



I Remember
	I remember Sistek’s Grocery Store, next door to my home. I remember the three concrete steps leading up to the screen door entry into the center of the small neighborhood. The store was bordered on the south side with leaning hollyhocks of various colors. 
	Once in the store, I, as well as any other kid entering there couldn’t miss the well-appointed penny candy counter. Around the corner from the candy was the lunch counter,
Where Lucille served hot coffee, and depending on the time of day, either bacon, eggs and toast or hamburgers to the regulars. As they sat at the counter, amid the smoke wafting from their cigarettes, either between their lips or resting in the ashtrays, these guys could peruse before them their choice of Prince Albert tobacco in a can or a variety of brands of cigarettes.
	Behind the diners were two rows of groceries, including bread, cereals, and other staples. At the end of these rows was a huge floor grate where, during the winter, we kids
Warmed ourselves, in front of the instore mailboxes, while waiting for the bus to take us to high school.
	Across the street to the south, Gib’s Sinclair Station and Garage, with its big green dinosaur, did business. Gib’s was the new bus stop after the Sistek’s retired.
