           Olney Memories # 79
It’s time again for another Olney Memories.  Thank you for those who have sent in contributions for the # 70 edition.  We now have 618 on the mailing list.  Keep sending in your memories!
Ann King
Pianoann97@aol.com
Class of ‘60
=====================================================
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June 9, 2010
Jim Dale
jdale@uark.edu

I enjoyed the recent Memories articles of Dean Adams in which he recalled his memories of Olney and living there. In his last article there were a couple of items that need clarification. He said there was a pool hall below Piper’s Hardware store. The pool hall was actually under Schmalhausen’s Drug Store. It was accessed by a stairway on the east side of the drugstore, on the Fair Street side. The stairway had a protective railing around it on which the boys would sit while girl-watching and eating their ice cream cones. It was called the Rat Hole because it was fairly dark down there. It had snooker and pool tables and also some domino tables where fellows played a game they called “Shoot the Moon.” The game was sort of a modification of a game called “42” or “Texas 42.” It was structured in such as way that they could bet on each hand. Although it could technically be considered gambling which was illegal, the amounts involved were so small that nobody ever thought about that aspect. This information has been confirmed by my classmate and friend Dr. John B. Summers of St. Louis.

Dean mentioned a pool hall on the corner of West Main and Walnut Street. I do not know if it even had a name. At one time it was operated by “Mush” Porter who as I recall was the son-in-law of Mr. Robb who owned the restaurant just west of the pool hall. With the mental help of Herma Dycus, we remember that his real first name was Lyle. I was living in Miami, FL in 1940 and Mush was spending the winter in a house Mr. Robb owned there. Once he and I applied for jobs as waiters at the fancy Hollywood Beach  Hotel just north of Miami. Mush said he would teach me all about how to be a waiter. When we went to be interviewed, Mush said he would do all of the talking. In talking with the man who hired waiters, Mush said we had many years of experience as waiters. Since I was just out of high school and only 18-19, I do not think the man believed him and we were not hired. Even so, it was an interesting adventure.

Dean said that during WWII there was a teen center in a house on the northeast corner of Main and either Boone or Morgan. If it had been on Boone it would have been where the Litz Hotel was located. If on Morgan it would have been where the high school was located. It was actually located on the northeast corner of Main and North Mill Street. I was overseas in China at the time the center was founded and read about it in an article in the Olney Daily Mail. Since it was a good cause, I mailed home a donation for it. I got a nice thank-you letter from Carrie Winter, an Olney lawyer. I knew about this house because I had lived there when I was very young. Since it was a big house we rented rooms to recently graduated nurses who worked at the Olney Sanitarium.  

Regarding the Little Brick Inn next to Burch’s grocery store, I do not remember the large painting of Custer’s Last Stand, but do remember the pictures of men holding strings of large catfish. The catfish were huge and probably not caught by regular methods, but probably be pulling them out of hollow logs. The procedure has various names in different parts of the country. You just find a submerged hollow log, stick your arm into it and see if it contains a catfish. If it does, you put your arm in the fish’s mouth and pull it out. In the process you may lose a little skin off of your arm. 
Jim Dale
Class of 1940
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
 Martha Oestreich
gomartha@live.com
Hello "Pianoann"
 
Thank you for sending the email contact list for your Olney Memories project.  I happened to spot the name Lana Henline Browne, Class of '59.
 
Lana and I had an interesting experience in the early 1990s.  My husband Terry (Terry Oestreich '60) was on the chemistry faculty of the University of South Florida in Tampa at the time.  I was southbound on I-75 near Brandon, FL, when I saw a car on the shoulder with two people frantically tossing things from their trunk while smoke poured out of the engine.  Traffic was slowing and sirens were sounding so I pulled onto the shoulder about 75 yards behind the now flaming car.  The fire department went to work,  but were unable to save the car.  A safe distance away, the occupants and I began talking about this unbelievable event. 
 
A short time later, the firemen approached me and said that they had another call.  Would I please "take charge"?  Well, yes.  These folks had no transportation, and it was before cell phones.  Sure, I would drive them on to Bradenton.
 
As a last-minute symbolic conclusion to this phase of the drama, we pulled the scorched and dangling license plate from the burned car shell, and took off for their destination about 30 miles away.  Floridians are instructed NEVER to lose their license plates!
 
The trip started quietly.  We were still stunned.  As we recovered from the experience, we began introductions:  Ed and Lana Henline Browne.  They were from New Jersey. I was from Missouri, having lived in Florida for 25 years.  She went to high school in Illinois.  Where?  EAST RICHLAND  HIGH SCHOOL in Olney, IL.  Wow!  So did my husband Terry.  They graduated only a year apart. What a coincidence! 
 
The trip to Bradenton for their family visit went very quickly.  We kept in touch for a short time.  Lana told me of buying a replacement car a few days later.  After all, they had to return home.  They used a credit card which I thought was amazing.  They sent me a pair of beautiful tropical plants which are thriving in our yard, a testament  to our unusual and poignant encounter on I-75, perhaps 1200 miles from Olney.  
 
Martha Oestreich
Wife of Terry Oestreich, ERHS '60
Jensen Beach, FL 
 
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
Marvin Doolin
doolin@starband.net
In #76 Dean Adams fascinating account is loaded with interesting photos, and they brought a couple of questions to mind.

Is the Edmund Snively in his picture the Mr. Snively who taught American Problems at the high school thirty years later? 
 If so, I don't remember 
him looking old enough to have been teaching that long.  I have fond 
memories of his class and the current events discussions, but I think we gave him a pretty rough time of it sometimes.  A big debate at the time was whether The Pill should be legal, and it's possible that we crossed lines placed by the school board.  Once in a while he'd just put his face in his hands, and I now wonder if he was worried that someone would report him.  I sincerely hope we didn't make his life too difficult.  I don't think that possibility occurred to any of us at the time.

Secondly, the picture of the marching band in the May Day Parade brought back fond memories as well.  Did I hear that May Day is no longer celebrated in Olney?  I think it would be a shame to let it go.  It may well have been unique to Olney, in the US, at least, but that was at part of its charm.

Marvin Doolin
Class of 1962 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

 
Dean Adams    
imbumbie@comcast.net.
 
Some of you OMers may remember my earlier OM contribution called Chapter 3 in which I wrote about Loren Cammon. 
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    I wrote:  "I remember he told a lot of jokes; some were funny."  I recently had a flash memory of one of the jokes he told in Biology class.  He probably told the same joke for a long time. Would you later generation OMers who remember Mr. Cammon and the following joke, please email me and Ann so we can see how long the joke went.
 
Mr. Cammon's joke:
"You probably have read or heard about Mr. so and so BS, MS, PhD.  Well the BS is just what you think it is, the MS is more of the same stuff and PhD is piled higher and drier."
Like I also wrote in Chapter 3, how can I remember this stuff when I can't even remember what I had for breakfast?
Dean Adams
Class of ‘43
-----------------------------------------------------------------
Rodney Lowery
rodstoy43@webtv.net 
I have just learned that the class of 1961 is going to have their 50th reunion in Sept. of 2011. Perhaps you can include this in one of your future email’s to everybody,      Thank you.       
RODNEY Lowery
Class of ‘61
-----------------------------------------------------------------
 
Dean Adams    
imbumbie@comcast.net.
 

As you may remember from one of my earlier Olney Memories contributions I mentioned a few schoolmates / friends who attended the rural Maxburg elementary school north of town. Recently one of these friends was nice enough to send me a newspaper-clipping picture of this school now located in Olney City Park.
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This sparked so many memories of the rural school I attended in the oil patch in Michigan. This was for my first six grades before moving to Olney and started my seventh grade at Central.  I recall the large front yard where we used to play softball and the side yard where we played Fox and Geese in the winter when snow was on the ground. I recall the game but I can’t remember the details of how it was played.  
Does anyone remember the game and would care to email me the details? Or perhaps write an OM along these lines? 
         I remember the back yard had swings and an Ocean Wave and a standard Merry-go-round. We had a school bully that fell off the Ocean Wave into the mud one day and had to run home to change clothes. Sheeesh, these memory sparks just won’t go away. 
I recall the side yard had a huge lilac bush, the only shrub on the school ground.  This was in the middle 1930’s.  I was back visiting an old chum in 1988 and the school building was then a private residence. I wish I could remember if the lilac was still there or not. 
Dean Adams
OTHS class of 1943    
 
---------------------------------------------
=============================================================================================================================================
