
The Field; a Childhood Memory by Ellen Roberts 

The Field was on the block where I lived. It was a wonderful open space where a child could go 

to have fun get dirty, and know we could always hear when our mothers called us home. We 

had lots of room to run through the weeds and dig in the dry gray dirt. I loved that old field 

where we children could expand our curiosity and creativity.  

In school we were learning about China and how it was located on the other side of the earth. 

One day my young friends and I started digging, hoping to reach China. Some of the children 

brought shovels while most used our hands. We worked very hard as we talked and wondered 

if the people would be walking upside down. Our curiosity pushed us downward until we were 

called home for dinner. We never quite made it to China.  

Steve, my oldest brother remembers the field, where during World War II, he and his friends 

would dig fox holes and throw clods of weeds at each other. As a teenager, Steve earned 

money by parking cars in the field during the Utah State Fair.  

Some of my brother Chick’s memories are also mine. We were the closest in age and shared a 

few friends. Chick remembers playing soft ball, building forts and playing cowboys and Indians. 

We both remember hiding in the tall weeds and digging ditches and tunnels.  

The field was located on the south side of First North (now Second North), Just down the street 

from Ninth west (now Tenth west) entrance to the fair grounds. Next to the field was an alley 

that led to more field in the center of the block. This large field spread along the back yards of 

the houses on Ninth west and east to the LDS Thirty-Fourth Ward Church. On the South Side 

were more houses facing North Temple and on the North West corner was Horsley’s Grocery 

store.  

At the entrance and east side of the alley, was a small house belonging to an old lady named 

Mrs. Vance. Next door to her was the Crookston family, then the Winter family. The 

grandmother owned the house. Living with her was a son, his wife their three boys and one 

little girl. I was that little girl and the youngest child until I was seven. Then my baby brother 

was born.  

The house next to my family belonged to Mr. and Mrs. White. Mr., White sat on his front step 

most every day. We rarely got a glimpse of Mrs. White. She had long straight white hair. The 

neighborhood children thought she was a witch. Alongside the White’s house was Laxon Court 

a narrow street that wrapped around my friend Pasty’s yard and headed back north down the 

alley.  



I didn’t spend all my playtime in the field. When my friend Patsy and I played with our baby 

dolls and dressed up in our mothers old dresses, we played in house or back yard. Chick’s and 

my friend, Johnny Morzelewski also lived on Laxon Courrt. Polio visited both these homes. I was 

unable to visit with my dear little friend. Patsy eventually was able to walk and play again. 

Johnny’s baby brother only two years old died from this dreadful disease.  

One House on Laxon was owned was owned by two elderly women who used to sit on their 

front porch, drinking beer. They each had a quart off beer and drank directly from the bottle. 

They would pay the neighborhood kids two pennies to go to the store and buy beer for them. 

We always went to the north-east corner of Eighth West and First North, because Horsley’s 

didn’t sell beer.  

My friend Charlene Hardman’s Family lived across Laxon Court from the Whites. We spent 

many hours in her sandbox digging and making mud pies. Next door was the Bennett’s house. 

Both their backyards extended to Morelewski’s side yard, The Hardman’s had chickens until 

they and the Bennett’s sold a large portion of their properties to Johnny’s uncle. A new house 

was built on Laxon Court next door to Johnny’s His father and the new house owner were 

brothers.  

There were many children who lived in my neighborhood. Not all lived on our block but hey 

came to play in the best playground ever, our field. 

I was eleven, my three brothers were in their teens and my little brother was almost four our 

father died. Our mother moved her family to another neighborhood in Salt Lake. My Grandma 

sold her house and moved to my aunt’s 

The field is no longer, but in my memory I can picture us small children digging and hoping to 

reach China. 


