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Life of John Rowley
John Rowley was born at Mars Hill, in Worchester, England, July 14, 1841. His parents were William and Ann Jewel Rowley. They belonged to a sect called the United Brethren. They were a band few more than six hundred in all who had broken off from the Wesleyan faith, and were continually pray​ing for light and truth. Elder Wilford Woodruff who was then preaching the gospel in England was impressed to go and minister to their wants. When he delivered his message to them, they welcomed him joyfully and in a short time he converted and baptized [sic] nearly their whole number. This all happened about one year before John was born so he was born in the church. The saints often held meetings at their home which was a very large comfortable home surrounded by lawn and fine orchards. 
The Saints often held their meetings at their home, which was a very comfortable one, surrounded by a lawn and a fine orchard. The Rowley family made a living by raising and selling fruit and hops. They loved their religion and were very happy. Finally the time came when their fruit crop failed for two successive years and they were forced to sell home and belongings at auction. They were left to earn their living by day work. Furniture, feather beds, their comfortable home, every​thing went. This was a severe trial to them and Brother Rowley could not rise above it for on the fourteenth day of February, 1848, he was called to a better world leaving his wife to care for seven little children all under twelve years of age. 
This was a sad blow to Sister Rowley, and left her with a burden almost too heavy to bear. The seven shillings per week furnished her by the parish barely pro​vided her with flour and she was forced to work early and late with her needle making men's clothing. Thus with work obtained through her brother, Thomas Jewel, she managed to provide a meager living for the little broad.

Since the Rowleys had abandoned their residence at Mars Hill, the Saints met at Old Storidge. Although Sister Rowley was unable to send her children to school, she was very faithful in attending her meetings, teaching her children and encouraging them to attend to their duties. As soon as the children were old enough they found employment and were able to assist their mother in bearing the family responsibilities. The older boys worked at making brick, while the younger ones walked three miles to their work and back at night.

In 18S6, through the assistance of the Perpetual Emigration Fund, the family emigrated to Utah. They left their home in May and took the train for Liverpool where they embarked in the good ship Thornton. Aside from her own children, Sister Rowley, had a stepdaughter whose name was Eliza with her. While crossing the ocean, several deaths occurred. Once the ship was in a calm and the saints fasted and prayed, and the Lord showed forth His power in their behalf. He also came to their deliverance in a terrible storm when the ship caught on fire, and they called on Him for preservation. 
They had a long and tedious voyage. Their captain was a very cruel man, and although he did no harm to them, it pained them to see how cruelly he abused his attendants. But crime has its punishment, for before they reached New York, he was taken off in a boat and imprisoned and at his trial he was sentenced to never go to sea again.

Leaving New York, they went by train and boat to Iowa City, and after a short delay to Council Bluffs. Here preparations were made for one of the worst journeys history has ever recorded. The saints were light hearted and worked with zeal preparing their handcarts for the long and tedious march. Once while they were gathered at Devotional, which they did each morning and night, Brother Levi Savage spoke and portrayed to them the intense suffering they would endure if they started so late in the season to cross the plains, the very thoughts of which made him cry like a child. 
Fearing that it would dishearten the people, Captain Willeys sternly rebuked him for this speech, and told them that if they would be faithful and do as he told them, the winter would be turned to summer. But the subsequent events proved Elder Savage correct. A few of the saints stayed behind to come on in the Spring. The others, with buoyant spirits, began pulling their hand​carts from Council Bluffs to Salt Lake City, happy in the thought that they were going to Zion. The unusual work of drawing a handcart made Sister Rowley sick the first day out, but in spite of the fact that she did not recover good health at all on the journey, she kept pace and pulled the handcart.

Their stock had to be herded at night which was a very laborious task for the men who had drawn carts all day. The weather was so hot their feet blistered. But despite the toil and daily routine, the trip was not without thrills and adventure.

Although the Indians did no injury to this little peaceful band, they saw things that awakened them to the fact that such a thing would not be impossible. It was about then that Mr. Babbitt’s company and a company of apostates returning to the states were killed. They saw an Indian with Mr. Babbitt's mules and a squaw with a murdered woman's blanket. When they reached the place of the massacre, they saw blood, human hair and clothing scattered around. These sickening sights tended to enhance their fears and they suffered greatly in this way.

One day while camped, a great herd of buffalo stampeded their cattle, a great number of which were never found. This was a great loss and increased their hardships. This shortened their meat rations and one hundred pounds of flour was added to the already heavy burden of each handcart. The weather was getting cold, rations shorter, and the road rougher. Sister Rowley felt that she had all she could bear as she watched her little ones trudge along day after day with bleeding feet, unable to help them except with encouraging words. Then one day her stepdaughter, Eliza, died and was buried on the plains.

Many were the times they waded streams, their clothing froze about them. But through it all, Sister Rowley, uncomplainingly said she would be the happiest woman alive if she could be permitted to reach Zion with all her other children.

When provisions became so scarce that life was almost un​endurable, some of the brethren asked the Captain to kill some of the Church cattle he was bringing, for food. The reply was, "I would rather take the cattle than the people." When they arrived at the last Sweetwater crossing, Cyrus H. Wheelock of Dan Jones' party met them with provisions. He could not restrain his tears when he saw the condition. When they got food, many were unwise in eating and died from the effects of it.

One night they had to make a dry camp. Fifteen froze to death and had to be left by the way. John Rowley gave out before reaching camp and lay down on the ground. He had one thigh badly frozen. He recalled being brought to consciousness by a kick from the captain. His brother, Thomas, had one hand frozen.  But in spite of their privations and hardships, Sister Rowley's, one great wish was granted, and on November, 9, 1856, she had her faithfulness rewarded by arriving in Salt Lake City with all of her children. Upon her arrival she had a piece of sagebrush removed from her eye which had caused her a great deal of pain.

Many of the saints had friends and relatives to meet them when they arrived. Though Sister Rowley had no acquaintance, providence provided friends who aided her. She, with her three youngest children, were taken to Nephi. Here she became acquainted with a Mr Basyon [Andrew Bastian] of Parowan. They were married the next Spring. He paid the Emigration Fund for her and three children. 
John who was disabled all winter with his frozen limbs was cared for by a family in Salt Lake City. Louisa and Richard went with a Mr. Fate to Tooela and worked for him. Later, all the children joined their mother at Nephi. John was fifteen years old when they came to Utah.
In 1864 John Rowley was married to Mary Ann Gadd of Nephi. They made their home there, where he owned and operated the plaster of paris mills. Later he went to England on a mission and gathered genealogy. In 1889, he and his family went to Mexico,  and made their home at Colonia Diaz. In 1893 he died at Colonia Pacheco, leaving three large families.

John was a blacksmith by trade and a wheelwright. He made a waterwheel 35 feet in diameter that ran a molasses mill, threshing machine and crusher. He made a pair of burrs that ground the rack as fine as flour, from which the plaster of paris was made. He freighted the rock the burrs were made of from the hills and made the burrs himself. The crushed rock was put in vats and brought to a certain temperature, then set, and sacked up something like cement, and shipped to market. He continued this work until he was forced to leave because of polygamy. He moved to Arizona, where he lived two years as a blacksmith, and then on to Mexico in 1889. He settled at Diaz for a year and then was called by Brother Teasdale to Colonia Pacheco. He [John Rowley]took two of his wives with him. Here he built a flour mill run by water power. He died 7 October 1893 at Pacheco.
SKETCH OF LIFE OF JOHN ROWLEY

[mostly the same with minor changes]

[I wonder which was written first.]
​John Rowley was born at Marshill [Mars Hill] {either Herfordshire or Worchestershire} England, July 14, 1841. His parents were William and Ann Jewel Rowley. They belonged to a sect called the United Brethren. They were a band few more than six hundred in all who had broken off from the Wesleyan faith, and were continually pray​ing for light and truth. Elder Wilford Woodruff who was then preaching the gospel in England was impressed to go and minister to their wants. When he delivered his message to them, they welcomed him joyfully and in a short time he converted and baptized [sic] nearly their whole number. This all happened about one year before John was born so he was born in the church. The saints often held meetings at their home which was a very large comfortable home surrounded by lawn and fine orchards. The Rowley family made a living by raising and selling fruit and hops.

They loved their religion and were very happy. The time came when their fruit crop failed for two successive years and they were forced to sell their home, their belongings were sold at auction, furniture, feather beds, their comfortable home, every​thing sent. This was a severe trial to them and Brother Rowley could not rise above it. On the 14th day of February, 1848, he was called to a better world leaving his wife to care for seven little children all under 12 years of age. This was a sad blow to Sister Rowley, a burden almost too heavy for her to bear. The seven shillings per week furnished her by the parish barely pro​vided her with flour and she was forced to work early and late with her needle making men's clothing. With work obtained through her brother Thomas Jewel, she managed to provide a meager living for the [l]ittle broad.

Since the Rowleys had abandoned their residente [residence] at Marshill, the saints met at Old Storidge. Although Sister Rowley was unable to send her children to school, she was very faithful in attending her meetings, teaching her children and encouraging them to attend to their duties. As soon as the children were old enough they found work. The older boys worked at carrying brick, while the younger ones walked three miles to their work and back at night.
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In 18S6, through the assistance of the P. E. Company, [Perpetual Emigration Fund] the family emigrated to Utah. They left their home in May and took the train for Liverpool where they embarked in the good ship Thornton. Sister Rowley, her seven children and one stepdaughter whose name was Eliza. While crossing the ocean, several deaths occurred. Once the ship was in a calm and the saints fasted and prayed and the Lord showed forth His power in their behalf. He also came to their deliverance once in a terrible storm when the ship took fire and they called on Him for preservation. They had a long and tedious voyage. Their captain was a very cruel man and although he did no harm to them, it pained them to see how cruel he treated and abused his attendants. But crime has its punishment and before they reached New York he was taken off the ship onto another boat and imprisoned. At his trial he was sentenced to never go to sea again.

They went from New York by train and boat to Iowa City, and after a short delay, to Council Bluffs. Here preparations were made for one of the worst journeys history has ever recorded. The saints were light hearted and worked with zeal preparing for their trek across the plains. Once while they were gathered at their daily devotional, Brother Levi Savage spoke and portrayed to them the intense suffering they would endure if they started so late in the season to cross the plains, the thoughts of which made him cry like a child. But Captain Willeys sternly rebuked him for this speech [sic] and told them that if they would be faithful and do as he told them, the winter would be turned to summer. But the subsequent events proved that Elder Savage was right.

A few of the saints stayed behind to come on in the spring and the others, with buoyant spirits, started to draw their hand​carts from Council Bluffs to Salt Lake City, happy in the thought that they were going to Zion. The work of drawing a handcart made Sister Rowley sick the first day out, but in spite of the fact that she did not recover good health at all on the journey, she kept pace and pulled her handcart.
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Their stock had to be herded at night, which was a very laborious task for the men who had drawn carts all day. The weather was so hot at first, their feet blistered. The Indians were very hostile. Although they did no immediate injury to this little peaceful band, the saints saw things that awakened them to the fact that such a thing would not be impossible. A Mr. Babbit and his company of apostates returning to the east had been killed. They saw the Indians with Mr. Babbit's mules, a squaw with a murdered woman's blanket, and when they reached the place where the attack had occurred, they saw blood, human hair and clothing scattered around. These sickening sights tended to enhance their fears and they suffered greatly in this way.

One day while they were attending their camp duties a great herd of buffalo appeared suddenly and stampeded their cattle. Many were never recovered. This was a great loss and harship [hardship] to them as some of their beef cattle had to supply the vacancy. This would necessarily shorten their rations and one hundred pounds of flour was added to the already heavy burden of each handcart.

Now the weather was getting cold, rations short, and work hard. Sister Rowley felt that she had all she could bear as she watched her little ones trudge along day after day until their little feet would bleed, and yet was unable to assist them save by a few encouraging words. Then as a crowning blow, her stepdaughter, with others who could endure the hardships no longer, died and was buried on the plains.

Many were the times they waded through streams when the weather was so bitter cold that their clothing froze about them. But Sister Rowley said she would be the happiest woman alive if she could be permitted to reach Zion with all her other children.

When provisions became so scarce that life was almost un​endurable, some of the brethren asked the captain to kill some of the church cattle he was bringing for food. The reply was "I would rather take the cattle than the people." When they arrived at the last Sweetwater crossing, Cyrus H. Wheelock of Dan Jones' party met them with provisions. He could not restrain his tears when he saw the conditions the saints were in. When they got food many were unwise in eating and died from the effects of it.
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One night they had to make camp without water and fifteen froze to death and had to be left by the way. John gave out before reaching camp and laid down on the ground. He had one thigh badly frozen. He recalled being brought to consciousness by a kick from the captain. His brother, Thomas, had one hand frozen.  But in spite of their privations and hardships, Sister Rowley's, one great wish was granted, and on the 9th day of November, she and her faithfulness was rewarded by arriving in Salt Lake City with all of her children, while many had layed [sic] their dear ones to rest on the plains. As soon as she arrived she had a piece of sagebrush removed from her eye which had been causing her a great deal of pain for several days.

Many of the saints had friends and relatives to meet them when they arrived. Though Sister Rowley had no acquaintance, providence provided friends to supply their needs. She, with her three youngest children were taken to Nephi where she became acquainted with a man by the name of ______ [Andrew Bastian] of Parowan, and the next spring they were married. He paid the emigrations fund for her and three children. John who was disabled all winter with his frozen limbs was cared for by a family in the city. Louisa and Richard went with a man by the name of Fate to Tooele, and worked for him. Later all the children joined their mother at Nephi.

In 1864 John Rowley was married to Mary Ann Gadd of Nephi. They made their home there, where he owned and operated the plaster of paris mills. Then later he returned to England on a mission where he gathered genealogy. In 1889, he and his family went to Mexico, to Colonia Diaz. In 1893 he died in Colonia Pacheco leaving three large families.

John was by trade a blacksmith and wheelright. He made a waterwheel 35 feet in diameter that ran a cane mill, threshing machine and crusher and a pair of furns that ground the rack as fine as flour for the plaster of paris.
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 [There are numbers at the bottom of each page. The #1 thru #4 seem to be part of the original story. The #452 thru #455 seem to be added to the story when it was catalogued into a collection… maybe for the Daughters of the Utah Pioneers??]
[Norman Rowley brought this second version of the sketch when he and his wife and their son came from Utah to visit April in November 2005. It is with a copy of a “History of John Rowley” by grand daughter Nellie R Mecham.]

JonRowSketch  from Norman Rowley 
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[my notes are in brackets] Bolding is mine and indicates my ancestors. - akrc

