Notes H. Tracy
By Wendell Hall
Always looked up to him, tried to emulate him.
No memories of him from Jefferson Ave., Ogden—near Lorin Farr Park, except that, as I recall, he was the one who found the little lost boy—possibly carried away by the swift waters of the irrigation ditch and drowned-that everyone was frantically looking for. Turned out that brother No. 3 was sound asleep on the seat of the one-hole outhouse.
Some memories from Marriott, UT.
The four-room school house had only grades one through six (one/two in one room, three/four in another, five/six separate rooms). Tracy was in seventh and had to attend at nearby Wilson Lane, across the Weber River to the south. We were aware that he excelled in all subjects and that the Algebra teacher , who drove Tracy to school, would have Trace teach him the lesson on the way so he could give it to the class.
The dump at the end of 12th St. attracted him immediately on our arrival in Marriott. He would salvage all kinds of junk and convert it into useful objects for work or play. His inventive, ingenious, creative mind was fully at work as far back as I can remember.
Our mother was wary of city life and wanted to raise her children in the wholesome, healthful environment of the area not far from where she had spent part of her youth—somewhat farther east on what was known as Broom's Bench. Not only Tracy but his four younger brothers soon discovered that Bully No. 1 and Bully No. 2 (ranked by the rankness of their behavior) and other bullies only slightly less odiferous soon shattered all such expectations. Unless we escaped by devious routes through the fields, contact with them could be injurious to our health.
We would sometimes walk to Broom's Bench and then follow the Idaho Short Line into Ogden to go to a dime movie at the Lyceum Theater. More often, we would go past old Jim Morris's place to the Union Pacific tracks and balance attempt to balance on them off and on (on and off) on our way to town. Us disrespectful Hall boys enjoyed imitating Jim's unique horse-riding style-both of our arms flapping flippantly away in imitation of Jim's as they jolted up and down at whatever speed of his steed.
Many years later, Tracy's younger brother Wendell attended a Marriott-Slaterville Ward reunion (population loss had caused the two wards to be combined) and there was Bully No. 1 with his cowboy hat and boots and (surprise!) looking not one bit bigger than Nin himself (as Wendell was familiarly called). Nin couldn't resist walking right up to him (in a non-threatening manner, to be sure) and as he said hi looked him fearlessly in the eye.
The boys and girls restrooms were at the rear of the school, located about a block away from the ward chapel and Bingham's store, where we could buy all-day suckers with pennies earned from picking beans. It was possible to climb up to the flat roof above the toilets (the euphemism "restrooms" was unknown) and peer through the windows of a classroom. It wasn't unusual to look up and see some boy impudently looking though them, sticking his tongue out and pulling ugly faces—as effortlessly and naturally as can be imagined.
