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Poor
Orphan
Trash

He threatened to shoot us, or slit
all our throats, while we were sleep-
ing. These were not idle threats; we
knew daddy was capable of any-
thing when he was drinking! We
children were terrified; so was our
mother, but the fear did not block
her reasoning, Every Friday after-
noon, she put the shotgun and ev-
ery knife in the house in a pillow-
case. She then took the pillowcase
to the cotton field near our house,
hiding it among the bushes.
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Poor
Orphan
Trash

by Mildred Holmes

My very first memory was so
terrifying and so senseless that I
had never been able to figure it
out. It was completely without
understanding.

My father took my oldest sis-
ter Ruth, my little brother Harley
and me for a long walk, deep into
the woods. I was, at the most,
three years old.

My sister Ruth carried
Harley, and Daddy carried me on
his shoulders. He later put me
down to let me walk. It was
spring, as I remember the pleas-
ant aroma of the trees. It seemed
every step I took was like step-
ping onto a feather pillow, for the
ground was soft and springy fol-
lowing a ferocious morning
storm.

What started out to be an
adventure soon turned into a
nightmare. We had journeyed all
the way to a river or large creek.
I don’t know which. All I remem-
ber is that our daddy told us to
go down a steep bank. We were
frightened and refused, so he
picked up Ruth, Harley still in

her arms. He carried her and
Harley half way down the bank
and deposited the two of them
there. I was so afraid that I tried
to hide, but he found me and
carried me down. Slipping and
sliding as he descended the steep
embankment, he dropped me
next to Ruth, then struggled back
up the bank, disappearing from
our sight. Where he went I don’t
know.

When we didn’t return home,
Mother began searching for us.
Hours later, when it was pitch
dark, she found and rescued us.

I don’t know what daddy told
her, but he disappeared soon af-
terwards.

My mother was beautiful!
Long, black, naturally curly hair
and sky blue eyes crowned her
small, slim body. Her perfectly
sculptured face was one that a
great artist would love to have
painted. She was a smart, indus-
trious woman whose only goal
was to care for and protect her
children.

The only form of birth con-
trol in those days was to nurse
one’s babies until they grew
teeth. That practice, it was be-
lieved, limited pregnancies to
one every two years. My mother
had nine children. David, Ruth,
and Talmadge were fathered by
her first husband, a drunk and
wife beater. My mother divorced
him and married my father, who
was nearly twice her age. Unfor-
tunately, Mother went from bad
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to worse. In the old days, one
would say, “Out of the frying pan,
into the fire.”

Our half brother Talmadge
was rumored to have been mur-
dered by my father. Of course,
daddy paid no penalty for his
crime. In those days, the male
head of the household could
treat his family anyway he chose.
It was considered to be a family
matter.

I grew up in a cotton field. We
worked from sun-up to sun-
down and what money we made
went into the company bank
which was tightly rolled up in
Mother’s handkerchief. I remem-
ber Mother spending fifty whole
cents to have our corn ground
into cornmeal. A few more cents
bought soda, salt and a huge
sack of flour that was packaged
in a cotton print sack. That's how
she got the cloth to make our
clothes.

Our lives improved consider-
ably for a while, after our father
came home in early summer.
Mother never mentioned where
he had been, but I overheard one
of our aunts say he had been in
prison.

Daddy took a job in the saw-
mill and moved us to a better
house. It was a weathered, shot-
gun house with a good tin roof
that didn’t leak. Best of all, there
was a well from which we could
draw water. In the past, we had
to catch rainwater in big, num-
ber ten galvanized washtubs.
This was what we used for bath-
ing and laundering clothes. Our

drinking water was brought in
buckets from the stream below
our house. Now, we drew water
directly from the well for bath-
ing and for rinsing our clothes,
after boiling them in our big
black wash pot. More impor-
tantly, we no longer had to wait
for rain in order to get a bath or
to wash our clothes.

Mother never mentioned the
word rich, but I'm certain that
rich is the way I felt. We even had
kerosene for our lamp, which
meant we didn’t have to go to bed
at the moment of darkness.

Our daddy stood 6’4", weigh-
ing approximately 275 pounds,
most of which was hard, bulg-
ing muscles. I would have
thought he was handsome, had
I loved him. I don’t know if he
was thought of as “the meanest
man in the county”, but I do
know he was known as the stron-
gest. Men who wished to chal-
lenge his reputation soon
learned that all they had to do
was give daddy a few drinks of
home brew and the big man lost
his strength, just as Samson did
in the story we learned in Sun-
day school.

So, it became a regular tribu-
lation. Daddy came home every
payday, mean, drunk, and with
no money for mother’s handker-
chief. After getting him drunk,
the men sometimes beat him.
Without exception, they rolled
him for his money. Always a will-
ing participant, he later cried,
vomited, beat us or raped
Mother, with us watching. Some-
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times he just wanted to sit and
listen to us sing,

Ruth had stepped on one of
mother’s sewing needles a year
or so prior to this time. It was
lodged there permanently, which
gave her considerable pain. Our
daddy, when he was drunk,
knew how to make that needle
jump right out, on it's own ac-
cord. All we children had to do
was to sing to the top of our
lungs, while Ruth, sitting on the
floor, had to hold the bottom of
her right foot level and horizon-
tal to the rafters. The bottom of
the foot had to be level to keep
the three marbles from rolling
off. This ritual was not an inno-
cent game, played by a mellowed
drunk. It was morbid punish-
ment for us children, the forced
participants. The object of the
game was for him to hit one of
us every time the marbles rolled
off, or if we quit singing. The
game sometimes lasted for
hours. We knew the game had

mercifully ended when he passed
out in this chair.

Daddy didn’t like my sister
Winnah very much. I think it was
because Winnah had a male twin.
At birth, the boy died and
Winnabh lived. I heard Mother say
that Daddy burned Winnah's
birth certificate in the fireplace
as he vowed, “She ain’'t no daugh-
ter of mine.” Daddy usually ig-
nored Winnah. On the other
hand, Daddy loved me; he gave
me lots of attention. When Daddy
was sober, I was his sweet baby
girl. When he was drinking, I was
the object of his rage. Often
times, in the middle of the night,
I awoke to another beating. Be-
cause he loved me so much, I was
the one Daddy chose to grab by
the hair of the head, and beat
unmercifully, as my feet dangled
in mid-air.

Once, mother asked him
about his money. He threatened
to shoot us, or slit all our throats,
while we were sleeping. These
were not idle threats; we knew
daddy was capable of anything
when he was drinking. We chil-
dren were terrified; so was our
mother, but the fear did not
block her reasoning. Every Fri-
day afternoon, she put the shot-
gun and every knife in the house
in a pillowcase. She then took the
pillowcase to the cotton field
near our house, hiding it among
the bushes.

One day, we saw a man stag-
gering down the narrow dirt road
that led to our house. We were
at some distance, but it appeared
to be Daddy! It couldn’t be! This
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was only Thursday! He had no
money to buy whiskey until pay-
day, which was Friday.

The approaching figure was
much closer to the house than
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hoes, jumped cotton rows and
raced toward the house with one
thought in mind: “Hide the gun
and the knives!” We were too late.

Daddy was in the house, just
a few steps ahead of us. He ap-
proached us with a butcher knife
in his hand and proceeded to cut
off Mother’s dress from the
shoulders.

Mother yelled at us, “Go out-
side, children!” as her dress fell
to the floor.

We didn’t budge. We watched
in horror this enraged behavior.

“Think youre smarter than
me, do you?” he said, sounding
amused, as he put the knife to
our mother’s throat. “Well, let me
show you how smart I am!” he
said, as he forced her backward
toward the bed.

With a clenched fist, Daddy
punched mother in the stomach
and threw her on the bed. He
then pulled that big penis out of
his overalls and put it inside
Mother. He raped her and beat
her in front of his own children’s
eyes.

The following Monday morn-
ing, Daddy was sober again. He
went to work, never mentioning
anything that had happened. It
was just as though nothing had
happened. We knew differently.
So, that’s the way it was. Life was
a constant battle, a challenge to
survive one day at a time. Many
people today ask why we put up
with it. The simple truth is that

we knew no better.

It was on a Saturday after-
noon when I found myself alone
with daddy. No one else was in
the house. Realizing the situa-
tion, I quietly started for the
door. Perhaps I should have run,
as my tippee toe manner did not
escape his attention. Daddy
grabbed me and deposited me on
the kitchen table.

“Hush, hush, baby girl,” he
whispered, as he put my legs
between his to stop my kicking,
He cupped my head with his
huge hands as he added, “I won't
hurt you; just be still.”

I tried to fight but there was
no chance of escape. I knew it
and so did he. Just as I was
about to give up hope, I heard a
door slam. Mother yanked me
from the table and held me close
to her. From fear, anger, I don't
know which; I could feel my
mother’s whole body shaking.
Her small voice had a strength
to it I had never heard before
when she ordered Daddy out of
the house.

Not long afterwards Mother
got sick. She was unable to work
in the fields any longer and the
only income we had was what we
children could earn. In despera-
tion Mother applied for welfare.

Halsey

The day the welfare people came
to inspect us, mother seemed
anxious and worried that they
might not approve us. She actu-
ally had Winnah to climb up to
the rafters, above our kitchen, to
hide the pitifully small amount
of coffee she had saved, and used
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so sparingly. I could not under-
stand why the inspectors might
turn us down because of a fourth
of a pound of coffee, when there
was no food in the house.

When we learned Mother had
cancer, we moved in with my
grandparents. We soon learned
that all they wanted was the la-
bor we kids could provide. Their
first words to us were, “ There
won't be any lolly gagging around
here. If you think we're going to
do all the work, you've got an-
other thought coming!”

I saw my Mother cringe as the
light drained from her eyes. She
knew, as did I, that we were in
trouble.

There was nothing to do now
but try to endure our situation,
so we tried to work extra hard
to make sure none of us were any
trouble to our grandparents.
From then on Winnah and I took
care of Mother and the little ones,
worked the fields, and did most
of the house chores.

No matter how hard we la-
bored, however, the treatment
was the same. It was as though
they looked for excuses to slap
us, whip us, and verbally abuse
us. It was not unusual for one or
more of us to have wide blue
marks on our legs and behinds.
These marks were made by our
grandfather’s leather strap. To
them, we were our crazy, sick

mother’s children, not their
grandchildren.

It was decided, I'm sure by
Mama (my grandmother), that
Mother should be taken to Bir-
mingham to see Oral Roberts. He
was a young evangelist, who al-
ready had a reputation for heal-
ing the sick. In a borrowed,
rattletrap old car Aunt Lorez and
Mama took Mother to see Mr.
Roberts. In a world of pain,
Mother lay on the back seat as
they traveled over dusty, bumpy,
dirt roads most of the way. Once
there, they had to wait for hours
to see this miraculous healer.
Finally, Mother was carried in to
Mr. Roberts, who laid hands on
her and prayed for her recovery.

Then he looked at her, and
patting her hand, said, “If your
faith is strong enough, you will
be healed.”

On the way home, Mama
threw Mother’s morphine pills
out the car window saying, “You
won’'t need these anymore! If
youre truly righteous, you're
cured”.

By the time Mother was
brought home that evening, she
was in screaming pain. Mama
said it was her own fault because
she was not righteous, and her
faith not strong enough.

Oral Roberts did not know
my mother. He could have taken
lessons from her when it came
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to faith.

Mother’s pain kept getting
worse and with no medicine it
was becoming unbearable.

My sister Winnah intercepted
the mailman the next day and got
our welfare check. After hitching
a ride to town she somehow
talked a druggist into selling her
some morphine. Mother’s pain
was better, but Winnah got a
beating from Grandmother.

Soon afterwards we returned
home and discovered that our
grandparents had given away our
youngest brother and sister.
Mother had not given permission
but there was nothing that she,
nor we, could do.

Mother kept getting worse all
the time. One evening while I was
sitting with her she asked me to
help her die. I was 11 years old
at the time.

I didn’t go to sleep that night.
All night long I prayed for mother
to die, without my assistance.

When she died the next
morning, without my help, I was
so grateful.

Things continued to get
worse after Mother died. As
young as we were, we were ex-
pected to work in the fields ev-
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ery day while dodging the blows
of our grandparents whenever
they got angry.

Looking back at it, people in
the neighborhood must have re-
alized our situation, for one day
we were summoned from the
fields early. There was a strange
man waiting for us at the house.

He introduced himself as Mr.
Cox and explained to us children
that our grandparents were mis-
treating us. Before he could do
anything, however, he had to con-
firm it with us.

We stood stiff with fear, so he
asked us again and seemed to
be staring right at me, into my
heart. Something about his man-
ner seemed to tell me that he was
a kind gentle man who really
worried about us

Clutching the hole in my
dress with two hands, I walked
directly to him and blurted, “As
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soon as you leave, they will beat
me for this, but I'm going to tell
you anyway!” So I told him.

The words rushed from my
underdeveloped eleven-year-old
body like floodwater. There had
been no one to tell before. No one
asked, because no one cared. I
told him how we were treated
like slaves instead of grandchil-
dren, how they beat us with fire-
wood, and that we were hungry
most of the time. Moreover, I told
him they had sold our two-year-
old brother and our four-year-old
sister just a month before. Then
they brought home infant twin
boys to love and dote on with all
their hearts. How could they love
them but not their own grand-
children?

I told Mr. Cox that I did not
understand any of this, but the
one thing that I knew for sure,
was that we needed to get away
from there. I told him that my
sister Winnah had overheard our
grandmother talking about mak-
ing extra money by inviting men
callers to pay visits to Winnah
and me. We, at our age, should
not have understood what this
meant, but we knew all too well.
We felt that our grandmother
would do anything for money.

Mr. Cox rose to his feet and
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started towards the door. Never
acknowledging my grandpar-
ents, he nodded at my three sib-
lings then looked back at me, “Be
patient,” he said, “I'll be back for
you.”

When he left my grandmother
called me into the house. Grand-
father was waiting with his
leather strap. I automatically
assumed the expected position
by leaning over the chair stand-
ing directly in front of him.

A few days later we were
called from the fields early again.
This time a lady from the wel-
fare department, Miss Betty
Coons, was waiting on the front
porch. In a soft, confident voice
she told us that the Welfare De-
partment had decided that we
should be placed in an orphan-
age called The Alabama Baptist
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Children’s Home. When I learned
that Mr. Cox was in charge of it,
I could not have been happier.

Minutes later we got in the
car with her and left. My grand-
parents stayed in the house, not
even waving good bye.

Miss Coons drove us to a
doctor who poked and exam-
ined, gave us several shots each
and put some kind of patch on
our arms. He said something
about checking us for tubercu-
losis, malnutrition and some
words I had never heard before.
After seeing the doctor, I have a
vague remembrance of Miss
Coons taking us to see a man
who was sitting at this real high
desk. I believe he must have been
a judge who made decisions for
children who were not of legal
age.
After a long drive, we finally
arrived at the Children’s Home
where Mr. Cox was waiting for
us. After being checked in at the
administration building I was
separated from my brothers and
sister and led to a cottage which
was to be my new home.

One of the matrons, Miss
Evelyn, showed me around.
First, she took me to the bath-
room; there were four showers
and three toilets. I had never
seen in-door plumbing before, so
she obligingly showed me how
they worked. In what was to be
my room were twelve beds more
like the size of cots. Six were
lined up on one side of the room
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and six on the other side. Be-
tween each bed was a small
metal table with one drawer. I
started to sit down but was
quickly corrected, “Beds are not
to sit on; they are for sleeping.”

There was a central storage
room where everyone’s clothes
were kept together. When you
outgrew your clothes they were
given to someone else. The home
resembled a large campus with
acres of green grass between the
various buildings that housed
the cottages, laundry building,
infirmary and offices. Boys and
girls were separated on different
sides of the campus.

After the brief tour I was
given the rules. “From now on,
you will not do anything without
first asking permission. Here (at
the Children’s Home), we have a
schedule. Meals are eaten at an
exact time, three times a day. You
will bathe every night, at an ex-
act time. You will do chores at
an exact time, get up and go to
bed, at an exact time. You will
also play at an exact time. If you
are playing and need to go to the
bathroom, you must first ask
permission to come inside. Oh,
and one other thing; I expect you
to answer “Yes, Ma'am, No
Ma'am. Do you understand?”

This was to be my home for
the next seven years.

All of the children had
chores. All boys over twelve years
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of age worked the gardens, grow-
ing anything we could eat. The
boys also milked the cows and
delivered a five-gallon can of
milk to the back door of each
cottage every morning. The boys
of the orphanage also kept that
large campus mowed; that's why
it always looked so nice.

Girls who were twelve and
older had their duties as well. We
kept the administration building
clean. We also cut and bundled
coupons and worked in the laun-
dry. For awhile, I and several
other girls, scissor-cut, counted
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and bundled coupons. These
coupons were sent from all over
the state of Alabama. Some
people actually trimmed them;
others just tore them out and
stuck them in the mail. It didn’t
matter; they were worth money.
Some coupons were worth one
mill; others were worth three or
five mills. Occasionally, we found
one worth a penny, or five whole
cents. The Children’s Home
turned in these coupons for
cash. Eventually, we had enough
to build a small infirmary where
those of us who were sick could
go to recover. To keep contagious
things like mumps, flu and
measles from spreading, visitors
were not usually allowed.

After a time, I was rotated to
laundry duty. Underwear and
dresses were done by each indi-
vidual girl’s cottage but the cen-
tral laundry washed and ironed
all the shirts, pants and sheets.
Teams of two girls each folded
the sheets to perfection.

The most awaited, expectant
time of the whole year was vaca-

Write

Send us your stories to be pub-
lished in Old Huntsville. Stories
must be about Huntsville and have
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tion time. It was the time around
which the entire orphan’s year
evolved! For two whole weeks,
the forty-acre campus of the or-
phanage was silent of children’s
laughter, tears or chores. A lucky
few went to visit relatives. The
large majority took potluck, be-
ing sent all around the state to
whomever requested a boy or girl
of a particular age.

That first year I watched as
Billy’s name was pinned to his
left shoulder. He had been prom-
ised to a family in Mobile, Ala-
bama - a long bus trip for a little
boy all alone. The family who
requested him asked for a sweet,
seven-year-old boy. Their request
did not include a twelve year old
girl. I was sent to a family in
Vinemont who had requested
two pre-teen girls.

Each boy and girl at the home
had his or her own clothing
people, as they were called. In
order to help the orphanage, dif-
ferent churches from around the
state volunteered to clothe an
assigned child until the child
graduated or left the Home.
There was no changing. Once
your name was assigned, it be-
came a permanent situation un-
less the clothing people resigned.
Consequently, some of the chil-
dren were better-dressed than
others.

My clothing people were from
a small, rural, poor church that
could not have had more than
fifty members. The clothing they
sent me was used and often
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times, too mature for a young
girl. I would like to have had
pretty new dresses, but some-
how, it didn’t matter. I was grate-
ful that these people cared
enough to share with me what
they could.

Somehow the years passed.
The Children’s Home truly be-
came my home and thoughts of
being an orphan rarely if ever
entered my mind. For me, and
most of the other children, it was
a blessed relief from what we had
known before.

After graduating high school
I received a scholarship at
Samford University. [ worked 25
to 30 hours a week in a beauty
salon and spent the rest of my
time studying and attending
classes. Some friends talked me
into entering a local beauty con-
test and, much to my surprise, I
won. I entered other contests and
was eventually selected as the
Alabama Maid of Cotton, which
was a high honor at the time.

Part of my duty as the Ala-
bama Maid of Cotton was to

travel to different states, giving
speeches on behalf of the Cotton
Council. I really enjoyed this,
especially the flying, Cotton re-
ally was my favorite fabric, and I
was more than happy to say so.
As I became a more experienced
speaker, I humorously told of
planting, thinning, chopping and
picking cotton.

In grand style, my sponsors
sent me to Memphis, Tennessee
for the National Maid of Cotton
competition. They really ex-
pected that I would win, espe-
cially since the National Press
Association had picked me as
most photogenic. It made me
nervous that my sponsors ex-
pected so much of me. All I could
do was my very best. That was
all.

The week long competition
got underway. There was such a
bevy of beautiful girls, I felt hon-
ored just to be among them. I
knew that I had one
chance out of fifty-two
and that was okay.

During the week, it

Tim McNeese - Loan Officer

was made clear that the winner
would travel the globe, promot-
ing cotton. I would love to do this.
I could handle it! But so could
every girl there, especially Miss
North Carolina. Had I been one
of the judges, I would have
picked her.

On Friday, I received a good
luck telegram from the orphan-
age. The names of over two hun-
dred children were plainly
spelled out. It was probably the
longest telegram in history. A
sense of pride and duty over-
whelmed me. I knew that, if I
should win, it would be like they
were winners too. Now, I wanted
to win more than ever. The tele-
gram was still in my hand when
I was called in for a special ses-
sion with the judges.

The head judge was very for-
mal as he began to speak. “You
might not know this, Miss
Nelson, but the National Maid of
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Cotton comes under the highest
scrutiny. So does her family. Of-
ten, her family travels with her.
They have to be beyond re-
proach. We've debated what to do
about you. We've decided to tell
you that you can’t win since you
have no family.”

I rose from my seat, fighting
back anger and tears as [ handed
him my telegram. “I have a fam-
ily. Here are all two hundred of
their names.”

Somehow, I managed to leave
the room without completely
breaking down. For the first time
in my life, I felt like an orphan.

That was over forty years ago.
Since then I have married the
most wonderful man in the
world, owned a successful busi-
ness and, most importantly, re-
alized how lucky I have been.

Only five of Mother’s nine
children survive. The author and
two of her brothers, Billy and
Sam, are college graduates. All
five have attended a college or
university. All have become
stable adults with no predisposi-
tion to passing on to their chil-
dren, or anyone else, the abuse
they suffered as children.
Winnah and her husband, a Bap-
tist minister, have devoted their
lives to caring for underprivi-
leged and abused children. Each
of our homes has been a refuge
for distressed children in need

on many occasions.

If the scars of the past have
left any bitterness in any of us, it
certainly is not apparent. The
author’s home is filled with wall-
to-wall people at holidays - three
generations -of happy, well ad-
justed grandparents, parents
and grandchildren.

Life is good!

The book, “Poor Orphan
Trash,” by Mildred Holmes, can
be purchased at Shaver’s Book
store. It is a strong. inspira-
tional book that should be read
by everyone.

Free Attorney Consultation for Bankruptcy

MITCHELL HOWIE
& RUSSELL

533-2400

No representation is made that the quality of legal services to be performed
is greater than the quality of legal services performed by other lawyers.
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With pearls of wisdom

contributed by the Liar's Table

Summer is just about over,
and it sure has been a great one.
There are lots of activities going
on. The tax bill failed but our
city and county both seem to be
doing well. So that should say
something about our leadership.

I sure hope all is well for you
and your families. For my birth-
day I went to the Smoky Moun-
tains with my son Donald and
Wanda, and my daughter Doris
and her husband Wayne. It was
a great trip and we had a great
time. I'looked around but I never
did see a bear! We had lots of
good food and laughs, it was
good to get away for a while.

The Picture of the Month was
a double picture - our dear
friends Richard and Ralph
Gipson. Tom Gwynn was the
one who called and guessed cor-
rectly. So he’ll be coming by soon
for his hot, delicious country
ham breakfast!

Congratulations to Larry and
Sue Landman on their 40th. an-
niversary! It was a great party.
Two wonderful kids - love you,
Margaret and Jonathan!

Fran Hamilton is working so
hard in the Tax Assessor’s office.
Slow down, Fran - no one every
said you could do it all in one
day!

I wanted to say a special hello
to Mr. and Mrs. Ray Pearman -
and tell you that I'm so happy
that Mr. Pearman is doing well.

After being so sick, Mr. Bill
Penney and his Geraldine are
doing much better. They met
James and Nell and Peggy Long
here for breakfast and are look-
ing great. Love you all.

Mr. Ellis and Mrs. Brenda
Bedwell were all smiles when
they came to tell us Mr. Ellis had
great news from his cancer doc-
tor. We sure are happy to hear
that - they are two wonderful
friends to us and we think the
world of them.

Old time friend Floyd Roy
Duncan left us recently in death.
Our sympathy and love go out to
his family.

The dear lady whom we get
our jelly from - Mrs. Catherine
Wilson - has a lovely niece who
is a freshman at Oakwood Col-

lege. We met Mushianah Sales,
a very sweet girl from Durham,
N.C., and we need to show her
all the great areas of Huntsville!

I hope you have a great day
today, Mrs. Jean Reid. I know
you haven't been feeling well
lately. Just know that I think
about you all the time and love
you very much. Also, a big hello
to Martha Wells who hasn’t been
well either.

We'’re counting the days til
Cheryl Tribble and her dear
Mom Barbara Fortner come
back to Huntsville for a visit.
Barbara is from California, and
fell in love with our Southern
ways when she visited a year ago.
Cheryl is from Atlanta, and
works for Hewlett-Packard Co.

Our sweet six-year old, Wade
Rodgers, who is in school now,
just had his first Karate class
and loved it. He said it was lots
of fun.

I guess Carlton Smith and
his lovely bride are on their hon-
eymoon. Our next couple who
is getting married is Jeffery
Smith and Amy - they're in the
middle of planning right now.

Photo of The Month

The first person to correctly
identify the picture of this handsome
boy, shown below, wins a free
breakfast at Eunice's Country
Kitchen.

Hint: He's seen around City Hall
alot.




June and Ernie Young - I
sure hope your trip to Birming-
ham hospital was a success for
June’s eye surgery. I love you.

Ralph & Gwen Alred justre-
turned from Colorado and said
they had an outstanding time!

The Minister at the First
Christian Church - Paul Koch -
brought his parents to breakfast
from Kansas City. They had fun
and said KC needed an “Aunt
Eunice’s” in that city as well!

Dewey Taylor - hurry and get
well. His son brought him by on
the way home from the hospital.
I sure do wish you well, and en-
joyed meeting you.

Our sympathy goes to the
family of John McNeill who died
recently. He was a fine man who
had touched the lives of so many
and he will be missed by his
friends and family. He would
always tell us when he left the
restaurant how much he loved
us, and it came from his heart.

The other day a lady stopped
in from Hampton Cove and she
had just driven to Huntsville over
the mountain on Cecil Ashburn
Drive. She said it's one of the
most beautiful and scenic roads
anywhere in Alabama! It's the
Four Mile Post extension that
goes from Bailey Cove to Hwy.
431. She travels all the time, so
she knows! When the leaves
start changing here pretty soon
it will even be more beautiful!
Try it out if you haven't driven
on it yet.

Our buddy and ex-Huntsville
District Attorney, Dea Thomas,
wants everyone to know that it
was not him who was arrested
recently for possession of drugs.
As Dea says, “This ain’'t me!”

Don’t forget that the Senior
Center on Drake desperately
needs volunteer help in their gift
shop. If you can help out, please
call them. The shop has some
great crafts and gift items, that
many seniors have made with
their own hands! Good place to
look for Christmas gifts.

We are so happy that Tricia
and Steve Connelley are back
in Huntsville after living in
Fresno, CA. for ayear. Steve was
there playing pro baseball where
he was a Triple A player for the
San Francisco Giants. Prior to
that he played pro-ball with the
Oakland Athetics, and was all-
American in Oklahoma, years
ago. He and Tricia (Hall and
Susan Bryant’s daughter) live in
Old Town and are the proud par-
ents of a beautiful little girl, Vir-
ginia. We know that Hall and
Susan are so proud to get their
kids back!

We hear that Glenn Watson
had a big fundraiser at the Fur-
niture Factory the other night.
According to what we’ve heard -
the place was packed. Way to go,
Glen!

Mark Russell - City Council-
man - sure has been in the news
lately about the no-smoking or-
dinance. We hear, however, that
there may be a compromise in
the works that will make every-
one happy. More to come later.

That’s all for this month - just
remember thatA love al}L Qf you!
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Are you‘
a futures
trader?

For quotes, research, and
trading discipline call:

Benny Little
Branch Manager
www agedwards.com

400 Meridian Street

Suite 201

Huntsville, AL 35801

(256) 534-2180

Toll Free: (877) 428-2180

'A;VVESTMENTS SINCE 1887
Member SIPC 2001 A.G. Edwards & Sons, Inc.

Mernber of the New York Stock Exchange and all principal

~ commoaty exchanges. More than 690 offices nationwide.

Unusual trees, shrubs,
flowers and unique
statuaries & accessorires
813 Meridian St.
536-0734
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Counfrq Ham and
Red-qu Gravq

Slice ham 1/4 inch thick.
Heat up your cast iron skillet,
add about a tablespoon of
grease, and fry ham on both
sides until brown and thoroughly
cooked. Remove ham to a warm
platter. Add about 1/2 cup of
strong coffee to pan drippings
and stir until gravy sizzles. Pour
over ham and biscuits and wait
for the applause!

Souﬂ\em Greens

5 Ibs. mixture of fresh mus-
tard and turnip greens

2 Ibs. ham hocks

2 qrts. water

1 t. crushed red pepper

Salt and pepper to taste

Vinegar

Cover ham hocks with 2
quarts water and boil for one
hour. Remove the stems from
the greens and wash in cold wa-
ter til clean. Add greens, red pep-
per, salt and pepper to pot. Boil
for 45 minutes and greens are
tender. Serve with pepper sauce
on the side.

Mouniain Green Beans

3 Ibs. snap green beans

1 ham hock

small strip ham fat

4 c. water - to barely cover
beans

1/2 t. crushed dried red pep-
per

1 t. salt

1/2 t. dried cloves

1 1/2 T. brown sugar

1 small onion, chopped

Place all ingredients except

for the beans in a large pot and
bring to a boil, uncovered. Lower
heat and cook for 15 to 20 min-

- ’

Hear”[q Southern Fall Fare

utes. Add the beans and bring
back to boil, then lower heat and
simmer for 3 hours with lid half
on, until the liquid is nearly
evaporated. Remove the ham
hock, break up the ham into
small pieces and serve.

Herl:ed Hoi Rice

10 bacon slices

3 T. bacon drippings

1 small onion, chopped

1 c. celery, chopped

1 c. canned, sliced mush-
rooms

2 1/2 c. rice, cooked

2 T. soy sauce

1 egg, beaten

Saute onion and celery in

the bacon drippings. Add mush-
rooms, rice and soy sauce. Just
before serving, re-heat and stir
in the beaten egg til it's cooked.
For those who love heat, add
some cayenne pepper, then top
with the crumbled bacon.

FIVE POINTS RESTAURANT

"Under New Ownership - Scott & Cheryl Huber"
Good Fresh Food In A Fresh New Atmosphere

Breakfast Specials

Two Fresh eggs, any style, Bologna, Bacon or Sausage,

Grits or Gravy, Biscuit & Jelly $2.99
Country Ham Breakfast $5.89

816 Wellman Ave. 534-7752

Located in Historic Five Points
ONE BLOCK OFF ANDREW JACKSON

Plate Lunches
Served From 11:00am - 2:00pm
Your Choice Of
One Meat
and Vegetables
$4.99




Ol Siq'e Beets

3 c. cooked sliced beets

1/2 c. sugar

1 T. cornstarch

1/2 t. salt

1/2 c. mild vinegar

Cook and stir last 4 ingre-

dients, when clear add beets and
place in pan, covered, over hot
water for thirty minutes. Before
serving heat beets again and add
2 tablespoons of butter.

Alal;ama Cmc“in, Bpead

1/2 c. pork cracklin’s

2 c. buttermilk

3 c. cornmeal

1 1/4 t. soda

1 t. salt

1/2 c. water, enough to make
a soft batter

Preheat your oven to 400

degrees. Combine ingredients
and mix thoroughly, turn into a
greased baking pan. Bake at 400
for 20-30 minutes.

Sweet Cl’lerpq Bread

1 c. sugar
2 eggs, beaten
1 1/2 c. plain flour
1 1/2 t. baking powder
1/4 t. salt
3/4 c. nut meats, chopped
1 6-0z. glass red maraschino
cherries, quartered
Juice from the cherries
Beat sugar and eggs to-
gether. Sift flour with the bak-
ing powder and salt. Add nuts

and cherries. Alternately add
flour and cherry juice (mix green
and red cherries for Christmas
bread). Bake 1 hour at 350 de-
grees in a 1 pound loaf pan.

Georqia Pecan Squares

1 1/2 sticks real butter

1 c. sugar

1 c. flour

1 t. cinnamon

1 egg, separated

1 t. vanilla extract

1 c. pecans, finely chopped

Use your electric mixer to

cream the butter til light. Add
dry ingredients sifted together.
Add egg yolk and vanilla, mix
well. Spread in a 18”x 13” Pyrex
dish. Brush with egg white,
sprinkle liberally with pecans.
Bake at 350 degrees for 20-25
minutes, and color is a light
brown. Cut into small squares,
cool on a wire rack.

Counipq Fried Apples

Apples

1 heaping T. butter

1/2 c. sorghum molasses

1/2 c. water

Quarter the apples but do

not peel. Place all ingredients in
pan and cook slowly with lid on
until apples are tender.

New Hope Peanut Britfle

3 c. sugar
1 c. peanuts
1 t. vinegar
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Melt sugar in a pan with vin-
egar, being careful not to let it
burn. When melted, add peanuts,
stirring as little as possible. Pour
on a buttered platter, break up
when cold.

Restaurant With
The Trains!

975-E Airport Road

883-7656

Country Cooking
Breakfast, Lunch, Dinner
Mon. - Fri. 6:30 am - 9:00 pm
Closed Sundays
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The
West Huntsville
Witch House

by Jerry Wilbanks

Was she really a witch? Most
everyone in my immediate fam-
ily would have said yes. She was
strange, old and frightening, es-
pecially to me and my sisters, all
of us under the age of ten. For a
year back in the early fifties, she
was our neighbor in a duplex
that my Father had rented in
West Huntsville on Sixth Street.
In the southern vernacular, we
lived in adjoining rooms; or as
my Mother would have put it,
“joining rooms.” It was the only
time before the age of fourteen
that I lived anywhere besides
Huntsville Park. This period oc-
cupies a dark fearful part of my
childhood memory, a strange in-
terlude steeped in superstition
and dread.

There was a fireplace inside
and a well outside. The driveway
and most of the lot was dirt. A
few drooping trees and scrub
bushes completed the landscap-
ing. A dilapidated picket fence
wrapped the whole property in
a scene of ruin and disrepair. We
could walk a couple of blocks to
a general store, a couple of
blocks to a drugstore and the

Center Theater, and a block or
so more to the YMCA. That was
just about the extent of our
movement around the West
Huntsville neighborhood.

The old woman, Miz McAbee
as we called her, always pre-
sented the appearance of a witch
or wild woman. She had long,
ratty dark hair, piercing black
eyes and always wore an over-
sized robe or gown that made
her look like a Halloween witch.
There was a door between our
two apartments that was always
kept locked. From her side. At
any time of the day or evening,
she would silently open it and
stand framed in the doorway to
the great fear and apprehension
of us kids. How long she might
have been
standing there,
no one could
say! She would
address my
Mother and the
two would talk
briefly. My
Mom was al-
ways greatly re-
lieved when the

nightmares about the old woman
creeping into our rooms late at
night and getting up to who knew
what kind of dark, secret, witchy
activities! We all felt like we’d had
a curse put on us and we were
bravely waiting for the terrifying
outcome; would it be snakes,
spiders, accidents, or visitation
by other-worldly beings? Perhaps
disease and long weeks of suffer-
ing and then horrible, agonizing
death! Our imaginations covered
all the bases. We tried to prepare
ourselves for any curse, hex,
plague or otherwise unchristian
and un-American eventuality.
These few things we knew for
sure: (ONE) The old lady’s black
cat Rufus was pulled drowned
from the well in a bucket on Mon-

old lady faded
back into her
half of the
house and
locked the door
securely.
Needless to
say, we all had

RENAISSANCE

THEATRE at Lincoln Center

ASK HOW TO SHARE IN STOCK MARKET
GAINS & AND NOT TAKE ANY
OF THE LOSSES.

reserve your tickets.

“The Taming of the Shrew”
October 17, 18, 19 (2:30 Matinee), 22, 23, 24, 25

The Bard’s tale of marrying off the stubborn eldest
daughter to clear the path for the marriage of her
younger sister. Shakespearian Comedy adapted
for theatre by Loren Bacon and Bob Baker

Corporate parties are invited; call now to reserve
your company party. Call 536-3434 or 536-3117 to

Tickets available at Shavers Book Store & Lincoln Center
Antique Mall or call 536-3117

1216 Meridian St.

2703 University Drive - 536-6000

Billiard Street Cafe

Billiards - Live Entertainment -Fine Food & Spirits
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day morning. Miz McAbee
seemed unconcerned. By the fol-
lowing morning, Rufus, or his
exact double, was to be seen
strutting around the property,
big as life and twice as ugly. His
“drowning” had not slowed him
down in any way that we could
determine.

(TWO) Items seemed to travel
in our half of the house. Things
that disappeared from the
kitchen would turn up in the
bedrooms, in the bathroom, and
vice versa. Some things would
mysteriously appear in the fire-
place, burned almost beyond
recognition. Nothing seemed to
stay put for long.

(THREE) There were sounds
at night. Creepy, moaning,
clumping sounds; crying, groan-
ing, altogether disconcerting
sounds. Sounds that could never
be tracked down or fully under-
stood. Sometimes it was mum-
bling voices and low grieving, for
all the world like a funeral or
wake; sometimes sharp cries
and pleading intonations. Get-
ting a full night's sleep became
more and more difficult.

(FOUR) There were the mys-
terious appearances and disap-
pearances of old Granny McAbee
herself. As already described,
she would materialize at the
doorway between our apart-
ments, no one having seen or
heard her arrival. The old
woman’s lips were always mov-
ing: reciting the Lord’s Prayer
backward, we guessed, or call-
ing down curses on our innocent
heads.

(FIVE) And then there was
the Big John and Sparky epi-
sode. Big John and Sparky was
aradio show which aired on Sat-
urday morning and I never
missed it. Big John was an adult
and Sparky was his kid sidekick.
It was regular children’s pro-
gramming with jokes and stories
and special features. One part of
the show that I was especially
fascinated with was the “magic
spyglass.” Big John claimed that
he could look through this glass
and actually SEE the listeners.
He would supposedly inspect the
kids in his listening audience for
clean faces and fingernails,
combed hair and brushed teeth.

Occasionally he would say some-
thing like, “Well, Tony (or Mary,)
it looks like you didn’t comb your
hair this morning!” I always felt
supremely confident, because I
was always prepared for the clos-
est inspection. Imagine my sur-
prise and consternation one Sat-
urday morning when Big John
peered into his magic spyglass

First Baptist

Church
Sunday

9:00 Bible Study

10:30 Worship (Broadcast live
on WHNT Channel 19)

5:00 Discipleship Training
6:30 Worship

Wednesday

5:00 Fellowship Supper

5:45 Prayer Meeting

428-9400 - www.fbchsv.org
"Your Place For Life"

600 Governors Drive

just East of Mem. Pkwy
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and said, “Well, it looks like
Butch didn't wash behind his
ears this morning!” Why would
he lie like that? And how did he
find out my family nickname? I
was devastated and never lis-
tened to the program again. It
was the worst humiliation I had
ever suffered up to that point in
my five year old life!

However, the spookiest as-
pect of this whole affair was yet
to come. That afternoon while I
was sitting out on the old wooden
porch alone, the old woman
came out of her front door. She
stooped and leaned close to my
ear. “Well, Butchie,” she crowed
softly “I guess youll keep your
ears clean from now on!” I was
petrified with fear, unable to
move or speak. This is what con-
vinced me that the cackling old
hag was truly a witch. She might
well have picked up my nick-
name innocently enough, but
there is no way she could have
known about Big John and his
magic glass. The old crone didn't
even own a radio!

(SIX) As hard as this may be
to believe, there were rumors on
good authority that she threw live
ammunition into her fireplace in
a kind of twisted game of Rus-
sian Roulette. We sometimes
heard cracks and pops like rifle
shots and obscene cackling and
chortling coming from the old
lady’s side of the house. When
this would happen late in the
evening, we threw ourselves to
the floor in our bedrooms until
all the rounds had cooked off.

We could only guess at when the
game might be over.

One more incident occurred
while we lived in that witch house
which has haunted my memory
for fifty years. My Mother’s good
friend lived a few blocks away.
She was not really related to our
family but everyone called her
Aunt Lydia, in the Southern tra-
dition. She was old and in poor
health. When she became so ill
that the doctors gave her no
chance to live, friends and fam-
ily began “sitting up” with her
through the night. This death
watch had gone on for the better
part of a week when my Mother’s
turn came to sit by Aunt Lydia
through the night. She brought
me along and I was instructed
to keep very still and quiet.
Around ten or eleven PM., when
it became apparent that my
Mom’s presence would be re-
quired through the night, she
decided to take me home and
return alone.

It was a cloudy and moonless
evening, altogether dark and
foreboding, It was late winter and

a cold wind cut through our thin
coats as we turned the corner
and started up the walkway to-
ward the witch house. A large
bush stood at the corner of the
lot and as we walked past it a
shimmering, filmy sheet of some

Holiday Merchandise Arriving Daily!
Complimentary Gift Wrap
Order Custom Made Gift Baskets
Limited Local Delivery
900 Bob Wallace Ave.

Suite 118

539-8022

www.thesoapdishonline.com

John K. Walters - Accredited Asset Management Specialist
400 Meridian Street, Huntsville, Alabama 256-534-2180
john.walters@agedwards.com

883-4534




transparent substance began to
rise up from behind it. My Mom
and I were both stunned into
immobility as the gauzy thing
spread out in front of us. In a
moment it was blown away by
the wind.

“It's a sign!” My Mom whis-
pered, “it’s a sign that Aunt Lydia
is gone!”

She grabbed me up in her
arms and ran back to Aunt
Lydia’s house. Sure enough, the
saintly old woman had expired
in the few minutes that we had
been gone. Later that night when
we were back in our house, the
old witch next door could be
heard chuckling and chattering
to herself.

Shortly after this incident,
our family moved back into the
Merrimack mill village and tried
to put all the creepiness behind
us. We heard that within a month
of our moving out, the Sixth
Street duplex caught fire in the
night and burned to the ground.
They say that rocks fell from the

sky on that unhappy house, that
wild dogs circled the property,
that smoke and fog erupted from
the well, and dust devils kicked
up clouds of dirt which made
visibility almost impossible. The
neighbors and firemen were
helpless to attempt any kind of
rescue. There were shrieks and
screams coming from the house
and the old witch was presumed
dead. However, not one trace of
remains was ever recovered from
the scene.

I felt that a place of evil had
been purged and that it was for-
tunate for my family that we had
gotten out of there when we did.
Was she really a witch? I'll let the
readers decide that for them-
selves. As for my family, we just
don’t talk about it that much
anymore.

“Caution - the cape does not
enable the user to fly.”
(Warning label on a Batman
costume)
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West Station
Antiques

In Historic Downtown Madison

Books - Paper Iltems
Postcards - Linens - Quilts
Pottery - China - Glassware

Sterling Silver - Jewelry
Furniture

Visit us at our website:
www.gibsonbooks.com

256-772-0373
112 Main Street

Madison, Al. 35758
565 to Exit 8 - Exit North

to Main Street
Hours: Mon-Sat10-5Sun.1-5
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A Letter
From
Huntsville

The following letter, by an
unknown writer, appeared in
the Nashville Union newspaper
on March 12, 1864

A few notes from this depart-
ment of the army may be inter-
esting to your numerous readers.

This town of Huntsville is
truly the gem of the Southern
Confederacy. It is a most charm-
ing and delightful place. It is
beautifully situated in the centre
of a rich and enterprising popu-
lation. Notwithstanding the hor-
rors of war, it is still imposing
and attractive. The mansions of
the wealthy nabobs vie in pictur-
esque splendor, with the lordly
residences of European aristo-
crats. There are four churches,
all distinguished by the peculiar
architecture of their church edi-
fices. All of them are neat and
commodious, though, as a mat-
ter of taste, Methodist as I am. I
confess a special liking for the
Gothic grandeur of the Episco-
pal Temple. The Methodists have
a magnificent Female College, in
fact it is the finest structure of
the kind I have ever seen. Mr.
Plummer is the President, and
is said to be a gentleman of fine

culture. Mrs. Prof. Wilson pre-
sides over the culinary depart-
ment, and is a lady of great per-
sonal beauty and accomplish-
ments.

Jerry Clemens resides here.
He is a brilliant lawyer, and vo-
luminous author. The fearless
and patriotic Nick Davis stays
here. This also was the home of
the noble Lane, who kept the
grand old flag floating from his
house in the darkest days of re-
bellion. He was the noblest Ro-
man of them all. Peace to his gal-

lant soul.

Standing upon one of these
hills, and looking around upon
this beautiful and glorious coun-
try, the thought of this most
wicked rebellion, came over us
with a heart depressing dullness.
We scarcely need to go to India
or Ceylon to find the spot perti-
nently described by Heber where
every prospect pleases, and only
man is vile.

I am forcibly reminded of the
saying of Cromwell, while view-
ing the beautiful valley of the
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Nore from the cupola of St.
Canice “That this indeed is a
land worth fighting for.” What
weather! More lovely days never
dawned on the sunny South than
those of the last few weeks. Yes-
terday the sun rose beautifully
and brilliantly, the surrounding
hills dazzling as his first beams
played upon them. But what a
fickle climate. One day bright,
another dark; one as wet as a
swamp creek, another as dry as
powder! One day the air is still
as death, not a leaf stirring; an-
other cloudy and wet! If angels
laugh, they may smile at our sud-
den transition from storm to
sunshine.

Today it is very unpleasant,
as it rained all night, and con-
tinues to rain. Did not a poet
write something beginning with
the words, “How beautiful is the
rain?” If that hardy genius was
doing picket duty in a pelting
storm, walking his post two
hours out of every six, and in
vain trying the other four to get
some rest under the shelter of
cloth through which the water
came in a fine drizzle, he would
expurgate that piece from the
next edition of his works. There
are some indescribable elements
connected with the Southern cli-
mate, which make it sometimes
peculiarly attractive to Northern-

ers, and yet the greater number
prefer not to stay here any length
of time.

And now what of our present
camp? It is one of the finest, in
all respects, which we have ever
occupied. The water is excellent
and abundant. Two regiments of
the brigade are encamped on the
slope of a large field, almost clear
of timber, and beautiful for situ-
ation. In full view is the charm-
ing city of Huntsville, back of it
is a vast range of hills, their
peaked summits glowing in the
sun, with the colored brilliancy
of a chain of gems. The sanitary
condition of the troops is all that
we can desire. Thanks to the vig-
orous efforts
of the surgical
department
for this state
of  things.

Messrs. Buell
a n d
Bowenger are
indefatigable
in their efforts
to secure the
health of the
men. How
long we shall
occupy this
almost Eden
we don’t
know; a day -
a week - per-
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haps a month. Army movements
are uncertain. The birth of the
Father of his Country was cel-
ebrated by appropriate ceremo-
nies in the beautiful rooms of the
Huntsville Hotel. Though the de-
sign of the celebration was un-
known a few days before, still the
occasion was full of interest and
enthusiasm. Peals of bells ush-
ered in the morning, salvos of
cannon resounded at noon. And
the bands discoursed patriotic
airs. The day was delightfully
mild and bright. It seemed as if
Providence had ordained that the
anniversary of this memorable
event, should have no drawbacks
on account of the weather.

B. Alan Blackmon

900 Bob Wallace Ave. Ste. 124 Huntsville, Al 35801

Securities Offered through First Montauk Securities Corp.
Call today for more information
and a FREE Retirement Consultation
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The contrabands are collect-
ing here by the hundreds. Much
has been said as to their future.
Our land cannot do without
them. We have almost a bound-
less continent of surpassing
beauty and fertility to be con-
verted into a garden. It will re-
quire myriads of hands to make
this wilderness blossom as the
rose. The forests are overshad-
owed with myriad acres because
there are no hands to fell the
trees. The luxuriant prairie lies
idle because there is none to put
in the plow. Here thousands of
streams rush uselessly down
their foaming beds, because no
hands.

The Sanitary and Christian
commissions have branch offices
here, and are doing a noble work
for the soldiers of the Union. The
useful and inestimable services
of these societies for the sick,
wounded and dying volunteer,
demand the gratitude and bless-
ing of all. The Sanitary organi-
zation is not quite two years old,
and in this brief period of time it
has-accomplished a great work
in promoting the general health
of our vast army. The originators

of this God-like scheme of be-
nevolence are well-known phi-
lanthropists. Though authorized
by the Government, it is not a
Government institution. Since its
formation, it has disbursed four
hundred thousand dollars in
money, and distributed seven
million dollars’ worth of hospi-
tal stores. Dr. Teed is superin-
tendent of the Western depart-
ment. These remarks also apply
to the Christian Commission.

I hear a noise in camp, fol-
lowed by a shout. The Paymas-
ter has arrived. The counte-
nances of the veterans are radi-
ant with joy. I wish I could de-
scribe the sensations produced
by the presence of the aforesaid
gentleman. The first company
paid, and green backs flying like
leaves.

Our regiment (the 80th
Ohio), received almost fifty thou-
sand dollars; much of it has been
sent home. May every dollar cre-
ate joy and gladness in the dis-
tant homes of our brave, battle-
scarred volunteers. These noble
fellows had fulfilled their first
term of enlistment, and had en-
tered the service for another

term. They have been through
many terrible battles, passing
through incredible hardships;
and yet these undaunted heroes
again pledge their honor never
to lay down their armor until the
last armed foe expires. It was a
grand and imposing sight.
Almost thirty months ago,

Long Term Care
Insurance

It's not a question of if.
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to protect yourself and your family
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Long Term Care costs
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they left Ohio nine hundred
strong; now they number three
hundred weather heroes. Their
two battle flags once flaunting to
their fresh embellishments, are
now rent by hostile bullets. Many
brave hands have grasped them,
and followed them into the
scenes of warfare and of death.
But where the hundreds whose
places are now vacant? The ma-
jority of them fill soldiers’ sepul-
chres.

Have they died in vain? No,
by Heaven! The blood of men
fighting for Freedom is never
shed in vain. From the ground it
cries aloud; the earth will never
cover it, and the Avenger
knoweth his day and his hour.
Indeed those lines of Byron’s are
profoundly true and noble, “For
Freedom’s battle once begun,
Bequeathed from bleeding sire to
son, Though often lost, is ever
won.”

Gallant defenders of their
country’s glory; they are buried
in no ignoble graves, for their
resting place shall be a spot at
which valor shall gain fresh life
and freedom trim her torch. Yes,
illustrious patriots, ye died not
in vain. The truest and best na-

tures in the Republic will mourn
for you; copious tears will be
shed for you; the gallant, the
chivalrous, the brave, the beau-
tiful will sorrow for you; keep
with their tears the green sod
verdant above your heads; the
heart of the nation will throb
heavily at the portals of your
tombs, and the young will see
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Farm For Sale

Farm near Gurley for sale.
Includes 40 acres land, two
barns, spring house, sheds
and four room house. Going
to Texas. Need $3,200 for all.

Jrom 1871 newspaper

beauty, of hope,
of honor, of the
bright future as-
cending out of
your sepulchre.
It is a glorious
consolation
that those who
sleep where
they fell, whose
graves are un-
known,
trampled over,
ploughed up,
blown and scat-
tered by all the
winds of
heaven, have
better and truer
tombstones
than those who
live and die in
inglorious ease.

visions of
Fall

Nazi’s Coming To Huntsville

Huntsville, 1944 - Chambers Construction
Co. has been awarded a $24,000 contract to build
a facility for German POW’s at at the Huntsville

Arsenal.

Most of the prisoners are
from Rommel’s Afrika Corps
and are expected to be em-
ployed in agricultural work.
Civilian workers at the Arsenal
are cautioned against having
anything to do with the prison-
ers.

In other Arsenal news, it is
reported that large quantities of
chemical munitions, captured
from the Nazis, are to be stowed
at specially built facilities.

Sale!

Huntsville
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Monrovia

by Jack Harwell

A short distance off the high-
way from Huntsville to Athens,
the town of Monrovia once
stood. The location is still
known as Monrovia, although
there is no longer a town there.
It was a thriving little commu-
nity which fell victim to chang-
ing times, as Huntsville grew
larger and nearer.

Possibly the first outsider to
see the area known as Monrovia
was Thomas Freeman, the sur-
veyor who, in 1809, established
the range and township lines
still in use today for specifying
locations in the county. Free-
man had opportunity to see a
great deal of what is today Madi-
son County, and made special
notes of locations which he con-
sidered prime real estate. When
lands went on sale in north Ala-
bama. Freeman took posses-
sion of parcels of land scattered
all around the county, includ-
ing the Monrovia area.

The land where the town of
Monrovia would eventually
arise was bought by William
Petus in 1811. Around mid-cen-
tury the Petus family sold the
land to a family from Monrovia,
Indiana. The Hoosiers decided
to remember their former
hometown by giving its name to
the farm they now owned.

In the latter half of the Nine-
teenth Century the village be-
came a real town, complete with
a blacksmith shop a general
store, a cotton gin, and a post
office. During this time the land
was owned by the family of
Rufus Thompson, who had
bought it in 1871.

The Thompsons kept con-
trol of the land until 1912, when
Rufus’s son Oscar, then in de-
clining health, sold the town to
Author Wall. The Walls and their
descendants would own the

land thereafter. Author Wall, and
later his brother Lawson, made
a number of improvements to
the town. To the existing mill they
added a mill pond and an over-
shot water wheel, which pro-
vided power for both a grist mill
and a saw mill.

Lawson Wall’s fine home had
Monrovia’s first indoor plumb-
ing, and was wired for electric-
ity long before such a luxury was
common in rural areas. In 1935,
Lawson Wall retired and sold
Monrovia to his daughter. In the
years that followed changes
would take place that would
mean the end of the town. A fine
new gymnasium was built at
Monrovia School by the WPA, the
beginning of a county wide
school renovation program that
would last for a decade. But af-
ter World War II, the accelerated
pace of life began to bypass
Monrovia. The store, mill, and
shops, which

But Monrovia’s name lived on
in its school. For three decades
Monrovia’s students enjoyed
some of the finest facilities that
existed for a county school.
Then, on a Monday night in
March, 1968, the gymnasium
burned to the ground. Some
members of the football team,
who had been holding a spring
drill nearby, managed to dash in
and rescue some of their posses-
sion before the fire grew uncon-
trollable. Everything else was
gone. The next day the brick
walls were brought down as a
precaution.

A Full Size Pillow Top

Mattress Set
All New In Plastic with

Warranty - $110.00
can deliver

256-509-7512

had prospered
even during the
Depression,
were closed by
1950. By 1960,
fires had de-

Monrovia’'s busi-
nesses. Even the
post office was
closed.
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Nearly five years later, during
the 1972-73 holiday break, the
old school was torn down. The
event saddened many residents
who had themselves attended the
school, but a fine new building
replaced it, so that Monrovia still
has one of the best school build-
ings in the county.

The school remains one of
three local institutions to keep
the memory of Monrovia alive.
The Monrovia Homemakers’
Club, founded in the blacksmith
shop in 1911, has been a part of
many community projects, such
as building mailboxes; and of
course, the Monrovia Road, one
end of which is in front of north
Alabama’s largest shopping mall.
There, you can buy videos, com-
puters, and the latest clothing
fashions, just five miles from the
site of the old grist mill and
blacksmith shop.

Local News
From 1867

- Wm. Chad Lowry, a freed-
man, and charged with shooting
a mule belonging to Nash
Malone, was up before Squire
Figg yesterday, and bound over
in the sum of $200, to appear at
the County Court to be held in
July.

- It looks considerably like
old times to see the Bell Factory
goods at the old Bell Factory
Store, on Commercial Row, and
to see the smiling face of Mr.
Charles Cabaniss behind the
counter. Wm. Elgin is also at his
old place with the books. The
same old loungers may be seen
there daily and an hour spent
with them carries us back to the
good old times of yore.
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- Owing to feeling unwell, Dr.
F. Seymour will be unable to visit
Paint Rock until June 4th and
Huntsville, June 6th at which
time he hopes to see his patients.

Huntsville's Source

For Cell Phones

Free Car Charger & Case
With Phone Purchase!

603 Governors Drive
Huntsville, Alabama 35801

(256) 534-0988

More Ch 0 / C @S | “America’s Largest Carpet Retailer”

* Ceramic Tile * Hardwood Floors
*Vinyl Flooring * Berber Carpet
* Shutters by Aveno & Hunter Douglas
* Laminate Flooring - Tiles - Planks

32 styles in stock. $1.06 s.f. & up
* Natural Fiber Carpets - Wool - Sisal - Jute & Seagrass
*Liz Claiborne Flooring - Ceramic - Laminate - Carpet - Vinyl

Free Liz. Tool Box with purchase while supplies last
*Wooden Blinds by Hunter Douglas & Aveno
*Rugs - Huntsville’s Best Selection
*Cork Flooring *Stair Rods *Rug Runners for Halls, Steps, Foyers etc.
*Wallpaper * Draperies * Upholstery

1 Year Free Financing With
Approved Credit!

Interior Decorator to Help You
With Your Needs!

I N S S S S . .-
Country Ham Breakfast from

I Aunt Eunice’s with purchase
of $500 or more. l
Bring this ad in




01d Huntsville Page 30

News From The Year 1946

News From Huntsville and Around The World

Fire Destroys Struve Building in
Downtown Huntsville

A roaring blaze, last night,
gutted the inside of the historic
Struve Building located, on the
corner of Randolph and Wash-
ington. Firemen struggled in vain
to contain the roaring fire as it
devoured all three floors and the
businesses located within. Initial
reports say that the estimated
damage will be well in excess of
$100,000.

Businesses located in the
building include the Henderson
National Bank, Business Equip-
ment Company, Mrs. Joe E. Coo-

Hirohito Proclaims
Divinity To Be Myth

Japan - In a break with tra-
dition going back thousands of
years Emperor Hirohito has is-
sued a proclamation declaring
his divinity a myth. Since ancient
times Japanese people have be-
lieved their emperors were de-
scended from the legendary Sun
Goddess.

per Insurance, Attorneys Jere
Murphy and John Thomas,
Murphree Insurance, J.L. Fisher
Real Estate, Williamson Insur-
ance, W.O.W. Camp 67, Jehovah’s
Witnesses, the Elks Lodge and
two shoe stores.

No Peace in Middle East
as Jerusalem Bombing
Kills 100 People

A powerful blast destroyed
one wing of the King David Hotel
in Jerusalem. The hotel was be-
ing used as headquarters for the
British government who are cur-
rently occupying the city.

The Zionist guerilla group
Irgun, led by Menachem Begin,
has claimed responsibility for
the blast which claimed more
than one hundred lives and in-
jured several hundred others.
President Truman has sent a
special envoy to the region in an
attempt to work out a peace plan.

Local Man Gives
Televison Demonstration

Huntsville - Lawrence Brock,
a radio dealer and repairman,
last night displayed to his friends
and customers a new marvel
known as a Television. Almost
five foot high and three feet
across, the box featured a glass
viewing screen seven inches
wide. It took much effort on
Brock’s part as he adjusted the
various knobs and controls but
finally a moving picture of two
people apparently singing, al-
though fuzzy and distorted, ap-
peared on the screen.

He has been trying to inter-
est investors but most people
believe it to be a fad that will
quickly pass.

Decorating - Paint Finishes
Weddings - Special Events




Nazi Leaders
Hung At
Nuremburg

Nuremburg, Germany - Nine
leading figures of Nazi
Germany’s brutal aggression,
after having been found guilty of
war crimes, were hung today one
by one as witnesses from the Al-
lied powers watched in silence.

Most of the condemned men
expressed no remorse for their
actions as the nooses were tight-
ened around their necks. Julius
Streiker, an early member of the
Nazi party, clicked his heel and
shouted “Heil Hitler” seconds
before the trap door opened.

Herman Goering escaped the
hangman’s noose by swallowing
cyanide only minutes before his
scheduled hanging, His body was
placed with the others before
being taken to Dachau where
they were reportedly cremated.

According to one report from
a member of the Allied Tribunal
the ashes will be dumped into a
river to prevent any type of Nazi
shrine being erected at their
burial site.

There are at present over
14,000 Germans in Allied cus-
tody awaiting trials, of which
2,300 are likely to be hung

Madison County
Votes Wet

By a two-to-one vote, citizens
of Madison County voted to ap-
prove the sale of liquor within the
county.

Local religious leaders ex-
pressed shock and dismay at the
election’s outcome. Church
groups had worked diligently for
months to oppose the vote, fore-
casting large increases in the
public welfare rolls if people
were allowed to spend their earn-
ings on liquor.

The liquor store is expected
to be located on Gallatin Street
with M.H. Patton as manager.

End Of An Era

The Huntsville City Coun-
cil voted last night to sell the
last of its mules and wagons
to C.A. Floyd for $200. Mules
and wagons have been used by
the city for well over a hundred
years for everything from gar-
bage pickup to road repair.

Rising feed prices have
made it impossible for live-
stock to compete with gasoline
powered trucks and tractors.

It is not known what the
county barn, located on
Church Street will be used for.
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Dehaan Gates
Owner / Manager

In 1939 Huntsville was recov-
ering from the Great Depression.
Money was hard to come by and

Gates Auto Repair Co., Ine.

people depended on Gates Auto Repair for honest and dependable
service. Over a half century later - they still do.
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When our forefathers came to
this country it was covered ev-
erywhere with a magnificent for-
est. The trees were the largest of
their species. The poplar or lime
trees were exceptionally numer-
ous and large and were found on
the best soil. To remove these
primeval forests or deaden them
was a task of no little magnitude.
To cut down or remove the trees
from the land was impossible, so
they were girdles, that is a circle
cutting through the sap was
girdled around their trunks. The
best time to perform this task
was in August or September as
when girdled at this period their
vitality was effectually destroyed.

The first year it was not ex-
pected they would produce a
good crop as the trees stood so
thick that they took a great deal
of the tillable land and the roots
made cultivation impossible.

When spring came, the under-
growth shot up in the rich soil
and the sprouts were removed
with the old fashioned grubbing
hoe. Plowing among the roots
was a very unpleasant and slow
business. As a general rule, for
the first two or three years the
farms had to be gone over acre
by acre, by which time the
sprouts and roots near the sur-
face were gotten rid of and the
plowing was less difficult.

But about the second year the
small branches of the girdled
trees began to fall, covering the
ground during the winter with
their litter which had to be gath-
ered and burned in the spring
before plowing commenced.
Then the less durable timber
began to decay and was pros-
trated by the winter gales and
had to be cut up, piled and
burned before plowing could be

Don't go through all this trouble...

...we'll help sell your house right where it is!

Mark Fortson - (256) 679-1772 Cell

(256) 489-4010 Office
John Fortson 468-0276 - David Metcalf 468-9752 - Asha Gulati 457-4357
Cher Andrews 426-2295 - Sabrina Walls 656-0538 - Kennedy Brown 289-1306

512 Wynn Dr.
Huntsville, Al. 35805

done.

On a large plantation where
there was an adequate force of
stout men and stouter oxen the
work was done by the hands on
the plantation, but in a region of
small farms a cooperative system
was introduced and what was
termed log rolling was the order
of the day. In the first place the
owner of the field cut notches on
the logs at intervals of about ten
feet and started a fire on each
notch and when the fire had well
caught he laid a large dry limb
across the notch which caught
and burned until it fell in half on
each side of the log.

Morning and evening the
fires were mended by taking the
burned and divided fragments,
placing them in the increasing
gap made by the fire and as the
logs gnawed deeper, filling it up
with combustible material until
it cut the logs into, which was
sometimes done as smoothly as
if cut with a saw.

In favorable weather it took
about a week to burn off the logs
and just before logrolling day the
farmer went over the ground
with his axe and cut off the logs
the fire had missed. As a rule,
each farmer had one or two log
rollings a spring but he expected
the help of all his neighbors and
had to help them in return so he

Drker
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Installation
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expected to spend two or three
weeks in this business.

Normally a force of forty or
fifty stalwart men would gather
at a neighbors farm to pile the
logs into a large heap which
would later be burned. The por-
tions the owner could handle
were not touched, as the object
was to pile up the logs he could
not lift. Except for an hour at
noon they usually worked until
sundown or till the logs were all
rolled and the host expected
them to remain after supper even
when there was no frolic or
dance to detain them.

In a space of two or three
weeks the logs in the fields for
miles around would be piled in
vast heaps and set on fire and at
night the whole neighborhood
would be illuminated. Some-
times the wind would rise and
sparks from the log heaps would
catch and set the dead forest on
fire and the farmers would have
to fight to save their fences. A cry,
“the fence is on fire!,” would
come from some watchful senti-
nel and the men would hasten
to the point of danger and scat-
ter the fence rail out of the reach
of the flames. So it would be kept
up until the fire died from lack
of fuel.

Outside of the labor of pre-
paring, piling and burning of the
logs there was a vast amount
building and fencing to be done
and the men of that day were
among the best oxmen in the
world. The early settler, when he
had selected and entered his
homestead, had his tract of 80
or 100 acres of heavy forest with

not a tree missing. He was a
stranger in the country with no
shelter for his family except his
rude tent or covered wagon, one
or two beds and a few cooking
utensils. He generally had his gun
and dogs, an axe or two, some
iron wedges and he owned or
could borrow a crosscut saw.
The first work was to fell a
huge oak, saw and split it and
rive it into boards. They then cut
forks of sufficient length, fixed
them at proper distances upright,
laid poles thereon and covered
them with boards. This afforded
protection from the rains and
they and their families frequently
spent weeks with no other shel-
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ter. After a cabin was built these
rude shelters were sometimes
used for a kitchen until the own-
ers could find time to build more
comfortable tenements.

The first question in build-
ing a house was the help a man
could depend upon in his work.

852-5708
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If alone with no help but his wife,
his logs were merely poles cut
near or on the building site and
were of size that he could handle.
The lodge poles were notched,
the pen put up and the boards
laid on the roof. If he had pun-
cheons ready, the floor was laid,
if not, he made a temporary one
out of boards. The door, and
sometimes a window, was cut out
after the pen was up, a shutter
was made of boards and swung
on wooden hinges .

Boards were smoothed and
nailed inside for ceiling, a loft
was laid overhead for storage of
odds and ends. The cracks were
closely chinked and then daubed
on the outside with clay.

Sawing plank was a labori-
ous business, yet in the course
of time the sawmen managed to
turn out a considerable amount
of lumber from their old saw
pits. The old fashioned whip saw
is now more of a relic than an
ordinary working tool but the
first settlers, remote from saw
mills and with poor roads, re-
sorted to hand sawing to get
flooring and planks for other
uses. A pit five or six feet was
dug in order to make it easier to

Buying or Selling a house?
Let Bill get it done!

F.N. (Bill) Sefton, CRS,GRI
Broker Associate
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Fax: (256) 882-0604
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Email: bsefton@benporter.com

3409 S. Memorial Parkway
Huntsville, Alabama 35801

roll up the logs. The saw stocks,
as they were termed, were put
on a frame and a man on top and
one in the pit, with a measured
regular stroke sawed through the
long summer days getting out
two or three hundred feet of lum-
ber daily.

Some men followed the busi-

ness as a trade and could make
from one to two dollars a day at
the work. A large amount of lum-
ber used in building up Hunts-
ville was sawed in this way and
many an old settler who lived to
own land and negroes got his
start by pulling the whip saw.
As the houses grew more pre-
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tentious and the logs heavier,
house raising assemblies grew in
size and the knack of carrying
up a corner became one of fine
art. It required the judgement
necessary to alter the notches for
a good fit and at the same time
keep the walls plumb so that
when the walls were up there
would be uniformity in the
cracks between a wall. Some of
these old poplar houses are still
standing but generally they have
been weather boarded and dis-
guised and disfigured by side
rooms and galleries until they
are hardly recognizable. Some of
these old time buildings are be-
tween Gurleysville and Grayson’s
spring where some four or five
such buildings were erected
about fifty years ago and are still
standing.

The art of chimney building
also attained a considerable de-
gree of perfection, the body of
logs and the stem of square
sticks riven out of heart oak and
the whole well covered with a
coat of good clay, made a good
chimney. They would not last a
great while unless protected
from the rain which shed away
the clay covering and admitted
the air on all sides, thus destroy-
ing the draft. The standard chim-
ney for the hewed log house was
the rock chimneys, which were
well constructed and lasted for
generations, but the first settlers
had no hewed logs or rock chim-
neys. These were the work of a
later generation.

Old Coins Wanted

We buy old coins and coin collections,
all types and sizes. We also buy
Gold, Silver and Diamonds.

L ocal News

From 1907

- Helen Evans, a young white
woman who keeps a quiet place
in the city, was placed under ar-
rest yesterday afternoon by po-
liceman Pamplin on a charge of
operating a blind tiger. Several
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bottles of beer were found in the
cooler and the woman protested
that she kept them there for her
own individual use. She made
bond in the sum of fifty dollars
and appeared in the police court
for trial this morning. Dr. Lacy
Mastin, city physician, testified
that he had prescribed for the
woman and directed her to drink
beer. The case was dismissed.

Home Buddies

Reasons For Using Home Buddies

and references.
personal and household needs.

cable reputation.

from you.

and less stress.

We are "the Caring Connection."

choice, turnto us.

(256) 882-1299

* We celebrate 18 years of caring, compassionate, loving concern
for your quality of life, independence and empowerment.

* You will experience less concern and worry about your loved one
because we require an extensive background checks with application

* Your Home Buddy will listen and respond quickly to your medical,

* You will benefit from years of experience, wisdom, and our impec-

* Your costs are lower because our overhead is lower.
* Your "buddy" is licensed and bonded and will take her "orders"

* We file long term care insurance, have very little turnover in
caregivers, and provide substitutes in emergencies.

* The best and most capable, dependable, and trust worthy girls
want to be "buddies." They make more money. You receive greater value

* We'll see to it that your Buddy is a good feel and good fit for you.

* We're proud of what we're good at - Let us
get to know you. For the first choice and best

Call Mary Alice Cannon, Owner

Permanent Nanny Placement For Children




Waeard
News

- Near Barcelona, Spain,
Time magazine reported that in
1941 a farmer hitched a ride on
a truck carrying an empty cof-
fin. Since it was raining, the man
climbed inside the coffin. Later,
two more men thumbed a ride.
After a while, the farmer raised
the coffin lid and exclaimed, “I
see it's stopped raining.” The
other passengers jumped off the
moving truck. One was Kkilled
and the other badly injured.

- In Washington, D.C., a man
driving to work was delighted to
discover a totally naked young
woman standing under a street
light. She explained that she had
just broken up with her boy-
friend. When she refused to give
back his engagement ring, the ex-

boyfriend took her clothes.

- In Missouri, a passing good
Samaritan pulled an injured
man from a wrecked car - and

carefully laid him down in a bed R e S 1- aura n-l-

of poison ivy!

Iveys

Home owned & Home

Mules Stolen Operated

Hearty, Homemade Meals,
|n NeW HO e Southern Style!
p Meat & Vegetable Plates,
from 1901 newspaper Homemade Desserts
John W. Buford, a planter
from the New Hope neighbor-
hood, reported to the police
late yesterday afternoon that
two of his tenants, Jackson
Jones and Henry Brooks, stole
from his place two fine mules
and when last heard of were
coming in the direction of the
city. When last seen they were We ' \V/ Moved!
both under the influence of
whiskey.

Police are wunder the Hwy 20 & Sullivan
impression they have skipped -
to some other state with the 461 8450
animals.

Hours 6 a.m - 8 p.m Mon-Sat

101 Ivory Place - Madison

FORD

WOODY ANDERSON FORD

Corner of Sparkman and Jordan Lane - Huntsville
(256) 539-9441




Great Grandchild Of Revolutionary
War Soldier Still Living In Madison
County in 1950

William Sibley, the author of
this article, is a great-great-
great-grandson of American
Revolutionary War Soldier, Rob-
ert Wright, Sr.

A 1950 front page story in
The Huntsville Times showed
87-year old Mills J. Potts getting
into an automobile and indicated
that Mr. Potts was possibly the
only third generation survivor of
an American Revolutionary War
soldier. Mr. Potts’ grandfather
was Robert Wright, Sr.

Part of the article read: “City
Record Claimed By Revolution
Soldier’s Grandson” and “Mills
J. Potts Is Believed To Be Only
3rd Generation Now Alive
Throughout The United States Of
Colonials Who Fought To Forge
Nation’s Heritage.”

The information about Mr.
Potts and his grandfather, Rob-
ert Wright, Sr. came from local
long-time attorney and historian,
Walter Esslinger, who was com-
piling information for a book
about prominent Madison
County families.

Mr. Potts’ grandfather, Rob-
ert Wright, Sr. was born in 1762
in Amherst County, Virginia and
died in 1847 in Madison County,
Alabama. Mr. Wright was mar-
ried to (1) Keziah Bibb and (2)

Peggy Calvert. Robert and Keziah
were the parents of 11 children.
Robert and Peggy were the par-
ents of 3 children. Mr. Potts de-
scended from the second mar-
riage.

Quoting from Alabama
Records, Vol. 35, the 1950 news-
paper article tells of the death of
Mr. Wright in 1847 and says that
he emigrated to Madison County
in 1815, a date that is in dis-
agreement with Mr. Esslinger’s
records. Mr. Esslinger pointed
out that Robert Wright was liv-
ing in Huntsville in 1809 when a
census was taken here. This
writer also found the census
record plus 2 more records that
indicate that Mr. Wright was liv-
ing in Madison County before
1815. Robert Wright and Peggy
Calvert were married in 1811 in
Madison County, Alabama of the
Mississippi Territory and the
newspaper, The Southern Advo-
cate of Huntsville, Alabama in its
April 2, 1847 edition has the
story of Robert Wright's obituary
and has 1808 as the date he
emigrated to Madison County.
Marriage, Death, And Legal No-
tices From Early Alabama News-
papers, 1819-1893, printed the
story from the Southern Advo-
cate on page 489, which reads:
“Departed this life - Robert

Old Huntsville Page 37

Wright, Sr. A Patriot of the Revo-
lution aged 85 years 17 days, a
native of Amherst County, Vir-
ginia. Was at the Seige of York
and assisted in the capture of
Cornwallis. Emigrated to Madi-

What you don’t want to hear
from the pilot on a long flight:
“Passengers on the left side of

the plane - does that engine

sound funny to you?”

South Realty Inc.

3313 S. Memorial Parkway
Suite 100
Huntsville, Alabama 35801
(256) 881-4800

Across From Huntsville Hospital
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son County in 1808...” Mr.
Esslinger, quoting from Alabama
Records, Vol. 35, points out that
Mr. Wright assisted in the cap-
ture of Cornwallis on Oct. 19,
1781.

In the 1950 article, Mr.
Esslinger points out that 174
years had passed since the be-
ginning of the American Revolu-
tionary War and that it seemed
unbelievable that a third genera-
tion descendent of that war was
alive in 1950. In 2003, 227 years
have passed since the war began
in 1776 and a fourth generation,
Mrs. Edna Berryhill, is living
only a few miles from the place
where her great-grandfather
settled in the early 1800s. Rob-
ert Wright settled first in Little

A male gynecologist is like an
auto mechanic who never
owned a car.

Carrie Snow

Police News
from 1911

- Harvey Gibson was ar-
rested last night by the police
on a charge of appearing in
public with a woman of bad
character. He was fined in
Mayor Smith’s court this
morning,

- Willie Burkley, a boy from
Tullahoma, Tenn. claims he
came to the city with J. Gibson
and was deserted by him. He
had no money and no place to
go and applied to the police for
aid. His people in Tullahoma
were notified and they asked
the police to keep the boy un-
til they could send for him.

- A vagrant claiming to be
Abraham Lincoln was arrested
Tuesday night at the depot. He
will be emancipated in 30 days
along with a ten dollar fine.

Cove and after a few years, he
moved to Berkley. Both commu-
nities are on the eastern edge of
Big Cove.

Mr. Esslmger attributed Mr.
Potts’ long

grandparents and descending
from very large families. Mr.
Wright was the father of 14 chil-
dren and Mr. Potts was the sec-
ond youngest of 12 children.

life and his

distinction
of being a
third gen-
eration
Revolution-
ary War de-
scendent
living in
1950 to two
reasons: be-
ing the child
of long-lived
parents and

Custom Framing * Fine Art * Embroidery
Monogramming & Photo Reproduction
Personalized Care and Special Touches




The Great Davsinl

One of the most popular
forms of entertainment in
Huntsville’s early history were
the traveling troupes of magi-
cians, spiritualists and hypno-
tists who traveled from town to
town performing one night
stands.

Edward Young, or the “Great
Galvani - Master of the Hypnotic
Trance” as he was more popu-
larly known, was a frequent visi-
tor to Huntsville in 1911, per-
forming at the Elks Theater.

His show consisted of select-
ing volunteers from the audience
and after placing them in a
trance, having them perform
various tricks. The highlight of
the show always came when
Galvani placed a small bowl
filled with water on the floor and
told the subject he was drown-
ing.
The resulting antics always
brought down the house. Unfor-
tunately, the Great Galvani was
also a master of the whiskey
bottle, consuming prodigious
amounts of the fiery liquor at
every opportune moment.

Often times the show would
have to be delayed while a search

party scoured the neighbor-
hood bars for him.

Despite Galvani’s short-
comings, he attracted a large
group of admirers. One of them
was Carlysle Davis, an em-
ployee at a nearby carriage
shop.

To Davis, Galvani repre-
sented everything he had al-
ways dreamed of being. The
allure of traveling, being idol-
ized by admiring fans, and per-
forming on stage was more of
an attraction than anything
Huntsville could offer to a
young lad.

The biggest attraction for
Davis, however, was the awe-
some power Galvani seemed to
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hold over his subjects while they
were hypnotized. Davis began
spending every spare moment with
Galvani. Before long he had com-
mitted the whole act to memory.

The Great Galvani was sched-
uled to appear at a local park as
part of the 4th of July celebrations.

According to a Huntsville news-
paper of the day, over two thou-
sand people thronged the park to
see the Mystic.

Unfortunately the great man
had mysteriously succumbed to a
quart of Kentucky Bourbon and
could not be aroused. The commit-
tee in charge of staging the event
were frantic. There seemed to be
no alternative except to call the
show off. Suddenly their gloom
was interrupted by Carlysle Davis.
‘I can do the shawl” he proclaimed.
“I've been watching him and I know
exactly what he does.”

The offer was met by a stunned
silence and disbelief. Finally one

L. Thomas Ryan, Jr.
Attorney At Law

2319 Market Place, Suite B
Huntsville, Alabama 35801

Telephone
(256) 533-1103

ESTATE PLANNING, LIVING TRUSTS,

"No Representation is made that the quality of the legal services to be performed is greater than the
quality of legal services performed by other lawyers."

Fax
(256) 533-9711

WILLS, PROBATE
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of the men who had been stand-
ing in the back of the room
stepped forward. “The boy’s
right.” he said. “I been seeing
those two together every day for
the past week.” Any other
qualms the committee had were
probably dispelled by the angry
rumblings of two thousand
people clamoring for the show to
begin.

“Get your stuff,” he was told,
“you’re on in five minutes.”

And it came to pass that
Carlysle Davis, a local small town
boy with dreams of stardom, was
magically transferred into the
“Great Davisini.”

Davis was superb. He had
copied Galvani’s patter exactly.
After a brief “lecture” he chose
Ivan Benson from the audience
to be his subject.

Again, everything went per-
fect. Davis had Benson crow like
a rooster, bark like a dog and
even forget his own name.

The audience, though skep-
tical at first, began to warm up
to the budding star. Many of the
crowd seemed to believe Davis
had found a new career and
would soon be headed toward

Certified Angus
Fresh Seafood
Extensive Wine List
Banquet Facilities Available
Reservations Please
Open
Tuesday - Saturday
Bar: 4pm - 11pm
Kitchen: 5pm - 10pm

riches and fame.

The grand climax of the show
finally came. Davis carefully
placed a small teacup of water
in the middle of the stage. Now,
turning to the subject, he an-
nounced in a loud voice that the
teacup was the Atlantic Ocean
and he was out in the middle of
it about to drown.

Benson, the subject, imme-
diately threw himself on top of
the teacup and began thrashing
about, as if he was swimming.
The effect was everything one
could have hoped for. The whole
audience were on their feet
laughing outrageously.

After about five minutes of
swimming, the audience became
silent, waiting for Davis to waken
Benson. The committee was
waiting too. Finally one of the
members approached Davis on
the stage and told him it was time
to stop. It was evident Davis was
in trouble. He was sweating pro-
fusely and his eyes kept darting
about as if searching for, a hole
to crawl into.

Coffee
Sandwiches
Dinner to Go

Bicycle Delivery
(within 4 blocks)
Open 7am - 6pm
Monday - Friday

109 Washington Street

704-9999

“I said that's enough!” This
time the committee member’s
voice left no doubt that he was
to be obeyed.

“I can’t!” replied Davis in a
trembling voice. Galvani always
whispered those instructions
and I never got a chance to hear
them!”

Open Delta

An eclectic band performing
Blues - Rock - Folk

Now accepting bookings for

selected engagements. For
information call 256-694-7445

Cowme for the food ...
Stay for The fun!

Live Music
Nighrly!

Open 11am - 2am
Monday - Sunday




Realization dawned on the
audience at about the same time.
First there were a couple of cat
calls, and then a few hurled in-
sults, followed closely by a bar-
rage of rocks and bottles aimed
at the Great Davisini.

With the angry crowd in close
pursuit, Davis took refuge under
the floor of a nearby house. For-
tunately for all concerned, Dr.
Westmoreland, a noted Hunts-
ville doctor, had observed what
happened. After dragging Davis
from his hiding place, the doc-
tor marched him back to the
park where he coaxed Davis on
how to waken Benson - who was
still swimming.

The next week Huntsville’'s
city fathers passed an ordinance
barring hypnosis from being
used for entertainment.

A Better
Paying Job

The Minutes of the National
Bank of Huntsville, Alabama indicate
that on January 19, 1882 James R.
Boyd was appointed messenger for
the bank for the ensuing year, or until
the next annual election of officers,
without salary.

He was reelected, without sal-
ary, on January 16, 1883, January
15, 1884, January 13, 1885, Janu-
ary 19, 1886 and January 18, 1887.
He resigned in June, 1887.

Possibly he got a better paying
job.
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Alabamian Serves B
RLCERVEIRS

Dr. William West Grant %mW
(1846-1934), a native of Russell ;% /
County, Alabama, set a record %ﬂw

that will be hard to beat. As a Huntsville's Newest & Most
teenager, Grant joined Clanton’s Modern Facility
Battery in 1863 and spent 16
months as a Confederate artil- Personal, Professional senvice
lery man. Seruing all Cemetenies
Later moving to Davenport, Houoning all bunial & cash policces
Iowa, he became a distinguished Fonoring fre-uced transfens
physician, studying in London. Oremat

Vienna, and Berlin. Grant was a
doctor in the Colorado National
Guard during the Spanish-
American War of 1898, and be-
came Surgeon General of Colo-
rado the following year.
Unbelievably, he returned to
uniform for the third time in

September 1917- 52 years after 2305 . Wonth
Lee’s surrender! The 71 year old Py
ex-Confederate spent all of World 536-9197

War I on active duty.

Proud To Be American

Gift & Gourmet

Complimentary Gift Wrap - Shipping Worldwide

Fitz & Floyd

Yankee Candle 25(y ff
Camille Beckman o o
Crabtree & Evelyn with mention of this ad # 126.
Bradford Exchange Expires Jan. 04. Excludes Boyds
Rowe Pottery Bears & Harmony Kingdom

Boyds Collection
Tapestries & Antiques
Thomas Kinkade
Lena Liu

Glynda Turley

www.mulberrystreetgifts.com
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A Petition

Bridgeport, Alabama,

February 2, 1865

Sir, I have the honor to enclose here within,
petitions of James H. Hembree and C.W. Melton,
my son-in-laws, praying to his Excellency,
Abraham Lincoln, that they be permitted to take
the oath of allegiance and return to their homes
and families.

Mr. Melton’s wife is dead and his daughters,
six and three years of age, are dependent upon
me for their support.

My husband died in 1854, and I am now in
destitute circumstances, having a family of my
own to support and care for, and not one male
member of my own, or daughter’s family to ren-
der me assistance.

In the present conditions of the country, it is
impossible for females alone to gain a livelihood.

My daughters cultivated a small field of corn
the past season, with their own hands, which
would have been sufficient to subsist us through
the winter, had we been permitted to gather it,
but it was all taken by the soldiers, and we are
left destitute. Mr. James Hembree’s wife is in very
poor health, and has no means of support for
family and two children, aged eight and four
years.

I respectfully submit the enclosed petition to
your kind considerations and action in be half of
the widowed, and their children.

I am Sir

Your Humble Servant Lucy Johnson

Mrs. Lucy Johnson was the cousin of An-
drew Johnson, Military Governor of Tennessee,
who later became President of the United States
after Lincoln’s assassination. There is no record
that Johnson ever responded to his cousin’s
plea.

City Wins Lawsuit

Judge T. Betts of the law and equity court heard sev-
eral suits brought by the city of Huntsville against property
owners who have contested the assessments against them
for the cost of paving streets in front of their property. The
judgments of the court in favor of the city against the prop-
erty owners are as follows:

Harry M. Rhett. $250, Miss Mattie P Barnard $250,
Mrs. Maria Jones and A. L. Rison $200. Mrs. Kate Caldwell
$250, Leo Marscheutz and Mrs. Maria Jones $300, John
R. Connor $300, J. N. Mazza $140, Mrs. Annie Powell
$175.

from 1910 Huntsville paper
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A Provider of Long Term Care, Short Term
Rehabilitation, Alzheimers, Dementia Unit

Quality First
Quality of life and service go hand in hand. We are
dedicated to achieving the highest possible quality of
care for our Residents.
Committed to Compassion .. Striving for Excellence
.. Serving Responsibly

Comfort, Safety, Security
Our resident rooms are designed for comfort and safety with nurse call system within reach. Personal
touches and furnishings are encouraged to complete that homelike environment.
E3... Our Commitment to Excellence.
Our E3 program allows our residents and families to identify individuals who are observed to be
performing a "Moment of Excellence”. These moments are posted. We encourage our residents & families
to help us recognize our employees in their continuous pursuit of excellence. We believe E3 makes a
distinctive caring difference for you and our staff. (Look for our F-3 Posters.)
Accommodations - Semi-Private & Private Rooms:
One (1) Bedroom Apartments, Two (2) Bedroom Apartments, Respite Care (Short Term)
Skilled Nursing Home - Private and Semi-private rooms; Assisted Living accommodations
Apartment Features:
Kitchenettes in every apartment, Refrigerator,Wall to wall carpet. Spacious closets, 24 hour emer-
gency call system in bedroom and bath, Private bath with walk-in shower, safety bars and seat.
Special Features:
* 24 Hour Personal Care Assistance. * Licensed Nurses for Medication Administration. * Three tasty
meals Daily. * Housekeeping and Linen Service. * All utilities paid (except private phone) including
basic cable. * Life enrichment Programs, Activities and Social outings. * Scheduled Transportation. *
Beauty and Barber Shop.

Making Seniors well Physical Therapy - Occupational Therapy

again...
Speech-Language Pathology
Our professionally trained staff will evaluate and deviope a Comprehen-
sive Rehabilitation Program with your needs in mind.
Call (256) 837-8585 and let us show you how
Quality of Life goes together with our
Comprehensive Long Term Care Rehabiltation
Program .
...one step at atime Medicare Certified - Medicaid Certified

Private Insurance Accepted

A Diversicare Management Facility

4411 McAllister Drive - Huntsville, Alabama 35801
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Burnam'’s
Pool

by Walt Terry

Back in the olden days of the
‘twenties and ‘thirties, Burnam’s
pool, located about where the Big
Spring Lagoon is now, was about
the only place in town to swim.
Of course, there was Pinhook
Creek, Fagins Creek and the like,
for those who couldn’t afford
Burnam’s twenty-five cents ad-
mission.

The pool was unique by
today’s standards. It sides were
wooden boards, its bottom was
sand and mud. The men’s bath
house was wood frame with
wood-slatted floors, as I remem-
ber. Available for the womenfolk
were little wooden structures
that looked like connected out-
houses.

In the center of the pool, at
the deep end, was what looked
like, to our youthful imagination,
a super-tall utility pole. Way up
on it, almost out of sight in an
imagined stratosphere, was a
postage-stamp size platform you
could dive from if you were crazy
enough.

Alocal “prize fighter,” named
Dummy Robinson used to do it.
I thought for years that diving off
that insane pole was how he had
earned his name. At least, I
thought that until I learned he

was as deaf as the pole he dove
from. Maybe there was a connec-
tion anyhow, in that he couldn’t
hear the warnings (from people
like me) who would not have
plunged off that stupid perch for
any fame or fortune imaginable.

Mr. and Mrs. Burnam were
fine folks, he a lock and gun-
smith, as I recall, and she the
commander-in-chief of the pool.
Her authority was indisputable
and unchallenged. Once I heard
of a small boy telling her that a
lady floating around in an inner
tube had one of her “things”
hanging out. Turned out she was
alocal prostitute advertising her
wares. Mrs. Burnam was quick
to inform the “lady” that her pool
was a respectable place and she
would have to hang out some-
where else.

The Burnam’s had two chil-
dren, Emily and Jimmy. Jimmy
was my age, Emily two or three
years older and infinitely wiser
about many things, like where
babies came from and even how
they got there.

The two often fought, as sib-
lings will. Emily, older, stronger
and a tomboy, was sometimes
overly aggressive. In one of their
battles, Emily called her brother
a “son of a dog.” I was standing
nearby and very carelessly said,
“Hey, Emily, you called your own

Southern Medical Equipment Corp., a locally owned,
independent provider of home medical equipment, focuses
on quality service and equipment for all of our patients.

Continuing patient and caregiver education has been our
hallmark since our company was founded in 1978.
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mother a dog.”

Later in my life I did some
boxing, but I never came any-
where near as close to being
knocked unconscious as I did
that day.

“You stay out of this!” she
yelled, and I still can’t for the life
of me remember whether it was
before or after she hit me. No
matter. I stayed out of it, not only
for that time but for all time to
come. I might have been stupid,
but I was not suicidal.

Emily forgave me. But she
did me no favor when she invited
me to go to the Lyric Theatre for
the first Huntsville showing of
“Frankenstein.”

Soon after we had settled into
seats in the front row, an evil
looking man in a black suit came
on the screen. In menacing tones
he said something like, “If any-
one in the audience has a weak
heart or a cringing fear of un-
speakable monsters, he or she
should leave nowl”

Well shucksl I wasn't that in-
terested in seeing the movie any-
way. I got up to leave.

Only to be collared by Emily,
who told me in no uncertain
terms to sit my “you know what”
back down in that seat.

Well, on that day my fear of
the monstrous surrendered to
my respect for Emily’s left hook.

Loving (Companion
Pet Memorial Partk

"You'll never forget
your beloved friend."

Full Services Offered:

Burial
Cremation
Monuments
Caskets

7648 Wall Triana Hwy.
72 West to Wall Triana, right for
4.2 miles
Call for more information:
859-6784 * 539-7212
* Cell 603-0682

I sat back down.

I'll never forget that headon,
if tremulous, confrontation with
Frankenstein’s monster - only
one of many confrontations,
some equally frightening, that
I've since had to face up to.

And I'll never forget Emily,
who played an important role in
getting me started.

Woman with good disposition to
take care of home and three children.
She will be allowed one day every
other week to do as she may please.

Extra consideration will be given
to any applicant who shall be proven
to be skilled in reading and writing.

Wages, $5.00 per week, with
$1.50 deducted for lodging. Contact
the editor for more information.

from 1911 local newspaper

If you want your wife to
listen and pay undivided
attention to every word you
say, talk in your sleep.

Johnny Strickland

Al

p h a EState Sales & Appraisals

One of Huntsville's oldest personal property liquidation services for

Antiques, Fine Art, Furnishings and Collectibles.

Downsizing - Moving - Estate Liquidation -We Sell it All!
We sort, price, mark and sell all your items for you. We're there with
you day of the sale. Sales include homes, furniture, jewelry

Experience, Professionalism
and Excellence to each of our
customers

Bob Baker, H.S.C.A,,
Owner

Gary Lee Knight,
Sales Manager

Visit our website for
upcoming sales

www.alphaestatesales.com

1214 Meridian Street (256) 536-3117
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A Letter

Mr. Robert Shirer, Meridian Road, Huntsville, Alabama - August, 1871

Dear Papa,

| do not think I will be able to come home for Christmas. It is such a long
way and not much money. | think about you and the family all the time. | wish
you could be here to see the sights | have seen. California is truly a grand place.
| have got a job at a sawmill now. | am throwing slabs. When | get some money
ahead | am going to send you some picture cards of places | have seen.

| went to San Francisco with the men | work with. The city must be as big as
Huntsville and Decatur both. It is something to see the ocean. You can throw a
fish up in the air and the birds will fight over it until one gits it and flys off with it.
Some of the birds are as big as a turkey. Some of the men | work with are going
to go off gold hunting. They want me to go but | said no. | don’t think there is any
gold left here. We did not find as much to pay for our beans this year past.
There are men all over the hills and all the good places are gone. The way to get
rich here is to open a cooking place. The food is bad and most of us would
rather be hungry than eat it.

| had to sell the horse. | had run out of money and no one to turn to. But
don’t worry, | will send money to pay you for it. | hope my letter gets to you by
Christmas and tell everyone that | send my regards. | will surely be home Christ-
mas next year. Your Dutiful Son, Lee
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An Innocent
Incest

There is now in the State
Penitentiary an aged couple who
are serving out a term for the
crime of incest, they being
brother and sister.

The story is this: At the age
of twelve years, the male left his
father’s house to seek his fortune
and no more return. He, in time,
came West, grew to manhood
and married, raised a family of
children, and in time his wife
died.

His sister grew to woman-
hood and was married, and with
her husband came West, and
then to Iowa. Her husband died,
and in time she received an offer
of marriage from a man who was
a widower. She accepted the of-
fer and they were married. Her
husband was wealthy, and after
a time one of his sons wished to
have the father give him some
property, but the father refused
to accede to his demands.

The son, one day, while look-
ing over the family record of the
stepmother, which had been laid
aside and forgotten, discovered
that there was a kinship between
the families, and further investi-
gation proved that his father and
stepmother were very own
brother and sister.

To avenge himself for his

All New

Queen Size

Pillow Top Mattress

set in plastic with
warranty

Can Deliver - $180.00
256-509-7512

father’s refusal to give him the
bulk of his property, he brought
suit against them both for incest.
They were tried and convicted
and sent to the penitentiary for
one year. They are both over sixty
years of age, and as innocent of
intent to commit crime as the
new born babe.

The son has meanwhile
taken possession of the property.

Jrom 1873 newspaper

Mayor Fines Himself
For Fighting

Huntsville Mayor R. E.
Smith, who engaged in a fight
with J. E. Pierce, editor of The
Huntsville Times, sat on his
own case in the police court
this morning. The case of
Pierce was called first, and the
defendant was discharged al-
though he entered a plea of
guilty. The mayor next called
his own case and entered a
fine of $10 against himself be-
cause of the fact that he was
the aggressor in the affray.

Jrom 1912 newspaper

R.G. NAYMAN CO. INC.

ENERAL CONTRACTOR

General Contractors
Residential & Commercial
Specializing In
Fire Damage Repairs

"A Contractor You Can
Trust”

533-9016

“No one can afford to be sick
anymore. $35 a day in the
hospital is way too rich for my
blood.”

(Comment made in 1957)

HERNIATED DISC
TREATMENT

At the

Alabama Chiropractic
Back Pain Clinic

4835 Sparkman Dr. - Huntsville, Al.

Dr. Robert Richards

256-534-6792

Mon. thru Sat. 9-5

256-722-5566

Sims Driving School

Over 32 years experience. Certified by State Board of Education
Insurance reduction approved
Senior Refresher Courses Available

The Perfect Gift For Grandchildren!
Owned & Operated by Clifford Sims

Website: members.aol.com/drivingwithsims




The
Honor

by Glen Brooks

During the 1960’s the north-
ern section of downtown Hunts-
ville was known as the “Z” strip.
During this era there was a lot
of activity there due to several
beer joints, pool rooms and at
least one dance hall; therefore a
drunk or two was not rare.

As a police detective and as-
signed to the evening shift, I had
just parked my car on Jefferson
Street when a patrol unit passed
by. In the back seat, apparently
under arrest, was a familiar face.

I radioed the patrol unit and
asked if I could speak with them
about their prisoner before they
locked him up.

We met behind the police sta-
tion and after a brief discussion
the arresting officer agreed to
allow me to take charge of their
arrestee and take him home
since he was only guilty of intoxi-
cation.

It was a long drive to his
home out in the county and a
longer drive back. I had been
away from my duties too long.

On Monday [ was summoned
to my supervisors office to ex-
plain why I had “interfered” with
the officer’s arrest.

It seemed that one of the of-
ficers had made a complaint.

“It was Paul Bolden,” was my
only explanation. None other
was needed. My supervisor said
he would take care of it.

I had first met Paul about ten
years earlier while we worked
together at Redstone Arsenal. I
grew to care very much for this
small, quiet man.

Staff Sergeant Paul L. Bolden
met the enemy a few days before
Christmas in Belgium in 1944.

Thirty-five German soldiers did
not live to regret it. Practically
alone, armed with grenades and
an automatic weapon, Paul as-
saulted a farm house that con-
tained the German soldiers. Paul
was wounded three times in that
action.
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Paul has since died. Not
much has been written or said
about this poor North Alabama
country boy. I've often wondered
why:.

He won the Medal of Honor.

1 won the honor of knowing
him.

A hero

is motivated
into action
by fear,
courage or
madness or
a combi-
nation of all
three. What
sent Paul
into that
fortifica-
tion, I now

know. I
know he

Save $60 On any pur chase over $500 with this ad

was a hero.

Where Memories Are Sold!
2918-B Meridian Street - phone 288-0002
(just north of Mastin Lake on right)
Toll Free 1-888-640-7216
Brio wooden toys - “Sarah’s Attic” Figurines - “All God’s Children”
collector figurines - Eccolo from Italy: Gold Leaf glass fountain

pens - Murano Desk Collection - Embossed leather boxes - Bookmarks - journals
Arabesque fine glass perfume bottles and eggs
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| Remember When

by Don Wynn

The building that used to house Mullins’ is
still standing at the corner of Andrew Jackson
Way and Stephens Avenue. Even though the
building seems small when I drive by it today,
Mullins’ Drive-In seemed like a big place in the
60’s. It had large plate glass “picture windows”
that faced the streets. It was well lighted inside
and there was always a lot of noise and activ-
ity.

I remember sitting at the counter when I
was a boy about 12 or 13 years old. Mr. Mullins
and the waitresses made me feel as though I
were the King ordering my lunch.

The traffic light and the bus stop at the cor-
ner made it possible to sit in the corner booth
and keep track of the comings and goings of
everyone. In the afternoons and on weekends,
kids would fill that booth for hours. The juke
box on the front wall was kept busy playing the
latest rock-n-roll songs.

All the kids wore a uniform of sorts. Boys
wore white T-shirts, dark blue jeans with the
cuffs turned up, white socks and penney loaf-
ers. In the winter, leather jackets

few blocks down Andrew Jackson but not much has
really changed.

The dining area is bigger and there is a big park-
ing lot. And if you look in the phone book, it's still
listed as Mullins’ Drive-In Restaurant!

815 Andrew Jackson Way

We are known for great food, great

Tues. - Sat 11-9 Closed Sunday and Monday

were everywhere. Just about every
hair cut involved long greasy hair
that ended in a duck-tail in the
back.

The girls wore turtle neck sweat-
ers, poodle skirts, bobbie socks
and saddle oxfords. When they
danced to rock-n-roll music, their
skirts would flare out when they did
the spins.

Neighborhood boys could al-
ways pick up a little spending
money by working as car hops for
Mr. Mullins. People would park on

Stephens, honk their car hornsand | Visit our 2nd location at Interior Market Place - Hampton Cove

uptown gallery

wait for one of these boys to take

their orders. They could eat in
their cars with serving trays hung
on the door glass or they could
simply pick up their orders “to go.”

The boys earned about 30
cents per hour plus tips. They

, Custom Kitchens Custom Trim & Cabinets
weren't real formal about work Glamour Baths Sun Rooms
hours though. Boys would usually Custom Tile Patios
drop by when they needed money Custom Built Garages  Life Time Decks
and would ask Mr. Mullins if they Owner - Dean Sharp

could work for a while.

The restaurant has moved a 256-990- 1 10 1




Tips From Liz

Household Advice, Beauty Tips
and Common Sense

Arthritis Tips

We have heard from so
many folks recently who are re-
ally suffering with arthritis. So
this month we want to give you
some information that may help
you.

* 500 mg. of Glucosamine
sulfate taken 3 times a day -
relieves the symptoms and helps
repair damaged joints. Suffer-
ers swear by this one.

* Foods - there are certain
foods to avoid - called stressors
- that trigger arthritis inflamma-
tion. Some of these are:

Coffee

Alcohol

Meats
Chocolate

Dairy products
Eggs

Sugar
Processed foods

* Exercise is excellent - even
just walking around Old Town,
Twickenham or your own neigh-
borhood - wear sturdy, comfort-
able shoes and breathe deeply.

* Lifting weights is very good
- but check with your doctor so
that you don'’t strain yourself.

* Vitamins - Vitamin C is one
of the best arthritis fighters - take
it every day.

* Other foods good to eat are
fruits, whole grains, nuts, veg-
etables and seeds.

* Cauliflower is excellent,
cooked and raw. Try whole grain
breads instead of that bland
white bread.

* Red, yellow and orange
fruits neutralize harmful free
radicals in the body, and can
treat and prevent degenerative
diseases like arthritis.
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* Aloe vera boosts the im-
mune system and is excellent in
reducing inflammation.

* Many people swear that
copper bracelets ease their
arthritis misery.

-

Name Brands At Yesterday's Prices

* Blueberries, cherries (not
in a bottle!) raspberries and
strawberries are very good.

* Aromatherapy - the pow-
ers of fragrant oils. This can ef-
fect changes in mood and health,
and has proven powerful in eas-
ing arthritis pain. Put 5 drops
of lavender oil in your warm tub
water to ease your pain.

* Hot chili peppers and cay-
enne have been proven effective.

* Cinnamon is one of the old-
est healing herbs for osteoarthri-
tis.

* Chamomile tea - 2 to 4 tea- g EVIEWI I VR I EREE
spoons of the flowering heads in
a cup of boiling water daily will

relax you as well. 55 1'0845

New Vision
Construction

24 hour emergency service
Home Evaluation

Remodeling

Carpet, Vinyl, Hardwood Floors

Great Pricing on
Graber - Kirsch - Comfortex
HunterDouglas and more!

Blinds - Shades - Shutters
Draperies - High Quality
Free Estimates - Expert Installation

* ok ko

An emergency Policy is provided with savings on home repairs when any
emergency occurs. A small membership fee is required for policy members.

Donald Fin/ey (Serving Madison County since 1987)
For information please call Marie Thompson (256) 704-5680

A General Hardware Store For 25 years
Lily Flagg

SUPPLY

A Complete Hardware Store Serving Your
Household and Business Needs

SMALL ENGINE REPAIR

If you're not sure, ask for Johnny Brewer!

8501 Whitesburg Drive - 883-0781

Located in the community
that the famous Jersey cow,
Miss Lily, made famous over
100 years ago!
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The Baby

Race

When the new Huntsville
Hospital opened in 1926, it was
the start of one of the strangest
races in Huntsville’s history. The
hospital, which now boasted of
a modern maternity ward and an
up-to-date delivery room, offered
a silver loving cup to the first
baby born in the new facility. Not
to be outdone, several merchants
in town also offered prizes.

Most babies at this time were
born at home, most often with a
mid-wife helping in the delivery.
With the lack of sanitary condi-
tions, and improper training,
this often resulted in dire medi-
cal complications for both the
mother and newborn baby. The
staff of Huntsville Hospital real-
ized the dangers and had begun
an intensive campaign to educate
the public on the benefits of a
modern delivery room.

When the hospital opened its
doors on June 8, 1926, there
were three ladies in Huntsville
who were expecting any day. The
publicity surrounding the hospi-
tal had generated much interest
among Huntsville’s citizens, with
many speculating on who would
win the prize.

One of the ladies was Mrs.
L.M. Miller, a naturalized citizen
who had lived in Huntsville for
years. Both she and her husband
were Russian emigrants who had
come through Ellis Island before
settling in New York. A few years
after coming to America the Mill-
ers came south for a visit. As
their son would recall years later,
“They were so impressed by the
friendliness of the people in
Huntsville, they never left!”

The Miller’s quickly estab-
lished themselves in Huntsville,

opening a business named L.M.
Miller and Sons that is still in
business today. Although Mrs.
Miller was aware of the intense
competition to have the first baby
born in Huntsville Hospital, she
evidently could have cared less.

On the night her labor began
she was playing poker with a
group of friends and, being on a
winning streak, refused to leave.
Despite her husband’s frantic
entreaties to go to the hospital,
she kept insisting on, “just one
more hand!”

Finally, probably more wor-
ried about her husband’s condi-

tion than her own, she agreed to
be taken to the hospital, where,
afew hours later, she became the
proud mother of the first baby
born in Huntsville Hospital: The
baby was named Israel Bernard
(Buddy) Miller.

Like most trivial historical
incidents, the birth of the first
baby in Huntsville Hospital soon
became lost in the midst of time.
Years later the Public Relations
Director for Huntsville Hospital,
was browsing through some old
documents when she ran across
the story. Intrigued, but not ex-
pecting an answer, she reached

Do Your Holiday Gift
Shopping With Us!

One of the most nostalgic and
unique shopping experiences you'll
ever have! A huge selection of gifts,
crafts & children’s toys - that you won'’t
find anywhere else!

Visit us and you'll be hooked!

Open 9-5 daily - 10-4 Saturday

Closed Sunday

Benny Little, Branch Manager
400 Meridian Street, Suite 201, Huntsville, Al 35801
Phone 256-534-2180 Toll Free 877-428-2180

benny.little@agedwards.com
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for the phone book to see if :
Buddy Miller might still live in M |Sp| aced M oney
Huntsville.

Within minutes she was talk-
ing to Mr. Miller who confirmed
that he was indeed the person in
question. “Unfortunately,” he ex-
plained, “the loving cup had been
lost years before.” After learning
that Mr. Miller’s birthday was
coming up in a few days the di-
rector invited him and his wife
to lunch at the hospital.

Sixty-five years after becom-
ing the first baby born in Hunts-
ville Hospital, Buddy Miller once
again visited the hospital. This
time he was greeted by a huge
banner across the dining room
proclaiming, “Happy Birthday,

A strange case was brought to our
attention yesterday about a salesman
staying at a local hotel who has mis-
placed a valise containing $9,000.

Being fearful of leaving that amount
of cashin the room, he went to a nearby
bar where he proceeded to get tipsy.

He claims not to remember what
happened to the valise but recalls
meeting many friendly persons.

from 1911 newspaper

Buddy.”

Surrounded by staff and well
wishers, he was presented with
areplica of the silver loving cup
that had been given to his mother
years earlier.

State licensed for magnetic door and gate locks
Positive security for persons who wander
Licensed nurse administers all medication
Registered nurse overnight
Home style environment - 16 beds

Tipsy Pudding

Put stale sponge cake or
lady fingers into a dish and
pour brandy or sherry over
them. When soaked, stick full
of blanched almonds.

Make a custard of 1 pint
milk and 3 eggs, leaving out
one white. Sweeten to taste;
flavor with vanilla, boil. When
thick, pour over cake. Beat
the white of an egg to a stiff
froth with sugar, then add
custard.

Serve cold and enjoy!

Are You Diabetic?
Insulin or Pill Dependent?

Receive your supplies at little or no cost to you.
Medicare, Medicaid, Private Insurance Accepted
A 4 Shipped to your door.

We Have Compression Hose

256-539-9896 - 800-694-1303

3008 Bob Wallace - Huntsville, Al. 35805

Open Daily
"Where Bowling is Family Fun"

Don't forget to mention this ad to get
your Senior Discount (55+)
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A JeaIOUS Hugﬁana Jitney Drivers Dangerous

From 1873 Huntsville newspaper From 1919 Huntsville newspaper

There is a man is this city who is so affectionately The authorities should take some steps
fond of his wife that he is jealous if a man looks within | to stop the reckless driving of automobiles.
forty-five degrees of the direction in which she may | No regard is paid to the crowd crossing the
happen to be. The other day a gentleman spoke to street_s by the rpckless drivers of the smoke
her, and the husband immediately threatened sui- | Pelching machines.
cide. He wife was dispatched for a bottle of poison d At dusk dthls pralftlce 1S 1];1 deedfg'{nost
which she had put up at the druggist’s consisting of a angerous cegree when numbers ol JItncys

. . . . > and others who know better, run their cars
little water, colored with licorice and bottle, with a without lights. The police,no doubt will cause

glaring poison label on the side. When he threatened somebody a great deal of trouble when some
to take some of it, and actually poured it into a wine | hapless soul is run down.

glass she screamed for help and ran into another
room, where she could watch him through the key
hole, and saw him coolly open the window and throw
it out.

She then rushed back, apparently frantic with
grief and implored him not to do the rash deed. He
merely pointed at the glass, and laying down on the
floor began to kick out his legs like a jumping jack.
She told him, she was determined to share his fate,
and swallowed the rest of the licorice water, where-
upon he became really frightened, called the neigh-
bors, confessed that he only shammed, and said that
if she only survived he never would trouble her again.
Then she explained the ruse, and he was so morti-
fied he tried to buy up the silence of his neighbors,
but the story was too good to keep it quiet.

Raid On House of lll Repute

from 1907 Huntsville newspaper

The raid made by the police last night on the dis-
orderly house of Ret Wales produced four hundred
dollar fines or 296 day terms at hard labor. Mary
White, Ret Wales and Jenny Humphrey were fined
$100 each with the option of working out the fines at
the rate of .50 cents the day. Charlie Mason, a young
man who was caught in the house, was fined $100.
Mary Davison, an inmate of the house, was given 24
hours in which to get out of the city and unless she is
gone by that time she must pay a fine of $100 or begin
a term of 209 days labor. Four young men who were
caught in the same raid were discharged.

BRAND NAME

King Size Pillow Top
mattress set in plastic with
warranty

Under $300

Can Deliver
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Lewter's Hardware Store

In 1928 our great-grandfather, D.A. Lewter, and our grandfather,
J.M. Lewter, started the family business in a small store on Washing-
ton Street. They believed in offering fair prices, treating each customer
with special respect and giving great service.

A hand saw cost $2.50, a padlock 8 cents and a hammer could be
purchased for 85 cents. A lawn mower sold for $6.50 and a 100 1b. bar-
rel of nails was $2.25.

While our prices have gone up slightly we still provide the same
quality service our fore-fathers insisted on. We are the same family,
doing the same business in the same location. Stop by and visit with
us.

A Hardware Store....
The Way You Remember Them

222 Washington St - 539-5777
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