                              Olney Memories # 155
                                    February 4, 2023

Hi OM Readers,
Hi Everyone… Here we are into February already and time for another Olney Memory issue.  A lot of contributions came in again and this is a good thing, keep them coming  .  Thank you for the few updated e-addresses of the members  that were found.   Every lost one that is found helps in keeping the mailing list current and people receiving OM’s.   And again, please remember to let me know when your email changes. 
The class of 1960 is having a reunion in September, read the details below fellow members!   Jan and the committee are working hard getting this underway.

Ann Weesner King
Pianoann97@aol.com
Class of 1960


Jan  Crites
jancrites@yahoo.com 

ERHS Class of 1960 
Our "60 +3" class reunion
Saturday, September 30, 2023
(Same day as Fall Festival)
Hoveys Diner in Olney
Casual Dress Code
Group photo taken at 5:30 pm
Meal served at 6:00 pm
Come & reminisce!
Come and see your classmates, once again!
We have agreed this will be our last planned reunion!
(I think everyone knows why!  Age & Health!  [image: Emoji])

Jan 
Class of 1960 
---------------------------------------------------------------------

Roy Doolin 
roydoolin@hotmail.com
﻿
Roy Ed Doolin class of 1964

Reading Don Judge's account of attending the Olney High School on Main Street brought back memories of attending  Jr. High in that building several years later. I had attended grades 2-6 at Cherry Street School. Older kids in my neighborhood told horror stories about initiations and horrible teachers at the Junior High school. Well, it was not nearly as bad as some had told me. I knew that my brother Marv had survived. I got along with most of the students and all but one teacher. On the first day of class, as one teacher was calling roll, she asked me if I was Marvin's brother. I said yes. She made an unhappy face and continued with the roll. I think she was disappointed that I was not Marv who was always a good student. 
There was a large room next to the principal's office called the Special Study Hall. If you got kicked out of a class, that is where you were supposed to go. You were supposed to study quietly until the secretary said that the principal was ready to see you.  The afore-mentioned teacher frequently sent me there. Mr. Hatch was the Principal and I had known him when he was the Principal at Cherry Street. He always asked why I was sent there and I frequently said "I don't know." I don't recall him ever punishing me for being there. I passed her class. I never had a problem with any other teacher and never went to Special Study Hall in 8th grade and I never went to the principal's office at the High School. Overall, I enjoyed my school years spent in Olney. 
I drove around Olney in 2019 and noted that the Jr. Hi was gone. Other businesses had replaced Jones cycle and Toy Store and Beal's News Agency. I did find Bateman's Auto Parts and The Olney Daily Mail. I drove past the old Assembly of God Church and the house that we lived in in Olney. A lot of Olney looks the same. 

Roy Ed Doolin 
Class of 1964
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Barbara Berger
barbberger1927@gmail.com 
Hi Ann,   I had my 95th birthday this month and graduated from Olney Township High School in 1945.  At our graduation I was given an award as the most outstanding member of the class.  I never felt that I deserved it as there were others smarter than me,   Gib Miller and Bill Paulsel to name two.  That same year in September I married Kenny Berger.  Ken passed away 4 years ago.  Together we had 4 children, 3 boys, David, Chris, John and our daughter, Susan Berger Summers  whom we lost soon after her 69th birthday. I was a stay at home when they were small then later on I worked part time in our hardware store.  Six years ago we moved from Olney to Chatham,I’ll. To be near our Chris and family and I am still here fortunately able to still live intently.  None of our family lives in Olney now and our nine grandchildren are scattered from L. A. to New York City.  I will always miss Olney, friends and church family.   I enjoy Olney Memories.  
Barbara Berger
Class of ‘45


Dick Landenberger
dick.landenberger@gmail.com 

Hi Ann
Can’t resist commenting on the message from Ruth Reckling (Winkler) about the alley behind her house on Boone street. For a while that was my alley, too. Lived at 821 N Morgan, across the alley and one house north, then moved to the Lustron house one block east on Silver street. Our mutual neighbor was the Silver Street school teacher, Mrs Youngling.
Yes, we used the alley for shortcuts and also trash pickup, and still is.
There was a great group of kids living nearby: Dick Negley, Mike Newton, Mark and Bill Peyton, Barbara Meyers, Mike Kern, Keith and Alan and Mary Ellen Lake, Ann Montgomery, Judy Beard, the Paddock brothers, Pat Turner, and older guys at the time Sonny Kern, Donnie Brian, Roy Miller, Bobby Brooks.  Wow!

Dick Landenberger
Class of ‘57


Marvin Doolin
marvin.doolin.jr@gmail.com 

Thank you, Ann, for the work you do to keep Olney Memories going. My family lived in Olney from 1953 until 1963, and Olney still seems like home to me. Quite a pleasant home.

I was a paperboy, beginning in sixth grade until at least my sophomore high school year. The latter half of that period I was delivering the Olney Daily Mail. Most days the paper consisted of six or eight pages. We folded them into frisby-like squares that could be sailed from our bicycles to the porches of the customers' houses, or occasionally onto their roofs. Once or twice a week the papers were larger and we rolled them and used a rubber band to hold them together. 

I wanted to ask about the folded ones. I still find myself folding waste paper and napkin bands into the shape we used then, but I've never seen anything similar anywhere else. Does anyone know the origin of what I think of as the Olney Daily Mail fold? And are there still young people delivering the papers on Olney's streets, sailing folded papers to porches?

 I'm not sure when the law changed in Illinois, but fourteen year-olds could ride motorbikes legally when I was delivering papers. One of the boys who delivered ODM rode a really nice mo-ped at least part of the time. Since a paper went to nearly every house, though, I never was convinced there was an advantage. On the morning routes I had before I was fourteen, there were sometimes blocks between deliveries, so a motorbike could have sped things up. I'm looking forward to reading about your husbands experience. 

I should probably add that I was much more interested in putting my money toward a Les Paul and amp, and I couldn't do that and buy a motorbike anyway.

Thank you very much. I'd love to see anyone's stories about their adventures delivering papers whether or not you know the answer.

Marvin Doolin Jr.
Class of ‘62
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Harold Varner 
covarner@gmail.com

Ann,   Here  is some more info on Doc Di Ciro.  I forgot that his son was in the military and he was a Freemason.  The first link below has his gravesite and the narrative is copied from that site.  I will try to write another story or two about him.  He was certainly a caring man.  
Enjoy -  Bud [image: 😊]
 
 Dr Dominic S. DiCiro (1895-1965) - Find a Grave Memorial
 
Harold Varner 
Class of  ‘66
---------------------------------------------------------------------

Richard King, (Ann’s Husband)
kingrwarren@aol.com
﻿
(Ann wrote this short paragraph below)
My husband said he'd reply to Marvin Doolin's request for people's experiences as a newspaper boy if he had grown up in Olney.  I told him that since he was my husband, that it would be OK for him to write something.
Here below is what he wrote:

Marvin Doolin Jr. talked about delivering newspapers as a boy and said he'd like to see anyone's stories about their adventures delivering papers
 
I got my first job as a newspaper boy with the Florence, South Carolina Morning News when I was 12 in 1948.  I thought I was being hired by the newspaper to deliver papers, collect the money from the customers, and be paid a salary.

Not!

When I went from house to house at the end of the first week to collect the money for that week, almost two dozen customers said they had already paid for several weeks in advance.  
"Oh good", I thought, "The company has already been paid in advance."  
Not!
They had paid the previous paper boy and it was up to me to pay for the newspapers!  When I tried to get the money from him, I was faced with his father who had helped him collect.  He was much bigger than me so I turned to the newspaper office for help.  The rude chain-smoking man in charge of sales curtly told me it was my problem but I had to pay for all the newspapers.  
So I essentially worked for nothing for the first two or three months.  
A year or so into the job I had saved up enough money to make the first payment on a small, old motorcycle.  So, delivering newspapers from a motorcycle!  Paradise! 
 For about  a week.  Then the chain-smoking man in charge of sales said I could not use the motorcycle because a customer had complained about the noise.  

I have never forgotten the morning when I overheard one of two black boys who were nearby also preparing their newspapers for delivery tell the other that he was going to drop out of school.  When the second boy admonished him to stay in school until he graduated, he replied, "Why?  The man is not going to give you a decent job whether you graduate or not."
I have often wondered how life turned out for both those guys.
A year or two later I had moved up to delivering an out-of-town afternoon newspaper which I picked up at the bus station.  One day, as I was preparing the papers for delivery, one of two black ladies who were waiting for a bus, turned toward me and said, "Look at that white boy!  God didn't think enough of him to give his skin any color."  
Having spent all my life growing up in South Carolina, I had never thought if it that way and I still remember thinking, "She may have a point."  To this day I regret not having gotten to know her.  I'll bet we would have enjoyed each other's company.
So far as folding the newspapers.  A couple of the guys folded them into an approximate four or five inch by four or five inch square but I never figured out how they did that.  

Fortunately, I was an expert in throwing a once folded newspaper onto porches with them sliding across the porch to near the door.  Few people could throw a once-folded newspaper without it flying apart. At least having that skill made life easier.
 Richard King
Class of ‘54
Pasadena, TX
Cary Moudy
c_moudy@hotmail.com

 I remember the plants...Carmi had NeHi/RC, Mt. Carmel had coke, Olney had coke, Centraila had one.
I don't have any further history except they closed in the early to mid 70s due to the recession.
I have a golden bottle from Mt. Carmel as the name of the towns are molded on the bottom with an insert.
The bottles were blow molded, but do not know where or if each plant had their own blow molding machine.
Plastic parts were an evolution of this process. US Weight is located south of Olney and they blow mold plastic parts and were a part of Roadmaster at one time.

Cary Moudy
West Salem, IL.
 ---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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