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AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF CHARLES MORTIMER FOWKES, JR. 

 
I was born in Almy, (Uinta County), Wyoming, 12 miles north of the town of Evanston 
on the 26th of March 1906, the third child of Charles Mortimer Fowkes, Sr. and Edith 
Bell Fowkes.  I had two brothers and five sisters.  Three of the five sisters and I were 
deaf.  My oldest sister, Mary Bell, died in 1959.  Another baby brother was born but 
died in infancy. 

 
I was born prematurely on my parents' ranch.  I was a very tiny baby, weighing 3 pounds and I had no eye 
lashes and no fingernails.  My parents put me on cotton in a shoe box in a warm place.  My father kept the 
stove burning all night and learned just how much wood to put on to keep the shoe box in perfect 
temperature.  I thrived and grew until a few months old.  Then I became very ill.  The doctor told my 
mother and father one evening that I probably would not live through the night.  Apostle Heber J. Grant 
was in town for a conference and he was staying at my Grandmother and Grandfather Bell's home.  My 
father went there to tell them about his trouble.  Apostle Heber J. Grant and Grandfather William Bell 
came over and administered to me.  Not too long afterward, I started to improve and when the doctor came 
the next morning expecting the worst, he was amazed that I was alive.  He said, "You Mormon people 
amaze me."  He always called me his miracle boy!  
 
When I was about two years old, my parents found out that I was deaf.  The doctor examined my ears, 
finding out that my hearing was very small and that I could hardly hear.  He thought that my hearing might 
be enlarged when I grew up to 14 years of age. 

 
I cannot remember what I had done when I was a little boy, probably because of my many sicknesses.  
However, I could remember when I was about five or six years old, that I did not like my garment which 
my mother was putting on me.  I escaped her and ran out of the house with a naked body.  She saw me and 
left me alone.  I was sorry and returned to the house.  She did not spank me for being naughty.  My mother 
was always sweet and kind to me.  She never had spanked me while I was growing up. 

 
From my childhood, I was close to my father and I traveled with him very often.  He taught me how to 
drive a team with the wagon.  We frequently made trips to town in the buggy and got some supplies, etc.  It 
took three or four hours to make a round trip.   

 
My sister Ethel, who was also deaf and two years older than me, was my close pal for we both loved to 
travel out on the ranch, to the river, and also to our neighbors' houses. 

 
One day our relatives brought several small cousins to our ranch in their buggy.  They stayed over night 
with my family.  In the morning they went east through the Fowkes Canyon.  Later, my father took me and 
my sister Ethel traveling through the canyon and over the (Bear River) Divide.  We traveled for a few 
hours until we reached Cumberland, the coal mining town, and we met the relatives there.  I cannot 
remember how long we stayed there. 

 
One day my father went to the harness-saddle store and made the acquaintance of the owner of this store, 
Mr. Taylor.  He had moved from Idaho and founded the new business in Evanston.  He told my father that 
he had a deaf daughter whom he sent to the deaf school in Ogden, Utah.  My father told Mr. Taylor that he 
also had deaf children.  He was grateful for the opportunity to have his deaf children go to the Deaf School 
so they could be educated. 

 
In the fall of about 1913, my mother accompanied by her youngest sister, Mrs. Emily Brown, took Ethel 
and me to the train depot in Evanston.  We went on the train to Ogden and then to the Deaf School by street 
car.   
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Ethel and I entered school when she was 9 years old; I was 7 1/2.  We started to learn to write the alphabet 
and to draw, etc.  Later we learned to feel sound on the teacher's throat and cheek with our hands and spoke 
many words.  It took a long time to understand English, but I quickly understood arithmetic.  I began to 
understand English through the aid of sign language.  I made very slow progress.  

 

Some deaf adults and children walked four blocks to the Fourth Ward L.D.S. 

church which belonged to the hearing people.  We attended Sunday School in 

a room reserved for the deaf every Sunday.  I was thrilled and felt a high 

spirit while learning the little lessons.  After a year when the new Primary 

Hall was built at the School for the Deaf we moved from the main building 

where we had been.  After that we did not go to church again for a long time.  

I do not know the reason why.  The next year I was transferred back to the 

old main building.  At this time the new L.D.S. Church for the deaf was 

completed.  Most deaf people and I attended faithfully.  I began to love the 

Gospel.  The Church helped us to learn and understand the things about the 

scriptures of Jesus Christ, our Lord, God, and many prophets, etc. 

 
My other deaf sister, Lillian, and Ethel and I came home every last week of 
May.  We returned to school in the fall.  We followed this same routine every 
year until I graduated from school. 

 
When I was 11 years old I was baptized.  It was sad that I never understood about the baptism or 
repentance until I grew up and then I knew. 

 
I remember that I began to be able to hear the noise, the sound of laughing, etc., which the deaf boys made 
during the springtime when my age became twelve. 

 
In the same year during the summer, we men and my father were harvesting the hay and one evening my 
father told me to go get the saddle horse with the saddle and bridle on.  When I walked toward the saddle 
horse, accompanied by a big colt, the colt kicked me on my nose.  I fell back and was unconscious.  
Fortunately, the two boys of our neighbors saw my mishap.  They called their father and he ran across the 
canal toward me.  He poured some whiskey into my mouth which woke me up.  I felt very much pain in my 
nose and head, my nose bleeding.  My father came and carried me to my home.  The doctor was summoned 
and he sewed my left nose and put some bandages into my nasal.  I was told that at the time of my mishap, 
the doctor from Evanston motored passing our house, going up the hills where he was looking for his lost 
dog.  When he returned from the hills, my father hailed him to come.  It was fortunate that he came that 
time as to save my life and my nose from being ruined.  Later I found myself that I could never hear the 
sound again. 

 
During my teenage years, I loved to play all around athletics such as football, basketball, baseball, soccer 
ball and volleyball, etc.  I also loved to fish and hunt sage hens. 
  
I grew up very rapidly to 5 ft. 8 1/2 inches when I was 14 years old.  Never 
have I grown more than 1/2 inch since that time. 

 
One summer my father bought me a used old Model T Ford, wooden box 
truck without a cab, from his friend in Almy.  The man taught me how to 
operate it.  Left pedal was low and high speeds, middle pedal reverse and 
third pedal brake. Left emergency or brake handle was for neutral.  I used 
the old Ford for 12 years.  I repaired it many times to keep it up in good 
condition. It was very useful for our ranch service and for sage chicken and 

 

Charles, age 10, at   

Ogden Deaf School 

 

1914 Model T Ford 

similar to mine 
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deer hunting trips for numerous years.  Of course, my father had a 1914 model 4-cylinder Buick a few 
years before I got my old Ford. 
 
It was regretful that I had never thought of going to the hearing church in Almy for many summers, but I 
had been attending the Deaf church in Ogden faithfully every fall, winter, and spring until my graduation in 
1927.  At my age of 18, I received a praise from Apostle David O. McKay when he was present at the 
Quarterly Conference at the Deaf Church for my perfect attendance. 

 
After my graduation, I felt that I had no ambition to make my own living.  
My oldest sister Mary's husband, Clarence Cook, was willing to help send 
me to Deaf's College (Gallaudet University) in Washington D.C., but I 
decided not to go because I felt I realized that my family had heavy 
mortgage and was in poor circumstances.  I stayed so as to support my 
family.  I was willing to work hard at plowing, haying, harvesting, milking 
cows, and raising sheep without any complain and pay. 

 
During the depression years, we, the family, planted a large garden, 
growing many varieties of vegetables and stored them in the cellar for the 
winter.  We were comfortable and we were well-fed although the money 
was hard to earn. 

 
At this depression years, we sent our youngest sister, Vida, to the Deaf 
School in Ogden.  She was well-educated through better teaching at her 
time than my past. 

 
When I was old enough, I felt that it was time for me to do my own business.  I went to either Salt Lake 
City or Ogden to look for a job as a printer.  (I was majoring in printing when I was in school).  My father 
learned of my plan and asked me to please stay at the ranch home because he needed me to support the 
family because of his poor health.  He promised to give me half of his share of the ranch, if I would stay 
with my family ..which I did until my parents died. 

 
At my age of about 24, I began to read the Bible every night for two years and then read the Doctrine and 
Covenants, the Book of Mormon and some scripture to regain my knowledge of the Gospel.  I began to 
desire to go to Almy Ward often which I have done ever since. 

 
Prior to my parents' death, they did not have a good car that could take 
them to church because they were poor during the depression.  Despite the 
hardships, I traveled five miles to Almy Ward each Sunday by horseback.  
Later, the family began to be provided with the better car through selling 
some hay, livestock, and cream when the prices gradually rose up so we 
were able to go to the church frequently.   

 
I was married to Signe Krantz on the 2nd of May, 1934 at the Salt Lake 
Temple.  We lived with my family for a while and I started building my 
own house near my parents' home in the fall and completed it in the spring 
and we moved in.  When my oldest son, Jay, was 10 months old, my father 
died of pneumonia on December 22, 1935.  My second son, Gene, was 
born on December 24, 1936 and six years later, Bill was born on August 5, 
1942. 

 
During the war some of the Almy members and I donated time building a new chapel.  It took a few months 
to complete it.  “…probably one who did the most work was Charles Fowkes who put in many hours of 
work.”  (From History of Almy booklet by Ronald L. Sims, 1981) 

 
Charles High School 

Graduation 

Picture 

 

Charles & Signe on 

Their Marriage Day 
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Between 1942 and 1944 during World War II time, we had rationed food, gas, etc.  We struggled to make 
our living go well as possible as we could.  My mother died one year after the war was ceased.  We had 
some improvements in the house, such as electricity (1947) and a water system, and also milking machines.  
We were able to afford to buy a new tractor, mowers, rake truck, and car.  We have been well off and 
comfortable since the depression ceased in 1936. 

 
In spite of my handicap, I kept an active pace in my ward 
by serving as the secretary of the General Aaronic 
Priesthood and then secretary High Priest and group 
secretary of the Melchizedek priesthood and also Ward 
Clerk for four years.  At present (1965 or 1966) I am still 
the secretary of the High Priests.  I have devoted my 
faithful and capable service.  My wonderful wife has 
helped keeping up with our tithing and is faithful in 
attending the Almy Ward.  We know that our Lord gave us 
a gift of sign language to make us happy and understand 
everything.  On September 15, 1967, we closed our own 
ranch business for we are retired from ranching.  It is now 
leased by our neighbor, (at first, Elwin Sessions and then 
Dick Sims).   

 
We are grateful to have our good sons for they live the Gospel.  Our sons, Jay, Gene, and Bill are inspiring 
us as parents for they are highly respectful and thoughtful and clean living and also they are devoted to 
their church work.  We are grateful for having two wonderful daughters-in-law for they understand us.  We 
are proud of our grandsons. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Charles & Signe, Christmas 1971 

 
Bill, at left, Gene, my wife Signe, and Jay having lunch at Yellowstone 

National Park 
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POSTSCRIPT TO AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF CHARLES M. FOWKES, JR. by Son, Jay 

 

To supplement the ranch family income Dad worked at the Burdett 

Texaco Service Station and later for the Uinta County Herald in 

Evanston.  All this in addition to maintaining the ranch work, especially in 

the spring and summer when lambing and the harvesting of hay took 

place.  We boys helped Dad with the  night and morning milking of the 

cows and other ranch chores. 

 
After retiring from the ranch, Dad and Mom moved to Evanston and lived 
in the Carruth apartments for two years.  In 1969, they moved to a more 
spacious house (duplex) on Sage Street still in Evanston.  All the while, 
Dad worked faithfully at the Uinta County Herald until he retired 28 April 
1972. 

 
In June 1972, they journeyed to Coalinga, California to help Jay build his new home.  It was there that Dad 
fell from a sawhorse (4:15 p.m., July 25) which sent his system into shock and elevated his already high 
blood pressure.  (His health before this time had been fair though he had high blood pressure as well as 
dizzy spells.)  He got up and started working and even helped repair the sawhorse, but then complained of 
dizziness so he was put to bed.  When he got no better overnight, he was taken to the hospital where a 
"stroke" and partial paralysis of the left side were diagnosed.  He died quietly at approximately 8:00 a.m., 
27 July 1972.  He suffered no pain and was alert to the end.   

 
 
 

MEMORIES OF FATHER, CHARLES M. FOWKES, JR. by Jay Fowkes 

 
Perhaps the memory we should share would be of Dad's last days.  He and mother had come up from 
Wyoming to California to help us with our new house building project in May l972.  They had driven all 
the way in their pickup (1964 Chevrolet) so we could have use of it in some of our building projects. 

 
One of the first things that had to be done was the property boundary fencing while contractors were 
putting in the foundation of the house.  Dad and I put in about 1/4 mile of fence, four wire and iron posts,  
along our road right-of-way and around our original five acres of land.  Several times we would pause and 
rest because Dad actually fell down because he couldn't keep his balance.  Being very concerned I asked 
him about this dizziness and he said he had it often at the printing office before he retired.  He said he had 
pills that seemed to help so I thought no more about it.  Apparently his dizziness attacks at the printing 
office were severe enough that he had to go home or be taken home on several occasions. 

 
Our next project was the house plumbing, which we carried out while the framing was being done (also by 
contractors).  Dad was very good at following the plans and "sweat" soldering the copper water pipe 
together.  We did have difficulty, however, and on one occasion he became very angry, the first time I had 
ever seen him that way since I was a child.  That episode passed quickly, however.  In the evenings as we 
rested up he would play with the children, who loved him, and he seemed very happy.  Dad and Mom 
would also take evening walks around the town and most mornings would find Dad up very early and he 
would sit on the porch and enjoy the morning air. 

 
The framing contractors were very slow and it wasn't until the last of July that they finished their part and 
left the rest to us.  We would then do the roofing, siding, electrical, plumbing, heating-cooling, and 
painting.  As it turned out, we barely started the roofing. 

 

 

Charles at Uinta County 

Herald Printing Office 
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The first step was to put metal rain guards all around the roofline so we got up on the ladders and 
sawhorses and started hammering.  This was on Tuesday, 25 July 1972.  About 4:00 p.m. as we stood on 
sawhorses one of the legs gave way and I jumped off but Dad came down on his back.  It wasn't a bad spill 
and Dad was up immediately.  He grabbed some loose boards and, saying that we should have done this 
sooner, he started hammering some braces onto the sawhorse legs.  I helped and when that was finished I 
went back to work but Dad went inside the house.  When he didn't come back after 15 minutes I went 
looking for him and found him on the unfinished steps downstairs just sitting.  I asked what was wrong and 
he said that he was dizzy again.  We left everything and I took him down to the house (in Coalinga) 
immediately.  He had a hard time walking straight.  I asked him if we shouldn't go to the doctor but he said 
no, that he was only dizzy like before. 

 
That night Mom told us that he slept poorly and threw up several times.  He was now having a harder time 
standing up straight.  We took him straight to the hospital that morning where he was held for observation.  
The doctors weren't sure what was wrong but it was apparent there was paralysis in Dad's left side which 
also affected his left eye.  Our bishop and I gave him an administration also that morning.  Later on in the 
afternoon we went back to the hospital and Dad seemed to be in good spirits and was quite alert.  We, 
Mom and I, talked with him for a time and then we turned to leave.  As we did so, I had the impression that 
I should wave good-bye to him.  He waved back.  That was the last time I saw him alive. 

 
I went to work on the house about 7:30 a.m. the next morning, July 27, Thursday.  About 9:00 a.m. as I 
was up on the roof hammering, Ione, my wife, came up to the house and as she hurried to me I felt 
something was wrong.  "Grandpa is dead", she cried.  "Grandpa is dead!"  Unable to believe my ears I sat 
down on the roof and I remember saying "Oh no!"  I remained motionless for a minute.  Then I got off the 
house and we drove down to Coalinga while Ione gave me the details.  "Grandma doesn't know yet," she 
said.  "It's best for you to tell her."  Ione went on to explain how she had received a phone call from the 
hospital asking for Mrs. Fowkes.  Ione said that she was Mrs. Fowkes and then the caller said, "Your 
husband died this morning at 8:00 a.m."  Ione was confused.  She didn't think it was me and when she tried 
to get details the doctor came on the line.  It became clear that Dad had passed away.  Ione immediately got 
a neighbor to bring her up to the house to get me.  As I entered our house in Coalinga Mom was busy with 
something and was fairly happy.  She had been fasting on Dad's behalf.  I told her immediately.  She sat 
down, buried her head in her hands and started crying.  I was in a state of shock myself but could think 
enough to get us all together to go to the hospital. 

 
We saw Dad's body and the doctor explained that several doctors were present in the hospital when Dad 
apparently simply turned his head when eating breakfast and closed his eyes.  When he didn't respond to the 
nurse she called the doctors and they tried heart massage on him.  Dad didn't respond and he was 
pronounced dead a short time later.  The doctor who attended him explained that it was probably a massive 
stroke due to a blood clot and that his history of dizziness was probably a series of small strokes.  His high 
blood pressure was certainly responsible.   

 
Dad went painlessly and quickly.  He certainly went to a happier sphere and it was probably the Lord's will 
that he went at that time.  If he had not died he certainly would have been at least partially paralyzed.  It 
could have been a miserable existence.   
 
The rest is history.  The funeral was held in Evanston, Wyoming on Monday, 31 July 1972, and he is 
buried there. 
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RECOLLECTIONS OF EARLY FAMILY LIFE 

CHARLES M. FOWKES, JR. and SIGNE OLIVIA KRANTZ FOWKES 

By Son, Gene Fowkes 

 

I.  Recollections with Dad 

 

A.  We used to go fishing at Alice Lake above Cokeville, 

Wyoming.  One year we went early in the year and the 

road to the lake was still covered with one to two feet of 

snow in places.  We didn't want to go home empty 

handed so we decided to chance it.  We put the snow 

chains on the truck tires and zoomed along the road with 

relative ease.  On the way we passed fishermen who had 

elected to park their cars and walk the remaining five 

miles or so to the lake.  They were surprised to see us.  

(This was in the days when there were not any four-

wheel drive trucks and jeeps were not too numerous.)  

Anyway, being some of the first to arrive at the lake, we 

found the fishing to be excellent and we all got our limits 

in a couple of hours. 

 

B.  We boys had certain chores assigned to us on the 

ranch.  My job was to help dad milk the cows in the 

early morning and also in the winter to help feed hay to 

the cows and sheep.  Winters were very cold in 

Wyoming and I remember having to haul hay in 25 

degree below zero weather.   

 

 

C.  The winter of 1949 was especially severe.  We 

had a big blizzard and the road to town was closed 

because of 10-foot snowdrifts.  In order to get to 

work and get us to school, Dad made a horse-

pulled sled out of railroad ties and the truck camper 

top as the top for the sleigh.  He stuffed hay in it to 

keep us warm for the two-mile trip across the open 

fields and river to the Coles' ranch across the 

valley.  There we tied up the horses, (they fed on 

the hay we had in the sled) then we drove  to  town 

in our truck which  we  had  earlier 

managed to get to the main road before the blizzard 

closed the road.   We did this for a full week until 

they managed to plow (bulldoze) the roads clear of 

snow.   

 

D.  I have fond memories of the many deer hunting trips with Dad each fall up Fowkes canyon. 

 

Jay, Dad, and Gene at Alice Lake 

 
Winter on the Ranch, Dad and the New Truck 

 

 

           Jay, Bill, Dad and Gene at the Lake 
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E.  As a family, one of the memorable events was our trip to California in 1950.  Dad had bought a new 

1950 Studebaker and we drove to the Los Angeles area to visit Mom's brothers and sister there.  It was the 

first time we had been west of Salt Lake City since we boys were born.   

 

F.  One frightening experience happened the summer of 1953.  Dad used to hire our cousins from Salt Lake 

to help during haying season.  They drove down Saturday morning to get Wally Kirk and were supposed to 

come back that night.  When they hadn't shown up, first thing Sunday morning we boys became very 

worried.  Finally a friend of Dad's (Melvin Unthank) drove up and Dad and Wally were with him, but Mom 

wasn't.  Upon seeing that Dad had a large bruise on his head, I suddenly got a terrible feeling that 

something terrible had happened to Mom.  Fearing the worst I asked where Mom was.  Dad hesitated, then 

said that they were in a bad accident.  Mom was pretty badly cut up, having hit her head on the windshield 

and possibly had a broken leg; they didn't know yet.  We drove to the Coalville, Utah hospital where she 

had been taken for care.  We found that she did have a broken leg and this was the cause of great suffering 

for her for the next year while it was healing.   

 

G.  In the fall after haying season, we would hold a family picnic at a spot across the river in the big 

cottonwoods.  This was an enjoyable event for many years. 

 

H.  Many times we had trouble traversing the muddy three and a half miles of dirt road from our ranch to 

the highway during rainy weather or the spring thaw.  The place called The “Blue Dugway” was especially 

bad since it had clay that would stick to the wheels and as a result we would be hopelessly stuck.  Dad 

would plod home through the mud and get the team of horses to pull the car out of the mud.  In later years 

when we had a farm tractor he would go and get that when we were stuck. 

  

Some springs, in order to avoid the bad roads, we would stay in town after school and after Dad’s work to 

wait for the mud to freeze so we could drive on top of the mud instead of sinking in it.  Sometimes we 

would see a movie in town to wait for the road to freeze up. 

 

I.  In our early years on the ranch, we had no electricity or running water.  We had to go out to the hand 

pump with large pails and haul water to the house.  In winter the pump would freeze up and we would have 

to pour hot water over the pump to thaw it out before we could use it.  We took a bath once a week and 

started out by heating pans of water on the coal stove and pouring it into the bathtub.  The water would get 

used over and over until all had their baths.  For light, we used white gasoline camping lanterns.  One year 

Dad installed a wind generator on top of the house and wired the house with six-volt light bulbs.  When we 

had a good wind, the lights would be bright, but most of the time they would be dim.  I believe the gas 

lantern gave off more light than the electric bulb did.  Then in 1947, the Federal Government funded a 

Rural Electric development project and electric power lines were run from across the valley to our house 

and our two neighbors' places down the east side of the valley.  I remember that Dad had wired our house 

for 110-volt electricity in preparation for their completion of the power lines.  We were impatiently waiting 

for the workers to complete the connection to our house, when one night we came home from town and saw 

a bright light in the house and soon realized that the electricity had been turned on.  From that point on it 

was not long before we had all the modern comforts including an indoor toilet!  We got our first television 

in about 1953 and Mom and Dad really enjoyed this. 

 

One of the chores that Dad made us do which I didn't like very well was that of docking lambs’ tails and 

castrating male lambs in the spring each year.  Then there was wool shearing time.  This was a big day.  

Dad would hire a shearing crew and we boys would have to tie shorn fleeces and he would tramp them into 

the large 12' x 3' diameter wool bags.  In later years, Dad turned the tramping job over to Jay, then me, 

then Bill.  After shearing, we would haul the bags into town where they would be shipped by train to Salt 
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Lake for processing.  Then when the price of wool dropped drastically, and it cost more than the wool was 

worth to ship, we began to deliver the wool direct to Salt Lake in our own truck.  We would stack the bags 

high in the truck and drove the 96 miles to deliver the wool.  This plus the selling of the fattened lambs in 

the fall provided us with a fairly good income.  The bad part of having a large flock of sheep was that of 

herding them from pasture to pasture and keeping them out of the neighbor's and our hay fields.  To help 

us, we had several sheep dogs.  One was called "Shep".  He was born the same year I was born and died 

when I was 15. 

 

K.  As with fuel oil burning equipment there is the concern of fire.  I remember one morning lying in bed 

and heard Mom suddenly run out of the house, then a short time later Dad rushed into the house yelling 

"fire!"  I jumped out of bed and ran into the kitchen and saw fire going up the pipe into the attic.  I quickly 

unscrewed the screws holding the attic access panel in place and climbed up into the attic.  At the same 

moment, someone handed up a pail of water and in my rush to get over to the chimney pipe, I stepped off 

the plank between the rafters and my leg broke through the ceiling into my bedroom.  I quickly recovered 

and dumped the water into the roaring fire.  Luckily the one shot of water snuffed out the fire, but I was 

immediately overcome by intense smoke.  By this time Dad had climbed up with more water and the fire 

was out in short order. 

 

L.  The nature of ranch work is that there are accidents.  I remember one time dad was milking cows in the 

barn and he suddenly rushed into the house with blood pouring from his eye and shouting, "I am blind!  I 

am blind!"  It turned out that after Mom had cleaned his eye of blood and got the bleeding stopped that he 

hadn't blinded himself but temporarily suffered blurred vision.  

 

One summer Dad was mowing hay using a horse-drawn mower.  I was about five or six at the time and 

asked if I could sit on the mower as there was a nice spot to sit on and watch the blades cut hay.  The 

mower suddenly hit a bump and I was thrown forward and in front of the left wheel (on the side away from 

the cutter bar) and was run over the chest.  I was lucky, there were no apparent broken bones and I felt all 

right.  However to this day I attribute my sunken chest to the accident.  

 

MEMORIES OF CHARLES M. FOWKES, JR.  by Bill Fowkes 

DAD’S (Charles M. Fowkes, Jr ) GIFT OF DISCERNMENT 

When I (Bill) was finally nearly out of my tempestuous teenaged years and showing a little respect to my 
Dad, he confided in me how he was blessed with a special power of discernment.  He had often told me 
when I was younger that he could read minds, especially mine.  At that point in my life, it made me very 
uneasy because there were a few things that weren't right with me.  And at that, if he could read my mind, 
why didn't he do something about it, like take me out behind the barn for a whipping or talk to me in kind 
parental terms and try to straighten me out!  I decided later Dad just didn't know how to handle the 
situation what with my attitude the way it was.  He elected to let time and prayer take care of the problem, 
which in retrospect was probably the best thing he could do. 

Anyway, he told me that when he was set apart to be the ward clerk of the old Almy Ward, he was able to 
perform his duties in a remarkable way.  He said that several times, though he was deaf and could not hear 
the conversations of the Bishop and his counselors during bishopric meetings, he could clearly discern the 
topic and scope of the conversations and afterward would quiz the brethren to make sure he got it right.  
Often, the bishop had little to add to Dad's notes. 
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TRIBUTE to CHARLES and SIGNE FOWKES by Ron Cheese, Jay’s best friend throughout their 
Evanston, WY high school days in an E-mail to Jay dated 22 August 1998.  (Ron died of cancer May 
2003 just before their 50-year high school reunion on the 4

th
 of July weekend.)   

 
“In July, when Lorraine (his wife, one of the Price twins 
also from their graduating class) and I left Evanston to 
return to Rock Springs, as we left the motel we passed an 
old (but in really good shape) blue Stude (Studebaker car) 
just about the same as your folks had.  That really took me 
back!  It reminded me of your mom and Dad, two very 
special people.  I didn’t know your mom well but I did get 
to know your dad.  He was one of those rare individuals 
which, if you are fortunate, you may meet and know one 
or two in a lifetime.  They are people that I can never 
forget nor do I care to.  Over the years and every so often 
their memory would flit across my mind and I still have 
them gently fixed in my mind’s eye.  They were great 
people!”  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FOWKES 1950 STUDEBAKER 

  

Charles Jr., on Ford Tractor, abt. 

1960 

Charles, Jay and Gene Working on Sewer System at House 

in 1949.  New 1949 Studebaker Truck at Right 
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TESTIMONY of CHARLES M. FOWKES, Jr. 
given at Almy, Wyo. Branch, October 1959 

 
Dear Brothers and Sisters, 
 
Never have I had in all my life, a great happiness, deep sorrow (see note), and delightful pleasure, all 
within a two week period as was the case this month.  My son, Gene, was married in the temple to give us a 
sweet and lovely daughter-in-law; my beloved son, Jay, was called to be a missionary.  
 
I am very much pleased with Jay because he has accepted a call to be a missionary.  I know that he will be 
devoted in his missionary work because he had some experience in it.  He has been active in the church in 
Virginia and Missouri while he was in the Army.  It seems that he has capability in Missionary Work. 
 
I know that our Lord has given us wonderful and precious children and has helped us discipline them by 
our taking them to church weekly to build them up with higher spirituality.  When they grow up and leave 
our home, they will tend to be devoted to work for Our Lord who gives them lives that they may give 
themselves to Him by serving and teaching for our Church.  Of course, they may have free agency whether 
they want to go their own ways or to work for Our Lord.  I understand that all who serve for Our Lord will 
receive greater blessings and eternal life. 
 
*Note:  The sorrow mentioned is because of the death of his oldest sister, Mary, who had died 6 October 
 1959, in Ogden, Utah, and happiness because on this same day Gene and Deanna were married.    
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MISCELLANEOUS PICTURES OF CHARLES M. FOWKES, JR. 
 

 

CHARLES, 8 YEARS OLD, WITH FRIEND 

 

CHARLES, 14 YRS OLD, ON THE RANCH 

 
CHARLES AND SIGNE WITH JAY AND GENE AT 

REAR (north side) OF RANCH HOME  (1937) 

 

RANCH HOUSE BUILT BY CHARLES FOWKES 

(CONSTRUCTED IN 1935 AND LATER ROOM ON LEFT 

WAS ADDED) 

 
CHARLES’ HOME (left), OLD LOG RANCH HOUSE AND BARN (right) 1980 


