              Olney Memories # 14


Hi Everyone!

As I mentioned in Memories # 13 a couple of weeks ago, # 14 would be following shortly, and now it's ready for the press!  

 
I have a request by a fellow classmate from ERHS.  Barb Dodson Martin has been working on and is still in the process of compiling an  ERHS e-mail list of ERHS class members.  Her words relating to this subject are as follows:  

"Any ERHS Graduates from 1960 and prior are encouraged to add their email
address to the list compiled by Barb (Dodson) Martin  at:
bdmlinks@psbnewton.com.    Barb mails a revised list monthly to all
that participate.    You must include years you attended ERHS with your name
(maiden & married) and email address (no cost).   Barb will reply with
details.   Lists are NOT to be used in sending advertisement or spam." 
Thank you,
Barb D. Martin

Hope you all enjoy Memories # 14.  Thanks to the people whose e-mail addresses have changed for letting me know.   Also, remember that as new people are interested in receiving Olney Memoires, just pass their e-addresses on to me so they can also be included.  New ones are sent to me on a regular basis!    Also, as you have memories of your own, remember to jot them down and pass them along too, and they will be included in the next issue!  This is what keeps the Olney Memoires alive and going!!

Hope everyone has a Happy Fall Season!

Ann Weesner King
Class of 1960
pianoann97@aol.com

Olney Memoires # 14
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Sheila Hagen Muehling
smuehling@skmltd.com,   
    Hi ,
    I am Sheila Hagen (66) and I have been living in Chicago for 32 years. I
moved to Scottsdale last October to be near my adult sons John and David. My sister Teresa sent me Memories-12.I return to Olney for most of my class reunions and in spite of all of the changes there, I still enjoy going. I always make Hovey's my stop for lunch.  I only wish Town Talk and Dog "N" Suds were still on each end of town.

I would enjoy reading everyone's memories and will certainly add my
thoughts. Thanks
Sheila
Class of 1966
========================================================Kenneth Hanes
KENNETHReba@aol.com

Ann:  God bless  you for doing Olney Memories. I'm  so thankful for finding this on the internet. I have read so many memories I don't know where to start. I see a lot about dog&Suds, A&W, but don't forget Decker's drive inn.   Remember going to Mikes and getting a marshmallow coke?  I was shocked to see they tore down the old Jr. High Building.  There use to be a pond on Whittle across from H&B redi-mix. very close to where Cammie Cammon lived. Remember when we had a street sweeper? I believe we called him bones. He would sweep dirt from one end  of block to the other end where his wheel barrel would be setting. Also remember egging homes and toilet paper anti-over a  house. Also remember when Sudsy Duzy laundry was on Whittle. Also remember smoking car tires and hurry out of city limits, usually towards 7 hills. Cop couldn't come out that far. In the summer lived out at the old reservoir,  some may remember the candy cottage. I would go across the road and shag golf balls until one hit me in the chest. Going to close for now but will write more.    
                     
Ken Hanes
class 196l       
========================================================
Marvin Doolin
marvin2@starband.net

I was a fifth grader at Cherry Street School in the '54-'55 school year, and Mr. Holtz read us both Tom Sawyer and Huck Finn, a chapter a day after lunch.  It was the high point of the day for most of us I believe.  He was quite an inspiration to me, and I tried to emulate his patient and caring attitude during my twenty-one years as a public school teacher.
You mentioned Ward's bikes...mine was a J.C. Higgins from Sears.  I already had it in 1953 when we moved to Olney, but I hadn't quite grown into it yet.  I couldn't make the full pedal arc sitting on the seat, and was forced to stand to pedal. It made for some rather painful falls as I recall.


My family moved to Olney in 1953 when I was nine.  I graduated at ERHS
in 1962 and went to college.  The rest of the family moved away the
following summer and our contacts since then have been few.  Olney
seemed like a huge city when we moved there, but as someone in #13
noted, we felt as free to move around as we had in the country.  I hope
it's still as good a place for children as it was then.

Marvin Doolin
Class of 1962
========================================================
Gwendolyn MCDonald Judge Day
whitedoveharp@famvid.com

I'd like to recall a few that haven't been mentioned yet.  I grew up in Olney remembering all of the places already mentioned in the wonderful Olney Memories. Will try to recall some that haven't already been mentioned already.                                                    As working at Hovey's (Mike's) Eastside for many years, I have probably met all of you at some time, serving you a milkshake, ten-four, hamburger, french fries, colas, etc.. I also know the secret ingredients for Hovey's chili, as I made it many times.  Next to Mike's was the Knights of Columbus, a Shell Station- then across the street, the old Olney High School. I know every nook and cranny of Hovey's building.  One night, as we were closing, a big bus with a domino on the side pulled up in front. A group of men came to the front door, and asked if we would serve them. I asked my other two coworkers, and we all agreed to do so.                          As it was Fats Domino and his band coming from Terre Haute, and going to St. Louis. They were hesitant to stop in Olney. But ours was the only neon lights, that they had seen for a while, and they were very hungry, and had a long way to go.                                                           We all agreed to serve them, and I can still remember to this day what Fats Domino, and many of them ordered. They were very polite and kind.  And I still remember Fats Domino's big diamond domino shaped ring, that covered nearly his whole hand.              When we served them the food, they marveled at how good it was, and how cheap the prices were for such marvelous food.   And before they left, they gave each of us a napkin with all of their autographs on it, and each a twenty dollar bill, which we marveled at. They all left eating an ice-cream cone, and drinking a milkshake.  They said they had been to many restaurants- Las Vegas etc., and said they had never tasted such wonderful food as they had that night. They said they hoped to return someday, but I don't think they ever did.  Also remember when President Eisenhower was president, and wanted a white squirrel, or a stuffed white squirrel, but the Olney council wouldn't let him have one.    As they passed an ordinance forbidding any white squirrel from being taken from Olney. And he was president of the United States. He was the president of the United States and couldn't have one. But I think a few stuffed ones slipped out, what a shame.                                          Does anyone remember the Army Surplus Store, located uptown for a short time? For many of us girls from Central School would purchase a heavy leather ammunition kit to carry as purses, everywhere we went. How we would stuff them and think we were so smart.          We were just out if we didn't have one of those. Also the colored silk squares we wore around our necks, poodle skirts, can can slips, broomstick skirts, black button down sweaters with big orange O on the pocket, saddle oxfords, and penny loafers (if we were lucky enough to have a penny to put in them).                                                        Was anyone poor enough to remember the feedsack dresses? -The chicken feed would come in printed material sacks, and some mothers and grandmothers would try to pick out the prettiest material to make a dress for each of the girls and women in the family.    And how many remember the Sears Catalogue Store, and Montgomery Wards, which later opened a full department store? It was there that I ordered my first wedding dress, which turned out to be prettier than the picture. How happy I was. And skating at the skating rink!  Wouldn't it be wonderful to have a tape of Mr. Noerenberg's beautiful organ music. As I used to skate up to him and  ask for a special  song, usually Unchained Melody or a waltz. But all of his music was so beautiful, that we didn't have to request a song very often.         As being a more advanced skater, some of my friends and I liked to skate in the center of the rink, waltzing, skating backward, and twirling toe flips, under the beautiful sparkling ball, that hung in the center of the rink.   Also does anyone remember when the center of the population of the United States was near the lake, going toward Newton. Many more memories, but too numerous to mention here.     May I add an ode to my beloved Central Grade school? As I recently learned, it is being demolished.    How sad! My ode to my  wonderful Central school: When I attended school there, the boys played on one side, and the girls played on the other side. Us girls used to make leaf houses on the ground before school, recesses, lunchtime, and after school, dreaming of the beautiful homes we would have, when we grew up and married.   What a sweet, innocent, peaceful, serene time that was.   And the beautiful tigers that graced each entrance of the school. Myself and many of my friends used to sit on the tigers and tell our secrets to each other, as young teenage girls are inclined to do, knowing that the tigers wouldn't tell on us.   And I remember our wonderful principal; and many wonderful teachers there. I received my love of poetry from some of my special teachers that were there. So goodbye, my beloved school, you will stay in my memories, for many years to come.
                                       
Gwen McDonald Judge Day
Class of 1955
========================================================
Cecelia Hill O'Donnell
terryod@bellsouth.net

Hi, I am Cecelia Hill O'Donnell from Dundas, class of 73.  Thanks for the memories everyone, especially my cousin Judy Walker, great to hear your comments.  I live in Ft. Lauderdale, FL and still go to Hoveys whenever I am home to indulge in a chocolate shake and chili.  I grew up in Dundas who had wonderful chowders at the Methodist Church.  We spent all day playing while our parents, both Moms and Dads participated in making chowder along with pies, home made Prairie Farms Ice Cream and sandwiches.  You can still get chowder at the Dundas Ruitan in the fall, you may see a notice in the Olney Daily Mail about the date.  I participated in the music program at ERHS and am forever grateful to Gus and Mary for adding so much pleasure to my high school years.  My Dad, Wayne Hill was a well known guy around the school system.  He supplied all of the schools in East Richland County with everything from books to basketballs.  Some of you may remember seeing him, a tall, handsome fellow who also drove a school bus and took band and ball teams to away games and concerts.  My Mother also worked in the High School, Neola Hill, she took care of the towels for PE.  So, I guess between both of my parents being around the school system all the time, I never had a chance to get away with anything!  Oh well, I loved having them there.  Keep those memories coming!  I really enjoy reading them. 

Cecelia Hill O'Donnell, 
Class of  '73

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

Pam Rogers Adams
pam@pamelaadams.net 
What a great idea, an Olney memory email.  Thanks for taking the time to do so.  I graduated from ERHS in 1971.  I stayed in Olney for 30 years, and have a business there, Adams' U-Store It, and still have many close friends around.  We go back for business every couple months, and I still enjoy hearing about the history of Olney.   My husband, Tony, daughter Kate, and I live in the Nashville, Tenn area, but Olney will always be considered my home town.  One of my fond memories was Gus and Mary Slivas musical production of Music Man.  I had no talent what so ever, but they made us all feel like we did, and it gave me such an appreciation for the arts.  They made us all feel like we were a positive "part" of something, which was such a relief for a newcomer.  They will always be a special fond memory of mine.

Pam Adams
Class of 1971
========================================================

Ruth Wrinkler Reckling
rreckling@aol.com
           
Ann-- after hearing there was no longer a May Day parade I started wondering what else has changed since moving away from Olney.  Perhaps someone would be kind enough to respond to the following:

Do these enents still happen or have they been changed

the Halloween Parade 
the fireworks on the 4th
playing Newton for the first football game
does DHS still have its spring musical, I especially loved Fiddler
what about Pow Wow and its court and the entertainment before, 
the Homecoming Dance and Court, 
has prom been changed in any way.
the senior trip to Chicago
the fair
the air show

These events may not have shaped my life but they were really enjoyed and looked forward to anxiously.  For many of us they were part of our first dates and when you were female they included many hours of preparation before the "big event."  Let me know if they still are happening.

Ruth Reckling Winkler
Class of '59
========================================================


Tric Davis Martin
wmartin100@charter.net 

Hi All and Ann,

Once again you have brought to mind more reminders of our childhood. The opportunities to run free without adult supervision is one of those precious gifts a small town provides. Actually, I came to Olney from a rather larger town. We actually had a city bus system. Even there we could catch a bus with a friend by the time we were 10 or 11, wander the big city commercial square for a few hours, and then return on the bus by supper time. Also on Halloween we would roam the neighborhood for many blocks around even as late 11pm or midnight gathering homemade goodies from the "rich" people in the big Victorian houses. In the later hours we could count on the pennies, nickels, dimes and sometime quarters would eventually appear as they ran out of everything else.  Those houses surrounded the golf club where those same "rich" people would "party-hardy". They also provided the 4th of July fireworks for us with an invitation to sit on the grassy lawn they worshiped any other day. So we were relatively carefree and safe there as well. 

In Olney we would walk to the arcade and sit through a movie at least twice. No one dared challenged you about a claim that you got there late and missed the beginning and the cartoon. We would roam Main Street when the holiday sidewalk sales created a wandering path through downtown. 

Yes, the pool, our summer sanctuary. The challenge to dive off the raised platform at the deep end. Someone help me, what was it called? The new pool at the old Musgrove place appears to be nice, but the location at the city park seems so much more inviting. Anyone remember a hot summer day riding down the curving hilly road to the new Reservoir. That was one of my first invitation as a new kid in town. It is now under water and a nice level straight road has replaced it. The old road had far more atmosphere.

My family rented a house on North Saratoga for about 4 years. I spent time at Joy's store too. It was always fascinating to me with its sagging and slopping floor. I'd swear was nothing but some old 2x4,s. Something out of a novel. Joy was a character, herself.... tall, slim despite her age, and that orange red hair. I still remember walking to the store, hungry for a chocolate bar of some kind, and receiving the shock of my life. I had either a nickel or a dime, but confident it was enough for a good size bar.  Then Joy broke the news to me that my often purchased sweet delight was another nickel more. I felt betrayed by a "friend". 

I have a couple more thoughts concerning the park. Anyone else try to walk the inner fence around the racetrack? My high school chum and I made it a challenge one summer. We wanted to see if we could make it all around the fence without falling off. As I recall, we finally made it, even though the fence was starting to lean. We also liked to go to the cemetery and read the headstones or walk the railroad tracks that cut it in half. If you talk to our kids, I never said that.  Even though they are grown, I am sure to hear about it. They think I was the cautious parent with common sense.....

I have more inside jokes, but I will have to get permission to relate these. From the last chapter, I'm beginning to think they must be typical of boys in Olney, or any other small town equivalent. They are the oft told stories of my husband's childhood. He is a multi-generational Olnean. I'm but a relative newcomer. Anyone from the classes of the late thirties listening out there. You know, we are starting to sound like that show, Lake Woebegone (?)  or something like that.

Tricia (Davis) Martin 
  Class ' 66
====================================================
Richard Williams


dw41@pdq.net 

Great Work, Ann!

You are giving many people much pleasure.

I wish I could feel the same about the old Olney of  my youth.  But I just
don't.  Olney was the town of my parents; I don't remember much joy there.
Not that I was unhappy; it was just an existence.  I remember mixed feelings
when my cousin Dave and his family came to town.  They always stayed with my Cousin Sally who lived in a nice and big house.  We had no room for guests; most likely we had no food for guests.  That's the sort of thing I remember.I remember a mother jealous of the Williams's as she had so little.  I remember finding a dollar when I was a child.  I found it in the street and
my mother took it and bought groceries with it.  We had little money.  I
don't say these things out of sorrow or pity; it's just that life for me in
Olney was not much fun very often.

I started work at age 12 because I wanted money; my own money.  I learned
early that people with money got more respect than others.  I bought my own
clothes from Musgroves and paid for them regularly on account.  I didn't
like the clothes my mom got me at Sears.  I would go to Musgroves and charge
my bill to my own account and then pay weekly on it.  I could go into the
Coke room at Jr. High and buy everyone a Coke.  I had money.

To this day I cannot eat the same meals that my folks cooked.  Take iced
tea.  I have not had a glass of iced tea in my adulthood.  Never!  It was
all we had as kids.  A Coke was a special treat.  I remember mom got one
six-pack a week: Ron and I got three bottles a week, if we had no company.
God help us if we got a guest and mom asked if he or she wanted a Coke.  My
brother and I would almost fit to be the one to serve him or her as we had
the Coke bottles marked and we would open one of the other's bottles.  I
drank my Coke out of a shot glass to make it last longer.  Oh, we had fights
over Cokes.  In contrast, dad got one six-pack of beer a week; and he got
all 6 bottles!

I feel about Rockville, Indiana --  where Barb and I began our married life
and I my career -- the way your writers feel about Olney.

Thanks for the memories.  It obviously got me thinking.  I think I can now
start Chapter 14 in my novel.  I have not written since mid July when I left
for Colorado.
Now I have found my writer's persona!

Richard Williams


Class of 1960
http://web2.airmail.net/dw41
==============================================================


