Of Monte

Sano

Crowder I

The King Of The K
Snuffdippers Ball!

Stories have been written about
most of the historic places in
Huntsville, but one you will r
never see in the history books j
is a place that carved its own Z\
niche in this city’s history /w "

for over a quarter K' t
of a century. K~ J
It was a place that a Rk

lot of people will never

forget - and some people

would like to forget.

During this time Monte

Sano Crowder reigned

supreme, as King of the
Snuffdipper’s Ball. A\%%

i, i Md.r
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Monlte Sano Crowder was born on
the mountain that he was named
for in 1914. When Monte was only
six years old his mother died,
leaving his father with a whole
house full of kids, with very little
money. Maonte's father was a
natural musician and often, when
times were especially hard, would
wrap his Sears and Reebuck fiddle
in an old flour sack and “take off
fiddling for a week or two, in order
to keep-food on the table.”

Momte began fiddling when he
was about ten years old. His dad
kept his fiddie laying on the bed
and while he was fixing su, y
Momnte would slip into the bedroom
and saw very quietly on the fiddle.
His dad came in one day and told
him to “go ahead and play it, only
don’t break anything.” From that
day on, Monte was a fiddle player.

Like his father, Momte and his
brothers were all natural born
musicians. In 1928 Monte and his
brother began playing together as
the Crowdler Brothers. The oldest
brother A P. was the manager of
the band. A.P. Crowder later
moved to Mlimois where he became
known as the top fiddle player in
the state.

Monte recalls that back in those
days people would plan barn
dances sometimes a year in ad-
vance. There would be cold drinks
and ice cream and the street
would be roped off and sawdust
spread down for people to dance
on. Sometimes the dancing would
go on till the wee hours of the
morning. The band tried to charge
$15 a night for the entire group,
three or four dollars apiece was
pretty good money in those days.

“Times were gettin kind of lean
back then and | was gettin tired of
chopping wood, so one day I tell
Leon, my brother, I say Let's go to
Texas or someplace where we can
make music and make a little
money, too. Leon, he looked at me
and laughed and said ‘we can't play
that good!" Well, by Golly, we can
at least try, I told him. The next
day we took off for Texas.”

“We were hitchhiking and didn't
have no money so we carried our
cotton sacks with us. We figrred
that if we didn’t make no money
making music, we could
still pay our way by picking cotton.

It's a good thing we had them
sacks, cause when we got to Texas,
they had mosquitoes as big as
birds and we had to crawl into
those sacks to sleep, otherwise
they would have eat us alive”.

“Well, we got to Texas, we started
making music on the sidewalks.
We would stand there and play all
the tunes that we knew and if we
were lucky someone would put a
little spare change in the hat, and
then we could eat.again. We had
been doing this fot a couple of
days when this guy with a medi-
cine show hires us to play for his
show. We would make music,
people would gather around, and
then this medicine man would sell
his goods. We must have spent
most of that summer in Dallas
making music. That's when we got
to thinking that we were genuine
musicians.

Monte returned to Alabama,
convinced that he could make a
living playing the fiddle. In 1937,
Slim Daniel gave Monte his first job
in Huntsville. Word of the young
man and his fiddle playing spread
throughout the Tennessee Valley,
and it wasn’t long before he was in
great demand.

“Those were the days when a man
put his heart and his soul into his
music. | remember back in 1939, or
maybe 40 when some guy by the
name of Hank Williams called me
and wanted me to make music with
him. I played with him for a while
but he wanted to go to Louisiana
and make some records. [ told him
that I didn't care nothing about
being famous, | had everything |
wanted right here in Humtsville.”

Hank Williiams went to Louisiana
where he auditioned for the “Lou-
isiana Hayride”, the show that was
to propel him into worldwide fame
within a few years. In 1941 a man
appeared at his door and asked
him to take a job playing for a
square dance. The man told Monte
that they weren't makmg much
money and couldn't afford to pay
anything except a percentage of
the gate. The square dance was
commonly known as the

“Snulfﬂi]ﬂper' ’s Ball” and Monte was
to play there for the next thirty-two
years.

P Cathey & Tom Carmney, Bruce Tilll
Edltor—......_...___._.. +eseesn.Cathey Callaway Carney
Assistant Editor........,,. spence T o Cars
Assoclate Editor....2 ... .Stefnnle l-w-y

Sales. S

Production & Design... ...mm.llﬂ'lll AvermecChapllibse

For further information for articles and subscriptions write:
Old Huntsville Magarvine, Inc. ©

716 Clinton Avenue » Huntswille, AL 35861

205-534-0502 or 536-3002

Ay fllust rations; are public damain: Accarding to copyright faw,
.n plctuses printed before 1907 are now In the
Olustrationa in this pubfication which were
1907 derive from sources, or whaose
copysights have been allowed to lapes um-.p hllun to reness.
AN articles and ol
Inc. © 1991 and any use or npﬂnd.,. ‘without q;_- writlen consent lo
by law. All are the ot Old
Inc. and any d use ls d by baw.

The Snuffidiipper’s Ball was
located upstairs at the old Temple

Theatre, in a room normally used
for union meetings, on Jefferson
Street. The lot on which it stood is
now a parking lot for the Heritage
Club. Walking down the street
years ago, the only evidence you
would see of the ball was a narrow
doorway and a long, steep set of
stairs. No signs, no neon lights,
you had to know what you were
looking for in order to find it.

“You had to climb the steps, pay a
fifty cents admission, and then
you'd be in this big room. The
room itself wasn’t much to look at,
it was just a big room with a few
chairs on the side, had a place to
sell potato chips and soft drinks,
and yes, back in the old days it
even had spittoons for people
that dipped snuff or chewed
tobacco.”

“Bat it wasn’t the room that made
the ball, it was the people. Use to,
most everyone lived out in the
country and they had to work hard
for a living, and Saturday night was
the only night they had to have a
little fun and let off a little steam.
There would be people dressed in
their Sunday best, their hair
slicked down, and a Sunday-go-to-
meeting shine on their shoes. And
over there, against that wall, would
be the boys that picked cotton all
week, still dressed in their overalls,




Grandpa would be back in a corner
holding court with all the other
men while the missus would be
sitting there clapping her hands to
the music. There’'d be so many
people packed in that smoky room
that it was a wonder that the old
wooden floor didn’t just cave in
with all that stompin and dancin
going on.”

“Lord, if that old building was still
there, and if those walls could talk,
there would be a thousand ghosts
in that room, and they would all be
tapping their feet to the memories
of all the music that was played
there."

With the new fiddle player taking
the lead, the Snuffdipper’s Ball
became an instant success, with
throngs of people lining up in front
of the door hours before it opened.
Its success created a new enter-
tainment district downtown. No
alcohol was served on the prem-
ises of the Ball so bars began to
spring up around it to cater to the
thirsty crowds. An oldtimer claims

that “you could always tell when
Monte took a break. When the
music stopped, the people would
swarm out of the Ball, like bees on
honey, headed for the bars, but
when Monte picked that fiddle up
again, the bars would empty out
and the sidewalks that were
crowded with noisy people a few
minutes earlier would grow silent.”

By this time the Snuffdipper’s Ball
had acquired such a reputation
that it was posted “Off Limits” to
military personnel, as far away as
Nashville, Tennessee. Ironically,
this was one of the few places of
entertainment downtown that did
not serve alcohol,.but a lot of
people had bottles of “cough medi-
cine” in brown paper bags, sticking
out of their back pockets.

Monte recalls, “There was never
no trouble inside my place. It was
all outside. [ would tell those boys
that if they wanted to fight they
could go out side and do it. |
wouldn’t put up with that in the
Ball. Why, there was even people

that would drop their kids off with
us while they took off to the bars!”

The fact that Monte was a profes-
sional wrestler, undoubtedly
helped persuade some of the local
rowdies to keep the peace. He first
stepped in the ring in 1937 and
over the next 15 years would
wrestle as a professional in over
200 matches, under the name of
“The Breakdown Wrestler”. Asked
if he was any good, Monte replied
“l didn’t win very much, but [ made
me a little money.”

Earl Frazier, a retired Madison
County deputy sheriff, recalls
“working Jefferson Street in front of
the Ball every Saturday night. We
never had no trouble in the Ball
itself, but whenever the band took
a break we got ready. A lot of
those boys would go outside and
try their best to see how fast they
could get drunk Most Saturday
nights, we would arrest forty,
fifty or maybe sometimes even
sixty people on the sidewalks in
front of the Snuffdipper’s Ball. It



Monte Crowder cotinued from Page s

wasn't really as bad as it sounds,
most of them were the same
people every week. The sheriff's
department had regular customers
back then.”

“One night, me and Ed Norton was
working the sidewalks in front of
the Ball. We had already arrested
one drunk and had him in the car
and we were putting the handcuffs
on another one when a third drunk
staggered by. When I saw the third
one, knowing that we didn't have
any more room in the car, |
reached over and tapped him on
the shoulder and told him that he
was under arrest. ‘Just walk on
down to the jail,’ | told him. ‘We'll
be down there directly to take care
of you." Sure enough, in about 15
minutes when we got to the jail to
drop off another load of prisoners,
there the guy was, sitting on the
curb waiting for us to put him in
jail. Something like that would
never happen today.”

Life was treating Momte pretty
good in those days. Monmte recalls,
“l was married and had a son, | was

making a little money and only had
to work one night a week. Some-
where around 1947 or 48 some
guys come to me and ask me if I
want to do a radio show. It was
WHBS, and was down there where
we pay our utilities at now. So |
ask these guys, “What's in it for
me?”

“We are going to sell twelve
sponsors at $3 apiece, and you'll
get $12 and we'll get $24.”

“That didn’t sound like too bad a
deal to me so | became a Radio
Amnouncer. I'm making twelve
bucks an hour for sitting there
talking just like I been doing all my
life for nothing. | had this show
called “Crowder’s Corn Crrib” and |
talked and played music, only thing
I didn’t like was doing the weather.
Maost of the time the weather
forecast back then was wrong, so
they would give me this sheet of
paper with the wealther on it and 1
would go on the air and say, ‘|
don’t believe a word of it, but this
sheet of paper says that the
weather is gonna be .._ *“

“Only thing was that this job was

interfering with my fishing. Got to
where every time they wanted me
at the station, the fish would be
biting. Well, anyway they call me in
the office one day and tell me that!
have to choose between fishing
and doing radio. That was a dumb
thing for them to do, cause I had
my fishing rod in the car all ready
te go.”

In 1972 progress caught up with
the Snufftdigpper’s Ball. Nightclubs
began selling drinks over the bar, a
practice not allowed until the late
sixties, and most had firee enter-
tainment. People that had been
going to the Ball for years slowly
began to drift away, and Monle was
forced to close it down.

Monte Sano Crowder, the Kimng of
the S i s Ball, became one
of the most well-known fiddle
players in the Sowtheast, recording
numerous tapes and records, with
his music being used in two movies
produced here in Alabama.

The man who claims to be able to
play six types of music on his
fiddle says that “there still ain’t no
music like mountain music. Maost



of the young kids coming up
today, they make a lot of noise but
they don’t make much music. You
got Tony Mason, maybe one or
two others that can still play good
music like my Daddy taught me,
but there ain't many of us left.”
“When you get old there ain't

much to do except sit under a —_—

shade tree and drink Double cola

and remember. You try to remem-
ber all the things you've done and
all the people you've met.”

“And I've loved every minute of
it.”

1 f you want to buy one of Monte's records
Call 205-665-1856

————thing either of you want is to cook dimmer.
Which is exactly why you should have a night
out at Sizzler.

We're featuring a host of delicious, yet
msonabl{vfriced steak and seafood entrees||,
complete with your choice of potato, rice or
vegetable. And, of course, our famous
All-You-Can-Eat Fresh Fruit & Salad Bar is also
available.

So join us for dinner and let him really have it.

Right in the kisser.

Si1zzler

A fresh experience.

Street
Cars

Had it not been for the street
cars, transportation would have
been a big problem for the early
residents of the community -
many of whom did not own a
horse and buggy. The cars
started running about four
months before No. 1 mill (Merri-
mack Mill) was completed, as
evidenced by the following an-
nouncement in the March 3, 1900
issue of the “Republican.”
“TAKE A RIDE: Huntsville’s elec-
tric railway has at last started.
The cars began runmning regular
Wedinesday morning. The first car
leaves the barn at 6:00 in the a.m.
and the last car at midnight”.

At this time the railway com-
gany had four cars in operation.

he fare was five cents.

Not only was it a great con-
venience for the early residents to
ride the trolley, but an exciting
thrill as well. The fact that the
line extended within the village
limits brought many town sight
seers to the new commumity, and
the Brahan Spring, close to the
end of the car line, was a popular
spot for citywide events, such as
Fourth of July celebrations. Some-
times the electric railway offfered a
special rate of five cents for the
round trip to those who wished to
attend the day-long events at
Brahan Spring.

The last street car ran on

February 23, 1931.
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I learned early that the red, white
and blue barber pole in front of
Rammpey’s Barber Shop was not the
place to go for peppermint stick candy.
Mama had about given up in utter
exasperation about what to do with my
hair when [ was first led into what was
strictly a man’s domaine. She had
tried rolling my hair up at night in rags
but by the next morning they had
come undone and scattered all over
the bed and down on the floor.

She declared that | must move
around as much in my sleep as I did
during the day. Next she got some
curfing irons and stuck them down into
the glass chinmey of an oil lamp,
turned up the flame and heated it hot
enough to curl my hair but by the time
I got to school the curls were so limp
my teacher would laugh every time she
looked at me.

When the Buster Brown style
became vogue Mama was convinced it
was the answer to her prayers. It was
then that t was first invroduced to
Rampey’s Barber Shop. Mr. Rampey
assured Mama he could greatly im-
prove on my situation and invited me
to hop up and have an elevated seat on
the leather covered board he put
across the arms of his antiquated
chair.

w.g

He then viewed my head from the
side, back and front and seemed
somewhat puzzled about just where
to begin the transformation. He then
covered me with a white cape and
grabbed my jaw with one hand that left
me paralyzed from the neck up. Next, |
heard the noisy clippers and looking
out the corner of my eye saw my hair
slowly falling down on the cape to the
floor.

Gwose bumps went up and down my
spine as Mr. Ramupey went up and
down with his clippers. When he
fimiished Mama said she was real
pleased that | had kept so quiet. Liltile
did she kmow that it was only because
he had my jaws securely clamped
together in his vise.

The next few years Mama and |
made many trips to Rampeys on a
regular basis to get my hair cut then
one day | overheard her tell Daddy
that she had no intention of putting
her feet back in Ranwpey’s again. She
said that a lot of men hung out in there
when they really didn't need a haircut
or a shoeshiine. .. it was just a down-
town gossip shelter and I was hearing
things I shouldn’t. This ended my
Buster Brown days jand the problems
with my hair began all over again.

Helen H. Milller
Excerpts firom “To Liwe and Die in Dixie”

AVERBUCH

RealtyCo.,Inc.

7500 Memorial Parkway South

#122
Humisville, Alabama 35802
Busimess 205-883-6600

Scott Averbuch
President - Broker

A waise man once said] that ¥fjjou
took harill enough tﬁrougﬁ the

rain, you van see the rainboi.
1 shser man saidl that ijfjjou
wom'tgek wet.
Ptary Barksdale




Digestibility of Food.

E? 'h 7ir/i 1 was younger I used to
ABTICDD or FoOD. ConromoM. 3 AKTICU or Foop. ComtnoK. . . “ .
r male mistakes. ljust ‘acquire
experience."

RicCe.uiiiereirecnraicanenns Fresh mutton. . Boiled ...
Eggfl, whipped Soup, beans.
Trout, salmon, fresh B01led Soup, chicken.
Apples, sweet and Apple dumpling,

mellow... Raw .. Fresh oysters........ Routed
Veniaon stea Broiled Pork steak . . Broiled Jleadhuntcr Salon
Tapioca .. Boiled Fresh mutton.. .. Roasted
Barley it Corn bread.. . Baked
Milk Carrots . Boiled , . .
Bullocks liver, fresh Brmled Freeh sausage . Broiled eDon'tmess wi th Space S tation.
Freeh eggs ............. Raw .. Fresh flounder. . Fried .
Codfish, cured and Fresh catfish .. . n .Blld Cramer US Congressman

dry.... ... Boiled .... Fresh oysters.. . Stewed ’ °
Milk ... Raw Melted
Wild turkey.. . Roasted Old, strong cheese.. Raw .
Domestlo turkey Mutton soup ... Boiled
Goose. Oyster soup............. i
Booking pl% . Fresh wheat bread . Baked
Fresh lamb.. Broiled Flat turnips. Boiled
Hash, meat and Irish potato .

getables Wanned Fresh eggs . Hard boiied
Beansand pod.. Boiled . it « . . Fried
Parsnips ...... . it Green corn an ns Boiled
Irish potatoe: Roasted Beets...iiiininens
Chicken . Fricassee Fresh, lean beef.... Fried .
Custard Baked .... Fresh veal .. Broiled
8alt beef .. ... Boiled .... 2.45 Domestic fowls . Routed
Bour and hard ap- DUCKS .oceveereecraninnnnn fi

ples . Raw ......... 2.50 Beef so*ip, vegeta-
Fresh oyster . . 2.55 bles ana bread ... Boiled
Fresh eggs .. . Soft boiied. 3.00 Pork, recentlysalted
Beef, fresh, lean and Fresh veal...............

. Roasted 8.00 Cabbage, with vine-
. Broiled . 3.00 ... Boiled

Pork, reoently salted Stewed 8.00 Pork, fat and lean.. Roasted ...

Taken From Safe Counsel
An 1895 Publication

~ LUNCH SPECIAL
Buy one get half off one
equal or lesser value

DINNER SPECIAL
Buy one get one free
(Offer expires June 10,1991)

Bring In Ad For Discoun
Mention Old HuntsvHle
& Get A Discount



I like the summer river
when the afternoon
sloughs are quiet,
and warm blankets gently
rise from the still surface.

I would skip stones,
not round, flat ones
like you're supposed to,
but ones that weren’t so
round or weren't so flat.

Equal parts of vinegar and coal
oil is a good mixiure for cleaning I could skip them too.
varnished flloors. Apply with a
cloth wrapped over the broom or
mop, allow to stand about ten min- | have often wondered,
utes and polish with a soft cloth. why on life's rivers

The following works very well [ keep trying to skip stones

for cleaning painted walls and » .
woodwork. To one gallon of that aren’t shaped right.

water add 1 cup of ammonia, 1/2
cup of vinegar and 1/4 cup baking
soda. Apply with a sponge or soft
cloth. It won’t need rinsing. Start

From Nothing to Do On Sunday,
ight 1972

at bottom and work your way up. by ;(e)hn ,L';'ig;":f"ﬂm by

To clean household brushes,
use white soap fllakes in a pan of
hot water to make a good lathering
solution. Add a few drops of
ammonia. Rimse thoroughly and

For white bristles, soak
in diluted dydroge eroxide to
freshen and renew their appear-
ance. This chemical is perfectly
safe and has no injurious efifect on
even the most delicate material. There is nothing more instont

comtagious than the boss s b

The
Wonderful
World
Of Herbs

You often hear of “edible”
plants and flowers, but maybe you
aren’t really sure of what can be
used and eaten safely. Following is
a partial list of plants that can be
used either cosmetically or as
food. Mast of these plants can be
grown indoors in pots, or in out-
door herb gardens. Have fun!

Almond - oil and meal

Aloe - firesh gel for burns
Camomile - flowers; whole or
powdered - firesh or dried

Red clowver - flower heads, firesh or
dried

Comfrey - the root either firesh or
dried, the leaf firesh or dried
Garlic - the cloves, use firesh
Ginseng - the root, dried and pow-
dered

Homey - eaten, drunk or as a mask
Lanvemdler - the flower buds, firesh
or dried

Licwrice - the root, dried and pow-
dered, or pieces

Mhrigold the flower heads, firesh
or dried

Mimts - the leaves of all species, but
especially the Spearmint or
Peppermint

Neigitle - the leaves

Orris - the root; dried or pieces
Pansy or Vielet - the flowers or
leaves, dried or firesh

Parsley - leaves and stem

Rose - leaves, buds or blossoms,
firesh or dried

Rosemary - leaves of flowers, firesh
or dried

Sage - the leaves or flowers, fresh
or dried

Sea plants - all types of the pods
and stripes, firesh or dried
Swrawberry - the leaves and fruit
Thyme - leaves fresh or dried
Witch hazel - leaves or bark, fresh
or dried

Yogurt - in you and on you

Jeanne Rose
“Kiltclhen Cosmetics™




Have you ever wondered
where folks went on dates in
Humtsville back in the 1930’s and
1940’s, when Huntsville was still
just a sleepy little cotton town?
When the boundaries of the city
went from Merxidian and Washing-
ton Streets on the north to
Hmntsville Hospital on the South?

Well, I started wondering about
that very thing the other day and
decided to ask some long-time
Hmmtsville residents just where
they went on a date.

[ called about eight folks and
each had a unique version of
Humtsville as a place to date years
ago. Each person I talked to told
me of fun times spent at the old
Lyric Theater downtown and also
at the Grand Theater, around the
corner from the Lyric.

A few mentioned the Elks, an old
opera house on the square that
once had good stage shows. Also a
few told about the Princess Thea-
ter on Clhmrch Street.

When asked about restaurants,
one place was mentioned unani-
mously as having the best burgers
in town. A place called Swaims,

where many took their dates.

One fellow said you could smell
those delicious burgers when you
got within a mile of the place.

Some other faworite hangouts
for kids with dates were the old
Post Offiice Cafe downtown, the
Cemtral Cafe, Broadway’s Restau-
rant (where 's flowist is now
located). And the Sullins Cafe.
Mullins used to be on Stevens
Street before moving to its present
location on Amdrew Jackson Way.
One guy said you could get a good
sized burger at Mullins at that time
for a dime. Two other nice places
were i and Adlcock’s.

One fellow mentioned that
Humtsville had many honky tonks
during this time. A few were pretty
notorious and you didn’t take a
date there. Maostly you went
drinking there with the guys.
Places like the White Castle, better
known as the Bloody Bucket,
because of all the Saturday night
fights there, were all well known.
And then, of course, was the
Snufftdigpper’s Ball on Jeffierson
Street.

A few other clubs mentioned
were Calley’'s and Midway.
Steadman’s also was a nice place
to eat and dance. It was located
where the present Big B Drugs is,
near Humtsville Hospital.

Almmost unanimously the folks I
talked to raved about the Monte
Sano Tavern. It was located next
to the park and picnic area on
Maonte Sano. Some referred to it as
the Lodge.

For years | thought I was
looking at the burned-out ruins of
the Monte Sano Hotel in the park,
but now I realize those ruins were
of the Tavern. The old hotel was
located on a bluff overlooking the
city on what is now Old Chimney
Road. You can still see the old
chimney of the burned out hotel.

Ewveryone agreed the Tavern
was a faworite place to eat, with
large oak beams overhead and a
huge stone lace at either end
of the large dining room.

One gal told me that on her
very first date she was taken to the
old Post Offfice Cafe. She thought

Continued next page




To Your Health

The Daoctor Sez:

Hypertension (High Blood
sure)

Blood pressure is simply the
force of blood pushing against the
walls of the blood vessels. The
narrower the blood vessels, the
higher the pressure, and the
harder the heart must work to
pump the blood throughout the
body. Hygpertension, or high blood
pressure, is a common disease
throughout the world, and one of
the most frequent causes of heart
disease and stroke.

Some causes of high blood
pressure are known. These causes
include certain kidney diseases,
hardening of the arteries, etc.

In most cases no real cause can
be found; it does, however, have a
tendency to run in families. Usu-
ally it can be treated easily
without discomfort to the patient.

The problem with high blood
pressure is that there are no real
symptoms initially, and many
people who have it don't know it.
It is sometimes referred to as “The
Silent Disease”. It is estimated that
about 60 million people in the U.S.

[R.G. NAYMAN CO. INC. |

| GENERAL CONTRACTORS |

General Contractors
Residential & Comercial

Specialzing In
Fire Damage Repairs
410 OAKWOOD AVENUE

"4 comtractor you can trustl’

and Canada are affliicted with this
condition. Blacks are more prone
to high blood pressure than
whites. Also, it seems to affect
those who smoke, those who are
overweight, as well as the children
of the people who are hyperten-
sive.

Actually, anyone can develop
this condition whether they are
young or old. The important

int is that those people who are
included toward having hyperten-
sion should have it checked
regularly - at least every six to |
twelve months. This can be done
by your own doctor, or a number
of other places such as the
company you work for, shopping
malls, clinics and a number of
organizations who set up stations
for checking blood pressure as a
public service.

Your blood pressure is
checked by an instrument which
measures the pressure of the
blood as it is being pumped by the
heart (systolic), and the resting
pressure (diastolic) when the
blood flow is at rest, or not in the
action of being pumped. A typical
reading for an adult is 120/80
which is ideal, and pressures up
to140/90 are considered to be in
the normal range. A diastolic
reading (lower number) over 90
may indicate that treatment is
necessary.

All hypertension, NO MATTER
HOW MILD, should be treated.
Treatment may involve only the
losing of weight, or cutting back
on the salt intake, or a daily
exercise program. Other cases
may require regular prescribed
dosages of medication. In any
case, the treatment should be de-
termined by your family physician
and it is inmportant that whatever
the treatment, it should be fol-
lowed very closely.

Dr. Anmelie M. Owens

Courting Continued From Page 9

she'd be adventurous so she or-
dered fried oysters. Never having
eaten any, she had to drown them
in ketchup to get them down.

If a girl didn’t have lots of dates
back then (before the War) some-
thing was wrong. There were lots of
fellas around town and most were
military guys, all waiting to be
called up for the War.

Those were very uncertain
times. If you were dating a guy, you
were never quite sure after a few
dates if you'd ever see him again.
He may be called up for the War and
then never come back to Huntsville,
He may move back to his hometown
after the War and then you'd lose
track of each other.

Even with all the uncertainty
though, everyone managed to have
a pretty good time in small town
Huntsville. Picnics were often
mentioned as a fun thing to do, and
also swimming. There were lots of
drive in restaurants around during
those days. The one mentioned by
almost everyone as having the best
barbeque in town was Bill's. It was
located on Meridian Street near the
old Limcoln School.

Eweryone's favorite drug store
was Tom Dark’s on the square. It
had little round ice cream tables
where you could go with a date
for ice cream and a good fountain
coke. It was once on the East Side
of the square but then later moved
to the North Side. Mr. Dark's motto
was “We've been on the square for
years.”

One gal said when her steady
guy went off to the War, it had
been decided that she would date
others while he was gone. Some
of her dates in his absence took her
to her very favorite eating place, the
Russell Erskine Hotel. She said they
served wonderful homemade rolls,
great watercress salad and the best
homemade pies in town.
= T ——

"Those were uncer-
tain times. If you were
dating a guy, you were
never quite sure after
a few dates if you'd
ever see him again."
s S ————————




We would like to thank our many
readers for their support. You
are responsible for whatever
success that we have enjoyed
over the last ten months.
We hope we will continue to
bring you Humtsville's history in
the same manner as we have in
the past.

I e ——— ]

When her steady came back home
and asked her to marry him, she
said she’d have to think about it.
She told him she wanted to get

out of debt before marriage. She
owed downtown Dummavant’s $100,
which was a lot of money back
then. He promptly paid her
Dummavamt's bill so she, running out
of excuses and also being very
much in love with him, married him
inmnediately. She laughs and tells
folks now that she married him
because he paid off her
Dummavant's bill!

Back then, it was a more casual
time. There weren’t as many
{ﬂanned activities as now. With so

ittle going on in town in the way of
entertainment, folks going on dates
had to think up things to do on
their own. It sounds like they did a
pretty good job of it. Amnd it sounds
like those were some pretty good

1883
Wes Brown is abducted firom the
County jail and lynched on the
noridhwest corner of the Court-
house lawn. He had been ac-
cused of an axe murder of
William Street, a Humisville
policeman.

1888
Fixst newspaper published in
New Market. One of the stories
related W.F. Laxon’s comment
that “lightning struck my pop-
corn field and popped every
grain of it.”

1901
President William McKiimley
visits Humitsville, where he is
given a new shittam wood walk-
ing stick. Five months later he

would be assassimated.
1901
Former black soldiers organize a
post of the Grand Army of the
Republic, headed by J.W. Davis.
1874
Ms. Kalte Fariiss is appointed 1910
principal of Humitsville High The Boll Weevil, scouge of
School, with the cotton farmers, makes its first
grand salary of $65 per month. appearance in Alabama.
1877 1927
Mr. Leroy Adams is fined $5 for Ed McClure filles for divorce

from his wife. He claims his wife

disturbing the peace. It seems as
tricked him into marrying her by

if his mule went on “a sit down

times and great memories for a lot strike” during a Mardi Gras getting pregnant. Mrxs. McClure
of people in 'early Huntsville. l' parade, disrupting the appeared in court to
kinda wish I'd been there, too! festivities. contest charges along with their
LINDA STRANGE 1877 chilldhem... all sixteen of them.
Humdtsville is excited over the
news of gold being discovered in
Hillilsboro, a suburb of
Huwmitsville. Unffortumately, the .
vein quickly petered out. J [aw.ng to prepare breaffast alone
I discoveredi that a haff-cooked
(e 6Wn blue Eew Wake
is like an October watermelon patch
An opinion is the et best thing | ofz:’"f’ i‘;’f’t'"ﬁ’f’ml"zf’z’{::”  atnight ‘
to knowing what you are talking for 'f it fias sk in making There is no one arom?ﬂﬁrnu[es.
about: esigh It is very quiet.
g Wederaliprisons more fike resort
Bucky Howe hotels.
Retirad] Giween Beret A poem by John Crow

Glenti Brooks, Mitiuate Investigator




morning in 1984

0 morning in 1984
Humtsvillians awoke to find aston-
ishing headlines in their newspa-
per. Anthur Rmdolph, a prominent
member of the Von Braun German
Rocket Team had been found,
these many years later, to have
committed war crimes during
World War Il and had left the
country in disgrace rather than
face his accusers in court. The
Justice Dejpartment, anyway,
was saying that this was the case.

The townsfolk were shocked.

They were proud of their Germans.

They had made Humtsville what it
was. From an ordinary small
cotton-producing town with a
e soldier keeping watch

over the courthouse square, it had
become a bustling, cosmopolitan
center of the Tennesse Valley,
known across the country for its
shining scientific accomplish-
ments. To the people of Humtsville
the Germans had proven them-
selves time and again through the
decades since their arrival. They
were good. Never before had there
been any reason to doubt that.

Some still didn't doubt it.
While others ducked their heads,
being too timid to pry into 86
sensitive a political matter, the

Old Timers, an association of
former rocket scientists and their
friends, formed a defense fund and
set out to determine the facts.
What they and others eventually
uncovered was even more startling
than the original accusations
against Rudolph.

Artthur Rudolph claims he was
lured into a trap. The knock
on the door came in September
1982. “My wife and I had been
in Germany for a visit,” Rudolph
explained. “And while we were
gone an interesting thing hap-
pened. Our daughter Marianne
received a phone call and someone
asked her, ‘Are you the
daughter of Ard’vlur Rudolph?™”




MEvianne told her mysterious,
unidentified caller when her par-
ents would return and asked

the purpose of the caller’s ques-
tion. “Just a routine check,” he
answered.

The day after the Rudolphs
returned, a registered letter was
delivered. It was from something
called the Office of Special Investi-
gations, or OS], the office within
the Justice Department which

later learned was estab-
lished for the sole purpose of
prosecuting Nazi war criminals.
The OSI was asking to speak to
Rudoiph concerning his wartime
activities in Germany. re-
sponded in a way which he later
described as “dumb, dumb,
dumb...dumb!”

Wiihout consulting a lawyer
he packed up his yellowing papers
from four decades earlier and
went for what he thought would
be a harmless discussion with the
OSI representatives.

He had always told the truth
about who he was, where he had
been during the war, and what he
had done: He had grown up in
a small village in Gexmany where
his family were modest farmers.
Affiter college, made possible by
selling off part of the farm, he
went to work in Berlin where he
became an amateur rocket experi-
menter. When the depression
came and he was out of work he
used his hobby to land a job with
the German army.

At Peenemuende he worked
with Wemher Von Braun and was
assigned responsibility for V-2
Rocket production. When the
Buitish bombed Peenemuende the
V-2 production line was moved
to an underground plant where
forced laborers from the Dora
Comvenifration worked
alongside Gexmaan civilians. At the
end of the war he was captured by
Americans and brought to the
Unitted States.

That was it. This was the
story he told when he was ca
tured and many times since. The
story had been good enough for
his captors, and at that time he
was an “enemy alien.”

Since those far away days he,
with this same story always in
view, had been given American
citizenship, given a top secret

clearance, developed the Pershing
Missile for the Ammy and the
Saturn V for NASA, and had been
given high awards for his outstand-
ing work.

Rudolph said he was uncon-
cerned. He met his questioners
from the OS], three affaible young
men, and repeated his story one
more time. “We were too trusting,”

Rudioliph’s wife Manttha later said.

“The interview was so harmless

and friendly, very friendly. When it

was over they shook hands with Art

and thanked him for coming.” Then,

of course, they accused him of

being a war criminal. —

Get a lawyer they later wrote to
him, and we will discuss the evi-
dence “amassed” against you. In
the discussions that followed they
assured Rudolph’s lawyer that the
had the goods on his client. Theyy
had eye wiltnesses, they had docu- -
ments.

Farthermore Rudiolph could
expect harsh punishment. They
were going to take his means of
livelihood, his NASA pension, and
they were perhaps going to take the
citizenships of his wife and daugh-
ter. But they were offering him a i
choice.

If he would agree to leave the
country and renounce his own
citizenship they would let him keep
his pension and would not move
agaimst his family.

It would take pages to cover

's agony at this turn.
Rudolph claims he was innocent l\

and abhorred the proposed

agreement. On the other hand he

was in poor health, having

had a heart attack, and did not

have the finamcial wherewithal

to wage what would be a very

expensive legal battle whose

tentacles would reach across 40 |

years and two continents.
Furthermore if he didn't submit

-

to the OSI demands he put at risk
his family and his livelihood. In the
end he signed the agreement, went
to Germany and renounced his
citizenship.

It was not long before rumors
of the threats and intimidations
used to strip Rudolph of his citizen-
ship began to reach Huntsville.

The old timers, and especially one
of their number, Wallier Haeusser-
mann, started digging deeply into

the OSI's story. In a word what




they found was that the OSI has
been dishonest. They had actually
doctored one document they had
presented to Rudolphs attommey,
making it appear to be something
it wasn’t. They had submitted a
list of wilmesses to the German
government which was found to be
bogus. They had said they could
link Rudolph to the “sabotage
reporting network.” Net only could
they not do that, but they could
not even prove the existence of
such a network.

And so it went. The OSI's case
seemed to be entirely fabricated. It
appeared as if the only evidence
against Rudolph was the testimony
that he himself had given in years
past to milittary intelligence, the FBI
and the State ent. They
had all cleared him, and had even

granted him a Top Secret clear-
ance.

Still, the OSI insisted it had
evidence that would prove
Rudolph guilty “in thirty seconds.”
Part of the so-called evidence they
had refused to release until a
request under the Freedom of
Inflormation Act was filed actually
included an admission ticket to the
Alabama Space and Rocket Center.

Amother file had Wemher von
Braun, the father of the Space
Program, listed as a security threat
because of his German back-
ground. But no new evidence
linked Rudlolph with war crimes.

Afiter being exiled from the
United States, Rmdolph was
thoroughly investigated by the
German government, who cleared
him of all wrongdoing and found

him of good character and gave
him citizenship. On a visit to
Camada Rudolph was detained

and required to submit to a lengthy
immigration hearimg. n an

184page decision the adjudicator
accepted in full Rudolph’s story,
which was the same as it has
always been, and cleared him of
charges of persecution. He ruled
that Rudolph be barred from
Camada based on techmical
grounds and the mere fact that
forced labor was used on the V-2
line, a truth Rudolph has never
denied. The decision is being
appealed, meanwhile the Canadian
decision, in clearing Rudolph of
charges of persecution, amounts to
a veritable indictment of the OSL

Meanwhile Dr. Rudolph lives in
Hamburg, Germany - forbidden by
the OSI to enter this country to try
to clear his name.

Is Arthur Rudolph, the gentle
old man who was proud to call
Humtsville his home for so many
years, really a war criminal? If so,
why did the OSI have to fabricate a
case against him?

Did our country suppress
evidence in order to use Rudolph’s
knowledge in our pursuit of space
travel, and then kick him out of the
country when he was no longer
useful?

if Dr. Arthur Rudolph is indeed
guillty of the alleged war crimes, he
should be convicted and punished
to the fullest extent of the law. If
innocent, he should be vindicated,
and the OSI should be indicted for
their mishandling of the case.

Whatever the outcome, the man
deserves his day in court.

For people wishing to help
in the defense of Amthur
Rudolph please write:

Fidiends of
Authur Rmdolph
Box 1733, Huntsville, AL
35807
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Marilyn had been married for
about five years when she and

her husband divorced. It was a
bitter time in both their lives, and a
year dragged on until, miserable,
they both decided they couldn’t
live with each other any more. The
fight over possessions was
lengthy, but fimaily it was over.
Marilyn got most everything, even
their Beagle, Rusty.

At this time Rusty was about
four years old, but still acted like a
puppy. He was a friendly, outgoing
dog and especially loved going
after anything that was thrown to

him, and bringing it back His coat
was shiny, his eyes bright and
expressive. He loved both his
“parents” immensely.

When Marilynsegld her husband
began having trouble, Rusty was
sometimes caught in the middle,
He was the victim of a broken
glass one drunken night after an
especially bad fight, and had to be
taken to the vet's with cuts. He
cringed at the shouting and got to
where he was hiding under the bed
when he heard yelling.

The divorce finally over, Mari-
lyn got over her grief fairly quickly
and began to date other men. She
worked during the day, so the
nights she used to spend with
Russty taking walks with him began
to decrease. When he would try to
jump on the couch with her and a
date Marilyn would throw him off.

China,

Let Us Make

Your Dream
Of Owning
Your Own

Home Come

In short, the time she used to
spend paying attention to Rusty
became very infrequent.

And Rusty began to try less
and less to get her attemtion. He
didn’t run to meet her at the door
anymore. He began to eat less
and less and seemed listless.
Marilyn noticed all of this but was
so caught up in her new and excit-
ing life that she just didn’t

take the time to pay attention to
him. He got to the point where he
spent a lot of time just sleeping.
His eyes were no longer bright,
but had a dull glaze over them. His
coat became dry and dull. He gave
up, and in just a short while, he
died.

Marilyn could not forgive
herself for what she had done. She
realized that something was wrong,




but didn't do anything. She
couldn’t bring him back. The
sweet animal who had lived for
his owners attention died because
of the lack of it. Marilyn cried
herself to sleep for days because
of this. She asked me to write this
story because someone out there,
who may be not paying attention
to their pet, may still have the
chance to show it love and give it
the attention it deserves.

Your cats and dogs have
feelings, just like you. They love
you no matter if you punish
them, or yell at them. They need
you to take good care of them.
But most of all, they need your
touch, and kind words, and your
attention. Please don't make the
same mistake Marilyn did. Show
your pets your affiection for them
every day. You won't regret it.

A perfect advertisermnent is one that
wmakes people glad they bought.

Barf Eyestone, housewife
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True Legends From The Grave

A short serial thriller!

By John Crow

If you look at any tourist infiormation on Huntsville, Alabama there
almost always is reference to the beautiful Maple Hill Cemetery. The
literature will usually make reference to the beauty of the dogwood
trees in full spring bi)om, or perhaps the fact that five former Allabama
governorsare buried there,or maybe tell of the section where the Con-
federate soldiers are laid to rest. What it won't tell you are the many
legends associated with the cemetery.

Now my archaic but trustworthy Welbstter's dictionary defines, for
our purpose anyway, a legend as being a story of some wonderful event,
handed down for generations among a people and popularly believed to
have a historical basis, although not verifiable: distinguished from a
myth. What follows is a humble effiort on my part to relate to you a few
of the legends surrounding Maple Hill Cemetery, and then go one step
beyond and provide the historical basis for the legend.

When the night is strangely still, and the quiet is not even broken by
a cricket's chirp or a night breeze rustling, a lonely sound comes from a
lonely mausoleum. It is the whispered creak, creak, of a rocking chair
rocking. It is the young ghost of Mary Chambers Bibb, tragically poi-
soned in the full bloom of her youth, and buried upright in her rocking
chair by her griefstricken husband, where she rocks the years
away,....-rocking,....back and forth... rockking.

In the early 1830’s two pretty cousins were always at the center of
the many prominent social gatherings in Huntsville. It secemed that
where ever the girls were you would also find the dashing Bibb broth-
ers, the sons of Allebama’s second governor, who would come to the
parties by carriage from their family estate at Belle Mina. It wasn’t too
long before gossip had it that the two couples were smitten and a
double Wedging seemed to be in the offing. This was confirmed when it
was learned that the girls were having wedding gowns specially de-
signed and made in Paris, France.

Whenever the stage coach would arrive there would be the girls,
eager to check the baggage for any package addressed to them. But
alas, there would be no gowns, for Paris had run out of the proper
fabric. Finally, in early 1835, a parcel did arrive, but it contained only
one gown. It was decided that Chamnfivers would proceed with her
wedding plans to William Bilbb and the wedding was then scheduled for
February 26, 1835.

O gentle reader | hesitate to put to paper what follows next, for
in steps a grim and sinister Fate. It seems, as is common with young
people, that the excitement and anticipation of the coming event cre-
ated a “pimply” situation on the young girls' complexions. Their faithful
and dutiful “Mammy"” had a remedy for such situations. She took from
a cabinet a bottle of “salts” and Mary Chambers volunteered to take
the fiirst spoonful. Affter taking that tragic first swallow, Mary grasped
her young throat and in gasping breath rasped out, “I've been poi-
soned!”



The poor Mammy had grown
farsighted in her old age and had
taken from the cabinet a bottle of
oxalic acid instead of “salts.”

The shocked, heartbroken
William Bibb made the honorable R
and loving decision to proceed
with the wedding plans. Exactly
three months after the wedding,
Mary Chambers passed away.

The sorrowful, heartbroken

William Bibb erected for the
remains of his beloved wife the
city’s first mausoleum.

This new structure in the
cemetery was a rather startling
sight for the citizens of Huntsville.
They had never seen a “grave
above the ground” before. There
could only be one explanation.
Poor melancholy William had
entombed his wife in her rocking
chair.

Newentheless, | have been told
by reliable personages, that on a
quiet night, if you keep your ears,
and if you are walking by old
Maple Hill Cemetery, you can hear
the creak, creak of a rocking chair
rocking....back and forth.... just
rocking.

(Next episode - the secret burial place of
the Gypsy Queens)

Neaw & almost new
designer & name bramd clothing

Surwe

200 Off v

Any one item with this ad /
Ladies, mens e now our i
new children's department




AMITSUBISHI
VS-5004R

50" Big Screen Stereo
Monltor/Recelver With Remote

Mitsubishi's 50" Big Screen is the
perfect way to create the theater
experience right in your own home.

What the hellwill they thinfofneats™



Letters To The Editor

Dear Old Humitsville

[ can't tell you how much I enjoyed your Vol.2, Issue 2, 1991 of your magazine.
My nephew lives in Humisville and brought it up in March, when he visited me.

I graduated from Joe Bradley High School and was a student of Mrs. Ciopton, so
[ was delighted to see your arfiicle about her. Another fact about this famntastic
lady - she was once written about in Ripley’s “Believe it or Not.”

1look forward to my subscription this year.

Simcerely,
Nora Medley,
Fiffe Lake, Miichigan

Dear Old Humisville,
Thank you for the forbearance! Your magazine is the greatest. [ especially enjoy
artticles from our Regional resource - James Record. Itend to become saturated
with “Vision 2000” and that banal buzzword *high-%ech.” Your magazine is a
great relief ; atavism is a possibility again.
Keep it up!
P David Milam

Dear Sir:
I sure do enjoy the Old Hunisville magazine. [ pass it on to my friends and
neighbors, also relafives - they like them also. They’re always asking me when
am | going to get the next one?

Thanks - keep making them if possible.

Helen Dean
p.s. 'm handicapped, and a Senior.

Dear Editors:

| have heard that you have limited back copies of “Old Humitsvillle” and would
like to see about getting some. Would you please let me know how many you
have printed, how many are available, etc.

I % ’enioy this magazine - thanks for the work. [ love old history and news of
the 1800’s.

Mary Lou Davis

Ediitor’s Notex

Many of you have asked so here it is. The very first issue, the 12-pager that
came out last June, is completely gone. There are a few of the John Harmviison
issue. Then there are 6 more including the latest. They are $1 each plus .50
postage.

Thanks for your inquiry!

Dear Editor:

I have enjoyed your magazine very much. | have a suggestion. An
old time Humisvillian, Marvin Browning, told me of a funny thing that
happened, maybe around 1940.

It seems that some illiterate clodhopper decided to run for shewiff
of Madiison County. It was such a hilarious thing that people all over
the county voted for him as a joke. He was elected.

As I recall, he was in office only a few weeks, when he was impeached
for cause ... [ do not remember the cause, but [ was told that the
shexiff’s office was a regular madihouse by the time they got rid of
him.

Jmst a thought. You might look into it as a possible story of local

interest.
Bill McCamphbell

Editor’s Notex
Does anyone out there have any information about this? If so please
give us a call at “Old Hwaitsville” and we’ll see what we can do.

__l ;
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Wouldn't You
Really Rather Drive

It's difficult to im:
history had taken a di
course, automobile manufacturing
could have meant more to
Huntsville than the space industry.

But that's exactly what might
have happened, if the Kelller auto-
mobile achieved the success it
could have.

The story began thousands of
miles from Huntsville, in San Diego,
Califfernia. As World War Il was
drawing to a close in 1945, many
defense jobs were being phased
out. John Lefield recognized that,
and decided he’d better get in-
volved in something else before he
was out of a job.

Together with S. A. Williiams,
and Studebaker executive George
Keller, he developed a fiberglass
compact car called the “Bobbi” in
California.

Alithought still in the prototype
stages, the Bobbi seemed to fill a
niche in the auto market for
smaller cars. It weighed only 800
pounds, very light even by today'’s
standards. Affter some refinements
and development, they were ready
to go to work on Phase Two:
marketing the car.

The advertising and promo
were handled by S. A. Williams,
with considerable success. The
media was interested and pub-
lished articles harking the car’s
virtues and advantages. Williams
also bought advertising space in

newspapers and magazines to
fumther push the wave of favorable

ine that, if

A Keller?

response. Potential investors
displayed intterest andthe press
continued to be favorable.

Things were going just fine
until Califformia officials dug up
some dirt in Willlzms' past that
threatened the entire project.
Apparently he’d been involved in
some questionable business deal-
ings before, including stock
swindle and coun
Not exactly the kind of reputatlon
needed to launch a business ven-
ture. The press turned the Guns
of Nawaronne on Williams person-
ally, speculaitng that this venture
was probably a scam and referred
to his prison record as proof.

What the project needed was a
significant geographical change.
The operation was moved to
Alabama when the Birmingham
Chamber of Commmerce contracted
Keller to find civilian use for an
empty aircraft manufacturing
facility there. Imwestor Hulbert
Miitchell of Hartselle was im-
pressed with the idea of the Bobbi
and its potential. He joined the
firm and bankrolled most of the
early operation.

It didn’t remain long in Bir-
mingham; Miitchell wanted it closer
to home, and Redistone Arsenal
was just the place. The year was
1947, and the

Arsenal was also welcoming
post war industry development.
The old Betchler-McOne airplace
plant was chosen as the site, and
the Humtsville Chamber of Com-
merce was elated.

The name was changed to
Keller Automobile Compamny.
About 130 workers were employed
and things geared up toward a
promising future. Kelller had
been a respected and successful
executive with Studebaker, so the
name change was sigmiifoemtt. . .
and helpful for market recognition.

Plans and production forged
ahead. Painstakingly, early models
called the Keller Super Chief were
assembled, mostly by hand, at the
Redistone Plant.

The Super Chief, a subcompact
station wagon, was really ahead of
its time. The cabs of these cars
were all wood. In addition to the
station wagon, plans were in the
works for convertibles with
options such as front or rear
mounted engines. It seated 5
people and claimed 35 MPG with
engines manufactured by Hercules
(known mainly for tractor engines).

Keller Automobile Company
even had an engineering office in
Detroit for the purpose of obtain-
ing parts for the car while it was
being developed and prototyped.
The Hercules engines were con-
tracted from the Defroit office, as
well as other miscellaneous parts
(the Super Chief used Buick
hubcaps, for example).

The r Chief was to have
sold for about $900. The produc-
tion line on Redistone Arsenal was
slated to produce 16,000 cars the
first year, then 72,000 the year after
that.

Continved on page 22



Interes
Personaht‘llelgsg Of

Madison County

By James Record, Sr.

Grady M. Reeves, born Septem-
ber 8, 1923 in Cimcinnati, Ohio,
was undoubtedly one of
Humtsvillle's all-time colorful
personalltles of radio and televi-
sion. Simce his retirement from
WHNT-TV channel 19 on May 31,
1991 hundreds of people have said
he is sorely missed on TV and
want to know more about him and
his future plans. Grady attended
the Umiversity of Cimcinnati Broad-
cast School of Journalism. From a
deeply religious family, he also
attended Cimcinnati Bible Semi-
nary, although he states he was
not studying to become a
preacher, but wanted to learn
more about public speaking and

ish. He came to Hunmtsville in
1948, first working for WFUN radio
sports. In1949, he began working
for WBHP sports and news, having
a popular “Man on the Sireet”
program.

He then began working with
WAFG-TV as news director in 1959.
He then went to WHNT channel 19
as sports director in 1963. In 1966
he started his program “Morning,
Folks,” telecast from 6 in the morm- - ==
ing until 7 a.m. This continued on
for the next twenty-five years.

His show, “Morning, Folks” was
probably the most listened to of

any local TV or radio program. Subscribe now
Grady's son, Robert, joined him on for a new year of

the program and they were the only ~ Old Huwmitsvillle Magazine
father-son morning team on TV in Only $15 a year.

the U.S. Following his fatther's Send ch k N
retirement, Raolbert continues to check to: N
work with Channel 19 as a sports Old Humisville Magazine
reporter. Grady's wife, the former 716 Climmiton Awenue
Jean Poole of Greenville, S.C., Humtsville. AL 35801
recently opened her own business. ’

It is called “Pot of Golld”, located in o B

the Qakwood Shopping Center, Limmnitted back issues

selling herbs, health foods and
other items. Grady stops by there
often and may be contacted
through the store. He can also be
found each Saturday and Sunday at
the International Trade Mt where
he sells an arthritis lotion.

available on request

| .stmp(e -!ifc.afpastr cemturies ,
it was a lot shorter.

Wamas ggcattf,

ety Fhistorian

Our demacratic system ref
tﬁtnﬁrg dffthe majority . .
system is perfect. 1t is the o ;
that needs improvement.

Butch Adeock, Stevens Ave.
Work is the same as faliar s excer
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George Keller used his con-
tacts in the automotive business
well to propel the project along.
The car appeared in some signifi-
cant auto shows in New York and
Detroit, and was well received by
the public.

Financial backing was positive,
too: Keller successfully sold $2.5
million of the company’s $5 million
stock offerings, obtained dealer
franchise commitments totaling
$450,000 from all around the
country, and was one day away
from hundreds of millions of
dollars of additional backing ...
when he died suddenly of a heart
attack in October of 1949.

At that point, the wheels fell
off, so to speak. Big backers
choked, stalled and backed out,
convinced that thatcompany
couldn’t produce without Keller.

Mitchell couldn’t find an individual
to replace Keller in the 90 days
granted in the stock option con-
tract; the stock was removed from
sale and the company had nochoice
but to dissolve operations and go

(out of business.

Only 25-30 cars were actually
produced on Redstone Arsenal
during the firm’s brief life span, and
the dream of thousands of “Made in
Huntsville” Killers on America’s
roadways never materialized.

It’s hard to imagine, but inter-
esting to speculate - what if the
Keller really succeeded and made
it big? Would Huntsville be compa-
rable to Detroit in auto manufactur-
ing? And could a modern aero-
space city peacefully co-exist with
a successful automotive one?

Ken Owens

Huntsville's Little Italy

Family Restaurant

ITALIAN RESTAURANT

featuring
Caribbean
Cruises

’

J- Cruise. Lines



WILD RICE
WITH MUSHROOMS

1 cup wild rice

1 tbl. chopped parsley

4 cups water

1 tbl. pimento

1/2 pound fresh mushrooms
1/2 tsp. ltalian seasoning

2 sprigs chopped celery leaves
pinch of thyme

1/2 green pepper diced
salt/pepper to taste

1 medium onion, chop

1/2 cup chicken or beef broth

Wash rice and simmer in the
salted water for 1 hour. Drain.
Saute the vegetables in butter,
add seasoning and broth and mix
well. This is better made the day
before, flavors can blend. Re-
heatable.

AUNT GINNIE’S
CHEESE PIE

9 inch graham cracker shell

12 oz. of cream cheese, softened
1/2 cup sugar

1 1/2 tsp. vanilla

2 eggs
1 cup sour cream

| Old Humisville T-Shirts
We now have Old Humitsvillle T-shirts.
The shirts are imprinted with
the Old Humlisville Masithead
in dark brown
T-Shirts -$10+$ 1 Postage
S-MHLXL

Use blender to mix cream
cheese, sugar and vanilla - whip til
smooth. Add eggs and beat til light
and creamy. Pour into pie shell and
bake at 350 for 30 minutes.

Sweeten sour cream slightly,
spoon over pie and bake for 5
minutes longer. Cool and
refrigerate. Good with cherry
or strawberry pie filling on

CREAMY LIME
SUMMER DELIGHT

1 package (3 oz) lime gelatin
1 cup boiling water

1 cup cold water

1 pint vanilla ice cream

Dissolve gelatin in boiling water
and stir in cold water. Spoon ice
cream into blender, pour in warm
gelatin and blend until smooth.
Pour into tall clear glasses. Two
layers will form as dessert chills and
sets.



Joe Bradley
School

In 1914, a four-room frame
building was erected on Triana
Pike at the present school site.
The enrollment during the first
year here averaged sevemty-five
pupils to a room, making around
three hundred pupils for the
four-room building. Attendance,
however, was still very eratic and
continued so until the passage of
the compulsory education laws.

It was during the period 1907
to 1919 that the state and county
first began to levy taxes to make
available funds adequate for the
support of a good general firee
education program. Through
this increase in funds, it was
possible for the county to engage
more teachers than ever in its
history. With the greatly in-
creased enrollment and the
additional teachers, the four-
room school at Memrimack be-
came entirely inadequate.

in 1919 the Memimack Manu-
facturing Company, aware of the
deplorable over<crowding, began
the construction of a larger
school building at their own
expense. The original frame
structure was extended and
renovated, becoming part of a
beautiful modern brick school
building. This handsome edifice
was named the “Joseph J. Bra-
dley School” in honor of the
agent of the Memrimack Manufac-
turing Company.

The new building was com-
pleted in 1920. Cecil V. Fain was
principal then and continued
through 1922. In speaking later
of his years at Joe Bradley, Mr.
Fain listed the following “finsits”
as belonging to the community:
the first high school in a subur-
ban area of Huntsville, the first
Boy Scout Troop in the county,
the first camp for youth in the
county, the first Girl Scout
Troop, the first American Legion
post, first vocational high school
and first school for adults to
learn to read and write.

In 1923, E. F. DuBose became
principal of the school, having
served as assistant principal
under Mr. Fain. At that time, the
school offered many high school

subjects, vocational studies, domes-

tic science, school sport participa-
tion, adult training in various sub-
jects. In 1925, the Mexrimack Com-
pany enlarged the school again,
providing additional rooms and a
large auditorivm.

In 1926, the Joe Bradley School
became an accredited high school.
The 1927 class, finsitto graduate at
the school, had as their session

room teacher, Mrs. J. B. Cligpton (the

Miss Annie Bradshaw, who had
taught the first school in the

commnity twenty-six years before).
At this time, the school had a faculty

of nineteen teachers and was con-
tinuing to grow. Additional rooms

and a library study-hall were added

in 1929.

By 1944 the Joe Bradley School
stood as one of the fimest accred-
ited consolidated graded and high
schools in the southeast.

It had an enrollment of 800 stu-
dents, 22 teachers and offfered
courses in Home Economics, Shop,
Commercial, Sciences, Music, etc.

In 1951, the Huntsville Manu-
facturing Company made a gift of
the entire school property and fa-
cilities to the Madison Coun
School System. The class of 1951
was the last to uate from the
Joe Bradley School. In 1952 high
school students firom the suburban
areas of Humtsville began attending
Buider High School, the new con-
solidated modern high school
located in West Huntsville.

Leon
B®Crawford

REAILTY
"Fhunisvillzes Wit
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Women age quicker than men,
(mt less often.

'Dr. Annelie Owens, 'Jfyfined

Me had kgown herfor many years;
infact, ever since they were
the same age.

Tom Carney, OldMunisville
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LEONARD VerMEER &
MARILYN VerMEER
OWNERS

The Village on Whitesburg
4800 Whitesburg Drive
881-5079

Go Fish

A neighbor of mine in Tennessee was such an avid fisherman that
each morning upon returning from working the night shift he would hook
onto his boat trailer and head for Percy Priest Lake near Nashville.

On this particular morning he routinely backed down the ramp
below the dam and launched nis boat just as he had done hundreds of
times in the past. He pulled the boat a few feet onto the shore so it
wouldn’t float away and then drove to the other side of the lot. As he
was positioning the truck and trailer, he noticed a sudden and violent
discharge of water from the dam.

He.realized that they had begun to generate power which was very
unusual this early in the mommimig.

Panic stricken, my neiglibor leaped from his truck and sprinted
across the parking lot as tne currernt swept his boat away from shore.

He dove into the river and began to swim and thrash his way to the
boat which was by this time more “ " " <js downstream,

He grabbed at the boat but suging waves.
When he finally surfaced he .. T z. JJbadway hat disappear.

The stricken man sputterediahd fl(“ihdered sperately trying to
save his boat and tackle. He went und water a%Iain and again,
frantically waving his arms and yelling for help. He spotted two men

feV”Iped with
Werab it
teTtien worked
slutfthled
ik rolled down his

J.L. Smith
Chesterfield Road

iie Ills tills



ON VIEW THIS SUMMER:

Recent Acquisitions for the
Permanent Collection. 1985-1991

featuring

The Leonard Walker Peeler Bequest

Includes 50 fine works from the Huntsville native s
wonderful gift of 19th- and 20th-century European
and American prints by world-renowned artists...

The Road to Heaven is Paved
by Good Works: Art of Reverend

Howard Finslter'
More than 30 intriguing examples of

inspired art by the biggest star of the
national folk art scene since Grandma Moses.

ADMISSION IS FREE

Huntsville
Museum



A ninety-one year-old woman sued
her 79-year-old husband of 53 years
for divorce, accusing him of having

had an affair with a “younger woman”,
age 70. According to the lawsuit, her

husband admitted to having been

seeing the other woman for over forty
years, and she decided to leave him
when he became abusive and threat-
ened to strike her with his cane. As

the moving van pulled up to the home
to remove her packed belongings, all

the husband could think of saying was,

“Did you wash my clothes?”

An Alabama woman of forty-three
married her son who was twenty-six in
1978, keeping secret for six years the
fact that she was his mother because
she didn’t want any other woman to
have him. She had given him up for
adoption at age 3, then had formally
adopted him (along with her ex-
husband) after the marriage. The son
believed that the adoption was merely
a name change; he left her immediately
upon
learning the truth.

A U.S. Marime Corporal died after
choking on glazed donuts at a
speed-eating contest in North Carolina.
He had eaten four donuts at breakneck
speed, then two more and stuffed
three into his mouth while still swal-
lowing. He had heard an annoucement
that only 10 seconds remaimned in the
contest.




Man's
Story

Jack in 1962, this gentleman had a
rery simple theory. He felt

|hat if he offiered brand-name
nerchandise at low prices, and
idded friendly service to his cus-
omers, the venture would be a
tuccess. He must have had the
siight idea, because the Wal-Mhrt
izhain has become the most popu-
lar of the discount stores.

Sam Wallion, however, takes

Mery little of the credit for his
success. “The reason for our
success is our people, and the way
that they’re treated and the way
fhey feel about their company.
The attitude of our employees, our
associates, is that things are differ-
ent in our company. They deserve
all the credit.”

This man, who is one of the
most successful businessmen in
the world, has never forgotten his
“associates” - the name he has
biven to his employees. He has
traveled to the opening of most
every Wal-Mart in the U.S., where
he will meet and neighbor with
every one of his employees. He
remembers them all by name, and
listens to their hopes, their ideas
and dreams. Sam Wallton gives
these people the credit for his
stores’ success.

“Our goal has always been to

be the very best,” he said in a
recent interview. “And along with
that, we believe completely that in
order to do that, you've got to
make a good situation for your
associates, and put their interests
first. If we really do that consis-
tently, they in turn will cause your
business and our business to be
successful, which is what we've
talked about and espoused and
practiced. We fail many times to
do it as well as we should, but still
that is the key to what success
we've had.”

Begimning in 1962 with a single
store in Rogers, Arkansas, Wallton
has seen his company expand to
almeost 1600 stores in 36 states.
Along the way, the company has
also become one of the toprated
stocks on Wall Street and racked
up sales of $32.6 billion in 1990
alone.

“Our fimancial base has never
been stronger, our potential capac-
ity has never been stromger. All
that has happened when many
other companies have gone down
the tubes in bankruptcy - there has
to be a reason. The reason for our
success is our people, plain and
simple.”

“] think anyone can do what
we've done because I'm not that
smart. I'm not any more intelligent
than anyone else, so | feel like it’s
not anything that can’t be done by
anyone. There is, of course, a
price that must be paid.”

Walton admits he paid the
price. “It takes an immense
amount of solid dedication and de-
termination to excel and to
achieve, and a driving desire and
an ambition. [ wouldn't change,
because I've really enjoyed what |
do. But it’s long hours and it's a
singular dedication and you have
to give up somethings with your
ﬁrgily that I would like to have

a .”

It all began in Kimgfirther, Okla-
homa, on March 29, 1918 - the day
Walton was born to Thomas and
Nancy Walton. His father was a
banker at the time and later en-
tered the farm mortgage business
and moved to Missouri. His
mother watched over the family.
Sam Wallton and his younger
brother J.L. “Bud” Wallton lived

with their parents in several towns
in Missouri while their father
pursued his business, struggling to
keep food on the table in the
depths of the Great Depression.

As he grew up, Sam Walton
said he discovered early in life that
he had a good bit of ambition and
enjoyed working. He worked
various jobs while young so that
his family would have money while
his father was on the road.

One accomplishment that he
still recalls is becoming the young-
est Eagle Soout at Shelbina Junior
High School in Miissouri. Deciding
on a career was another matter,
however.

“] really had no idea what I
would be," he would say later,
adding as an afterthought, “at one
point in time, | thought | wanted to
be President of the Uniited States.”

He studied economics at the
Umiwexsity of Missouri, graduating
in 1940. JC Penney company
offered Mr. Walton a job starting at
$85 per month, He trained with
that company for a year and a half.
Awnaiting induction into the mili-
tary, he moved to Oklahoma where
he met his finture wife, Helen Rob-
son, then served three years in the
Army.

Duwring his service, he married
his sweetheart, and after World
War Il began searching for a retail
business to buy with the money he
had saved while in the Army.

He found that store (a Ben
Franklin store) in Newport, Arkan-
sas and was eventually joined in
the operation by his brother, Bud.
The future looked rosy, Wallton
would recall, but in 1950 fate
intervened when the store land-
lord, whose son was due home
from the Army, wanted the store
for his son.

The landlord declined to renew
the store’s lease and Walton began
looking for another town in which
to locate his business. He decided
on Bentonville, Arkansas.

By 1962 there were 15 Ben
Franklin stores open under the
name of “Wallton’s 5 and 10". He
opened his first Wal-Mirt store in
Rogers, Ankansas.

In 1970, the family-owned
business went public. In 1972, with
41 stores, sales of $72 million and




Coatinued from page 29

less than 3,000 employees, the
corporation’s stock was listed on
the New York Stock Exchange.
Wal-maunt was a success story from
the beginning and the end is no-
where in sight.

Mr. Wallton’s company is
Amnerican through and through,
and he is very proud of his coun-
try. He sells products made in
America, and very much believes
in the firee enterprise system in this
country.

In a recent report, Walton
looked to the future and again
acknowledged the importance of
the Wal-Mtart employees.

“Duwring this new year,” he said,
“our company expects to exceed
last year's sales by almost $5
billion. Reaching this aggressive
objective will be a tribute to the

Continued on page 31

THE
CONCORD
DEATH
BELL

struggle and conflict in the world today, we sometimes
forget our neighbors.

In times past, in the small communities spread across this great land,
the welfare of all depended on everyone working together for the com-
mon good.

Today, in a small rural community a few miles north of Huntsville,
there’s a country church and cemetery called Concord. In the cemetery
a bell rests upon a wooden frame.

Whenever a death occurs in the community and there's a grave to be
dug, someone rings the bell.

Out across the fireshly plowed fields the bell’s ringing sounds. A
farmer stops and listens, then heads his tractor for Concord.

Down the road at Red Bay; several oldtimers sitting around, rise to
theg‘ feet and walk slowly out of the store and up the road toward Con-
cord.

Just when the bell at Concord was erected is uncertain. But shortly
afiter the turn of the nineteenth century, about 1830, Robert Donnell, a
circuit rider for the Cumberland Presbyterian Church, began holding
camp meetings at Concord.

The meetings were held at Comcord because of a cool flowing spring
which was located there. In those days camp meetings lasted for as long
as two weeks at a time. So drinking water was an important factor in

selecting a site for camp meetings.

Camp meetings continued at Comcord for several years. Shortly
before the Civil War a church building was erected and graveyard was
begun there.

This building later burned down and was replaced by the one that
stands there now.

In those days there were few if any roads, and neighbors were few
and lived far apart. When there was a death in the community it would
take days to notify everyone. So a small bell (a dinner bell) was hung to
summon in the community when anyone died, to help dig the grave and
help console the family.

Later, in 1895, because the community was growing and the small
dinner bell couldn’t be heard by all, George Gilles and Andy Isabell, two
local church members, went around the community and collected
enough money to buy a new bell. They purchased the three hundred and
fifty pound bell that still hangs at Concord, ever ready to ring to summon
help if anyone dies in the area.

On a clear day the bell can be heard for a radius of five or six miles.

Today there are good roads throughout the Walnut Grove commu-
nity, where Comoord is located; most of the roads are paved. And every
other house has a telephone. Television and radio antennas top the
roofs of practically every home. But through custom passed down for
almost a hundred years, when anyone dies at Walnut Grove, the bell is
run. And during almost a hundred years each time the bell was rung
someone came.

From 1955 Alabama publication
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associates wtio havg contrilcaluted
SO siFniﬁfmmnt to the recor:
results of this);)ast year.”

He believes stromgly in good
education and does much to help
the fimure of young Eeople through
WalMtxt’s scholarship program.

In 1989, theWal-mart Foundation
issued over $1.25 million in schol-
arships to high school seniors
throughout the company'’s trade
territory and in regional scholar-
ships awarded to company associ-
ates who are high school seniors.

When asked what is the great-
est lesson he’s learned about
people during his business career,
Mr. Waltton replied:

“Oh, 1 think the realization that
all of us like to be recognized and
agpreciated and need to feel like
the role we play or what we do is
i nt. 1 didn’t start out with
that (ghilosophy or that under-
standing, but | came to develop it
and appreciate it. We've tried to
build our business with that as one
of the real cornerstones and | think
that’s so true that we all appreciate
hearing about these things - if we
do it well for it to be appreciated.”

When asked how he would like
to be remembered, Sam Walton
stated, “I just would like to be re-
membered as a good friend to most
everyone whose life ['ve touched -
as their friend, as someone that's
m:grbe meant something to them
and helped them in some way.
That, | guess, is so important. |
have such a strong feeling for the
folks in our company. They have
meant so much to me. | know they,
resglghct me."

ey have affection for me an
Iso a[:{)reciate that and don’t know
that [ deserve it. | don’t thinkl Y
really deserve it, but it's a tremen- '
dous feeling to know that you have
that relationship with people
throughout the company.”

Ediitor’s note:

If you've been to a Wal-mart lately, es-
pecially in this area, you may have noticed
that senior citizens are working at the front
door, welcoming shoppers and guiding
them to areas in the store they are looking
for.

Along with believing in America, Sam
Wallton believes in our semior citizens.

Mr. Wallton is proud of his Hmmitsville
Wal-Mant's and in recent correspondence
with “Old Humitsville” has expressed how
very grateful he is to the people of
Humttsville and surrounding area for the
support they have shown over the years.

We are very proud of you, Mr. Walton.

Subscribe
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ig Historic Hunts

Local Architecture & Preservatioi

‘Purchase singfe copies at
Warrison Brothers

on the Squarre




To Cross

€
Hogohegee

He moved silently yet quickly
through the autumn foliage. The

hard wood forest of cedar, hickory, j

and oak formed a canopy that

kept the normally thick under-
growth down and made it easier to
move.

Still his senses were tuned to
any noise, smell, or movement that
could mean danger or death. He
had come too far from Virginia to
end his quest because of stupid
carelessness.

The year was 1802. In Europe,
Napoleon was solidifying his
conquest of Italy and Beethoven
and Hayden were busy composing
new masterpieces. In America.
Thomas Jeffferson was President of
the New Republic and John Ditto
was looking for a place to camp on
a site that would later become
downtown Huntsville.

John Diitto wasn't exactly lost,
he had a notion of about where
he was, he just needed some time
to get his bearings. He made
himself a comfortable campsite
consisting of a lean-to pole shack

up against a bluff near a big
spring. He had cool, clean water
and the surrounding countryside
abounded in game.

John didn’t tarry long though,
he had a mission. Like so many
other frontiersmen of this era, John
was going to carve out for himself a
new life and find his fortune. And
find it he did. Traveling south, he
located the big bend of the
Hogohegee River and at a place
called Chickasaw Fields, below the
lower point of an island called
Chickasaw Island, John established
a trading post, primarily for trade
with the Indians and the burgeon-
ing keel boat traffic from the up
river settlements enroute to New
Orleans.

The river was good to John. In
1807 he built a gunwhale type
Hatboat propelled by sweep oars
that he used as a ferry to transport
settlers across the Hogohegee. He

also set up a boat yard where he
built shallow draught litter type
boats for use over the treacherous
shoals further downstream. An-
drew Jackson with his small army
of U.S. regulars and volunteers
used the ferry in 1813 leaving
Huntsville and heading south
toward the Coosa to find the
Creeks during the great “red stick”
uprising (see Old Huntsville, Vol. 2
Issue 4).

By this time period maps
showed the Hogohegee as the
Tennessee River. Chickasaw Island
eventually became known as
Hobb's Island, and Diitto’s Landing
was the focal point of the town of
Huntsville's transportation net-
work The infant town’s great
highway was the river and Diiito’
Landing was it’s port.

John Ditto was one of the
forerunners of that romantic,
boisterous, irreverent, dangerous
lonely, and sometimes drunken,
rough and tumble period of the
19th century southern frontier
movement. His contemporaries
were men like Jim Bowie, Davy
Crockett, and Mike Fink,“King of
the Riwexr”. It would be for others
to build and grow the early
squatter’s settlement into the
thriving and prosperous city
of Huntsville. But they couldn’t
have done it without men like
John Diitto and a place called
Dittto’s Landing.




Several months ago one of our readers sent us a magazine clipping

from a 1927 edition of “Real Dekective”. The story, unfortunately, is too long
to run in its entirety, but we hope you enjoy its ab- breviated version.

In 1867, Almbama was still in a state of turmoil after the Civil War, with ex-Conffeder-
ate soldiers tramping the dirt roads with no qlace to go and newly-fiieed blacks still savoring
the fimst taste of freedom. Bands of men would travel together, all seeking work and desiring the pro-

tection of traveling companions.

One cold night in Nowemiber of the same year, a band of these men had camped out just south of New
Market, Allbama in what today would be called a “hobo jungle.” There was an old man, his grandson, and
three other men, all strangers.

It had been a long day, and sleep came easily to the tired men. But as the sun began to peek over the
horizon, the men were awakened by an anguished scream. The old man was holding his grandson’s head in
his lap, with blood staining the front of his shirt.

ngmetime during the night one of the strangers had brutally robbed and murdered the oung man. [t had
to have been one of the three strangers. The authorities arrested all three men, but were [g'xrce to let them
go as no one would admit to the crime and there was no physical evidence at all.

As the three men walked out of the jail, their way was blocked by the old man. He stood there, bent with
age, and trembling as he leaned heavily on his walking stick. He spoke so quietly that
the men had to strain to hear his words.

“Who killed my grandson, who killed Henry Love?” the old man asked.

The next morning authorities were again called to investigate a murder. One of the three strangers had slept

in a barn the night before and his body was discovered by a farmer while feeding his livestock. The body had
one l?’ullet to the head and a note was stuck to the front of the man’s shirt. The note read: “Who killed ry

Love?”

The authorities immmediately questioned the old man, but were forced to call off the inwestigation when
they discovered that he had spent the night in the parson’s home. The parson swore that the old man did not
leave the house the entire night.

Two years later police were called to yet another mysterious nmurder - this time in Nashville. Wiitnesses
swore that they saw an older man push a stranger onto the tracks in firont of a speeding train. When the
Elc;llice recovered the body there was a note pinned to the fiont of the torn shirt. The note read, “Who

illed Henry Love?”

‘?ain, police went to visit the old man, who at this time also lived in Nashville, and again they were forced
to end their investigation. The old man had spent the previous days with a well known and respected busi-
nessman. It seemed as if they had just returned from a week-long hunting trip. The businessman swore that
the old man never left his sight.

Six years later in Cimcimnati, Ohio a man is pushed from the top floor of a nineteen story bank building.
Wiimesses at the scene told police of seeing a note pinned to the man’s shirt when they turned his body over.
This note also read, “Who killed Henry Love?”

This time the authorities knew that the old man had to be responsible. They had already received word
that he had moved to Cimcinnati three weeks earlier. Upon arriving at the old man’'s home, they were con-
ﬁronaed by the housekeeper who told them that he had died that previous week, three days before the last
murder.

Upon further questionﬁtclig, the housekeeper told the police that the old man left no valuables, just a few
clothess| a pocketwatch, and strangest of all - one card of safety pins with only three safetg pins missing.

The woman said she thought it strange because the safety pins had been lYound in his breast pocket, along
with the picture of a handsome young man.

I S S O - ——



In 1928 a farmer named William
Hones, while planting horse-radish
in a field in Petersburg, West

azVinginia, found a greasy, shiny
stone.

He brought it home as a kind of
curiosity. Fiffteen years later it
was discovered that this “curios-
ity” was a 32-carat diamond, one of
the largest ever found in America.
The Eagle diamond, another 16-
carot diamond located in Wiscon-
sin some years ago and other large
stones have been found in such
states as Ohio, Illinois and Indiana.
The largest diamond found to date
in the U.S. weighed 40 carats and
was located in a mine near
Muffieesboro, Arkansas.

About 12 miles south of
Huntsville at Hobbs Island, on the
Tennessee River, the N.C. and St.
L. Railroad used to operate a
riverboat railroad between Hobbs

Island and Guntersville, Ala. The Gbmﬁm

22 miles between Gumtiersville

and Hobbs Island was the longest Sodl forod

stretch of railroad ferrying in the

b g Goad] fivw!

This unique means of rail- - |

roading began back in 1893 afte |
.C an

the N St. L. purchased th ‘
. " Tennessee and Coosa railroad
It is not the critic who counts, which ended it’s line at Gun-
the one who points out how tersville, The N.C. and St. L line
the strong man stumbled or how the  ran south from Elora, Tenn,
doer of deeds might have done to Hobbs Island. This left 22
better. The credit belongs to the miles of water between the two
man who is actually in the arena, lines.
whose face is marred with sweat Ratther than relocate many
and dust and blood; who strives miles of track across several
valiantly; who errs and comes short  mountains in this Tennessee
again and again; who knows the Vaﬂm ea,"aﬁld IS)P%H ththe&uées-
at enthusiasm, the great devo- see ,with a bridge, the IN.C.
tgif)en, who spends himself in a wor- and St. L'’s riverboat railroad was o g .

thy cause; who if he wins, knows the begun.
triumph of high achievement; and It took about four hours to
who if he fails, at least fails while ;flg‘;lzl to 22 g;ﬂgja:gi the scenery
daring greatly, so that his place »PreLly as
shall never be with those cold and any on N.C. and St. L's 1043 miles

. . of track
timid souls who know neither In 1957 the railroad ceased
victory nor deteat. operation of the riverboat.
T. Roosevelt




Sunglasses can be your most « ,
important beauty accessory - look In the. best offtimes our days are
for frames that DON'T maich the  wmberadianyway. Andiso it wouldife a
shape of your face. crime against naturefor anygeneration to
o Round face - Look for square or take the worlidi crisis so solamllg that it
rectangular frames put offfenjoying
* Square face - Oval and round those tﬁings  for which we were desigmed
firames will soften contours in the farst place -
¢ Oblong face - Round and wide v the oppenttity to do goodl Work.
oval shapes are best - tofalllin love
¢ Heart-shaped face - Geometries, - to enjoy friends
ovals, narrow and square will work -t Oig adGedl
¢ OQval face - You're lucky - you can andito bou babu.”
wear any shape! - andlto bounce a baby.
Mash rosemary or other favorite Alistair Cooke

herb into your regular hair e ——
conditioner —

A diamond’s brilliance is deter-

mined by the cutting. Because Bijgmess don't coumt... B *_" L,
Old Fashbn diamonds both reflect and refract a a conw coultficatch a rabbis!
light, artful cutting is crucial to a
’ gem's prismatic sparkle. The i R e an g
Rmes only consideration in choosing TS WIRATIEE. |
one cut over another is personal
preference. According to the
Dizammond Infformation Center, the

Never marry anybody who has most popular cut today is the
more problems than you - family, round brilliant, followed by
fimancial or emotional. the marquise, emerald,

- oval and pear.
Clhwistina Newburgh's Spadeus, in
ftaly, recommends this sesame

dressing: Mix roasted sesame
seed with plain yogurt. Pour over
steamed broccoli, cauliflower,
cabbage or use as a dip for raw
vegetables.

One of the most wasteful feelings
you can experience is envy,
even though it seems occasions

for it never cease to arise. \

Elimimate envy from your emo-
tional repertoire through
discipline.

if your feet are constantly hurting,

something is wrong. “Shop

for shoes wilth your feet, not

our eyes,” says Alan Shulman of ’
ew York City’s Ambulatory Foot
Care Group. “Shoes should be the
LAST item you buy on a shopping
trip. Feet expand as the day wears

on, an? shoes lghat m tt)he il 0} 4 by Jim Harris
morning can be a y ;
nine at night.” Mmﬁf&, 35803 Lord, let me live to a ripe old age
— (265] 883-9393 But not like the apple forgotten.
Stair climbing is a great aerobic Lord, let me live to a ripe old age
cellulite reducer - never use the But take me between mellow and
elevator when you have to time rotten.

to climib!?
Ay s I ) /S e . G
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Locations

Many of you have Inquired as to where you may
pick up copies of "Old Huntsville." Due to sp.ice
limitations we cannot 1kt all of the distribution
points, but the following is a partial listing

If you are looking lor past editions, please Check
with our advertisers you See in the magazine.
Some of them may stlU have back issues which
they will give to customers

Thomas Drugs
Bruno's

Lucky's Grocei
Cousin's Car Wash
Swinney's Ice Cream
Nolen's Bar-B-Que
Great Spirits

Pearly Gates
Huntsville Animal Shelter
Kroger's

Village Shopping Center
Harco Drugs
SoutliTrust Bank

Buy Wise

Secor Bank

Big Ten Tires

Brooks & Collier

Red Rooster Antiques
Gorin's

Bubba's Restaurant
Lewter's Hardware
Big Brother

Train Depot

5 Points Laundry

Star Market

5 Points Restaurant

Zesto's

Eunice's Restaurant
Kaffeeklatsch

The Village Inn
Chevron Station
Dodge's Store

Little Farm Grocery
Dufty's Deli

Allied Photo

Wings Restaurant
Senior Center
Hospital Pharmacy
Dean Witter

Britlings Cafeteria
Monte sano Country
Bruno's

Stapler's Sportwear
Dorothy's Restaurant
Madison Square Mall
Bagel Place
Stanelio's

Big Brother Grocery
Amberly Hotel

Great American Car Wash
Jade Palace
University Animal Hospital
Sanders Cleaners
Animal Medical Clinic
Madison Veterinary Association
Jim's Restaurant

El Mexicano

El Palacio

Ken's Hair

Classic Cafe

Chi-Chi's

Cafe Il

Harrison Bros.
Chic-Filet

Ryan's

Train Depot
Walmarts

iMgancc

Pictures & Collectable

5000 Whitesburg Drive
At Airport Drive

um

THE MARTIN-SENOUR COMPANY
presents WILLIAMSBURG?* Paint Colors



The Teacher

Floyd Hardin figured that he was
one lucky man. He had built up a
good business, made more friends
than one man had a right to. Yes,
Huntsville had been good to Floyd.

One day, Floyd is in his barber
shop, just cutting hair the way he
always does, when he hears some
of his customers talking about all
the people that can’t read or write.
Now, the more Floyd got to think-
ing about it, the more he began to
realize that he had found a way he
could really do something for the
communmity.

First thing the next morning, he
starts spreading the word that he'’s
going to start teaching reading and
‘riteing in the back of his barber
shop He went out, bought a bunch
of desks, books, paper and pencils
and it wasn't long before his bar-
ber shop started looking like a
school room.

Flloyds night school was an in-
stant success. First night, he had

almost twenty people there and
he’s got them all up there doing
their alphabets on the blackboard.
Well, almost all of them.

There was this one old codger, he
came in late, pulled up a chair in
the very back of the room, and
never opened his mouth. He would
just sit there, night after night,
listening to Floyd doing his teach-

ing.

[tgdidn't take long before this old
guy started getting on Floyd's
nerves. Floyd began to take this
old codger as a personal challenge
on his ability to teach, so he
started taking extra special pains
to try and reach this old man.

Sure enough, it wasn't just a
couple of weeks before the man
had moved his desk up to the
middle of the room. By this time
you could see that the old guy
was hanging on to every word that
Floyd said. Come the end of the
month, his desk was sitting on the
very front row, not five feet from
where Floyd was standing and
talking.

It wasn't long affter that, while
Floyd was gathering up his books

after class one night, that he no-
ticed that the old gentleman was
hanging around, waiting for all the
other students to leave.

Affter making sure that everyone
else had left, the old guy walks
over to Floyds desk, hat in hand.
“Mr Flioyd”, he says,” | surely do
want to thank you. I'll be 83 years
old come this next winter, and |
ain't never even been able to
write nothing until you started
helping me.”

Now, you gotta know Floyd to
know how proud he was.

He stood there, chest poked out,
one hand on his suspenders, and
his other arm around the old mans
shoulders. He ed that he could
teach, but he didn’t have any idea
that he was this
good.

“Old Man", says Flloyd,” I'm
mighty proud of you. What did you
write?”

“I don’t know,” says the old man,
“l can't read yet.”
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For Results

Tired of looking for the best results

for your advertising dollar?
You don't have to look any more.
Old Huntsville Magazine works!

Call 536-3002
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a pen or with a hand stamp, mark
the letter paid 5 or paid 10 depend-
ing on the letter rate and distance
it was being sent. The Postmaster
would also hand stamp the city
name and date on the envelope.
Some years later, during the period
of the Conffsdieracy to be more
precise, the handstamp PAID
would again become im-
portant to the postal
history of Alabama.
An interesting
but little known
W part of Alabama
M postal history
N§ deals with the estab-
lishment of a horse
express, or in west-
ern jargon, Pony

press. The
“Horse
" was
established on
Nowvember 15,
1836 by the
General govern-
ment and put into
inauguration out of
Montgomery. Three
lines were estab-
lished from Montgom-
ery; one eastward to
Columbus in Georgia;

Pony Express

Huntsville was considered such an
important town in the Alabama territory in
1819 that it was chosen as the Convention
City and the very first State Comstitution was
drafted here. The site of the convention was
a building located on the Comer of
Franklin and Gates Streets just off the

uare.

In 1825 there were about a hundred Post
Offfices in the State. William Atwood was the
Postisaster in Huntsville.

At this point, it should be noted that
although postal service existed, there were
no adhesive postage stamps as we know
them today. The Mississippi and Alabama
Territory periods and the early Allabama
State period is known as the era of “Stam-
pless Cowers” for the first U.S. adhesive

tage stamp would not come into being
until 1847, but the mail had and would con-
tinue to go through. For a letter prepaid the
Postmaster would, either with

one north to Huntsville; and one
south to Mobile. As a result of the
establishment of the Colmmbus line
the Post Office Department re-
duced the time between Montgom-
ery and New York from eight days
to five. The single letter rate from
Maontgomery to New York was$1.
If there were three enclosures,
weighing about an ounce, the

rate was $4.

Thus, without realizing it the
Post Office Depanrtment had in
operation a Pony Express twenty-
four years before the celebrated
“end of railroad to the Pacific
Coast” pony express of the western
stories.

Taken from “A Gliingpse at Alabama's Postal
Hiistory”, by Gillbert and Patriicia Penny



Sm’nmer was a special time for kids in the Village. We played
baseball in the morning, went for a bike ride, and then as the sun grew
hotter found a shady spot to play marbles. We had to be creative with
our spare time because no one in the village had a television, and even if
they did, VCR’s and video games had not been invented yet. Cowboys
and Indians,

Kiick the Can, Hide and Seek, Red Rover, Sand Lot Baseball and ten
variations of Mambles were our entertainment back then. As the summer
heat grew, the tall Johnson grass on the steep bank of the railroad track
browned. A cardboard box made a wonderful summer sled that would
very quickly put you in the creek at the bottom of the bank if you didn’t
know how to stop. It was probably the forerunner of today’s Waterslide.
But it was a lot more fun and cost a lot less to ride.

As darkness fell across the Village we would get up a rousing game of
Kick the Can. This was a more sporting version of Hide and Seek. A
faworite place to play was at the end of the street in front of the
Dukemimeer's house. There was not traffic to contend with. Today it
would probably be called a “Cul-die-sac” but then it was just “the end of
the street”. We played until 8 or 8:30 P.M,, then went home, took a bath
in a2 number 3 washtub and went to sleep to the sound of the window fan
humming. Today if 15 or 20 kids were gathered under a street light

or hiding by a bush someone
would surely call the police.

They were simple times, but
fun times when a kid was known by
the dog he owned or the bike he
rode. Drugs were non-existent in
the Village and material things
meant very little. We got “high” on
having fun.

A friend or a neighbor's prop-
erty was sacred.

Whatever happened to those
times??7?

Tony Thompson




Aunt Essie Goes
To Town
The Summer Of

1895 By Cathy Bums

We were sitting on the front
porch of the house on Eustis
Street, trying to escape the after-
noon heat by drinking water with
ice in it. | had never had water
with ice in it before coming to
Humitsville, but I quickly learned
that during the Allabama summer
just about anything is improved by
the addition of ice cubes.

“When [ was a girl," she remi-
nisced, “we lived over in what
everyone now calls Big Cove.
Every so often we would travel into
Humtsville to go shopping. Daddy
would put all us children into the
wagon, hook up the ox,. .. “

An OX, Aunt Essie? Not a real ox!
You traveled by ox cart!” [ hushed
immediately when [ was impaled
by those pale, school-teacherish
eyes.

“Yes, an ox, a real OX!” She
sniffed. “Daddy had an ox to work
the farm and to pull the wagon
when we needed to go into town.”

“We always stopped at the top of
the gap and went to look out over
the velley. Dadidy would stand,
looking in the direction of
Humtsville, and always say, ‘Some
day there is going to be a fime road
all the way firom our place -
all the way into Huntsville!”

“How e laughed at that,” she
smiled. “We thought he was
crazy.” She settled back in her
chair and gazed absently across

the street at the crepe myrtles .

which had just flamed into bloom
A little bit later she turned, fixed
me with a piercing look from those
pale orbs which marched its way
down her rather long, elegant nose;
her mouth set in a ruler straight
line.

“Now today, you young folks are
telling me that there is going to be
a way, all the way to the moon.”
Her eyes twinkled, and the corners
of her mouth turned up ever so
slightly. But she didn’t laugh or
say it was crazy.

A poem by Sonya

I looked] ou over the ciity beliony

Srxom my perch on MonteSano.

The lights that twinklediin the night
height the winds carviedimy thoughts from
me; I watchedithemploat as iffon the sea.

Often I hadicome this far,

to sit on the side or in my car
Andiponder what life was meamt to be,
sitting up here within the trees.
Mountains aregreatk ased] such fum,

It readlly thaufffall Humtsville has one!

It’s in the valley that life's a readity
and] thoughts arem't always their best,

“Times like these, I relliup my sleeves,
Sighing as I look{West.

Int myy mised] ' in my car

‘Ever upward.

———e

ernr




From about 1818 to 1869, some of
the mail carried through Alabama was
by riverboat. Imdians, poor roads and
problems with contract post riders
caused the overland routes to be unde

pendable. Riwers such as the Ala
bama, Coosa, Tombighee, Warrior

and Temressee made the state a

natural for travel by water. Mamy

)mfthe early forts had been built on
or close to the rivers and around
"Ytlese areas, towns and large planta-
tions were established. If a letter were
taken to a riverboat, for delivery at
some other point on the river, the
Captain would normally

stamp the envelope with the name of
the boat. Each riverboat had
its own postal markings and as a result
the steamboat and Packet
covers have become very interesting
and a valuable part of Alabama’s
history.

During the 1818 to 1869 period
there were about three hundred
and thirty side wheelers operating on
the rivers of Alabama. For
all the glory in stories and shown in
the motion pictures this was still a
hard and rous life. This is
evidenced by one hundred forty boats

|

Want To Live Longen?

A formula for a longer lifte is offered
by a University of Wiisconsin research
team after a study of more than 2,000
longlived Americans:

I. Accommodate yourself to all of
life’s challenges

2. Avoid prolonged stress

3. Develop outside interests

4. Keep working at either paid or
volunteer activities

5. Eat and drink sparingly, but with
enjoyment.

Fimally, dom’t fight your enemies - out
live thems.

e ——




being sunk, burned, snagged, run
aground or blown up during the same
period. Examples such as the North
Star which exploded near Tuscaloosa
with a loss of sixteen lives, or the
Rapidon which snagged below
Florence, or the Rachel Miller which
was stranded and destroyed at Deca-
tur, indicates that all was not sweet
Magnolias, Honeysuckle and Calliope
music on river travel.

Taken from “A Glimpse at Alabama's
Postal History" with permission,
compiled by Gilbert and Patricia Penny
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O ne summer evening, a group of boys in the Merrimack Mill Village
decided to steal some watermelons from a nearby patch, as boys are apt
to do. The patch was in the back yard of one of the village houses, up
close to the house. As the boys sneaked into the yard, the owner of the
patch was inside the house - windows open - and heard the raiders
making their assault on the much desired melons. The man watched
while the leader, a boy named Jack, walked into the middle of the patch.
Jack spotted a particularly interesting melon and decided to test it for
ripeness - because there’s no sense in stealing a melon that’s not ripe.
Jack leaned over and thumped the smooth, green rind. Just as Jack
thumped, the owner flipped on the back porch light. In a panic, Jack
stood up and yelled to his partners in crime,

“Run for it boys, he’s got ‘em wired!” HARRIS

A Stimulating Bath

USE:
1 cup peppermint leaves
1 cup comfrey leaves
1/2 cup licorice root
1/4 cup gimseng root

Mix all ingredients and store in a
pretty apothecary jar in your bath-
room.

When you are ready for your bath,
drop a handful into the tub. Take
another handful and put into a small
muslin bag. Run the water as hot as
you can stand it, step in and soak for
about 15 minutes. Take your muslin
bag and rub briskly starting with your
toes and working up fo your nose.
Move in an upward and circular
motion. Rimse in cold water if you can
stand it. Wrap in a fluffy towel but
don’t dry yourself with the towel -
instead walk or do light exercises til
dry.
n;f you would like to stimulate diges-
tion or if you've had too much to drink,
take a teaspoon of the mixed herbs
and place in a small prewarmed teapot.
Add one and a half cup of boiling water
and steep for 5-10 minutes.

Flavor with orange pieces and honey.
Strain the tea and drink.

Your herbal mixture may be used
again, after your bath. Take the
muslin bag and rimse out in clear
water. Store in the firidge and reuse it
within a day or two.

SPECIALIZING

CHICAGO STYLE
STUFFED P1ZZA

ALSO HOMEMADE PASTA DISHES
" Like momma used] to make!"

TAP ROOM

L_OUNG E




Ron’s
Winding
Road

Summer is upon us and rumor has
it that several springs (water type
springs, that is) played a role for
Huntsville back in the late 1800’s.
One spring, up around Lynchburg,
Tennessee, was judged by a certain
Mr. Daniels to contain the perfect
amount of lime from its limestone
source to make a palatable sipping
whiskey. Another spring in
Huntsville, Alabama, was found to
be amenable to the wild growth of
a certain kind of plant known as
spring mint. It is only natural that
these two fine spring products
should find a way to complement
each other.

Now few folks agree on how to
properly prepare these wonderful
imgredients for maximum human
enjoyment. (It’s rumored that
some backwards people even used
peach brandy, but | largely dis-
count that for all who had access
to these perfectly matched spring
products.) In Huntsville, back
around 1890, these two ingredients
were combined in the following
manner.

Dissolve two lumps of sugar in
anough water to form a sort of
thick syrup. Crush several sprigs of
tender mint shoots in a glass until
most of the mint flavor has been
extracted. Remove the mint from
the glass. (This is done so that you
don’t end up straining mint pieces
through your teeth.) Fill the glass
with cracked ice and pour in the
amount of Mr. Daniel’s product yo
desire. Let this combination sit
and become thoroughtly chilled.
Add the heavy sugar syrup and
stand a fsw more moments. (D
stir the mixture, it will blend by
itself.) Place a few sprigs of fres
mint at the rim of the glass and
serve immediately.

[ personally do not believe the
old tales that it was after several

of these Mint Juleps that the C ter Exch i dt location to 117 G Street Huntsville, Alab to bett
. omputer Exchange is proud to announce our relocation to reen Street Huntsville, Alabama to better serve
cow Llly Flagg gOt her name. Huntsville and the Downtown Professional Community. Please stop and meet our staff and see our selection of new and
used personal computers, software and peripherals.
Open Monday - Friday 9 to 5.
Ron Eyestone Joanne Hengel-General Manager
. A Division of John M. Cockerham & Assoiciates, Inc.
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Do you enjoy traveling? And appreciate reasonable costs associ-
ated with your travel? Then the Elﬁ&hostel Program may be just the
thing for you. It is a program for those sixty years of age and over (for
a couple, one person ma{nbe 50) that allows interested persons to be
the guests of a specified Uniwersity for one week.
ing the time you are a guest, you are provided with comfortable

accommodations, three excellent meals per day, and the opportunity to
participate in whatever academic program the Umiwersity is providing.

There are over one thousand colleges and universities participating
in this program, and even include some of those overseas.

My wite and | have been to three Eldlerhostel programs so far. Two
with the Umiwensity of Arizona and one in New York City, hosted by
Fordham Uniwersity. We thoroughly enjoyed ourselves, and met some
very interesting folks.

Our most recent experience with the program was in January of this

ear, at Nogales, Arizona - just over the border from Mexico. Here's
ow it went.

We arrived Sunday afternoon, to de?axt the following Saturday. Our

lodgin?s were in the Americana Motel and we had a large room with
two double beds and bath. Lafter that Sunday we had orientation and a
get- acquainted period. This was followed by a great steak dinner.

During the week all the meals are buffet-style, the food was of very
good quality. There were forty-two people in our group - fourteen
couples and fowrteen singles (nifie ladies). Our program consisted of
three subjects: Culltmres/Conttrasts of the Arizona/Mexico Border; Mod-
erate

Aerobics; and Missions and Historical Sites of the Southwest. The
daily sessions lasted about one and a helf hours each and were con-
ducted right there in the hotel, unless we went to visit some historical
site, museum or across the border. When we went on a scheduled trip
to Nogales, Mexico we enjoyed a “true” Mexican lunch at the La Fuente
restaurant. Then followed a shopping spree after lunch.

There is usually a firee afternoon during the week. My wife and |
found the Rio Rico Golf Club with another couple. Some preferred
shopping, sight-seeing or just restimg. That Friday evening we had our
farewell dinner. There was a talent show of sorts and there were all
kinds of talent shown. We all said our good-byes and promised to keep
in touch with those whom we had gotten to know in that week. The
following day,

Saturday, after breakfast we loaded up and headed out. The total
cost for this week was $255 per person, and included everything. Not
bad for an enjoyable, learning week and new friendships.

Submitted by Chuck Owens
For more information Call (617)426-8056

HOUSE
PAINTING
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Lome visn our lennessee oisu«ery one or inese nays uur Quioes wouio love io snow you art

VISIT JACK DANIEL’S DISTILLERY and
you’'ll meet a man who walks backwards and
talks frontwards.

We have several gentlemen (like William Grogan
here) who will take you down a tree-lined lane
Jack Daniel himselfonce trod...past a Tennessee
cave where ironfree water flows...and

up to a room where every drop ofour

whiskey is trickled through room-high

vats ofhard maple charcoal. Few can JI

top Mr. Grogan at talking about these

things. And with all the practice he

gets, there aren’t many who can

top him at backing up.

SMOOTH SIPPIN
TENNESSEE WHISKEY

Tennessee Whiskey = 40-43% alcohol by volume (80-86 proof) = Distilled and Bottled by
Jack Daniel Distillery. Lem Motlow, Proprietor, Route 1, Lynchburg (Pop 361), Tennessee 37352



