The Mt. Holly PHD Society
 

In days of old it was the custom in towns and villages for the elders to gather at the gates of the city so that they could dispense wisdom, knowledge, and justice to folks who came to seek their wise counsel.
 

Times have changed.  Today our elders don't assemble at the gates of town anymore.  Our towns don't have gates.  
 

But here in the South our stalwart elders have not let the changing of times keep them from their duties of gathering and dispensing wisdom and knowledge.   
 

We did stop them from dispensing justice some time back because most of their judicial remedies tended to involve a short rope and long tree.    
 

These days, our modern elders have left their fences and gates behind to gather mostly at places where biscuits and coffee are sold.   
 

In my hometown of Mt. Holly, one of our chief gathering spots for the wise is Charlie's Drug Store.  
 

Charlie's Drugs offers a welcoming atmosphere and a group of ladies known as Charlie’s Angels who cook hot dogs and hamburgers for lunch. They also sell coffee for a quarter a cup which draws in elder sages like an outhouse draws flies. 
 

Charlie’s Drug Store is one of my favorite places on earth.  It is a place stuck in time-a pretty good time.
 

I spent a great deal of my childhood going down there with my Mom while she bought medicine to treat every kind of illness and rash my two little brothers and I could find to catch.
 

I used to sit around hoping and praying one my brothers would break out with something so we could go to Charlie’s because Mom never took us that she didn't buy us all a Cherry Smash- a drink made only in Heaven and only sold in Mt. Holly at Charlie’s Drugs.
 

If we were exceptionally lucky she might even let us get a comic book or a toy from a little metal rack that had balsa wood airplanes, cap guns, plastic jewelry, and those paddles with a rubber band stapled to a rubber ball.  
 

Today Charlie’s still has Cherry Smash's and that toy rack. They also still sell medicine, both the modern and old-fashioned kind. 
 

Charlie’s still carries Castor Oil, Black Draught, Red Oil, and Bag Balm, not to mention Father Johns Cough Syrup and Sloan’s Liniment.  All of these were important remedies long before the days of the co-pay prescription card.
 

Saturday morning a week ago I happened to be passing through town when I observed a called meeting of the group of wise guys who roost at Charlie’s.  A quorum was present and consisted of Dwight Dellinger, Al Norton, and Jack Warren. Gene Painter, the biggest pill pusher in town, dropped in as well.    
 

Gene, not Charlie, owns the drug store.
 

This group of old gomers is part of an official sect known up until recently as the Sanhedrin.  The name was changed in part due to negative Biblical connotations given it by the first group to have that name. It was also changed due to the fact that the vast knowledge and wisdom of this auspicious group dictated a name more befitting its stature be devised.
 

It is now known as the Mt. Holly PHD society.   
 

PHD in this case stands for Piled High and Deep, an understatement given this groups membership.  
 

The Mt. Holly PHD Society, which has several other members, meets each morning either inside or standing out front of the store. They can be found each day embarking on their never ending quest to solve all of the worlds problems. 
 

People of all ages come from far and wide to visit these wise old devils to find the answers to age old questions like who is buried in Grants Tomb and what time do the monks at Belmont Abbey really hold midnight Mass.  
 

On this particular morning I was allowed to sit on the group while it dispensed with its official business. I have to say my brief visit amongst such an august and noble band was worth every minute. I left happy, enlightened, and full of Cherry Smash.
 

I plan on stopping in on one of their regular meetings this week to follow up on a research project Dwight Dellinger has been involved with for sometime now.
 

Dwight claims he is finally going to get to the bottom of the age-old mystery of just how many licks it takes to get to the Tootsie Roll center of a Tootsie Pop. 
 

If I know Dwight, he will too.   
