


By Congressman
Bud Cramer

s Christmas draws near, the
words of Longfellow echo in the
heart of mankind: * | heard the
bells on Christmas Day. Their old,
familiar carols play. And wild and
sweet, the words repeat of peace
on earth, goodwill to men!”

Christmas and all the glori-
ousentitiesthatgowith itare meant
to strengthen family ties, enhance
charitable values and promote
goodwill. 1t is a season that is
mystical to children and sentimen-
tal to elders. A time, we like to
believe, isjoyous to all. A spirit, we
want to believe, is felt in all homes
across America.

Unfortunately, this holiday
season is not celebrated by many.
They are the homeless, the poor
and the abused. Each year as
Christmas approaches, my heart
aches for the many children who
are abused, neglected, exploited
and missing. We too often close
our eyes to the plight of abused
children in our society. With more
than 2.5 million child abuse cases
reported each year, we can no
longer be blind.

As a former district attor-
ney, | have seen many children
leave their abusive homes and
struggle to testify against theirvio-
lators. While their stories are very
similar, there is one | remember
often during this holiday season.

It was just a few weeks before
Christmas when Suzy was taken from
her abusive parents and placed in
foster care. The social worker who
helped Suzy remembered the day she
retrieved the sevenyearold child from
her classroom.

The sounds of Christmas car-
ols could be heard down the school
hallway. All of the students inside the
second grade classroom were singing
“Silent Night”, except for a pretty
young girl with long blonde curls sit-
ting on the first row of seats. She
smiled shyly and looked at the other
children as they belted out the Christ-
mas song. Young Suzy was afraid to
sing or speak. The elusive,
socially-withdrawn child was a victim
of physical and sexual abuse.

Suzy’s teacher had suspected
a problem of abuse for months, but
had no actual proof. One day, Suzy
confided to heraboutthe secret games
her step-father played at night. Mrs.
Higgins immediately notified the right
authorities who discovered Suzy’s
step-fatherwas a previously convicted
child molester. The timid child then
told counselors at the Children’s Ad-
vocacy Center in Huntsville about her
abusive stories by demonstrating her
father’s “secret games” with model
dolls. The evidence was overwhelm-
ing. Suzy’s step-father was arrested
and Suzywas ordered into foster care.

When the social worker en-
tered Suzy’s classroom, the caroling
stopped. Mrs. Higgins nodded her
head approvingly at the woman and
then walked to young Suzy’s desk.
“Suzy, this nice lady wants to take you
on a trip,” said Mrs. Higgins. The
frightened and confused girl started
to shake as she cried out for her
mother.

The young girl was removed
from the classroom and from her
abusive home that day. Yet, her
trauma was not removed, only multi-
plied. Suzy feltmore alone and scared
now than ever before. She was faced
with the shock of being taken out of a
familiar, yet abusive home and placed
with strangers in a new environment.

Suzy’s foster parents were ex-
ceptional. Benand Carolyn Jones had
two children of their own, but still had
much love to share with the new ad-
dition to their family. Yet, they like
many foster families, faced recession
with little money. Determined to give
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Suzy and their teenage sons awonder-
ful Christmas, the Jones family impro-
vised. Instead of fancy and expensive
tree ornaments and glittering lights,
they laced their cedar with trinkets
made from love and colorful tinsel.

The Joneses accepted dona-
tions from community organizations
to buy Suzy’s presents. They bought
her a lovely, wooden music box for
Christmas, knowing how Suzy had
loved to sing before her step-father
abused her. They hoped to break
through her security wall of silence
with music.

Onthe night of Christmas Eve,
theyoung girl was awakened by a loud
noise in the living room. Santa, she
thought. She got out of bed and walked
slowly to the room. Her eyes grew
larger as she saw a plump old man
wearing ared velvet suitand hat laced
with white fur. His silhouette glowed
in the brilliance of the fireplace. Suzy
hid behind a chair and watched the
man as he placed presents around the
Christmas tree.

Suddenly, the intruder turned
to face her. Suzy looked very closely
atthe man she thoughtwas Saint Nick
Without saying a word, the stranger
gave her a gift and said, “Merry
Christmas, my child.”



She tore off the red ribbon and
festive Christmas wrapping paper to
find a beautiful music box. When she
opened thelid, the wooden box began
to play “Silent Night”.

As Suzy listened to her favor-
ite carol, the bearded man began tell-
ing her how Christmas carols served
as powerful sources of recognition.
“The songs foster Christmas like the
Jones family fosters you,” said Santa.
“Whenever you feel sad or frightened,
listen to this music box for comfort
and remember you are a part of the
Jones family as Christmas is a
part of this song.”

The little girl looked up
at the stranger with big brown
eyes and watched as he left the
room. Unlike Saint Nick, this
Santa could not escape up the
fireplace. He had to hurry out the
front door and run down the street
to return his disguise to a neighbor
who portrayed Santa each year for
the children at the local hospital.

The next morning, Suzy
joined Ben and Carolyn Jones and
their two sons around the Christ-
mas tree to exchange gifts. When
asked about the special gift she
clutched to her heart, the young
girl smiled and showed them her
music box. As the music played,
young Suzy began to sing for the
first time in two years.

Suzy’s wall of silence was
finally being torn down. With the?.;.”
strength and support from her fos-.
ter family and continued profes-
sional counseling, she was on her;?
waytorecovery. Thisyoungcrime'
victim would soon learn to cope./;
with the violent acts hei'-.-./
step-father committed against?/
her.

Many children, however,
are not as fortunate. They are
forced to battle the traumatic ef-
fects of child abuse alone. We
musthear their cries and we must
open our hearts. While we may
never be able to give these chil-
dren back their innocence, we
must try to give them back their
lives.

Now, when December
draws near, the words of
Longfellow ring with meaning.
Peace on earth, goodwill to ALL'
this special holiday.






Sir:  The detachment under my
command yesterday morning sepa-
rated about five miles north of Owen’s
Mills, on Flint River, Company C going
east to J.C. Drake’s, who is the father
of three of Johnson’s gang; thence we
went south to Vienna; the other com-
pany (B) was ordered to make Vienna,
via Owen’s Mills. Parson or Captain
Johnson (sic). About three miles from
Vienna the company was fired upon
by Johnson’s company of bush-
whackersand dispersed. The captain
and Lieutenant Burden and seven of
their company were wounded, and
the scout, John C. Martin, was killed;
Three horses were killed, and some 4
or 5 wounded. The wounds on the
men, though some of them are severe,
are none of them mortal. 1 was with
Company C. On arriving at Vienna, |
learned of the disaster to Captain
Baker, and immediately repaired to
the scene of action. After plundering
the dead horses and men the rebels
retreated to the southward. We fol-

lowed them some distance, but night
coming on we returned to this place. !
shall keep Company C here and pur-
sue my original plan against the bush-
whackers until further orders. 1 will
make this place my headquarters, and
orderswill readily reach me here. The
company is fearful that they will miss
the paymaster. Whenever he is ready
to pay, you can notify us and we will
report there if so ordered. | shall be
glad to receive instructions from time
to time as to my duties here.

Respectfully,

Alfred Reed

Lieut. Col.,, Comdg. Detach. Twelfth
Indiana Cavalry.

Col. Edward Anderson,
Twelfth Indiana Cavalry, Huntsville,
Ala

ED. NOTE: Vienna is now known as New Hope

Appetizers are the little things
you fyep eating untilyou tose your

appetite.

<To be a success socially, you must
lool{ interested whenyou are

bored.

Any more taxes, and our tape-
home pay isn'tgoing toget us

there.
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Carpet Company

On December 15,1968, North Ala-

bama was riveted by the news ofa possible
major archeologyfind in Huntsville. Wil-
liam Thomas Younga resident of507 East
Clinton Street, was working on replacing
afloor in his home, and upon finding a pile
of loose bricks underneath his home, de-
cided to remove them also. What he discov-
ered next would earn his home a spot in
Huntsville trivia for all time to come.

A skeleton, the biggest that any-
one had ever seen, was uncovered.
Everyone agreed that the bones were
of some type of animal, but no one
could imagine what kind of creature
could be so huge.

Immediately speculation began
about the bones. As the word spread,
gawkers began lining up on the street
trying to get aview. Old history books
with pictures of dinosaurs were hast-
ily retrieved from dusty attics, and
neighbors began talking of the Tyran-
nosaurus and Trachodons that once
stalked this region. One person who
lived on Clinton even suggested call-
ing the Smithsonian Institute to have
them fly in experts.

Unfortunately, the puzzle was
quickly solved and Huntsville missed
the opportunity to becomie the site
foranarcheological di?. Alocal histo-
rian (Old Town's full ofthem) remem-
bered hearing tales of an elephant
being buried somewhere on Clinton
Street, and by putting two and two
together, solved the mystery.

It seems as if a circus had come to
town in the fall of 1893 and erected its
tents about a half mile outside of town
inalocation nowknownas Five Points.
As the circus was packing up and get-
ting ready to leave town, one of its
elephants died. Circuses and travel-
ing carnivals were notorious for leav-
ing sick and dead animals behind, so
when Sheriff Murphee heard of the
dead elephant, he quickly informed
the circus that they could not leave
town until the elephant was buried.

Mr. Bradshaw, the manager of the
circus, then hired a local man by the
name of Gentry to bury the carcass for



the sum of ten dollars. Some people

may think that ten dollars was a large

sum of money, but it was also a large

elephant. Mr. Gentry hitched histeam L .

of mules to the carcass, the circus left man s credit is asgoodas His

town, and everyone was happy.
Inretrospect, it seems as it Mr Gen-

try might have been on the bit on the

lazy side, for instead of digging a hole

to bury the carcass in, he took the

easy way out. Inthe 500 blockof East  The person who writes the banks'
Clinton there had at one time been an

old brick works, and adjacent to the ~ commercials is not the person who
works was a large hole from where the
clay for the bricks had been dug. It makes the loans.
was here that Gentry dumped the car-
cass, and finished filling the hole by
throwing in more old bricks and
rubble.

And it was here, years later, that
homes were built, with Mr. Young

money.

Running a business is noproblem

) as long as it is someone else's
eventually buying one of them.
So the next time you go by 507 East business
Clinton, take a long look It’s the only :

house in America with an elephant
buried underneath it.

"Didyou hear?
Judge Crater's back in town."

The famous Judge Crater, along with an
"entertainer' named June Manners, disappeared
in 1937. It was first suspected that they ran off to

California, but we spotted them in Huntsville's
newest tavern, where the atmosphere is filled
with good spirits, and good times.

Its a great place to disappear.

= Hours: 11AM-10PM
S SERVING LUNCH DAILY

IN THE BASEMENT
110 SOUTHSIDE SQUARE
533-0566



To keep cheese from drying out,
wrap it in a cloth dampened with
vinegar. -

If you store cottage cheese upside
down, it will last twice as long.

Remove rust from your tin pans by
dipping araw potato in cleaning po
der and scrubbing.

Freeze bananas that are on th
verge of going soft. They make great
popsicles.

To remove lime deposits from your
teakettle, fill with equal parts vinegar
and water. Bringto boil and let stand
overnight.

If your stainless steel sink has rust
spots, rub them with lighter fluid.
When rust disappears clean as usual.

To save time and money while giv-
ing the best shine possible to your
bathroom fixtures, take an old cloth
that has been dipped in kerosene. It
will remove scum quickly while leav-
ing an odor for only a short amount of
time.

Next time you have a red wine stain
onyour carpet, getrid of it with a little
white wine.

When someone tracks mud into
your home, sprinkle salt on it while
damp. Wait 15 minutes, then vacuum.

IA ‘Wide
Variety
of (juitars,
‘Banjos &
(Mandolins

Huntsville Historic  ?
Marker

Nothing Of Historical
Importance Ever
Happened Here

Selections
ofViolins Violas
& Cellos

Layaway Tow
Tor Christmas



Madison
County's First

Newspaper

The first newspaper published in
Madison County was the “Madison
Gazette”, founded Oct. 19, 1813. Only
onecopy, dated Oct. 19,1813, is known
to be in existence. It is preserved in
the American Antiquarian Society,
Worchester, Mass.

The Gazette was a small four col-
umn paper, 11 1/2 inches by 18 1/2.
The mottoofthe paperwas “The Press
is the Cradle of Science, the Nurse of
Genius and the Shield of Liberty.”

The longest lived of all, papers in
Huntsville's history was the" Hunts-
ville Democrat", founded in 1822. Dur-
ingthe Civil War its namewas changed,
temporarily to "The Daily Huntsville
Confederate.” When Northern troops
occupied Huntsville, the paper was
forced to flee the city. As the press
struggled to stay ahead of the invad-
ing Northern troops, the paper was
printed in various locations through
out Alabama and Georgia. Toward the
end of the war, the Confederacy was
collapsing so fast that oftentimes the
publishers were forced to actually
print the paper with the press still
loaded on a wagon while fleeing from
city to city. The paper would then be
smuggled into Huntsvillewhereitsold
for 10 cents a copy.

The only known copy ofthe “Wagon
Paper” is in a private collection in
Huntsville.

There is aworld of material out in
the fields waiting for you to collect to
make beautiful natural bouquets and
wreaths. Look for material in fields,
alongroadsides, and inyards and gar-
dens.

Some items that work very well
are:

Fall leaves

Wheat and oats
Reeds and grasses
Dried hydrangeas
Sunflower heads
Bittersweet

Money plant

Dried delphinium
Crabapple branches

Look for materials that vary in
texture. For instance, try using baby’s
breath with pampas grass, bitter-
sweet, and small dried sunflowers.
Have one basic color scheme in mind.
Use mostly natural shades, but add
color here and there.

Look for plants that have different
shapesand sizes. Frail feathery fronds
can work as well as heavy pods.

Itis really easy to make a beautiful
dried wreath for your door. Just buy
a straw form that you can find at any
craft store. Gather dried wheat,
grasses, colorful dried flowers and
even some dried sunflower heads.
Take a few strands of the grasses at a
time, overlapping them as you go,
using wire to attach them to the form.

Continue until you have enough of
the dried material on the form, then
add the sprigs of colorful dried flow-
ers in among the grasses.

Wire several small sunflower
heads at the bottom of the wreath.
Some good materials to use, in addi-
tion to the wheat and pampas grass,
are foxtail and blue larkspur.

For a beautiful table arrangement
for fall, take an ironstone pitcher and
use marsh weeds punctuated with a
branch of crabapple. Afresh-cutama-
ryllis, dried artichokes, and sticks tied
with twine can add a sophisticated
look.

One afternoon’s walk in the fields
can give you an abundance of weeds
and material that you can dry and use
all winter long.

For beautiful corn husk flowers,
saw an ear of Indian corn about two
inches from the base some kernels
will fall off. Fold husks backup around
the corn and trim to the length of the
ear.

Shape the husk “petals” with scis-
sors as desired. Wrap the base witha
wire stem.

FRAME & ART

e Picture Framing

* Flower Preserving J

« Bridal Bouquets
Preserved jd

* Wreaths, Door
Blessings, etc.



Cow For Sale

Owing toill health, I will sell, at my
residence, one crushed-rasberry col-
ored cow, aged sixyears old. Sheisa
good milker, and is not afraid of any-
thing. She is a cow of undaunted
courage and gives milk frequently.

To aman who does not fear death
in any form shewould bea great boon.
She isvery much attached to herhome
at present, by means of a trace chain,
but shewill be sold to anyone who will
agree to treat her right.

She is one-fourth shorthorn and
three-fourths hyena. Purchaser need
not be identified. | will also throwina
double-barrel shotgun, which goes
with her. In May she generally goes
away for a week or two and returns
with a tall, red calf with long, wobbly
legs. Her name is Rose, and | would
prefer to sell her to a non-resident.

You may keep this in your paper
till you sell the cow. We are all pretty
well, and hope your paper is
self-sustaining.

Health Shorts

By Dr. Annelie M. Owens

It is a great day to be out, and the
golf course never played better. You
just had one of your better drives and
now you are heading toward your ball
with your trusty two-iron in tow. You
send a streamer straight down the
fairway and land your ball about four
feet from the cup. All you need to do
now is take your time and putt it in for
a birdie. This sure is a fun game.

You feel pretty good asyou line up
your ball - maybe a slight break to the
left. You take an easy stroke, but just
as your putter strikes your ball, you
experience a jerky sensation in your
stroke, and the ball goes by the hole
by about two and a half feet. You are
devastated, but needless to say, you
have just experienced a sad case of
the "yips”, a condition notuncommon
to many golfers. Some may say that
you just choked because it was a pres-
sure putt, but this is not necessarily
so. We know now that it is a sudden,
involuntary contraction ofthe muscles
inyour lower arm or hand. We do not
really knowwhat the specific causeis,
butwe are reasonably certainthatit is
connected with age to some degree.
Thereare probably other causes such
as previous injury, stress and tension.
Once survey indicated that out of 335
golfers polled, 28% said that theywere
bothered with theyips. Of this group,
the typical golfer was about 50 years
old, and had been playing golf for 30
years.

Though there is no known cure for
theyips, we might help our game ifwe
tried putting cross-handed, or goto a
longer putter. Since golf is such a fun
game, the yips should be considered
as just another hazard we must en-
dure. Next time you are making that
short, pressure putt, just approach it
with a positive attitude - with a nice,
smooth stroke into the cup. Have fun.



1856
The first telegraph comes to
Huntsville. It was operated by
the North Alabama Telegraph
Company and the offices were
located on Eustis Street.

1857
Madison County is shocked by
the allegations that Mrs Elizabeth
Routt may have murdered her
husbands....all six of them.

1859
The First Presbyterian Church is
completed and the Courthouse
gets a new tin roof.

1863
Yankees invade Huntsville with a
force of 7,000 mounted calvary.
Mayor Coltart, a loyal Confeder-
ate, is placed under arrest.

1865
On May 26, a cold rainy day, the
last Confederate troops in Hunts-
ville surrender. The ceremony
took place on Monte Sano.

1889
The Huntsville City Council, in
response to a local pastors'
petition, passes an ordinance
“forbidding lewd women from
riding on horseback in the
streets of Huntsville.”

1955
Dr. Wehrner Von Braun, along
with another 40 of the top
rocket experts in the world,
become American citizens in a
ceremony conducted at the
Huntsville High School.

It W easy to (oofdown on others;

to [oo™doum on ourse(ves

is difficult.

Aperson who Gesfor you wittGe

against you,

flIkre is nosuch thing in anyone's

Gfe as an unimportant day.

tything is so burdensome as a

secret.
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NEW YEARS RESOLUTION NOW!
_____DontjustSit There tywyears iMJlrii

Ten Hours of Social Dance & Instruction For Only $10
Includes: 5 workshops-1 Hour Each ~ 2 Practice Sessions

11/2 Hours Each ~ 2 Private Lessons 1 Hour Each

Regular Value $250

This Special Is Limited To The First 25 New Clients
Singles & Couples Welcome ~ No Age Limit

Offer expires without notice. So hurry call today!

880-8825

Lieut. C. L. White,
Actg. Asst. Adjt. Gen.,
Third Div. 15th Army Corps

Headquarters Thirteenth Illinois
Infantry, Madison Station,
May 19, 1864.

CAPTAIN: | would respectfully
submit the following report of the at-
tack made on this post by a force of
the enemy, under command of Colo-
nel Patterson, consisting of two regi-
ments of mounted infantry and a bat-
tery of four 12-pounder howitzers, the
entire force numbering about 1,000
men.

The attack was made at 8:30 a.m.
on the Triana Road, on which two of
their field pieces were placed in posi-
tion, the remaining two pieces having
crossed the railroad, together with a
portion of the enemy’s command.
They, however, did not get into posi-
tion, as the attack was precipitated by
the enemy’s being discovered by a
forage train, which was just starting
out.

As soon as discovered, the enemy
opened fire from their two pieces on
the Triana Road, having previously
sent detachments to each one of my
picket posts, five in numnber, guided
by some citizens who seemed to know



the exact locality of each, encircling
them and capturing them entire. On
the first alarm my command was
quickly formed in line, excepting three
companies, who occupied the stock-
ade in the rear of the depot building
and behind some cotton bales. Two
companies were thrown out as skir-
mishers, but the enemy appearing in
such a large force in their front, |
ordered them to fall back to the main
column.

In the meantime the stockade was
rendered untenable by the rapid fire
from the artillery, so that the three
companieswere compelled to fall back
behind the railroad embankment,
where | at length formed my entire
command, being satisfied thatwewere
outnumbered nearly four to one, and
having nothing to resist their artillery,
it would be impossible to hold the
town; my command the entire time
keeping up a rapid and incessant fire,
killing three and wounding 15 of the
enemy. At this time the Rebel force
appeared on both flanks and in my
rear, which made it necessary to fall
back still farther, which | did, in the
direction of the water-tank toward
Huntsville, dispersing the enemy in
my rear by a fewwell-d irected volleys,
the artillery and nearly their entire
force following on either side of the
railroad, but the timber was so thick
that they could do no damage.

On arriving at within a half-mile of
thewatertank, | reformed my line, and
after a short rest, again advanced to-
ward Madison Station with a strong
line of skirmishers, well-extended on
either side of the railroad. The skir-
mishers drove the rear guard of the
enemy from town, the main force
having departed after burning the
depot buildings and about 70 bales of
cotton. My camp equipage was also
burned, it, however, consistingofonly
a small number of tents, which were
scarcely serviceable. The men, also,
have lostall of their extraclothingand
blankets. The damage to the railroad
was slight and readily repaired. As
soon as the attack was made, the
wagon train, consisting of eight
six-mule teams and three two-horse
ambulances, were ordered on the
Huntsville road, but were intercepted
and captured, together with a small
train guard and the teamsters. At
about 12 pm reinforcements arrived,
consisting of the Fifth Ohio Cavalry,
Colonel Heath, 120 men, and the
Fifty-Ninth Indiana Infantry,

Lieutenant-Colonel Scott, and 220 men.
These, together with 100 men from
my regiment, moved after the enemy
asrapidlyas possible inadrivingrain.
Colonel Heath'’s cavalry came up with
the rear guard of the enemy early in
the afternoon, and kept up a constant
harassing fire, but his force was too
small to make a forcible attack. The
infantry came up justbefore sundown,
the Fifty-Ninth Indiana deploying as
skirmishers and driving the enemy
before them to the bank of the river,
but night coming on and finding that
the transportation and prisoners were
all across the river, our men fatigued,
and ammunition almost exhausted, it
was considered best by the com-
manding officers to withdraw our
forces. They were consequently
marched back to Madison, a distance
of twelve miles from Fletcher’s Ferry.

From reliable sources | learn that
the enemy’s loss at the ferry was 15
killed and 40 wounded. Thisestimate,
1 am positive, is not placed too high,
which would make their entire loss 18
killed and 55wounded. Ofthe number
of prisoners from my regiment | have
notbeen able to learn how many were
wounded. The loss of the Fifty-Ninth
is two wounded, and the Fifth lowa
Infantry one killed. | have but one man
wounded with theregiment. Enclosed
| send a list of the prisoners from my
regiment.

I am, Captain, very respectfully, your
obedient servant,

A. B. Gorgas, Colonel, Thirteenth Illinois
Infantry.Liet.C. L. White, Actg. Asst. Adjt. Gen.,
Third Div., 15th Army Corps



Treasures

Discovered
IN
Hoenwald

By Stefphanie Callaway

Hoenwald, Tennessee, is a quiet
village of Swiss and German heritage
located about 70 miles southwest of
Nashville along the Buffalo River. It
boasts scenic beauty, warm and
cheerful towspeople, and one of the
most fervent Octoberfest celebrations
this side of the Atlantic. But what
really sets this little town apart is
something rather unusual.

It is what the locals modestly call
“junk stores.” These are more com-
monly referred to as thrift or
second-hand clothing stores. The
treasure shops line Hoenwald’s main
street with such unassuming names
as Helen’s Junkand A&W Salvage, but
any seasoned bargain hunter will
quickly discover that these stores are
home to much more than used and
cast-aside articles of clothing.

Indeed, treasures lurk in these
musty, dusty places but not on the
surface of things. Instead, shopping
in Hoenwald’s junk stores requires
what my grandfather describes as
“elbow grease” and plenty of patience.
This is because the clothing in the
shops is not conveniently displayed
hanging on racks or neatly folded on
tables, but carelessly thrown in piles
of varying sizes throughout the store,
loosely categorized as Men’s,
Women’s, and Children’s.

In the rear of the store is the “Dig”
area, where there is no structure
whatsoever. This is where you'll find
ardent shoppers perched atop a
cushiony hili of clothes skillfully
tossing aside what doesn’t strike a
particular fancy. Hereyou'll findyoung
people from larger cities looking for
that perfect vintage skirt or pair of
exquisitely torn and faded Leuvis,
happily co-existing with the local
women searching for a sturdy winter
coat for each member of their families,
or looking for material from which to
make that perfect pair of drapes.

The possibilities are endless in
these storesand that’s justwhat makes
the digging so much fun. That and the

knowledge that the price of any item
found, no matter how seemingly
valuable, will never exceed $5. Never.
And the supply of clothing and other
treasures is constantly being replen-
ished, because two or three times a
week gigantic bales of used clothing
and material are opened and tumbled
onto the well-picked-through items.
Where does this clothing come
from, you ask. Weli, the women who
work in these stores are very pleasant
and helpful and will provide baskets
to hold clothes in while you shop.
They will giveyou advice about where
to eat the best weinerschnitzel. But
when pressed about the origin of the
clothing, all they will say is, “Shipped
down here from somewhere up east.”
There have been rumors about
some lucky shoppers finding large
sums of money, jewelry, or other such

treasures deeply hidden in pockets of
clothing bought at several of these
stores. No one really knows exactly
where or when this happened. Still, |
admit that | have casually checked
pockets now and again just in case,
but all L usually find is a gum wrapper
or at best, a single mitten.

1 strongly recommend a visit to
Hoenwald for any bargain-hungry,
stout-hearted adventurer. While there
| suggest lunch and maybe a visit to
the town’s Folk Art Museum. For
overnightlodging however,you’ll have
to head east about 20 miles to
Centerville, Tennessee, home of
Minnie Pearl and the only hotel in the
area, The Grinder’s Switch Inn, where
the sign out front proclaims, “Elvis
Once Slept Here.” Well, enough said.



f r estern civilization takes
the kiss for granted. Greek poets
called it “the key to Paradise.” Other
people and ages have condemned the
kiss as vulgar, indecent, and a social
sin. Japanese never Kiss (except par-
ents their children) and don’t even
have aword for it. Chinese regarded
a kiss as suggestive of cannibalism,
and in Indo-China mothers used to
frighten their children by threaten-
ing them with a white man’s kiss.

The origin of the kiss leads back
to the earliest stages of human exist-
ence and even beyond. Some au-
thorities claim that the kiss devel-
oped because primitive man believed
that the air
power. Itws
his true self.

By kissing each

other, men and

women mingled

their souls.

Others have assumed

that the mouth kiss

was only the last

stage of a long evolution”: i,

It started with face toticfiing face
(just as Eskimos and Maoris still rub
noses), and one man smelling the
other (as Indian tribes used to say
“smell me” instead of “give mea kiss”).

Touch has been called the mother
of senses, and experiments have
shown that even the slightest contact
with another skin excites the brain.
Many animals touch and feel each
other and those of whom they are
fond. Cats and dogs rub their heads
against their owners, birds stroke
beak with beak, and elephants inter-
twine trunks. Even insects caress
each other with their antennae and
snails with their horns. Man’s most
sensitive touch-zone is the mucus
membranes of his lips, and that is
how in the search to express deepest
affection mouth found mouth.

Beginning an autobiography, Irvin S. Cobb wrote: “Irvin S. Cobb, of whom
| have the honor to be, was born successfully in Paducah, Kentucky, almost
exactly 100 years after the signing of the Declaration of Independence, thus
making it possible for future generations to celebrate both centennials simul-
taneously in 1976.”



We would like to thank our many
readers for their support. You
are responsible for whatever
success that we have enjoyed

over the last year.

We hope we will continue to
bring you Huntsville's history in
the same manner as we have in

the past.

COMPUTER
SYSTEMS

Computer Exchange Pays
Top Dollar For Trade-Ins
On New Systems!!!
NOWS THE TIME
To Upgrade That Old
Saturated System!

117 GREEN STREET « HUNTSVILLE

,5364831

(But he wasn’t very prudent in the way he fotched him back...)

At a late hour last night, a man named Tobe Wells, alias Lewis Wells,
alias Tobe Hood, was locked up in the Jefferson County Jail on the charge
of grand larceny. It seems that about a week ago someone stole a mule
from an old man named Prude down near Bessemer.

Prude kept a sharp lookout, and a few days ago learned that the thief
and mule were both near West Point, Mississippi. He went to the place,
found Wells, and had him arrested by Sheriff Spalding of Lowndes County,
Mississippi. Instead of notifying Sheriff Smith here in Jefferson County,
the Mississippi sheriff deputized Prude and let him bring Wells back to
Birmingham. Prude now brings a bill against Jefferson County which will
not be paid. Itis for railroad fare to bring the prisoner back. Sheriff Smith
says that Sheriff Spalding should have notified him, and he would have
sent a deputy after Wells. The mule has been recovered.

Taken from 1889 Birmingham Newspaper

An Award Winning County

The National Association of Counties, which is made up of the governing
bodies of every county in our country—some 3,079 counties to be exact—
has awarded Madison more national citations than any other county. In fact,
the county has even won an award for winning the most awards.

These awards are based upon such programs as: the Beautification
Program, which saw Madison win the 1974 “Keep America Beautiful Award”;
the Highway System Program, which saw 982 of the county’s roads paved—
believed to be the highest percentage of paved roads of any county in the
country; and for the Road Lighting Program, for installing mercury vapor
lights at every intersection in the county. The list if too long to itemize, but
you can see why Madison County has rightfully laid claim to the title
“Number One County in the Nation.”



A Cure
For Only

UNTIL DECEMBER 1 ONLY!
Dr. Gwin & Co.

will accept your case and treat you until cured
lor the small sum of ten dollars if you are
suffering from any of the following diseases:
catarrh, rheumatism, neuralgia, indigestion,
dyspepsia, bronchitis, insomnia,
and nervousness.

He will also treat with the same guarantee
of success variocele, stricture, blood poison,
ost vitality, prostatic troubles, kidney ailments
bladder diseases, hydrocele, piles, fistula, and
all chronic, special or private diseases of men
and women.

CHECKS ARE THE
SAME AS CASH
WITH US!

The only specialist in Birming-
ham who gives a loyal guarantee to
cure in a specified time and allows
you to pay when cured. Consulta-

tion and examination

FREE!

Advertisement in 1907 Birmingham newspaper

\Wfien people arefree to do as they

please, they usually imitate others.

A handshake isgood, hut a contract

is hetter.



Migration
N (@) rth by James Harris

In the late thirties we moved from
Front Street, which faces Meridian
Street and intersects Oakwood Av-
enue on the south end, to Davidson
Street, which also intersects Oakwood
Avenue and backs up to (the back of
the houses faced) the railroad tracks.
The section of track from Oakwood to
a quarter of a mile or so north of the
Highway 72 overpass where it turns
east, is uphill. The grade is so slight,
though, that it looks as if there is no
grade at all. However, a long freight
train pulled by a single steam engine
couldn’t be fooled. Itwas common to
have the engine at the curve on the
north and the caboose at Oakwood or
belowonthesouth. Ifthe train stopped
inHuntsville, itcouldn’t get up enough
speed to make it around the curve.

They had to stay there until another,
and sometimes two more, engines
were called in to help push the stalled
trainup the grade. Longthroughtrains
usually made it but were slowed con-
siderably, enough so that hobos had
an easy time catching a ride.

In the late thirties and early forties
until the war started, Southerners by
the thousands migrated north to find
jobs. Hopping a freight train was often
the only transportation they could
afford. Walking was an alternate, and,
no doubt, many of them did just that
for most of their journey. They trav-
eled with only the clothes on their
backs. They ate whatever they could
beg whenever they could and slept
where they were at the time, even
when it was on a precarious perch on
a freight car.

Our house was the last house on
the north end of Davidson Street. It
was the last chance many of these
people (usually men—we rarely saw a
woman) had for something to eat be-
fore hopping atrain. Often acouple of
them would wait for the next freight
train on our back porch.

We called them hobos because
they rode freight trains, begged for
food, and slept on the ground. We
thought that was what hobos did, and
they did, but a hobo did it by choice.
There probably was not more than
one in a hundred of these “hobos”
who was doing this by choice. It was
really unfair to label them as such.



During the three years or so that |
recall seeing this migration, we never
had a single item stolen, not even
food. My Dad always killed two hogs
every fall. There was always meat in
the “smoke house” out back, exceptin
late summer when about the onlything
left was fatback and soup bones. It
was always unlocked. The house was
always unlocked. Mostof our “hobos”
were honest, hard-working men who
had simply fallen on hard times. They
were always polite and grateful for
any small favor. Stealing, even under
their destitute conditions, was be-
neath their dignity. It must have been
so because there were too many op-
portunities for them to have gone
through the house and taken anything
they wanted.

Mama and Dad never turned any-
one away without something to eat
first. Often it was just biscuit and
gravy or jelly and maybe a piece of
meat. Sometimes Mama would have
to bake the biscuits first. They were
always grateful.

There was one man, though, who
didn’t like the treatment he got. Itwas
a hot day and we had already started
eating dinner. (Dinner was our noon
meal, supper was our evening meal.
Somewhere along the line, dinner got
pushed into the evening and the noon
meal became lunch. Supper just dis-
appeared.) A man on crutches
stopped at the house and asked for
food. We remembered him from the
year before. Therewas noroom atthe
table so Mama fixed him a plate and
Dad took it to him on the back porch.
It insulted him. He asked Dad if he
wasn’'tgood enough to eatatthetable.
Dad told him that it was much cooler
onthe porch than inthe kitchen. After
dinner Dad wentout to ask if he would
like more food. He was still angry. He
offered Dad 50 cents for the food and
indicated that he would not be stop-
ping there again. He never did.

From late spring until early fall,
several a day would stop by for a
hand-out. Usually, no more than two

at a time would stop. If someone was
already there, others passing by would
not stop. I'm certain many of them
werejust as hungry, but there seemed
to have been an unwritten code of
ethics among them that said one does
not infringe upon another’s good for-
tune.

With few exceptions, we saw none
of these men again. Occasionally, one
would come by on his way south in
the fall. Acouplewe saw again asthey
went north in the spring. The migra-
tion ended when the war with Japan
started. Since most of them were in
their forties or younger, we assumed
a lot of them were drafted, and prob-
ably many killed.

| was too young at the time to
appreciate the plight of those men.
Hungry—only the lucky ate one meal
a day, sleeping on the ground, travel-
ing with only the clothes on their
backs, destitute and reduced to beg-
ging—but maintaining their moral
dignity.



Subscribe now
for a new year of
Old Huntsville Magazine
Only $15 a year.
Send check to:
Old Huntsville Magazine
716 Clinton Avenue
Huntsville, AL 35801

Limited back issues
available on request

They Made HIim
Raise The Fine!

A man from Troy told this story
the other day to a small company of
friends aboutapolice justice in a little
town in Rensselaer County. It was the
law of the village that all showmen,
itinerants and organ grinders get a
license before doing business there.
One day a fat policeman, who had
been on the force about six months
without doing anything, concluded
that itwas time he arrested somebody.
Soon afterward along came an Italian
with a performing bear.

“Hev ya got yer license?” asked the
policeman.

“No,” said the exhibitor of the bear.

“Then yer my priz’ner,” said the po-
liceman, and hetriumphantlymarched
off with them to the Village station
house, he leading the Italian and the
Italian leading the bear.

Arraigned before the police jus-
tice, the Italian pleaded guilty, and the
judge officiously gave him a most se-
vere and scorching lecture on the
enormity of his offense, ending it by
fining him $10, the full extent of the
law. The culprit had a lot of small
change inhis pocket, but being mostly

pennies and nickels it only counted
upto $7.70. Foravery fewminutes the
judge was in a quandary. He didn't
like to send the fellow to jail, nor yet
lose the $10. Presently a bright idea
struck him - a happy solution of the
problem - and he said:

“Here, officer, take this fellow out

to the market place and let him per-
form with his bear until he makes up
the balance, and when he gets itdrive

him out of town.”
Taken from 1894 newspaper



“A woman, being only a beardless woman,” said the sad passenger, “will
always, even though she succeeded in getting the ballot, miss the manly
experience of waiting 67 minutes in a barber shop for a shave. She will never
know what it is to study character from the chair”.

“She will never see the nervous man,” said the fat man, ' who springs up to
his feeteverytime ‘next’ is called, and sinks back overwhelmed with bashfulness
and silently accused of intent to commit fraud by all the other sufferers.”

“She will never know,” said the sad passenger, “what it is to be shaved by
aman with atouch like a shadow and a razor that puts you to sleep in a minute,
who fusses over you with towels and water and perfumes so deftly and lightly
that you want to be shaved all over again.”

“And shewill never know,” said the woman who talks bass, “what it is to be
shaved by the barber who eats garlic to cure his catarrh, and who ought to
change his trade or learn to breathe through his ears.”

And the pilgrims girded up their loins and the procession fled off.

From 1904 Newspaper

A Case Of
Mistaken Identity!

This is a story that John Halloway
swears is true.

When he first moved to Alabama
from Chicago in 1959, he was stopped
by a policeman right outside of town
about 2 o’clock in the morning. John
had been driving all day and most of
the night, and looked pretty rough.

After John pulled over to the side
of the road, the policeman walked
up, shone a flashlight in his face and
asked where he was going.

“To my grandmothers house,” re-
plied John.

“Boy, you been drinking?”

“No sir.”
“Where you from, boy?”
“Chicago, sir.”

“Don’t lie to me, boy. | seen them

Illinois tags on your car.”

‘Batchelors ({now more about
women than marriedmen - if

we didn't, we'd he married,

too.

Terfume is any smellthat you use

to drown a worse one.



Old Huntsville T-Shirts

We now have Old Huntsville
_T-shirts.
The shirts are imprinted
with
the Old Huntsville M
~ head
in dark brown
T-Shirts -$10+$IPosh
S-M-L-XL

Sweatshirts also available

Man Coughs
Up Gold Dollar
And Recovers
His Health

For some time past a young man
employed on the Evansville and Chi-
cago railroad has been troubled with
a cough for which he has been taking
medicine from Dr.Newell, but without
any good effect being apparent. A few
days ago he was taken by a severe fit
of coughing, during the course of
which he coughed up a gold dollar,
and since that time he has entirely
recovered from the pain in his lungs
and the irritating cough.

Whilewondering howthegold coin
could have gotten into his lungs, he
recollected that two or three months
ago he had two or three gold coins,
and when going to bed one night he
remembers to have put one in his
mouth. When he came to look for his
money next day he found that he had
one less than he supposed, and his
opinion now is that when he went to
sleep it got down his throat.

1878 newspaper

“Boys In Blue”

The City of Chattanooga was unable to pay her “Boys in Blue” back in 1886;
reportedly the city police force went without pay for the months of December
and January of that year.

When Huntsville’s city fathers got wind of the unpaid policemen less than
100 miles away, they offered their help, suggesting that they pull up stakes and
move here, noting that Huntsville was financially sound!

Submitted by Kathleen Harvey,
From 1886 Huntsville publication



The Violin

Thomas Frazier

The night was cold and blustery,
with a touch of snow in the air. It was
a night unfit for mortal or beast, so
when the old man with the beat-up
violin case walked in and sat down in
front of the wood burning stove to get
warm, no one paid much attention. On
anightlikethis, everyonewaswelcome
to share the warmth of the old bar.
It was a week before Christmas and
everyone was feeling low. Joe and
Laura, sittingatthe tableinthe corner,
weredepressed. No money, no gifts to
give theirrelatives, itdidn’t look like it
would be a very cheerful Christmas.
Benny, who had just lost his job, was
sitting at the bar, carefully trying to
nurse one beer to make it last as long
as he could. Even Kathey, the bar-
tender, was lost in thought, wondering
how she would buy presents for her
children and pay rent at the same
time.

The old man might have sat there
forever without anyone paying any
attention to him if he had not picked
up hisviolin and begun playing. Softly
and quietly, so low that it took the
customers a few moments to realize
where the music was coming from, he
began. It was obvious to everyone
that the old man and his violin had
seen many years together, maybe a
concert stage or maybe even a sym-
phony orchestra.

Softly and hauntingly the music
poured forth, filling the room and

finding its way into every dark corner
and crevice. With his head bowed and
his fingers dancing softly on the
strings, the old man and the instru-
ment seemed as one. It was the music
of the gods—music that would make
an angel cry.

The customers stared at the old
man as his music began to envelop
them with its warm, haunting melo-
dies. The music seemed to gently
beckonto them and pull at them until
finally, unable to resist, they were
caught up in its magical melodies and
transported to atime and place where
everything was perfect and the only

tears shed were of joy. Riding on a
crescendo of love and passion, the
violin carried the customerstoaplace
where time had no meaning and
Christmas was in your heart forever.

Maybe it was because of the tears
in the patrons’ eyes, but for whatever
the reason, no one saw the old man
leave...

...Just a short story about an old
man, his violin, and Jay’s Lounge—a
completely meaningless story...unless
you had been there.



Perils

Lap Of A Bow-legged Man

There is a case coming up in a
Georgia court that will be of great
interest to thousands of people who
have long desired a decision on some
of the points that will be developed.

It seems that a young man, a
gentleman of wealth and refinement,
is to be sued by the father of a young
woman for $50,000 damages for inju-
ries that his daughter received while
in his society.

The young people had been keep-
ing company for some years, and the
carriage of the young man was often
seen in front of the residence of the
lady. Last December he ceased visit-
ing her, and since that time she has
been an invalid, and has been treated
for a spinal difficulty, and the father
will go into the courts, against his
daughter’s wish, to have the matter of
responsibility settled.

It seems that the young man is
bow-legged, so much that it is con-
sidered dangerous for any one to sit
on his lap, for fear they would fall
through, but in this case he forgot the
danger, and letthe girl slip. The father
claims that the young man, knowing
how fearfully and howwonderfully he
is made, should have adopted pre-
cautions, and in his complaint he will
swear that on several occasions he
has warned the young man that he
should place aboard across his lap, or
someday his legswould let somebody
through.

In his answer to the complaint the
young man will say that his legs are
just as nature made them, and that

anybody who sits in his lap takes their
chances. He further adds that if the
girl had used all the precaution that
one in so dangerous a position should
use, and thrown her arms around his
neck, as others have done, there need
have been no danger, and while he
sympathizes deeply with her and her
family, owing to the alleged injury, he
cannot consider himself responsible.
Ofcourse, there aretwo sidesto every
question and both sides will have
sympathizers.

While we do not wish to take sides
onthisquestion, thereare some things
connected with it that it seems a duty
of the pious press to agitate. The
country is full of bow-legged young
men, going about seeking whom they
may hold intheirlaps, and thewonder
is that more such accidents do not
occur. There should be some law to
protect girls from bow-legged men.
We throw safeguards around our tra-
peze performers by compelling their
managers to place nets under them,
and why should we not provide by law
that the bow-legged young man should
string a hammock under his boomer-
ang legs, to catch those who may lose
their spring balance, turn a somersalt
and fall in the winter of their discon-
tent. It would not be pleasant to the
bow-legged young man to be com-
pelled to carry a hammock when he
went to see his girl, but it would be
safer for the girl.

We have known a careful young
man, who was bow-legged, to lay a
pressboard, or a sewing machine leaf,

£Eump£in
Stained Glass

across his lap before he would let a
girl sit down; but for every one man
who is careful, there are hundreds
who never think of the other hearts
who are liable to ache.

Inventors have studied invain ona
device for protecting people from
bow-legs, and doctors who straighten
cross-eyes have tried to straighten
bow-legs, but nothing seems to avail.
Hundreds of women and girls as they
read this will shudder at the narrow
escapes they have had from falling
through bow-legs, and they will unite
with us, in the hopes that the law will
protect them. Of course there are
some who would never fall through,
though the legs are bowed twice as
much as they are, but many are so

careless they are never safe.
1889 Newspaper



INn October
brought you
Old Shoals Gazette

Now...



Uoctors worked for more than
seven hours to close farmhand Chris
Haine’s mouth near Montgomery. He
had yawned too widely and couldn’t
get his mouth closed. He could only
make gurgling noises during the pro-
cedure, and thus could not communi-
cate with the doctors.

In Goodwater, Alabama, home of

three casket manufacturers, casket
races were held. The object of the
racewas a“live corpse” in each of the
caskets had to maneuver through an
obstacle course .while holding a glass
of water, being careful not to spill any
during the course of the race.

Police report that a burglar in

Gilroy, California entered an apart-
ment and proceeded to make the bed,
throw out the garbage, wash the
dishes, stack newspapers, and put
away an ironing board and dirty
plothes. The onlythingtaken from the
mapartment was a set of drapes, and he
replaced them by hanging a new set of
curtains. Thevictim found a five-page
note saying, “Dear Sir, | hope you
don’t mind. | cleaned up your house.
Don’'t worry, | won’t take anything
because my father is a duke in Spain.
Don’t worry. I'll clean your house for
aslongasyou livehere.” Itwas signed,
“Prince Eddie.”

A\ judge in Tennessee decided a
jury went a little far in recommending
a sentence of 5,005 years for a man
they convicted of five robberies and a
kidnapping. The judge reduced the
sentence to 1,001 years.

After drinking $35 worth of beer, a

32 year old man decided to break into
a store in a small town near Dothan,
Alabama. He was trying to pry open
the frontdoor with a crowbarwhen he
saw people inside staring at him, and
realized that the store was still open.

A woman wearing a large black

feather and a low-cut dress with
shrubbery tied to her waist tried to
withdraw $90,000 she didn’t have in
her account from the Third National
Bank in Nashville. When the teller
wouldn’t give her the money, the
woman pulled a butcher knife from
the shrubbery. Bank employee Mark
Winn said that the woman “looked
like a big tree.”

InanincidentatalasVegas casino,

police scurried to catch some
troublemakers, and dozens of offic-
ers had to climb over casino custom-
ers. Instead of moving, the customers
simply dropped to their knees and



The Lynchbulg
Lemonade Trial

"A Slightly Fictionalized Account

So many versions of the trial have
been told that recently we assigned
our “ace” reporter, John P. Quill, to
the story in an effort to find out the
truth. After spending many nights in
dangerous smoke-filled dives and
talking to the ordinary people on the
street, what emerged was a tale so
bizarre that even the participants did
not recognize it. For years Tony Ma-
son has been known as “Mr. Entertain-
ment" in Huntsville and the surround-
ing areas. Alocal boy who grew up in
the Mill Village, Tony toured Europe,
performing in Italy, Germany and
France. He performed with music
legends such as the group “Alabama”
here in the states.

After years of traveling and
working for other people, Tony de-
cided to settle down and open his own
club, called (believe it or not) “Tony
Mason’s Restaurant”. Little did he
know at the time that he was about to
become embroiled in a lawsuit that
would gain nation-wide coverage and
pit the “down home” boys against
some of the top corporate lawyers in
the country in a case that was to be-
come known as “The Lynchburg
Lemonade Trial.”

Our story begins back in 1980
when Tony asked Lee Street, his bar-
tender, to whip him up something for
his sore throat. Lee, known far and
wide as the best bartender this side of
the Rio Grande, began digging into
various beverages, trying some and
discarding others, until finally, she
had a concoction that was guaranteed
to knock the socks off a horse and
make him well at the same time.

Tony was willing to try anything
to get rid of the sore throat, so he
grabbed the glass and took a long
swallow. Witnesses later said that
they were amazed at Tony’s

reaction...his eyes kind of rolled back
in his head, his face turned a vivid
violet color, and he began gasping for
breath as he grabbed the side of the
bar and slowly lowered himself to the
floor. “Lee,"” Tony croaked, “! think it
needs something else.”

So, they began to experiment.
They tried beer and vodka, they tried
vanilla extract with a shot of gin, they
tried just about every concoction un-
known to man. Marty Staples, who
later became Tony’s manager, even
searched the medicine cabinet try-
ing to find new ingredients, butwas
stopped when he started to empty
a medicine vial into one batch.
“Giving sleeping pills to the
customers might slow busi-
ness down,” Tony said as he
busily stirred the brew.

And finally the su-
preme moment arrived.

There was silence in the

darkened club as Tony’s

faithful employees gath-

ered around him and raised

their glasses. They carefully
touched their lips to the
new-found mixture, closed theireyes
and savored the taste. It was great!! It
was absolutely the best-tasting drink
that anyone had ever tasted!

The folks down at Tony’s knew
they had a winner and they started
right away to promote it. One of the
ingredients in the drink was Jack
Daniels whiskey, and Tony, being the
proud Southerner that he is, decided
to namethe drink “Lynchburg Lemon-
ade” in honor of the great City of
Lynchburg, Tennessee (pop. 312), the
home of Jack Daniels Distillery.



Lynchburg Continued

People from far and wide began flock-
ing to Tony’s Place to listen to the
entertainment and try the new drink.
Business was great!

Tony instructed his employees
to keep the recipe a secret from the
public to keep them coming back for
more of the new drink. But unfortu-
nately, secrets have a way of getting
out.

Inthe early 1980’s, sales for Jack
Daniels declined. Though the com-
pany enjoyed a loyal following, they
realized something must be done to
attract new customers in the summer
when whiskey sales are traditionally
down. Also, they had to do something
to attract female drinkers, who as a
rule normally drank vodka. When
word leaked out ofthe large amount of
Jack Danielsbeingsold at Tony’s Place,
it wasn’t long before representatives
from Jack Daniels got curious. And it
also wasn’t long before they tried the
Lynchburg Lemonade drink and liked
lit. Tony latertestified in courtthatthe
yepresentatives of Jack Daniels ap-
proached him and offered to use his
band to promotethe drink inexchange
for Tony allowing them to use the
drink.

Thefirstword of troublereached
Tony the following summer when a
friend who had recently returned from
San Francisco informed him that Jack
Daniels was promoting the drink in
California. Shortlyafterward, he heard
of the drink being promoted in other
cities all across the nation.

Tonywas rightfully upset; he just
could not believe that anyone else
had comeup with the same idea. Surely
there had to be a logical explanation.

Later when the representative
again called at Tony’s club, Tony sat
him down and had a talk with him.

“What's going on?” asked Tony.

“You aren’t going to like what I'm
going to tell you,” the representative
replied, “We’ve taken ‘Lynchburg
Lemonade’ and gone nationwide with
it.”

“Hey, what about me?” Tony said.

“It's my drink, | invented it.”

“Get a lawyer and sue us,” was the
answer.

Nowyou cando a lot of things to
a Southern boy, but you just don’t
mess with a man’s pick-up truck, his
woman and most importantly, his se-
cret recipe. That can make a man up-
set.

Immediately people everywhere
started giving Tony advice. The pace
becamehectic. Peoplewould see Tony
huddled over a cup of coffee with
Leon Bennett, planning strategy, while
Floyd Hardin would be in the back-
ground, trying to reach F. Lee Bailey
on the phone. Robert signed on to
answer all the incoming phone calls
and the true blue waitresses down at
Tony’s Place began an
envelope-stuffing campaign.

But it wasn’t enough. Even with
the best minds in Huntsville behind
you, sometimes you reach a point
where you need a true professional.

Enter Jerry Barksdale, stalwart
defender of the oppressed and
attorney-at-large.

Jerry Barksdale had earned a
reputation in Huntsville as a hard
working, dedicated attorney. Almost
everyone agreed that he was the man
for the job. He was incredulous thata
big corporation like Jack Danielswould
even think of taking advantage of
someone. “Let me give them a call,”
Attorney Barksdale said, “I'm sure that
we can work something out.”

“Folks,” Jerry told the Jack
Daniels people, “we’'ve got a little
problem down here in Huntsville and
we need to try and get it straightened
out.”

“Sue us,” replied Jack Daniels, “we’ll
see you in court.”

“Tony,” said Attorney Barksdale
in his best legal voice, “I don’t think

Continued Four Pages Over
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Joan’s Swiss Steak

Pound flour into 2 pounds of round
steak about 2 inches thick. Brown
pieces in hot butter on both sides.
Pour over the steak 1 pint of toma-
toes, 1 onion finely chopped, salt and
pepper. Bake for 2 hours.

Vegetables

When Mother was a child living by the
Mississippi River, “Papa” made a cave
out of the bank of a levee facing their
house. This cave was used for keep-
ing their vegetables. Carrots, sweeet
potatoes, and white potatoes were
packed in boxes with layers of clean,
dry sand and covered with burlap.
Onions were stored in slat boxes with
chopped straw or sawdust around
them and then covered with sand and
burlap. Cauliflower was packed on
the earth floor with the roots and
stalks buried in the earth.

Joan Hutson, Author of “Heirlooms from the
Kitchen”

Scallopped Corn

6 ears corn
cracker crumbs
1/2 cup milk
salt and pepper
butter

Scrape corn from ears. In a baking
dish, layer 1/2 of the corn, 1/4 cup of
milk, saltand pepper, cracker crumbs
and dot with small pieces of butter.
Repeat layers, ending with dots of
butter on top of crumbs. Bake at 350
for 45 minutes. A real favorite of our
family?

f

Potatoes on the Half Shell

Bake 6 large potatoes. When soft, cut
in halves lengthwise, and scoop out
the inside. Mix with butter, a bit of
cream, pepper and salt, and the whites
of two eggs beaten to a stiff froth.
Whip the potato mixture until white
and fluffy. Put mixture back into the
skins, and return to the oven and bake
until brown on top.



And Clarence
Thomas

Thought He
Had It Bad...

With the recent publicity on sexual
harrassment, we thought you might
find the following article from an 1889
Birmingham newspaper interesting.

IT MUST BE STOPPED!
Girls Who Earn Their Own Bread
Will be Protected
No more Stooping to
Insult Defenseless
Women and Girls

This thing of men insulting the
working women and working girls is
an outrage this newspaper will not
wink at for a second. It is cowardly
and most abominable.

The factthatawoman or girl works
foralivinggives nolicense forso-called
gentlemen to insult her. Too hard,
already, is her daily task without a
sense of humiliation. The workinggirl
is not devoid of virtue or pride, she is
worthy of supreme respect and, more
frequently than not, is a genuine little
heroine. The loafer who presumes to
bow to her, to speak to her, or to
approach her should be landed in a
twinkle in the City’s calaboose. She is
honestly and nobly earning her living
at poorer pay than men receive for the
same work; oftimes she supports little
brothers and sisters and a widowed
mother. Everlasting shame on that
man who wishes to drag down and
degrade her.

The complaints are numerous and
of every variety. The young women
report that they are stared out of
countenance on the streets and dum-
mies; that they are pursued into

hotels and restaurants and humiliated
by the loud manner of these
“lords of creation,” that they are even
stopped and spoken to,
and that this is not of infrequent oc-
currence. Two establishmentson First
Avenue complain that young men in
the afternoon assemble near their
business houses and stare into the
open doors and windows, lift their
hatsand wave theirhands attheyoung
ladies in their employ. It is stated by
onefirm thattworatherrecklessyoung
men actually entered a store and pur-
chased and paid for two hats for which
they have not yet called. This is sim-
ply detestable, especially in men who
know better, who belong to what is
styled “the upper ten” of society.
This newspaper insists all this
must be stopped. Defenseless girls
must and will be protected. A list of
those offending is already being pre
pared, and some of the best known
gentlemen(?) in the City are on it.
Ifthe evil practices complained of
are not desisted from, this newspaper
will publish their names. Theworking
girl who is honest deserves and \shall
receive the show of respect at least
from all men.



A Letter From The West

From Quartzburg, Idaho
April 26,1895

Dear Ibby,

I wrote a little last night will try to
add a little noon 12 M. The boys are
complaining a little now about not
getting any money. Hope we will hear
from Charlie to night will tell you if we
do. Ido not like to take your money for
my self my little girl. 1 would rather
use money that you did not have to
work harde to earn | think it would be
just as well for me to make out the
papers and send them to you and then
you can send direct to Scranton. It
will cost $15.00 for drawing outfit and
first mon. tuishon. 1 will also want
some thin foolscap paper to write my
lessons on in answer. Then the post-
age and expressage on the above.

If this should go on and Frank
would like to come out he could have
the benefitof the Schools instructions
as well as my self. You would then
have some one to come with you out
here. Yes | can meet you in Boise if
you want me to but do you think we
can stand the extra expense it will
(be) an additional $2.50 at the Hotel
beside $1.00 for dinner two days
provideing ! whould walk both ways
and if | wroad one way it would be
$7.00 both ways. $10.00 with your fare
added to the above then all baggage
over 40 Ibs costs two cents per Ib. so
you can see what it will cost. Night. It
has been raining a little the first for

some time. Just showers is quite hot
through the day but cool at night.
Now if this falls through with and
could get work in Chicago that we
could live on all right. Anything to
make a good honest liveing. Mother
says (Gyfr?) has a baby that is the
reason she got her breath so harde.
What was it that was broken. 1do not
think you will not kneed a smaller
trunk you can bring that much with
you and send the rest by freight just
as you please. If we have to build we
can put up a shell large enough to put
up a partition of cheap calico and
make it do untill we find out wheather
the mine will pay or not. 1do not like
to investvery much ina house as it is
not worth one cent when you leave it.
As no one would buy it and it is just
that much lost. If you have not sent
me any money when you receive this
just keep it and | will send you the
papers. | will not get to write enough
in this but will try and write some
more in a day or two again. Yes | will
tell you when ever | feel bad or any
thinggoeswrongdid you think|would
not. | am in a hurry to night as the P
Master wants all our letters mailed at
the burg. They have to have so many
letters to cancel or it seases to be an
office and at present the number is

getting small. 1 have been just handing
them to the stage driver in the morn.
As he goes by. If the office is changed
will have to walk 3 mi. to get our mail.

Yes you can not come to quick to
suit me. Although | have no place to
take you and board is only $6.00 per
week. And just common at that. Will
haveto close for this timewill loveyou
hugely when you get out here don't
you forget it Good by with love to you
and Ernest and you.

From the old boy Geo.

Editor’s Note:

This letter was provided by Billie J. Haines ol
Huntsville. It was written by his grandfather
George Hartsock Haines to his wife, Ibby whilt

prospecting in Idaho. Both grandparents art
buried in Shiloh Cemetery at Ryland, Alabama
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they're going to listen to us. What do
you want to do?”

Astrange look came over Tony’s
face, the look of a wounded animal
right before it bites it's master. An
ordinary man would have used de-
scriptive terms in telling Attorney
Barksdale what he wanted to do. But
being the gentleman that Tony was,
his only reply was “Sue the
lousy.... gentlemen”.

The following week Jerry
Barksdale, on Tony Mason's behalf,
filed suit in the Madison County Court
against Jack Daniels for $13 million.

Our legal system was faced with
an almost impossible task...finding 12
impartial jurors who had never heard
Tony sing and had never drunk Jack
Daniels.

Onthefirstdayofthe hearing, Tony
and Jerry were on one side of the
Courtroom while on the other side, it
looked like the last ten graduating

Continued Four Pages Over

NEEDLECRAFTS

INCORPORATED

I have to assume that all Mill Vil-
lage kids had a few things in common:
no weeklyallowance, one pair of shoes
that were resoled numerous times,
always going barefootfrom late spring
until early fall (unless, of course, you
had to go somewhere important), no
air conditioning, no hot running wa-
ter, and only one store-bought toy.
This toy was usually a car, truck, or
gun, ifyou were a boy, and adoll ifyou
were a girl. Probably, the most im-
portant thing we had in common,
though, was the necessity to create
our own fun.

But enough of that stuff. The kids
in my part of townwereall in the same
boat. For fun, we had to create and we
did. The "flip" (flips and other fun
thingswill be covered inanother story)
and rubber gun were two items boys
enjoyed. Girls may have—! don't
know. | never saw girls playing with
them. Girls were not supposed to play
rough, and the rubber gun required
rough play. Girls did their own thing.

The rubber gun was the best thing
ever invented for kids to play with in
order to work off “nervous energy,” as
it is sometimes called. Probably the
most important thing about the rub-
ber gun, and flips, and many other

Continued Next Page



things, was that we had to make them
ourselves. We couldn’t go to the store
and buy them, which is just as well,
because we didn’'t have the money
anyway.

Rubber guns required three parts:
rubber strips a quarter to a half-inch
wide-the length determined by the
length of the gun barrel; a piece of
plank from six inches to two-feet long,
and a spring-type clothespin. The
plank was cut to the shape of a gun,
and the clothespin was tied to the
handlewith the business end pointing
upward. The ends of a rubber strip
(rubber band, if you prefer) were
placed together and inserted in the
clothespin. The band then formed a
loop, which was stretched over the
end of the gun. To shoot, you just
squeezed the clothespin. | think the
common rubber bands you can buy
these days had not yet been invented.
It was difficult to find car innertubes
inthose days that weren't inside a tire
onacar. InLincolnVillage, itwas even
hard to find a car. When you found a
piece big enough to be used for flips
orrubber guns, you squirreled itaway
inasafe place since .replacement parts
were needed often.

So here was a bunch of kids with
rubber guns. Now what? Why, we got
together and shot each other. That’s
right. Shoteach other? Justwhat kind
of parents would let their children
shoot each other with any kind of
gun? No wonder there is so much
violence today. We had good parents
who taught us the value of work, hon-
esty, and helpinga neighbor introuble.
Ohyes, we knew all our neighbors by
name. How many today can make that
claim? Parents taught us the differ-
ence between right and wrong, and
that we didn’t need nor have to have
everything we wanted.

Yes, we got together, formed
teams—sometimes it was every kid
for himself—and then we had a ball
shooting each other with those rub-
ber guns. How many eyes got put out?
Nary a one. What about black eyes or
skinned heads or bruises? Nope. Now,
we did get stung a lot. Occasionally, a
kid would get stung pretty hard and
get angry, but he got over it in a few
minutes, after he got in a few good
shots himself. Some kids had guns
thatwere powerful. They could leave
ared spot and smart, I'm telling you.
Thatwas fun? You'd better believe it!
Atthe end ofa good rubber gun battle,
wewere still friends, never frustrated,

and happy as larks. Frustration never
had time to build up. Anger? Well,
there was the time Mama made me
wash my britches after she warned
me not to go sliding down the clay
bank (there was one doozy) to the
railroad tracks. | was pretty unhappy
about that. 1would rather have had a
whipping. Whoops, more violence!

Know what we did when we got
bored? Wedidn’t go whiningto Mama
or Daddy about it. We invented fun. If
other kids were not around to play
with, we invented fun for one. Rubber
guns were mostly for group fun.

To my knowledge, notasingle one
of the Village kids | knew have been
arrested for crimesofviolence. Three
became preachers (some are bound
to go bad), two became policemen,
oneisareal estate broker. Okay, so he
went bad, too. I've lost track of the
others.

I'll put the mental health of Villa'ge
kids up against anyone who thinks
such activities are not good for kids.
What you need to do is make, not buy,
a few rubber guns, buy a bunch of
large rubber bands, invite a group of
your uptight friends over, and havea
nice long rubber gun battle. You'll
never be the same again.

If anyonewho reads thisstill thinks
I'm crazy, let’s talk about your kids
and football.

Jim Harris



New Hope's
Mysterious Grave

,  One day last year my friend Jack
Dillworth and | had been fishing in a
Jake near New Hope. As we were not
doing any good, he asked that we visit
acountry cemetery to look up some of
-his kinfolks. | had helped him do a
little genealogy on his very large family
:on several occasions. As we drove to
.the cemetery, Jack had me stop by a
large field that he said had belonged
to his family for many years.
* Jack pointed out a small area that
obviously had not been cultivated for
4nany years. It looked like it might
*have been an old well site or perhaps
a large tree had been there, but Jack
had the real story. He said that his
father instructed all the boys not to
plow in that plot because it was the
grave of a Union soldier. | asked Jack
if he had ever questioned his Dad
about the grave. “Oh, no," he said. “I
was brought up not to question what
my Dad said, and | sure didn’t want to
get his dander up about a Union sol-
dier. Actually, we boys heard rumors
and stories handed down by our
»grand parents about the Civil War, and
this story had been circulating for
some time.”
The story sounded a little
far-fetched for me. | thought | knew a
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lot about the Civil War. | even knew
about the Federal troops stationed in
Huntsville.

Anyway, lwas a bitskeptical about
Jack’s story, and ! got him to go the
Historical Section of the library in
Huntsville. We had been up there
several times before when | helped
him look up data about New Hope on
hisvery large family tree. Jackcouldn’t
see very well, and | often read the
information from the books we lo-
cated. Wewerehelpedinthisresearch
by a nice lady who Jack recognized as
a cousin of his.

In fact, she gave us the clue we
needed to check this story out. She
referred us to the large collection of
Union and Confederate Official
Records. Then, she reminded Jack
that New Hope was named Vienna
during the Civil War.

With that information, | looked up
Vienna in the index and found several
entries about the troops stationed at
Huntsville and their patrolling activi-
ties.

Attached hereto is the action re-
port that surely must have been the
basis of the stories still being repeated
about the Union soldier buried in the
field in New Hope.

The so-called bushwhackers that
shot up the Union patrol were led by
Capt. Johnson, also know as Parson.
There is a story about him that needs
to be told. ! was told that Parson
Johnson led a congregation in nearby
Tennessee that had protested the se-
cession of the South and he refused to
join up as asoldier. Then his flock was
occupied by Union troops who pro-
ceeded to pillage and burneverything
in sight. This so angered the Parson
that he started a very successful
guerrilla action against all Union
troops and installations in his area of
Tennessee and Alabama. This was a
very dangerous thing to do because if
captured by the Union troops, they
were likely to be executed on the spot

| am not sure why the body of thf
scoutJohn C. Martinwas not retriever
by Lt. Col. Reed’s men, but | suspec
thatthe bushwhackers gave them sue)
atrouncing that they didn’t have tim
to retrieve him, and later action re
quired that they move elsewhere
Thereis no further action reportaboi
this unit in Vienna or New Hope.

So, there is the story about th
unmarked grave of the Union soldfc
in the field in New Hope.

by Col. Martin T. Burke (USA Ret.)

Things Ain’'t What
They Used To Be!

In 1901, the Collier Drug Store had the folio.
ing items for sale:

(OF: 1 (0] I- TP 28cen
Austin’s Liver Regulator.............. 10cen
Swamp ROOL.......ccveiiieieene, 42cen
MilkWeed Cream...........cccuo....... 40cen
Ayers Sarsaparilla..........cc.ccoe.e. 88cen
Mennen'’s Violet Talcum Powder.... 13cen
Carter’s Little LiverPills.............. 20cen
Wintersmith’s Chill Tonic............ 38cen
Abbott’'sRheumaticCure............ 83cen
Hostettler's Bitters...........co....... 83cen
PYroCure.......ccooevevieiinicneene 20cer

Shades Mountain CornWhiskey... 50cer



Maxims For Marriage

The following maxims should be engraved in silver and presented to every

bridal pair at their espousal as rules for their guidance:

- The very nearest approach to domestic happiness on earth is the

cultivation, on both sides, of unselfishness.
- Never both get angry at once.

~ Never speak loud to one another unless the house is on fire.
- Let each strive to yield oftenest to the wishes of the other.
- Never find fault unless it is perfectly certain that a fault has been

committed, and always speak lovingly.
- Never taunt with a past mistake.

- Neglect the whole world, rather than one another.
- Never make a remark at the expense of one another; it is meanness.
- Never pass for a day without loving words to think of during absence.

- Never meet without a loving welcome.

- Never let the sun go down on any anger or grievance.
- Never let any fault you have committed go until you have confessed

it, and asked forgiveness.
- Never forget the happiness of early love.

- Never sigh over what might have been, but make the best of what is.
- Never forget that marriage is ordained of God, and that His blessing

alone can make it what it should be.

~ Never let your hopes stop short of the eternal love.

Christmas Open Mouse

Saturdaly, December 7,1991
fodtoS'PM

&
Sunday, December8,1991
HP9dto5DM

open allday Saturday
124 SouthSide S<pum, Huntsville, Alabama *536-3631

From a 1873 Newpaper

Old Fashion
Remedies

If you cutyour finger or hand, cover the wound
with black pepper. It will not burn, instead it
stops the bleeding, takes out the soreness, and
promotes faster healing.

FORBABIES: This has been tried onseveral tiny
babies and found to be acure when they cannot
keep their milk because their stomachs are
lacking in acid. Give a tiny spoon of baby
applesauce, even to the smallest infants, before
giving the bottle. You can get drops from the
doctor for this, but several babies have been
cured with the applesauce when the doctors
could not find out what was wrong. One baby
wentto the hospital-still no cure-but the home
remedy applesauce worked.

Bed Wetting: Give a child a teaspoonful of
honeyatbedtime. Itwill actas asedative to the
nervous system, and attracts and holds fluid
during the night.

LegAche: Rub the leginkerosene, works every
time.

For upset stomach, colitis, diarrhea: Drink cup
of hot Lipton’s tea, which is a sure cure.

Don't cut hair in the dark of the moon, or itwill
cause baldness.

Ladies: For cramps, take one teaspoon of vin-
egar, and place an old pair of shoes upside
down under your bed.



L ocations

Many of you have inquired as to where you may
pick up copies of “Old Huntsville." Due to space
limitations we cannot list all of the distribution
points, but the following Is a partial listing
If you are looking for past editions, please check
with our advertisers you see in the magazine.
Some of them may still have back issues which
they will give to customers

Pick Up A Copy Of Old Huntsville Today
At The Following Locations!

Thomas Drugs
Bruno's
Lucky’s Grocery
Cousin's Car Wash
Swinney's Ice Cream
Nolen's’ Bar-B-Que
Great Sglrlts
Pearly Gates
Huntsville Animal Shelter

i Kroger's
Village Shop%ng Center
Harco Drugs
SouthTrust Bank
Buy Wise
Secor Bank
Big Ten Tires
Brooks & Collier
Red Rooster Antiques
Gorin'
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 Graocery
Duffy's Deli
Allied Photo
Wings Restaurant
Senior Center
Hoslgltal Pharmacy
_Dean Witter
Britling's 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 lll
Harrison Bros.
Chic-Filet

Ryan's
Train Depot

Lynchburg Continued

classes from Harvard and Yale Law
Schools. Onecourtroom observerwas
heard to remark that it appeared as if
“the lawyer’s assistants had lawyers.”

As the case began to unfold, Jerry
quickly went for the jugular vein in
getting arepresentative of Jack Daniels
to admit obtaining the recipe from
Tony’s club. Other Jack Daniels offi-
cials, when questioned by Jerry
Barksdale, seemed unable to remem-
ber where the recipe came from.

One official stated that he knew
weeks before Jack Daniels started
promoting the drink that Tony Mason
had the samerecipe. However, hesaid,
“The people at Jack Daniels felt they
didn’t owe that individual in Alabama
anything.”

That raised a lot of eyebrows in the
courtroom.

“You just took his property, didn’t
you?” asked Jerry.

“No sir,” replied the official in a low
voice.

The courtroom battle raged for
days, with Tony’s attorney showing
no mercy. The attorneys for Jack
Daniels, not knowing how things are

Continued Two Pages Over
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done in Huntsville, began trying to
grill Tony’s witnesses in an attempt
to discredit their testimony.

Bad mistake.

One witness, after putting up
with what she thought was enough,
looked the corporate lawyers straight
in the eye, and said in a low, steely
voice, “l don'’t lie.”

Smiles broke out on all the observ-
ers’ faces.

Finally, the testimony was over
and itwas timefor the jurorsto decide
the case. The Judge charged the jury
and told them that if they find against
Jack Daniels they must award Mr.
Mason a nominal sum.

Reportersand newspeoplerush
to file their stories. People from all
across the country were following
the storyoftheyoung manwhowould
dare to take on acorporate giant. The
last time Huntsville captured this
much national attention from a trial
was in 1882 when Frank James stood
trial in Huntsville for a payroll rob-
bery in Florence.

The sameday, after deliberating
for hours, the jury returned.

“We, the jury, find for Mr. An-
thony Mason”...visions of anewyacht
began dancing in Tony’s eyes...”and
award the sum of $137,000.” Jerry
broke out in a big grin as he thought
about the debts he would pay off and
the long delayed vacation he had been
promising himself.

But wait...don’t spend the
money yet, Tony. The judge was
speaking again.

“l instructed you to award a
nominal sum, so | have to ask you to
returntoyour deliberationsand don’t
return until you arrive at a nominal
sum.”

With Tony’s visions of yachts
and diamond rings fast disappearing,
the jury returned again with another
verdict.

“We the jury award one dollar.”

Sowhat’s the moral to the story?
| suppose it would be that, yes, you
can take on a big corporation, if you
have enough faith and a good attor-
ney as a friend. You may notwin any
money, but you can walk out of the
courtroom withyour head held high,
knowing that you stood up for what
you believed was right.

Jerry Barksdale is still practicing
law and is considered by his peers to

Continued Four Pages Over

Whiskey Proof

* By John Crow

Everwonder what the proof figure
on a bottle of liquor tells you about
the alcohol content of the liquid con-
tained therein? Now,l know to a lot of
folks that’s pretty elementary. Butfor
those who might not know, the
answer’s really simple. Just divide
the proof number by 2 and the answer
is the percent of alcohol the liquor
contains. For example, a 100 proof
bottle of “Old Toe Nail Curler” would
be 50% alcohol-at least by today’s
American reckoning.

In the Colonial days, Americans
used the old British standard of57.1%
alcohol equals 100proof. This British
standard was known as “gunpowder
proof”, and was figured centuries ear-
lier by mixing whiskey of that proof
with gunpowder and lighting it. Atrue
100 proof (57.1%) would burn as a
steady blue blame until it almost all
burned off and then would ignite the
gunpowder. The Americans basically
adopted the British principle, but for
ease of calculation, determined that
100 proof should equal 50 percent
alcohol.

An old Birmingham moonshiner
could take a pint of “Alabama Moon”
and pretty much tell its proof by shak-
ing it. A high proof whiskey of 115 to
120 proof would form a big bubble on
the top of it. The lower the proof, the
smaller the bead thatwould form, and
the faster it would dissipate.

Of course, a novice can always try
his hand at proof estimating by trying
to guess how much of his throat, gul-
let and innards were set on fire after
the first pull at the jug. Usually the
bigger the fire, the higher the proof.
Now every once in a while you might
geta hold of some really smooth stuff.
That normally requires several pulls
on the jug, but by then it doesn’t mat-

ter anyway.



What Famous
Folks Thought
About Marriage

Here's what some famous people
have said about marriage:

your eyes 9Pen tyw
md halfshut afterward.
BenjaminJTariklin

how happily a woman maybe
yys pleases yer to discover that
nanwho yrishes that she were

not.
HX. Mencken, author

I have always thought that even
woman should many, and no man.
Beniamin Disraeli.
British prime minister

"tybody works as hardfor hi$ money as
‘thé man who mames it. )
Kin Hubbard, American humorist

) man shouldmarry untilfie has
studiedanatomy anddissfetedat least one
woman.
Honore de Balzac, author

‘Men and women, in marrying, mala a
vow to love one another, Wouldit not be
better for their hag{)mess |fthe%/ made a vow
topleast one another?

Stanislaus Leszczynski,
King of Poland

~ "The most happy marriage 1 can picture or
imagine to myseltwould be the unigrt ofa deaf
man to a blind woman.
Samuel T. Coleridge, poet

Matrimony is the high feafor which no
compass nosyet been invented.
Heinnch Heine, poet

“I/wrr may begood, but thepe are no
vteasant marriaaes.
Duke Francois de La Rpchefoucauld, author

J? system could not have been devised
more stu |ouslkl, hostile to human happiness
han marriage.

Percy Bysshe Shelly, poet

"Love matches are made bu people who
are content, for a month arfamfy, to
condemn themselves to a life ofvme(];_ar. ’
Countess of Blessington, novelist

‘tymember, it's as easy to marry a rich
. woman as a poor woman:
William Makepeaai Thackeray, writer

"One shouldalways be in love. That is
the reason one shoufd never

mar\%._
Oscar Wilde,
playwright and novelist.



A Jealous Wife
Murders Her
Former Rival

Seldom are we called upon to
chronicle a more startling and hor-
rible affair than that which reaches
us from Gilmer County, which oc-
curred on the 10th at Burleson Moun-
tain, near the town of Ellijay. The
facts as given us by a gentleman of
undoubted veracity, who is a citizen
of the county, are as follows:

It seems that a party, or ball, had
been given at the home of a Mr.
Hambrick, and quite a crowd had
gathered to participate in the social
enjoyment of the evening. Among
the number were Mrs. Southron and
husband, and also Mrs. Cowart. The
dancing commenced and everything
passed off as merry as a marriage
bell, until a set was formed in which
were seen the figures of Mr. Southron
and Mrs. Cowart, his former ladylove.

This sight was too much for the
enraged wife, who, urged on by that
green-eyed monster, jealousy, bor-

For personal matters like insurance,
you need to be in the right company.

rowed her father’s pocketknife under
the pretense of procuring a tooth
brush and immediately sought outthe
couple, who by this time were ab-
sorbed in the dance. She commanded
the woman to desist, which she re-
fused to do, and almost in a moment,
she was a bleeding corpse at the feet
ofthe livid wife. Having received some
six or seven stabs in the face, neckand
body, any of whichwould have proved
fatal. A general stampede of the
dancers was the result, which gave
the murderess, aided by her husband,
ample time to make her escape.

At last accounts the Sheriff of the
county had warrants for the arrest of
the parties and was in hot pursuit.
From 1886 newspaper

Tfie beginning Pfours
‘The beginning hours
ofthe mornings
of the warm days are best,
(But 1Tl couldalways
wahe to you
I would never need

the sun again.

J2 poem 6y John Crow



Abigail Bums

Abigail Lylia Burns was a beautiful
young actress trained in Pittsburgh.
Shewas playing the lead in La Traviata
and her company was touring the
South. The year was 1914.

The company left Nashville and
came to Athens, Alabama, where
Abigail was to sing in McCandless Hall
on the Athens State College campus.
When she sang, the audience fell in
love with her, and when the perfor-
mance ended everyone begged her to
stay. But she had an engagement in
Huntsville for the following evening,
and had to leave. Wearing a white
gown and clutching a bouquet of red
roses at her breast, she promised that
she would return to Athens even “if it
is the last thing that | do.”

Still clutchingthe bouquetofroses
she boarded the carriage bound for
Huntsville. Itwas nearly midnightand
the weather was foul. A loud clap of
thunder frightened the horses pulling
her carriage. When they bolted, the
carriage disengaged and fell over a
bridge landing in a pile of bedrock.
Abigail was pulled from the wreckage,
her white gown muddy and torn. Badly
injured, she was still holding the flow-
ers she had received from her adoring
audience. As she was pulled from the
rocks, her last words were, “I have a
promise to keep; | must return.” She
died soon afterwards.

The townspeople of Athens, so
upset by this accident, planted abeech
tree by the side entrance to
McCandless Hall, in loving memory of
Abigail Lylia Burns. Soon afterward,
reports began surfacing of a beautiful
young woman seen standing in a win-
dow on the third floor of McCandless
Hall. The reports continued and al-
ways the description remained the
same—a beautiful young woman,
wearing a white gown and clutching a
bouquet of deep red roses, standing
in a window. As always, she was
bathed in a shroud of blue light.

These sightings continued well
into the 1980’s and 90’s. Is she really
there? Is she trying to keep her prom-
ise to the people of Athens?

Will we ever really know?

K.C.

OLD FARMER’S VELVET PIE

4 eggs,slightly beaten
1/2 cup sugar

1/4 tsp salt

1 tsp vanilla

2 1/2 cups milk, scalded
9-inch unbaked pie shell

Pinch of nutmeg

Mix first 4 ingredients. Stir in milk and pour at once
into pie shell. Sprinkle nutmeg on top. Bake at 475
for 5 minutes, then turn oven down to 425 and bake
f(|)r 15 minutes longer or knife inserted comes out
clean.

PUMPKIN GRITS
(A FAVORITE OF OLD-TIMERS)

1 cup grits
1 cup pureed cooked pumpkin (not pie filling)

salt and cayenne pepper, to taste

Boil grits, then mix in pumpkin, salt and cayenne.
Serve with butter or red-eye gravy.



Lynchburg Continued

be one of the best attorneys around.
He is still asked frequently what hap-
pened to his one dollar award.

Alas! Jerry never received his 33
cents {1/3 fee}. Jack Daniels appealed
the verdict and it was overturned.
Attorney Barksdale is also the proud
inventor of a new drink that he is
hoping to promote someday. It is
called the “Dickel Dew Drop” and
consists of two shots of George Dickel
and a single drop of water.

Tony Masonis still performingand
is married to the lovely Robin Kite. He
spends most of his time now working
on his rental property and building
custom rocking horses, called appro-
priatelyenough, “Tonys Ponys”. When
asked about losing the case, Tony
paused as if in reflection, and said *“l
don’t think | really lost. 1 made friends
with a lot of people that | would have
never known if it had not been for the
trial, and when all is said and done, its
your friends that are the most impor-

tant thing inyour life. I'm happier now
than'veeverbeen.” Andwhatabout
Uncle Jack up in Lynchburg? Jack
Danielswas completelycleared of any
wrongdoing and continues to make
the best whiskey that money can buy.
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Pet Cemetery

Pet cemeteries are becomingvery
popular these days, butthereisonein
this area that not too many people
know about, is very unique in its in-
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habitants, got started backinthe 30’s,
and to this day is still maintained and
cared for.

It is the Coon Dog Cemetery in
Southwest Colbert County near the
Thomas Wildlife Management Area. It
is the final resting place for some of
the finest raccoon hunting dogs in the
country. There is no other place on
earth that has devoted an entire cem-
etery to coon dogs.

It got its start back in 1930 when
Key Underwood buried his beloved
hunting companion, Old Troop. The
story goes that Old Troop was first
owned by a moonshiner who ended
up in jail, and the dog was sold by the
unlucky owner to Key. The dog was
old at the time, but he and Key be-
came inseparable companions. When
Old Troop died, Underwood buried
him in what was then a favorite hunt-
ing ground.

There are about 150 dogs buried
inthe cemetery, located on a 150-acre
plot. They are decorated with every-
thing fromwood planks to profession-
ally carved headstones. In 1960 a
stone monument to all of the dogswas
erected in the middle of the cemetery.
Itdepicts two hounds stretched to full
length at the bottom of a tree where a
raccoon has been treed.

Incoon hunting, done onlyat night,
the dog picks up the scent and the
hunters follow, trailing the dogs by
the individual sounds oftheir barking.
When a hunt is successful, a raccoon
is treed. It is then the option of the
hunter to either bag the raccoon, or
let it go free. Each hunter can tell
exactlywhere thecoonis bythe sound
of his own dog barking. They can tell
whichdogis inthe lead, and which are
followingbehind. Thereisareal artto
it.

Old Troop is remembered by an
inscribed brick that was taken from
the fireplace of an old house that once
stood nearby. His grave, and those of
the other dogs buried there, are main-
tained regularly by the Tennessee
Valley Coon Hunters Association. The
hunters often gather there on Labor
Day for barbecue, music and a liar’s
contest. They also decorate the
graves.

To get to the cemetery from the
Shoals, Take U.S. 72 West from
Tuscumbia and turn south on Ala-
bama 247 near Barton.

Take Another?

It was a soft and balmy night in
spring. The burning sunset was
hanging its golden tapestries across
the mellowwest, and the electric light
was just beginning to fixand spitalong
the main streets, when Elder Snoozer
was sitting in the elegant boudoir of
Widow Smith, whose rich brown eyes
and desirable real estate penetrated
the bachelor’s innermost thoughts.

“Canyou, Sara,” he said, throwing
his enormous hand uponhershoulder,
“cometo my home in the second ward,
where | will be your slave?”

“Will that squint-eyed first wife of
yours be made to stand around when
| arrive?”

“When your dulcet voice sounds
through the ancestral halls, Hannah
will get to the coal bin. She will have
about five hours of sleep a day and
work for you the balance of the time.”

Inside of the week they passed
through the endowment halls, where

Elder Wells made them one. Old
Snoozer took in a fine piece of real
estate with a good looking woman,
and was happy. Two years passed,
and the once beautiful Sara, bending
over the washtub and slamming the
endowment robe of the third wife vi-
ciously against a tree until the suds
falling over the tender flowers gave
them new life in the hot July sun, is the
kind of picture a passing bullwacker
contemplates.

“How do you like the new deal?”
asks the first wife, who is chopping
wood nearby. And the language of
wife #2 is not fit to print in a family
newspaper like this one.

From 1909 Newspaper



Moonshine In

Harrison County
by Jim Harris

We lived in a little house on the Cabiness
Farm on Harrison Cove Road about a half mile
or so from the intersection of Gurley Pike, or if
){_ou were going the other way, Maysville Road.

here was a little church building next door
and a cemetery across the road. We lived there
two years.

Every weekend during the two summers
we lived there, an older couple passed by on
their way into Harrison Cove to tneir “country
cottage'Svhich was located at the upper end of
the Cove and abouta quarter mile up the side of
the mountain.

The place was a small farm that had been
reclaimed by the mountain long before this
couple came to possess it. One of them had
inherited it, and they were determined to re-
claimit. Ivisited the place several times when
we lived on the Houk Farm a mile or so further
up in the Cove.

It had a fenced garden. The fence was
overgrown with honeysuckle, but you could
still tell the fence was there, the orchard still
had a few fruit trees standing. There were
several springs that ran year-round near the
house.

The house was originally a one-room log
house, but had aroom built on some time later.
The addition had no floor, though. The road to
the farm, overgrown with vegetation, still had
visible ruts. It appeared to have been heavily
used at one time.

Late in the second summer the couple
stopped by to rest; it was a good two-mile walk
from their place to our house. This became a
weekly ritual and, evidently, we had gained
their trust, for this visit was a shade different.
Afterafew minutes the man pulled apint Mason
jar from his jacket and offered my Dad a drink.
He refused it, but the man told this story about
the contents of the jar.

He had put afloor in the side room to make
it a kitchen with an old cast iron cook stove.
Now the kitchen was on the downhill side of the
house and the floor was elevated up off the
ground. He built a still under the kitchen floor
with the flue running up through the floor and
into the flue of the cook stove.

Reveneurs came calling one day tra/ing to
find his still. Earlier that day, he had killed a
copperhead snake and thrown it across the
garden fence. Remember that the fence was
overgrown with honeysuckle vines. The Gov-
ernment men had sticks they used to separate
and liftvegetation so theYcouId see theground.
They hit at the snake, lilted it up off the fence
and dropped it back where it was—and iust
about beat that fence to death before they left!
They never found his still nor his supply of
moonshine, and all the time he had his supply
in Mason jars hidden on the ground under the
honeysuckle directly beneath that snake.



Peter

1836
The Texas

revolution had
stirred the
emotions of
almost all Americans.
As news of the
tragedies at the
Alamo and Goliad
spread, men every
where took up arms
to help the brave Texans
in their fight forindependence.
Huntsville was no exception.

A company led by Captain Peyton
S. White was formed in the spring of
1836, and after a short provisioning
period, marched to Texas and war.
Among the members of this company
were George Spotwood, Green Ham-
let, C. Grayson, William Wilson and a
free black man by the name of Peter
Daniels.

Peter Daniels was a well-liked bar-
ber in town who was also known for
his ability to play the fife. When the
Companywas formed he became their
fifer.

It apears as if Daniels' reputation
as a fifer had spread into Mexico, and
when he was captured in a skirmish
with Mexican troops, he was
mediately offered a position as their
ifer. Daniels refused, saying he would
eather diethan play one note for them.

The Mexican troops then offered

aim a choice... life or death.
Still he refused to join their army.
Marched to the edge of a ravine, he
was placed in front of a firing squad
md offered one last chance to live.
‘Shoot me,” he replied, 1 am an Ameri-
can.

His body lies inanunmarked grave
somewhere in the lonely sands of
Texas. In Huntsville the only remem-
brance of him is a footnote in a book
published almost 100 years ago.

Peter Daniels, a true Huntsville
tiero, deserves more.

Thaw out frozen meat by putting it on an egg carton,
then all the water will go in the egg carton, and you just throw it away.

To make more juicy hamburgers,
add one grated raw potato with each pound of ground beef.

To make an iron slick so it will iron smooth and easy,
rub beeswax on it occasionally when ironing.

Chill cheese to make it grate more easily.

A clean clothes pin provides a cool handle to steady the cake tin
when removing a hot cake from the oven.

Use the divider from an ice tray to cut biscuits in a hurry. Shape dough to conform
with size of divider and cut. After baking the biscuits will separate at dividing lines.

A strong thread can cut a cake as well, or better than, a knife
especially when the cake is hot.

If you keep a mule shoe in the stove oven it will keep
hawks from getting the chickens.
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Hate'm
Like The Deuvil

In April 1862, Union General
Ormsby McKnight Mitchel led his men
in an invasion of North Alabama.
Mitchel captured Huntsville by sur-
prise on April 11, and soon sent his
men both east and west along the
Memphis & Charleston Railroad.
Mitchel’s men quickly made his name
a“hissand by-word” among Alabama’s
citizens, who before long were claim-
ing Mitchel’s initials “O” and “M” ac-
tually stood for “Ohio Monster". Even
more detested was Russian-born
Colonel John B. Turchin (originally lvan
V.Turchinoff), who ordered hismento
pillage Athens, Alabama, because its
residents had dared to cheer the Con-
federate cavalry who temporarily
drove his soldiers from the city. The
two Union commanders were no more
popular in Tuscumbia, as is shown in
a letter written from there on July 27,
1862, by Lieutenant Charles W. Wills of
the 7th Illinois Cavalry:

“We stayed at the hotel Thursday
night and the old Negro who lighted
me to my room amused me consider-
ably with his account of General
Turchin’s proceedings here. Turchin
brought the first Federal force across
the Tennessee into Alabama, and |
guess he ‘went at it loosely’. The old
Negro said that he only had 1,200 men
with him and brought no luggage,
knapsacks or anything else with him,
but went away with 300 wagons, and
everything there was in the country
worth taking. That his men made the
whitewomen (wouldn’tlet the colored
women) do the cooking and washing,
ind that although they only brought
one suit of clothes, they put on a new
one every morning and always looked
is though they had just stepped from
i bandbox. People here hate General
Mitchel's whole command as they do
the devil, and many of them even
more...We’re guarding about 100 miles
of railroad from luka to Decatur, and it
promises to be pretty rough work. Day
before yesterday’s guerilla party
swooped down on a station 24 miles
feast of here where General Thomas
had 160 men and captured all but 20 of
them. We are relieving General
Thomas’s command from duty here,
but the Rebels saved us the trouble of
relieving that part”.






