Donald, 

I apologize for being so long in getting this information to you, but I spent some time trying to get a feel for what Elva would want her posterity to know about her early life in Alpine. The following are some of the conditions and experiences I feel she wanted covered: 
1.  The beautiful setting of Alpine and the love and concern of its people for each other.

2.  The poverty of the community and the struggle the Bateman family went through to survive and their belief that with out Heavenly Father’s help they could not have made it.

3.  In spite of the great demand on their time to make a living, they still found time for fun and when these activities were center around the home the fun was more rewarding and friendships were strengthened.
4.  That motherhood is a wonderful and sacred responsibility.

I hope the enclosed will be of help as you write Elva’s history.  A history that I feel needs to be preserved for her posterity.  Please for give my writing skills.  I was blessed with good secretaries who always made me look good.  Please feel free to call if you have questions about the enclosed. 
ELVA’S EARLY LIFE IN ALPINE

Elva was born 19 May 1919 at Alpine, Utah, a small community about six miles north of American Fork and the main Thoroughfare through Utah County.  This little Community is nestled in a small cove surrounded on three sides by the beautiful Wasatch Mountains, with Box Elder Peak towering over the city like a big brother, giving a feeling of peace and security to all who live there.
During the time Elva lived in Alpine, the population was about six hundred. At that time it was said that if you could not trace your genealogy to everyone in Alpine you were not a true Alpiner.  Everyone knew each others joys and sorrows.  A death or serious illness soon filled the house of the victim with people extending sympathy and giving comfort.  Elva and her mother were always there, however, they went through the back door.  A fire was made in the kitchen stove and soon the stove was covered with items cooking for the family’s evening meal.
Whenever I read the parable of the Good Samaritan, I think of Grandma Bateman and Elva.
LIVING CONDITIONS IN ALPINE

Until the late thirties, living conditions in Alpine were below the poverty level of Utah County.  There were not more than a dozen families with automobiles.  This made it almost impossible for out of town employment.  About the only work available was helping the farmers and this was very limited except for picking berries in the mid and late summer and helping with the fall harvest of fruit and vegetables.
Without her husband and with her children, Elva and Ray, to raise, financial survival for Grandma Bateman would have been nearly impossible in those days.  Through the determination of this amazing mother they prevailed.

Grandma had a few chickens which some days provided more eggs than her needs, so she would take the surplus to the small store in the town and trade them for groceries.  Time came when the value of the eggs would not support feed and care of the chickens, so the chickens were eaten and that source of support was gone.
The family had a jersey cow that was a great source of help.  The milk was placed in shallow pans and put in a homemade outside refrigerator, with a frame made out of wood two-by-twos, covered with screen wire, then a cover of burlap.  Every two to three hours someone had to spray the burlap with cold water to keep it cool until the cream had formed on the top.  The cream was then skimmed off, put in a churn and made into butter.  The surplus was also taken to the store and traded for groceries.  There was not enough feed for the cow on the lot so during the summer, each morning Elva or Ray would hook a long chain to the halter and stake the cow along the ditch bank of a stream of water that ran through the town.  The water kept the grass and weeds lush and growing fast.  At noon Grandma would move the cow, in the evening Elva or Ray would bring the cow home on their way from work or school.
Wood was the only source of heat for cooking and heating the house.  The only wood available to this family was the driftwood from the creek about a half a mile away.  Grandma, with the help of Elva and Ray, would walk to the creek, pick up the drift wood and broken limbs from dead trees and haul them home in a wheelbarrow.  In the mid thirties coal became available, however, wood was still needed to start the fire.  
The greatest hardship of all was surviving the long difficult Alpine winters.  Much of the late summer and fall was spent preparing food for the winter.  As Elva and Ray worked in the harvest, they would take some of the item they were picking as part of their pay.  This was taken home and the evening was spent with Grandma and Elva, washing, peeling, coring and preparing the item for bottling and cooking that Grandma would do the next day.  Ray spent the evening feeding and watering the horse and cow, milking the cow, cutting wood and storing it behind the kitchen stove for use the next day.  The next evening the fruit or vegetable bottled that day was stored in Grandma’s pantry, a small room next to the kitchen with shelves on all four walls.  This activity continued until the shelves were filled with bottles of vegetables, fruit, pickles, jams, jellies and sacks of flour and sugar.

There was a basement under the house with a dirt floor making it an excellent place for storing and preserving vegetables and fruit for the winter, such as potatoes, carrots, apples and pears.  Quilts were placed over these items to help keep them fresh. 
With all the hardships she encountered, I never heard Grandma Bateman complain, maybe it was because she was to busy helping others and taking care of her family or maybe it was because she was grateful for what she had.

The above information is given to help Elva’s posterity know of the poverty and extreme living conditions their Grandma experienced during her early life in Alpine.
ELVA IN HER EARLY CHILDHOOD
Elva had a beautiful doll about the size of a new born baby.  She treated it as if was a baby and kept it with constantly.  The Doll and white homemade afghan she kept the doll wrapped in is still very vivid in my mind today.  When any of her friends came to play, they seldom got away with out playing house with her, my self included.  This consisted of going to the pile of fire wood, pulling out the long slender limbs and placing them in the form of a house floor plan.  It consisted of a kitchen, living room and two bed rooms, one for the doll.  Elva would feed, burp and the put the doll in its bedroom for a nap.  Lunch was then prepared in the kitchen.  Lunch was two slices of Grandma’s homemade bread, butter and raspberry jam.  After lunch we moved to the living room until it was time for the doll to wake up.  Elva would pick up the doll and say “now it is time to drive to the store.”  The car was the one of the larger logs.  We sat on the log and drove to the store and back.
I think this shows Elva’s desire to be a mother even at this young age in life and a great mother she was.

ELVA’S EARLY SOCIAL LIFE

Although school, work and morning and evening chores took most of Elva’s time. she still found time for a few fun activities with friends and class mates.  There were no commercial or organized fun activities in Alpine, so they made their own.
In the summer, Elva and friends would gather at one of their homes.  They would spend the first part of the evening on the lawn under a shade tree, talking and laughing about passed activities and boy friends.  Sometimes they would invite the boys or the boys would invite themselves.  When the boys came, the activities changed to games, such as hide-and-seek, run-sheepy-run, kick-the-can and anny-eye-over.  After the games, it was to the kitchen where corn was popped and covered with melted butter or candy.
In the winter the activities changed, but the home still remained the center of the activities.  On those long winter evenings Elva and friends would gather in the living room around the big pot bellied wood burning stove to keep warm.  Past experiences and stories about boy friends were still the main subjects of conversation and laughs.  When the boys were invited, games such as monopoly, Chinese checkers and some card games were played and then the popping of corn.  Sometime a candy taffy pull replaced the popped corn.
Another winter activity was the sleigh riding.  The school hill in the north part of town was groomed for sleigh riding.  Ray had one of the fastest sleighs in town so Elva always made sure he was invited.  In the evenings the lights on the school house and a bonfire at the bottom of the hill provided the needed heat and light.
The most popular of all the summer and winter activities were the bobsled rides.  Most of the farmers had horse drawn sleighs.  Some fathers would let the teenage sons take the sleigh in the evening.  They would harness the horses and attach slay bells to the harness.  The team was hooked to the sleigh with a box about five feet wide, fourteen long and two feet deep.  Before leaving the yard the driver would go by the straw stack and put six to eight inches of straw in the bottom of the box.  The driver would make one round on the out skirts of town.  As the sleigh made its way along the street the youth would hear the bells and come running with a quilt under their arm.  By the time the sleigh had made its first round it would be full.  The driver would make two more rounds while Elva and friends sang Christmas song and shouted, “Merry Christmas!” to families who would open their doors to see the sleigh riders.
After three trips around the town the sleigh would stop at the home of one or the riders, where Chile was served while the youth sang to the family.  Then back to the sleigh for one more trip around the town to let the kids out.

The youth today with all their commercial and organized activities could not equal the fun and treasured friendships that Elva and friends gained in their youth in the little secluded community of Alpine.
HYRUM DUANE JONES

Born 6 March 1919 at Hanna, Utah.  A few years later he moved with his parents to Provo, Utah, where he was living when he met and married Elva Bateman of Alpine, Utah, 12 September 1941 in the Salt Lake Temple.  Duane died 19 May 1944 while serving in New Guinea during World War Two and is buried in Alpine.
Duane was a caring, mild mannered person and a fun person to be with. He was about six foot three or four and very strong.  Duane like cattle ranching and spent his summers during his high school years on a cattle ranch at Duuchesne, Utah, about seventy miles east of Provo.  It was during these years that he met Elva.  I will not go into their courtship years as this is already covered in Elva’s history, except to say that I became acquainted with Duane through Church basketball.  His Pleasant View Ward team liked to come to Alpine and play our Ward team of which I was a member and that is how we got acquainted and became the best of friends.
I will not go into the first part of Duane’s service years as this is already covered by Elva and Janene.
Duane became a sergeant and was shipped to New Guinea in the South Pacific where he spent the last part of his service carrier fighting the Japanese.

The Japanese had captured New Guinea.  At the time Duane arrived, the Americans were given the task of taking the Island back.  After a long and fierce battle, the Americans drove the Japanese back.  However, before the American could take complete control of the Island, the Japanese received new reinforcements and started driving the Americans back across New Guinea.  It was during this battle that Duane was severely wounded and left for dead.  Duane regained conciseness and was attempting to catch up with the retreating Americans, when he heard someone calling for help.  It was a badly wounded American.  Duane, though severely wounded himself, picked up the wounded soldier and carried him several miles to safety.  The two were treated at a field hospital and convalesced together.  For this act of bravery, Duane received his first of two Purple Hearts.


After Duane recovered from his wounds he was sent back into battle.  After months of fighting and at the cost of thousands of American lives, New Guinea was liberated.  
Less than a dozen men in the company Duane served in survived the war.  They were waiting on the dock for the ship to come to take them home.  For them the war was over.  They were going home to wives, mothers and families.

While waiting an officer came and explained that there was a small area of Japanese who would not surrender and he needed an experienced soldier to go with new recruits and clear the area.  He asked for a volunteer, when no one responded, he said, “Sergeant Jones will you volunteer?”  As Duane walked by Eugene Cooper, he said, “If I don’t come back will you tell Elva what happened?”  Eugene said, “I could tell by the look on his face that he didn’t think he would be back.”  Eugene lived in Lehi only ten miles from Alpine.


As Duane led the new recruits into the occupied area, he was wounded by machine gun fire.  He gave instructions to his men on to how to proceed to wipe out the machine gun, but they did not follow instructions and were soon pinned down by fire from the machine gun.  Duane realized his men would be killed if something wasn’t done soon.  While experiencing sever pain, he crawled around back of the machine gun nest and wiped it out with a hand grenade.  As he was making his way to his men, he crawled in front of another machine gun nest and was shot eighteen times.
On 6 June 1944 Elva received from the War Department the telegram feared by all wives and mothers who had members of their family in the service.  The telegram read, “We regret to inform you that your husband, Sergeant Hyruni Duane Jones was killed in action in New Guinea on 19 May, 1944.
A few months later Elva was invited to a special ceremony for Duane at Fort Douglas in Salt Lake.  At the ceremony Elva received for Duane the Distinguished Service Cross, the second highest award given by the war department.  “Given for extraordinary heroism while the individual is engaged in an action against an enemy of the United States.”
More than a year later, Duane’s body was brought home.  Several of us including Elva’s bishop went with her to the train station in American Fork.  As we stood by the tracks in the still night air, we watched the light on the front of the engine grow larger and larger as the train came nearer and nearer. Soon we heard the chug, chug, chug, of the big black steam engine, which seemed to say, “He is coming, he is coming.”  Then came the loud, swirl, piercing sound of the whistle that seem to be reminding us of the supreme sacrifice Duane had made for us.  The train stopped, a door to one of the box cars came open and a casket came in to view.  At that moment a soldier appeared, neatly dressed, with many medals and ribbons on his chest and announced that he was the escort for the body and would remain until Duane was laid to rest.
The casket was taken to the mortuary in American Fork.  Elva wanted the casket opened to make sure it was Duane.  Her bishop, realizing the condition of the body, new that if she did it would be a haunting memory for the rest of her life and was able to talk her out of doing it.
The next day Duane was taken to Alpine and after a short service, he was laid to rest in the Alpine City cemetery.  Elva was now at peace and grateful to have him home.
