
                                                       Olney Memories # 11

Hi Everyone,

Olney Memories # 11 is ready for sending out for more enjoyable reading!  Our mailing list keeps growing and more Memories continue to come in.  I do want to thank everyone who is giving me your e-mail address changes when they occur.

As you know of more people who are interested in our Olney Memories project, please pass their names along to me so they can be included on the mailing list.  I encourage everyone of all ages to send in their memories.

Hope everyone has a good Spring and Happy Reading!

Ann Weesner King
pianoann97@aol.com
Class of 1960


=========================================================


Olney Memoires # 11

Ruth Reckling
RReckling@aol.com


What memories, I remember going ice skating so well, someone always had a car nearby with the motor running so you could sit and get warm.  I also remember about every year some foolish soul would try to drive on the ice.  

I learned to drive in a 56 Chevy and drag racing on the old highway was a frequent hobby of several, I thought at the time, really cool guys.  Football games in the cold and we girls had to wear skirts.  Sock hops in the gym and swimming out at the lake when it was new.

Olney seemed like such a safe haven.  Kids walked to the Arcadia and sat next to boy friends and walked home in the dark without being afraid.  Is it still that way?

Ruth Winkler   (thank you Ann)
===========================================================

Jim Dale--Class of 1940

   In a recent "Memories" Lynn Miller Neathery mentioned how much fun it
was on Halloween when she was young back in the 1930's. She is correct
because in the late 1920's and early 30's Halloween night in Olney was a
pretty
big deal. Most all the children, young people and many adults would
dress up and go downtown to celebrate. People would try to figure out
the identity of everyone. You could sometimes identify a family by the
size and number of children. People would often unmask and reveal their
identity before the evening was over, but sometimes they would alter
their voices and stay masked the whole evening and nobody would ever
know who they were. They would be a topic of conversation in the town
for quite some time.
   During the hard times of the depression years in the late 1920's and
early 30's it did not take much to amuse and entertain people. In those
times Valentine's Day offered a diversion which is not done today--this
was the comic valentine. The valentines were printed on sheets of cheap
paper and consisted of brightly colored caricatures of various types of
people along with some derogatory statement. As I recall they just cost
one penny. Some of the valentines were pretty strong regarding the
drawings and statements made. Some of them would depict someone as being
overly ugly, egotistical, miserly, a braggart, and just about any
undesirable trait you could imagine. The idea was to send the valentines
anonymously to someone that you wanted to tease, make fun of, or just
plain insult. Some of the more grumpy types got more than their share of
such valentines. If a person thought they could figure out the identity
of the sender they would sometimes save the valentine and send it back
to them the following year. Like Halloween, the comic valentines gave
people a few weeks of amusement trying to figure out who sent them the
insulting valentine or valentines. I knew about these valentines because
my dad used to send and receive quite a few of them.
   Airplanes--When I was young the only airplanes we saw in Olney were
the old-fashioned, two-seated biplanes. Barnstormers used to fly into
town, land in some vacant field near town, and take people for rides.
The pilot would go up, make one sweep around town, then land. I think
they charged about two dollars, and when I was about 12 years old I took
a ride in such a plane. They did not ask how old you were, did you have
your parents' permission, etc. You just gave them your two bucks. As I
recall the plane looked pretty beat up and sort of crude. I later
wondered if the pilot was experienced or had perhaps just learned to fly
the week before coming to Olney. Another flying experience I had was
with a large Ford Tri-Motor plane that came to town. The third motor of
the plane was on the nose and the pilots had to look through the
whirling propeller to see. It was the largest plane at the time and was
used by the airlines and for hauling cargo. The charge for a flight was
three dollars but I got a ticket by delivering hand bills which
advertised that the plane would be in town. I sure delivered lots of
handbills, but it was worth it. I was disappointed in the airplane
because it was pretty crude. It was made of corrugated sheet aluminum
and the cables that operated the controls were clearly visible alongside
the seats. You sort of wondered how the plane held together and was
capable of flying. Interestingly, about a week later I read in the
newspaper that this same plane cracked up during a landing in
Belleville, IL, fortunately without any injuries. 
   Famous Aviator--An Olney native named Frank Schildt was an aviator
with the rank of Colonel and later General in the Marine Corps. He had
distinguished himself early and earned the Congressional Medal of Honor
for repeatedly flying wounded marines out of a small Nicaraguan village
under fire during the Nicaraguan Rebellion in the late 1920's. As I
recall reading about it he landed and took off on the narrow main street
of the little village with a wounded marine strapped to the lower wing
on each side of the fuselage, and one being put in the front cockpit. He
would sometimes fly to Olney to visit his mother. On many occasions when
he was flying cross-country he would not land but just put on an
exhibition of his flying skills. He would first buzz his mother's house
and then proceed to do all kinds of acrobatics above her house--he would
do loops, barrel rolls, spirals, nose dives, and anything that an
airplane could do. Everyone knew that it was Frank when they heard the
loud noise from his acrobatic performance and everyone would stop what
they were doing and go outside to watch the exhibition. He was an
inspiration for
anyone interested in flying.

Jim Dale '40

===========================================================
Richard Williams
dw41@pdq.net

I remember an Olney when Central School was the center of my universe.  I with my parents and Marsha Melrose lived on the North side in Landaus Apartments.  My Grandparents Williams lived on the West side.  The original church that was to become the Elm Street Christian Church, started by my grandfather, was in one of my grandfather's houses about two blocks north of the school on Camp Street.  My father and grandfather worked for the Baltimore and Ohio Railroad (B&O) located a couple of blocks south in what we called "The Tower," located west of the Olney railroad station. 

Also The Elks Club with its movie theater was located a block away, around the corner (northeast) from Central.  Two blocks east of Central was Whittle Ave where we walked to get candy, food, or mail.

Friends, besides Marsha, lived nearby: Paul Michels, on the South side  of Central, and Jerry Jones and Steve Gill, west of the school.  I remember playing marbles with Jerry and Steve; playing softball with them and Marsha.

Grandfather, my father, and I were in one of those places: the school (Grandfather was a board member), the homes, the church, "The Tower," the Elks Club or Post Office.  We walked, leaving the cars in the garage for years.

Thus, my world for a few years centered on Central.  It was that: central, the center of my world
  
Richard Williams
Class of 1960

http://web2.airmail.net/dw41/index.html

===========================================================

    Doris Ridgley Olds
    doriso@bellsouth.net 


                                    Olney Trip

   A long time ago [about 1920] when I was a little girl of six to ten years old, when 
summer was soon to end and redtop hay had just been harvested and threshed it was time 
to make the trip to Olney, the "Redtop Capital of the World," to sell the redtop seed. 
My father, Oscar Ridgely, and I would make the trip from Bonpas township in southeast 
Richland County.  Dad picked a nice looking day and he and I began to get ready to go 
just after breakfast.

     We hitched a team of trusty plow horses to a big wagon into which the bags of seed 
had been loaded.  We added some hay and corn for the horses to eat as their lunches.  
I was excited because a day with my father was always special to me.

   To Olney was considered a 15 mile trip one way.  We had a one day's trip to Olney 
and return. Remember farm horses pulling big wagons don't make great speed.

  The first school we passed was Red Head School, one-half mile from home, where I 
attended for my first eight grades of school.  My uncle Sam Bowers had taught there 
before, followed by my mother, as her first year of teaching.  My first year there 
was 1919-1920 and Dale Wolfe taught there then. My last teacher there was Belle 
Williams.  We turned west at Red Head corner with Ed Ledeker's home across the corner 
from the school.  The next school was Oak Grove School.  We had by then passed the 
homes of Ira Ridgely, Lucy Dodds, Eli Weesner, and Fred Lambert, also Walnut Grove 
Cemetery, Walnut Grove Church and the U. B. Church.  Dow Ridgely's family and (his 
mother-in-law) Delilah Forney's home was just a little to the South; Oak Grove School 
where my brother Homer Ridgely taught two terms was on the Southwest corner.  At 
this cross roads we went north.  Here were Hayes Chamberlin's house, Page Whitaker's 
Lane to the West (Do you remember Page Whitaker's peach orchard?) and on to Whitaker 
School with Whitaker Free Methodist Church across the road to the North.  
   If we had gone on north two miles, we would have found Kimmel School where I first 
taught the term 1942-43, and in another 2 miles found Pleasant Valley School, my 
second school as a teacher.  

   But we did not want to go that way.   We sort of zig-zagged northwest from Whitaker 
into Calhoun. All the time Dad was keeping me entertained by stories of who lived in the 
houses we passed and who owned the land and even what kinds of trees were along the 
roads.  My Dad seemed to know all about that.  
    At Calhoun, we went north to the crossroads where, much later, my own family 
(Robert, Dan, and John and I (Doris) Olds lived for 32 years.  The Calhoun Cemetery 
was just a short distance west from us.   

   Here we left Bonpas and Madison townships and entered Olney township.  I was into 
territory about which I knew very little then.  We went  north from Calhoun to a T-road, 
then went west. The first school was Bird School. Here is where my father first went 
to school.  Also so did George Nicholas.  He (George) told me some years later that 
the pupils got a little rowdy at noon one day and began throwing cornbread from their 
dinner buckets.  One piece cut my father's ear.  He also told me that my father was 
especially good at arithmetic.  Going west from there we soon crossed the Illinois 
Central Railroad. That's where my father told me that Grandfather Peter Bowers had 
crossed it when he hauled my Grandma Bowers' tombstone, taking it to Walnut Grove 
Cemetery.  The train was close enough at the time that he thought the horses might be 
frightened.  I told you my father knew about a lot of things.  However, I do not know 
when a bell was put at that crossing.  

  From there (at least one year) we went straight on that road west to a road coming 
south from Olney.  On that east-west road was a place where the barn was on one side 
of the road and a house on the other and which Clarence McVaigh once owned.  That's 
where my father was born in 1866.  The road  from that house was quite rough and rocky.  
Dad told me that quite a long time earlier rattle snakes had often been killed there. 
I hoped they had killed all of them.  Finally, we came to a road, a much better road, 
going north into Olney.

     I think Dad may have sold the seed to Vice Seed House, but I do remember we reached 
a place back of then Bower's Store where there were racks to tie horses.  There we 
unhitched the team and tied them so they could eat out of the wagon.  And we went 
shopping!  Among the things we bought were the text books for my current school year.  
At that time, we (the family) had to furnish our own books for the current year.  Some 
were traded at the school we attended but many were purchased (not necessarily new) 
from Bowers Drug Store.  Books were not supplied at the school one attended. There was 
no book rental at that time.

   When we were finished shopping, visiting other stores and other people, we returned 
to the wagon and horses.  We left Olney over the overhead bridge on one of the streets 
heading south out of town.  I was quite uneasy about that bridge for I thought the 
horses would be scared and jump off the sides of the bridge out onto the railroad tracks.
But it seems they had enough horse sense not to do that.
   We finally reached home by another route   tired and hungry, but safe. I'd had a 
great day with my dad and I had been to the big city of Olney.

---- Doris Ridgely Olds, Jan. 2002


=============================================================

Walter Gibbs
gibby114@hotmail.com 



When we were little, there was a wagon 
pulled by a horse and they sold ice cream cones out of it. It would go all 
over Olney and I could not wait until it came by our house.

Walter Gibbs
Class of 1960

==========================================================



Terry Walker
terry@otbnet.com 



   
Ann, someone ask who played the organ at WVLN. I think Frank Martin might
have done that for awhile. Does anyone remember trying to retrieve lost
coins through the grates in front of the stores. I remember putting gum on
sticks and getting lucky occasionally.




Terry Walker
Class of 1960

===========================================================
Roy Miller

qltbrmcm@wworld.com 




Oh by the way, last night at the Local, Erics Auction, they sold about 15 to 20 doors from the High School, where the major remodeling process is going on. My 52 class was the first to graduate from there, after starting midyear in the building. We in the auto mechanics class went to the new bldg. all year. We installed the auto hoist in the floor in the auto mechanics dept.



The one 32" door I wanted went for close to $20. All the other
36" went for various amounts. Not sure but think it was from about $3. to under
$10. each.  Took several people to get rid of about 15, some solid and some
with glass in them. One guy who bought three solid ones said he would make
workbenches out of them. Another joked and said them were strong enough to
make walkboards in the pig pens or wherever. The auctioneer said some in the
crowd probably had memories of being hit with these same doors or held out off
places by classmates with them. When I was there, the varnish was hardly dry
on them.



Roy Miller


Class of '52
===========================================================
Gary Totten

totten@shawneelink.net 



Thanks again for all your work in compiling and sending out the memories.
They are certainly enjoyable. They remind me that as we go through the years
of our lives, no matter what we do or where we end up, we have a lot in
common. We were all lucky to grow up in a nice friendly town and I feel
lucky to have moved back to retire. Almost every week I meet some old
acquaintance around town. After 35  years some folks are hard to recognize,
but it's fun to try to figure it out when they look familiar. I think if you
go to Walmart often enough, you will eventually see everyone.         



Gary Totten
Class of '65

=============================================================
Ed Mosser
edmosser@attbi.com 




Olney Memories My name is Ed Mosser and I grew up in Dundas, which is 7 miles north of Olney.  I graduated from ERHS in 1973 and from OCC in 1975.  In reading the memories, I have noted that most experiences are from people that graduated in the 50’s and 60’s.  I have memories based on a little later than most of the writers. In addition to a slightly later time, my memories are based on growing up outside Olney.  There was a different culture…living in the country vs. living in “town”.  Those of you from Dundas, Claremont, Calhoun, Parkersburg, Stringtown, and other towns know what I mean.  Here are memories of growing up in Richland County, in no particular order. I remember “going to town” as a big event.  It usually occurred once per week and often involved dinner at Mikes Westside.  When I return to Olney, I always go to Hovey’s…you know why. Haircuts were always at Jim’s Barber Shop right by the IC tracks.  Afterwards I would stroll down to Beal’s Newstand and pickup Superman comics.  Once I got bold and looked at…you guessed it, one of the detective magazines.  You know, the ones with the women in their underwear, bound and gagged.  Well, imagine my surprise to find an article on a Mosser family from Illinois, which were kidnapped in route to California and were missing for 6 months.  When I mentioned this to my dad, I had to show him the article and was very embarrassed to show him the magazine cover.  Oh yeah, they were my father’s distant cousins from Decatur and he went to the funeral.  He didn't say anything about the magazine cover.  Whew. My father and mother operated the Dundas General Store.  It was truly a family business.  I earned $3 a week in the late 60’s working 20 hours plus per week in the summer.  When the opportunity arose to bale hay at $1.50 per hour, I jumped on it.  Put my cash in a metal Band-Aid box in my dresser.  Felt like I owned the world with all that money in there. I remember on Saturday nights we would not close the store until the last customer came in and shopped. Now, that may sound strange, but dad would stay open until Bud  and Jean Zerkle would come in.  He was the last customer every Saturday.  He worked all day, and if he was running late, well…we were too.  I also recall my father opening the store late at night when the phone would ring and someone would need cough medicine for their children.  I remember with pride when I was old enough to go take care of that chore by myself. I remember as  a youth owning a rifle and shotgun, and knowing how to use them.  Today, we hear about kids and guns.  Back then, it was different.  I remember coming home from hunting with squirrels and rabbits, which we would eat.  No, they were not white squirrels! My father had 3 gardens.  We grew just about everything we ate.  Mom would can or freeze the vegetables.  She also made homemade catsup.  You have not lived until you have experienced being in a house in which homemade catsup is being made.   I recall going to the Richland County Fair at the end of July.  I also recall being very embarrassed about it.  Why?  Well, you see, we did not spend our money on corn dogs, elephant ears and other exotic foods.  No, you see we took our own food and would eat on a picnic table.  About the end of July we would have fresh peaches from our farm and mom would make peach cobbler.  Usually we took fried chicken.  I was so embarrassed then.  I would give just about anything to go back for just one more of those meals. I remember the excitement of the oil wells coming in on our farm, knowing that it meant that mom and dad could pay off a debt they incurred.  I remember the days of planting pine trees at our farm, knowing that in 7 years we could harvest them at Christmas.  I remember hunting mushrooms in the spring, along with Indian arrowheads.   At the  age of 12 I  became interested in astronomy.  I saved my money and purchased a telescope for $21 from Sears.  I remember going outside at night and seeing the black skies with thousands of stars…and the warm soft glow of the Olney lights to the South.  At some point I knew that I wanted to live where there were lights, not in the country.  Often, as a teenager, I would walk outside at night and look south towards the lights, and wonder, where will I be when I grow up. The astronomy hobby is still with me.  I now live in a community of 35,000 just outside Chicago in Northwest Indiana.  I look at the light polluted sky and recall the black velvet nights with thousands of stars looking like diamonds on a jeweler's pad.   Did anyone ever pick blackberries?  My friends and I did and as soon as we collected a quart, we would ride our bikes to our aunts, grandmothers, etc., and sell them for 25 cents a quart.  Big money…hard work.  If you picked blackberries, you know what I mean. I remember the Dundas Chowder.  Ohmygod was it good.  I try to describe “chowder” to folks in Chicago and well, I just cant quite describe it.  You have to experience it.  I loved the day of the chowder….getting up at 5:30 and going to the church and helping.  I loved the responsibility of stirring the chowder.  I felt like an adult. I remember coming home in 1994 to bury my father and later that year my mother and realizing just how precious those days were as a boy in a small town.  I also remember returning home in the spring of 2000 with my boys and wife, who was losing a battle with cancer and I realized just how alone I suddenly was.  Mom, why couldn't you be here just one more time, walking out the back door with a big smile on your face?   Well, there is much more I could talk about…the grade school basketball tournament at Central, May Day track meet, riding bikes all day in the summer, sitting with Orville and Florence under their shade tree and watching Florence chew Old Hillside tobacco, watching the daily Illinois Central trains come thru town, etc.  but… I don’t want to bore you Olney people with the life we had in Dundas. Today, my boys have just about every convenience known to man…TV’s, video games, internet, youth sports, etc.  Yet, my 16 year old tells me how lucky I was as a kid.  He shakes his head when I tell stories and wishes he could go back to where I grew up.  So do I, for just one day. 



Ed Mosser
edmosser@attbi.com 
Class of  1973

==========================================================
Gene Wyatt
wyatt@txcyber.com

          We have enjoyed the Memories very much.  My folks had the Factory
Cafe across the street from the International Shoe Factory.  The Lunch
Special sold for 68 cents.  Coffee was always a nickel and pie a dime.  Once
when the Shoe Factory closed down our family took a trip and the factory
opened up again sooner than expected and before our return.  Bill (my older
brother) went in our house and got the money bag hidden up underneath a
round table (never locked the house) and opened up the cafe.  Good ole days!
          I remember Drs. Tillford and Fritschle.  I worked for Dr.
Fritschle
for a while on one of his farms southeast of town.  There was a ROUND barn
where we milked cows on the 1st floor.  On the 2nd floor we ground grain and
that is where the horses stayed.  The 3rd floor was the hay loft.  I always
felt like that barn should have been preserved because it was so unique but
it has been torn down.
          Ed Wright, Bob Shafer, Bernard Eagleton, Myrtle Bass, Nellie
Harmon, Marie Dyson, Rolla Jacques were teachers at Central School with T.
C.
Cramer being the principal.  Remember playing Mumbly Peg and Marbles in the
dirt before and after school and at recess.  (before the days of blacktop
playgrounds)  Have taught grandsons to play marbles and even with Arthritis
can still play a pretty mean game.
          Lawrence Bunting had a small grocery at the corner of Routes 50 &
130 and his brother Ed Bunting had one at the corner of Elm Street and Route
130.  My wife's folks had a small grocery and meat market too.
          I remember playing basketball in the "cracker box" (the old high
school gym on Main Street).  Walked everyday from the "cracker box" to the
Fair Grounds (Olney City Park) for football practice.  The coach for
basketball was Bill Milspaugh, for football it was Frank Newton the 1st two
years and then Trout Freeland the last two.
          My son-in-law John Benton still has one of the tractors that I
used to farm with over 50 years ago when I worked for his grandfather
Charlie Benton.  John does in one day what several of us used to do in
weeks.  My how times have changed.
  Will write again sometime.  Enjoy!

Gene Wyatt
Class of '50
========================================================
Betty Johnson Welker

bwelker@wworld.com




Hi Ann and all other readers of MEMORIES
I received all ten Memories letters and thoroughly enjoyed reading
them.  I was not prepared for the length of all the letters but
interesting reading in my spare time.
I was not born and raised in Olney, my memories only go back to a
freshman in high school.

I have fond memories of  the SubDebs, GAA competitions, dancing in the
gym -to records.  We had to take off our shoes and dance in our "bobby
socks" so we wouldn't damage the gym floor, but we had fun.  Our
recreation center was out on East Main where we could dance to a jukebox
and meet our friends.  However, the most popular meeting place after
school was Schmalhausens Drug Store--drinking cokes with lots of talking
and laughing.

I remember teachers, Mr. Snively, Pop Brown, Ella Schmalhausen, Miss
Myers, Miss Yost,  Mr. Baker, Miss Towery,  Vera Smith,  Howard Gray,
Phyllis Hood, Loren Mitchell and  the boys were very fond of Ella
Wemhoener, young and pretty.

I had a part time job at Penney's store after school and Saturdays my
senior year  ---after graduation--full time.  Someone mentioned the
wires that ran up to a balcony where change was made and sent back down
to the sales people.  Well, I was the one in the balcony making the
change.  As the saying goes, "we've come a long way baby!"  Now, we run
a retail store and computerized cash registers are a must.  I can also
remember while in High School, it was a rare thing to see a car with
license plates all the way from California.  We watched those cars go
down Main Street in awe at the distance they had traveled.  Now I do
sound ancient.  Come on you 48ers and 49ers, let's hear from you I don't
want to be the only oldster writing memories.  I did enjoy reading,
classmate, Bob Sutton's memories.

To anyone that is interested:  A celebration for the 100 year
anniversary of the White Squirrel will be held in Olney at the City Park
in October.  I'm already busy making lots of the little white squirrel
statues for souvenirs.  There will be a chowder, the Cruisers, and a
parade on Saturday that will start at the high school and go to the
park.  Lots of games for kids and entertainment for the adults is being
planned.  The dates are October 11, 12 and 13th.  If any of you are
close at that time, hope you can attend.

Betty Johnson Welker
Class of '48


========================================================









