               OLNEY MEMORIES # 29

Welcome to  Memories # 29.  It happened pretty fast this time didn’t it!  Lots of good memories are coming in. 
I have been asked if I would ask people on the mailing list if anyone knew where Sam Clifford is.  He graduated with the class of 1961.  If you know his e-mail address or physical address please contact Rodney Lowery at rodstoy@webtv.net .    I’m sure Rodney would appreciate any help in finding Sam.  Thanks.
Ann Weesner King

Pianoann97@aol.com
Class of 1960
--------------------------------------------------
                            OLNEY MEMORIES # 29
Ruth Winkler 

RReckling@aol.com 
I would like to know so much about so many Olney school mates, where they are at and what has happened to them.  I look at my Olnean and wonder whatever happened to......  So here goes mine:

 

Ruth Winkler - class of 59

Divorced
I live in Danville, Ill.
mother of 2 girls and 2 boys, all doing well

6 grandchildren and 1 great grandson

I went back to school, EIU and received a Masters in Ed and am a retired special ed teacher, but currently working 3 days a week.

Ruth Winkler

Class of ‘59

Ann Weesner King

Pianoann97@aol.com 


I will add my short biography in response to Ruth Winkler’s.  Maybe we can get something started here!

So here is mine………….

Ann Weesner King

Married to Richard King

We live in Houston TX.

Mother of 2 sons and 1 daughter

Step-mom of 3 daughters

Together we have a total of 9 grandchildren and 1 great-granddaughter.

My husband & I are both pretty much retired, but I am continuing teaching private piano/organ lessons in our home.  

Ann Weesner King

Class of 1960

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

Joann Jones Patterson

dpatt_281@msn.com
Of course, I could write a book about Olney.......like Why our house on East Chestnut stuck out so far......becuz when Grandpa Jones built it in 1889 it was in a pear orchard....& nobody cared about streets or sidewalks.  My folks went to high school down on Whittle where the Bowling Alley was upstairs....& the NEW high school wasn't built then.   I remember when the old Grist Mill was torn down on the Mill Pond on East Elm  Street......What a noise as they knocked down the walls!  And Annie Foster was the Principal at Cherry Street school.....what a dear soul she was.  Boys on west side playground......and we girls on the east side.   We played a lot of softball on the girl side.........I was probably always the last one chosen for the team.   I had double vision......but who knew that.....?  I  accidentally hit the ball once in awhile...until my poor old ego decided to give up the game of being the last one chosen.  (But...let me tell you that when I became The Teacher....I_chose the team!!!!!!!!)    

My Dad bought Robb's Restaurant on Main Street.......in 1941.......and at one time also ran Breakfast & Lunch at the Factory Café across from the Shoe Factory.  What a great whistle!  Also had Lucille's Restaurant on Main which he kept open all night because there were GI’s from George Field who needed a place to drink coffee.  I usually was one of those places at noon clearing tables, making change, washing dishes, etc.  besides eating lunch before going back to school.  Open campus in those days.....and Kids that rode the bus had to bring their lunch to eat in the study hall.  I've got great stories of my Dad finding meat for the restaurants.....going out to farmers who would butcher secretly (it was against the law) and we'd go pick up cattle parts in cardboard boxes in the middle of the night to stick in the restaurant refrigerator.      

 

And I remember the Vietnam War years in Olney.  Several of us "waiting wives" came back to Olney to spend a year.   Daughter was born that year........and a whole new view of Olney came on through the Memory Banks.  The second year of Waiting Wife Time I went to live with the palm trees in Florida.......It snows in Olney.....I try to avoid that white stuff.....although hit some snowy years in Kansas after FL.    

But my Mother, Lelia Jones, was homesick for Olney every minute after I took her away from her "corner".  I was grateful for her long term memories....like I am happy with my memories now.   

 

The best thing about Olney was my group of friends.  I especially realized this when my daughter was in junior & senior high school in Salina KS.   I had a dozen wonderful girl friends and my poor child had not even one near to Olney quality.   She missed out on it all.......I am so grateful to each one....Especially looking back to the kid I was......Great people & like "sisters" to me.   Olney was the town of Good Friends.....

Thank, Ann..........We gotta keep our old long term memories........

 

 Yes, those Memories are fun.....cuz I can picture so many in my long-term memories!  But when I get back to Olney on my yearly trek....the changes are there.   But once I get away....Olney slides back to my earlier memories.  Just like people in my class....when I talk to them on phone....they sound & look like they did in high school....but, when we meet I recognize the yr's  action on us.   But, once I get away...they slide back to 1948!  Interesting operation there.........At least my long term memories are interesting....So appreciate you sending off #22. 

You have saved us from being homesick....we just can sit & read & remember!!!!!!!    And I do!    Thanks....

Joann Jones Patterson

Class of 1948

--------------------------------------------------------------
Patrick Hall 

cia1209@yahoo.com
Hi every one my name is Patrick Hall and I was just recently informed about this Olney memories, and think it is a good idea, so Mrs. King thought I should write my own thing, so here I go.

 

I was born in Modesto,Ca which as all of you STAR WARS fans know is the birth place of the great jedi master Mr. George Lucas.In late 1990 my mom decided to leave California after a messy divorce from my stepfather, so she took me and took off.  We drove for a long going from Texas to other states in between and eventually making it to Kentucky, then to Indiana, and finally going through Illinois.  We hadn't planned on stopping in Illinois, but we had car trouble, and we broke down in Olney! While waiting for the repairs I thought Olney was a nice town, it wasn't very big, but it didn't matter, so I told my mom that I think we should just stay here, and she agreed, so in the earlier march of 1991 my mom and I began our lives in Olney, I was sorta a little shy at first I always am, why I don’t. But I made my fair share of friends, I remember my closest friend was Eddie Settles, and his little brother Lee and their mom and dad. We lived in Olney for 8 years, it would have been longer but my mom passed away from breast cancer. When she passed away I tried to stay in Olney cause I love it there, I know there was no big mall, I didn't care as long as there was a Wall Mart, or some kind of toy store for me to buy all my GI JOE,TRANSFORMERS AND POWER RANGER TOYS it was fine. And a place to buy all my Star Trek movies, Star Wars movies, and the James Bond movies I was the happy kid in the world. I really didn't want to leave Olney, I was actually going to try to stay there, trying to pay 300 dollars rent and everything else, when I only made 365 dollars at the most. But then my good friend and pastor at the first Baptist church Mr. Ted Kemp found my grandparents and by the end of August 1999 I boarded a plane the airport in Indianapolis and I left Illinois for a new life in California which I have now.  I am getting married soon, and have every intention of having my honeymoon in Olney. And I have every intention, if my beautiful wife Nikki likes Olney, I have every intention of retiring to Olney when I do retire. I’m only 24 years old, and my fiancé is only 20 years old, so we shouldn't be retiring for quite awhile I think. So that's about it, right now I'm just waiting for the big wedding day, waiting for may next year, when Star Wars Episode III comes out, which will explain how Anikan Skywalker becomes Darth Vader,I shall write more of my Olney memories as soon as I send this one. Bye Bye everyone, until next time.

 

     Patrick Hall

     Modesto,Ca

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

Gary Totten

totten@shawneelink.net
 

Being back in Richland County for about 3 years now, I thought it would be interesting to make a list of things that really haven’t changed much since I originally left in the 60's. Here they are:
 

1) Fox Creek (the signs call it a river now) still floods in the spring covering many country roads.     
 

2) The Petroleum Club Picnic is still held at the Country Club every summer.
 

3) Many businesses are still the same ( i.e., Fessels, Hoveys, Bowers ). 
 

4) The Olney Daily Mail, except there is no paper on Saturday now.  
 

5) Clubs are still named after the white squirrels. 
 

6) There is still great support for school sports and baseball at the park. 
 

7) In late June and early July, folks still go out to the country to pick wild blackberries.
 

8) The Arcadia Theater is still going, except now it has three screens. The original one looks about the same. 
 

9) The Pumping Station Park on Fox Creek is still quiet place to hike around. 
 

10) The Richland Co. Fair still looks about the same with the queen contest, tractor pulls,  demolition derby, etc. 
 

11) The American Legion Chowder is still held at Millers Grove every summer where it has been since  since at least 1930. 
 

12) Country churches still have ice cream socials in the summer. 
 

13) In late April the woods are filled with mushroom hunters. 
 

14) People are still more friendly than anywhere else I have lived and take pride in the community. 
 

                                   

Gary Totten

  Class of 1965     

Christina Burton

Christina_biggers@yahoo.com 

My gosh, you have brought back some memories.  I have not heard anyone talk about Goose Nibble for a very long time.  My mom and grandma used to work at the poultry factory, the shoe factory and then they moved on to Roadmaster.  I remember the smell like it was yesterday when going to get my mom from work…ewwwwwwwww!  And then she used to take us to the trading post to get some candy, how I miss all that.  I don’t really see all that much changing but when I sit and think about it, a lot has changed.  Thanks for bringing me back home.

Christina Burton

Class of ‘92

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Sandi Kubbs

akubbs@insightbb.com
This is something I have been thinking about for weeks--the tastes of Olney.  I love food, so of course, some of my favorite memories are food.  The Kora and Kory bakery--the aroma as you passed by, the lunch of cream horns or éclairs in those nutrition- and calorie-oblivious days.  The candy shop on Main St.  The cinnamon scent wafting out the door and wrapping itself around you and drawing you in for a cinnamon apple or sucker.  Mike's on West Main.  So close to Central School--if I only wanted to eat lunch a couple of days a week (my lunch money was limited) I could go there and have a marshmallow coke and a burger--and in the evenings, before we had TV, when my daddy went to loaf at McDowell's gas station on rt 50 and 130 (back when 50 went through Olney) I'd plead with him to bring me home a chocolate malt from Mike's.  Often he did because I had polio in 52 and they were always trying to fatten me up.  Oh, to have that problem today!!  Pizzaburgers at the White Spot.  Root Beer at the big barrel west of town which burned down later.  Root beer at--was it Dog and Suds on E Main where everyone dragging Main turned around in the 60's?  The sawdust-y--butcher-y--chocolatey odor peculiar to the Little Farm Market.  Not especially clean or confidence-building but we ventured in anyway because it was a stone's throw from Central school and they had the best penny candy selection anywhere in my realm.  Three or four pennies, scrounged from selling pop bottles at Jack's supermarket which rates a page of its own, in a sweaty fist as monumental mental battles raged over a sugar water and paraffin pop bottle candy or paraffin lips or anything chocolate--what would last longest--candy peanuts or (pardon the expression but it is all I knew them by) nigger tits.  The bag would be empty, wadded and thrown away before we got to the B and O tracks on our way home.  
And the food at home--fried bluegill--Illinois Lobster!!  Chicken you had just fed corn through the fence that morning--served up fried at lunch with corn picked on the way back from burying the chicken guts in the garden, with tomatoes from the stock ripening on the side yard well curb and a blackberry cobbler you were still digging at chiggers from the picking.  Peaches bought from an orchard with sore-eyed kittens to give away that my mom could somehow resist--all the aunts in our kitchen peeling and discussing grown-up problems that seemed so remote to the 6-year-old on the floor entertaining a toddler cousin. 
My uncle's strawberry patch--they weren't sweet strawberries but their strawberry flavor beats to death the water-filled giants you can buy at today's supermarket.  And sliced and sugared--well, that is what God made summer for.  Especially if it was hot and the relatives parked their 56 Chevys and 50 Packards in front of our house and we all sat around the front yard and porch and wore our arms out making ice-cream--to put those peaches and strawberries onto.  
Rabbits fried with biscuits and gravy, or squirrel.  Canning green beans and corn and tomatoes to get through the winter--my mom had raised two families (her siblings and her own) during the depression, she herself barely 20 years old, and knew she never wanted to have less than enough to last through any hardship that might hit.  Beef vegetable soup, eaten in the living room on Sunday evening while we reprobates who didn't go to Sunday night church watched Disney then Ed Sullivan.  
Chicken and Noodles, Ham beans and cornbread, Dressing full of the cornbread left over from same, wilted lettuce, turnips, and green onions from the garden.  We spend a lot more and eat a lot worse now.  And nothing is as good anymore...except..and I saved this for last:  Malone's Taffy from the Fair.  They still sell it there and it tastes just the same and they should get an award for maintaining quality for 50 years.  
Honorable mention goes to the then-despised school lunches,  the ice-cream cups we got on May Day,  Luigi's pizza--first pizza I had was when I was 15 or 16 or so--Kraft boxed Italian-style spaghetti--first spaghetti I ever had was when I was 12 or 13, fried egg and peanut butter sandwiches at an aunt's house, and summer lunches of unforgettable bacon and tomato on toast.   
Oh to eat all that today and have the metabolism to burn it off like I did then. 

 Sandi Kubbs

Class of  ‘65

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

Shirley Miller

shirleylmiller@webtv.net
                            i read about mr hatch and how mean he was i
never knew him but went to school with his son bill to me the cruelest
teacher at central was masom couch 6th grade  to start with we never had
any thing but ww2 every day all day long we did open our books some
times  i sometimes wonder if he was even in ww2 i have seen him take a
girl out in the the room where we hung our coats beat her for no reason
she was an sweet gal  and then tell her if you tell your mother about
this and she comes to school i will give you more well her mother did
come to school and old man couch backed down to this lady if he didnt
like you he would bully you he for some reason didnt like kids who come
from goose nibble you didnt have to be in his class for him to abuse you
he went after the 7th and 8th graders one kid was just waiting for the
bus to come and couch grabed him the man was one idiot teacher i have no
have no idea how long he lasted at central but his next school was at
noble started his abuse and was canned before first of the year so when
i hear of the bad teachers mr hatch for one they were at the end of the
line when it come to oldman mason couch and his paddle should have
gotten the golden apple award for abuse we all had our mean teachers but
some should have never gotten to teach to some of us couch was at the
top of the list the most picked on at central was myrtle bass 7th and
8th grade reading  most of the teachers at central tought our mothers us
and our childern these were the teachers who should have gotten the
golden apple award 

                                 

SL MILLER

Class of ‘54
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

 Alice Ayres Bertram    
fredbear@shawneelink.net   

Hi Ann,           
   I was so glad to hear about  the "Olney Memories", and I am happy that you got this going.

        I’m Alice Bertram now, but I was Alice Ayres class of 1960. I have a brother Alan, a sister Agnes Arlene, and  another, Anita Pauline. Also a younger brother Adrain Arno who is deceased.  We lived at 521 West Chestnut Street.  I went to Central School and Jr. High on East Main St.,  and my freshman year at the new high school. I did not graduate , sorry to say. I did look at the year book that  I have and found your picture in our class , and remember you very well.  

Some or the neighbors who lived in our block were               Ronald Lee Davis, who was in the class of 57.   Sorry to say he is deceased.  Nancy Wright who graduated also in ’57,  and there was Bob and Carol Piper, and on the corner Harold and Vivian Frost.  I don't know the classes in which they graduated.  But someone may know about them. They were a little older than me. 

 I go to Olney every so often as my two sisters still live there.      But of course Olney has changed so much.  I have driven by Central school and it made me sad to see the way it looks now.  It sure brought back a lot of memories of my classmates and all the fun I had playing ball there. It's a shame when they close things like that. It seems a shame to let them just sit there and run down. 

 I have one child, Nolan Carte, who’s Father is deceased. 

I do know some of the places that are still there. They are  Prairie Farms Creamery on West Main Street. Fessels Cleaners on Whittle Ave.  Hovey's Restaurant which is in the bldg Mikes East Side ice cream parlor was. And the old Shoe Factory on  Whittle Ave has a business in it which I am told makes closet organizers for some kind of  cabinets.  And they still have the White Squirrels and several are out at the park. 

 Some of my memories of the things that we did, and went to  and where we would go were Whittakers store and buy black twisted licorice sticks for a penny, and take them to school to eat at recess.  And we would buy the wonderful candied apples at the Town Talk on Whittle Ave. They were the greatest. There was a grocery store on 130 called Buntings, which was just a block or two West of our house. We would walk down the alley behind our house  to buy grocerys there. I remember  Patricia "Patty" who was in our class and we played together. She had a sister named Judy. And their Grandparents lived in the house by the store on the corner of Elm and 130.  There was another store called Taylors Grocery a few blocks west of Buntings 
Store.  The old Coca Cola bldg on 130 and West Main Street. And up town there was a store called Shermans Dept. Store  a door down from Tresslers 5&10.  At one time there was a  horse and an  enclosed wagon that would come by our house ringing a bell and we would run out and buy ice cream cones, five cents a dip or two for a dime. More great memories. 

When I was in high school several of us would go out on this gravel road which was called seven hills, and drive up and down the hills as fast as we could.  Your stomach would seem  to come up in your throat.  In my teen years I went skating a lot at Beals Skating Rink west of town, one of my favorite things to do. . 
This is a lot of my memories. Hope to hear more great memories from some of my classmates.  

Alice Ayres Bertram

Class of 1960

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
 Sally Byrne Rynard

salryn@cox.net              
 

 I too agree it is nice to remember the positive aspects of Olney.  There will always be a few teachers or principals that we didn't especially enjoy but remember all the special ones like Gus and Mary, Mr. Williams who taught typing from 1954-1958 when I was in high school+ many, many more special people that affected our lives in a positive way. There were so many teachers that gave me self esteem+ would hesitate to name them all for fear I would forget some of them. 
Sally Byrne Rynard

Class of  "58"

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

 

  Jim Dale jdale@uark.edu
Glenn Swinson gtswinson@msn.com
Gene Summers geneed309@aol.com  

Rabbits

   Although the title says rabbits, creameries are also going to be
mentioned. Although there were probably others, back in the 1930's there was a creamery located at the back of the building that housed the city police station and the Porter-Schaub Funeral Home that faced west on South Whittle Avenue. The creamery entrance faced north on Chestnut Street and across the street at the northeast corner of Whittle Avenue and Chestnut Street there was a farm equipment business. Gene believes the creamery was called Burgeners and that the equipment dealership sold John Deere tractors. Glenn says he believes that the name of the firm was Hudson-Hill.
   The creamery bought and sold milk, cream, eggs, and I believe
poultry. They also bought wild rabbits.  According to Gene the creamery resold the rabbits where they were primarily used for their fur. They were only bought during the cold months of year. Young boys and farmers supplied the creamery with the rabbits. Boys who lived on the edge of town or in the country would either catch the rabbits in home-made traps or shoot them with a '22 rifle if they owned or could borrow one.
Catching the rabbits in traps was most economical because essentially no expense was involved. Shooting them with a '22 was easiest (if you were a good shot) and not too expensive because a box of '22 shells just cost 10 or 15 cents and one shot usually yielded one rabbit. As I recall the boys and farmers got 10 cents per rabbit. My mother used to buy dressed rabbits from a local farmer in the winter as well as eggs, cream, live chickens, and apples or anything else that was surplus to the needs of his family during the year. You could buy a rabbit for about a quarter. 
   The 1930's were depression years and being able to hunt and sell
rabbits was a good and reliable source of hard cash for young people and farmers. In those days it was probably the ambition of most all young boys to have their own '22 rifle, either for hunting rabbits or
squirrels, or just for plunking at tin cans, etc. Even though a '22
rifle was comparatively cheap, their purchase was often beyond a young person's means and they often had to borrow one from their dad or a friend. Fortunately, a box of '22 shells was cheap and they could afford that.
   A fried rabbit made a good and economical depression-era meal. Glenn said that he and his family used to eat quite a few rabbits and he and I agree that a properly fried wild rabbit with mashed potatoes and rabbit gravy was really delicious. Although domestic frozen rabbit meat is available in stores today, it does not have the flavor or taste of the wild rabbits.
  Glenn, who lived in Dundas, said he and his father used to trap
rabbits using things like carrots or apples as bait in the traps. He
said his grandfather, Martin Bennett, would regularly ship an egg crate
of dead but undressed rabbits to Chicago on the afternoon
Illinois-Central train that went through Dundas and arrived in Chicago
the next morning. For shipping, Glenn said his grandfather wrapped each individual rabbit in a piece of newspaper.
   It is unfortunate that the bacterial-induced Tularemia disease, that
affects both rabbits and humans, has essentially ended the practice of
eating wild rabbits. 

Jim Dale  ‘40
Glenn Swinson  ‘39
Gene Summers ‘36
==================================================
_________________________________________
