THE LIFE STORY OF MARY ANN GADD ROWLEY

by Jesse Noah Rowley
April 17, 1957[?]
At the request of my sister, Luella, I, Jesse N. Rowley, do endeavor to write concerning the life and works of my mother. I am a son of John Rowley and Mary Ann Gadd. My mother, Mary Ann Gadd, was born 6 September 1848 in England. She, with her brothers and sisters and parents, came to the United States and crossed the plains with the hand-cart company. Her mother, Eliza Chapman, was not a member of the Church when they crossed the plains. Her father, Samuel Gadd, died while crossing the plains, and her mother continued on with the family.

Mother was married [to John Rowley] on the 10th of September 1864 at Nephi, Utah and her first child, Eliza Jane, was born there. Later they moved to Parowan, Utah, where they lived for a short time, then moved back to Nephi. Here at Nephi, we all grew up under Mother's most tender care.

Mother was living in two rooms of a large adobe house out on the homestead, north-east of the city of Nephi, and Father's other two wives, Ozella and Orissa, lived in the other part of the same house. The three women took turns cooking in the long kitchen with a long table in it where we all ate together for some time. When I became old enough to realize the situation, I helped to put a partition wall through the kitchen so Mother had her home and family to herself.

Mother cared for us children while Father went on a mission to England. Uncle Thomas Rowley took care of Father's plaster of paris mill during Father's absence the few months he was gone. Father was gone from October 11, 1884 to June 6, 1885 during which time he suffered no persecution because of having more than one wife, but after he returned, Mother had to take charge of the mill and family while Father had to stay in hiding.

One day the family were working out in the garden, when the Deputy Marshall McLellen came. He served papers on Mother and my sister, Lizzy. While he was doing this, Mother motioned for me to tell Aunt Orissa and Aunt Ozella to hide themselves and their children. They ran to the house and he never found them. Later Mother told me to take them to Salt Creek Canyon, which I did, then later on to Richfield. When Father came home and learned what had happened, he got wagons and teams, loaded them with the things they needed, went to Richfield for his other families and took them and started to Arizona. Mother and my sister Lizzie went to Provo to appear in court to comply with the law. Nothing could be proven against them so they were released.

The first time Marshall McLellan came, he saw a girl near the foothills. He, supposing she was another wife, began to chase her. She ran home and told her father that Mr. Rowley was chasing her. Her father came over to make trouble with Father, but he learned that it had been the Marshall who did the chasing, so he got after him. When the Marshall with a companion came again, Mother and we children were the only ones there. He said, "I have come to search the burg." Mother opened the door and invited him in. He went in and right out again as he could find no one except the one family.

While Father was in Arizona, Mother had full charge of the mill and the children. We all worked under her direction and did very well. The mill had to run day and night while we had the water power to run it. Mother sewed sacks all night to keep us supplied with sacks to put the plaster of paris in, when it had cooked enough. One time when we ran out of wood for the furnace, Mother bought a car load of coal to burn in the furnace at the mill.

During this time my brother, Jacob Leslie, took sick with diphtheria and died. I remember how Mother doctored his throat and what great anxiety she suffered through his illness. I also remember that he was buried in a lonely spot in the corner of the homestead near the Nephi City cemetery.

Mother had a small bunch of sheep that we had gathered at Nephi and she sold them and got money to help along. My sister Luella was born while Father was gone to Arizona. He came back, sold out, got teams and wagons, ​and took us all to Arizona. 

We went through the city of Nephi during the night time to keep from being seen by the officers. The next evening as we were camped, the officers came and asked if we were from Nephi. Mother's reply was, "We came through Nephi," which we did, for we had been living on the other side of town.
After giving this answer to them the second time they went away and didn’t bother us anymore. Mother drove one team and wagon all the way to Arizona.
Father’s wife Belinda Hendrick lived in Sanpete County but I don’t remember when he went and got her but I do remember her as we traveled to Arizona. She was walking along and when we came to a down grade someone asked her to get  in the wagon and ride. She replied, ”Any fool knows it’s easier to walk down hill than up hill.” She always said Mother was her best friend.
After we got to the town of Central, Graham Co., Arizona we stayed there and Father took the other families on down into Mexico. About two years later Mother and we children went to Mexico with Father, who had come back for us.

My sister, Zina, married Parley Johnson. She died soon after we got to Mexico.

Mother and we children lived in a little one room house with a dirt roof. We had the covered wagon close by, where I slept. I [Jesse] was sick in the wagon on my 17th birthday and I remember Mother coming out to see how I was.
Father built a mill on our twelve acre plot adjoining town and we lived out there for a while. It was here that James and I [Jesse] had malaria fever. James talked almost night and day so Mother had to stay with him nearly all the time. I lay in the bed but wasn’t delirious so I kept quiet.
One time my brother, Samuel, had Typhoid fever. Charles Fillerup and I administered to him and Bro. Fillerup promised him that he would walk again. The next day he did get up and walk, then a few hours later he died.

We traded the old rock house (the mill) for a house in town, where Mother lived and raised chickens and made butter. When she got a few dozen eggs and some butter ready she would walk to the store and trade them for other things she needed.
Father died in Pacheco and I was on my way out on the desert to cut wild hey when Mother sent for me to come and tale her to the funeral. We drove all night and the next day at Juarez we got a fresh team from George Haws to go on up to the burial.
When we were ready to return Aunt Ozella gave me Father’s watch and his family record and I have them both yet, and I am 83 years old.

I hesitate to go on writing because I cannot do justice to the life of such a noble soul. One time when John’s child got burned she went from Diaz out to Central, Arizona to do what she could to help.

While she was living in Diaz, Aunt Ozella’s oldest girl, Emma Sylvania, lived with her and went to school. This showed that there was peace and harmony in the families.

Mother  lived in peace in Diaz until the exodus from Mexico then she went to Blanding to live in 1912. In 1919 I went through Blanding and she went [me] on into Salt Lake City to conference. Here we parted and I went back to Arizona. I will close and let someone else finish the story.
GaddMaryAnLifeHist
5/26/2010
Page 2 of 2

