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Hello OM people.  
Around May 1st of every year I always remember the famous May Day Parades that were held in our home town of Olney and how excited we were as school children to march in the parade, actually maybe because we got out of a half day of school and the days preceding the big parades many hours were spent in preparation of what our “room” was going to do or be in the parade and the exciting things that the classes did to get ready for the big day.  One year I remember my 5th grade class chose to have “pets” for our theme.  We were going to be allowed to bring our own pets to school for the parade and how exciting was that!!  Most were bringing their puppy dogs and cats but I chose to bring something entirely different.  I had a pet lamb at home that I raised from the bottle and had named her Little Orphan Annie.  I asked my parents if I could Pleaseee bring my pet lamb for my pet in the May Day Parade!  They thought about it long and hard, as they usually did about things, and the outcome was a big YES!  My dad made a wooden crate for her that fit on the inside of my red wagon.  I was so excited when the actual day came for our parade I could hardly sit still for the morning session of school.  After lunch Mother brought me back along with the wagon, crate and Little Orphan Annie.  All my friends were marveling at my pet lamb which wasn’t very big.  Of course she probably was scared for she never had been in a big parade before nor seen so many kids all in one place.  I don’t know why she was out of the crate in the first place, probably so kids could hold her and pet her, for she was a tame lamb, that is until she hit the grounds of the city of Olney!  And she always came running to me when I called her name, but not this time!  
We were on the East side of Central school grounds, the girls side, and of all things…my little pet lamb got loose and started running around the school grounds!  My heart started beating faster and faster and soon I thought it would jump right out of me.  My friends were running about with me chasing Little Orphan Annie, and finally someone caught her, I can’t remember who.  Oh, that was a happy moment in my life.  By then as I remember the school bell rang and it was time to line up for the parade.  I put her in her crate in the wagon and she got the most attention that day I believe that she ever had riding down Main Street in my little red wagon.   What a fun day to remember.  

I imagine many of you have some good May Day stories of your own to send in to Olney Memories……would love to hear yours! 

OM issue # 123 will be following shortly…..

Happy May to all of you.
Ann Weesner King
Pianoann97@aol.com 
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------


Roy Miller
rlm322@frontier.com
Gary, Where on Wilson did you live and what years?  I lived at 803 and then 805 W Cherry from 1957 to 1971, houses owned by Alvin Brashear at 802 W Cherry. Later after moving away, I was power of attorney and estate administrator for Mrs. Helen Brashear. Alvin had died some time before. So I was at the front end of the block you spoke of. 
The lady at Taylors, was a Kessler who lived on out west on the south side of Elm Street before it ran into the highway, now Rt. 250.  Another Kessler family lived next to them. This lady, Beulah, had a son, but not sure if it was Jack or not. The other Kessler’s had a couple of daughters. 
Later another lady, Marie Baker, who lived two doors west on Elm from the store, did a lot of the work running Taylor’s store. It was handy for me if I came home for lunch and the wife said we need a loaf of bread, just to walk over and get it. Just one block east on Rt. 130, Jack Chaplin ran a grocery, where KFC now is. And when I delivered papers as a kid. A Mr. Gray sold gas and groceries across the highway beside Cherry Street. For some time about ‘46 or ‘47, Chestnut, Elm, and Cherry was my paper route which is why I knew where these people live.
OH, that Mr. Gray lived just north across the street from the store, facing Elm Street.  You probably will remember George Runyon’s radiator repair shop just west of the store. 
Sorry, that’s all I can tell you, besides I MOVED TO Joplin, Missouri in LATE 2013 to be with my only family.  And I was in the HS class of 1952.  Ann, if I remember right you lived way down on West North Avenue. 
Roy L. Miller
 
Class of ‘52
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
 
Ken Hane
 khane@comcast.net
When I read Richards notes about the old Olney B&O Railroad Depot, it brought back a lot of memories.
When I was a young child, maybe in the 6, 7 or 8th grade, by stepdad, Bob Earnst was Depot tender and took care of incoming and outgoing mail bags during the overnight shift.  I used to go with him to the Depot and help to sort the mail bags and get them ready for the train.  It was amazing watching the old steam engines come into the station and stop to exchange mail bags.  Sometimes my stepdad would have to attach the mail bag to the portable arm just west of the depot and the train would come by and grab the bag in passing.  

I remember very clearly having to stoke the fire in the stove with coal. Having to sweep the wooden floor, and sleeping when Bob would let me on the wooden benches in the Depot.

Those were interesting days.  Sometimes I really miss that type of life.

Ken Hane
Class of ‘62

Roy Miller
rlm322@frontier.com


Ann,  You might actually remember some of what I will tell you about a Model T.   For five years I worked with Wayne Hunt at AMF in the Credit Dept. starting in 1967. He was Credit Manager and I was Asst. Manager.   Wayne once lived in the 600 block of W. Cherry.  Wayne’s identical twin was Walter, and were they ever identical. Wayne told me that he and his brother had a Model T Ford as kids. And were quite ornery at times. They would, very late at night, drive up on the court house property and drive up the steps all the way to the entrance. Their next door neighbor was Ernie Blackford, Chief of Police. Wayne said occasionally Ernie would catch them doing it and take them both home and go on inside the house, where others were sleeping. Then yell out to their dad, Clifford I caught them damn boys of yours driving up the court house steps again. Although he did not say it, I bet it all was good for a laugh after they all parted. 
I did not get to enjoy a Model T. My first one was a 1929 Model A Ford, quite an update, electric starter and all. Cost me $30.00 from Muriel Cutshall and I had to work 3 weeks at Maas Market to earn that.    
The Maas meat market store was in the same block as Montgomery Ward and Kin Furniture Store. Omar Maas ran it. I worked for Walter Maas in the block by Bowers Drug Store. They were known for their pies, ham and potato salad. 

Roy Miller
Class of ‘52
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Janice Bagwell May	
jleahma@comcast.net


In response to what Gary Totten was asking I remember the Taylors quite well.  We lived a couple of blocks from their store.  We live at 820 W. Elm St.  I remember Beulah also, her husband and her son, whose name I think may have been Jack, who bought the store when Ray retired.  But, of course, that's just when the big stores were beginning.  So it didn't do as well then and soon closed.  By that time we had moved outside of town, north of town on the highway. 

 I remember especially that they would slice our bologna however we liked it and I liked it as thin as possible (I think that was the beginning of my vegetarianism).  I ate it on bread, sometimes with mustard.  I always tried to disguise meat whenever I ate it.  We could almost see their store from where we lived.  I really liked neighborhood stores like theirs.  Too bad they've died.  I always like going to that kind of store.  We lived for awhile in Syracuse, NY and there was one next to the apartment we lived in.  I was always going there.  The lady who owned it was from Lebanon and her husband was Italian.  They were such a nice couple.  I looked them up recently on Facebook and they've both passed away.  I should have tried sooner.

Janice Bagwell May
Class of ‘61
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Charles Fregeau	
n5hsr@sprynet.com 


The Little Brown Church in the Wildwood.  I guess everyone has one of them in their history.  I guess for me at least it’s the little white church down on Elm Street that isn’t there anymore.   (Elm at Silver) 
Before we moved to Olney, though, we went to church with the Aunts.  Once we went to church with Uncle Russell and Aunt Betty (O’Brian) who lived out at Chauncey and they went to a Pilgrim Holiness church.  Aunts Minnie and Barbara Leaf, as you know, taught Sunday School for many years at the Nazarene Church over on Cherry near the railroad tracks.  
Charley Fregeau
Class of ‘75
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Mary Friederich
 grandmary12@laffhouse.org

Am overwhelmed by Mr. Zimmerle’s report on the history of Olney.  

 Mary Koertge Friederich
Grandmary9@gmail.com 
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Ken Hanes
khane@comcast.net
Hello Ann,

I really enjoyed the entry by Harvey Zimmerle on Richland County.
A lot of the things I knew about and a lot of the things were news to me. I really enjoy reading historical facts about places where I have lived.

I remember, even though I was only 6 years old at the time, the big event celebrating the location of the "Center of Population"
Also, I remember the Onion Hill Soil Conservation Days in 1954. We went to the event and rode around on a wagon pulled by a tractor. It was a really really huge event.

A lot of things about Olney brings back a lot of good memories. I grew up on the Hack Briar farm house (the house on the hill) on North Walnut street just north of Scott street..  My step dad took care of the Coal Distribution system for Hack Briar.  He also was the caretaker for the Apple orchards for Mr. Briar, North of Olney.  My older brother Joe and my two sisters, Bettie and Fran had some really great times on that farm.  It was kind of like living in the country but still in the city.
There were two teams of horses that were kept in the large barn. They were used to pull the coal wagons and to work the orchards.  I can remember riding them around the barn yard from time to time, especially when they were led to the watering trough at the end of the day.  Coal was kept in several piles on the farm (all relating to size) and they used to have these small metal tags in the coal.  We used to rummage through the piles for the tags and would come out at the end of the day totally black and greasy from the coal. 

I can remember setting box traps for wild rabbits in the field across Walnut Street from the house.  Did that many times until one day I found my trap tripped, reached in like usual to grab the rabbit by the ears and suddenly a raccoon bit completely through my thumb nail.  From that day forward we started putting wire in one end of the trap so we could see our catch before reaching in.

Well, so much for my trip to the past.  Just wanted to let you know I really enjoy your Olney Memories and the many stories I see there. Thank you so much for taking time to keep this column going.
Somewhere I have some photos from my days in elementary school (I attended North Silver, Cherry and Central ).  I will try to locate them and post them on the site.
Thanks,

Ken Hane, 
Class of ‘62




Mike Zimmerle  ztech1@nwcable.net
Kathy Hursta  richlandcogensoc@hotmail.com

This is an article that Mike and Kathy rounded up about the Orphan Trains that stopped in Olney back in the 1800’s.  I had no idea this happened until I was told by Harvey Zimmerle.  I thought it was very interesting and asked if this could be researched a little for the OM’s.  Hense this is interesting reading below.   If any of your readers out there have heard any family members or friends talk about this you are invited to write about this subject and add to what is written below.     Ann King
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Kathy Hursta 
Cass of ‘74
Mike Zimmerle
  Class of ‘71
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