he had an appendectomy attack--we almost lost him because it had ruptured before he got home--

he was rushed to hospital and was a very sick man but recovered of which we were so thankful--it was 

an event that really frightened us and made us realize how much we loved him. 

 There were times when we went to watch them get the hay cut, baled and put in the stacks--

thrashing of the wheat--mother fixing dinner for all the men that came to help--the picking up of 

potatoes, putting them in the pits to keep for winter, slopping hogs, riding on the horses--the big ones 

that Dad took to the County Fair for the horse pulling contest and he always won for he never got cross 

with them, whipped them or swore at them--he loved them and showed this by the way they were 

treated--he edged them on with love and patience--they were beautiful horses and my father was a 

handsome man. 

 Dad sheared sheep and one day I was sitting watching him and he turned and said, "Well, 

Mildred, let’s cut your hair.  I started to run and didn’t stop until I got far enough away so I wouldn't get 

my hair cut with the shears. 

 One time I went with him while he cut the hay and was standing beside him as he made the 

rounds and, somehow, I caught my foot in the wheel which really hurt.  But with his loving, tender care 

the hurt was soon forgotten and we went on our way--I was careful where I put my foot from there on--it 

was lots of fun to do things with my Dad.  I can still remember the smell of that new mown hay and 

clover and I’ll always remember the wheat bins full with wheat and we children getting in there and 
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playing in it--lots of fun and I only wish our children had had the opportunity of living on the farm and 

having some of the experiences that we children had. 

 Dad fixed us a covered wagon to go to the highway to catch the bus for school--the highway was 

about 6-7 miles from our home and some mornings it was really cold, but we enjoyed the ride with our 

Dad--Mom would heat some rocks for us to put our feet on, which made it real nice--about all I can 

remember about this is that it was very cold but we did love that covered wagon and the association with 

our Dad during the ride--it wasn’t very often we got to be with him, so this was a special occasion. 

 Soon we moved to town next to Grandpa and Grandma Bowers because the winters were so 

severe.  This was really great for we could enjoy our grandparents—they could come to our home and 

we could go to theirs.  I remember Grandma Bowers not coming too much for it was too hard for her to 

get around.  I often wondered why she had to have help while walking in her home by a chair back or 

leaning on the table.  We found out why when she passed away.  Our mother found out while dressing 

her--she had never had her stockings off in front of the children--she had her feet frozen while crossing 

the North Platte River as did her brother and had to have the toes amputated on both feet.  I wish I could 

have known her better--she was a very tiny, lovely woman. 

 When we moved to town it seemed like Dad was gone so very much and sometimes we wouldn’t 

get to see him for we would be in bed when he came home at night and be gone when we got up in the 

morning--he was a very dedicated man to his farm and animals. 

 When we got our first car, a ‘Model T’ from Grandpa Bowles, we· thought· we had the world by 

the tail swirling around with it.  It was really a great car and we had a lot of enjoyment and good times 

when we went for rides--I remember one of the first rides we took was to Payson for Dad to have a tooth 

extracted, I'll bet he really enjoyed that ride--yes, we all went along.  Then there was the Blackhawk 

Encampments, (a big celebration with lots of food, etc.) meeting with many relatives in Spanish Fork, 

Payson, Springville, Provo, Salt Lake, Fountain Green and Nephi---perhaps many more places but I 

can’t remember--about all I can remember about them is that it was very exciting and it was really lots 

of fun frolicking around on the beautiful green lawns.  Then there were parades in the town.  We were 

surprised that Dad would take an enjoyment in such as this for he was so dedicated to his farm--he hated 

to be away from it. 

 Dad’s parents, William Abraham and Mary Ann Viola Johnson Bowles, were very wonderful 

people.  Grandpa was a bee-keeper and what a joy it was to have him get us a piece of honeycomb; it 

was delicious and we really liked the sweetness.  I never heard of Grandpa getting stung; or anyone else, 

by his bees.  Grandmother Bowles was a very stately, proud woman who made it known who was boss 

in her home--we children always loved to go there, for she alway s had a treat and a surprise for us--we 

are so glad they had a son Leo and we were blessed to be his children, so we could call him Dad. 

 I remember Dad and Mother’s friends, Edna & Henry Harris and Verno & Olive Boswell, they 

were very good friends and had so much fun together.  They would go to Nortonville, a town north of 

Nephi, to dances, etc. on sleigh rides, to picnics, make popcorn or candy.  The women would get 

together and make quilts.  They really enjoyed each other.  Sometimes when we went with them on their 

sleigh 

 Rides, a bob-sleigh pulled by horses, we would ride over the fences that were covered with 

snow; we really had lots of snow then and it really got deep.  I remember one Thanksgiving when we 

were to the North Ward Reunion and it snowed so bad that it broke big, big limbs off the trees; it was 

beautiful to see such big snowflakes and it was fun to walk in, but it was cold.  We just don't see such 

sights now. 
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 He lost his sweetheart on May 8, l967--it was really hard for him, as it was on all of us, but his 

heart was really broken for she was such a sweet, loving, kind, understanding person and we all loved 

her so very, very much.  It was a very traumatic event, as it always is, when someone loses those they 

love.  He followed her two years later on May 26, 1969, following a heart attack, which he had while on 

his beloved farm.  He always said he wanted to work up until it was time for him to go and prayed that 

he might be able to do so if the Lord wanted it to be that way--he was blessed with this.  He made it over 

to the Garrett farm to Rob and Ross.  They hurried and got him to the hospital where he passed away the 

next morning.  Charley and Mildred were with him.  He first looked, with his eyes, to one and then to 

the other (standing on each side of the bed) just as if to let them know he knew they were there and 

wanted to bid them goodbye.  We were told not to try and speak to him, or say anything to him but, Oh, 

how I wished that I had just told him how much we loved him and what he meant to us, but I think he 

knew this--he was a wonderful man. 

 Dad was always so happy--always whistling, humming, or singing early in the morning while 

making the fire and on his way to milk the cows--he always had a song on his lips and in his heart--I 

thank him and God for this trait because I believe I have it too, for I find myself singing many times as I 

know he did--all at once it is there and you start singing--I just wish I had more 'of his admirable traits 

that of being kind, trusting, understanding, loving life as he did.  This is Mildred saying this and I am so 

very grateful for having such wonderful parents as we had--they were just GREAT!! in all things. 

 We, as a family, are so very grateful to our Father in Heaven for giving us such wonderful 

parents--we are all thankful, or should be, for the heritage they left us and so grateful for the privilege 

we had of calling them Mother and Dad.  When they left us there was a great void in our lives, but we 

are so glad we had them and enjoyed them as long as we did and we know they have been very happy of 

being together again--it was just great to share the good, as well as the bad times, together and to be 

raised under their roof of love--they were very special people and we do thank God for letting us know 

them. 

 

**Dad-Mom celebrated their 50th Wedding Anniversary at the home of Max and Marjorie in 1960--this 

was a very exciting event and how grateful they were to have spent those treasured years together--they 

deserved this and we were all so very happy that this could happen to them--fifty years of happiness 

with the one you love is very wonderful.  Many friends and relatives came to wish them well and 

express their love for each of them. 

On a 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 


