         Olney  Memories # 21
                 August 1, 2003
-------------------------------------------------------------------------

Hello everyone and I do hope everyone is enjoying their summer.  My husband and I just returned from Olney.  One of the highlights of our trip was eating at Hovey’s……..yum, those hamburgers and milk shakes taste just the same as always!  
Have a good time reading Olney Memories # 21.  

Ann Weesner King

Class of 1960

Pianoann97@aol.com

Cheryl (Hunt) Ginder

lovey@wabash.net
	I was born in Olney, but spent the first 6 years of grade school in Princeton, Indiana, but then moved back to Olney in the middle of 6th grade. I graduated ERHS in 1968 & married a local boy later that same year. The boy I married (Bob Ginder) was a farmer, so I have lived my adult life in Richland County, until last year when my husband got hired by the Toyota plant in Indiana. We then sold our house & moved to Ft. Branch, Ind., but just for 6 months as we got VERY homesick & moved back to Olney!!! I love Olney and am currently working on two Olney projects. One is to reset the tombstones that were vandalized last Fall in Haven Hill Cemetery. We have a work day of volunteers for July 19th for the first session of resetting the stones. My other project is to assemble lots of Olney pictures to put together as a pictorial history of Olney (or maybe Richland County if I get enough photos other than just Olney), so if anyone has some old pictures that they could send my via e-mail or snail mail I'd be happy to include them in the book. I've enjoyed reading everyone's memories & look forward to reading more. Also, I am on the reunion committee for my high school class (1968), so if anyone who lives away from here that returns to Olney for their reunions would give me some hints as to what they like to do at their reunions that might help us for our next reunion (in 5 years) to make our reunion more enjoyable for those who are truly 'coming home' for a reunion from a distance of miles or time...any suggestions welcomed!!!

Thanks for letting me share in some Olney Memories!!!!!

Cheryl (Hurt) Ginder

Class of 1968


Ann Kribbs Meyers

Anne@PrinterPartSmart.com

Does anyone remember Mrs. Henline, a ERHS teacher during the 60’s and 70’s?  She is my Godmother.  She is also 93 years old and she recently had her picture in the Olney Daily Mail (Is that what it is still named?) after having bowled in a tournament to raise some money for some charity.  I am told she still goes to exercise class regularly.  A couple of years ago she was dancing at my sister’s wedding.  Fantastic.  
Anne Kribbs Meyers

Class of  ‘61

Gloria Dean

Masdean33@aol.com 
A friend and I were talking about a Duck Pin Bowling Alley that was in Olney a LONG time ago.  We neither one remember much about it but remember small balls.  I want to think it was upstairs in a building on S. Whittle across from the Shoe Factory but I may be wrong.  If any of you have any information about that Bowling Alley please write your Memory of it.   

Gloria Dean

 Ann Kribbs Meyers

Anne@PrinterPartSmart.com
Hornback’s  Grocery  Store.  Ronnie Hornback and my sister Cindy Kribbs (Combs) took a wagon and loaded it up with soda bottles from behind Cecil Hornback’s store and took them to the store across the street from Cherry Street School to cash them in.  I believe they were 2 cents each.  The owner of the other store recognized Ronnie and called Cecil and told him about it.  

 

At that time we lived at 808 East Elm Street where all the houses were rentals.  I remember neighbors were Butterfields, Max and Marge Hocking, Clarence Smith, Jim Lorenze, Sneiders.  There was a sidewalk around the back of the houses similar to the one in front.  The rest of the backyard area was turned into a common play area with a baseball diamond, horseshoes, badminton, etc.  My dad worked in the oil fields and used pipe from there to build us a huge swing set with a flying trapeze.  What a great place to live.  The summer before I went into 6th grade they bought a house on North Fair Street and I had to switch to Silver Street School after going to Cherry all my childhood.  It was traumatizing.  

 

As I read these memories I am delighted to see so many recognizing the positive influence of Gus and Mary Sliva.  I have quote Gus a thousand times when he told us that if we were going to make a mistake, make it loud enough that he could hear it.  I also remember him telling a word play story about the Foo Bird and the punch line was “If the Foo shits, wear it.”  I was so shocked that he said that word.  You think anyone would think anything of it today?  Donna Sterchi Goss mentioned the Salem/Olney band exchange concerts.  Wow, I had completely forgotten about them and they were soooo cool.  I also remember going to St. Louis to give a concert and we got to go on “The Admiral”, a paddlewheel boat on the Mississippi River and of course, all the marching band competitions.  But what I really remember is that we did all that practice after school and on week-ends and did it gladly because Gus and Mary made us want to be the best.  I know I had many great teachers but Slivas were the tops.
 
At the beginning of our senior year we started a campaign to get Tom Fahrenbacher elected class president.  We got some tan butcher shop paper and made a very long poster which said “Fehrenbacher for President” in big block letters then some of the guys climbed up on the roof on the high school and taped it up across the front of the building.  It was about the same color as the building and Mr. Goedke was almost hysterical at first cause he thought we had painted it right on the school.  Or at least we liked to thing that was his reaction.  
 
Wow.  The root beer stand shaped like a giant root beer barrel.  I remember it was a big deal until the Dog n Suds opened.  And “dragging Main”!  I now live in Rhinelander WI and here when my husband was a teen-ager they said they were going to “cut the gut”.  I like “dragging Main” a lot better.   Back and forth all evening on $2.00 of gas.  And everyone chipped in.  I had a 55 Chevy, Robin Lockwood had a Studebaker and George Conour had a Nash with a fold down back seat that we used to get into the drive in for free by hiding in the trunk.
 
Jim Dale, you mentioned working at Schmalhausen's  Drug Store from 1936-40.  That is where my parents met at about that time.  They were married in 1941.  My dad moved from Tulsa, OK to work for Pure Oil and my mother was a native of Olney.  
 Olney, Illinois – what a wonderful place to grow up.

 

Anne Kribbs Meyer

Class of 1961
Anne@PrinterPartSmart.com
Ed Doolin

roydoolin@hotmail.com

I have been enjoying reading the e-mail Olney memories. My older brother 
Marv has been forwarding them to me since the beginning. I read his entry 
some time ago. My family lived in Olney for 10 years. Our address was 221 S. 
Lincoln until the end of my Junior year in 1963.
We were blessed to live in a neighborhood with lots of kids. My younger 
brother, Dan, and I spent lots of time with Junior Shuck. Other kids, in the 
neighborhood, close to my age were: Ronnie Hornback, Butch Stilwell, John 
Potteroff, another John (whose parents had a drug store downtown), and lots 
of kids older and younger than I was, along with several girls.
Some of my adult heroes were Don Bare, Red Wingert, Bob and Lawrence 
Kessler, Mr. Holtz, and Mr. G. Vern Petty.
When we left Olney, Lawrence Kessler was building an excellent reputation as 
a car painter and body man. He had a really neat Hondurous Maroon 32 Ford 
pickup with a Bulck V8. Don Morgan had a 40 Ford pickup with an Olds V8 that 
came out of Jim Black’s 39 Ford coupe. Lawrence painted Don’s pickup 
Hondurous Maroon and they both took their pickups over to Lawrenceville and 
got The Boger to pinstripe them.
    Somebody recently mentioned  Webbers Lake. It was near the corner of a huge 
tract of woods that stretched over hundreds of acres to the south and east 
of it. My old buddy, John Bowlby, who lived across the road from Webbers 
Lake, and I spent many hours playing in that woods. I think that I was only 
in second or third grade when I started riding my bike over to John’s house 
and playing in the woods all day on Saturdays and some week days in the 
summer. It was at least 3 miles from our house to John’s house. We caught 
little fish in the lake, walked for miles in the woods, dug holes, made 
shelters, and made platforms on big tree branches. The Route 50 bypass 
appears to run right through that area now. Apparently, Webber’s Lake was 
filled in.
In High School, I mostly hung out with Jim Black, Alan Seeley, and Dave 
Anderson. I delivered the Olney Daily Mail, worked for Nix Bros., Kroger, 
Dairy Queen and Winters’ Standard gas station.


    Marv and I went to WVLN and sang, starting when I was in about the third 
grade. Our first song was “I Believe The True Report?” Several people 
mentioned kids singing on the radio. I sure did enjoy singing with my 
brothers, Marv and Dan, way back when. They were the real talent, they had 
to let me sing “lead” because I could not figure out the harmony. Also, my 
musical timing is lousy. It was an honor to sing with them through my high 
school years.

Ed Doolin

Class of 1964

==========================================================
Mary Neunlist McGlothin

sissybugs@msn.com
I was in Olney for my Mother's (the Ferguson's) family reunion when I was awakened around 2:30 at the motel on Father's Day morning, June 15, 2003 with a sense of urgency and my mind fairly bursting with

memory after memory of my wonderful, almost magical childhood in Olney, Illinois.

The first thing that came to my mind was my first job which was at the Arcadia Theater (which has just recently been reopened). I was sixteen years old and worked in the concession stand selling candy, cokes and popcorn. We could see from the mirror the rest of the kids cruising Main on a Sunday afternoon. They went back and forth from the Dog and Suds and Jerry Jones Drive-in. Can remember especially eating Pizza Burgers at the Dog and Suds. A trip from one place to the other was worth about 50 cents from anyone who was lucky enough to have gas money but no car.

Can remember eating at Mike's once a month when Mother allowed me to eat there rather than the cafeteria when in Jr. High. It consisted of a hamburger (25cents) a cola (5 cents) and 7 cents for a cream horn at Kora Kora bakery.

Another memory is of the unveiling of the new cars every Sept. The dealers would always black out their windows beforehand and the air fairly crackled with suspense for there was major body changes every

couple of years. The absolutely most exciting and beautiful car to me was the Oldsmobile Starfire. I always wanted a 57 T -Bird like Annette Funicello and 46 years later I got my wish. My husband won a

2003 Retro 57 T -Bird at the Pjpeline convention with the winning  ticket. Nice present at 60 years of age.

Olney always had parades at the drop of a hat or handkerchief or drawers!! My friend Nancy and I would spend afternoons decorating our bicycles to enter the parade and contest. Olney being close to St. Louis, the Budweiser Clydesdales were always in our parades and it was years later that I realized they weren't in everybody's parades. At the end of the parades, there were treats provided by the Coca-cola company and Prairie Farms at the fair grounds where the parades always ended.  Living in a large prosperous farming area, we had the I!reatest county fairs. When I moved East, I assumed I would find the same, however, I soon learned that there was no comparison. Standing at the fairgrounds earlier today, looking out at the track and visualizing the barns of yesteryear and the famous lemonade stand at the end of the grandstand, I vividly remember watching my Daddy and Grandpa racing their horses.

My Daddy had a female jockey named Lillian Jenkins who moved from track to track living in a horse trailer. She may have been the first female jockey around.

One year at the fair. We saw this very handsome man and a beautiful red horse. I remember he was in his bathing suit washing his horse and my Mother said " My goodness, where did @ come from?" He was one of the show attractions for the fair. He had a small boy touring with him. This man was Red Ryder and the small lad was "Little Beaver" THE Robert (Baretta) Blake. I was in the Thespian Club at school and went to see "South Pacific" on the wide screen in a theater in St. Louis. We sang the songs from the movie all the way back to Olney. One day my mother gets a call from Drew's TV and Appliance store, telling her sound track for "South Pacific" was in. She said "Excuse me?" being totally unaware that I  had ordered it. To this day, I know the words to every song on that track. My family thought they had another Ethel Merman (although somewhat shorter) on their hands.

Drew's TV and Appliance  figures in another memory of mine. Once Daddy ordered "Sixteen Tons" by Tennessee Ernie Ford and had to be put on the waiting list because it was such a big seller. I later used that

song to go with a puppet I sculpted in school. Daddy was my best audience- in fact- my only one.

It was at that time my parents bought a Philco blonde Hi-Fi radio and record player. It had an automatic changer-Wow!! We thought we had died and gone to heaven. I used to listen to favorite radio shows on the

Philco- Sunday evenings- Jack Benny, during weekdays- Johnny Dollar, Great Gildersleeve, Inner

Sanctum, etc. I am sure some of you can remember others.

Our family didn't have a TV till I was in high school. My Aunt Frances had a TV and we would go over on important occasions like the Academy awards night and the night that Ed Sullivan had the magnificent ELVIS on and they only shot him from the waist up as the gyrations of his lower body were considered too risqué for our tender eyes to see. When I was in high school, I rode home every afternoon with Bonnie and Bill Leister to their home to watch another classic~"American Bandstand". Their mother always had cold Coca-colas in the refrigerator. What a treat-SO GOOD. Then I walked the few blocks home.

We had several celebrities come to our town. I remember when my Daddy took my brother and me to the high school gym to see the "Harlem Globetrotters". That was when "Meadowlark" Lemon and "Goose" Tatum were playing for them. You sports buffs correct me if I'm wrong about the players.

I have always been "into" whatever to the max. I can remember buying "Hit Parade" magazine so that I could sing all the songs. I even took it to bed with me and sang in bed. I alarmed the household one night

by sitting up in bed in the middle of the night belting out a song. My Mother said to my Dad the next day "Russell, I don't know WHAT we are going to do with her."

After reading over this, I realized that I had been blessed beyond imagining by being born into a family who loved me and allowed me all these experiences and many more and not only allowed it but entered into my pleasure in these things also.

Mary Neunlist  McGlothin

Class of 1960

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

Jim Dale--Class of 1940


   Hired Girls-In the 1920's-30's older women who worked as domestic
help were called housekeepers, whereas younger women who did such work
were usually called  "hired girls." This latter designation was used for
young women or girls who hired out for room and board and a small amount
of pay for their work. When girls graduated from high school in most
small towns and rural areas in those days, there were few or no jobs
available for them. If there were quite a few daughters in a rural
family, only one would be needed at home to help with the housekeeping
and other chores. The others would often try to get jobs as hired girls
in town. Women in town who worked quite often employed hired girls to
help them with their housework. My mother worked full time in a women's
ready-to-wear store as a saleslady, thus she needed assistance in
cooking and other household chores and for many years we had hired
girls. I think over time we even had three girls from the same family.
One girl would work for a year or two, then her next younger sister
would work a while, etc. The girls got their room and board and about
three dollars pay per week. This was not much but was better than the
nothing they would get at home, and it was enough for them to buy their
essentials and perhaps a few clothes. Some of this was during the
depression period and prices were extremely low for most everything. 
   Some of the girls were pretty good cooks. If they did not know how to
cook, my mother would teach them, or at least show them how she wanted
them to cook. If there were no child care duties involved, the girls did
not have to work especially hard unless their employer made up busy-work
to keep them occupied all the time. In addition to being their employer,
my mother and probably most women, treated each of them like a daughter
and tried to teach them things they thought they should know. On
Saturday night they could have dates, and I think they had to be in at
midnight. Each household set their own rules. Sometimes they went home
on weekends. After from one to three years these girls would usually get
married to a boyfriend who had found a permanent job or perhaps managed
to start farming for himself or with his parents. A few of the girls
later went into nurses training at the hospital and ended up with good
careers. Although the term "hired girls" sounded a little demeaning, it
was not and they were respected and appreciated just like other workers.
I think all of the girls that worked for us truly appreciated their
association with my mother because in later years they would regularly
come by our house for a visit and keep my mother informed about their
children, families, etc. I was recently reminded of their true loyalty
when I was thumbing through a registration book filled out in 1977 when
my mother and step-father celebrated their 25th wedding anniversary at
Murphysboro, IL. On a page that listed people who could not attend but
sent gifts or cards, there were two cards from women in Olney who had
been hired girls for us some forty years previously. One had worked for
us 47 years earlier as evidenced by the fact that in recently looking at
the 1930 Olney census she was shown as a member of our household and was
listed as a housekeeper.    

   General Frank Schilt Again-In a previous Memories I had an item about
Marine Corps aviator Frank Schilt and the fact that he was a
Congressional Medal of Honor winner. In recently going through some
pictures that I have collected, I found a snapshot that showed three
Olney men. They were Frank Schilt, Zean Gassmann, Sr., and Ed Sebree. I
probably got the picture from Zean (Bub) Gassmann, Jr., or possibly from
his sister Liffett. General Schilt was the previously mentioned Medal of
Honor winner. Zean Gassmann was a prominent Olney insurance man and at
one time the Illinois Commissioner of Foods and Dairies. Mr. Gassmann
was an officer in the U.S. Navy in WWI. Ed Sebree was a prominent U.S.
Army General in the Pacific during WWII. I feel sure they were
photographed together because they  each married a Weber sister. Zean
Gassmann married Gertrude Weber, and according to Who's Who, Frank
Schilt married Elizabeth Weber, and Ed Sebree married Pauline Barbara
Weber. 
   Seeing the photograph prompted me to see what I could find out about
General  Schilt on the internet. The first reference shown below gives a
good overall description of his life and career and describes his
winning the Congressional Medal of Honor. The second reference includes
some of the same material, but also contains some nice photographs. I
believe that most everyone would enjoy reading these two accounts
because they describe a true American hero and an aviation pioneer.
   The sites are:
   www.mca-marines.org/Leatherneck/schiltarch.htm
   www.arlingtoncemetery.com/cfschilt.htm
   
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------=========================================================
