
*Mildred Bowles was the first child of Thomas and Frances Massey Bowles. She is the mother 
of one child, Johnny Vaught. 

 

Mildred Jane Ellen Bowles 
Autobiography 

 
 

t is now January 1997 and I am seventy-three years old.  
Hopefully I can reconstruct some of my past for our 
family book, which my nephew Richard is working on. 

 
I* was born March 18, 
1923, with dark hair and 
blue eyes, which both 
changed, eyes to brown 
and hair to cotton top 
blond, then gradually 
changed to brown and 
finally silver. My parents 
were beautiful people; 
Frances Massey with her 
dark brown hair and large 
blue eyes and father, tall, 
slender with dark brown 
hair and dark brown eyes 
and lots of wavy hair.  
They were nineteen and 
twenty respectively when 
I was born in Little Rock, 
Arkansas. 
 
The Depression came 
along when I was about 
six and it was tough for 
us, but we had a very 
large ten-room house that 
belonged to Grandfather John Massey. He had remarried 
Miss Eva Blassingame and moved to a new house. They had 
one child, Willie Lois Massey, born in 1929. The things I 
remember during this Depression: My father raised dogs—
thoroughbreds to sell to supplement our income. He was a 
clerk on the railroad, but wages were low then and he got 
cut off in 1937. He worked on the WPA and various jobs, selling insurance, etc. to 
make a living until World War II, when he got a good job at the Pine Bluff Arsenal. 
 
We didn’t have much, but I remember that we had a lot of fun growing up. Daddy had 
a great sense of humor and kept us laughing a lot. He was an excellent cook and made  
 

I 

This page: Mildred Bowles between 
the ages of twelve and twenty-six 
months; 21 months (above), 12 months 
(top right) and 26 months (right).  
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wonderful mashed potatoes, creamy fudge, chili 
and beans and barbecue. He always used lots of 
garlic and onions and other spices. Since          

we had a large house we also had boarders— 
my cousin, Gordon 
Noble and his son, 
Allen; a man who 
smoked cigars after 
dinner, and I hated 
the smoke; also at 
o n e  t i m e  D a d ’ s  
mother, father, sister 
and a nephew, Billy 
Craven, lived upstairs 
in the four rooms we 
had there, but it was-
n’t a good arrange-
ment and they found 
a house later. 
 
I remember holidays 

as wonderful. We would take some food and so would my Aunt Hester, Dad’s sister, 
who was an excellent cook, to Grandparent’s house and have more food than we 
needed. There would be a house full. All of us kids had to eat in the kitchen and the 
adults in the dining room, but the oyster dressing and all the wonderful pies and 
cakes were worth it. After dinner I would take walks with my Aunt Hallie who was 

Left and above: Mildred and her brother, John.  
Lower left: Mildred and her pet dog. Below: Mil-
dred at about 13 years of age.  
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single and lived with Grandparents, as did Aunt Jeanne and Billy. When my 
grandfather died in 1937, at age 85, Jeanne took Grandmother, Hallie and Billy to 
Los Angeles to live with Aunt Norrie, Billy’s 
divorced mother. Jeanne transferred from 
Little Rock Grants 
Store to one out 
there. She later met 
and married Sam 
Grace.   
 
We lived just two 
blocks from the State 
of Arkansas Capitol 
grounds and in the 
summers they had 
all kinds of sports 
for kids who lived 
nearby: volleyball, 
baseball, etc. Also, Billy Mitchell had the Boys 
Club and boys and girls could join for 25 cents 
per year and there was swimming, movies, etc. 
and dances on Friday nights. A group of us 

would walk to town, which was about 
one mile from our house to the Boys 
Club. I was about fifteen then. 
 
I graduated from Little Rock Senior 
High School in May 1940, at the age 
of seventeen and had completed 12 
grades. We had a most progressive 
school with a number of vocational 
courses; had a mechanic shop, a beauty 
shop, a nursery school and a business 
course with a six-week course in bank 
bookkeeping. 
 
At home we had many books, a piano, 
a Victrola to play records, with lots 

Above: Mildred at age fifteen. Top 
left: Millie at age seventeen. Left: Mil-
dred and her husband, Edwin Vaught, 
about 1942.   
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of them. I loved reading and read most books including Shakespeare. We had hardwood  
floors, therefore could roll back the rug and dance in the living room. We had Halloween 
parties and when it snowed would take a makeshift sled and have a bonfire at the top of 

the hill located a few blocks from our house and ride 
down it with all the neighborhood kids. 

We had so many relatives and 
friends that we had company 
nearly every meal to eat with us, 
even if it was just a pot of navy beans and cornbread with onions chopped on them.  
Daddy, being from the country, loved to have a wood stove and would build a fire 
and cook a pot of 
soup on it. However, 
often he would get 
the fire so hot we 
had to open the win-
dows even though 
it might be zero de-
grees.   
 
After I graduated, 
my first real job 
was working for 
Daddy’s cousin, 
Mona Milburn. She 
and her husband, J. 
B., owned a real 
estate and rental agency and I went to work for them in the fall of 1940 and was paid 25 
cents per hour, 8 hours per day, 6 days a week for the grand sum of $12.00. After one 
year I got a better paying job at the Lloyd England Hall Theater at Camp Jos. T. 
Robinson, where the soldiers were stationed. One day this good looking young man, 
about 24, came in to clean up the office where I worked. He took a liking to me and got my  

Above: Mildred with her son, Johnny and her husband, 
Edwin Vaught, about 1948. Top left: Mildred and Ed-
win in Austin, Texas, about 1946. Lower left: Mildred 
with her newborn son, Johnny Vaught in 1944. Below: 
Mildred and Johnny in 1943. 
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name, phone number and address. He (Edwin Francis Vaught) was sent to Virginia right 
away, but wrote to me. After six months 
he was transferred back to Little Rock.  

We started dating 
and in about six 
weeks got married 
on April 4, 1942.  
Soon he was transferred back to Fort Belvidere, Virginia.  
I got pregnant immediately and our son, John Edwin 

Vaught,  was born January 23,  
1943. He had reddish blond hair 
and green eyes. Hair changed to 
brown later in life.  John and I  
went to Augusta, Georgia, when 
he was about five months old to 
stay with Edwin for three months 
before Edwin was sent overseas 
for two years—England, Belgium, 
etc.—came home November 1945.  
Meanwhile in April 1945, I went 
to Los Angeles, California, and visited 

Top left: Mildred and Edwin Vaught 
with their son, Johnny, in 1947. Above: 
Mildred in 1962. Lower left: Mildred 
with Johnny in 1949. Below: Mildred 
and Johnny in 1950.  



Mildred Jane Ellen Bowles and John Edwin Vaught 6

my grandmother and aunts. I lived several 
months in Manhattan Beach, California, with 
friends. (This is the end of Mildred’s auto-

biography written in 
1997. I conclude her 
autobiography by 
quoting from a letter 
she wrote to McCall’s 
magazine, dated Sep-
tember 30, 1985.)    
 
“After my husband 
returned from over-
seas I helped him by 
working while he  
 

returned to college on the G. I. Bill.  
While he was working on his Master’s 
degree in  Library Science at  the 
University of Texas, Austin, Texas, we 
got a divorce in 1951 and split custody 
of our eight-year-old son. In December 
1952, I had the opportunity to move to 
Houston, Texas, to go to work for the 
brotherhood of Railway and Airline 
Clerks, which I did. I lived through the trauma of a divorce and the criticism of my 
family because I didn’t keep my son full-time, the separation from my son, all the  
things a woman had to go through during the 50s and 60s, working and being divorced. 

Mildred in 1962. 

Above: Gene Austin and Johnny Vaught 
in October 1954. Gene was a good friend 
of Mildred’s when she lived in Austin, 
Texas. He visited her in the hospital be-
fore she died and attended her funeral. 
Gene is a wonderful, likable man. Top 
right: Mildred in 1962. Middle right: 
Mildred with her longtime boyfriend, 
Richard Redding, at Galveston in 1961.  
Lower right, left to right: Mildred, Pa-
tricia (sister), Frances (mother) and Nan-
cy (sister) at Johnny’s wedding; 1964. 
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However, I met a lot of wonderful people, 
had some nice boyfriends, played tennis, took 

dancing lessons, liked my job and really en-
joyed fourteen years of being single.” 
 
“My ex-husband remarried a few months after 

our divorce to a girl he was in college with. Because they had three little girls within a 
few short years, he couldn’t handle the whole situation and I had my son come live 
with me. I then went through the problems of raising a teenage boy by myself. My son, 
Johnny, dropped out of school at 16, but fortunately he went to night school later and 
finished his education and went on to take some college classes and became a draftsman/ 
designer in engineering and has worked at some very good jobs, including two nuclear 
plants.” 
 
“I may not be typical of everyone of my generation, but I think I have been through it 
all.” 

Top left: Mildred’s wedding in 
1965. Left to right: Pat, Mildred, 
Morris, Larry and the best man. 
Above: Another photograph at 
the wedding. Left to right: Larry 
Brooks, Nancy Martin, Mildred 
Brooks and Morris Brooks. Left: 
Celebration at Reklaw, Texas, in 
1982, to honor Thomas Bowles, 
Mildred’s father, on his 80th 
birthday. Left to right: Pat (sis-
ter), Cathy (niece), Ron (nephew), 
Thomas Bowles (father), Johnny 
(son), Mildred and Richard (nep-
hew).  
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Above: Mildred with 
Morris at her sister’s 
party in 1965. Left: Mil-
d r ed  a n d  M o rr i s  in  
1993. 

“My son is now 42 and single, but I went through his four marriages and divorces 
and was his listening post during those separations and divorces.” 
 
“In December 1964 I met a very handsome, 
intelligent, traveling salesman, a widower 
with a nine-year-old son. After a brief 
courtship we were married in February 
1965. We lived in apartments for a few 
years, but then had a home built on an 
acre of land we had purchased in 1968 
and moved into the house in December 
1971. This is where we live now. It is 
located 55 miles from downtown Houston. I 
commuted to my job in Houston from 
December 1971 until I retired in June 1983, 
so I can tell you all about commuting and 
coming home to the country too.” 
 
“Our house is a three bedroom brick, 
with two baths, den and kitchen with 
eating area next to utility room, a very 

small formal living room 
and dining room. My 
husband uses the dining 
room as his office in our 
home. He works for a 
company out of North 
Haven, Connecticut, and 
travels over the east half 
of Texas. He is 69 years 
old and plans to keep on 

working indefinitely. We bought another lot adjoining ours, so now have an acre and 
one-half. We have done a lot of landscaping and have a lot of beautiful trees, but few 
flowers, as I don’t care to work in the yard.”   
 
“Since I retired I started painting lessons in oil and thoroughly enjoy it. I have lots of 
paintings all over the house and have given some to friends and relatives. As far as 
social life, we really don’t have all that much. I go visit my sister and 83-year-old 
father in a small town 117 miles from New Waverly and go eat lunch in Houston with 
old friends, some working and some retired. Also, I have friends who come over and 
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stay with me for a few days while my husband is out of town. Because he travels he is 
worn out when he gets home and has a lot of paperwork to do, which I help him with 
some.” 
 
“It may be a bit unusual 
that my father was able 
to attend my retirement, 
but that  won’t  be so 
unusual as time goes on.  
That is another thing that 
is representative of my 
generation. We have our 
parents to be loved and 
to be concerned about them; 
we have our children 
and grandchildren. I have 
no grandchildren, but 
most of my friends my 
age do and I have several 
nieces and nephews and 
g r a n d n i e c e s  a n d  
grandnephews, as my 
two sisters and brother 
have grandchildren, so I 
enjoy visiting with them.” 
 
“I  do en joy  read ing  
magazines, newspapers 
and books, and do a lot of 
it. My husband is also an 
avid reader and very well 
informed about what is 
going on in the world.  
We watch some TV, 
mostly news and perhaps 
a miniseries or a special.  
I watch only one soap 
opera, ‘Days of Our Lives,’ 
and not every day.” 
 
“My generation has seen 
so many changes like 
going from rub boards and iron pots in the backyard to fancy washers and dryers, from 
the old “ice box” to wonderful new refrigerators, disposals, automatic dishwashers, 
microwaves, etc. I went from walking to work to riding electric streetcars in Little Rock 
and finally at the age of 39 bought my first car. The salesman had to deliver it to my 

Top, left to right: Mildred, Nancy, John and Pat at their father’s 
graveside service in Monticello, Arkansas, in 1993. Above left to 
right: John (brother), Nancy (niece), Ron (nephew), Mildred, 
Richard (nephew), Pat (sister) and Nancy (sister) at Reklaw, 
Texas, in 1995. 
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home because I only had my learner’s license and was still taking driving lessons, but 
that was very exciting to me to get my first car even at age 39. My first TV was a tiny 
little cheap thing, but I was elated over it.” 
 
“I think I represent a 
great number of people 
in  the i r  60s  who 
have several living 
generations and who 
have been through 
all these wonderful 
new things, our men 
in space, computers 
and all the wonderful 
new things we have.   
Signed, MILDRED 
BROOKS.” 
 
Mildred wanted to 
move closer to Houston 
for many years and 
finally moved to The 
Woodlands, Texas, in 
1995. She enjoys having restaurants nearby especially Luby’s Cafeteria. That same 
year she took a trip with her sister, Patricia, and two nephews, Richard and Ron Martin 
to Arkansas to see her relatives.  
 
Mildred had some problems with her health in 1997, but was well enough in October to 
travel with her stepson, Larry Brooks, to Little Rock, Arkansas, for a reunion with her 
two sisters and brother. 
 
“March 20, 1999. Well two days ago I was 76 years old. My health is just fair and I 
have several problems—arthritis and diabetes and I am in a wheelchair, just able to 
transfer from bed to chair and can use a walker in the house a little bit, but I do enjoy 
cable TV a little bit and have plenty of reading material, books and magazines. Also I 
have a Houston Metro phone and can talk like local to friends in Houston that I used 
to work with. I retired from a railroad union situated in Houston, Texas, June 1, 1983. 
I started working for them December 2, 1952. Only one woman is living of the seven of 
us who worked together for so long—Dorothy Zimmerman, who will be 76 in May and 
one man John Jenkins, who retired on a disability pension about 1991. Dorothy and I 
worked together 25 years and retired the same day.” 
 
“My son, John Vaught, moved from Milnesville, Pennsylvania, at the end of January 
1998, to a condo he bought in The Woodlands, Texas, just eight minutes from us.  
Along the way his sweet old dog Pierre died just after he got here. He was 13 years 
old. John had him from the day that he was born by his dog Lady. He had a friend  

Above: Mildred’s home in The Woodlands, Texas, in 1998. Millie 
moved from New Waverly to The Woodlands in 1995.     
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Mildred’s niece and nephews standing by her 
grave in Forest Park The Woodlands after her 
funeral on March 4, 2000.  Left to right: 
Richard, Cathy and Ron Martin.   

Top: Mildred’s niece and nephews standing by her grave in 
Forest Park The Woodlands after her funeral on March 4, 
2000. Left to right: Richard, Cathy and Ron Martin; Cathy 
died two years later, and Ron in 2012. Above: Gravestone of 
Mildred Bowles Brooks, March 18, 1923—March 1, 2000. 

who gave him a nine-month-old puppy Max, a miniature Cocker Spaniel—all black. 
Signed, Mildred Brooks.”     
 

Epilogue 
 
My dear aunt Mildred, whom 
I always called Millie, died 
today, March 1, 2000, at 
about three in the afternoon.  
She had been in serious 
condition for two months 
and had not been able to 
speak  fo r  a  number  o f  
weeks. When I saw her at 
the hospital last Thursday 
s h e  w a s  o n l y  a b l e  t o  
communicate with a slight 
nod of her  head and an 
understanding look in her 
eyes. My mother said that 
she and Mildred had always 
been best friends and that 
she was going to miss her 
so much. They both worked 
in downtown Houston for 
over twenty-five years and 
during that time they talked 
to each other every day.  
Mother said that she felt 
very sad today and that at 
three o’clock she started to 
cry. Larry, Mildred’s stepson, 
called Mother this afternoon 
to inform her that Mildred 
had passed away. She had 
died within minutes of the 
time that mother began to 
cry. Mildred’s son, Johnny, 
also said that at the time of 
her passing he felt something was wrong. I think it is wonderful that they loved and 
cared enough about Millie to have been given this spiritual impression.       
 
Many believe that it is part of the merciful plan of God for our eternal happiness that 
we pass through the change called death. I am relieved that Mildred is released from 
her suffering, but I will miss my aunt who always showed me love and concern. Millie 
held me in her arms when I was a little baby. She encouraged and helped my mother 
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Left: Michael (age 17) and Rebecca Martin (age 
10) at the grave of their Great-Aunt, Mildred 
Bowles Brooks, in August 2006.   

during the most difficult times of her life. When I had a family of my own she came by 
to see my newborn children. Over the years we went on a number of trips to Arkansas 

together. In 1980 we drove to Utah on an en-
joyable trip along with my wife Karen and my 
mother. She visited us during holiday seasons, 
and was present at many special events in 
our lives. I will miss Mildred’s interesting and 
friendly personality, but most of all I will miss 
her love—Richard Martin.  
 
I just completed a final proof reading of my 
aunt’s history for the new publication of my 
family history in 2014. One thing that es-
pecially impresses me is how honest and with-
out guile she was in relating certain events. 
More importantly, I realize how much I miss 
Millie. It’s Christmastime, and as I already men-
tioned, Millie would often come to see me and 
my family at this time of the year. She always 
loved the holidays. What a wonderful person-
ality my aunt had. What a pleasant laugh. We 

could talk for hours. It makes me sad to think 
that a whole decade has passed away since 
she departed this life. I know that we shall 

meet again, but there is something special about our relationships here below. And 
once we have departed, even though it may be better, we will never know it exactly 
as we knew it here. So once again I say goodbye to my dear aunt, and also say “thank 
you” for how much you enriched my life.    
 
Update: I stopped by to see Mildred’s husband, Morris Brooks, and her stepson, Larry 
Brooks, in April 2008. They seemed happy to see me and we had a good visit. They are 
still living in the same house in The Woodlands. Morris was as adamant as ever in his 
Democratic Party beliefs. Even though he is now in his 90s, his mind is active and alert. 
Living a long life is common in his family, as his sister lived passed 100. Morris loved 
Millie, and once she became sick he did everything he could to prolong her life. Larry, 
who has never married, and doesn’t plan to, was always good at keeping their yard in 
top shape. He loved Mildred as his own mother and truly mourned her passing, perhaps 
more than any other person. He always liked his stepbrother, Johnny Vaught, but they 
have not seen each other in years. My visit brought back memories of other visits, and 
the thought occurred to me that it may be the final time that I see Morris in this life.     
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Above left: Johnny with his uncle, John Bowles. 
Above right: Johnny (baby) with his mother, 
Mildred Bowles Vaught, and father, Edwin 
Vaught. Left: Johnny with his grandparents, 
Tom and Frances Bowles.   

         John Edwin Vaught 
 

This biography of John Edwin Vaught, only child of Mildred Jane Bowles, was mostly compiled 
in 1999. Understandably, this is only an outline and many details of his life are unrecorded.    

 
John “Johnny” Edwin Vaught was born January 23, 1943, in Little Rock, Arkansas, the 
first born child of Mildred Bowles and Edwin Francis Vaught. The family soon moved               

to Austin, Texas, where Edwin pursued his 
education at the University of Texas. Johnny 
attended first and second grade in Austin at 
Peas Elementary School.   
 
Then Johnny went to military school at San 
Marcus Military Academy from the third to 
the fifth grade. It was a good education, but it 
was tough. Johnny said, “I’m not very much 
for that kind of regiment. My mom thought it 
would be good for me. It was full of rich kids. 

A lot of the kids were from overseas and many were rich banker's kids from America.”     
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Top left: Johnny with his grandfather, Thomas Bowles. 
Top right: Johnny in 1950 and/or 1951. Above: Johnny in his 
pedal car. Middle right: Close-up of Johnny from a family 
portrait. Left: Johnny wearing a popular hat of the time.  

 

After completing fifth grade at the Academy, Johnny went to sixth grade at Lockhill 
Elementary and seventh grade at Marshall Jr. High School in San Antonio. Then he 

went to Lanier Jr. 
High for the rest of 
the seventh and eighth 
grades in Houston, 
Texas. Johnny com-
pleted Junior High 
School at Pershing.   

 
After school, Johnny enjoyed going down to the corner drug store, where there was a 
soda fountain. There was a bowl of bananas with prices labeled on them. A customer 
would pick a banana from the bowl and whatever the price was labeled on the banana he 
paid for his banana split. When no one was looking, Johnny would peel the price off a 
banana and put his own one-cent sticker in its place. Then he would order a banana split 
and pick the one that he had changed. The ladies behind the counter said that he was the 
luckiest person they had ever seen. Eventually, they figured out something must be going 
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Top: Johnny with his aunt, Patricia Bowles, at his grandparent’s 
house in Little Rock; note the goats in the background. Above: 
Johnny with his bicycle when he was five years old (left); and 
during his 1951/1952 school year at the age of nine (right).        

 

on and started placing the bananas behind the counter. Johnny said, “They never 
thought they had anything to worry about until I came along.” Johnny spent the next 
three years attending 
Ellen McCarter Stuart 
High School, a private 
school, for the tenth, 
eleventh and twelfth 
grades. He graduated 
in 1963.   
 
After graduating, John-
ny joined the Naval Re-
serve in 1963. Johnny 
met Ann East that year 
and  they  da ted  for  
about a year before get-
ting married in 1964. 
They were married a 
month or two after Ann 
graduated from high 
school. Their marriage 
lasted three years.   
 
Johnny was living in 
an apartment behind 
the Alabama Theater 
(off Shepherd Drive 
in Houston) when he 
started dating Ann.  
He shared the two-
bedroom apartment 
with four other guys 
for $80 a month split 
five ways. “On Friday 
nights four of us would 
go to Walgreens for their 
‘all you can eat’ fish fry, which cost one dollar a piece. We would eat so much that the 
lady behind the counter would ask us if we were putting pieces of fish in our pockets.”      
 
In 1965 Johnny attended South Texas Junior College for two years and studied 
engineering. “It was during the Vietnam War and you never saw so many students 
taking classes. Some of those guys were taking basket weaving to stay out of the 
army.” Engineering required Johnny to take drafting classes and “I found out that I had 
a knack for it.”   
 
“I went to interview for a job without having any experience and they hired me because 
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Top left: Johnny in his military school uniform. Top right: 
1957 school photograph (age fourteen). Above: Johnny with 
his first cousin, Cathy Sharp, in 1959, when he was sixteen.   

 

they liked my handprint, i.e. the way I drew. I started working immediately for Stran 
Steel Buildings in 1966.” He was employed as a structural designer and enjoyed the 
work. He later became a senior structural designer. 
  

Johnny worked on a contract 
basis, which meant that the 
money was very good or 
non-existent, but there was 
no problem with finding 
work for many years. “The 
most money I ever made 
was under Ronald Reagan.”  
Johnny said, “I don’t like 
office politics and I don’t 
like to suck up. I want to 
do my job and not have to 
go to company functions 
and try to please the bosses.  
I’ve met a lot of nice people  

                                                     along the way though, and 
I’ve had a lot of good ex-
periences. I worked in ten 
states and at two nuclear 
power plants.”   
 
Some of the companies 
that Johnny contracted for 
were Becktel, Flour-Daniel, 
Monsanto, Air Products, 
and United Engineers.    
 
In 1967 Johnny moved to 
Hollywood, California, where 
he lived a couple of blocks 
from Paramount Picture 
Studio “during the hippie 
days.” Two years later, he 
moved to Houston. Then 
he moved to St.  Louis, 
Missouri, for a year. From 
St. Louis, Johnny moved 
to Philadelphia, where he 
worked for three years, but 
resided in New Jersey.  

During the summer of 1975, he came back to Houston, where he lived for the next 
seven years until 1982. Then Johnny moved to Hazleton, Pennsylvania, where he lived 
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Top left: Johnny, age seventeen. Top right: In his 
Navy uniform. Left: Graduation portrait. Above: 
1964 wedding with his bride, Ann East, and his 
mother, Mildred Bowles Vaught.   

for sixteen years. In Hazleton, he bought a nice older home for $16,000. Prices were 
depressed at the time because the local economy was suffering a recession and when 

Johnny moved back to Houston in January 
1998, he was able to sell his home for a 
substantial profit. Prices were great in 

Hazleton. He 
used to get two 
chilidogs and 
coffee for $1.40 
and breakfast 
for 99 cents.   
 
In 1970 Johnny 
married Becky 
Listkovitz in 
Houston, but 
they divorced 

in 1972. In 1976 Johnny married Cathy 
Ambrose in a gazebo at Sam Houston Park.  
Their marriage also ended in divorce in 
1978. His last marriage was to Paula 

Miller in 1978, also in Houston. Unfortunately,  

 
this marriage lasted only three years. Johnny has remained single for the past eighteen 
years.   
 
In politics, Johnny is a staunch Republican. He was president of the Greater Houston  
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Top left: Johnny during the 
“Hippie Days” about 1968. 
Top right and middle left: 
Johnny with his second 
wife, Becky Listkovitz, in 
1970. Above: Johnny with 
his third wife, Cathy Am-
brose, in 1976. Left: Family 
get-together at his moth-
er’s home in 1976.          

Young Republicans and a member of Young Americans for Freedom in the late 1960s.  
In 1968 Johnny was a delegate to the Republican National Convention held in Miami,  

                                                                                                      

Florida. During the convention 
he sat beside George Bush, 
his representative to Congress 
and later Vice-President and 

President of the United States. He supported Ronald Reagan’s nomination for president 
and passed out pro-Reagan flyers at the convention. Nelson Rockefeller was also 
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Top: Johnny at the home of his first cousin, 
Richard Martin, during the 1987 Christmas 
season. Above: View of greater Hazelton, 
Pennsylvania, where Johnny lived from 1982 
until 1998. Middle left: Johnny on the front 
porch of his home in Hazelton, Pennsylvania, 
in 1995. Left: Johnny’s home in Hazelton. 

 

 

 

a candidate that year and Johnny visited the open house that was held on his boat. He said 
the food was great and he made sure that he had plenty before he started passing out  

flyers to the Rockefeller guests. He was soon 
escorted off the boat by security.   

 
For four months, from June until October 1973, Johnny toured Europe. He traveled 
through England, France, Germany, Luxembourg, Belgium, Austria, Switzerland, Italy, 
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Above: Johnny with his cousin, Ron Martin, 
and the two sons of his cousin, Richard Mar-
tin, Michael and Jonathan Martin (with the 
basketball), during the 1991 Christmas sea-
son. Top right: Johnny in his car in 1998. 
Right: Johnny with Richard Martin in front 
of his condominium in The Woodlands in 
March 2009.   

Liechtenstein and Monaco. He and his best friend, Peter Fava, stayed in youth hostels,  
where they usually paid $1.50 to stay overnight. In Koblince, Germany, he stayed in 
a castle on top of a mountain that overlooked the town and valley below.       

As previously mentioned, Johnny moved 
from Hazelton, Pennsylvania, to The Wood-

lands, a planned community about thirty-five miles north of downtown Houston, in 
January 1998. He paid cash for a condominium and has now lived there for eleven years. 
It was a good thing that Johnny moved back to the Houston area because it allowed him 
to be near his mother for the last two years of her life. Mildred passed away on March 1, 2000.  
 
In March 2009 my brother Ron and I had lunch with Johnny at Luby’s Cafeteria near his 

home. We have done this many times and I have fond memories of our get-togethers. 
Johnny is now officially retired and continues to live in the pleasant Woodland’s community.   
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This page: Johnny with his mother when three years old and younger. Top right: Johnny in a 
family portrait, sitting with his mother, Mildred Bowles Vaught, his grandparents, Thomas and 
Frances Massey Bowles, his two aunts, Nancy Bowles (left) and Patricia Bowles (right), and his 
uncle, John “Buddy’ Bowles, in 1945. His mother, her siblings, and parents had friendly, out-
going personalities coupled with wit, humor and intelligence. All of the pictures on this page, and 
many that follow, were discovered in this photograph book (above left) in 2009. A couple of other 
books were discovered at the same time with pictures of family members when they were older. 

This past week (October 2009) I saw Johnny in The Woodlands again and we had our 
traditional lunch at Luby’s. He told me about some photo albums that he had found in his  

 
 

 

 

home and a baby book about his first seven years of life that his mother had put together. I was 
excited to see them. As I have increased in age, these old photographs of people I once knew and 
loved become more precious than ever. He had images of his grandparents, aunts, uncle, mother, 
cousins (including two of me), friends and places such as the Rhine River in Germany, Houston, 
Texas, and Little Rock, Arkansas. There are photographs of Johnny with different clean-cut hair- 
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Top left: Johnny with his mother, about 1944 or 1945. Top middle: Mildred Bowles Vaught 
wearing a mink coat. Top right: Johnny wearing his cowboy clothes and pointing his BB gun. 
Above left: Portrait of Johnny with his first wife, Ann East, about 1965. Above right: Johnny 
sitting on a wood pile with a friend, probably about 1953.      

styles in the fifties and early sixties, and then images of him during his hippie days with a 
beard and long hair. I remember my mother telling me that Johnny came up behind her in 

the grocery store one day and grabbed her. She jumped because for a moment she didn’t 
recognize him with his beard and long hair. That would have probably been in the late 
1960s. My favorite photograph in this collection is the one of Johnny in front of a store 
that was promoting the new motion picture Cleopatra in 1963. I like it because of the  
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Top: Johnny in front of a store display promoting the new motion picture, Cleopatra, in 1963. 
This movie was a major production in its day and it came out with a lot of fanfare. This is my 
favorite photograph of Johnny at this stage of his life. Above left: Johnny getting ready to “tie 
the noose” or “tie the knot” (depending on your point of view) in 1964. Above right: Johnny 
on the Rhine River in Germany in 1973; he toured a number of European countries that year. 

way my cousin looks and the portrait of Elizabeth Taylor. It reflects so well that era, 
which I am old enough to remember.  

 



Mildred Jane Ellen Bowles and John Edwin Vaught 24

In some ways it is so sad. We see these images of times and places that no longer exist.   

 

                                               
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Here are photographs of family members that loved us and they are now gone. You can’t 
change that, so the next best thing is to remember them and enjoy the memories that we have.  

Top left to right: Johnny in the middle 1970s; Johnnie with his step-brother, Larry Morris; and 
Richard Redding, longtime boyfriend of his mother. Above left: Johnny with his fourth wife, 
Paula Miller about 1978. Middle left to right: Patricia Bowles, aunt; Millie Bowles Vaught in 
Florida and Richard Redding. Middle above: Johnny with his wife Ann at his mother’s wed-
ding in 1965. Above right: Millie, Patricia Bowles (aunt), Frances Bowles (grandmother) and 
Nancy Bowles (aunt) at his wedding in 1964. Women always seem to find Johnny attractive with 
his “smooth southern charm” and interesting personality.    
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Addendum 
 
Today is December 7, 2015. Just three days ago at 5 p.m. on Friday, December 4, 
2015, Farrah Giannoni, one of Johnny’s closest friends for over 15 years, called me to 
let me know that he had just passed away. Two weeks ago he was taken to Memorial 
Herman Hospital in The Woodlands for emergency treatment. Soon it appeared that he 

might recover and for a few days, when we talked on the telephone, he sounded like his 
old self. In fact, one of our conversations was so pleasant that you would have thought 
he was in the hospital for a cold. He talked about our last trip to Galveston together and 
how much he enjoyed going to The Spot (a restaurant on the Galveston Sea Wall with 
great views of the gulf). He said as soon as he got well that he wanted to go back there 
again and eat fried shrimp. I introduced the place to Johnny last year, not only because 
they have great, fresh seafood, but also because of its laid back atmosphere. It has a big, 
second-story wooden deck where you can eat your meal and enjoy the view. Sea gulls 
and other birds are constantly flying nearby, and you can often see shrimp boats work-
ing their nets near the shore. On weekends it’s kind of a biker hangout, which adds to 
the atmosphere. Whenever I’m in Houston for business I take time to go to Galveston 
and hang out for a few hours at The Spot.  
 
While we were driving down to Galveston from The Woodlands we talked about our 
family: Grandma and Grandpa Bowles, Uncle Buddy, Aunt Nancy, my mother, and my 
special aunt, his mother, Mildred Bowles. All of my immediate family have passed 
away and we talked about them also. I grew up with Johnny and many of my childhood 
memories are connected with him. He was ten years older than me—I being the youngest 
in my family—and was my oldest cousin. I can remember how he and my brother tied 
me up to a tree when I was twelve years old. What’s funny about it is that they never 

Above: A rare photograph of Johnny Vaught, his cousins, Richard and Ronald Martin, and 
Vester Crocker (stepfather of Richard and Ron) in 1978 in Houston, Texas. Johnny had 
stopped by to visit his cousins and someone took this picture, which, unfortunately, is one of 
the few that we have together from this time in our lives. Ron died in 2012 at the age of 63.  
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came back to let me go. If I hadn’t been able to untie myself I would probably be there 
today.  
 
Johnny always called me “Roach.” He would come into the room and say, “Hey, Roach. 
How ya been?” I asked him once why he called me Roach. He said it was because when I 
was little, and sleeping with my mouth open, he once got a roach and put it in and out 
of my mouth. I don’t know if the story is true, but knowing Johnny as well as I do, it 
probably did happen. No one else ever called me Roach, so it has an affectionate associ-
ation, uniquely tied to Johnny.  
 
When young, Johnny could be mischievous, but he was never mean. I love how he 
always resisted authority (which is how I am) and didn’t like being told how to live. He 
was definitely a Southern Man and a bit of a rebel.  
 
Johnny didn’t have guile. He said what he really felt and didn’t seem to care about what 
others might think of him. On our last trip together he told me about something he did 
when he was sixteen. He wasn’t trying to brag or impress me, but just said what had 
happened without the least concern about how he might be judged. He just told me how 
it really was, and the story, which can’t be repeated here, was highly entertaining.    
 
My oldest sister, his first cousin, Cathy Martin, got cancer and for a short time it was 
thought that she might need a kidney transplant. Without being asked he said, “I’ll give 
her a kidney.” Soon the doctors realized that it wasn’t necessary and Johnny said, “Well, 
if she ever does need one I will be glad to help.” His immediate willingness to make such 
a sacrifice touched my heart.   
 
Johnny had some special, loyal friends, who cared about him deeply. Farrah Giannoni, 
Monica McCreary, and Cheryl (his current next door neighbor who called him, “My 
buddy”) were his closest friends for many years. While he was in the hospital he couldn’t 
ask for better friends. They were constantly coming to see him and showed him real 
concern and love.  
 
In closing, I want to say thank you Johnny for being my closest cousin for all of these 
years. With it being Christmastime I am reminded again of the many times I saw you 
over the holidays and how much fun it was to see you. I will miss our Luby’s lunches 
that became a tradition. I will miss your unique, and enjoyable personality. You were a 
special friend.    
 
        
              


