Guy Wetzel

On a cold January night in 1950, Guy Wetzel, 66, stood
before the Kiwanis Club at Mhyre’s Café on Bay Street. The
building, which today is in renovation from a fire, was alive



that night with Wetzel reading from his own manuscript, a
detailed history of Port Orchard to those lucky attendees.
He spoke of 1912 when electricity and water were available
for the first time and how Harrison Street was named after
Benjamin Harrison who was the President when the city
was incorporated. A kindly man who fascinated everyone
he knew and took the finances of Port Orchard seriously,
never retired and devoted his entire life to public service.

Wetzel was the City Clerk for 16 years as well as serving a
term as the County Clerk in his younger years. Three
decades earlier, Wetzel married Florence Olsen, the County
Treasurer and the first female elected official in Kitsap
County. He and his daughter, Jimmie, shared precious
times roaming the streets of Port Orchard nearly every
night in his later years. This humble man could never have
foretold that fifty years after his passing that one of those
sleepy waterfront streets would actually bear his name.







TOWN OF PORT ORCHARD
Port Orcl'md, Wasliinston

November 10, 1958

Mrs, Guy L Wetzel
P. 0. Box 591
Port Orchard, Washington

Dear Mrs. Wetzel:

We enclose herewlith a duplicate original copy of a Resolution
which was passed by the Council of the Town of Port Orchard meeting in
regular session on Monday, November 10, 1958, and at the same time, we
also wish to express to you, perhaps a little more persomnally, our
sense of loss at Guy's passing.

We think you know already that all of us feel that the sound
condition that the Town is now in is due largely to Guy's conscientious
and continuous management and supervision of the Town's fiscal affairs
over the last sixteen or seventeen years. For that reason alone, we
all appreciate what he did and feel a keen sense of loss. It is not
only, however, because of the direct services he rendered the Town that
we miss him and will continue to miss him. Guy was a friend to all of
us, ever ready to give us friendly advice and assistance whenever needed,
not only as town officials, but as friends and neighbors. We all knew
him as a friendly, kindly man who always had in the forefront of his mind,
the welfare of his townsfolk, his neighbors, and his community. -

Words can offer little confort to you for the loss of Guy, but
we thought perhaps you would like to know that we feel we share your loss
with you, as do all of the people of the Town, and if in any way we can
be of service or assistance to you at this time, please feel free to
request our services, either as individuals or as a group.

W
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Wetzel Brothers Recall Landing
Of The ‘Ark’Just 62 Years Ago

It was. a mommg much
ike yesterday’s — 62 years
ago—that a little scow, laden
twith everything from chick-
ens and cows to household
ibelongings, and even an alli-
gator, was pushed to the
‘beach across the bay, near
where Beacon Appliance now

1is located in Port Orchard.
" From the tiny tug which
brought the little “Ark” across
wind-swept waters from Seattle
bulged the three Wetzel  broth-
ers, their parents and grandpar-
ents an aunt and uncle and two
cousins,

The ‘sun was peekmg through
the clouds, and it was ever so
reassuring to, the Nebraska farm
families ‘once again to set foot
on solid ground.  ‘Their first ex-
perience on water ‘“too big to
throw a rock across” had been
rough and wet. ‘
Nevertheless, -it was new and
exmtmg—espemally to the Wet-
zel boys.

“IT REALLY was quite a
town,” Guy,” who was 7 at the.
: time, recalled. “The population,
of Sidney was five or six hun-
dred. Of. course, there wasn't:
much else on the bay. Where
Bremerton is today we could see
only one house. We had passed:
3 S a couple of brickyards down nedr %

GUY WETZEL where Waterman :is, and :here , SgOTT WEEZII;‘L/;
g 2 was a big logging camp at the today .-. . an 1
today . . . and 1921 head of the bay. But Sidney g J
was buzzing. There were two
sawmills,”a couple of shingle
mills, a teracotta works — and
nine saloons ., . .
“Things were._ getting too
icrowded around Madison, Neb.,
or dad, and he loaded up the
s family, hvestock and all, and de-
ided to come out here. Another
uncle, S. J. Bndenstine, was a

YPIl never forget It was
Washington’s- bxrthday, 1891, and
iwe got off a train in Seattle
about 1 o'clock in ‘the morning..
¢Dad spent all that day lining: Lup.
1 little tug dnd scow and moving
the cows, chickens and plants
tand furmture aboard from a box|
icar . . . And early the next morn-
ing we set out acrbsg the Sound. |
“When we finally get to Sid-
ey,” Guy continued, “a house
ad been rented'for us up on
Mitchell hill, but we had to cross
i Blackjack creek and there was.f§
no bridge. So.we had to rent
another  scow to -get -our stuff
(Continued on Page 5, Col. 1)




‘The World Has Been Good To Me’

(Sometime prior to his passing away at his home Tue:day
morning, Guy L. Wetzel sat down at his typewriter and turned
out the following account of his life. It was “scraped together,”

as he puts it, at the request of a relative interested in compiling |

a history of the Wetzel family. Each parzgraph mirrors the der-
sonality of the man himself, gentle ar kind, courteous and a

alert and ted yet the finest of
good citizens, a country newspaperman wio faced up to his ro-
sponsibilities. This is his story as he saw it. We are indebted to
his wife, Mrs. Florence G. Wetzel, for permission to print it
here. The Editor.) s

BY GUY WETZEL
The Pilgrims landed on Plymouth Rock from
the Mayftlower, and I landed on the Beach in Port
Orvehard from a scow. Therve is a big difference in
time between the two landings, and also a big dif-

ference in importanc
only similarity bheing tha
feeling of relief to the pa

Having been born in Madi-
son, Nebraska on January 4,
1884, I had never seen a body
of water bigger than a mill
pond, until I set eyes on Puget

nd in Seattle Harbor on

February 22, 1891,

We left the frigid plains of
Nebraska in December, 1890.
and stopped ior & couple of
months in eastern Oregon.

I never have been able to
figure out just what the adults
in the party had in mind when
they left Nebraska. They
brought with them an hetero-
geneous conglomeration of
stuff that wouldn't have been
necessary if they had been go-
ing to a completely unsettled
country.

Among the stuff assembled
for the great Northwest were
the household goods of three
familie: house plants; sing-
ing birds, chickens; a cow;
grub to feed the gang between
meals on the train, and one of
the youngsters in the party
had a pet alligator, which was
brought along in a shoe box,
and created a lot of interest
when he was taken out of his
box and watered up at the
water cooler in the corner of
the sleeping car.

We had tourist accommoda-
tions on the train, the families
not being affluent enough to

- afford first-class passage, and
we were not too dllferent
from the other

of the two experiend

. the
it both landings brought a
rticipants.

two saw miils,
and a five
plant.
terra colta piant was
ed at the foot of Pottery
tfrom whence that sec-
tion of the town derives its
name); one saw mill and one
shingle mill were located on 1¥iid at the docks were decor-
Bay ‘Street botween Harrison -3k Wit _ior the holiday, and
and Seattle streets; one shin. I ¢an well remember’ the thrill
gle mill was on Black Jack that I got frum the sight.
Creek, operated by water 1 thcught it;was the most
power; and one saw mill was besutiful - vista I had ever
located on the beach at about Seen. and I doubt if anything
the" foot of Crant Sticet. I have seen or will see, will
In addition to these existing ™ake so lasting an impress.
industries. the people were all ion 8s that Seattle waterfront
greatly excited and enthused Scene on February 22, 1891
about the establishment of the ~ With the landing of the
navy yard on the north shore Scow on the beach at Sidney,
of the bay. the first order of business was

eonsisting of

los
Hill

Beacih

! Comeing t
the
! By Jack Rogers

Port Orchard and our county
have -suffered a great loss in
the passing of Guy Wetzel,
long-time public official and
former publisher of this news-
paper.

Guy Wetzel was perha7ss the
kindest and gentlest persan
we have ever known. We here
at The Independent will never
forget his visits and his pres-
encn. He was one of those rare
prrsons who spread good will
and cheer wherever he went.

Of course. we need only to
Jeaf back through the issues
nf Tha Independent which Guy
rduced to recapture that
warm  feeling of friendship
and true community Service
which this man's efforts radi-
ated for so many years. His
life was in those pages. and we
tpeasure them in this office.

And what will our communi-
ty do without him? Who could

pogsibly, take his E'“ﬁﬁa"“‘
‘niéed

-ulh;x»wbeﬁ )omf

go for higher education, but
that invitation and catalog
from the U was another big
thrill in my life. and I treas-
ured those two documents for
a long time.

About the time I got my Sth
grade diploma. I entered the
office of the Port Orchard

When the box car with all r. Bri d
the family possessions arrived previously purchased a house
in Seattle, a check of trans. between Seattle and Rockwell
portation facilities revealed Streets, and the scow was
that there wasn't a regular landed directly in front of this
carrier running to Port Or- house. so unloading and
chard bay capable of handling assembling articles in  this
the load, and Capt. W. H. house was not too difficult.
Ellis. owner and master of the _ My folks rented a house on
steamer Mountaineer, recom- Mitchell Hill. Af that time
mended that a scow and tug be there was no road bevond
secured to transport our be. Rockwell street, and no bridge
longings to Sidney. And that across Black Jack. However.

is what was done. there was a road running
The freight was loaded on from Mitchell Point and up
the scow, and the tug Hornet, Mitchell hill and on to the

a little steamer about thirty Bethel district.

feet long, hooked onto the it was necessary to se-
scow, and started for Sidney cure another small scow, load
between 3 and 4 ¢'clock on the Wetzel possessions on this

the train, except that I (hlnk
we were the only ones with
house plants. singing birds,
and a pet alligator among the
other luggage.
! The mass of

stuff assemb-

s e 1
was necessary to get a box
car to ship it west,

My dad came with the box
car: milking the cow. feeding
the chickens and trading milk
and eggs to the train crew for
special favors on the way out.

The freight train was about
three days longer on the trip
than the passenger, so dad was
later getting to Oregon than
the main party.

In the group were the Wet.
zel family, consisting of dad
and mother, Selton M. and
Edith M; the three Wetzel
boys. Myron H., Guy L. and
Ellsworth Scott; an uncle and
aunt, Dr. and Mrs. S. J. Bri-
denstine, and their two boys,
Manfred J. and Kenneth C.;
and my maternal grandpar-
ents, Menira C. and Laura A.
Scott.

We got to Pendleton. Ore-
gon about noon on a mild De-
cember day, and from there
entrained for Weston, Oregon,
about twenty miles away.

Suni vurwne

This part of the journey
was on a Jocal train, and
among the passengers were

a couple of wild west cowboys.
They played with us kids for
a while, and being slightly
enebriated, they started to
pick on a Chinaman sitting
across the aisle from them.
Chinaman  took theip
and abuse

while, ¥
and started an attack on the
cowboys.

Pandemonium cut loose in
the ¢ and I remember my
uncle, who always carried a
gun. grabbed his baby son
Kenneth and ran to the end
of the car, and drew his gun.
The rest of us were too scared
to move, and I can still see
my uncle standing in the end
of the car. with his baby in
his right arm and his gun in
his left hand, ready for action
if it became necessary.

About this time a brakeman
came in, pulled the emergency
cord, and was going to throw
the cowboys off the train,
when the conductor entered
he picture, cleared the car of

1l the passengers except the
% ywboys and an Irish woman

ho refused to leave, saying

at she had as much right
wre as the cowboys, and we
ceeded on our way.

\ Vhen \Vo Illt ‘hn‘ beach l.t

the of y 23, scow and pole the scow across

1891, the mudfiats to the foot of
And believe it or not, the Mitchell hill

eleven people in our party About the time the scow

crammed aboard that tug for With the Wetzel possessions

their first taste of salt water. beached at the foot of Mitchell
There being no accommoda- hill. a farmer from the Long

xers, 1t was sure a crowded ne store at Mitchell Point for
mess. The women-were huddl- his weekly supply of provis-
ed in the pilot house and stay- ions, came along with his
ed put, but there not being lumber wagon, drawn by a
room for everybody in the Yoke of oxen. My dad made a
pilot house, the kids spent the deal with him, and the last
time running along the nar. Part of the journey to the first
row deck between the pilot Wetzel abode in Sidney, was
house and the galley trying made by ox team.
to find a place to keep warm. We kids started to school
The early start from Seattle almost at once. School facili-
was made so that the tug tles consisted of a tworoom
could come in with the tide School on the present Central
and land the scow on the Playfield. The school was
beach at high water, and a ¢rowded with about fifty kids
heavy wind during the trip in each room; there was little
across'‘the sound stirred up SYstem to the cirrulium,
a sea that sent the waves over €verything from kindergarten
the tug, and salt water was !0 higher mathematics being
slopping around all over the taught by the two teachers,
decks. and each kid was placed in a
Being green to navigable Class that best suited his abil-
water, the kids didn't have itV. He might be reading in
sense enough to be afraid of the first reader and taking
what might happen and con. 2l2ebra at the same time, de-
tinued their treks between Pending on his previous train-
the two warm spots on the
boat regardless of seas and
water. A like experience now

ng.

Crowded conditions In the
school made it necessary for
some of the younger kids to
move to the Christian Church
next door, for part of the
term, and later we attended
school in the home of one of
the teachers, Mrs. Jennie
Fuller, on Jlower Division
street.

The second year we were in
Sidney the roof was raised on
the school house, and a large
class room, and recitation
room were provided on the

would scare me sti

We arrived in ‘elltll‘ from
Orego
February 21,
a few

at about midnight
1891. It was but
months after the big
fire, and the streets
sidewalks  were mostly
makeshift stuff at that time.
I remember we got off the
train on Railroad Avenue be-
fween Madison and Marion
streets and started to walk to
a walk-up hotel not too far
away. Cousin Manfred had second floor.
bheen in Seattle before, and he This relieved the situation
Jed the way, with the rest of Somewhat, and then came the
us kids following. panic  of the '90's, and the
Each youngster had his $chool system (such as it was)
assignment of luggage to car- Suffered. Terms were cut
ry, and Manfred's quota was down to three months and
a bird cage with a couple of later extended to six months,
and facilities

canar! in it, and the shoe for education
box h his pet alligator. Were very meagre for some
Wooden “sidewalks were the time.

This condition existed until
the Legislature passed Gover-
nor John R. Rogers' “barefoot
school boy” law, which was

means of foot traffic, and at
each block there was a big
step down to the unimproved
streets. We came to the end
of a block, and Manfred was the first enactment to place
so intent on showing us the part of the responsibility for
town with its scattering of education at the state level.
electric lights that he didn't When I finished grade
see the step and took a tumble. school, the system had been

The bottom came out of the much improved; and schools

Inde as a printer’s
devil, working for W. L.
Wheel The occupation got

in my blood, and I followed it
for many years, working in
different parts of the state.

In 1915 I went into the
county clerk’'s office and ser-
ved two terms as county clerk.
Even after eight years away
from the trade, the newspaper
bug was still active. and I
purchased the Port Orchard
I and

of the historical knowledgze
that he carried about in his
fine mind?

All of us have lost a dear
friend.

- .o
SOMETHING FOR
EVERYONE

We would say there was
something for everyone in
Tuesdav's election. The Demo-
crats gained this county
seat in the legislature
with the election of Mrs. Fran-
ces Haddon Morgan, and this
choice that we had reccom-
mended was most pleasing to
The Republicans can take
particular pride in the fact
that many of their candidates
did well in the county court-
house races here. and also in
T g six GOP
al seats in this state. Again we
sav- Hurrah.

Thnse who give an occasion-
58k thought, to economy: in-#vy-
“eriment.‘can smile that the
state’s voters dinged most of
the measures which would
mean higher taxes and great-
er immediate costs. And the
forces of organized labor are
happy that union shop con-
tracts have not been banned by
law.

We believe that Tuesday’s
voting on spending and taxing
measures is but a forerunner
of things to come. More and
more in the future you can
expect the voters to be passing
upon these spending and tax.
ing programs. There are peo-
ple in this state who are going
to insist on voting on higher
taxes, and when the people
speak on this subject they are
not always as open-handed as
the politicians who use your
money to buy your votes.

In the end in mis state, the

that
years.
My efforts were not aided
by a formal education, but I
had picked up a lot of inform-
ation from various shops
where I had worked, and with.
out appearing too conceited.
I believe that the Port Orchard
Independent, during the Wet-
zel management, was a fairly
successful enterprize, and that
its efforts toward community

newspaper for twenty

were fruittul.

Before acquiring the Inde-
pendent, I married Florence
G. Olsen whom I thought then,
and whom I still think, is the
most wonderful woman in the
world. That was in May, 1921,
while I was still county clerk,
and she was county treasurer,
incidentally, she being the
first woman to hold county
office in Kitsap County. I have
an adorable daughter, and a
grandson (the most wonderful
in the world) Thomas Scott
Turner.

During the operation of the
Independent, I fell heir to a
lot of assignments, some of
them not too pleasant, but all
of which were public necessi-
ties.

For instance, I was a mem-
ber of the Kitsap County
Welfare board for several
years, during the depression
era, and until the program
was finally taken over entire-
ly by the State and Federal
governments.

I was a member of the Kit-
sap County draft board when
it was first organized in 1940.

I served on the Port Or-
chard Housing Authority for
several months, and later was
a member of the ration board.

None of these jobs paid.any
money or had many soft spots
in their anatomies, but they
were essential jobs and some-
one had to do them.

In 1943, after twenty years
ng to mould public opinion
and settle affairs of the world
through the medium of a
country newspaper, we sold
the Independent and I entered
the ‘town government as town
clerk.

Later the office of clerk and
treasurer of the town were
combined, and as of this date
I hold the combined positions.

This world has always been
mighty good to me, and T have
had an undeserved happy ex-
istence.

Music was always very at-
tractive to me, and I have got
a lot of enjoyment out of
playing in bands and orches-
tras (some of them excellent
or| ), and for the

bird cage; the cover came off were graded to ac-

the alligator box, and kids cepted standards.

were busy for several minutes T got my 8th grade diploma,

retreiving the birds and the and immediately got a catalog

alligator. and an invitation from the
The next morning our president of the Unlverslty of

grnnddad took us klds down Washington to enroll in that

an tha inetitutinn

past nine years I have been
horsing around as choir direec-
tor of the Port Orchard Meth-
odist Church choir.

I have mentioned a couple
of thrills which are fresh in
mu mamarv. hut nrahahlv tha

people t re going to
have the last word an the level
of taxes and spending. This
election was but a prelude to
the mighty struggle that is
coming in future years as the
People clash with the pressure
zlroups in a life-and-death bat-
tle.

ever bestowed, was when the
South Kitsap Chamber of
Commerce. at its annnal mons

the outstanding citizen and
presented a handsome watch,
appropriately engraved in
commemoration of this honor.

So there were at least three
big thrills in my life. the last
one being the greatest of all.

This desertation is purely
personal and is primarily
about Guy L. Wetzel. It was

scraped  together, as my
youngest nephew, Frank Wet-
zel, a newspaper man, has had
in mind getting up a sort of
Wetzel history.

It's up to Brother Scott Wet-
zel to get together his “mem-
oirs” and perhaps among us
we can enroll the achieve-
ments, disappointments and
other factors in the lives of
Brother Myron, and our Dad
and mother, both of whom had
interesting experiences in
covered wagon travel. and
with a horse and cart trek
from Pennsylvania to Nebras-
ka along about 1876.

Girt Point
Wedding Invitations
The Ultimate in Quality.

Invitations that express
without words that you are a
person of good taste and that
your “once in a lifetime”
event will be correct in every

detail.
100 for $12.95 and up.

THE INDEPENDENT

TR 6-5661



'ed hxs pubhc service, leavf
is job for only a few days
_an attack occurred

d its civic hfe for more
years

uth thsap Chamber o Com
erce as the commumtys out-
anding citizen. As owner and
‘publisher of the Independent for|
) 3 “he strove toward com-

“Community Flgure Paeses termed 3 ‘“heterog conglom-
seration” of household possessmns
\the Wetzel clan Janded in Sidney to
1take up permanent residence.

' . They had crossed the plains by
train from Madxson Neb., where
Guy Wetzel was born Jan. 4, 1884
The:town of Sidney in 1891, he liked
Ets telt, was abaut 500 people, a
couple‘ of sawmills and a terracotta

[two teacher’s home.

When he received his eighth;
\gtade diploma he was offered 3
Vchance to go to the University of-
‘Washington but instead began.
“sticking type” as a printer’s devil
in the office of the Independent. A
few years later he went to work
on The Bremerton News-Search:
light and then to newspapers in
‘eastern  Washington for a few
years

Returning to Bremerton, Mr.‘
Wetzel again worked on the News<
Searchlight, becoming eomposing]:l
room foreman. !:m 1815, he took |

‘becomin
erk, and when tg?nl

© he met Miss Fmrence G

;0 n, then county treasurer and
first woman to hold county office.
They were. married i m Seattle, May.
2152921,

In 1923, he purch sed the Inde-
pendent, running i for 20 years
untll he sold out and took office
as city clerk.

During the depressmn years he
was a member of the Kitsap coon-
1y welfare board until it was taken
over by the federal govemment
When the Kitsap county draft
board was organized, he was one,

e:
of ‘its first mefnbers. During World
War II, he served the Port Or-'
chard housing authority for sev-:
eralimorrths as a director and then

many to count any mef as most‘
sutstanding.” =

Surviving: in addumn to hxs wxfe.
and his brother, Scott of Bremer-
ton, are a daughter, Mrs. Florence!
L. Turner of Yakima, two grand-
sons and three nephews ‘and a
tiece.

Servmes are, pendmg at Pendle-.

on-Gllchrxst.
* ¥ ni_'
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GUY L. WETZEL

. .. Pose Familiar To Many . . .

Final rites were held here
today for Guy L. Wetzel, 74,
well’known Port Orchard
Clerk and former owner of
‘The Independent.

Mr. Wetzel, in ill health for
the last two years, died at his
home at 903 Kitsap St. during
the early morning hours on
Tuesday following a heart
attack.

Despite his failing health in
recent months, he remained
on the job at the town hall and
was a familiar figure on down-
town Port Orchard streets as
he walked about, conducting
town business and visiting
with friends and acquaintan-
ces.

Just one week before his
death, on Oct. 28, Wetzel
played 2 _feature role before
television sound’ “eatrievas. ia
p ion for a  half-h
program about Port Orchard
that is scheduled for showing
this Saturday at 12:45 p.m. on
KIRO-TV Channel 7. He will
be seen on the program, show-
ing some early photos of the
town and commenting on its
past and future.

Prior to his passing away,
at the request of a -relative,
Mr. Wetzel wrote a history of
his life in a warm, sometimes
humorous vein, in keeping
with his own personality.

The Independent is privi-
leged to carry that personal
account in today's edition and
indebted to the family for
permission to use it. The ac-
count will be found on the
back page of this issue.

In honor of Mr. Wetzel the
majority of Port Orchard
business houses were closed
today from 1 to 2 p.m.

Services were held at the
Pendleton-Gilchrist Funeral
Home with the Rev. Wayne
Griffen officiating.

Active pallbearers were Port
Orchard Mayor Ray B. Hall,
and town councilmen Harold
Baker, Vern Caldwell, Verd
Nichols, Nick Repanich and
Dusty Winebrenner.

Honorary pallbearers were
charter members of the Port
Orohard Kiwanis Cluh Charles

Hodge, Ned McDowell, H. G.
Sutton and Rex Thompson.

Mr. Wetzel was a charter
member of the local Kiwanis
club and a past president.

Burial followed at Sunset
Lane Cemetery.

Surviviors include his wife,
Florence G., of the family
home; a daughter, Mrs. For-
ence L. Turner of Yakima; a
brother, Scott Wetzel, Bremer-
ton; two grandsons, and three
nephews and one niece.




- BREMERTON SEARCHLIGHT

JLUME 9, NO. 33 BREMERTON, (NAVY YARD, PUGET SOUND) WASHINGTON, FRIDAY JANUARY 12, 1912 $1.0u0 PER YEAR.

dively Laborers Living Luxuriously; Letting Linotype Leisurely Lay Lines of Live Literature

From Left to Right—Robt. D. Sawyer, foreman pressman; Wilford Jessup, assistan (to everybody) commonly deslgnated as the “devil;” William P. Scott compositor; Guy L. Wetzel, mechanical superintendent; Wzilace B.
Jessup, editor and manager; Carlton Fitchett, city editor; Mark H. Hawkins, (not Jim Corbett) forner advertising compositor; John H. Jessup, circulation department; Ray E. Oliver, lino-
type operator and machinist; Bert Perrin (behlnd' the navy yard fence) ad vertising compositor.
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