
Ol Granny     Old Time Reminiscing   
 
Hello again,  the Ol’Granny checking in.   Not checking out just yet. 
 
The other day my youngest Grandson, Brian, came over and while he ate the lunch I prepared for him, 
he asked me a question.    Now this question took me aback a bit.   In this generation of emails, chat 
lines, text messaging, and whatever else electronically, I was astounded by this question.   Many times 
you just don’t realize that there are people in this world that have never seen or done some of the 
things that were so elementary in our generation.     
 
I recall a neighbor child I was watching a few years ago, before and after school and, this was a very 
bright child.  He was telling me that the School Administrator gave a speech the other day and he talked 
about playing “hooky”.   Now everyone in our generation knows what playing hooky is, but I asked this 
little guy, what’s playing hooky?   He told me it was a game played with a hook and you chased your 
friends around and tried to hook them.    Another instance I came upon was a father telling his young 
son to stay on the path.   The child kept running off the path and the Father kept yelling for him to stay 
on the path.   After a time of complete frustration for the Father, he finally grabbed the child and said in 
a very stern way that he told him to stay on the path.   The child looked up into the Dad’s eyes and 
crying, he asked his Father,  what’s a path? 
 
Now for the question my Grandson asked me.   He said, MiMi (they call me MiMi), how do I mail a 
letter?   What???  How do you mail a letter?   OMG.    Well, it seems he now has a girlfriend and that 
girlfriend just entered the Naval Academy.     In the Naval Academy they are not allowed cell phones, or 
texting, etc.  They have to correspond with written letters.    So, he asks me, how to send a letter.  Well, I 
told him you put the address on the front of the envelope, you put your return address up in the left 
hand corner, and then you put a stamp on the right hand corner.   He asked, do I have to take it to the 
post office?  I said, no, you can just put it in your mail box with the flag up and the Mail Person will pick 
it up and that’s it.   Oh,   except  for one more thing, I told him.  You must let MiMi read the letter before 
you send it.   Well, he knew that wasn’t a part of the mail process so he just laughed.    
 
It’s surprising for me – Brian has lots of friends.    He was taking a girl to the prom and I asked him if this 
was his girlfriend – no no, he said, this is just a friend – we’re just friends.   OK.    – Now he wants to 
write letters to this girl – again I asked him, is this your girlfriend?   – well, I almost fell over – he said, 
yes, Mimi, she is now my girlfriend.    He didn’t even tell his Mom – but he told me.   I guess I’m in the 
loop.    
 
Brian is the one that does the pole vaulting.  Broke the school records.  Well, this girl is also a pole 
vaulter also and pretty good too.   So they have much in common.   Of course, being away now, isn’t too 
good, but, we’ll see what happens.    
 
Over the weekend, we were talking about old TV shows.  One in particular – Seinfeld – and the Soup 
Nazi.   “No soup for you”.    Some of the episodes were rather risqué, but most were extremely funny.   
My daughter and I greet each other like Newman and Jerry.    Hello Newman!   Hello Jerry!   And, 
remember Kramer?   What a performer he was. 
 
I love looking back at the “good ol days”.  Boy oh boy, where have they all gone?   Where is the serenity? 
We used to lay on the grass and look up at the clouds going by and find figures of animals in the clouds.  
Or, catching lightening bugs in a jar, thinking they were going to be a magical flashlight.     Or building 



forts in the woods.   What happened to those good ol days?   The kids now have none of this, they 
entertain themselves with their video games and smart phones – all too much for me.   I am content to 
have one of those folding phones that call out and get calls in – only.    However, they tell me you can do 
a lot of other things with it.   I don’t want to know.   I am just content knowing if I’m in trouble, I can call 
someone and that is it.    
 
We visit a particular restaurant up near Schuylkill Haven for breakfast-fabulous breakfasts.   And around 
the room they have all kinds of tools and items that are old and most don’t know what they were used 
for.   We play a game to see who can tell me what they are.   You’d be surprised, or maybe not, that they 
don’t know what a washboard was.   Or a darning goard.   What’s darning!!!      Well, I told them, and 
now they want me to darn all their socks.   No – go buy new ones – it’s easier.    Back in the good ol days 
you didn’t have the money to buy new socks – so you darned them. 
 
And remember the milk bottles delivered right to your front  porch.   Wow, what a life we had.   Before 
the refrigerators, the ice trucks used to come by the neighborhood and we kids would follow it and 
they’d give us some ice chips to suck on. 
 
Oh the Good Ol Days.    We didn’t even think about politics.  Though I do remember the “I Like Ike” 
buttons and I remember being in grade school and hearing   “Truman’s in the front door eating bread 
and honey,  Dewey’s in the back door crying like a baby”.   Remember that one?   I think I got it right? 
 
I guess it wasn’t until the Kennedy/Nixon election that I got the least bit interested.   I remember Sam 
and I were dating and he was from a strick Democratic family.   I told him he’d better not vote for 
Kennedy, or  we would break up.   Who knows how he voted???    But, we’re still together.   Actually 
Kennedy wasn’t too bad.    If you compare him to today’s dems, he’d be more Republican than 
Democrat now.     “Ask not what the Government can do for you, ask what you can do for your 
Government”.    It’s totally turned around now.   Ask for anything and the government will provide. 
 
Well, back to reality.  Back to the present.   Enough reminiscing.   We can’t go back.  We must push 
forward.   Join our Berks County Patriots and help us make it better for the next generation.    Get 
involved.   There are so many like-minded people – we can make a difference.   Power in numbers you 
know.    Harrisburg is starting to listen – but we have a long way to go.   Help us.  Get involved.  If this Ol 
Granny can do it, you can too.   We welcome you into the fold.   
 
Love and Hugs, until next time. 
Ol Granny 
Linda J Brancadora 
Berks County Patriots 
 
 
 


