HI everyone and hope you are having a nice fall season where ever you might be.  It's time for Olney Memories # 34, lots of good reading and good memories await your reading, just like all the other issues.  And I do want to thank you for sending me your corrected e-mail addresses.  

Ann Weesner King

Pianoann97@aol.com 

Class of 1960             
                              Olney Memories # 34
                                 October 30, 2004

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------
Wilma Cutshall Little

wc-little@juno.com
I remember my father, Eugene Cutshall, telling me that  the Whittle Ave. name came about because the men would sit on benches and whittle on a piece of wood while the women were shopping.  I also remember a story about someone using their knife on a bench so much that it collapsed. True?? I don't know

Growing up on a farm, my memories are of long, hot bus rides from school, getting up at dawn to milk the cows (I was so glad when we got a milking machine!),  and lots of canning and freezing of the crops we grew.    As a very young girl making mud pies and decorating them with flowers (weeds-I'm sure), homemade ice cream, going to Moose Hall on Sat. night to dance, 4-H Clubs,  parents playing pinochle with the neighbors (especially during the winter) and house dances when neighbors and friends from several miles around took turns having dances at there homes.
Wilma Cutshall Little

Class of  ‘58

Jim Dale

jdale@uark.edu
Mushball and Pushball

   Crazy titles but the names of two games that boys used to play in gym at the old Central School when I was in the 7th and 8th grade back in 1935 and 1936. Actually mushball was just indoor softball but the ball we used was so soft that you could not knock it very far. As I remember it was quite a bit bigger than a regular softball and it was so soft that you could squish it in on the sides and pitch and spin it vertically almost like a plate. Unless you hit it exactly square it would make a short pop up fly or barely dribble past second base. A hit rarely went the length of the gym. Since it was so soft no gloves were needed. It was so much fun because of the challenge in trying to hit the ball any distance at all. I might mention that Mr. Wright was the basketball coach and he also taught the gym class. He was pretty strict but he was fair and well liked.

   Pushball was considerably different than most ball games, or actually any other games. It was played with a large ball that was so big that most kids could not get their arms around it. As I recall it was filled with air and had some softness to it. We were divided into two teams and the idea was for each team to get the ball to the other end of the gym past their opponent. There did not seem to be any rules, except I am sure that no biting or kicking were allowed. Sometimes the players would just push the ball as a group while the other team tried to push them back. Sometimes you would try to get the ball in the air and pass it over the other team. In general it was just a mass of boys all entangled trying to move the ball. It somewhat resembled a scrum in rugby. There was a boy in our class named Eugene Christian. He was larger than most of us and was about the only one that could get his arms around the ball. Everyone wanted him on their side because they would have him hold the ball and then the other members of his team would get behind him and push him and the ball forward. The tactic often worked unless the opposing team had some strong players that could push back. Although it was a little rough, the game was really a lot of fun. When I think of pushball I always think of Eugene Christian because he was really a nice guy. Since he was larger and I think also a little older than most of us, Eugene was allowed to join the CCC (Civilian Conservation Corps). It was during the depression and many young men joined the CCC to earn money to help their parents since many people were unemployed. Each CCC member was paid $30 per month and a separate $25 check was sent home to their family. Although it was not much, it helped many families survive those lean years. Unfortunately, we got word that after a while Eugene was killed in an accident while in camp. It saddened the whole school. In some respects it was as if he was killed in a war defending his family. 

Jim Dale—

Class of 1940

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

Tom Gallagher

GallagherTFSr@aol.com 

I remember how much it used to sting when I got hit playing “bombardment” in boy’s gym and how bad I was at basketball – it’s a wonder I ever got picked when we chose up sides.

I remember how much I hated algebra and how much I loved English.  I also remember how patient Mr. Shearer, my math teacher, was with me and how Mrs. Griffin often overlooked my terrible spelling to praise me for originality and creativity, qualities she prized highly.  I like to think that she helped cultivate those qualities in me but I still can’t spell worth a durn.

I remember the wonderful school musical productions Gus and Mary Sliva used to direct, how talented the kids were and how supportive the community was of those shows.  I also remember that back then, being a member of the band or one of the choral groups was almost as big a deal as being on the football or basketball team.

I remember the cinder track around the football field and how it felt through the paper thin soles of my sharp spiked track shoes as I attempted to run my lack luster 5:30 minute mile.  I also remember hearing a live broadcast sometime in early May 1954 on our next door neighbor’s international band radio of the amazing Roger Bannister of England as he became the first person to break the four-minute mile barrier during an Oxford track meet.  Bannister’s time was 3:59.4 and as I recall his record was broken a month later.  I was never able to break the 5:30 minute barrier.

I remember all the turkey we used to eat in the school cafeteria.

I remember when the leaves had fallen thick on the ground after a few good frosts, raking them into piles and burning them right there in our yard.  The pungent smell, as the smoke curled into the crisp air will forever define autumn for me.

I remember when “20th Century” implied modern or even futuristic as in “20th Century Fox” movies and “the 20th Century Limited” streamlined passenger train.  In my youth, if you saw someone dressed out of style or acting in a way that seemed old fashioned, you might criticize them by saying:  “Why don’t you get with it?  Don’t you know we’re living in the 20th century!”  Time marches on.

I remember hearing a new kind of music called “rock-n’-roll” the first summer I worked as a camp counselor – that was in 1954.  The camp director had a PA system that he used throughout the day for announcements.  Every morning Rock Around the Clock by Bill Haley and the Comets jarred us out of our sleep as it came blaring through a half dozen huge army surplus speakers, one of which was perched on a pole just outside my cabin.  Then as now, rock-n’-roll sounded best when played loud but it was never meant to be enjoyed at 6 o’clock in the morning.

I also remember having a “near death” experience my first summer as a camp counselor.  In point of fact, the first summer I worked at camp I was not really a “counselor” although I was allowed to use that prestigious title as sort of a fringe benefit.  What I actually did was work in the mess hall washing dishes, setting tables, peeling vegetables, cleaning pots, taking out the garbage and  doing anything else the head cook wanted done.  There were three of us “kitchen counselors” and while the work was hard, we did not feel put upon.  Life at camp, even in the kitchen, was good.  One morning, the mess hall was suddenly without running water.  The kitchen drew its water from a nearby deep well operated by an electric pump.  The pump supplied a water tower standing next to the mess hall.  Without getting too technical, the tower provided the pressure needed by the dish sterilizer and other equipment in the kitchen and a float inside the tank at the top of the tower turned the well pump on when the tank got low on water and off again when it was full.  When the water stopped flowing in the kitchen, someone checked the pump house and determined that the ground equipment was working OK.  It seemed most likely that the float in the tank at the top of the water tower was stuck.  I was elected to climb the tower, check the float and if it was stuck, try to fix it.  Although not afraid of heights, I was less than thrilled with the prospect of climbing a rickety old ladder to the top of a water tower some 40 feet tall.  But the kitchen had to have water, the head cook said go and so I went.  Things were fine until I got about half way up.  There I encountered a wasp nest and its defenders did not take kindly to my presence.  They attacked.  I retreated, with the wasps in hot pursuit.  They were stinging me and I was swatting them away with one hand while trying to hold on to the ladder  with the other.  As I struggled to make my way back down the ladder I almost fell but managed to regain my grip .  At the time, I felt like the victim of some maniacal killer insects in an Alfred Hitchcock movie.  Finally, I got down low enough that I could jump and run away for the tower.  Once on the ground, the wasps broke off their attack and I was left to tend my wounds.  While I was coming down the tower it seemed like I was stung dozens of times.  But, the camp nurse later found only six whelps.  Fortunately, I’ve never been very sensitive to bee or wasp stings and I had no serious reaction.  I can’t remember how the mess hall water problem got fixed, but I never went up that tower again.

I remember how swell things used to be when I was growing up in Olney.  I was swell, my friends were swell and all the fun things we did were swell too.  Looking back at the notes my classmates wrote in my high school yearbooks, the word “swell” appears 49 times.  For some reason I can’t remember having used the word very much myself.  Still, I almost certainly did.  In earlier days all those things that were so swell in the 50’s might instead have been hunky-dory, jake, wizard, great, jolly good, nifty or keen.  Later, we would have said they were terrific, neat, with it, like far out, groovy, hip, cool, fab, crazy, righteous, super, decent, bad or excellent.  I’m OK your OK.  These days, I don’t even pretend to know what the equivalent term would be.  But I do remember when everything was swell.

I remember when almost all the guys wore heavily starched and creased Levi jeans with button flies and cuffs rolled up high enough to show off your socks.  My mother achieved the desired razor sharp crease with the help of metal pants stretchers put in while the jeans were wet. To complete this ensemble, we wore shaggy dog shoes, white bucks with pink rubber soles or penny loafers, along with narrow belts.  Pink and black were the in colors and really cool guys turned their shirt and coat collars up in the back like James Dean. Matching argyle sweaters and socks with Bedford cord trousers were very fashionable for somewhat dressier occasions where a coat and tie would have been too formal.

I remember when girls often wore very full skirts, sometimes with crinolines and occasionally made of felt.  Skirts, both full and straight, were long enough to show only three or four inches of bare leg above thick, white roll-top socks.  Skirts were often topped off with sweaters or starched blouses over pointy bras.  Solid colored neck scarves and white, lace edged collars were also very fashionable accessories, especially with sweaters and girl’s belts were usually quite wide – clasp front elasticized belts were popular.  Girl’s shoes were less flamboyant than the boys and usually consisted of saddle oxfords, plain loafers or simple flats.  For more casual occasions, peddle pushers and toreador pants were also popular.  Girls who wore glasses favored filigreed cats eye frames.

I remember the large grain elevator near my house and the year crops were so good that when the harvest was in, wheat had to be piled on the sides of streets next to the elevator until it could be hauled off in railway cars and trucks.

I remember our junior high art teacher, Mr. David, how he fascinated the girls and how out of place he seemed in the Olney of that time.  He was a war veteran who, it was said, had gone to school on the GI Bill and spent time in Paris.  He seemed to be attracted to the “Beat Generation” life style and always wore the same black leather jacket, open collar shirt and somewhat baggy, rumpled trousers.  How he happened to come to Olney and where he went after only one year, I cannot say.  But he was a talented artist, a patient if somewhat detached teacher and he added an exotic spice to our learning experience with just a glimpse of another world somewhere out there beyond Richland County.

I remember Miss Atterberry being as pretty a teacher as a schoolboy could ever hope for and Miss Myers as just the opposite.

I remember realizing even back then that my high school years would probably be some of the best of my life and still I looked forward to leaving Olney and going on to new and exotic places and experiences.  Ah, the optimism of youth!

Yes, things were good for a kid like me growing up in small town America during the 1950’s.  You might even say it was a swell life.  There are so many wonderful times to remember about my old home town and they happened so long ago that it’s easy to forget Olney’s dark side.  But it was a real place with imperfections like any other and looking back I do remember that Olney had its dark side too.  Some men cheated on their wives and some women were unfaithful to their husbands.  There were messy divorces and there were closet alcoholics, including my father.  There was gossip and slander as only there can be in a small town where almost everyone knows everyone else.  Some couples longed for children they could not have and some had kids they didn’t want.  Fine young men went off to fight in the Korean War and some returned home in coffins or maimed for life.  There were a few thieves among us and once in a while people got into fights.  Arrests were made and people were put in jail. Life in Olney was not always good.

I remember the one family of “colored folks” (the polite term we used for black people then) living in Richland County, how they were tolerated only because the father was the best stone mason around.  And I now reflect on how lonely and isolated they must have felt.

I remember people being hurt or killed in tragic accidents, particularly on farms around Olney.  Operating farm equipment is inherently dangerous work.  Men were crushed when the tractor they were riding tipped over and others were killed or had an arm torn off by corn pickers.  My friend, Ted Crackel’s twin brother was run over and killed by a train passing through Olney when he was just a boy.  Ted was left an only child and he later told me that his mother and father had never been the same after the accident.    

I remember the year Olney had such a terrible drought that, in order to conserve water, kids were instructed to shower quickly after gym and to not bathe at home.  That fall, the town’s only water supply, fifty-year-old Lake Vernor (or simply “The Reservoir” as we called it then) almost went dry.  Three or four years later, Olney built Borah Lake to provide a more reliable source of water, but that year the old reservoir was all we had.  I recall that there were special rules about flushing the toilet too and of course, washing cars and watering lawns were prohibited.  To help ease the problem, teenaged boys were released from class for several days to work with crews laying temporary pipe and digging trenches to divert water from some nearby creeks into the town water supply.  Somehow we survived and the rains finally came as they always do.

I also remember that the drought brought the only real brush with danger I experienced during my time living in Olney.  The incident occurred while I was working with a crew of about five other boys my age.  We had been released from school for the day to help with the drought relief effort.  As I recall, we were out in a wooded area assembling aluminum tubes provided by the Army Corps of Engineers into a temporary; above ground pipeline that was being laid to divert water from a small stream into the old Olney reservoir.  As we were working, we heard an engine running.  It sounded fairly close by but we could not see its source, so we followed the noise through the woods.  What we saw both shocked us and made us angry.  A large tanker truck was parked on the banks of a stream and a man was pumping water from the stream into the tanker using a big rubber hose.  The noise that had caught our attention was coming from the engine running the pump.  The man was intent on his work and did not notice us as we crouched in the woods watching.  We knew that what he was doing was illegal and that pirating water in times of severe drought was a low down thing to do to your neighbors.  The man soon finished filling his tanker, turned off the pump and drove away on a trail through the woods.  When he was out of sight, we went over to investigate further.  He had left the pump and rubber hose where he had been working and from the ruts in the ground, it appeared that he had been there in the same spot several times already.  We decided to report his activities when we got back that evening.  In the mean time, we threw the pump and hose into the middle of the stream in an effort to disrupt his operation.  After that, we returned to our work nearby.  Sometime later, we heard the sound of a truck returning to the stream.  We had not expected the man to come back while we were still in the area and we were immediately worried about what he might do when he discovered that someone had tampered with his equipment. We were right to be concerned.  In a short time, we heard the sound of someone moving through the woods in our direction.  I guess he spotted us about the same time we saw him.  He was carrying what appeared to be a shotgun and he was moving rapidly toward us in a threatening way.  I don’t remember any one in our group saying a word; we just scattered and ran as fast as we could.  The man took chase but we were young and fear gave us added speed.  As I ran through the woods and out into an area covered with high standing grass, I kept expecting to feel buckshot peppering my back at any moment.  I had never been so scared!  After awhile it was obvious that the man was no longer giving chase.  We regrouped and headed back to report the incident.  As far as I know the man was never caught and we were never asked to go out on our own again.  That’s as scary as things got in Olney when I was living there.    

I remember the tornado that come through the southeast side of town taking out houses on both sides of East North Street for more than a block and severely damaging trees, power lines and many other homes and buildings in the area.  

I remember all of this and much more, even better now than I can remember what I did just last year.  I guess I’m growing old.

They say you can never go home again once you leave, but I’d like to try going back at least once to recapture some of those fond old memories.

Tom Gallagher

Class of ‘57

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

Ruth Reckling
RReckling
I remember when I was in high school during winter snow breaks and how thrilled we were whenever school closed down because of too much snow or ice. Some of the kids would make what we called donuts in the snow while driving and of course there were always angels to be made.  I also recall the first time I put on ice skates and went skating on the "res".  Every year,  without fail, some brave/foolish boy would drive his car out on the ice.  Exciting then but so foolish looking back.  However, now at this age I dread the snow and wonder where do Olneyites go to get away from it in winter or retire to it and avoid the cold forever.  I would like suggestions on best places to retire where it doesn’t snow or at least is unlikely to snow?  
Ruth Reckling

Class of ‘59

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

Jim Dale

jdale@uark.edu
Punch Boards

   Back in 1930-40, and perhaps earlier, there was a low-level of what
would probably be considered gambling, and it involved what were known as punch boards. These were made of fairly thick laminated cardboard and were about half the size of an 8 x 10 writing tablet. There were small indentations regularly spaced up and down and across the board. Each little indentation could be punched out with a wire-like device and each yielded a small pleat-folded piece of paper which when unfolded told you the value, if any, of the money you had won. You paid a certain amount for each punch, and as I recall some boards were a nickel a punch, and others might have cost a dime. I do not recall that any cost as much as a quarter. You might win a quarter, fifty cents, perhaps a dollar, but I am not sure whether any paid five dollars. Perhaps others readers can furnish this information. You can put a lot of holes in a fairly small area, thus the odds obviously favored the proprietor of the business that sold punches on the boards. You could find the boards in small cafes, probably taverns (I was too young to check this out), filling stations, etc. I do know that the Little Brick Inn on West Main Street had them because I punched some there. I did not buy many punches because it was still depression days and I preferred to spend my money on hamburgers and cokes. Although the punch boards were technically a form of gambling, the authorities did not seem concerned about banning them-probably because they were innocuous and only a small amount of money was involved. My fascination with the boards stemmed from the fact that I always wondered how they got those little folded pieces of paper
inside of the holes. 

Jim Dale

Class of 1940

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

Timothy Jones

Unclefrogs@aol.com

_____________________________________
Just in time for Halloween.  I have my web site running again, unfortunately still not fine tuned.  In case anyone wants to read it again, The Anglin' Road Chronicles first installment.  The Ghost Horse of the Anglin' Road., http://anglinroad.homestead.com/Halloween.html    Also the obscure historical marker background information at http://followthesun.homestead.com/ is back up.

Tomothy Jones

Class of ‘66

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

Tric & Brad Martin

rbbtfarm@wavecable.com
Hi Ann and fellow Olneans,
 

This came from a friend and thought you would enjoy it, should Ann deem it worthy.  

Memories

A little house with three bedrooms and one car on the street,
A mower that you had to push to make the grass look neat.
[image: image1]
In the kitchen on the wall we only had one phone, And no need for recording things, someone was always home.
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We only had a living room where we would congregate,
Unless it was at mealtime in the kitchen where we ate.
[image: image3]
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We had no need for family rooms or extra rooms to dine, When meeting as a family those two rooms would work out fine.

We only had one TV set, and channels maybe two, But 
always there was one of them with something worth the view.

For snacks we had potato chips that tasted like a chip,
And if you wanted flavor there was Lipton's onion dip.
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Store-bought snacks were rare because my mother liked to cook, And nothing can compare to snacks in Betty Crocker's book.
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The snacks were even healthy with the best ingredients,
No labels with a hundred things that make not a bit of 
sense.
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Weekends were for family trips or staying home to play,
We all did things together -- even go to church to pray.
[image: image8]

When we did our weekend trips depending on the weather, No one stayed at home because we liked to be together.
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Sometimes we would separate to do things on our own,
But we knew where the others were without our own 
cell phone.

Then there were the movies with your favorite movie star, And nothing can compare to watching movies in your car. 

Then there were the picnics at the peak of summer season, Pack a lunch and find some trees and never need a reason.
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Get a baseball game together with all the friends you know, Have real action playing ball -- and no game video.


Remember when the doctor used to be the family friend, And didn't need insurance or a lawyer to defend?
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The way that he took care of you or what he had to do,
Because he took an oath and strived to do the best for 
you.

Remember going to the store and shopping casually, And when you went to pay for it you used your own money?
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Nothing that you had to swipe or punch in some amount, Remember when the cashier person had to really count?
[image: image14]
Remember when we breathed the air; it smelled so fresh and clean, And chemicals were not used on the grass to keep it green.

The milkman used to go from door to door, And it was just 
a few cents more than going to the store.
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There was a time when mailed letters came right to your 
door, Without a lot of junk mail ads sent out by every 
store.

The mailman knew each house by name and knew where it was sent; There were not loads of mail addressed to "present occupant."
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Remember when the words "I do" meant that you really 
did, And not just temporarily 'til someone blows their lid.

T'was no such thing as "no one's fault; we just made a
mistake," There was a time when married life was 
built on give and take.

There was a time when just one glance was all that it 
would take, And you would know the kind of car, the
model and the make.
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They didn't look like turtles trying to squeeze out every 
mile; They were streamlined, white walls, fins, and 
really had some style.
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One time the music that you played whenever you would jive, Was from a vinyl, big-holed record called a forty-five.
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The record player had a post to keep them all in line, And then the records would drop down and play one at a time.
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Oh sure, we had our problems then, just like we do today, And always we were striving, trying for a better way.

And every year that passed us by brought new and greater things, We now can even program phones with music or with rings.

Oh, the simple life we lived still seems like so much fun,
How can you explain a game, just kick the can and run?
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And why would boys put baseball cards between bicycle 
spokes, And for a nickel red machines had little bottled 
Cokes?
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This life seemed so much easier and slower in some ways, I love the new technology but I sure miss those days.

So time moves on and so do we, and nothing stays the same, But I sure love to reminisce and walk down memory lane.
[image: image24]
Brad and Tricia M.

Class "65" and "66".
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