	

	

	Subj:
	Memories # 4

	Date:
	7/8/01 5:56:14 PM Central Daylight Time

	From:
	Pianoann97

	To:
	Pianoann97






Hello to all you Olney people!  Below is the new mailing of Olney Memories, the 4th edition! Please feel free to pass this on to other people who might interested in reading these memories and maybe  we will get some more responses!!   As more "memories" are written,  those will be included in the mailing of Memories # 5. Let's all keep reading and bring new memories to share with our friends.

Thank you,
Ann Weesner King
pianoann97@aol.com
=====================================================


squirl48@amouse.net (squirl48)
Tricia Davis  Martin Class of 1966  

Hi Ann, 

These bring back memories........

Not sure about the orchestra pit, but my husband  was an usher at the Arcadia and he caught my best friend and I trying to sneak in one time. We started dating not long after.  

Creme horns.... . We lived in Ohio before Olney and we got them in Ohio too. No one makes those flaky pastry and rich cream like that anywhere. It's a lost recipe. Sure would enjoy one. Have told our kids about them, but they have no clue what heavenly morsel they missed out on. On the same subject... what about the candy store near the library. They were another taste of heaven. 

Dr. Stull's daughter Susan (class of 1975/6 ) was my sister-in-law's best H.S. friend.

The Pure Oil Company must have donated the building to OCC about 1960/62 since my mother got her AA degree there about 1964/5.  

Choir lunch for me, 11:35 to 12:10 every day for three years was in the rec room, potato chips and a soda. And they complain about school lunches these days. I think I ate in the cafeteria about three times in four years.


The Christmas Hallelujah Chorus was the one thing I missed about not being close to home. Managed once or twice while at Eastern, but after that never got to return

And the musicals-- say no one remembers the first one in 1965 right after the auditorium was finished....It was "Bye Bye Birdie". I know, I was Mrs. MacAffe to Pam Stover's  Kim. Didn't do one in 1966, the guys weren't strong enough that year to carry the leads. What a disappointment for my senior year. I had hopes for a lead. Saw Oklahoma in 1967 , but didn't get to see the rest. Randy Hugill was impressive. Wonder what he is doing now.

Since I am class 1966, I do remember Kroger's was behind Tressler's. Seem I remember them converting the building for the store to go in there. 

May Day parades, I was shocked the first year we were in Olney, 8th grade, that I had to march down Main Street. Having come from a larger town, we had a bus system to go downtown, I wasn't prepared. One year I had a gorgeous new yellow dress, lots of petticoats and it poured rain on us.  



Has anyone seen anything on a reunion this summer for the class of 1966?  Was hoping to finally get to one and now am afraid no one is planning it.

My favorite memory of Bowers Drug store was their vegetable beef soup at the lunch counter. If I wasn't at Mike's in 8th grade, for lunch, I was at Bowers for the soup. Yummy....

Got our china and stainless at Gaffners when we got married. Harry, the owner, used to roll his eyes at us when Connie Fox ) her Dad had Fox's Jewelry on Whittle) and I would come in there as H.S. kids. Think he was he thought we were incorrigible, but was always nice. We spent a lot of our days roaming the downtown stores and the people got to know us. Ten years later I'm in there buying my husband a watch, with the first two of our three kids. Think I confused him. 

Really miss the small town atmosphere where you went down town and always saw people you knew. What a shock I 1998 when we were there. Went for the veterans parade and found out there were no sidewalk sales.  Just wasn't the same..... a pox on the super Wal-Mart..... The library has no atmosphere..... My Jr. high has long since vanished. Only Mike's was still there, but for how long? We'd hope our kids could see where we grew up with adult eyes, but it isn't there anymore. They have no clue what a small town like Olney is like. Guess we waited too long to come back. We live in a county with nearly 200,000 people, several small towns all sort of running together, just not the same. 



I was Tricia Jeanne Davis, class of 1966 married 31 years and counting to William Bradley (Brad) Martin, class of 1965. His sisters were Tracy Lynn Martin, about class of 1960, and Kelly Arden Martin, about class 1976. My nephews were Kenneth Wayne Davis Jr. (varsity football ), class about 1976-77, and Jon Eric Davis, class about 1977-78.

I'm in regular touch with Nancy Hargraves, also class 1966, and she is in touch with two other classmates, Peggy Weiler and Jeanna McFarland (her folks were the PE duo ). 

The candy store was there in the mid to late 60s, as I remember, near or next to Dales Printing - Gussie (Agusta Dale's folks) had it. She was probably cheerleader in early 60s, class about 1964. A really sweet girl and her folks were great too. They were on the South side of Main across from Milke's and the Jr. high. I walked home past there every day and would get candy after stopping at Dales for school supplies. The bakery was across the street, but not sure which one of the two mentioned early. 

The library had such a richness about it, like it had been around for centuries and had a history. It's sad. If I were like Bill Gates, think I would buy it and live in it. Would make a lovely home. By the way, what is in there now?  I saw when we were there in 1998, but forget. Progress is not necessarily good......... Can you tell I'm not that big on new things?         


Thanks for the memories Ann.........    Tricia  

=======================================================kathrynrobinett@webtv.net (Kathryn Robinett)



Class of 1961



Hi Ann,
How I've enjoyed what you've been doing to reconnect so many
memories for so many of us - keep up the great effort!  Now, it's time
for me to share a few.  I grew up 5 mi. SE of Olney on the Haenggi farm,
so I rode the bus to/from school and didn't get very involved with town
activities, but was in band.  I went to Central School (Mr. Cramer and
Mr. Provines the principals); one room country school had just closed a
year before I started 1st gr. (no K in those days).  Suzi, was Cammie
your brother?  He wrote in my yearbook that he remembered when he passed
me in height in 6th gr.; bless his memory.  I graduated ERHS in 1961,
and my sister Barbara in 1959 (we also have 3 older siblings);  Barbara
and I are trying to remember the name of a small cafe that was southwest
across the street from the court house - anybody?
We came to town mainly to shop, so I remember some stores in
addition to those already recalled:Wieland-Goudy Hardware, Murray
Hardware, Anneda Baby Shoppe (they had chubby girls dress sizes for me),
Schnell's Jewelry, VanMatre & Pauley grocery, Rector's (always had "Hog
Wild" ads, and was formerly American Brokerage).  Dr. Fritschle had a
small office bldg. by the old library.  Dr. King had an upstairs office
on north side of Main.  I always remember how delicious were the chili
and shakes at Mike's, east or west side.  There was a serious candy
store east of Central School - I think Whitakers.  Richard Nixon rode
the train past Central school, I suppose when he was U.S. Senator; I
remember that we all went out and waved.  I wore a bunny outfit for
Halloween parade in Jr. Hi band - made a carrot to encase my clarinet.
In high school, I especially remember Mrs. Rosenkranz (great biology for
my nursing career), Mr. DeBarr (not only taught me some chemistry, but
how to die with dignity, as he suffered from brain cancer when I was a
new graduate nurse at Richland Memorial), Gus & Mary (making good music
was always a bright spot in the day), Miss Ridgley (taught me how to
knit), Mrs. Benson (encouraged memorization of literature, a few lines
of which I can still quote), a typing teacher (may have been Mrs.
Downen; if not, name slips my crowded memory, but she gave me a skill
that has saved me much time and effort from handwriting, and who
would've dreamed in those days of the computer keyboard benefits?) and
Mr. Godeke (a principal that kept his cool, maintained high
expectations, and respected students and their families).
I know I missed a lot from not living in town, but I can share with
you my memories of the lamps and lanterns that lighted the dark hours
until REA electricity came along, all the farm animals a private zoo to
enjoy/ care for/benefit from (and often to sacrifice for greater good - a
pet pig became my clarinet), a woods in which to wander well worn paths
or wade the cool spring-fed creek, neighbors who knew and helped each
other, the rigors and satisfaction of farm work in cooperation with the
Master of seasons and elements, an immigrant grandpa who had
determination to make it in a new country, and parents who valued
education more highly because of their lack of opportunity.  Town or
country, Olney was a rich place in which to grow up!
Thanks for all your Olnean memories!
                   Kathryn Haenggi Robinett


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


This is Norm Axelson... noaxelson1@aol.com
I remember the Arcadia really well because I was the usher (the one and only) who had to shovel coal for the winter and shovel out the clunkers after the show so everyone would be warm.  I didn't remember anyone sneaking in the back door but I did remember allowing only certain people up in the balcony.  Mainly friends and girlfriends.  Ha Ha

I remember watching Batman during study hall at the Olney Jr. College. That was the big thing then.  We would have french fries and watch TV.  Maybe that's why it took me over 3 years to graduate from the Olney Jr. College.

Anyone wanting to write me I'll be glad to respond.
God bless,
Norm    Class of 65  Hooray


===========================================================Pat Blackford 

    pblackford@hotmail.com



Have been enjoying reading the "memories" series.  Came across Joann Baltimore Gant's note.  Used to work with her when she was a Hataway.

So many mention Gus & Mary Sliva that I thought I'd let you know so that you can pass it on that Gus is in a nursing home in Bridgeport.  Mary has rented a place there to be near him.  Anyway, she would probably appreciate any encouraging notes from their former students.  I do know that Mary is staying over there to be closer to him.


Mary's address is:
       705  8th St.  #15
  Lawrenceville  IL  62439

Pat Blackford


=============================================================
Wilson761@aol.com  
Rich
Class of '68


I read the composites; thanks a lot!  I think the funniest imagery was the mandatory opening of the school bus doors to look out for approaching trains on the tracks near the Kralis "Chicken Pluckin' Plant" and the vinegar plant.  The invading stench no doubt dispelled many innocent child's enthusiasm for attending public schools.  I think next best was the imagery of stray chickens running around the Central School playground after escaping from chicken crates bounced off the trucks as they crossed the tracks to Kralis. 

++++++++++++

One of my favorite movies is Stephen King's "Stand By Me".  When you read this you'll see why the narrator Richard Dreyfus, who also starred in "Mr. Holland's Opus" reminds me of growing up in Olney and Gus Sliva. 

The street near Wilbur's Grocery is SOUTH EAST Street.  After seeing James Stewart in The FBI Story we believed these streets were named by the higher ups in the federal witness protection program to protect any local Indians with valuable oil leases.  South East intersects with nearby East North Street and East South Street,  neither of which runs north or south.   The theory is that the confusion would give at least a 45 minute head start to anyone in the program who hopefully would notice confused strangers driving around and around and around in the neighborhood looking for their address.  This maniacal plan is further complicated by the fact that a railway line and an overpass are planted into the middle of it (as only the sophisticated federal bureaucracy could envision it) thereby extending the escape time to at least an hour and a half.

To further confuse would be assassins ANOTHER identical overpass was constructed on ELLIOTT Street which is the scene of our now infamous cigar holocaust.  Boys being boys, we used to buy Swisher Sweets cigars at Beal's news stand and then hide out under the railroad bridge near Cherry Street School and the so-called Weber Mansion to smoke them.  We fancied ourselves as pretty sophisticated while sipping Nehi Orange from half pint whiskey bottles and blowing smoke rings at the passengers on the B&O Railway as it pulled out from the Olney station on Whittle Avenue. The Lords of Flatbush had nothing on us!  The cigars were so sweet that we'd often drench them with slobber while trying to get them lit. The Nehi whiskey didn't help.  Anyway, after several false starts, on one occasion all 7 or 8 of us managed to light all of our cigars at the same time. Smoke billowed out from under bridge and wafted up and down the street like a house afire!  Holy Moly! No need to fog for mosquitoes around here!  And that was my first encounter with Gus Sliva who laughed after climbing from his nearby back yard up to the bridge to see if we'd set ourselves ablaze .  Ha!  Later I learned that he had 3 sons of his own and had a pretty good clue about to handle a pack of amateur pyromaniacs. 

+++++++++++++++++++++

And I still think that the Kory and Kora Bakery had the best bear claws I've ever eaten anywhere in the world...

When I have time I'll put my two cents worth in about some of the other memories that you've shared.  The little grocery on East Main was HAWKINS Grocery.  WHO was ticketed for driving their jeep down the sidewalk from Hawkins Grocery to the apartment complex on the next corner??  

The matinees at the Arcadia included the Bucket of Blood when they'd show grade B movies until midnight on Halloween.  They had another set they'd show on New Year's Eve.  And do you remember all those Summer Matinees on Tuesday afternoons when 400 or more little kids would cram in there with their big bag of popcorn from Tressler's and their sacks of candy from Woolworth's??   We bought ours at the A&P Store which was then located next to King's Furniture and Montgomery Ward (where I bought my first rifle). I think I learned to really hate the Three Stooges after watching the same episode every week for 3 or 4 consecutive summers.  Did they only have 2 movies?  Well, what do you expect in air conditioned comfort during 100 degree heat for a dime? How about those endlessly boring Christmas merchant ads that were outdone only by the charm of the rotating colored lens lights slowly grinding around and around on the stage curtains for hours and hours before the movie?  

+++++++++++++


Do you remember "The Cellar" which was a teen live band hangout below Dever's men's clothing store across the street from the Arcadia?  It was started by some transplanted California Dreamin'  ex-beatniks who modeled it on infamous "Cellar" in Liverpool which was a stage for The Beatles, Rolling Stones, etc.  I worked at the Arcadia and got a kick out of seeing everyone show up in the hip-huggers, go-go boots, mini-skirts, long hair, vests, and Beatle boots.  A fire nearly gutted that section of the business district one night.

The old Wilson Mansion was near Silver Street School.  The Devers, who owned the men's clothing store above the Cellar, lived in a modern house built on the land where the Wilson Mansion had been razed.  Everyone thought its destruction was a shame but no one could  manage to raise enough money to fund it as an historical preservation project.  It was likely the single most prominent historical residence in Olney which in size made the Weber Mansion look like a cottage.  I think it was 5 stories including the widow's peak.  Half of Olney paid a modest admission fee to wander through the weather beaten clapboard mansion prior to its demolition.  Inside it was something like the huge haunted houses we see in old black and white movies with sweeping staircases and one indoor bathroom. 

The Olney merchant's association held street fairs and auctions to raise funds for local civic projects.  One year I bid $2 for an old black and white TV and won the bid!  I was all of about 10 years old.  The TV outweighed me; I couldn't even get my arms around it.  My Dad returned with his pickup and let me keep my prize.  It took two men to load into the back of his truck. My brothers and I thought we were hot for having our own TV in our own room where we could watch our own shows whenever we wanted to.  Of course cable TV had not been invented yet so there were only the 3 networks to watch :-)  We watched one of 3 movies starting at 10:30 p.m. on every Friday night: Murder in the Rue Morgue; Phantom of the Opera; and the Mummy. They didn't show anything else! When the TV blew a $12 tube our days of independent viewing were over ...

That same TV is where I watched the news about Kennedy's assassination.  Our junior high science teacher always started our class by telling us a joke so we laughed when he announced the sad news to us because we thought he was kidding.  It was a shocker to see Ruby shoot Oswald in cold blood.  

We spent a good bit of our science classes studying bomb shelters for when Castro missed St. Louis and dropped the Big Bomb on Olney.  I guess we thought Castro was as bad at math and science as we were and couldn't hit the broad side of a barn with an atomic bomb. I still find some of these makeshift bomb shelters in residential backyards; most are full of mildew and cobwebs.  Knowing what I do now about nuclear radiation and cancer makes me think that survival is not necessarily the most attractive alternative to death by incineration.  Can you imagine living in a hole in the ground for 90 days and then emerging into a nuclear wasteland??  I physically sighed relief when the Berlin Wall came down and the U.S.S.R. slipped into history.  Now the Iraqui's have Castro's reputation for lobbing dumb bombs into the air hoping they'll land anywhere but back at the launching pad?  :-)

I learned some valuable lessons in Olney that I pass on to my criminal clients.  In junior high we stole stubs of chalk and wrote on the blackboards, then on the sidewalks, and eventually on the stairwell walls and the floors of the school.  Of course the principal intervened by taking all of us into a conference room and ordering us to empty our pockets.  Chalk rolled across the table from three culprits, me excluded.  The lesson to be learned from this story is to not hide contraband on your person or in your locker.  Our prisons are full of crack addicts who as children never learned this valuable lesson and were arrested as adults for carrying crack pipes and empty crack bags.  Even dumb animals don't mess in their own nest  :-)

- Rich in Atlanta



============================================================
skeiffer@myexcel.com (Sam  Keiffer)    

Just returned from a quick trip to Olney.  Arrived on Friday the 16th after a long drive across Ks and Mo with a dinner stop in Columbia to visit and have dinner with family and a stop in St Louis Fri morning for tax purposes.  More on that later.

Saw three of My sisters and numerous nieces and nephews.  Didn't have time to do a whole lot.  Got over to Grays in Bridgeport for dinner Sat.  Haven't been in Olney for 4 years, boy has it changed.  My sister Rosemary and husband Richard Fulk took Mary and I on a tour Sat and saw areas that I didn't even know existed.  What I don't understand is how a town the size of Olney and the residential growth they have had along with appears to be some business growth, is that there is not a good restaurant 
in the town.  Was able to only stay from Fri afternoon and left Mon AM.

I remember Mr. Hatch as teacher and principal at Cherry St School before he went to the Jr High.  Someone mentioned the old ice cream wagon.  I can remember the hot summer afternoons staying with my Great Grand Mother and she always giving me a nickel or a dime to by the ice cream cone from the wagon drawn by that very friendly white horse.

Another bit of history, remember Mr. Godeke as a teacher and Principal?  I don't know how many of you new his son Dan, but he was 4 yrs older then the rest of us.  Well, anyway we bought our second home in a small fishing and lumber town called Ft. Bragg on the North coast of Calif, about 180 miles north of San Francisco.  Found an attorney there from Olney.  Dan Godeke.  His office is about 4-5 blocks from our home and also has an excellent view of the ocean.  Would never have thought of running into someone from Olney in an isolated town the size of 6000 like Ft. Bragg.

Can't think of a whole lot else that someone hasn't mentioned.  Been staying busy with job and grandkids.  Have a 6 yr old, 20 Mon old, 2 Month old and a pair of ladies in the oven due any time after the end of March (actually due Mother's Day), but none of the Drs' think she will go the far.  Oh, I forgot, it is my Daughter that is expecting the twins and she is still teaching her third graders everyday.  Don't know how much longer that will last though.  Also busy with outside activities, as serve on the boards of 3 non-profits and was just appointed to a national board of directors of another one with headquarters in St Louis, that being the reason for theshortstop.
                                                                                   Enough of the rambling.  Its great to read everything that is being written.  Keep the news flowing.

Sam Keiffer  -- Class of 60

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




