TIMELINE (#13D)
MY GREENBUSH PET DOGS
INTRODUCTION
For as long as I can remember, I've always wanted a pet dog. Although we had a large, fenced yard when we
lived in Detroit, I never had a pet there. This changed soon after we moved to Greenbush in February, 1947,
when I had just turned 11 years old. Within 2 months of moving, my parents obtained a pet dog for me. I
couldn't have been happier. From that time until I left for college in September, 1953 (6 1/2 years later), I had a
total of 4 dogs, with little time between them. Unfortunately I have photographs of only 2 of these wonderful
pets.
Each of my dogs was obtained from a friend or a relative, not from an animal shelter or pet shop. They were all
mixed breed dogs and were small to medium size, weighing between 15 and 35 pounds. Without exception,
they all gave me their unconditional love and were excellent companions!
One drawback of living in the old Greenbush Tavern and then (after the upstairs fire), at the rented house on
Ridley St., was that we didn't have a fenced yard. This allowed the dogs to roam freely, including across the
nearby streets. As a result, 3 of my 4 dogs were struck by cars and killed.
MY PET DOGS
1. RUSTY
My first dog was named RUSTY and I got him in April, 1947. He had short, reddish-brown hair that gave him his
name. He reminded me of a miniature collie similar to the movie star Lassie who became famous just 4 years
earlier. Although short, Rusty was an adult dog weighing about 15 pounds.
He was a completely outdoor dog who stayed at night in the garage at the rear of the old Greenbush Tavern.
During the summer of 1947, I spent several weeks vacationing at Bobby Gordynec's home. According to my
6/24/47 letter to Bobby when I returned home, "I didn't know if Rusty would remember me or not but he sure
did jump all over me!" Unfortunately, I had my good pal Rusty for only about a year before he was hit by a car
and killed. My dad buried him in a unmarked grave.
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2. SPOT
Less than a month later, I got my second dog SPOT.
He had very short hair that was mostly white with black
markings that gave him his name. He was my sturdiest
dog and probably weighed about 35 pounds. He, too,
was a completely outdoor dog who stayed at night in
the garage of the old tavern.
At about this time, my parents and I converted the old
6 ft x 10 ft chicken coop located behind the old tavern
into a "clubhouse" for me. This building was very sturdy
and had a peaked roof, tar paper sides and roof, a solid
wooden floor, a full-size door, and a window about 5 ft
wide x 3 ft high. After we scrubbed the interior thoroughly,
my mom made curtains (that could be closed) for the
large window. We obtained a padlock and indoor latch
and mounted a horseshoe outside, above the door. We
furnished it with some old chairs, a table, a wastebasket
and hung several pictures on the walls. Life couldn't have
been any better for a 12 year old boy! I had a faithful dog
Spot, 3/17/49
and my very own rain-proof clubhouse, complete with
lockable door and picture window. Both Spot and I spent many hours having fun in my cozy clubhouse.
Once again, though, after Spot had been my best friend for 1 1/2 years, I lost him when he was killed by a car.
======================================
Camera Sidebar
The above photograph of Spot was taken on
3/17/49 in the backyard of the old Greenbush Tavern.
My dad's 1949 Ford (lighter color) and Uncle Eddie's
1949 Packard (darker color) can be seen in the
background. That's cousin Edju Hechlik climbing the
tavern kitchen stairs.
That was the first photo I ever took in my life, and it
was taken with my first camera. I received a Kodak
Brownie Reflex camera for Christmas, 1948, when I
was 12 years old. Including flash attachment and
protective cover, it cost about $13. Thus, this camera
and photo represent the beginning of my long
photography career.

Kodak Brownie Reflex Camera

======================================
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3. MOPSIE
Within a month of Spot's death, I obtained a new dog. On 10/15/49, while we were visiting relatives in Detroit,
my Uncle Marion Boyer gave me his adult, female dog MOPSIE. I was overjoyed to receive this beautiful dog.
She was another Lassie look-alike with long light brown and white hair. She was shorter than the world's most
famous dog and probably weighed about 30 pounds. We returned to Greenbush with her in the back seat, and
she was no trouble.
She was my dog at the time of the tavern fire on 12/30/49. Prior to the fire, she spent her nights in the garage.
When we moved to the rented house on Ridley St., she spent her nights on our large, comfortable, and enclosed
front porch. She went on various local trips with my parents and me, which were great fun.
Mopsie had some health problems. On 12/10/49 we took her to Alpena for an operation. A few days after
returning home, her stitches burst and she had to be rushed to a veterinarian. In early March, 1950, she was
stricken with mange, a skin disease caused by parasitic mites. We treated her for this disease and by March 31st,
she was getting rid of it. Unfortunately, as I recorded in my personal diary on 5/29/50, "Mopsie died under the
steps of the old beergarden. They say she died when mange went in her ear to her brain." Of course, I was
heart-broken and cried a lot when I found her there. She had been my special friend for only 7 1/2 months
before I lost her.
4. PEPPER
On 6/8/50, only 10 days after Mopsie's passing, I was
overjoyed to receive a new puppy from Lillian Scott, my
parents' friend. He had short hair and was primarily
black with white markings. When full grown he probably
weighed about 25 pounds. It took me two full days of
serious thinking before I named him PEPPER.
He was generally a very healthy dog. But once, when
I was staying with Bobby Gordynec during the summer of
1951, I received a disturbing letter from my mom. On
7/10/51 she wrote,"Pepper is lonely for you. He sleeps
under your bed. He was very sick. He had a bad skin
disease. We thought we would have to turn him in to the
sheriff." Luckily, he pulled through and I don't remember
him having any other health issues.
During the whole time I had him, we lived in the rented
house on Ridley St., following the tavern fire. In the
Tom (age 14) with Pepper, 6/8/50
beginning, he spent the nights on our large, enclosed
front porch, a cozy place for him. Sometime later, he
began sleeping under my bed in my very small bedroom. To insure that he didn't wander around the house at
night, I'd block my open bedroom door with a folding card table. My bedroom was only 7 feet wide, so the table
slid between the foot of my bed and the wall during the daytime.
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Pepper had a favorite trick that he would fool me with almost every school day. Somehow he knew when I'd be
arriving home and would hide in the tall weeds adjacent to our front yard. I would pass this hidden location, not
saying a word. Then as I arrived at our front door, I'd look around for him and would, finally, ask out loud, "I
wonder where Pepper could be?" Upon hearing his name, he'd leap out of his hiding place, charge at top speed,
and excitedly jump on me! We played this game for years and neither of us tired of it.
During the summer months, Pepper would often accompany
me to the Greenbush Golf Course. At first he would run
along side of me while I rode my bicycle on U.S. 23 for the
one mile trip to the course. I soon realized that letting him
run freely along with speeding cars was very dangerous. My
bike was equipped with a wire basket above the front wheel
so I cut up some heavy-duty cardboard and lined the bottom
and sides with it. Pepper was comfortable in the lined basket
and would stay in it while I drove to the golf course. There
we'd join the other boys and have fun together. When I
caddied, Pepper stayed at the clubhouse.
When I worked and lived at Lost Lake Woods Club during the
summers of 1952 and 1953, Pepper stayed with my parents in
Greenbush. Every week or two, they would pick me up at the
club and take me home for several days. I remember very
distinctly what happened on one such trip in 1953. First, my
mother gave me the good news that I had been accepted by
Pepper in Tom's Bicycle Basket, 9/18/50
the University of Michigan! All 3 of us were very excited by
this news. But then, after some hesitation, my mother broke
the bad news: Pepper had been hit by a car and killed a few days earlier! That dampened our spirits and we all
started crying. I never learned any more details about the accident. Pepper had been my excellent friend and
companion for 3 years, much longer than any of my other dog pets.
====================================================
Electric Train Sidebar
The accompanying photo of Pepper, dad and me
was taken in December 1950. I was 14 years old
and had just started wearing glasses on 4/24/50.
The decorated Christmas tree in the background is
surrounded by a Lionel, O-gauge, electric train.
I received this train set as a Christmas gift in either
1946 or 1947 from my parents. I had great fun
assembling it with my dad for many years. My
family and other relatives always looked forward
to operating it. This train set still exists and can
be found in a large box in the garage of my home
on Avati Drive in San Diego.

Tom and John Boyer with Pepper; December, 1950
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