Ralph Duke 

Write-up of some personal memories.

Ralph and Elaine Duke shared a backyard gate with the Halls.
Live at 1730 N 500 E in Provo.
This is my first “Dear John” letter. You can do with the scribblings what you will. But for a semblance of sense, the piece about the first encounter should be first and the designated driver bit the coda. 

Thanks,

RLD

#1

My first encounter with those who would be neighbors the next half-century happened while platting our lot prior to building. Ida rose walked over and introduced herself. After some pleasantries she asked if we planned on building a fence. After my saying probably, she then asked if we would please put in a gate. I readily agreed. Soon as our north east corner was graded to their level the gate went in abutting their thriving pyracantha hedge. 

We were childless at the time of that first meeting. When our son was a teenager Tracy approached us with a proposal: he would provide the material for a fence if we would build it after removing those now fearsome fire thorns. 

That hedge proved to be more impenetrable than the Maginot Line. But we valiantly persevered and a new gate was placed in a new fence. Now that fence with its cherished canescence is being stabilized. The gate is off for recaning. And as the poet said: “Good fences make good neighbors.” We say: “And open gateway can lead to enduring brotherly love.”

#2

A management trainee where I worked had a roommate who took a class from Tracy. He claimed Tracy constantly referred to himself. I told him rather forcefully that Tracy was one of the most humble men around. Furthermore, when you teach about high-pressure/high-temperature and you are the world authority on the subject, who else do you need to quote? Couldn’t help using that definitive article.

#3

After we bought our lot, and before starting to build, our sub-division was annexed by Provo City. Rapid growth had forced the phone company to limit service to party lines. Several times in the night I would pick up my phone and hear some different accented voice ask for Doctor Hall. What I could never figure out is how Tracy managed to have those late hour calls diverted my way.

#4

I remember Tracy telling a small group he valued my opinion. About what? In retrospect it must have been about either the billbug or crabgrass. I’m betting on the former, resolving the issue with my foolproof method—alphabetically. 

#5

When Tracy was our beloved bishop he called me to be chairman of the activities committee. He must have found Silas Marner in my genealogy for his only counsel to me was, “Don’t let those sisters break the budget.”

#6

Tracy and Ida Rose were the most well-grounded couple that has been my privilege to know. Fame came, and some fortune, but not to the degree that others derived from his work. To my knowledge, Tracy had only one indulgence: a mind boggling music printing computer which gave him much enjoyment—and kept him out the kitchen. 

#7

Some of us in the neighborhood belonged to a study group (now a thing of the past). Monthly meetings probed and pondered the Standard Works and other church related writings. Decembers we celebrated Christmas at various venues. One of the last we attended was at Oak Crest Inn. We rode with the Halls. Tracy drove, although inattentively. Ida rose called me aside and asked me to drive home. It was a sad night. This most accomplished man: doctorate in chemistry, inventor, patent holder, whiz in physics, self-taught master machinist and funky honky-tonk piano player was beginning a diminution that became a soul touching . . .

This dear sweet man who had been so kind to me for over forty years, was still kind to me for the rest of his days. Far too many of them he didn’t know who I was. 

