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No Girls Allowed


Matt Fletcher

The richest men in Stillwater can be found every morning but Sundays sipping coffee at the McDonald’s on McElroy.


This group, which has no name but has close to 15 “members,” has met for 17 years and originated at Braum’s but relocated because of coffee prices.  The members pay 38 cents for a cup of coffee and unlimited refills.


  Piling into the back of the restaurant, the men file in one-by-one starting by 8 a.m.  By 8:30, the table is full; some of the side tables are full and chatter fills the room much like a table of middle-school girls catching up on their gossip, but in slow motion.


Each has their own reasons for showing up every morning.  Doyle Butler, a western looking gentleman complete with a cowboy hat and boots, joined the table and tried to fill retired OSU track coach Dick Weiss’ cup with coffee because Butler had too much.   Butler claimed the reason they come is to “drink coffee and try to stay alive.”  


Bob Huneycutt, who worked in the administrative office of the Department of Agriculture at OSU, said, “The main thing we do, we come in here every morning and try to remember names.”


“You’re Jill, no wait, you’re John,” Weiss joked, while noticing Butler trying to sneak the coffee into his cup again.  “What are you doing with my coffee?  Leave my coffee the hell alone!” Weiss said with a smile stretching across his face.

No one seemed to know how this daily meeting started, but they all expressed their feelings when their friendship was questioned.  
“We don’t like each other at all,” many chimed almost in unison.


“I don’t like many of them down at that other end of the table,” Huneycutt said.


“We have two Democrats and all the rest are Republican,” Gordon Sloggett, one more man who comes for laughter with a side of coffee every morning, replied.


“Eh, there may be more independents in the group now than there used to be,” said John Jobe, a retired OSU math teacher.

“Gordon, who are the Democrats?” Butler said.

“Uh…Bob and Dick,” Sloggett replied.


“He lies through his teeth,” Butler answered, as if he had known all along.


While the morning progressed, a few more gentlemen found some coffee and a chair.  The men told stories, some true, some trying to pull the leg of the young inquiring mind at the table. 

Occasionally, Helen, one of the McDonald’s employees, would swing by the table with a hot pot of coffee for refills.  


“I love seeing these guys every morning,” Helen said.  “It’s a blessed way to start the day.”

Don McCall, a retired researcher for the Monsanto Chemical Company and the highly debated youngest of the group at 65, carried on the conversation by turning up some dirt on his neighbor to his right, Jobe.


“John was a math teacher here for years, but now as a hobby he does stand-up comedy. That’s a true story,” McCall said.


Was this just another joke or is this 80-year-old man a comedian?  


“What are you laughing at, Matt?” Jobe accused, which erupted the table into laughter.


Better known as “The Old Guy,” Jobe does comedy through “stories in rhyme and song,” according to his bright yellow business card.  Jobe then told a story that solves one of history’s greatest mysteries:


“The dogs had a convention and they came from very far,

Some came by Greyhound bus, while others came by car.

But before inside that hallowed hall, they were allowed to take a look,

They had to take their rear ends off and hang them on a hook.

And hardly were they seated, each mother, son and sire,

When a Doberman Pincher began to holler fire.

So out they came, all in a group, they had no time to look,

So they just took the first rear end they saw, right off an end-filled hook.

And so their rears got all mixed up and they were feeling mighty sore,

Cause they were each wearing a different rear they’d never worn before.

And that is why you see, when you walk down any street,

A dog will stop and swap a smell with every dog it meets.

And that is why a dog will pass up a juicy bone,

To stop and swap a smell or two, in hope to find his own.”


 To escape the summer heat, Jobe and his wife travel to Colorado and live in their secluded cabin with no electricity and water from a spring.  When asked what Jobe does up there for fun, Sloggett jumped in and said, “Nothin’…and he don’t start that till noon!”


“It’s very primitive and precious,” Jobe replied.  Then he added, “If you can put those two words together, copyright it.”


Not only does Jobe tell jokes and spend his summers in Colorado, but he also has a car collection, which gives him and the guys something to talk about.  His collection includes a 1929 Model A Roadster, a 1934 Model A and a 1953 Jeep Station Wagon.


“These guys knows cars and they know old cars,” Jobe said.  “I like that about them.”


As Jobe finished telling us about his cars, C.D. Mihura strolled in with Floyd Hawk.  


“It’s M-I-H-U-R-A.  That’s Japanese.  I had plastic surgery and took voice lessons,” Mihura said. 


A few men at the table egged Mihura on, trying to persuade him to talk about his pigs.  

“There are some of those things we just don’t tell,” Mihura said. However, after much persistence, he spilled his story.


Mihura discovered there were wild pigs that roamed the southern end of Perkins.  He took a friend of his and set traps.  Over three years they caught more than 200 wild pigs, some weighing as much as 350 pounds.


“This is turning into a fishing story,” someone shouted from the other end of the table.  


“We ate some of them, gave some of them away, but really,” Mihura said, “we did it for the thrill, the challenge, or, well, mainly just to see if we could do it.”


Testing the young pup’s knowledge, Jobe asked whether I knew where the Dust Bowl was or not.  Huneycutt was quick to reply, “You started it, didn’t ya?”


After an hour of hanging out with the guys, Jobe had to go pick up his wife.  But before leaving, he had a final statement.


“Matt, we welcome you into this group, but as an assignment for that privilege, you write down the words of that story and you memorize it.  Then you tell it to your friends, and they’ll listen to you,” Jobe said, then paused, waiting for his comedic timing to set off.  “How many people actually know why dogs smell each other’s rear ends?”


Sloggett added, “We invited you in here, but we also reserve the right to vote you out.”


After chatting for a little more than an hour, McCall decided to point out why they get together.  


“We solve the world’s problems every day because we can’t remember tomorrow what we solved today,” McCall said.


Before leaving McDonald’s, the men reflected on those who did not make it this morning.  


“We have four guys that are 90 or more,” Sloggett said.  “Those are our old guys and they are precious.   They are more special than us.”


“They can reflect on different times, they lived through the depression. They are rich…rich in stories.”


The richest men in Stillwater can be found every morning but Sundays sipping coffee at the McDonald’s on McElroy.
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