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It’s graduation time again.  My niece’s son Matthew is part of the class of 2009 at Olean High School.  They will be headed out with their diplomas, laptops, cell phones, MP3 players, DVD’s and a whole array of technical knowledge that we had never even imagined.  Coincidentally, my classmates are among the “older kids” gathered for the 126th O.H.S. Alumni Reunion Weekend.

We didn’t e-mail. blog, text, or twitter back in those olden days.  We had to communicate by letter, telephone, or face-to-face conversation.  Our hottest technological innovation was a battery operated portable transistor radio, for most of that other stuff wasn’t yet available.  Not even the hand-held calculator from Texas Instruments!  Those marvelous math machines didn’t arrive until the seventies. The math whizzes of my class were, however, proficient with the slide rule, which was the mechanical analog computer that needed neither AC or DC current to operate.  You see, I was part of the Class of 1959, and a lot of things were different way back then.  Not that we had dinosaurs or glaciers around Olean back then, but some students thought we had a teacher or two that could have walked among them.
 
It has now been fifty years since we left Olean High and scattered in all directions in pursuit of our fortunes and dreams. According to the commencement night program, there were 278 of us in the Class of 1959 that received diplomas on that June night. With that “passport” to the future in hand, we were assured we had achieved the basic education and social skills necessary to go on to college or to get a job.  Talk about starting at the bottom, the federal minimum wage from 1956 through 1960 was one dollar per hour.  But in 1961, it would surge way up to a dollar fifteen per hour.  That’s how some of us would begin building our futures.  Others would seek travel and adventure in the military. 
 
To establish the time frame:  In 1959, Alaska and Hawaii became the forty-ninth and fiftieth of our United States.  Fidel Castro’s communist rebels had overthrown Batista’s government in Cuba.  In February, a plane crash had taken the lives of three pop music stars; Buddy Holly, Ritchie Valens, and the Big Bopper.  Elvis was halfway through his hitch in the Army. The top television programs were westerns like Gunsmoke with James Arness and Rawhide with a young Clint Eastwood, and detective shows like 77 Sunset Strip with  Edd “Kookie” Byrnes and Hawaiian Eye with Robert Conrad. The Ed Sullivan Show had already been presenting a wide variety of entertainment on CBS on Sunday nights for ten years and would continue on as the longest running variety show on television until they went off the air in 1971.
 
In 1959, the Korean War had ended several years earlier and we were finally in the long sought period of peacetime.  However, Viet Nam, a conflicted little country in Southeast Asia was just beginning to receive attention by some, but it hadn’t yet become the political debacle that would affect so many of us later on.  World War II hero Dwight D. Eisenhower and his vice-president Richard Nixon were in the Whitehouse.  Nelson Rockefeller was our Governor in Albany.  Ivers J. Norton was our beloved Mayor.  W. Cecil Davis was the Superintendent of Olean public schools.  M. Wesley Smith was the reigning principal at Olean High.  John “Squire” Toohey was the president of our Student Council (he and Patty Kranock had won on the Dynamic Party ticket in May of 1958).  Jerome “Dewey” Gram was our Class President and Karen Johnson was his Vice-president (I don’t recall their party affiliation).  Our salutatorian was Sally Gilligan and our valedictorian was Laura Forbes.  And Xavier Guinta and Patty Aurino had recently been elected King and Queen of our Senior Prom.  Of the preceding positions, there were very few for which we were old enough to vote.   Back then, you could drink alcoholic beverages at the age of 18 but had to be 21 to vote in the “real” elections.  Good or bad, that situation is just the reverse of what is the law of the land today.
 
Looking back, what was our little hometown like fifty years ago? This recollection will consist of many “lists” that are meant to spark memories of how it was in 1959. Not every business or detail is provided, but hopefully enough to show the comparison of way back then to today.  Much of it is from my own memory, but I used various reference sources to confirm the data.  For instance, my old friend Tommy Gabriel’s “Vintage Olean”  website offered an excellent reminder for some of the businesses that have long since vanished.  
 
The City of Olean was a thriving community of nearly 22,000 people….some 30% more populous than today.  Clark Bros. was the largest manufacturing employer and Daystrom Furniture, the Olean Tile Company, Van der Horst Company, Cutco and Ka-Bar Knives, and Line Material and Hi-Q Aerovox, located just outside the city, operated in two or three shifts providing many local jobs.  Amidst the boom, however, some fifteen hundred of our dads, uncles, friends, and neighbors, all members of United Steelworkers Local 4601, went out on strike against Clark Bros.   This began just before our graduation in June and many families would endure a financially painful ordeal that would last about six weeks into the summer of 1959.
 
The new municipal building at the corner of State and Union had just been opened.  The new YMCA was being built on South Union St.  The new Olean Municipal Airport, located on a hilltop about 15 miles away near Ischua, had thousands in attendance at the dedication ceremony in May.  The construction of the new Archbishop Walsh Central Catholic High School was nearing completion off  North 24th Street, and Principal Fr. Kenneth Dorr was ready welcome the students in September.  
 
We had access to two wonderful hospitals staffed by many great doctors and nurses, the Olean General on Main Street and St. Francis on West State Street.  A few of those family doctors were still making the occasional house call.  There was a third hospital in some prominence years earlier, but by 1959, I believe the old Mountain Clinic on East State was used more for offices than for bedding patients.
 
There were no shopping centers like Wal-Mart , K-Mart , BJ’s, or the Olean Center Mall, but we were blessed with a bustling business district that extended the full length of North Union Street (rte.16) and continued around the corner and down West State Street (rte. 17).  Unlike the situation today, I can’t recall a single vacant storefront on either street.  With all that activity, there wasn’t much off-street parking available.  (That would come in later years with “Downtown Revitalization Projects” when they started knocking down many of the buildings on North 1st  and North Barry Streets.)  If you were fortunate to find a parking meter, you’d pop in a penny for each half hour you needed. Friday nights were special because many merchants remained open until 8:30.  So on Fridays and Saturdays, the shopping district was usually teeming with shoppers and posers. (Posers:  the youths that gathered around the parking meters in strategic locations to socialize and to watch the shoppers shop.)
 
We patronized the department stores like W.T. Grant, Bradner’s,  S. S. Kresge’s Dollar Store, Woolworth’s, S. S. Kresge’s 5 and 10, Montgomery Ward, Sears and Roebuck,  J.C. Penney. and Greene’s down at 12th and W. State.  We bought our shoes at Seigel’s, Hannifan’s Shoes, Brown’s Boot Shop, Allen’s Shoes, Dahar’s Shoes, Triangle Shoes, and Lester’s Shoes.  You bought the latest fashions from clothiers like Jaynes, Nugent’s, the Darling Shop, the Kinter Co.,  the Rose Shop, Grand Leader, Groden’s Children Shop, Kaplin’s Furriers,  Gavin and McCarthy, Richards, Henzel’s, DiCola’s,  Knieser’s, Carnahan’s, the Liberty Co., and Housey’s. 
 
There were plumbing/hardware/tire stores in downtown Olean too, like Firestone Store, B.F. Goodrich, Dean Phipps, Dunlop Tire, LeValley-McLeod, Goodyear, Meier’sHardware, Sullivan and Murray,  Chiavetta Brothers, and Lang’s Hardware which would become a King Kash discount hardware store in 1959.   All kinds of sporting goods were available from Adams, Blumenthal’s, G. E. Hopkins, and Howden’s.  Our money was saved in and borrowed from Olean’s four financial institutions; The Olean Savings and Loan, the First National Bank, the Olean Trust Co. and the Exchange National Bank.   And located on the six or seven stories of our two main “skyscrapers”, towering over us at the corners of State and Union (First National Bank), and at North Union and Laurens (Exchange National Bank), were the offices of dentists, accountants,  lawyers, and other professionals ready to provide service to the community.  
 
Olean featured a variety of other commercial enterprises too.  There were jewelry stores, bakeries, candy stores, barber shops, beauty parlors, grocers, meat markets, restaurants, taverns, furniture stores, business supplies and stationery. a luggage shop, florists, a corset shop, maternity shops, household appliances, drug stores, wallpaper and paint, auto parts…and just about anything you needed right there in our downtown business district.   I can still recall the vision of donuts plopping and frying and flipping in the hot oil in the “automated” donut maker in the window of corner Kresges.  And the array of mouth-watering treats in Lou’s Pastry Shop and the Cake Shop. And the tempting display of candy in the little Fanny Farmer store and the Crystal Confectionary.  I think that era occurred before calories and cholesterol became something evil to be watched and counted.  Fifty years later, most of the above mentioned businesses no longer exist.  
 
The Olean Business District was protected by the men in blue of the Olean Police Department under the leadership of Chief George Finger and his counterpart on the Olean Fire Department was Chief Fred Page.  There wasn’t much serious crime in Olean and alcohol was about the only drug being abused. The majority of the police manned foot patrols in three or four zones and remained in contact by phone.  There weren’t the hand-held radios back then, just the radios in the patrol cars.  To communicate, there were small signal lights strung across streets that could be turned on at the Police Station if they wanted the zone patrolman to call in for messages.  The patrolman would then have to find a phone or walk back to the station.  There were only a few patrol cars, and when they were dispatched on a call, they would often pick up a beat cop for assistance.  After the businesses closed, and during the overnight hours, it was the duty of the foot patrols to check for unlocked doors or other signs of criminal activity and keep watch for that signal light.  The job was especially tough during some of those mean winter nights with the blizzard conditions and freezing temperatures.  If you spent any time uptown you got to know many of the policemen by name and, much to our surprise, most of them turned out to be regular guys just trying to earn a living in service to the community.
 
We had professional baseball in Olean in those days.  Our Olean Oilers team, whose parent club was the Philadelphia Phillies, had finished 3rd in the Class D New York-Pennsylvania League in 1958.  But in 1959, they became the Olean A’s, as their affiliation switched to the Kansas City Athletics.  For whatever reason, there would be no team in 1960.  However in 1961 and 1962, we would have a minor league team again, the Olean Red Sox, with that Boston team as their parent club.  As kids, we had enjoyed watching the home games at Bradner Stadium for many years, but pro baseball would cease to exist in Olean after the 1962 season.  
 
For recreation we could go bowling at the Bowlean, the Coral Lanes, or the Palace Lanes, and there was the legendary Winter’s Billiard Academy down the alley behind where the Beef ‘n Barrel now stands.  Those with the necessary skills could go roller skating at the Rollerland on West State or out of town at the rustic Coliseum on Rte. 17 in Ceres. There were usually weekend dances at the high school from September through May and at the Cuba Lake Pavilion in the summer time.  Being the rebels that (we thought) we were, our class was responsible for bringing the first local rock ‘n roll band into the O.H.S. gym by petitioning the Student Counsel.  Apparently it worked and we danced to the music of “Pat and the Sattelites” on a Friday in April of 1958 for the benefit of the yearbook (Congress).  Previously, most of the music had been provided the by “adult” bands and orchestras like the Five Spots, Bob Easley, George Gatewood, Al Cecchi, and other great combos comprised of the area’s many talented musicians. 
 
The active movie houses were the Haven Theater, Palace Theatre, and the newest one, the Olean Theater.  The Palace was the oldest and had served as an opera house with live stage shows way before our time.  I think the old State Theater, located at North 1st and W. State, had just closed.  That’s the place where we attended those Saturday matinees offering full-length westerns or the latest Abbot and Costello comedies and a bunch of color cartoons.  They were a pretty popular form of entertainment for kids before television stole us away. There was also the Allegany Drive-In with movies for informal viewing under the stars.  It was also a great date-night option for those of us with wheels. 
 
We enjoyed ten cent ice cream cones, twenty five cent sodas and milkshakes at Hydrox Dairy, Questa’s, the Crystal, Dimitri’s, and Meadowbrook Dairy just west of the city line, the Springhill Dairy in Portville,  and Crosby’s which is still located out on the “four lane”. There were also soda fountains at Kresge’s, Woolworth’s and Grant’s, and at many drug stores like Norton’s, Frank’s Pharmacy,  Harvey and Carey, the Olean Pharmacy, and Robie’s in North Olean.  Speaking of drug stores; remember F. R. Brothers, Sun Drugs, Foley’s, Whelen’s, and Stegner’s?  
 
There were no McDonalds, Burger King, Wendy’s, Arby’s, Pizza Hut,  or Domino’s, and sub shops had not yet arrived locally.  The first fast food chain, Carroll’s, opened in Olean in the early 60’s and featured fifteen cent hamburgers and nineteen cent cheeseburgers at their East State Street location.  You could find great burgers and hot dogs at Red and Trudy’s,  which is still operating in Portville, Reynold’s Rambling Ranch just this side of Portville, Texas Hots Restaurant,  and the Chuck Wagon open air drive-in that closed in the winter, or one of the many diners and restaurants in town.   We ordered our pizza pies at Angie’s, the Roxy, or Warner’s Bakery down on West State Street to name a few.  There were at least a dozen places around town where we could get a great fish fry on Friday nights for less than a dollar. There were several diners that were supposedly converted from, or modeled after, dining cars and they included  the Lincoln, the State, the Olean, Paul’s new diner on West State Road and even Pick-ups on North Union.  Spaghetti lovers flocked to Angies, Piccoli’s, and L’Alcove featuring their famous Loretto spaghetti sauce and salad dressing.  There was fine dining at the Castle, the Century Manor and the Olean House, or the Ho-Sta-Geh, which is still located up on Rock City Hill. The Old Library Restaurant was still the actual Olean Public Library and the new Public Library is, of course, located on Lauren Street where Loblaw’s Supermarket once stood. 
 
Speaking of grocery stores, Top’s, Super-Duper, Quality Market, and other “supermarkets”  hadn’t arrived in town yet, however we had Leo’s Markets  (later to become Reid’s), the A and P (originally known as the Great Atlantic and Pacific Tea Company) and several Red and White franchise grocers. The Acme Supermarket was located across from Lincoln Park at the site of the mansion of former New York Governor Frank Higgins, much to the dismay of local historians.  Many thought the mansion should have been preserved as an historical site.  The F.C. Thomas family operated their Market Basket stores, recognized by the yellow storefronts, at a half dozen locations around town.  The Mahar family had several of their Service Stores (now Park ‘n Shop) strategically located around town too.  In fact, in a marketing report published by the Olean Times Herald in 1951, there were 75 grocery stores in business in the city of Olean.  Many of them were the small family-owned grocery stores that were located in most neighborhoods all over the city.  Many were part of the Olean Wholesale Cooperative that supplied most of the food that stocked the members’ shelves.  I think there were forty or fifty of them still in business in 1959.  I ‘ll include a couple dozen of those independent grocers for reference here.  On East State Street we’d find Mickey’s Saveway, Butt’s, Connie’s, and Geuder’s.  Down West State Street there were Harris’, Pat Kayes’, Rowe and Pearson’s, Ahren’s,  Geises’, Sam’s Quality Cash, Richardson’s, and Lindsey’s. There were Caruso’s and Swartz’s in South Olean, Ralph’s, Pancio’s, and Piechota’s in North Olean, Longnecker’s and Gergel’s in Homer Hill, Roger’s and Sinicropi’s on WayneStreet, Stadler’s on Buffalo Street,  Bianco’s on North 8th, and Nicol’s on Front Street.  And on North Union there were Testi’s, Eade’s, Quality Foods, and Cradduck’s. 
 
Some of us had our milk home delivered by one of several dairies in the area including Kent’s family dairy.  Stroehmann Bros. Bakeries and Rhode’s Bakery (the home of Bambi Bread), supplied fresh bread daily along side Holsum and Wonder Bread (that’s the one that built strong bodies 8 ways).  There was Haut’s Cookie Shops, the home of Icky’s Cookies on West Sullivan at North 15th Street and the National Biscuit Company and Jamestown Baking Co. on North 7th Street.  There were also those locally owned bakeries like Swatt’s in East Olean and the Balkan Bakery in North Olean that were both known for their great bread and rolls.
 
There were many bars and taverns that don’t exist today that were found all over town with recognizable names like the Capitol Hill, Fudge’s, the Brown Bear, the Cabin, Tracy’s, the Pickaninny, the Corner Place, Dinty Moore’s, the New Central, the Mayflower, Welch’s, Stravino’s, the Hofbrau, State Hotel, the Elite, Duke’s Grill, Jo-Jo’s, DiPietro’s, the Olde Mill,  the Wheel, Donovan’s, and the Silver Slipper…just to name a few.  Many of those also provided food and entertainment.   There were also half a dozen liquor stores located around town. The only one of those remaining today is Allen’s and it moved to the next block down from its previous location on West State and is under new ownership.   
 
We had two local radio stations, WMNS AM and WHDL AM/FM, but most highschoolers tuned in to one of the 50,000 watt top-forty stations like WKBW out of Buffalo for the latest hits.  Some of the biggest hits in June of 1959 were “Battle of New Orleans”, “Personality”, “Dream Lover”, and an exotic instrumental entitled “Quiet Village” by the Martin Denny Orchestra.  We could hear and buy all the latest records from Tom Gabriel’s Melody Corner, which had been converted from his father’s Bee-Hive grocery store at the corner of W. State and North 3rd streets.  The department stores also had some records available and Williard’s Music House had some too along with musical instruments and sheet music.  Our music tastes were more diversified back then, because we were in on the ground floor of the transition from the “adult” standard music of our elders to that cool rock and roll stuff.  Artists like Sarah Vaughn, Johnny Mathis, Andy Williams, Percy Faith, and the McGuire Sisters were as welcome on our top ten list as Elvis, Fats, Duane Eddy, and the Everly Brothers.  We had never heard of the Beatles, the Beach Boys, or Motown and the “British Invasion” was something we studied in history class and it had nothing to do with music.  Those “teen dance crazes” were just beginning to evolve, and we learned to do the “Stroll” by watching Dick Clark’s American Bandstand on TV after school. There were other “novelty” dances  performed at record hops and wedding receptions like the “Bunny Hop” and the ” Hokey Pokey”.  And the polka was pretty big in my neighborhood. On local radio, WHDL AM offered a Friday night teen show where we could call in our requests from 7 to 10.  And WMNS had a teen oriented program on Saturday mornings hosted by our classmates Jim Geuder and Lynne Bordonaro featuring music and the news, sporting events and other activities of interest to the Olean High population.  
 
There were no television cable companies and no satellite TV.  Most every home and some businesses had a TV antenna mounted on their rooftops to improve the reception of channels 2, 4, and 7 out of Buffalo.  That was the extent of our channel choices, and they broadcast only in black and white.  Regular broadcasts in “living” color were a few years down the road into the 1960’s.  
 
Our local newspaper for everything we needed to know was the Olean Times Herald.  Mike Abdo and Bob Davies’ sports stories and Gil Stinger’s Generally Speaking column were considered “must reading”.  The newsrooms and print facilities were located on the little street with the big city name, Times Square, that runs eastward from N. Union to N. Barry.  It was an afternoon paper that you could buy anywhere for a dime or have it delivered six days a week (no Sunday paper back then.)  Once a week or so, the Times Herald included a version of the “Tel-O-Scope” ( the O.H.S. newspaper) written by and about students at Olean High.  What a thrill it was to see your name in the paper when one of the student reporters would ask your opinion on something, like your favorite tune or TV show, to include in his article.  The Buffalo Evening News was also available around town as an afternoon paper.   If you wanted a Sunday paper and/or a morning paper, the Buffalo Courier Express was the paper of choice.  I think it was also a dime but cost twenty cents for the big Sunday edition with the color comics and it was available for home delivery.  We also had access to a small weekly newspaper called the Olean News that basically offered a summary of the week’s news.
 
Every fall we looked forward to the unveiling of the new cars coming to market at the auto dealer’s, mostly located on West State Street, like Vincent-Wilday,  Marra Brothers, Murray-Page, Whitman-Jesson (which I think became Mastel Ford), Sirianni Motors, Olean Lincoln-Mercury, Stewart Motors, and Mazza Motors.  Ford, Chevy, and Plymouth were most popular, but there were still occasional sightings of Studebakers, Hudsons, Packards, Nashes, DeSotos, and the infamous Edsel by Ford on the streets and highways.  If you see any of those today, it will be at a classic car show and they’ll be worth many times the price you would have paid for a new one back in the fifties.
 
If you needed gas for your car, there were more than a dozen service stations positioned along either side of routes 16 and 17 (Union and State Streets).  These businesses sold gas and oil (Mobil, Esso, Texaco, Sterling, Gulf, Quaker State, Amoco, Sunoco, Keystone, Sinclair, etc.) and some bulbs, belts, batteries, wiper blades, and tires and tubes.  Then there was the Rocket Gas Station on East State Street that usually was priced a little lower per gallon than the “name” brands.  This appealed to teens with limited financial resources and those who thought putting “Rocket” gas in their vehicles might make them go faster.  The going price for regular gas was about thirty cents a gallon. Some stations had vending machines for candy, pop, and cigarettes.  I don’t recall any gas stations that sold groceries, beer and sandwiches like some do today.  It’s also rare to find those old oil company brand names around this area anymore.  Since I mentioned cigarettes; I should note smoking was prominent most everywhere back in the fifties. You could buy them most places for around thirty cents for a pack of twenty and get a carton of ten packs for a little over two dollars. You see...it was still considered cool to smoke.  The thing is, cigarette smoking had not yet been exposed as the vicious killer we know today.  Live and Learn….or perhaps…. Learn and Live!
 
Public transportation was plentiful.  Joe Magnano’s Bluebird Coachlines provided regular bus service through neighborhoods all around town for five or ten cents with convenient bus stops uptown on both sides of Union Street.  Greyhound had a terminal on South Barry Street for out-of-town travelers.  Bluebird cabs and Allen’s taxies would take you anywhere in town for under a dollar. It was not at all unusual to have Mr. Magnano himself as your cab driver for he seemed to truly enjoy being out among the people.  The Erie Railroad Depot on Pine Street in North Olean and the Pennsylvania Railroad Station on East Sullivan Street behind the Central Hotel were still there, but passenger trains had already seen their heyday.  However, many freight trains moving all kinds of materials stalled traffic at crossings every day all around town.  
 
Olean didn’t have a “middle school” in 1959, but the former School no. 7 in North Olean had honored us as the first graduating class of the newly established Olean Junior High School in June of 1955.  Most of the Class of ’59 had come up through the public school system spending some time in one or more of the elementary schools.  They included  School no.1 located on W. Sullivan at N. 6th St., School no. 2 on W. State at S.11th.,  School no. 3 on E. State at N. Barry, School no. 4 on Seneca Ave. at King St., School no. 5 on Main St. in Boardmanville, School no. 6 on Reed St. at N. 10th,  School no. 7 on N. Union at W. Forest Ave., School no. 8 on Homer St. in Homer Hill,  School no. 9 in Seneca Heights in South Olean, School no. 10 on W. Henley at S. 4th St., and School no. 11 on W. State at S. 24th St. There were also parochial schools providing elementary education from the Catholic point of view at St. Mary’s, St. Joseph’s, St. John’s, and Transfiguration churches.  Most of us came from all those neighborhood schools into the hallowed halls of higher learning at Olean High. 
 
Many of the students from North Olean and Boardmanville areas approached the high school at the corner of North Third and Reed Streets from Wayne Street by climbing three flights of steps to the bridge that crossed over the property that was once the site of the Pennsylvania RR switching yards and repair shops and the Olean Glass Company.  As a kid, I can recall the huge piles of broken glass, apparently sorted by color, at the Glass Plant awaiting an early version of recycling, and the tall smokestacks.  The PRR yards would eventually move to their present location between Olean and Allegany. 
 
If you graduated from high school and wanted to further your education locally, Saint Bonaventure University was right down route 17 a few miles, however it still wasn’t fully co-ed in 1959.  It was a well respected school with an exciting basketball team that played all their home games in the Olean Armory. Coach Eddie Donovan led the Bonnies to a record of 20 and 2 for the  ’58-‘59 season with a little help from  two great players, Sam and Tom Stith. The Bonnies went on to the N.I.T. but were knocked out in the first round by St. John’s.  Bona’s would move their home games to the Reilly Center on campus later on, but  the historic Armory is still the local home of the New York State National Guard at 119 Times Square in Olean.  Alfred State was another regional option but Jamestown Community College and the Olean Business Institute had not yet come to town.
 
In conclusion, I hope someone from the class of 2009 will record what Olean and Olean High are like today so they can reflect on it and compare in 2059 at their 50th reunion.  These “good old days” will be even more dramatically different from your hometown fifty years from now.  I wish we had taken the opportunity to listen to the alumni from the Class of 1909 at the 76th OHS reunion as they described what it was like when they graduated.  They had to survive two world wars, the Great Depression, and the Korean Conflict just to get to that reunion.  But we were, just like this years graduates, more concerned with the present time and more likely to look forward than to be looking back.  Our big concerns were nuclear proliferation and the Cold War with the U.S.S.R. but most of us survived.  The world today presents many new challenges that we never faced, but with hard work and perseverance, this year’s graduates will do just fine.  So, to Matthew and all of the young men and women in the Class of 2009, we “seasoned citizens” offer heartfelt best wishes for unbounded success to each and every one of you.
 
I dedicate the above rambling reflections to the enduring members of the Class of ’59, many of whom still get to share memories and news during the Alumni Reunion Weekend.  And I offer a special dedication in memory of George, Kay, Dick, Diane, Dave, Jean, Mark, Art, Judy, Paul, Linda, Bruce, Patty, Byron, Gloria, Don, and all our other schoolmates who were called home far too soon.  You remain in our hearts, and observe a moment of silence in your memory.  Wish you could be here… ‘cause these reunions just aren’t quite as much fun without you.
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