           Olney Memories # 157         
                          September 2023
            It’s more than time for another send-out of the Olney Memories for everyone!  More memories to read,  and more fun remembering the things of the past for those of us from our hometown of Olney.   Please spread the word of the Olney Memories and how we read and share.  This will help us all….All one has to do is send in their own memories to me and I will copy and post them in the next set of the OM’s that is sent out.  We have over 575 on the mailing list. that is sent out on the e-mail mailing list!   We have sadly lost some through their passing but there are always requests for new readers to be added to the list.  So let’s all help in keeping it going.  Lots of areas and thoughts have been touched but there are oh so many things that have not been discussed or thought about yet……
Maybe some of you have had or are having your Class Reunions this year!  If so I think they are loads of fun to reconnect with our schoolmates and reminisce about our schooldays and see our friends again.  If this pertains to you I do wish this brought you many happy hours of fun and visiting.   My own 63rd class reunion will be next weekend and understand this will be the “last” physical one we will have.  Sadly I am unable to make the trip back to Olney this time and I will add makes me very sad.  Hopefully some of us can stay connected through FB and possibly Zoom!  What would we have thought if we were told back when we were in grade school  (that is kids of my age) that such a thing were possible this day in age!   It would not have been believed possible!! 
Thank you so much.  May you all have a Happy Fall Season wherever you are……
 
Ann Weesner King
Pianoann97@aol.com
Class of 1960
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
  
Marti Melrose
martimelrose@gmail.com> wrote:
 
I thought I recognized Sen Dirksen.....  My great uncle, Tom Creighton, was a  good friend of his , probably through their individual jobs in DC....and various contacts , but for many years we always heard stories...lol  :)    Uncle Tom worked in Washington , a Federal job... but not sure of  how their friendship developed but it was lifelong as far as Ive ever heard.   
 
Marti Melrose
Class of ‘60
 
 
Richard Wilson
rdw30296@yahoo.com
 
Your OM #156 focus on 'paper boys & girls' brought to mind another aspect of the ODM circulation department: the "Mail Outs". Sandwiched in a small room between the front office and the press room was an insight into the heart and soul of Olney's finest as they took up challenges out of town, out of state, and even out of the country while serving in the U.S. Military.
 
First, let's say that a mail-out ODM subscription as a Christmas or birthday present was wildly popular with a circulation that rivaled home delivery. Today's newspaper was mailed out daily to those in the military, those in college, and those working or living in nearby communities. The brown wrappers were cut from rolls of brown Kraft paper; then the addresses were applied with a foot peddle operated stamp machine that inserted a small inked card (like a 35mm slide) for each address as the wrappers were hand fed through the device. Then they were spread out on a table top while white paste was applied with a stiff brush along the top edge. Moving quickly a newspaper was rolled up into each wrapper and stacked together for their trip to the nearby post office.
 
That preparation process of hundreds of newspapers was fascinating in and of itself. But, even more fascinating was the daily assortment of notes, letters, phone messages, etc. with updates for mailing addresses. Invariably the letters and notes included a personal message about how precious each anticipated delivery was to the recipient who valued this link to their hometown community. The military mail-outs were APO; but the letters and notes to the ODM  from those on duty in far away places were stunning and awesome - like the one from the North Pole letting us know how much they enjoyed reading the school lunch menu for the upcoming week - and their memories of friends and classmates that they shared tables with at school. Or, the one from a college student who felt isolated and over-whelmed on a university campus with thousands of students - until they opened up their ODM and were re-assured that the place they called home - and the place where they felt like they were welcome and where they belonged - was still there waiting for their return.
 
We were lucky to have these shared experiences. True enough, the changes in newspaper publication and circulation that we've all seen are a world-wide phenomenon. Still, reading a digital news blip on a cell phone is no match for reading the show times for a movie at the Arcadia while harvesting peas in the middle of a field in central Washington state - and valuing the newspaper for its shade from the hot sun as much as for its content. We still subscribe - and we know daily delivery is a struggle - now as much for the postal carrier as it is for the publisher. We file it under "Change Without Progress".
 
  
Richard Wilson
Class of ‘68
 
Richard Wilson
rdw30296@yahoo.com
 
 
Another aspect of the ODM Circulation Dept. was, of course, the drop boxes that were strategically located around Olney and Richland County. As I recall, nearly all of the grocery stores had a drop box outside the front entrance, as did Reaban's, Alexander's, Turnipseed's, several filling stations, both banks, etc. Most drop box locations were in a spot that was handy both for the carrier who delivered by vehicle, and the customers who stopped to insert their dime in the slot. The food coupons that came out mid-week were a big draw; and sometimes the carrier re-filled the boxes to keep both the customers and the merchants happy. Midweek was when the show times for the next movie showing at the Arcadia the coming weekend was announced for 'date night'.
 
I was not personally involved in that distribution route, but I did fill in for the downtown business route when the regular carrier was on vacation. It's the only delivery route that was 'walked' while the other 15 or so routes were typically by bicycle. The carrier actually went into each business and hand delivered the newspaper - or placed it on the counter near the cash register. And sometimes he delivered 'proofs' of soon to be published ads. Many of the downtown merchants ran ads in the ODM, and many closed up shop & went home around 5 pm, so the downtown route often received his papers first while the rest of us waited for Big Bertha (the old press) to run off more of the day's run. Big Bertha was a tad temperamental and would suddenly start folding newsprint into huge accordion type paper fans; or, just as often shred sheets of paper into confetti that drifted into the pit under rollers. She was not unlike some modern high speed copy machines - requiring the pressman to dismantle the rollers to free the paper, and then re-set the rollers. The concrete floor would tremble as her various cast iron parts shifted back-and-forth pulling newsprint off of 2-ton rolls of paper that had been maneuvered into position by hand.
 
We were tickled to see similar vintage lino type machines & presses set up in Ford's Greenwich Village near Detroit. It wasn't just the sights & sounds of the clinking and clanking as the machine produced the letters and words for printing, but the smell (odor? fragrance?) of the melting lead and the black oily ink spread across the rollers to produce what Gutenberg invented to revolutionize the world: moveable (reusable) type. I fully expected to see a cloud of cigar smoke following Mr. Yount through the swinging door [like Mr. Dithers in the Blondie cartoon] yelling "Now why'd she stop??"  He had a good heart; at Christmas he personally distributed boxes of Brach's Cordial Chocolate Covered Cherries and a crisp new $2 bills to each of the young carriers gathered at the back entrance waiting for Big Bertha to rumble back into life. "Don't worry - we'll get you out of here in time to make it to school before recess in the morning!" he'd laugh! And he did, too!
 
 
Richard Wilson
Class of ‘68
----------------------------------------------------------------
 
 
Marvin Doolin
marvin.doolin.jr@gmail.com
 
Thank you very much, Ann. for keeping these wonderful memories available for us. They give me, and many others, much pleasure.
And nice to see a note from my brother down in Texas!

Liz Fehrenbacher Newton's account of being a paper girl in the 1960's brings to mind the fact that things changed pretty quickly in those days. I think I ended my paperboy "career" in 1960 or 1961, and at the time I don't believe anyone thought of even the possibility that girls might deliver papers as well as boys. In hindsight it seems to have come quickly, but at the time I probably wouldn't have thought so. By 1966 when Liz quit I was already a father, and by 1970 when she graduated I had two kids and was a junior high teacher. It sometimes seems long, long ago, and other times it's just yesterday.
 
Liz's friend who delivered city papers through the week sounds a bit like what I did between 1956 and 1958 on my morning route. I had two St. Louis papers and three or four Chicago papers, as well as the occasional Racing Forum (or was it Form?), that I delivered between 5:30 and 6:30 AM six days a week for $.25 per month per customer. Did the friend work out of Beal's News Agency?

I'd still like to know whether anyone knows where the Daily Mail fold came from and how far back it goes -- either or both.

I'd like to make a stab at identifying some of the paperboys in the picture Larry Judge included. I'm not in the picture, so it could have been taken in the spring of 1958 before I switched from my Stanley Beal's morning route to the Daily Mail. I seem to remember, though, that there were thirteen routes, so it's possible I had my papers folded and had already left when the picture was called for.

I apologize in advance for any mistakes, but here are my tries:
Third from the left - Tom Williams
Fifth - may be Rollo (?) Stout
Sixth - Fred Eggley
Eighth - last name Mitchell, I think. He moved away before graduating at ERHS.
Ninth - looks very familiar and may be named Bateman.
Tenth - Bernard Gattenbean (sorry if I misspelled)
Standing behind must be Forest Bunting who was the circulation manager and in charge of the paperboys.
 
Marvin Doolin
Class 1962
 
 
Roy Doolin
roydoolin@hotmail.com

My family moved to Olney when I was 7, but my first job was when I was 5 and we lived in a very small Western Illinois town. We had a large garden and my mother told my 7-year-old brother, Marvin, and me that she would give us each a scout knife if we would tend the tomatoes all summer. We must have done well because I still have the knife.
 In the first or second year that we lived in Olney, Marvin answered an ad in a comic book from Cardinal Cards. Using a catalog, we took orders from neighbors for boxes of Christmas cards, Birthday Cards and other cards. Along with the cards, the catalog featured ball point pens with various colors of ink and even perfumed ink. Ball point pens were a new invention at that time, and not available in stores, so they were very popular. There was a variety of other items in the catalog including a needle threader that was also popular. I have wished that I had a needle threader a few times since then. About once a week, we sent an order to Cardinal Cards. When the items arrived, we delivered them. I don't remember how long we did door-to-door sales and I don't think we made much money but we were happy in our work. 
A few years later, Marvin got a paper route. I was too young for a route but I substituted for him a few times and it was not very long until I got a route. I delivered papers until we moved in 1963 and I was 17 years old. I have had a number of jobs in my life. Along with my other jobs, I have been active in ministering and witnessing for the Lord as a pastor and in drug rehab as staff. I finally retired in 2020 when I was 74. I have enjoyed my life and I trust that you have too.
 
Roy  Ed Doolin
Class of  1964
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
(  Below… Roger sent this to me in May and my apologies, this is the first OM’s that has gone out since before then.)   
 
           As most of you now know AOL will not allow me to post pictures in the body of this mailing, so I have enclosed  some of the pictures  Roger sent as files below that Roger sent .  AK
 
Roger Boatman
rogboatman@aol.com  
 This being "May Day", it got me thinking about some old pictures of the Olney May Day Parade that took place long ago.  My father took these pictures and my guess is in various years between 1953 and 1959.  I am in several of the pictures so some of my fellow "Class of 65" members may recognize some in the pictures.  Also shown, are  pictures of my grandmother's  (Leila Schahrer's)  class from Central School.  
 
Roger Boatman
Class of ‘ 65
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
  
Harold Varner…..
Look below:
         (This is Ann and I’m re-sending the article from Harold a couple or 3 issues ago, for I fear the link did not open correctly you originally contributed, so I opened it myself and copied it  pertaining Dr.DI Ciro for those who knew him and were interested in his as a person, friend and doctor.  Too me he deserves some recognition as he was a good man and a fine Doctor).  My apologies for not catching this sooner Harold…..  Ann
            -----------------------
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 
 
 Dr Dominic S. DiCiro (1895-1965) - Find a Grave Memorial

Dr. Dominic S. Di Ciro, 70, of 301 Cedar street, Olney, one of this county's most active and prominent Physician and surgeons, was killed instantly Sunday afternoon when the car he was driving was involved in a collison at the intersection of U.S. Rt. 50 and State Rt. 250, east of Olney. Dr. Di Ciro was proceeding toward Claremont to make a house call when the collision occurred at about 5:45 p.m.

Born in New York City on February 27, 1895, he was an overseas veteran of World War I, serving in the United States Army. After completing medical school and internship, he practiced medicine in Chicago for a number of years and moved to Olney in 1941, where he had accumulated a large number of friends and an outstanding practice.

The Doctor was a member of the following organizations: Ancient Free and Accepted Masons, Olney Lodge No 140: Scottish Rite, East St. Louis: Center Shrine Club of Olney: Ainad Temple of the Shrine, East St. Louis: American Legion Post No. 30, Olney: Veterans of World War I, Barracks No 466, Olney: American Medical Assotiation: Richland County Medical Society: American College of Surgeons: Staff of Richland Memorial Hospital.

Besides his wife, Rose, he is survived by two sons, Major Charles M. Di Ciro, U.S. Army, of Alexandria, Virginia and Dr. George L. Di Ciro of Poplar Bluff, Missouri, one daughter, Mrs. Gloria G. Dean, R.N., of Olney and 5 grandchildren.

Funeral arrangements from Schaub Funeral Home  5) - Find a Grave Memorial
 
 
Harold Varner
Class of  ‘66
 
 
 
 
 

