                   Olney Memories # 147 
                              April 19, 2020
Hello Olneyites, 
I am hoping this finds everyone doing well and in good health during the weeks and months in which we are experiencing the Corona Virus.  At this point in time we are all probably experiencing a bit of cabin fever. But too,  let’s think positively about this situation because possibly this has given us some extra time to enjoy our home and family, the spring flowers in our lawns, and a period of time just not to be so rushed in our hurried lives.    Little jobs at home have been pushed aside to do at a later date, the honey dos, and a chance to tell some of the family stories to our children and grandchildren.  Most of all be thankful for the blessings that we do have.  I myself am thankful for all the doctors and nurses and volunteers who are helping the ones who are sick back to better health.  We could go on and on about thoughts that are in each of our minds….maybe some of you might want to share some of your thoughts, for after all this is a Memory that will be everlasting . 
This is also a good time to put in a “plug” for the Olney Memories.  Now most of you have time maybe to send in a contribution to put in the next OM’s, flood me with emails and I promise to send another issue right out!    

Ann Weesner King
Pianoann97@aol.com
Class of 1960
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Sam Totten 
samtotten@outlook.com 
Dear Ann,   Thanks for the most recent OM with the old city maps.  I enjoyed picking locations where I lived and worked.   I learned map reading in the 40s when I was a Boy Scout and still like to read maps.  Our Troop met at the Coke Plant on the NW corner Mail St & Rt. 130.  Our Scout Master was the manager of the Coke Plant and a great all around leader.  He taught us many great lessons about our world.  Camping out was a very good experience and great teacher.  I have searched my brain to remember the Scout Master's name,  but I cannot get it to come out!!  If any of the Troop members remember, please make it know on OM!!!

Sam Totten
Class of '50
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
	David Mitchell
david@mktg.org


	To Joe Michel Wilkerson,

My first job was at Musgroves Mens Wear.  Wayne was a great boss.  It was still there many years later when I revisited Olney.  I liked wearing suits to school and started the semi-formal 'Wednesday Club' in 1958.  To join, all you had to do was wear a suit or dress to class on Wed. Almost all of the girls qualified of course, and I think at the height of its popularity, there were 15 or 20 boys in the club.

Your friend,
David Mitchell '58
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------





Bud Varner
COVarner@gmail.com 

Ann, 

The entry by Ms. Brock brought back fond memories of my childhood of Ruth's Diner and the Nelson's.  We lived next door to the Nelsons until the mid 50’s when I was about 6.  Then Dad bought the house in back of Albert and Ruth and rented the house out next to them.  Mother knew Ruth, they were friends.  When Mom would walk downtown (she never drove a car) I would tag along hoping to get some vanilla cream drops from Woolworths until I was about 9.  But, on several occasions, when she would head south on Whittle from the First National Bank, I learned and began to anticipate a visit to Ruth's Diner.  Mother would have a cup of coffee and chat with Ruth, while Ruth would give me a piece of Apple or Cherry Pie, sometimes with Ice Cream.  Aah, the simplicity of youth back then.

I also remember Albert quite well, and while his passing was tragic, I remember sitting and talking with him several times while he was gardening or taking a break.  Dad and him were friends.  I vividly remember Albert and my Dad talking about all they wanted was for their children to have it better than they did (both were Depression Era children).  I remember one time when Albert was planting peanuts and neighborhood kids (won't mention names here) were following him and eating them before he could come back and cover the row.  That was funny, so to get a little retribution for Albert that same afternoon, Jim Fye and I bought some Feenaments from Wilbur's Grocery and switched them with Chiclets and gave the whole package to those kids.   I also knew Larry and felt bad about his passing a couple years past.  He was a good soul. 

Bud Varner
Class of ‘66
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Linda Wilson Wooldridge 
llwtuck@olp.net,
From:	
HI Ann,
In answer to Kathryn Haenggi’s remarks about a Choir trip, I only remember a band trip in 1961 after graduation.  It was a two day trip and after checking in to our hotel the first day, Gus and Mary turned us loose to find a place to eat dinner.  After that, we went to a play about Helen Keller.  The next day we played at a local school and then went to the Natural History Museum and came home.  We didn’t get to stay at the museum very long, but I remember a human heart mockup you could walk through. Must have made a big impression if I still remember it nearly 59 years later.  I do remember the boat trip also.  I guess we checked in, went on the boat ride and then were let go to find some food.
Linda Wooldridge 
Class of ‘61
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
﻿
Roy Ed Doolin 
roydoolin@hotmail.com 
My brother, Marvin also known as Marv, is almost two years older than I am. He started delivering a morning paper route and I wanted to do that too. Mr. Beal at the Beal News Agency told me that I was too young. Shortly after my 11th birthday, Mr. Beal had a problem. His evening St. Louis Post Dispatch paper boy on the Goosenibble route quit. It was March. It was cold. It was a very long route with few customers. It was a long ride from the Agency to the first customer and long distances between customers. Then it was a long ride home. Saturdays were spent going from customer to customer to collect for the previous month. Even though it was winter, I was glad to get the job.  I don't think there was much competition for the job. I made about $11 a month at first but I added more customers and made a little more. I was glad to be able to buy clothes and shoes and toys that I really liked. Mr.  Beal told me he would give me a better route when one became available.
My folks had bought me a 26 inch Miami brand bike when I was 9 years old. It was not heavy duty but served me well. My mom advanced me the money to buy a huge paper boy basket for the bike. It took me several months but I was happy to pay off my debt.
Marv was still delivering a morning route. After a while, I was also promoted to a morning route. Marv and I got up at 5:00 AM and rode our bikes together to the Agency in all kinds of weather and in the dark, 7 days a week. The morning paper boys delivered several different papers from several cities. We had to remember which house got what newspaper. Some people took more than one paper, eg: NY Times and Wall Street Journal. To get a good night's sleep, we had to go to sleep while the sun was still shining.
The Olney Daily Mail was a much better place to work. The routes had more customers per mile and the carrier rode fewer miles. There were no morning routes and no Sunday papers. The Olney paper had fewer pages than the out of town papers so we were able to fold them into a flying saucer shape. We would throw them like a Frisbee and could usually land them on the porch. Winter evenings tended to be a little warmer than winter mornings. Marv got an Olney Daily Mail route and I wanted one. I told Mr. Bunting, the circulation manager at the Olney Daily Mail that I wanted a route. Mr. Bunting said I was too young so I kept delivering the morning route for the Beal News Agency.
I had just turned 13, it was winter, and the Olney Daily Mail carrier for the Goosenibble route quit. The Goosenibble route was the least desirable of the Olney Daily Mail routes, (many miles, fewer customers than the other Olney Daily Mail routes), but better than the Post route. Mr. Bunting called me and offered me the route with the promise of a better route when one came available. I had more customers, rode fewer miles and made more money and didn't have to get up at 5:00 AM. I didn't deliver the Goosenibble route for long. It was good to see some of my previous Post customers and to cross paths with the Post carrier. After a few months, another Olney Daily Mail carrier quit and I took over his route. Fewer miles, more customers, more money. I went to Jones Cycle and Toy Store and bought a Schwinn Wasp bike on credit. It was pretty much the ultimate paper boy bike.
I saved up my paper route, odd job, and lawn cutting money and bought a car when I was 15. Jim Black and I overhauled the engine in the Olney High School shop class, supervised and instructed by Mr. Petty. I turned 16 in the middle of my Sophomore year and got my driver's license. Each day, I drove my car to school then to the Olney Daily Mail building. I delivered my papers on my bike, that I had stashed at the Olney Daily Mail building and then drove my car home.
Olney Daily Mail carriers liked 6th hour PE. You could skip the shower and leave school a few minutes early. I couldn't work it into my schedule until my Junior year. By leaving early and driving my car, I was usually the first carrier to get my papers and be on my way.
I delivered papers until my family moved at the end of my Junior year. From age 11 to 17, I was proud to be a paper boy. I learned useful life skills such as collecting money, keeping records, handling money, dealing with people, and showing up for work every day, in all kinds of weather. My thanks to all of the nice people that I met during my 10 years in Olney.

Roy Ed Doolin
Class of ‘64
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Cindi L. Rettmann (Dodson) 
cindi clrettmann@aol.com

﻿
Hi Ann, Wanted you to know Dad passed away on the 8th of this month.  He was 90.  He enjoyed the newsletter as did I.  His obituary can be found here.
 
Ramsey Funeral Home & Crematorium
Marshall Dodson of Georgetown, Texas | 1929 - 2020 |
He will have a full military service when we get him home & will keep you updated on that.  Thank you Ann for all that you do!
                   Cindi L. Rettmann    (Dodson)
---------
I’m so sorry to hear of his passing Cindy.    Glad he enjoyed the OMs.  His contributions will be missed as well as he himself.  Thank you for letting me know.   Prayers and peace to you and your family. 
Ann

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Clarence Smith
smithcj2@nwcable.net 
 Hi, Ann. 
I believe that the Standard station was on the Northwest corner of the Main St. and Boone St. intersection where the Opera House was in the early 1900’s ( now a water service business that was Culligan’s at one time.)  This is catty- corner from the Carnegie Museum (old library.)
 
Hope all is well with you.
 
Smitty
Class of ‘60



Ann King
Pianoann97@aol.com

The old Standard Gas Station.  
[image: C:\Users\Ann King\Desktop\Ann's My Pictures\Olney downsized pictures from RW\StandardStationEd001\StandardStationEd001 resized.jpg]
The old Standard Gas Station.  



[image: C:\Users\Ann King\Desktop\Ann's My Pictures\Olney downsized pictures from RW\StandardStationEd001\clip_image017MA29260022-0038 resized.jpg]
Olney Main St. many years ago. Looks like Main Street was a dirt road doesn’t it.  
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