BOOTS

Boots was a shaggy dog with a black eye which always seemed to run slightly. He always seemed old for his age as he dragged his heavily clad, shaggy pale body all around town. He could often be seen heading home from the Park High football field, sniffing around the back door of Kidder's grocery, or descending the steep street next to Ballantyne's from Norfolk Avenue. I even seem to recall seeing him lying in the sun, snout between paws, in front of the Cozy on lower Main Street. Home to Boots was Sundstrom's but he didn't spend much time there. He was always on the go.

The Sundstroms, on the other hand, were a pretty sedentary family. Besides an occasional visit to relatives residing in the riverbottoms of the Provo, halfway between Hailstone and Francis, they didn't travel a lot. Their family was quite close to ours because of the intense friendship which had developed between Larna and Doris from the time that they were very small. Carol, a year older, had her own group of friends. Albert and Pat fell somewhere between Larna and me. Albert, son of Albert, was a huge kid who usually wore bib overalls, rode a bike, and had a little scar on his upper left cheek where it looked like he might have been hit with the blunt end of hammer. At least twenty-five years went by from the moment I last saw Albert until I saw him again at my parents' Golden Wedding. How svelte he was; how small he was compared to the Albert I recalled from my boyhood!

Mr and Mrs. Sundstrom owned one of my favorite houses. It fit snuggly on a lot which stretched from Park Avenue to Woodside. There couldn't have been more than six inches separating each side of the house from the property line. Inasmuch as the house was set way back from the street, the visitor, upon entering from Park Avenue, would cross a large expanse of lawn, yellow with giant dandalions in the Spring. The homey atmosphere of the living room was accentuated in the kitchen by the aroma of freshly perked coffee. Going out the back door, between the garage and the old abandoned house of a deceased grandpa, one would often as not meet Boots coming in.

