
Summer of ‘75 

By Marilyn Sweet 

The dismissal bell rang as I grabbed my backpack and bolted to Hopkinson’s bike rack 
where my lime green Sting-Ray bike waited to speed me to Nana’s house. Pedaling 
through the neighborhood I realized it was as if my whole world was happily wrapped 
within the red brick walls of Rossmoor. Mom and I live on Copa de Oro, grandma 
around the block on Foster Rd, and my best friend, Greg, on Main Way. Turning onto 
Foster, I could see Nana in her big straw hat watering her beloved Hydrangeas and 
decided to surprise her by fishtailing up the driveway, skidding to a halt. Nana, is my 
biggest fan, and is impressed by just about anything I do which makes showing off even 
more fun. “Oh, my, that was quite an entrance Katy,” Nana said giving me a big hug. 
“Come on in and tell me all about your day... and don’t leave anything out!” she 
chuckled kicking off her muddy garden shoes. Sitting at her maple table bathed in a 
stream of dancing sunlight, I stuffed myself with Oreo cookies. Nana chattered happily 
about neighborhood news mentioning the finalized plans for the construction of the new 
park on the vacant lot at Hedwig and Kerth. I nearly choked on my cold milk in 
excitement realizing we would finally have our own neighborhood park, with tennis and 
basketball courts, fields, and play equipment. I could hardly wait for Greg to arrive to 
share the good news! Every Friday, Greg and I shoot hoops on Nana’s driveway until 
our moms pick us up after work. He says I’m different from most girls because I’m 
competitive. That’s for sure, because just like Greg, I play to win! The only problem we 
ever have is with Nana’s grouchy next-door neighbor, Mr. Grundy, a ninety-year old 
widower, we nicknamed Mr. Grumpy. He’s always mad about something; if we play out 
front, he’ll holler, “Keep that racket down... you’re upsetting me and my dog!” We 
apologize and try to be quieter but it’s never enough. Nana says we need to be more 
compassionate because he’s elderly, has no family and is lonely. I guess when you’re 
twelve it’s hard to understand. His house is a total mess; the front’s covered by 
overgrown trees, bushes and weeds. And good luck if your ball goes in his yard 
because it’s a case of search and rescue just to find it. We started feeling a little bad for 
him though when we realized that his little white dog, Tuffy, was the only thing that 
made him happy. Maybe Nana was right about his loneliness. So one night Greg and I 
hatched a plan to help Mr. Grundy. Now on Fridays we walk Tuffy, sweep, rake, pick up 
newspapers, bring groceries and meals from Nana and sometimes sit and talk with him 
a little. As weeks passed we began to notice things were changing. Mr. Grundy was 
growing on us in a good way. Although he never thanked us for anything we did that 
was okay because we could tell he was happier. He didn’t yell anymore and actually 
began watching us shoot hoops from his window. Spring turned into a sizzling summer 
and on super-hot days Nana would take us all for a drive to cool off. Greg would buckle 



Mr Grundy and his cane in the front seat, I’d plop Tuffy in his lap and then we’d crawl 
into the back. Nana would roll down the windows of her ’65 Mustang, adjust the radio, 
and off the five of us would go through the shady tree-lined streets of Rossmoor, looking 
like one of those Hollywood tour groups. We always ended our drive parked at Kerth, 
eating Thrifty ice cream cones while watching trucks and tractors work their magic on 
the vacant lot. One sticky afternoon when it was just too hot to even move, Tuffy 
decided to escape. Running to the corner with us chasing right behind he circled back 
disappearing into the depths of his front yard jungle. Crawling on our hands and knees 
through thickets of branches and thorny bushes we trapped Tuffy, with Greg on one 
side and me on the other. We looked at each other and burst out laughing and then 
Greg quickly leaned forward and kissed me... or did I lean forward and kiss him? Tuffy's 
whimpering broke the silence and glancing down we saw the corner of something 
glistening. Brushing dirt away we uncovered fifty silver dollars...more money than we 
had seen in our lifetime! We were speechless when we realized it wasn’t a dream! 
Grabbing Tuffy we crawled out and breathlessly ran to Mr. Grundy’s door revealing his 
yard’s treasure. Offering the heavy coins to him, he brushed them aside muttering, and 
promptly shut the door. Still in shock we went to Nana, told her the story and showed 
her the silver dollars. 

The mystery of the treasure was never solved. However, Nana had a nice talk with Mr 
Grundy the next day and he insisted it was a case of finders keepers and the money 
was ours to keep. Greg and I knew instantly what we would do. 

A few months later at the park’s dedication, we surprised Mr Grundy with his and Tuffy’s 
name inscribed on a bench right in front of the basketball courts. Through the years 
Greg and I spent a lot of time shooting hoops with Mr. Grundy and Tuffy watching from 
their bench. The two of us even went on to play basketball as Griffins earning college 
scholarships. 

I guess you could say the summer of seventy-five, was one we will never forget. We 
honed our basketball skills on Nana’s driveway, but even more importantly we molded 
and shaped our character thanks to lessons from Nana, Mr. Grundy, and Tuffy. 

Oh, and by the way, Greg and I never mentioned our one and only kiss again. I guess 
we were both pretty surprised! 


