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Preface

What set me writing the story of my Mormon
mother’s life? My mother, who, when a girl, drove an
ox-team across the plains, who married at sixteen, who
knew poverty and loneliness in a log cabin and cooked
on a flat red rock for eight years before she had a stove,
who made a layette for her first daughter out of the
backs of cast-off shirts of a school-teacher boarder, who
gave birth to thirteen children, and who then entered
the profession of midwife and brought into a wild and
sparsely settled country some seven hundred babies, who
travelled in all kinds of weather in all kinds of convey-
ances, a woman who after sixteen years of married life
consented to her husband’s taking a second wife in polyg-
amy, who endured the trials of her husband’s exile into
the Underground and eventual imprisonment, and who
emerged from all of this a great woman, still sweet and
lovable, even though a bit sad, one who deserves a place
in the history of the West which she helped to build.

But this is not the main reason why I have had an
“itch, a sting to write, a tang” to set down in simple
language my mother’s unpretentious but beautiful and

courageous life.

In many of the books I had read on the early life
in Utah, and particularly in those that dealt with polyg-
amy, I could not find my parents, nor the life they lived.
I felt that I must some day write that life with all its
hardships, mistakes, and its tragic events, but also with
its beauty, sincerity, and religious devotion. I began
gathering material over a period of years, but I did little
writing. I was held back by fear of my ability to do
justice to the subject. Then a severe illness that brought
me close to death, roused me to a sense of my duty. I
must write our story even though I did it inadequately;
there was no one left who would remember it as I do.




Diaries, letters, and much material of various kinds have
assisted me greatly in this work.

Last, but not least, I felt that I particularly owe my
mother a debt of gratitude for shaping the course of my
life into pleasant and rich paths. How different my life
would have been had it not been for her! If I, her thir-
teenth and last child, intrude my own story into the orbit
of her life, it is because our lives were never separated
from the day of my birth to her death. She not only
shaped the course I was to take, but she followed me
as best she could, never for a moment losing sight of
the goal she hoped to attain.

This is in no sense a history of the Mormon church,
nor of any of its great movements. I am interested in
historical events only inasmuch as some occurrences af-
fected the lives of my parents. There may be those who
will not agree with all I say. That I cannot help. I have
written this story as I remember it, and with the aid of
materials at hand. Some material that I have sought has
not been forth-coming. Some requests for help were not
answered.,

My story is not fiction, nor is any part of it fiction-
ized. It is biography and autobiography. What it lacks
in literary beauty, I trust shall be compensated for in
truthfulness and in gratitude for my inheritance. I say
this to fore-stall my critics—whoever wrote without them
—who may say my story lacks unity and coherence, and
that I have idealized my mother. I claim none of these
things, not even the idealization. She was my idol, I
worshipped her, and still do; but those who knew her
best will say I have not done justice to her memory.
If so, it is the fault of my pen and not of my heart.

J. B. J.

Provo, August 15, 1946.
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CHAPTER ONE

Love Wings Over Jordan

It was on the banks of the Jordan River that they first
met; not the Jordan of Palestine that flows south from the
Sea of Galilee to the Dead Sea, but the Jordan River
which has its source in the fresh waters of Utah Lake
and flows northward into the resisting density of the
salt sea known as Great Salt Lake. Here their love was
awakened, and it had about it some of the sacredness of
Holy Writ, and some of its tragic sternness, too.

The spring and summer of 1853 had seen heavy rains,
so heavy that the course af the river had been forced out
of its normal channel. It had washed away the not-
too-solid bridges along its banks including the one that
connected East Jordan and West Jordan, two small settle-
ments in the Salt Lake Valley. Until this bridge could be
rebuilt, young men were commissioned to remain on its
banks and with rafts and boats ferry all comers across.

On an early September day ‘of that year, one af the
young men on duty was Samuel Bateman, six feet tall,
and handsome. It was his good fortune to ferry a family
from the east to the west bank of the river: a father,
mother, and six children. Samuel directed them to a log
cabin beside a flour mill where they were to live. When
they were beyond hearing, Samuel said to his companions,
“I just ferried my father-in-law across the Jordan River.”

Undoubtedly he was attracted by the father and the
mother. They had about them an air of refinement. One
could see that they had been used to the comforts of life.
But it was the fifteen-year-old daughter, the eldest of the
children, who captured his main interest. There was a
seriousness in her blue eyes, and she appeared more
mature than her fifteen years suggested. Her hair
was brown, and in height she was about five feet. Dainty
as she was, she had driven an ox-team and a cow across

12
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the plains with a Mormon emigrant train. When Samuel
looked into the eyes of Marinda Allen, he knew instinct-
ively that she was the woman who could face with cour-
age the rugged life of that forbidding pioneer country.
Of course, it was she who was the cause of his saying,
“I just ferried my father-in-law across the Jordan River.”

With his hands and his heart, Samuel labored to
make his prophecy come true. He worked at many things:
herded cattle on the western range near White's Fort,
made adobes in his Uncle Joseph's adobe yard, brought
logs from the canyon, worked on neigboring farms in
the seasons of planting and harvesting — in fact, he
accepted gladly any work that he could find. Wages
were low, and often he was not paid in cash. Money
was less plentiful than farm food even, and many people
had little of either.

Romances are usually brief on frontiers, but not this
romance. Samuel's work often took him far from home.
When he did return he and Marinda met occasionally at
church and socials, and at ward dances. Dainty and light
on her feet, Marinda was a beautiful dancer. Samuel
loved dancing and she was his perfect partner. For many
years they were said to be the finest dancers in the county.
She barely topped the shoulder of her six-foot sweetheart.

As the months went by Samuel was no nearer his goal.
Thrifty as he was, his savings increased slowly. In the
summer of 1854 he worked at the flour-mill for Daniel
R. Allen, his chosen father-in-law. Work was not always
steady; much depended on the grists that came to the
mill.

The nearness to Marinda made him more discouraged
— there seemed little hope of an early marriage. He
knew that hundreds of people were passing through the
valley, bound for the California gold fields. Might not a
young man's dreams be fulfilled there! He decided to
join the next company that came through in the fall. But
by the time the group came, some change had taken place.
Instead of seeking California nuggets, Samuel had de-
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cided to take the little gold piece, blue-eyed and lovely,
who dwelt in the log cabin beside a flour mill.

They were married November 27, 1854. Samuel Bate-
man aged 22, took for better or for worse, Marinda Allen,
aged sixteen years, who promised to honor and obey,
and to cling to this man in sickness or in health, poverty
or wealth., Luke Johnson married them in the Allen log
cabin. He was an elder in the church, and a Justice of
the Peace.

It was Indian Summertime and the day was warm
and clear. It was Monday. Marinda wrote some years
later, “We were married about one-o'clock. Fifty guests
sat down to an excellent dinner for those days. After
dinner my husband and I went for a walk over the hills,
with about a dozen children skipping along by our side.
In the evening we had a dance, but only one set could
dance at a time in the log cabin. There was no drinking
of liquor or rowdyism, but all was peace and happiness.

“My husband was dressed in a new suit from head
to toes which cost $75. My dress was plain white muslin
trimmed with lace. It was made long-waisted and I wore
a blue sash.”

Mr. James A. Oliver, editor of Samuel's first diary,
records that the groom's suit cost $95 in gold. At any
rate it is likely Samuel never spent that much on a suit
again in his lifetime.

One of the wedding guests, big with fate, was a two-
months old baby girl, with long jet black hair, dark eyes,
and an olive skin. Samuel looked at her admiringly as
she lay on Mother Egbert's lap, and asked jokingly,
“What Indian squaw have you been robbing?” Little
did he or his bride dream that in those baby hands lay the
power to change the course of their lives and that of their
children in the not too distant future.

The young couple lived at Father Allen’s for a short
time. He was building an adobe house. As soon as it was
completed he gave the one-roomed long cabin to Samuel
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and Marinda. It was moved beyond the meadows to the
northwest, across the mill race, and was set firmly on a
level piece of ground beneath a hillside. Back of it and
jutting into the hillside was built a long room with a dirt
roof and one small window. It was always called the
back room. Digging into the hillside Samuel made a cellar
ventilated by a flue. Three years later, according to an
old letter, they were building a brick addition consisting
of a large front room, two bedrooms, and a large upstairs
bedroom when it was finally completed. Also an enclosed
wire-screened porch was added to the log cabin.

But for the first three years the log cabin and the
room jutting into the hillside seemed ample. Many people
were still living in log cabins and some in dugouts. It
was here the young couple set up housekeeping.

Mzr. Oliver, editor of the first diary, wrote, “Samuel
says that their household goods consisted of a bedstead,
the tick and straw were yet to be furnished; a few
wooden benches made by the husband and eleven dollars
in money. Later they procured a better bed, a few rush-
bottom chairs and a table.”

However, there was no stove for eight years—not
until 1862, and not until after five children had been born.
Marinda did her cooking and baking on a large, flat red
rock in the fire place. Often wood was the only fuel.
Bread was baked by placing the baking pans on smaller
heated rocks, carefully arranged over a very low fire.
Other heated rocks and coals were piled near the pans.
Here, also, she cooked their simple meals in primitive
fashion. Supper often consisted of well-seasoned potato
soup, with bread and milk, and sometimes a little butter.
If the season was right there might be added vegetables
from the garden, green onions, and long, clean water
cress from the pools in the meadows.

Thus it was that my father and mother began their
married life. Mother said they were proud when they
purchased the first stove. It cost seventy-five or eighty
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dollars. Then the red rock became the doorstep outside
the log cabin porch. Mother was sentimental about that
rock. Stove succeeded stove, but none of them found
any special place in her affections. Years later, I, the
thirteenth child, heard her say, “When I die I wish this
rock to be placed at the foot of my grave.”

As I recall it now, it was worn into a slight hollow
in the middle by the thousands of footsteps that had
passed over it to find shelter and food and love within
the log cabin; and by the thousands of footsteps that had
passed over it again out into the world leaving their
marks upon its surface. Years after we had all gone our
several ways, the farm was sold, the old house fell into
decay, and finally it disappeared and with it went Mother's
first stove. If I could find the rock today, I am sure I
should not take it to the cemetery, but to a museum as
a symbol of how a pioneer girl and young mother in a
desert wilderness could build a home and happiness
around a large red rock in a log cabin.

CHAPTER TWO

Indians _QNBN Babies

In the log cabin by the crude fireplace Marinda
bathed her first baby, Samuel Allen, born December 27,
1855, exactly thirteen months to the day after she was
married. A beautiful blue-eyed child, he was the only
one of. thirteen children to have the mother's eyes. He
died October 20, 1856 when he was ten months old. The
next two children were boys: Daniel Rapalyea, born
February 21, 1857, and Joseph Thomas who arrived
October 4, 1858.

Life in the log cabin kept the young wife busy, but
it often overflowed to the farm when her husband was
called away to other duties. When the Indians gave
trouble, Samuel had to take his turn with other men in
standing guard over the settlement. Marinda was never
afraid of the Indians, and she had several experiences
with them. Years later when we gathered about the
kitchen stove in the evenings we coaxed her for stories.
She did tell us some incidents, but briefly.

Once when Father was away a small band of Indians
drove their horses into the grain where they trampled
more than they ate. Mother confronted them with such
courage that the leader commanded his men to take the
horses out of the field.

Another time when the horses without riders invaded
the field, she and the children drove the animals into the
corral and put up the bars. Father was Stray-pound
Keeper, but he was not at home. When the children saw
the Indians coming for their horses, they ran to tell
Mother. She first sent one child to get Uncle James who
lived beyond the bend of the canal. She ran up the hill
and took her place before the bars of the corral. - The

17
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Indians defied her. One started taking the bars down:
she put them up again; he took them down again. Mother
grabbed a bar with one hand, and with the other pointed
to the canal, and said, “My man is coming now.” It was
Uncle James. The Indian dropped the pole, and he and
the others mounted their horses and rode away.

A few days later when they returned to get the
animals, Father was there. He made them pay a fine.
Ordinarily he would have been more lenient because he
liked the Indians, and he had many friends among them.
As they rode away the Indian who defied Mother said,
“Little squaw heap brave.”

Even in the latter part of the eighties and early
nineties, I recall seeing Indians squatting on the kitchen
floor while Mother handed out flour and sugar to them.
They were no longer a danger, but I did not like them.

Father learned enough of the language from Amon,
brother of Chief Walker, to enable him to trade with
them. He was especially fond of Amon, the medicine
man, and sometimes accompanied him on his visits to the
sick of his tribe. Father enjoyed this because he had a
natural aptitude for medicine and nursing, and a rare
gift of healing.

On the whole our family found the neighboring
Indians honest. They returned what they borrowed, even
to pins, unless they were told to keep them. They would
borrow a needle full of thread, use the thread, and return
the needle.

Of course, the Indians gave a great deal of trouble
in various places and sad things happened. In December
of 1850 the Church asked for volunteers to go into Iron
County to quell the Indians and to see if peace could
be made. Samuel's father volunteered to go with other
men. The young boy, just eighteen years of age, begged
his father to let him take his place. The request was
granted and the men set out in December, landing on
the Sevier River on Christmas Eve. Young Samuel wrote,
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“The company was organized at Payson. The night the
campers arrived on the Sevier, the Indian's stole a yoke
of George A. Smith's cattle and caused the camp to lay
over one day in hunting for the oxen. When they were
found they were shot full of arrows which caused one
to die shortly after being brought into camp; the other
lived and received the title of ‘Soldier’. The oldest and
the youngest Indians that took part in the shooting of
the oxen were caught, and after a counsel being held, the
young Indian was taken along to pay for the ox that died.”

Back home in Salt Lake Valley, the men had to stand
guard to prevent the Indians from stealing their cattle.
Two men stood guard over a certain area the forepart of
the night, and two others the latter part of the night.
In time more friendly relations were established between
the whites and the red men.

Early in her life Mother learned to handle a gun.
Her.own father and her husband taught her, and I heard
Father say years later that she was as good a shot as
any man he knew. There were guns in the house, and
many kinds of pistols. Mother never used them to protect
herself. In the incidents with the Indians that I have
mentioned she relied on her courage and quietness.




CHAPTER THREE

You May Expect Me
When I Return

Loneliness was my mother’s portion for many years
in that log cabin. Neighbors were not even within calling
distance, that is, not with her voice. Father might have
made himself heard but not she. However, there were
many other things besides Indian troubles that took him
away from home. .

Father was a member of the Road Patrol, or Scouts,
who had been organized for specific duties. When con-
verts arrived in Salt Lake City from distant parts, Brig-
ham Young evaluated their talents, and he decided into
which settlements they should go. If the distance was
great the Scouts accompanied the small band of settlers
to protect them from the Indians and to lead them to
the place where their gifts could be best utilized.

People who had settled homes were sometimes asked
to go to another part of the territory to assist others in
building a town. Without warning their names might be
called out in meeting. Some objected and even protested
to the great leader. In the end the majority went to the
designated places.

One marvels at the genius of Brigham Young in
making settlements, and his choice of the right people
to found out-posts. It was not only choosing the right
people, but he had an uncanny ability to judge soil, water
supply, climate, etc. Very few settlements failed or were
abandoned. People were sent as missionaries and it was
regarded as a “Call.”" They must not fail.

N
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Brigham Young chose the men of the Road Patrol
as carefully as he chose the people who were to go. They
were men who had been tested and tried by experience,
men who knew the roads, men of courage and daring,
men of good judgment, and men who had talents in many
fields. They had great physical endurance, able to put
up with the hardships, and men who could help others
to endure all difficulties.

They had to watch the Indians who might steal the
horses and cows belonging to the white settlers. When
this did occur the men of the patrol often succeeded in
bringing the horses back without too much trouble.

Once in the settlements the men of the patrol found
plenty to do in integrating the newcomers into the social
and religious life of the community. As a rule the mem-
bers were welcomed heartily and they soon felt at home.

* Their work done the men of the Road Patrol turned
their faces homeward, riding, as a rule, on their horses.
Then they stood ready to serve when the next call came.
Their duties were many and varied. Sometimes they went
in groups; often they went one by one to carry some
special message, or to investigate some special condition
in a settlement. When they left home they almost never
knew where the call would take them.

Thus it was that Father would receive a call to re-
port to ‘Salt Lake City at a given time. In the beginning
of their married life Mother said she asked, “Where are
you going? When will you return?” and he would reply,
“I do not know” or “I can't tell you. You may expect
me when you see me return.” Soon she did not ask even
that much.

In the early days when settlements were far apart,
and communications very slow, things happened in distant
places that needed attention. It was easy enough for some
man, a bishop for instance, to become a virtual dictator
over his little community. Reports of such cases filtered
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into Salt Lake City. Once Father was sent to investigate
such a report that came from southern Utah. He said
that when he arrived he sized up the situation, did some
detective work on his own, visited with the people, and
finally made his request to speak at the Sunday meeting
the next day. The bishop demurred, but finally consented.
He had hoped Father would give the message to him
alone, after all he was the mouthpiece for his people.

However, at church the next day, Father gave the
message that had been entrusted to him in a clear, force-
ful way. He was startled when he heard the command,
“Repeat that message.”

Much as he had heard he was perplexed for a mo-
ment, but giving the bishop a little more rope with which
to hang himself, he graciously repeated the message with
even more clearness and force. He was more completely
aroused when he heard the command once more.

It was the bishop's turn to be surprised when Father
took his pistol from its holster and said,

“To hell with you, I won't repeat it again, and it
won't be healthy for you to force me.” Holding his pistol
in his hand he preached a sermon to those people, the
like of which they had not heard for some time.

His report in Salt Lake City was satisfactory. Some-
one was sent with authority to remove the dictator and
to put in his place a more human man.,

The calls that came were many  and -varied, and
Father was gone for weeks, or the time might be two or
three months depending on the distance to be travelled
and the work to be done. Mother never questioned his
going, nor did she nag him on his return to reveal that
which he felt in duty bound to keep secret, for a time, at

least. She trusted him as his church trusted him, When

in great need her parents or friends assisted her.

YOU MAY EXPECT ME WHEN I RETURN 23

Father and Mother had been married less than three
years when the most exciting and dangerous call of all
came. In September of 1857 Major Daniel R. Allen—
who had previously been appointed by the church—called
Samuel Bateman, his son-in-law, to raise a platoon of
cavalry to go out to meet Johnston's army which was
coming to the valley to punish the Mormons for what
they called infringements of the law, and the men were
instructed to turn the army back if possible. A few para-
graphs from my father’s diary will tell in part what he did:

Saturday, September 26, 1857, “'I left home in com-
pany with twelve of the boys and went to Salt Lake City
where we were organized into companies.”

Sunday, the 27th, “We started from the city and
camped between the mountains. Brother Samuel Bennion
of the North Jordan Branch of the West Jordan Ward
of the Salt Lake Stake of Zion was appointed Captain
of the company.”

Monday, the 28th, “An express passed early in the
morning reporting that Fort Bridger was burnt and that
our enemies would be upon us immediately. In conse-
quence of this report, we left our wagons, packed our
horses, and travelled two miles up Echo Canyon and

- camped.”

From here they went on to Bear River and camped
with General D. H. Wells' company. The next day they
arrived at Fort Bridger and found the previous report
false. Thirty miles further on they camped at Ham's
Fork. On October 2 when the horses were brought in,
Samuel's horse was missing. He says, “When I found
it to be in the service of Porter Rockwell, I had nothing
to say as he was a friend of mine.”

Samuel went out with scouting parties under Captain
Lot Smith. They met a part of the enemy’s freight train
and Captain Smith turned them back, and they moved
on to Green River. _
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Sunday, October 4, “The enemy began to stir early
in the morning. Our company divided, part going back
to Black's Fork. I continued with the other party led by
Capt. Smith on to the Big Sandy. Three of our number
were sent out as scouts to see what the enemy was doing.
They returned in a short period reporting that a train of
twenty-six freight wagons were proceeding to Green
River. Counsel was immediately taken, and we decided
to return to Green River and burn them., When we
arrived at the wagons there were fifty-one instead of
twenty-six. We took the teamsters prisoners numbering
over sixty-six men, although there were only twenty-six
of us. Still the enemy thought there were nearly 500 of
us: thus did the Lord magnify us in the eyes of our
enemies. We permitted the prisoners to take their own
clothing out of the wagons, then we set fire to them and
returned to Big Sandy; the fire could be seen for about
twenty-one miles. When a short distance on the road,
volunteers were called to go to Fort Bridger and report
what had been done; my old friend Edwin Booth volun-
teered to go.

“After encamping on Big Sandy we were informed
of the burning of Fort Bridger and supplies by our boys."”

They moved on up Big Sandy and met another train
of twenty-four wagons. They burned all of these except
two or three which they allowed the enemy to keep.

While here, one of Father's very dear friends, Orson
P. Arnold, was accidentally shot in the thigh. Friends
took him on to the valley, and Father sent a letter by
Orson to my mother.

All of this and much more has been told over and
over again by writers and historians; but the part played
by the heroic women at home was dimmed or blotted out
by the more adventurous doings of the men.

When Father left in September, the harvest was
not yet ripe. He may have felt he would return in time,
but he did not come until mid-winter. He and Mother
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had been married less than three years when he set out
on this call. She was nineteen with one child living. The
first one had died. Personal records of this period were
not kept by the women, if they were they were lost. But
fortunately into my hands has fallen a letter, like a nugget
of gold, which Mother wrote to Father the following
November on her wedding day.

“Jordan Mills, November 27, 1857

Dear Husband:

] take my pen in hand to write a few lines to you
to inform you that we are well and I hope this will find
you the same. I was glad to hear from you and to hear
that you was well which I thank the Lord for. I was
very sorry to hear the other day that Joseph had come
back to Elizabeth’s lame, they expect with the rheumatics.
I have tried to go down to see him, but there has been
no one going from here. He will come home as soon as
he gets well. Elizabeth's family was well and she had
received a letter from Mother and they were all well,
and she was in a great way to hear from you, but I had
written her a few days before.

“It is just three years today since we were married,
and 1 wish you all were at your several homes and we
were joined in a merry party, but I hope we shall soon
meet for the time passes slow and lonesome. If you think
of being out all winter, I would like you to come home
and get your clothes washed and mended for I think
they must need it by this time. Do not be uneasy about
us. 1 have got Richard Godfrey with me. We expect
to have the wheat thrashed as soon as the weather is fit,
it has been wet weather for two weeks or more off and
on. Bich Lowder has promised to saw some lumber to
make a bin. Father is going to have his and ours made
in this big room. Richard will go to the Kanyon for me
if they ain't shut up for we have not but a few sticks of
wood. Orson Arnold is doing as well as can be expected,
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