                 Olney Memories # 26
HI Everyone and here is # 26 that I promised would be sending shortly.  I personally want to thank everyone for your enthusiasm 

and your interest in the Olney Memories,  because YOU are what makes the Olney Memories a success.  

May you all have a Happy Thanksgiving and may we all remember 

to be thankful for all our blessings.      

Ann Weesner King

Class of 1960  
=================================================
                                Olney Memories # 26
Dale Summers

djsumm@tnni.net
Dear Ann,
 

Thank you for sending me copies of Olney Memories 18 thru 24. So many
memories were recalled. In one I remember someone writing about the old
bowling alley on Whittle Avenue near the shoe factory. I used to set pins as
a boy, and it got pretty hectic at times, especially on 'League Nights'. The
alleys were owned by 'Doc' Seibel who was quite a good bowler himself. (He
had a hook on the ball that I loved to watch.)
 

In what I've read so far never have I seen a reference to Olney's 'Rite of
Summer', namely, the annual May Day Parade. The participants were the
teachers and students of all the local schools. I don't remember where the
parade started, but as a student at St. Joseph's we were integrated into the
parade at the corner of Main (then US 50) and Elliot. The public schools, 
being larger than us were preceded by a banner proclaiming the school name with divisional banners giving each class group by grade. We marched in two groups, grades 1 thru 4 and 5 thru 8. Going on down Main toward the center of town we picked up Silver Street School and OTHS.
 

The streets were lined with parade watchers, mostly the parents of the 
students. We then proceeded to Lafayette and to the fairgrounds. Once
there each child was given a bag of 'goodies' consisting of a box of Cracker
Jacks (which cost a nickel a box in those days), an orange, and several pieces of candy; the only one I can recall is a package of candy wafers called 'Necco' (?) wafers.
 

Well, that took care of most of the students up to grade six and practically all of the girls. But then the fun began. It was out to Route 130 and hitchhiking to the 'Res' for our first swim of the year. Needless to say, I felt a little guilty about going to the 'Res' since I was required to wear my Sunday whites to the parade and I was supposed to change to everyday wear otherwise. (As I said 'I felt a little guilty' but not too much so.)
 

Ooooh !  Was that water ever cold. But we jumped in, mostly because we didn't want to be labeled 'chicken'. Of course, most of the 'tougher' guys went down to the west end of the lake to have it all to themselves. I can even remember one year when there was an ice skim on the lake. (We didn't stay in too long that year.)
 

Do they still have the May Day Parade there in Olney?  I certainly hope so, for we are encouraging our youngsters to grow up too soon. And 'May Days' such as we experienced make life a pleasure to live and to remember.
 

Thank you again for the OM's. 
 

Sincerely,
 

Dale Summers

Class of  ‘47

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
 

 

Dell Mitchell Jacobs

njacobs@pacifier.com
What a fascinating article on the Olney Sanitarium, Anne!  I remember little snippets of this from information my mother had.  And I knew quite a few of the third generation Webers, since we lived on the same street.

There was quite a scandal when one of the doctors who had been at the clinic for a few years turned out not to have a medical degree. Does anybody know anything about this?  I don't remember his name, and not sure of the year, but it would have been after 1954, and before 1958. He was my mother's doctor, and she always felt he saved her life when she had a miscarriage and nearly bled to death before we got her to the sanitarium.  Her veins were so flat, they almost could not perform a transfusion.  But this doctor stayed with her until she was out of danger, several days later.  She always swore they must be wrong about him, and was sure she wouldn't be alive if it weren't for him.

Delle Jacobs 
(would have been Class of '60 if I hadn't moved to Oklahoma)
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Nellile Lou Elliott Peters

auntnell@egix.net,

My name is Nellie Lou Elliott Peters and I was graduated in 1946.  (Bill VonAlmen was a year ahead and Jim Welker was in the class.)  I have just spent the weekend in Olney as a guest of Mary Nell Fessel Nix and had a great time.  I will write more later, but I wanted Bill to know I well remember VonDale and his mother, Ann, as well as his brother, Rube.  And I also remember Jim Welker who was goint to Cherry Street School when I moved to Olney in fifth grade.  I would be glad to hear from any of my classmates or anyone interested in my memories of Olney.  I will write more
later when I have "recuperated" from my fun weekend.  Nellie Lou Peters        
 

P.S. I am now living in Champaign, Illinois and enjoying things the university offers.

Nellie Lou Elliott Peters

Class of ‘46

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Frances Kurtz Miller
fjm313@shawneelink.net
Ann I will introduce myself:  Frances Kurtz Miller OTHS class of '44.  I surely did appreciate the Memories #24.  Sally had told me about them sometime ago.  I think most of the correspondents were younger than I but it was still fun and is a good thing.  It's a nice thing you are doing.
    My highschool years were during the war and of course the oil business was still pretty busy here then.  I was a country girl and lived on the highway east of town and watched many strings of army trucks carrying troops across the country.  And there were a lot of George Field guys that came to Olney or stopped at Vondale.  Keep up the good work.  Thanks again,

Fran Miller

Class of ‘44

=======================================================
Sue Maas Wyatt
wyatt@txcyber.com
          Ann, I do remember some of the things that people have talked
about but some of my memories of Olney are not pleasant ones.  I too have enjoyed reading about what everyone remembers.
          Before Olney had paved roads, it seemed like every fall about the time that school started they oiled the roads.  I was always in trouble because I could not stay out of the oil.  Somehow one always got into it on the way to and from school.
          How many times did the Sunshine Laundry burn?  It was owned by Jesse Harms.  From my upstairs bedroom it always looked like all of downtown Olney was on fire.  Does anyone remember Hurn Lumber Yard burning?  It burned more than once too.  And do any of you remember the morning when VanMatre & Pauley's burned.  It was where Hovey's is now I think.  It was 25 below zero that morning and we wanted the folks to take us to school but no such luck.  I remember the firemen with icicles hanging on their helmets and ice everywhere.
          I remember chickens around the ole Sanitarium.  Even walking in and out of the building.  The nurses with their white stiff dresses and white hats.  Didn't find out until I was grown that people paid their bills with chickens, eggs, produce of all kinds when they didn't have any money and that is how they fed the patients in the hospital.  The Lord works in mysterious ways, doesn't He?
          I remember picking some beautiful tulips one Spring and bringing them home to my Mother and she was not a bit pleased.  I had picked them in someone else's yard and she made me take them back and tell them I was sorry.  It was where Mary Estelle Myers lived with her parents.  To this day I don't care much for tulips.
          I remember Maas Market from the inside.  We peeled potatoes by the zillion from the time we were old enough to sit on a stool and hold a paring knife.  The potatoes were always so hot and it seemed like it was 120 degrees in the ole kitchen.  We would tell dad we were hot and needed a break (we really wanted to go in the walk-in cooler) and he would give us another salt tablet, a drink and tell us to keep peeling.  When I was grown I asked my dad for the recipe for mayonnaise.  He gave it to me but it was to make 5 gallon.  He finally broke it down for me.  Now I make it a quart at a time.  A whole pie sold for 50 cents and the big ones for 60 cents.  Now you buy one slice for about $2.50.  How things have changed.  I remember
people calling in the middle of the night and wanting sugar for their crying babies.  This was during the war.  Dad would always get up and go to the store and get it for them.  Gene says he was buying black market sugar.  I remember he always had it.  Sugar was one of the things rationed.  Any of you remember the ration stamps?  I remember the purple stars that used to hang in peoples windows.  And mock air raids when you had to turn out all the lights.  All the old ladies knitted or crocheted socks, mittens, and scarves for the guys away.  Someone mentioned how the windows down town were painted at Halloween.  I remember my Dad painting the sales of the week on the windows with white wash.  He had beautiful printing for a guy and he was left handed.
          I remember Father Honeywinkle swimming the length of the Res and back.  His bald head looked like a big cork just bouncing along.  Didn't know at the time why he would do that but I admired his faithfulness.
          Now we dial 10 digit phone numbers.  Remember when we told the operator who we wanted to talk to and maybe she would tell us they weren't home.  Then I remember 2 digit phone numbers or just the rings if you were on a party line.
          Does anyone remember oleo when it first came on the market?  It was so much fun to squeeze the yellow tablet into the white stuff until it was all mixed together.  Can you believe we ate that stuff?
          Keep up the good work Ann.  We love ya!


Sue Wyatt
Class of '55

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

Cheryl McShane Greene

Dcgreene@aol.com, 


Hello,
 

I finally have an Olney Memory to Add.  I'm still a young'in, at least for a while longer.  Yes, a young 30 years old. 
 

I moved to Olney in 1988, when I was 13 years old.  Moving from a city of over a million people (Phoenix, AZ) was quite a culture shock.  Not to mention, a drastic change in weather.  I never had my eyeballs actually freeze inside my head like that before moving to Illinois.
 

Fortunately, I had a few saving graces.  My step father, Les McKinney, grew up in the area and was determined to make me enjoy my youth.  What can I say?  He succeeded.  He was, as still is, proud of the town and the area he grew up in, and I soon began to warm up to it very quickly.  I also couldn't have done it without the help of some special friends, the Bemount's, the Slater's, the McCall's, the Miller's, and the Raymond's.  
 

I figured, the best way to adapt was just to dive in and immerse myself.  During my stay, I changed from city slicker to mid-west, and thankful for it too.  Les bought me some bib-overalls, I helped the Wisner's pack some fresh meat, milked a cow, drove a tractor, bought more blue jeans, cruised Maine St., fed some white squirrels, tee-peed some houses, participated in numerous fall festivals,... saw Olney's local shops struggle for survival as I worked at the monstrous Wal-mart (not proud of that fact).  Ate at the famous "Mike's Ice Cream."  I even was in a "demolition" at the County fair. 
 

We once toilet papered the Raymond's house, a friend of mine, and her father was the editor of the Daily Mail.  We used over 100 rolls.  It looked like the Tundra of the North Pole by the time we were done.  His coworkers were kind enough to put it on the front page.  You know what means the most though?
 

I was safe in my High School.  I was safe to sleep with the windows open at night, doors unlocked.  I know what a persimmon is, and rhubarb pie.  I have seen the beauty of the fall when the leaves turn (as cactus needles don't do that).  I've seen a town where people know generations of the same family.  A town that pulls together during good times and hard.  Ruritan feeds ... helping a family by pulling together, just because it's the right thing to do and you care.  I appreciate the American Farmer.  I lived in a town that wasn't afraid to use the word, "GOD" in any setting.  Yes, we could talk about God!  It was a place where proud Americans grew up in Fords and Chevy's, remembering America's past and struggles and most of all, Pearl Harbor.  People were not afraid to do and say the right things, and morality wasn't a bad word.  You weren't accused of being "intolerant" for having morals and values and holding your neighbor accountable to those.  
 

So I graduated ERHS in 1992.  I went to OCC for 2 years. I actually had to go out and count white squirrels in a class of mine.  I graduated Eastern Illinois University in 1996.  I moved to Phoenix again in 1998.  But let me tell you, especially during the fall and around Thanksgiving, I miss you, Olney and Parkersburg, and your families... especially mine.  I miss weenie roasts and not having fences in the backyard.  I miss Turkey with my family, smelling burring leaves, and the Olney Christmas lights in the park... complete with lighted white squirrels.  I miss a town that had pride in itself.  I miss going places and seeing faces I know wherever I go.
 

So, here in the Phoenix area, things are not the same.  I drive a Toyota.  I have to be careful not to have "offensive views" and not to be "intolerant."  I rise to see a thick line of air pollution blanketing the sky.  Crime is so frequent, it rarely makes the news... even when someone dies.  I fight traffic bumper to bumper to and from work, avoid giving the finger for fear of road-rage, and drive into my garage and close the door.  I have to drive 2 1/2 hours to see fall leaves that turn.  My yard is full of low-water plants and rock.  I have to PAY to water my small patch of grass.  The homes all look the same, and they are barely built well enough to survive 35 mile winds.  I pay home owner association fees, so people can tell me how my house should look and where to park my car.  I know one of my neighbors across the block wall.  I have no clue who the others are.  I have a security system in my home, that stays armed even when I am here.  It's not all bad, but it is much more stressful than the atmosphere of Olney and P'Burg.
 

Last year, before I got married, the girls, my best friends in high school, flew me back to Olney for a bridal shower.  Going to Walmart to pick up a few things was a reunion.  It took me a wonderful hour and a half to get out, because I got to talk to so many people.  I went to the small shops down Maine and looked at wedding gowns, happy to see the surviving shops and new ones too!  The leaves were so bright with color last fall.  I had so much fun!  I felt as if I never left, that's how comfortable my visit was.  We even went toilet papering again at the Miller residence.  Ha ha!   
 

Olney.  You can go back there and see some change, but the overall feeling is still there, no matter what your age.  

Cheryl McShane Greene

Class of ‘92

===========================================
Taddy Miller Swinson

gswinson@flci.net
We have really enjoyed reading "Olney Memories" so I will add my bit, although I don’t think I can top my cousin Ibby Sebree Brennan! I grew up on East Main Street and had three brothers, Wid, Gib and Jim. We had a great neighborhood. The Brauers lived across the streeet as did the Landenbergers. The Schmalhausens’ lived next to us and later, the Floyd King family. Around the corner were the Dales’ and in the next block the Bartheleme girls, LaVerne, Joan and Georgia and behind them was Rosemary Greesen. We all went to St. Joseph Catholic School, and usually walked together to school. On the way, we would pick up the Hahn girls. The Summer’s boys lived in that block also. Our school was a big two story building with four class rooms with two grades in each room. We had Nuns who came out from Ruma, Illinois. They lived in back part of the building. 

My Mother was Helen Weber Miller, the second daughter of Dr. George Weber. At one time I think there were ten of his children and their families living in Olney!! --so I had "Cousins by the Dozens". My mother worked at the Weber Clinic, so the Sanitarium was a big part of our life.

When I was in High School, we had mover out East of town and my Dad had the Shell Station just west of the High School. I remember the bakery next to the station, Pauley’s grocery store and the great Litz Hotel with it’s lobby and beautiful dining room. We had a Penny’s store and of course, the Arcadia Theatre. There was also the Elks’ Theatre and always a Saturday Matinee, which cost a dime, but first, you had to stop at Leingangs’ to get your "penny" candy. 

My Dad played in the Cummins Band and we always went to the band concert in the park and who could forget the May Day Parades!! We had some great basketball teams and it was fun to go to Robb’s after the game, because they had a dance floor in the back and all of the kids went there. Bower’s Drug Store was another good place and I often met my Dad there for a chocolate soda. Alcorn’s Diner was next door and we often went there for a hamburger which you could get for 5 or 10 cents!!1 Abegglen’s had a big furniture store and there was Kent’s Barber shop--owned by Loren Kent. At one time my Dad and his brother Ernie had the Miller Brothers Garage on Whittle Ave--so Marilyn, Frank and Lynn are my cousins too. It was a great place to live and I have a lot of fond memories of Olney. 

Taddy (Miller) Swinson
Class of  ‘39

Mary Ann Neeley Young

Gr8tTeachR@aol.com
I believe Mr. Hatch did indeed have a son.  His daughter in law, Zeta taught Extra Language Arts at the Junior High when I was there in the mid-60's.  

 

How many people had their piano tuned by Lyle Brown?  Lyle and Elizabeth were both musicians.  They had a huge collection of Victrolas.  They had a piano and organ at their house on Sycamore Street and it was such a treat for me to go there and listen to them play.  Elizabeth taught elementary music and piano both.  She was not my piano teacher, however.  

 

I began my piano lessons with Mrs. Smithberger, whose husband worked in the oil field with my Dad.  I was only 4 years old at the time.  I couldn't read anything, so music was the first thing I learned to read.  I know it helped me with my reading and math, and to this day, music literacy is a trademark of what I am known for.  Danee Newton took lessons just after me and I loved for my Mom to be late so I could listen to her play.  

 

When she moved to Mt. Vernon, IL, I took lessons with Marie Lathrop the rest of my Olney education.  When I got to Marie, she learned that I wasn't really reading as well as I should have been and it was like starting all over again.  I still remember those lessons too.  

 

Olney used to be such a wonderful musical community.  I wish the level we all grew up with and enjoyed was still there.  Unfortunately, its not even close now!  But music education in general has been beaten up so much we need to be thankful it survived at al.

 

Mary Ann Neely Young, aka Ms. Music Teacher, Mary Music Teacher, and other oddities

Class of 1970

Kathryn Haenggi Robinett

kathrynrobinett@webtv.net

   For the sake of record and mental catharsis,  I did closely witness an
incident with Mr. Hatch and a couple badly behaved students.  We were in Jr. Hi Language Arts class (1956 or so) when Mr. Hatch interrupted our lesson by bringing in a couple boys who'd left multiple spit balls on the floor the previous hour.  They were directed to pick them up, and I suppose they were moving too slowly.  Mr. Hatch was urging them, and suddenly his fists became hammers on their bent-over backs.  When blood started to come from the mouth/nose of one of the boys, Mrs. Richardson (a personal favorite) called in alarm, "Mr. Hatch! Mr. Hatch!", and he quickly removed the boys from the room; the academic lesson resumed, but my mind was elsewhere and I will remember that incident for a life-time.


I’m a school nurse in a middle school, so I know how frustrating the
badly behaved can become.  Hopefully, Mr. Hatch was able to moderate his responses as he gathered experience and perspective in the very stressful position of school principal to adolescents.  Nowadays behavior problems persist, and we often must rely on policemen to help deal with the more serious offenses. Spit balls (though nasty) are too mild of an expression for most disruptive students to consider.

 Kathryn Haenggi Robinett, 

 Class of 1961

Pete  Peterson

depete@hotmail.com
I especially enjoyed the last O.M. as it had several from classmates and those years close to mine. Plus I always enjoy Jim Dale! 

   As a five year old I met the lovely friendly teachers (Mr & Mrs Hatch) at Cherry School. They were so involved with activities like running and playing ball. I went to Central 2-6 then saw Mr. Hatch in 7th & 8th again. From my personal experience what you saw was not always what you got. He treated those who had learning disabilities and were passed over for promotion to a higher grade differently!!! This sometimes made them problem children. I was the youngest in my class and was bullied by some (3-4 years older) than me. I never felt he treated them fairly as I was helping one with his school work in the bleachers overlooking the Gym. He lifted this problem child (hoodlum) by the Hair onto his feet and bruised his arms shaking him. I took a very active part in my children's schooling from this lesson making sure that the teachers knew mine were there to learn and the discipline came from the home.  The school's never had special classes for the challenged children as they do now.  He would have to do differently today.
  Goose Nibble Way was one of the names for Angling Way or road, as I do not remember a street sign. The big house at the end was Haunted.
  My uncle once won best(Halloween) decoration as a young man and was very disappointed with 2nd or 3rd.$25.00 which was a lot of money in the Fifties. We liked the Parade and always Marched for the Candy at the end, win or loose.
  For all who send to memories, thanks. The Sweetest gal in Houston???
 ANN of course a Special Thanks.

 Pete 

Class of ‘58

Bud Varner

covarner@earthlink.net
I have been receiving these memories via my sister, who still lives in Olney.  After reading the William Hatch comments, I wanted to add my two cents.

I never saw him raise a hand to anyone, although I will admit he used to get the paddles out and place them on the stage of the old Junior High study hall to scare us.  I was never sent to "special study hall" unless I deserved it.  He was never corporal, only firm.  One time, I could hear him laughing in his office after Omar Robinson tossed me out of Math class. I enjoy reading the memories of all and prefer to keep mine positive.  Life's too short as it is.  We were all young then and prone to doing things we did not want our children doing!  Plus, I admit that as I grow older I may have developed a little CRS.  I laugh to myself when I remember rolling marbles across the study hall's wooden floor, Ms French in Jr. High School & Ms Richardson's English Literature classes, tossing pennies in the High School Auditorium when Frank Godeke would turn his back, Bert Debarr's chemistry classes and his Tiger football broadcasts on WVLN, Edmund Snively's American Problems, Marshall Mike Provines prowling the halls, Leo Sliva's love of musical, playing baseball for Bill Millspaugh, and a host of other wonderful people, teachers and friends. 

 

Thanks for the memories,

  

Bud Varner

Class of 66      

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

   

