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Hello Everyone!                     
Wishing everyone a Happy Fall season wherever you might be. Once again please remember to send me your new e-mail address if this applies to you.  This will help things run more smoothly and also assure you continue to receive the OM’s. 
This issue I will be attaching the E-mail Contact List as an attachment with the OM’s.  For those new members that do not know; this is a list of the people  that would like to share their e-mails with others so they can be reunited with friends and schoolmates that they may not have been able to be connected with in quite some time or since graduation. I hear remarks from people on this list that they are thrilled at finding their long-ago friends.  If you would like your name and email added to this list, you do have to let me know. 
Remember to send your memories to, pianoann97@aol.com, for publication in the next OM issue!  This is what keeps Olney Memories interesting for it is made from people like you who remember memories! J
Happy Reading
Ann King  
Class of 1960
 

 
Richard Williams
rrw41@earthlink.net
Hello Schoolmates and Ann’s “OM” Subscribers!
 Want you to know that last Saturday afternoon, the administrators of the Tiger Alumni Center, (TAC) conducted our 7th annual Lifetime Achievement (LTA) Ceremony.  Clarence “Smitty” Smith, Tiger Alumni Center’s (TAC) LTA event chair, and Tiger Pride Alumni Association board member, presented the program honoring four outstanding people.  Smitty was assisted by a committee comprised of Marilyn Holt, past Superintendent (RCCU1) and current TAC dm; Nancy Rumsey, our ‘In Memory’ Administration Richard Williams, TAC Founder.
 Nearly sixty people filled the Camelot to listen to the presentations, with about a dozen of them standing to add their good memories of this year’s recipients.
 We celebrated the achievements of Dave Carmody, driver's education teacher for 34 years, mainly at East Richland High School; Colonel John Fulk (Class of 1987), Joint Forces Commander IL Army National Guard Medical; Susanne Hahn, first principal of the consolidated Richland County Elementary School; and Major Dan Ragain (Class of 1958), educator and poet - a ... “deep connection and compassion for others." 
 You know that a key goal of the Tiger Alumni Center is to connect schoolmates to each other and to those of past educators and alumni who have slipped into history.  You also know that the members of TAC (with help from others) have raised, over the past eight years, a total of $111,000 for 111 scholarships!
 You may be proud to be an ERHS alumni with such wonderful leaders.  For more information, visit the Tiger Alumni Center website (www.erhsalumni).  To read more about your LTA2019 recipients visit TAC page for this year’s ceremony:  http://www.erhsalumni.net/2019-Ceremony.htm
 You are also encouraged to visit the scholarship pages, the last one being the 2019 scholarship drive:  http://www.erhsalumni.net/2019-Current-Donation-Totals.htm
 
Richard Williams
Class of ‘60
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------
 
Carol Vaughn Schafer
schafer_ce@yahoo.com>

The picture shown in OM #144 of the Standard Station was on the corner of Main and Boone Street, sideways from the Hotel Ritz.  They had a five cent Coca Cola machine on the east side!
Carol E Vaughn Schafer
Class of ‘65
 
Joe Wilkerson
wilk702@yahoo.com>
Bill Gaither confirmed in a hand written letter that he worked at WVLN and still remembers Joe Kosack.
My grandfather Everette Wilkerson had a grocery store on North East Street.
 
Joe Wilkerson
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------
 
Harold Varner
covarner@hotmail.com
 
 
Ann, There was a Bill Arthur that worked at WVLN as a radio announcer in the 50s and maybe early 60s.  He lives in Fairfield.   I saw him on my last visit to the area.
 
Harold Varner
Class of ‘66
 
Ann King
Pianoann97@aol.com
 
Speaking of radio announcers at WVLN…..my mind well remembers Lee Hayward Eggley.  I wonder how many remember that deep swelling voice that portrayed a truly good sound coming out of our radios back in the 50’s?  I can’t remember the exact number of shows he was the announcer of but he was good in what he did.  Maybe some of you can remember some of the shows he hosted?  I personally knew Lee Hayward and his singing voice was wonderful.  He sang so many gospel songs in church and probably other places.  His daughter Paula, and son’s Fred and Tom might be able to help us out on this? 
Ann King
Class of 1960
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
 
Jim Dillman
jdillman8@gmail.com>
Subject: Pool Dance Floor
     Ann, I can vouch for the dance area on the roof of the swimming pool building. As “a pool-rat”, I was frequently up there, and distinctly remember there being a juke-box up there, at least for some period of time. Fortunately, (or un), I was too young to have discovered girls so dancing wasn’t very high on my list of interests.  A rough approximation of the shape of the area, and the entire building, as viewed from above was:  
                                                  (Pool Side)
                [image: ]
 
                              
 
   
                     
The exterior wall of the building extended about 3 feet above the Dance Floor & Band area, with a rail about a foot high mounted on top of the wall. The Dance Floor was entirely open but the Band area had a roof over it. Lights were mounted on structural columns around the perimeter.

I also remember that there was a concrete island right at the edge of the deep/shallow water line of the pool, and not only was the island big enough for several people to sunbathe on, but it had a fairly large square hole on the south side, below the waterline. If you were brave (or dumb) enough, you could swim through the hole to the interior of the island, hoping there was an air-pocket at the top. (There was!). If there was a reason for that opening, I never learned what it was, but going through it the first time took a lot of thought.
 
Jim Dillman
Class of ’50 (almost)
 
 
Debra Olney
debbieolma52@gmail.com

   I'm an Olney to My name is Debra Olney . My father never no were the last name Olney came from. When he was a little boy he would ask my grandfather . or grandma but they always told him he was to young. Then he became a teenager .Then he asked my Grandfather but ny grampa was always hisattint on answering him. So years went on . Then we asked him about the name Olney. He said he really didn't no . So me and my brother Googled it. Boy we're we all surprised. I lost my father May 17th of 2019 . He wanted to write about his life and what a life he had. So Im going to try in and for feel his dream. He even had a name for his book. I thought I was alone. By Edward Amelio Olney. So if anyone can help me please email me I beg of you.
debbieolma52@gmail.com
Debra Olney
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Roy Ed Doolin
roydoolin@hotmail.com
Thank you for producing and distributing Olney Memories. I have been enjoying reading and contributing for several years. I have many good memories from Olney but I am happy to be living in Texas. Here is my latest contribution. 
 
 
 
CHORUS TRIP TO CHICAGO
 
In 1961, the East Richland High School Mixed Chorus was chosen to sing at the National Education Convention that was held in Chicago, during the Christmas break. Mr. Gus and Mrs. Mary Sliva and were the Band and Chorus teachers at the time. I was one of the students privileged to make the trip. We practiced Handel's Messiah many times until we had memorized all of the words and our musical parts. I heard a tape and we sounded good.
I conferred with my brother Marv, to remember some of the details of the trip. Marv remembered that we went to Effingham by bus and got on the train there. It was a long but very enjoyable trip with many friends. When we got to Chicago, we occupied several rooms in a big fancy downtown hotel. I don't remember the name of the hotel. I was in a room with several boys. I don't remember if we were assigned or had a choice of who to room with.
Aside from a practice or two, we were allowed quite a bit of freedom. We walked around a few blocks of downtown Chicago. As I recall, we were on our own for meals. Marv reminded me that some of us ate at a restaurant called The Ham and Egger. One of us pointed out that everything was expensive. Probably the lowest priced item on the menu was a hamburger. I ordered an overpriced hamburger. It tasted OK but someone commented that the high dollar burgers were not as good as Mike's in Olney.
December in Chicago was cold that year. Some of us decided to go visit to a tall building that was supposed to have a very fast elevator. I like fast. I didn't get very far from the hotel when I decided that the Windy City was just too cold that day. I found something to do inside.
 
As I recall, the performance went off without a hitch. We received lots of applause. The Slivas smiled and complimented us all. The whole experience was very enjoyable. Just one of my good memories of life in Olney. If you were there, you can probably remember some things that I didn't.

Roy Ed Doolin
Class of ‘64
---------------------------------------------------------------------------
 
Samuel Totten
samtotten@outlook.com
Dear Ann,
I appreciate very much Rich Wilson's article about Major Dan Ragain including his obit in OM 144. Major Dan was the Son of my Cousin Beatrice Totten Ragain Summers who was the Daughter of my Uncle Chester and Aunt Blanche Totten who lived on a farm southwest of Olney near the Olive Branch Methodist Church Area.  My Brother and I worked for them and spent many meals and nights in their home.  Great Food and Wonderful people!!  Uncle Chester was an older brother of my Father Kenneth or better known as "Red" to most of the Olney people at that time.
Thanks Ann for the "Olney Memories".
Sam Totten
Class of ‘50
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Roy Ed Doolin
roydoolin@hotmail.com
 
I enjoyed reading other accounts of fun in the Olney Swimming pool. Thanks Ann for giving us a place to remember and visit
 
My family moved to Olney in 1953. I was 7 and I had never thought about swimming. Some of the kids in the neighborhood told us that they were getting swimming lessons at the pool for free. I don't believe that I knew what a pool was at the time. My brother Marv who was 9, and I soon found out. My brother and I were enrolled as beginner swimmers. We were given cloth patches to sew on our bathing suits to indicate the level we had achieved.
The pool taught swimming lessons in the morning then opened up for paying customers in the afternoon. My brother and I frequently went morning and afternoon. One afternoon, my 4 year old brother, Dan, insisted on coming along. My mother said to take him but keep him safe. We made Dan promise to stay in the baby pool area. As I recall, he promised. I was having fun with my friends and forgot about Dan until I saw him standing on the side looking at the people making dives into the 6 foot deep water. Then I was surprised to see Dan execute a beautiful dive into the water. Dan could not swim. I could not swim but I could yell. The lifeguard jumped in and pulled him out. Dan was fine but shaken. He never asked to go to the pool again until about a year later. Both of my brothers and I learned to swim. Dan completed the swimming lessons and also the Junior Lifeguard training. For those of you who knew Dan, he died a few months ago from cancer. I meant no disrespect by this story.
There was a low diving board and a high diving board in those days. I could dive pretty well off of the low board. The high board was really high. I tried diving off the high board but I leveled off and did a belly flop several times. I discovered the cannonball and usually did that. Sometimes I just went feet first.
I was sorry to hear that the pool has been filled in. I spent many happy hours there. Great Olney memories.
Roy Doolin
Class of ‘64
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
 
Doolin, Marvin
marvin.doolin.jr@gmail.com
 

My wife and I attended the fortieth anniversary class reunion for the class of 1962 in early August. A group of classmates and spouses had lunch at Hovey’s on Saturday morning, and while we were there, a man told us about the Olney Memories MSN group. The combination of fan noise and my damaged ear drums made it impossible for me to hear what he said, but I believe the man was Joe Wilkerson. My wife copied down the URL for the group, and I joined when we got home. Shortly after that I received Olney Memories #13, and Ann King graciously sent me the first twelve issues. I have enjoyed and appreciated the memories many of you narrated about people, places, and events. I’ve paged through my 1959–62 Olneyans to find pictures of both writers and people they mention. Some of the writers who graduated before those years stimulate memories of my pre-Olney childhood in rural southwestern Illinois before plumbing, electricity, and telephones. The younger writers’ contributions suggest that the spirit of Olney remained pretty much the same for many years after my family left. I’m pleased to know that.
I was nine in the spring of 1953 when we moved into the “apartment” in the back of the Assembly of God church on the corner of E. Elm and S. Lincoln. There was a vacant lot next door, and my parents bought it and built a house where we lived from 1954 until they moved in 1963. I met the people who live there now and took some pictures while we were there this summer. Except for the color of the siding, the house hasn’t changed very much, but they’ve made the yard into what I’d consider a formal garden. I was impressed.
Soon after we moved to Olney, my brothers (aged four and seven) and I met the neighborhood boys. John Bower, Sharan (sp?) Couch, Ronnie Hornback, John Pottorf, and Jim “Butch” Stillwell all lived within a block and were boys I learned to play kick the can with. Also within that small circle were Junior (Albert?) Shuck and Larry and Shirley Kessler’s boy (name?) who played with my brothers. The kick the can games began at dusk and continued until someone’s mom or dad called him home. All the neighborhood yards were a part of the game, and I can’t remember anyone complaining about us running through their grass or hiding in their shrubbery, though I’m sure we irritated a number of people.
There were a few girls in the neighborhood. Ronnie Hornback and John Pottorf had sisters, I believe. Jo Snowbarger (sp?) was in my class at Cherry Street School. Burtons, who installed TV antennas and sold TV’s at their home on the SE corner of E.Elm and S.Jasper, they had a daughter Sheri, and one or two girls lived on the NW corner. Hahns across Lincoln and a bit north of us had at least one girl (Diann?); if there were boys, they were quite a bit younger. Boys and girls didn’t often play together in those days. Even at school there was a girls’ side and a boys’ side of the playground. I can’t remember that adults enforced the division, but it was seldom violated.
I began my East Richland education as a fourth grader at Cherry Street School. Judging from some of the Memories I’ve read, that may have been the first year of East Richland as a unit district—at least the first year of the new high school. I don’t remember being aware of it at the time nor of thinking of it until now.
Our teacher at the beginning of the fourth grade was Mrs. Boley. I remember her as a wonderful, sweet natured person, but she suffered a stroke during that school year and, so far as I know, never fully recovered. We finished the year with at least two substitutes, one of whom I think was named Gaddey or Gaddis. I seem to remember the class gathered around Mrs. Boley’s bed, and it’s possible we walked over to her house from school one day—just two blocks from the school grounds. I know some of us stopped in occasionally as we rode our bikes around town, and I sat down for visits when I was their paperboy—1959 and 60, I believe. She always remembered our names and seemed pleased to see us, but I don’t believe she was ever able to return to work. If anyone knows more about her or can correct my faulty memory, I’d love to hear it.
Our fifth grade teacher was Mr. Holtz. He was, of course, human and surely made mistakes now and then, but I was never aware of one. During my career as a teacher there were many times that I tried to imagine what Mr. Holtz would have done, but I doubt I ever fully lived up to his example.
Was Mr. Hatch principal at Cherry Street then? I think I knew him before I went to Jr. High, and that would explain why.
In sixth grade we had two teachers. Mrs. White taught language arts at both Cherry and Silver Street schools, I believe. Mr. Galbreth (sp?) was the other teacher as well as the school principal.
Art and music teachers came every week or so. Several have mentioned Mrs. Brown, and I believe I remember her. Was she tall and thin?
As I wrote about these people it occurred to me that my memories of all the teachers from my first six years (almost all, right through high school) are of pleasant, smiling people. That includes the woman who was my first through third grade teacher in a one-room country school in southwestern Illinois.
While I was in the sixth grade, I began riding with Butch Stillwell on his morning paper route to learn who took Globes, Posts, Tribunes, Sun Times, Daily News, even a Racing Form here or there. I took over the route in January of 1956 and held it until the summer of 1958 when I began my first Olney Daily Mail route.
We picked up the morning St. Louis and Chicago papers at about 5:00 AM from Stanley Beal at Beal’s News Agency. Three of us at a time would stand at a bench in back and roll our papers. Mr. Beal had a machine in the center of the bench that would tie a string around the rolled paper; I’ve never seen another like it. Then we’d ride our routes, throwing the papers on steps or porches (most of the time) six days a week.
I was usually home by 6:30 AM. I remember finishing my route and taking a Karo Syrup bucket out along the B&O tracks east of town. I was home with a gallon of blackberries before the rest of the family was up. It may have happened only once, but it stands out.
Besides the groups of boys who delivered St. Louis and Chicago papers from Beal’s and the Olney Daily Mail boys, who were supervised by Forest Bunting and received their papers right off the press, another group of boys delivered the Decatur Herald out of one of the two taxi garages in town. If I’m not mistaken, during the years I was a paperboy, all three of these were in the same block of S. Whittle.
At some point during that time, Lee Hayward (Eggley), WVLN announcer, and his wife opened a bakery across from Beal’s. They were Tom and Fred Eggley’s parents. Several have mentioned a bakery on S. Whittle, and this is the only one I remember. Tom and Fred were paperboys and members of the Class of ’62.
Several have mentioned WVLN’s weekday morning program. I really don’t remember it, but I do remember a Saturday morning program. A fairly large group of parents and kids met in what seemed like a large room overlooking Main Street. Someone played organ or piano, and everyone sang “I’m Lookin’ Over a Four Leaf Clover.” Then kids went to the mike to sing in groups or individually. I was there a number of times, and I remember a group of brothers who sang and played guitar and possibly other instruments. I don’t remember their name, but I remember thinking they were good. That would have been about 1955, I believe.
Jr.High brought kids from all three town public schools, as well as a few country kids, together. I seem to recall that kids from St.Joseph came for music classes as well.
The classes were divided into sections, and I believe mine were 7W and 8D. Does that sound possible, or am I way off? Mr. Jacques (sp?), who taught seventh grade social studies, told us it was easy to remember his age, as he was born in 1900. He seemed so old! It’s hard to believe that we (class of ‘62) are now older than he was then.
Either Dog &Suds or A&W, whichever of the two was the second to open, “hired” a group of boys to deliver coupons for free nickel mugs. Our “pay” was a handful of coupons which we quickly learned they would redeem at the rate of one a day. My brother and I rode the length of Main Street every day until they were used up.
I delivered the Daily Mail during my first two years in high school. We would race from the west door of the HS building to the ODM pressroom, often overtaking and passing cars on Main Street (they may have been driving slower than the limit). Except for the rare days when Mr. Bunting would have our papers stacked on the table when we got there, we received our papers from the press in the order of our arrival.
Most of the time the papers consisted of six or eight pages, and we folded and tucked them into a unique near circle that would sail Frisbee-like when we threw them from our bikes. Most of us got pretty good at putting them where they were supposed to be, but many houses had two or three on the roof, and occasionally one went through a window or storm door. When there were more than eight pages, the papers were rolled and held by tiny tan rubber bands. The rolled papers increased the danger of broken windows, but they were less likely to hit a roof.
Several people mentioned Seely’s pies. I can’t remember why, but at least once I rode along with Dale Seely as he delivered pies to stores in neighboring towns. It’s possible I went along to help, but it’s also possible I pestered him until he let me go. Alan can correct me if I’m wrong about it, but I seem to remember being in a Corvair Greenbriar van, and I have a hazy memory of being in a store in Sumner.
Another faint memory I wish were clearer is of a few days I worked in a little saw mill. As I recall, my dad told me the man needed help and I should go out there. I can’t remember where it was or how I got there, but I remember he was OLD (probably younger than I am now). He was running the sawmill with a wide belt from the old-fashioned side PTO on an old Oliver tractor, so it couldn’t have been a very large mill.
I think it was sometime in 1960 that I began working at the Kroger store—as some have mentioned, across from the back entrance of one of the dime stores. Twitter’s daughter brought her mother to mind for the first time in years. (It didn’t seem to be such an unusual name at the time, BTW.) Mrs. Bolby, Larry Kessler, and Earl W- (I was never sure how to pronounce his name), the manager, are people whose names I remember. I can picture the assistant manager and produce manager, but not their names. I’d remember if I heard them, I’m sure. There were others as well, and I’d love to be reminded of who they were.
One of the frequent customers was a man who shopped with his mother wearing a TV cowboy outfit complete with a single action Colt in an open, fast-draw holster. He was the subject of discussion, and we decided the police left him alone because the revolver was carried unconcealed, but I don’t think any of us ever knew for sure. Imagine someone doing that today.
It’s great to remember the good things about the past, but it may be as important for us to recognize some things that weren’t so good and have improved since then.
I worked in grocery stores until I finished college and part-time nights, weekends, and summers into the early seventies. There were distinct limits on what women were allowed to do on the job and big differences in what they were paid in those days. The excuse was that women needed to be protected. A friend of mine who took a summer factory job in 1967 told me the women were required to take two ten-minute breaks each hour, while the men had two fifteen-minute breaks in each eight-hour shift. The women’s wages, of course, were less than half the men’s. Recently I was shopping and saw a high school girl push a well loaded cart of canned goods out of the stock room. This would never have happened in the sixties. She was having no more trouble with it than a man or boy would have, and I hope it’s safe to assume she is paid the same as the boys who do the same work.
During the years I delivered morning papers, a number of my customers were cafes and restaurants. I noticed a little sign in several, if not all, of these which, in effect, stated that it was their right to refuse to serve people. I asked what the signs meant and was told that people of African ancestry would not be served. According to a friend of mine there were still places in Illinois where such things occurred during the early sixties. He was in the Navy and caught a ride home with two black sailors from Illinois. They had not stopped to eat while in southern states, and were very hungry when they reached Illinois. When they did finally stop, they were ordered to leave and told the police would be called if they did not leave quickly.
Discrimination, of course, is still with us, and there will always be bigots. But these weren’t bigots. They were good people who simply did not understand what their actions did to other good people. I don’t really think we’re better people today, but I do believe our society has matured. We’re still capable of cruelty and heartlessness, but people who treat others as if they were less than human are aware their actions are unacceptable, and they feel obliged to make excuses for themselves. They’re the odd ones now.
This may have been in #14. I have a vague memory that in the next issue someone mildly objected to some of what I wrote. I loved the ten years I lived in Olney, and when I visited for class reunion #55 in 2017, I was pleased to see kids riding their bikes and just being kids much as my brothers and I in the 1950's and 60's. I do hope that bigots may soon be silenced again in this wonderful country. It's probably too much to hope that bigotry will ever disappear, but can we please get it out of the mainstream where it seems to be just now.
 
Marvin Doolin
Class of ‘62
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