                        Olney Memories # 68
                                                         May 27, 2009
Hello!  
The Olney Memories continues to grow and we now have 568 names 
on the e-mailing list.  Of course many more people than this read the Olney Memories for I understand the copies are passed around to many people who do not have means to receive e-mail copies.  If you do know of anyone who would like to be put on the list to receive the OM, ask them to send a request to pianoann97@aol.com and I will add them to the list!  
Also if your e-mail address changes please remember to send it to me so you won’t miss out on any of the Olney Memories.

Thank you.

Ann Weesner King

Pianoann97@aol.com 

Class of 1960

                                    Olney Memories # 68
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Ken & Janice Crites

kjcrites@illiniwireless.com
I messed up, and did not even notice it until I was reading #67, which we just received.  My email address on my article was wrong!   I can't believe I did that!  Please make note of our correct e-mail address which is below: 

Kenny R. Crites       kjcrites@illiniwireless.com   class '57
Janice (Teel) Crites  kjcrites@illiniwireless.com   class '60   

 (not   jkcrites@illiniwireless.com  as was on my article)


Janice Crites

Class of 1960

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

Johnine Keen Callahan 

elywood@msn.com
My sister, Dolores (Lee) Stuckey, class of  ‘56, died in Longview TX March 20th. She loved Olney and visited each summer to spend time with old friends.  Dolores was a CPA and graduated from University of Texas Tyler with a BBA and a MBA. She is survived by a daughter, a son, 4 grandchildren and one sister.  If you want any more information please contact me, the sister.

 
I would appreciate it if you will publish the news about Dolores in the next issue for I know there are many readers who knew her.  I am in pain over her loss.  We were more than sisters; we were best friends.  

 She was so special.
 


Johnine Callahan

Class of  ‘57

Zeeland, MI

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
 
June Rariden

jgranny@verizon.net
	
	


Hi,
Someone wanted to know about the businesses in Olney during the early years of 1940-50-60-70-80-90. I don’t know them in order but here are the names of some of them that i remember

 Pennys a department store was on the corner of Fir and Main and above it was WVLN radio station. And behind that at one time was Florene Smiths beauty salon. then on the west corner of Main and Fair was Bownines Shoe Store, an Arcadia movie theater, then on Main also was a dress shop La Ruth and Weiland Goudys hardware store, Janet Shop a dress shop, Gaffners Drug store, and on the corner where the Appliance store is now was a restaurant.  On North Walnut was Schneider grocery run by Ray and John Schneider they were brothers. also there was another Schneider grocery on south whittle owned by Fred Schneider I’m not sure whether they were brothers or cousins, then on main on the south side  was Montgomery Wards, then next to that was a flower shop one time ran by Bill an Judy (Burgener) McGullivary, and across from that Lovemans Drug Store where  you could buy a lunch or soda or whatever, and Schmalhausens Drug Store, and a grocery store  just west of the drug store.and there was a little restaurant also before Bowers Drug store.  I don’t remember the names of some of them but remember where they were, also on main was Albert Nixes store and Newton’s Hotel with a barber shop, and of course Mikes Ice Cream parlor on west main across from the west main Christian Church, also later Mikes east side was put in on the north side of main across from Montgomery Wards. Here are a list of some other businesses Iwont go into detail but name them.

Mrs Webers Beauty Shop,   Anneda Baby Shop--  Waynes Resturant-- New Yorker Tavern- L ittle Farm Marke--Blackburns Poultry House-Whitakers News Stand- Tubby Gassmans Ice cream Parlor-   Beals News Stand-  Olney Daily Mail-- also a Hatchery where people bought chickens and feed etc, First National Bank, Olney Trust Bank was on Whittle ,the City Hall was about in  the same place it is now, but above it was the living quarters for the chief of police and fire chief, and they had 2 jail cells behind the place where you paid your water bills and etc. and the fire station was behind that.  Musgroves Mens Wear was also on Main St. and I think Fessels also was on main at one time i may be wrong about that however, and Dr, Jim Miller and Dr Causer had dentist offices on whittle upstairs. Bourells Music Store had a big dog with black ears standing outside their music store on whittle .also there was a donut shop on whittle owned. by Lee Hayward I believe, and at one time just south of the city hall and police station Schaub_Porters Funeral Home.   Eagleson’s dealership on South Whittle  has been there for a long time.  I’m sure I’ve missed lots of businesses but these are some I remember. Also mustn’t forget Weber Sanitarium where my eldest son was born and they also had a clinic where the Olney Trust bank is now.and Jacksons Hospital and Summers Clinic. 

I just remembered something funny to go along with the Schaub-Porter funeral home that was on Whittle Ave near the city hall way back when, i was small probably 8 or 9 yrs old i think i still believed in Santa or half way did,  and my family were visiting the Blackford family who Earnest was fire chief or chief or police one I don’t remember which he held both offices during his life time, well they lived up over the city hall and the funeral home was just south of the city hall. Mr Blackford and my father took me down to the funeral home and Mr. Schaub had an old man who was a corpse in at that time and he had a long white beard those 3 men told me that was Santa that died and I believed them, you can imagine how Ii felt. Later Schaub-porter moved out on East Chestnut St.  There was another funeral home in Olney Zimmerlys I believe also.and General Telephone company was located on Whittle Ave where the police station is now and i and lots of other girls went to work there after graduating from high school I didn’t work long there I left and went to Indianapolis and lived with an aunt until I married then moved to the west coast as my husband was in the navy stationed in Bermerton, Washington.  Also Harold Fox had a Jewelry store on whittle also. On the west side sort across from where the post office is now.I know I’ve missed some of the businesses.  Seems as if there was a jewelry store on main street besides  Gaffners.  Also Ealey’s Jewelry I think it was.

                     

June Rariden

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

Jim Dale—

jdale@uark.edu

   Looking Back--


The famous Negro baseball player, Satchel Page, had a saying attributed to him which was “Don’t look back, something might be gaining on you.” I think he meant don’t look back at past failures or sad things in your life, but instead look to the future and what good things it may bring. I think Satchel would exempt looking back at your home town and remembering the good things that happened to you as you grew up there. 


As you approach your upper eighties, realistically there are not too many things to look forward to since the number of years in that future are rather limited. This is especially true if the recent bout of pneumonia that you had is finally diagnosed as a more serious degenerative lung disease of unknown cause that is going to shorten your future even more. It is accented by the fact that you are going to be limited to the range of what you can do while attached to an oxygen machine or small portable tank. 


With the preceding in mind, I am going to look back at my pleasant memories of growing up in my home town of Olney, Illinois. You can live in many cities and towns in the United States, but you have only one home town. To many of us, we are fortunate that our home town is Olney. I have written many stories about Olney and growing up there, but will try to condense some of my best memories in this little essay.


As a pre-schooler I remember having my tonsils taken out at the Olney Sanitarium. When older I remember being treated by the good doctors at the Sanitarium Clinic and thinking how fortunate we were to have such a good hospital and excellent doctors in our little town. There was no need to go to a big city to get good medical care. 


I remember Cherry Street School and lining up in two rows before school and after recess, with boys in one line and girls in the other. At recess boys played on the west side and girls played on the east side of the school. After school and on weekends we could go to the east side and slide down the tall slide that was a thrill to use. In my first grade class we were all exposed to one of the sad realties of life when we were told that our wonderful teacher, Miss Chapman, had died. Fortunately, flexible young minds soon forget such things. 


At Silver Street School I remember having Miss Leona Doan as my 4th and 5th grade teacher. She and a French teacher I had in graduate school were the two best and favorite teachers I had in my nineteen years of schooling. I distinctly remember that one year our class got to pack the sack treats that were given out at the end of the May Day Parade, and getting an orange as a reward for the task. Although I thought it was sissified, for the May Day Parade I remember having to dress up as George Washington, with Neva Schneider being Martha Washington. 


At Central School I remember the gym classes and when choosing sides we all wanted Eugene Christian on our side because he was bigger and stronger than the rest of us. Eugene must have also been older than us because he joined the Civilian Conservation Corps to help his parents financially through the lean times of the Depression. We were all saddened when we learned that he was killed in a truck accident while in the CCC’s. Watching our Central Cubs play basketball in our little gym was memorable, with the small size of the gym seeming to increase the volume of the loud cheering. I remember Mr. Jacques taught us how to grind down a small metal file and make it into a chisel that we could use to make fancy designs in wood. I wish I could remember how we did it because it was really neat. I remember graduation from the 8th grade and getting my first suit with long pants for the occasion. I also remember that a few days before the ceremony I was wearing it and in a bicycle accident tore the left knee of the trousers when I slid and fell on a sandy pavement. Fortunately, the plaid design was amenable to a neat repair job that made the tear inconspicuous. After graduation from the 8th grade I think we all felt like we were becoming “grown up.” 


I remember Mr. Rhinehart and his bicycle shop on North Walnut Street where we had our bikes repaired for very little money. Mr. Rhinehart talked with his mouth slightly closed. I guess it was because he had a mouth full of chewing tobacco and didn’t want to drool. Regardless, he was a nice man and even though we were young he treated us with respect and taught us how to take care of our bicycles. 


I remember that we did not lock our houses but in the summer time at night we did hook the latch on the screen doors. Although it was not a good idea, some people even left their keys in their car all of the time. 


There were pleasant memories of swimming at Vernor Lake or the reservoir or “Rez.” There were also good memories of the swimming pool in the park. It was exciting to squeeze through the little hole and go inside the “island” near the deep end and hope to find the hole again so you could get out. I always wondered who was the first person to swim inside the opening and tell others about it. It was good that there was a pavilion on top of the pool with a juke box and dance floor where young people could gather to visit or dance. I will always remember the frozen candy bars they sold at the pool and that they lasted a long time because they were frozen so hard.  


I remember delivering the Olney Daily Mail on the north side of town and how I got to know everyone who lived in the area. I am glad that they were forgiving of a young delivery boy who sometimes threw an extra paper on the roof of their house in an effort to get one on their front porch. I always carried a few extras so always had one for the porch in case one went on the roof or deep into their bushes. I think they did not complain because they knew they would always get their paper even during heavy rain or deep snow. My home was halfway on my route so if it was really cold and very snowy I could stop and get warm and maybe have a little snack. 


I remember Mr. Alcorn’s little restaurant next to the Bower Drug Store and the five cent hamburgers and cokes. He also sold delicious popcorn that he made in his machine that he rolled out onto the sidewalk during summer evenings.


I had many good friends like Dan Borah, Bub Gassmann, Bert Vail, Jack Schaub, etc. We had many good times together and although we pulled some pranks we never hurt anybody or anything.  As I recall we trusted each other and never got mad at each other or had any disagreements. 


I worked in Schmalhausen’s Drug Store as a soda jerk in high school (1936-1940) and enjoyed getting to meet the people of all ages that shopped there. The drug stores were a clean environment where teenagers could hang out without getting into trouble. I appreciated the fact that the Schmalhausen’s hired and trusted teenagers like myself and helped us earn spending money during those lean Depression years. 


Since I worked so many hours in the drugstore, high school seemed of secondary importance in my life and my studies suffered somewhat. However, my French teacher, Miss Loeffler, kept me after school and saw to it that I studied my lessons. I did not mind because my grade improved and later in graduate school I remembered much of the French that Miss Loeffler taught me and it helped me pass the graduate French exam.


I remember that many of my high school classmates went into the military service during WWII, and unfortunately, many of them did not come back. It was sad that they were denied the opportunity to live a full life.   


Although some people might consider it a liability rather than an asset, Olney had the characteristic of being slow to adopt changes that were made more rapidly in other areas. For example, the restaurants were slow to raise their prices even though they were rising in other areas. The price of haircuts and other services were also slow to increase and usually lagged behind those in other places. We were the exact opposite of the “shake and bake” tempo of California.


In looking back I can think of only one thing that was undesirable about living in Olney during the time that I grew up there. That was the fact that U. S. Route 50 ran right through downtown. Although traffic on it was not very heavy, it was sufficient to be detrimental to downtown shopping. Fortunately, this was remedied after I left Olney in 1940. 


If someone asked me if I had a choice of living my life over again would I do anything differently, I would say no. I would live it exactly the same as I did, and I would choose Olney as my home town. 

Jim Dale

Class of 1940

jdale@uark.edu
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Janice Teel Crites
kjcrites@illiniwireless.com
 

 

I went to work at the F. W. Woolworth store, in Olney.  I worked for 75 cents an hour, during the holiday season in 1959.  I worked behind the candy counter, located in the southeast section of the store, by the front door.  
 

Of course, at that time, we sold candy by the pound.  Many of you may remember, how the front of each candy bin always looked like it was full, and never a piece out of place.  But it was made to look that way, as it was more attractive and enticing.  There was a metal "filler" that lined the glass case.  It was probably 2"-3" away from the glass, and ran the length of the top and front of each candy bin.  The back of each bin was open, to access the bulk candy.  You filled the small area with candy, then when a customer ordered candy, you scooped candy out from underneath the metal "filler".
 

Now, working at a candy counter may sound like the perfect glamorous job, but it was a lot of work for a 17 year old girl, to lug all of that candy down, from upstairs, where the bulk candy was stored, and fill the bins.  It was quite different than today, when you go to Wal*Mart and pick up a bag of candy off a shelf, or off a hook!
 

As a child, I received 25 cents for an allowance.  I remember, one time, before Easter, I went into the store and spent my 25 cents on a large chocolate covered marshmallow egg.  After Easter, they had them on sale for 5 cents each.  I spent my whole 25 cents and got 5 large chocolate marshmallow eggs.  I just about made myself sick, but I still love them today, anyway!  
 

Right next to the candy counter was the "notions" counter, where you purchased thread, ribbon, etc.  There was no "self-service", so every customer had to be helped, as each counter had it's own cash register.  Customer service is almost a thing of the past, today.  I remember how we would make our own bows, upon request from the customer.  The store had a small device that I would wrap the ribbon around several times.  Then I would cut a small "v" cut into the ribbon from each side.  I would tie it, to secure it, then I would pull each individual section of ribbon out, to form the bow.  Again, quite different than going to Wal*Mart and buying already made bows, or even "bows by the bag"!
 

Down the street, to the west, was another "five and dime" store called Tresslar's.  Even though Woolworth's did not sell fresh roasted peanuts, Tresslar's did.  The whole store smelled wonderful, from roasting the peanuts.  You could buy the peanuts by the pound, also.  What a wonderful smell!!
 

These are just a few wonderful memories, from stores on Main Street, Olney, IL, in the 50's and 60's!!  Times have changed so much!  Now, you go into a store, find what you need, if you can, and even check yourself out at the self-service checkout.  Seems to me like they are just putting people out of work.  Maybe I am wrong, but I refuse to use them.
I'm sure that we will all be forced to use them, in the future, but in the meantime, I want to try to give people a job.
 

Janice Teel Crites
Class of 1960
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Loy Zimmerle
HARVEYZimm@aol.com 
 

Gosse Nibble is a suburb of Olney. Its boundaries are the B& O Railroad on the North, the ICRR on the East, Highway 130 on the West, and the City limits to the South.

 

Goose Nibble's key features included the Vinegar Plant, the Poultry Plant, The Brickyard remains which became a cow pasture with ponds that served as a play ground for those brave enough to enter its domain.

There was an Angling Road (Wayne Street) that had a reputation for having unusual noises at night and there were no street lights. The angling road was connected to the intersection of West Lafayette  and South Baltimore. This intersection was the hub of Goose Nibble.

 

Strangers/ Nubies enter at you own risk.

 

At the junction of the Angling Road and Highway 130 was a business known as Bessie's Cabins. In this area was also several individuals that raised Geese as their cash crop.  Each Fall the Geese were driven up the Angling Road to the Poultry House and became food for the table. This was during the late 1930's

 

Thus the name of Goose Nibble was taken on for the area described.  

 

Verified by Howard Zimmerle - born 1926 and raised in   Goosenibble  

 

Growing up Goose Nibble was a privilege.
 

Loy Zimmerle
Class of  ‘57

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