                Olney Memories # 84 

                     March 30, 2011

Hello again!  Time for another issue of the Olney Memories.  A few readers had trouble receiving the last two copies of the OM so I had to send them again using a slightly different method. I think my husband has resolved the problem and I hope that everyone can now receive them with no trouble.  Let me know if there are further problems.  

Thank you for keeping me informed of your e-address changes.  

You might like to know as of now there are 634 people receiving Olney Memories ….the list just keeps growing!  

Ann Weesner King

Pianoann97@aol.com
Class of 1960

=========================================================
Charlie Fregeau

 n5hsr@sprynet.com
For riding her bike nude.

Well, Granddad’s place is about a mile north of the Res, maybe a little more, just down the 130.  Mom must have been out of high school by then, she had enough money to buy herself a new bright white 1 piece swimsuit.     She was so proud of that swimsuit.   Well she rode her bike down the highway to the Res and went swimming one fine summer day.   Well, while she was down at the Res, she slipped and fell in the mud and got it all over her brand new white swimsuit.  I guess the mud around the Res in those days was pretty close to flesh colored.     She didn’t think anything of it and rode her bike toward home.  On the way home, the sheriff pulled up behind her on her bike and was going to arrest her.  Seems one of the little old ladies that lived near the Res had reported a young lady riding north on the 130 nekkid.  The lady apparently didn’t have very good eyesight apparently.   When the sheriff pulled up, he saw what had happened, that the girl on the bike wasn’t naked at all, just riding a mud spattered swimsuit.  She was already heartbroken about getting her swimsuit so dirty.  She thought she was in real trouble, when the sheriff took her back to the little old lady’s house and explained and showed the little old lady that Mary was wearing a swimsuit.   Both the sheriff and Granddad got a good laugh out of it.  From that day to the end of her life, Mom never ever wore a white swimsuit again.

Charles Fregeau

Woulda, shoulda been ERHS ’75.
Marvin Doolin

doolin@starband.net
We moved to Olney in May of 1953 very near the time of my ninth birthday, 
and my memory may not be particularly trustworthy, but I believe we had a 
dial phone at that time.  I'm sure it was a black desk type phone, but at 
that age I wouldn't have used it at all.  We had moved from the tiny SW 
Illinois town of Renault where phones had been available for only a year or 
so.  They were big wooden boxes that were attached to the wall.  You made a 
call by turning the crank on the side to get the operator, then you told 
her who you wanted to call.  It sometimes took a while for her to answer, 
as she could be working in her garden or "down the path" (a common 
euphemism for the outhouse, almost no one had a bathroom).  I think you 
could call others on the line by cranking their ring and not have to bother 
the operator.  Our ring was two longs and a short, as I recall, and when it 
rang, everyone else on our line heard it and sometimes listened in.

My earliest memory is that everyone in Olney had four digit phone numbers, 
but whether that was true in 1953 I don't know.  At some point ours was 
changed to EXpress 2-3101, and at the same time a number of others were 
changed to EX 2 (I don't remember any of the other EX numbers, but they may have been rural or for surrounding towns).  Even then most were still four digits and only a few were changed.  If I'm not mistaken, whenever I had occasion to call home, I dialed five digits, but for most other numbers in 
town I'd dial just four.  A call to anyone outside of town had to go 
through the operator.

When my family moved away in 1963 we still had the EX 2 number, but I can't remember a time when the EX was used.  When asked for our number, we'd give just the five digits.  Of course, I seldom used the phone myself, so someone else's memory may be much better than mine.

Marvin Doolin
Class of 1962
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Charles Fregeau

n5hsr@sprynet.com
Shoes.  My mom’s family only got one pair a year each.  One year  my mom, being about 5 years old, fell into the molasses barrel and ruined her new shoes.  Graddad had to stretch the pair from the previous year.

When we moved to Olney, I started having trouble with getting shoes to fit.  Granddad had narrow feet.  Mom had 7 ½ AAA feet when she married Dad.  We couldn’t find shoes that fit in Olney, so we ended up going to Grunman’s in Vincennes.  Most of the years from 7th Grade to in my mid 20’s  I was a B width.  My feet are still so small that I could probably walk into the women’s department and find a shoe off the rack that fits better than any men’s off the rack shoe I’ve tried since 1968, except I’ve never seen a woman’s black lace up oxford.  So I go to stores that sell SAS and such like and pay the earth to get a pair of shoes that fit.  In all my years of retail work and walking around, I gradually broaded out to nearly a C width.  Now that I fly a desk, my feet are not only getting narrower again, they’re shrinking front to back, too.    

Bette Schmallhausen, class of 51 was apparently one of Mom’s friends at school.  I’ve heard her talk about Bette a little bit when we were going through her yearbook.  (I have the yearbook now that Mom has passed.)

BTW, I still haven’t found my 1966 125th anniversary booklet (for both the county and the town, BTW.)  Does anyone remember during the 125th Anniversary the men had to wear a beard when they came into town or they got put into ‘jail’?  Does anybody else still have one of the 50 cent sized coins issued by the merchants for that celebration?

My Aunt Barbara (formerly Barbara Leaf, now Mrs. Barbara Stovall) sent me the 1991 celebration Daily Mail which is in storage right now.

In 73, Susan McCarty Hall mentions sitting on Rock Hudson’s lap.  This may have been when my Mom sat on his lap, too.  His granddad lived just south of my granddad out north of town on the slab, as they called the 130 in those days.

The car I took my driver’s test on was a 1962 Corvair 700 Club Coupe.  It had a dimmer switch on the floor, an ignition switch on the dash, an AM-only radio with no push buttons and real tubes.  No padding on the metal dash.  No child safety seats.  We did have ‘crotch coolers’, those air vents on the inside of both sides of the front, where if you opened them up, you got a blast of air that seemed to be directed at one’s private parts.  The handles did make a good place to hang the litter bag, though.

I remember Mrs. Griffith teaching French, I think I had her one of the last years she taught.

Hmm, Looking  at #47, I remember things like ‘work wrinkled’, our  Corvair was considered a Puddle Jumper.  Mom told us how Great-Grandpa Taylor had a root cellar.  And here I thought “Cheese and Crackers Got All Muddy” originated in Chicago!

Hmm, I remember Judge Carrie Winters.  I think we got taken to the Courthouse when we were in 7th Grade (Mrs. Spears history class, I think)  got to see Judge Winters in action.  Got to see the  jail and a few other things.
I traced Mom’s family back into Bern  Switzerland in the 1500’s.  That’s from John Kuster, Mayor of Olney 1880-1884.  There are a lot of names that go with that, Iaggi, Sterchi, Ablegen, and so forth.  He was born Nov 1820 in Bern.  Married in Kentucky and was one of the first settlers of Preston Township.

I am fairly sure the Zimmerles (also spelt Zimmerly) came from Bavaria.

Not  sure where the Kalbs (also spelt Calb) came from in Germany.

Somehow, and Mom never did explain how, we were supposed to be related to the Mayor of Olney from 1900 or so, Bill Bower.   

Does anyone have the 1967 Daily Mail anywhere either on line or some place I could get copies?   I want to find “The Accident”.  My aunts were driving south on 130 near Mack Ave on a Wednesday evening in April 1967.  A kid with a potato truck turned north onto 130, but pulled into their lane instead of the northbound lane.  They saw him and pulled off onto the shoulder.  So did he!  Hit them so hard that the engine was sitting between the two aunts.  This was a 1956 DeSoto 4 door, deluxe.  It should have been in a Thursday Daily Mail.

I know my grandmother, Cora Margaret Leaf (aka Mrs. Ray Leaf) taught piano two miles north of town at their home on the slab (for such is what they called 130 in those parts)  The big house was built in 1947.   

BTW, the section numbers in the late 1960’s early 70’s were decimals.  I was section 7.4 (So was Jeff Watson and Mimi Shipley), but I got transferred to section 8.6 the next year.  There were 7 sections for both classes in those years at ERJH.

Charles Fregeau

Woulda been class of ’75.

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

Charles Fregeau

n5hsr@sprynet.com
Playing outside until dark.

Coming home for dinner when Mom rang the dinner chimes.

The smell of Lilt home perms driving us out of the house and into the yard.

Lemonade stands.

Riding our bikes everywhere around Olney.

Going to the Olney City Park Pool, which Mom always called Shafer’s for some reason.

Watching your hair turn color ‘cause you didn’t rinse it good enough.

Bathing caps on the girls and the cute 2 piece suits.

The Richland County Fair.

Riding the Tilt-A-Whirl until your insides were whirling, too.

Summer Matinees at the Arcadia, back when it was all one big screen.

Working on bikes, patching tires, cleaning and oiling chains, greasing wheel bearings.

Seeing who could make the longest skid with their coaster brake.
Making ice cream at Granddad’s in the summer.

Saving the seeds’ to plant next year.

Picking sweet grapes off the grape arbor.

Picking fresh corn out of the garden and eating it that evening.

A 5 gallon can full of freshly harvested, dried and cleaned raw peanuts at the end of summer.

Eating a fresh tomato like an apple.

Little tiger stripe watermelons that were so much sweeter than the big ones in the store.

Bean snapping ‘parties’ getting all the beans ready for canning.

Helping Granddad pick the ears of popcorn and knock them off the ears.  Saving the best kernels to plant next year.

Turning off the electric fence so we could go into the garden.

Walking down the driveway from the house, crossing the Slab to get the mail after we saw the mailman go by.

Picking fresh strawberries for 25 cents a quart every summer out south of Olney.

Picking wild blackberries right next to Granddad’s garage.

Going out in the woods to hunt for mushrooms after a rainstorm.

Looking for red sassafras root in springtime to make tea.

Vacation Bible School in the Olney Churches.

Stopping at the store just south of the Res up on the hill on the 130 (the Slab)

Waiting for the coolness of the evening to come into the house so one could sleep.  No AC in those days in hardly any of the Olney houses.  

Watching the lights of the cars going by reflect on the walls of a night as they went by on the Slab.  

How many things like this do you remember?

Charley

David Schnautz
david@clarkfreight.com
Here’s another note for Olney memories.  Maybe it has been long enough for me to chime in again. 

This is David Schnautz, Ann’s son. 

I don’t remember seeing anything in the earlier memories about the Olney Hotel fire. If so I don’t remember it. I am not exactly sure when it caught fire. I am guessing 1973 or 1974. I remember being inside of the lobby several times. For what I don’t know but I was. Since Mom had the furniture store on Whittle, across form the post office and I was a young (exploring) boy I figured Whittle Ave. was all mine.
 I explored it from the Little Farm Market all the way to Main St. I knew a lot of nook and crannies including the alleys. Anyway, I remember the day it caught fire. Mom went in to open the store and there were still fire trucks all around. Most of the flames were gone but the smoke and the awful smell of a structure being burnt were still there. Since I was there daily I could watch the entire cleanup process. It seemed like the time from fire to cleanup took forever. It was a brick building and seemed to come down in little pieces. I was only 9 or 10 at the time so obviously it made a big impression on me. I still have a couple news paper clippings form the Olney Daily about it. I am guessing that was one of the biggest buildings in Olney at the time. You had to walk several stairs to get to the lobby. I don’t remember how many floors it had, probably just a couple, but they had a basement also. Buildings seem bigger when you’re a little guy.  
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David P. Schnautz
"Would have been class of ‘84  (if we had not moved)"
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Tim Jones

UncleFroggie@netscape.net   
I have so many childhood memories of Olney it surprises me that I remember some of the most insignificant things.  About Central School the boys side and the girls side, the girls made leaf houses, jumped rope and played hop scotch, we boys butted heads and played billy goat, (yeah I know that explains a lot), marbles, basket ball, football or what not. 

 

The classroom buzzed as energetic kids took their seats, throwing paper wads, teasing, whimpering laughing, and sometimes crying until the teacher came in, then we were dead. We sang our song of obedience, "Good morning to you, Good morning to you! We're all in our places with smiles on are faces. Good morning to you! Good morning to you! By this time the teacher had raised the blinds and we proceeded to the pledge of Allegiance. It was clear to me that fun was over any smiles during the day were strategically placed so as not to interfere with the seriousness of the matter at hand.

 

 Some times, on rainy days or just.... because, the teacher would march us like little soldiers around the whole school, I suppose for exercise or just to teach us that sometimes life just makes you go in circles for no good reason. On other rainy days we went to the basement, kept are playground equipment in a cubby hole (when was the last time you heard that word) where did that word come from?  

 

Some times we would stand in a line along and up and down the stairs waiting to go someplace as the chalky fiber asbestos fell to the floor and the gauze like wrappings unwrapped; and seemed to get a little more extensive as hyperactive hands would tear a little more as time went on to the point it looked like snow was accumulating inside.

 

Mrs. Eswine (sp} (the nurse)  kept her office free from germs, I don't know if she wiped everything down with alcohol for sterile conditing or a combination of there being a mimeograph machine in there.  The mimeograph was used to send home important information written in blue type.  If you weren't sick you might get sick just from the fumes, in my case getting to go nurse was a get out of jail free card.  All I had to do was rub my eyes real good and the nurse would declare "pink eye" and home I would go.  No trick I ever pulled in my life was as effective and a sure bet as that.  I was careful not to overuse, it is amazing how a dumb kid like me could be so clever, must have learned it from another clever kid.

 .  

Mark Twain once told me, don't try to write like Mark Twain, try and write like Samuel Clemens, Out of respect I waited until after his death but found out that he said "rumors of are greatly exaggerated".
Tim Jones

Class of ‘66

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Mary Cummins

cummings_mary@msn.com
Richard sent out an e-mail the other day requesting photos of May Day parade activities.  Here is his excerpt:  (NOTE from Richard Williams)  Oh, I'd like to collect some May Day pictures to share in May.  So get out those old boxes of school dazes and copy several and email them (as attachments) to me at rrw41@earthlink.net. (And yes, I'm still interested in collecting pictures of all our other activities!)
If anyone would like to add pictures of the May Day parade that include the bands, please send those pictures to me (cummings_mary@msn.com) and I'll be sure they get on the ERHS website under the music section.  I haven't heard from very many folks and would like to add lots from other people!
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1959 HS Band May Day Parade

[image: image3.jpg]



1965 HS Band Parade
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Gus presenting Pen & Ink to Fred Norenberg
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Gus directing Sliva Salute band rehearsal

Thanks all!  Cheers!
Mary (Noerenberg) Cummings 

Class of 1970

Gwen MCDonald Judge Day

doveharp@sbcglobal.net
HI , 
I HAVE HAD THESE PICTURES OF THE SESENGOODS FOR OVER 50 YEARS.
 THEY LIVED NEAR SUMNER WHEN THESE WERE TAKEN!  I FOUND THEM WHEN WE BOUGHT OUR FRIST HOUSE WHEN MY CHILDREN WE SMALL; AND WE ALL LIVED IN OLNEY!  IF ANY ONE RECOGNIZES THESE AND WOULD WANT THEM, THEY CAN WRITE ME OR CALL AND I WILL SEND THEM TO THE RELATIVES.  I WAS ALSO VERY INTERESTED IN TRYING TO FIND HARVETTA  LAWLESS !  HER MOTHER OWNED A GROCERY STORE NEXT TO THE HOUSE THEY LIVED IN!  BUT HER MOTHERS LAST NAME WAS BEAL!  THUS THE STORE WAS CALLED  BEAL'S  GROCERY !  IT WAS ON WEST CHERRY ST!  I KNOW SHE MARRIED AND HAD  A  FEW  CHILDREN ! THEN I MOVED FROM OLNEY AND NEVER SAW OR HEARD FROM HER AGAIN! I KNOW SHE HAD SOME SISTERS AND THEY ALL PLAYED CARDS A LOT! I THINK HER FATHER HAD DIED AND HER MOTHER REMARRIED A BEAL!  IF ANY ONE KNOWS OF HARVETTA  I WOULD LIKE FOR THEM TO WRITE OR CALL COLLECT !  
AND THE SPEITHS ENVELOPE WAS WHAT THE PICTURES WERE FOUND IN!  BUT I LOVED THE SPEITHS AND I LOVED HAVING THE OLD SPEITHS ENVELOPE!  JUST LOOK AT THE PRICES BACK THEN!  I THOUGHT THEY WERE ALL GREAT SO HAVE HAD THEM FOR A LONG TIME! 
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Harvetta 001
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GWEN MCDONALD JUDGE DAY!
Class of ‘55
Tim Jones

unclefroggie@aim.com
Below are some class photos from Central School. The third one is the oldest one I could find of Central School, of course a little before my time, but possibly some of the names you might recognize.  
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Tim Jones

Class of ‘66
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