JIMS

In the autumn of the year, living across from the high school was exciting indeed. The cool weather brought not only the multitude of colors, but the advent of football season. Just as basketball season was marked by the rivalty with the Wasatch Wasps, the football season brought the foes from Kamas, the South Summit Wildcats. The visit of the Wildcats was doubly meaningful for me because my cousins wore the green and white of SSHS. The Wildcats squad would arrive in a great yellow school bus for the match to be played on the Miner's sloping gridiron. They would carry all the equipment stuffed into their football pants which would be borne astride their shoulders. It was easy to pick out Boyd and Jerry who wore "mustaches" (sideburns) well below each ear lobe.

The team which won the opening coin toss, would usually choose to defend the north goal (the one nearest Halvorsen's) so as to be able to defend the south (the one near the fountain) in the second half, the idea being that in the second half, when more tired, they would run downhill toward a touchdown and defend against an opponent faced with an uphill climb (in the literal sense of the word).

The Park City Miners were never a football powerhouse, but they did produce some fine individual players over the years. The best ones, it seemed to me, were always named Jim or Martinez. Richard and Raymond Martinez were excellent and the Jim's (Ballantyne, Santy, and Weaver) very good. In fact, my theory, as I revealed it to Jim Ballantyne one Sunday evening over ice cream, was that Jack Adamson (the coach) should change the names of all the players to Jim, thus ensuring higher productivity on the part of all.

Living across from the high school also provided many opportunities to observe the high-jinks of post-war high schoolers. Freshman initiations were terrific! Year in and year out, guys were "depantsed" and their trousers run up the flag pole or set upon the water fountain and left to spend the ensuing hours walking about  school with a wet crotch.

