
1Old Huntsville   Page

No. 220
  June 2011

Also in this issue:  The Mafia

For many children 
in Huntsville schools 
it was referred to as 
"cotton picking vaca-
tion," but it wasn't any 
vacation. The schools 
would close during 
harvest to allow the 
kids to work in the 
fields alongside their 
parents. If the cotton 
was good, one could 
work sun-up to sun-
down and pick two 
hundred pounds a 
day, which at two cents 
a pound, was four dol-
lars a day.

The Graduation
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"I don't think I'm going to go 
to my graduation."

The words hung heavily 
in the small room as Kenneth 
Younger struggled for the right 
words to explain the decision to 
his parents. "It's not that big of 
a thing anyway and there's no 
sense in wasting the money."

Mr. Younger paused while 
repairing an old pair of shoes 
and looked at his son. Ken-
neth would be the fi rst one in 
the family, within memory, 
to graduate from high school. 
Hopefully, with an education, 
he would also be the fi rst in the 
family to break the bondage of 
poverty that had become a way 
of life for much of the rural 
south.

"Don't worry," Younger fi -
nally said, "You're going to 
graduate and you're going to 
wear a new suit."

In 1936 a new suit was al-
most like a rite of passage for 
boys graduating from high 
school. Families would scrimp 
and save diligently to purchase 
a new suit for their sons, many 
of whom had never worn any-

The 
Graduation

thing but overalls all their lives. 
Many young boys, whose fam-
ilies could not afford a suit, 
chose to skip the ceremony 
rather than wear overalls and 
suffer embarrassment when 
everyone else was dressed in 
suits.

The few boys who showed 
up for graduation wearing a 
new pair of overalls were often 
referred to as "blues," a derisive 
term stemming from the blue 
dye in a new pair of overalls 
that would often stain the skin 
a dark blue when wet.

A well-known writer, de-
scribing Southern culture dur-
ing the depression, estimated 
that one out of every four boys 
missed his graduation because 
he didn't have the proper 
clothes to wear.

Kenneth never thought of 
his family as being poor. Most 
of the other families he knew 
lived the same way; with an 
outhouse out back, kerosene 
lamps for lighting, and pinto 
beans almost every day for 
supper. On the fi rst Monday 
of each month they would go 
to town for their "government 
commodities" of cheese, beans, 
grits and, sometimes, canned 
meat which had a way of going 
rancid after being opened for a 
few hours.

Kenneth thought his family 
was pretty well off, all things 
considered. They had almost 
an acre of land, only a half 
mile off Whitesburg Pike, with 
a three room house that had 
originally been a log cabin be-

“Any woman can have the 
body of a 21-year-old as 

long as she buys him 
a few drinks fi rst.”

Maxine
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fore his grandfather had cov-
ered it with siding. A garden 
provided most of their food 
and there were always rabbits, 
squirrels, doves and quail for 
fresh meat. Less than a mile 
away was the Tennessee River 
where his father caught fish in 
homemade fish traps. The fish 
was then peddled in town from 
the back of what had once been 
a 1920-era Ford before some-
one sawed it in half and made 
a truck out of it.

The few dollars earned from 
selling fish was deposited in 
a coffee can that sat on a high 
shelf in the kitchen. Usually it 
was barely enough to buy the 
few staples not grown in the 
garden, pay the insurance man 
and purchase an occasional 
cheap shirt or a pair of shoes. 
Other items, more expensive, 
had to wait until the fall when 
cotton picking started.

For many kids in Hunts-
ville schools it was referred to 
as “cotton picking vacation” 
but it wasn’t any vacation. The 
schools would close during the 
harvest to allow the children 
to work in the fields along-
side their parents. If the cotton 
was good, one could, by work-

ing sun-up to sun-down, pick 
two hundred pounds a day, 
which at two cents a pound, 
was four dollars a day. Often 
times a family could make ten 
or twelve dollars a day which, 
for many, was the most money 
they would see all year.

Almost as familiar as the fad-
ed overalls most boys wore was 
the yearly trek to Montgomery 
Ward by parents whose sons 
were about to graduate. There, 
by paying two dollars down, 
they could layaway a suit and 
have it paid for by the time cot-
ton picking season ended.

Kenneth’s parents were de-
termined he would have a new 
suit to wear at his graduation 
and, although there was less 
than four dollars in the coffee 
can, they insisted he accompa-
ny them to Montgomery Ward. 
The array of suits was awe-
some for a family who rarely 
ventured into a department 
store. There were blue suits, 
black suits and grey suits all in 
a vast assortment of fabrics and 
styles.

Kenneth and his mother ex-
amined the different suits care-
fully before finally narrowing 
the choice down to two, a black 
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suit and a dark blue one with 
wide lapels. Turning to his fa-
ther, they asked his opinion. 
Somewhat embarrassed, Mr. 
Younger confessed he had no 
idea; he had never owned a 
suit.

With the help of a salesper-
son they fi nally decided on the 
right suit with a white shirt and 
colorful tie. Shoes would have 
to wait, but they thought that 
with enough polish they could 
make do with the ones he al-
ready had. The bill was $32.65 
and Mr. Younger paid the cus-
tomary two dollars down.

No one ever accused Mr. 
Younger of being lazy. From 
the time he and his wife had 
gotten married almost thirty 
fi ve years earlier he had worked 
from daylight to dark doing 
what ever he could do to earn 
money. Besides selling fi sh, he 
would cut and deliver fi rewood 
from the nearby woods. Un-
fortunately, the neighbor who 
owned the woods took half the 
money and after paying gas, 
it was often a losing business. 

When there was nothing else to 
do he spent hours in the near-
by mountains looking for gin-
seng or in the fi elds searching 
for arrowheads. A man from 
Knoxville would come through 
every year and purchase the 
arrowheads, sometimes pay-
ing as much as ten dollars for a 
small bucketful.

Every day Mr. Younger 
would examine the cotton 
in the nearby fi elds trying to 
gauge when it would be ready 
to pick. Finally, with the ripe 
cotton almost spilling from its 
bolls, word went out that the 
cotton growers were hiring. At 
fi rst light the next morning, and 
with their picking sacks folded 
under their arms, Kenneth and 
his parents walked to the main 
road where they waited only 
a few minutes before a truck 
pulled up.

“Two cents a pound,” said 
the driver. Nodding in agree-
ment, they climbed into the 
back of the truck which was al-
ready crowded with other pick-
ers trying to ward off the early 
morning chill. A short drive of 
several miles took them to a 
cotton fi eld where sixty or sev-
enty other people were milling 
around. The country was in 
the middle of a depression and 
thousands of people were wan-

“When two people agree on 
everything, one of them is 

doing all the thinking.”

Ron Eyestone, Madison
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dering from town to town will-
ing to pick cotton for anything 
they could get.

With so many pickers, 
the fi eld had been stripped 
clean that afternoon. Still, the 
Youngers were almost jovial 
about their day’s labor. Be-
tween the three of them they 
had made almost eleven dol-
lars to put in the coffee can. 
Secure in the knowledge there 
would be other fi elds the next 
day, they returned home that 
night to a late supper and lib-
eral applications of liniment. A 
couple more days, they fi gured, 
and the suit could be paid off 
and then they could start sav-
ing money.

The following morning the 
scene was repeated, except this 
time the driver only offered 
one and a half cents per pound. 
“Got all the pickers we need,” 
he said, “take it or leave it.”

Shaking his head “No,” 
Younger decided to wait on 
another truck. A few minutes 
later another truck pulled up 
with the same offer: “You may 
as well take it. It’s all anyone is 
paying.”

The fi eld that day was hard 
picking with stunted cotton 

plants and rows overgrown 
with weeds and briars. The 
plants were too short to pick 
while bending over and the 
numerous rocks made work-
ing on scraped knees almost 
unbearable. That evening, af-
ter they settled up at the scales, 
they went home with a little 
more than seven dollars and 
two arrowheads they fi gured 
were worth a quarter apiece. 
Still, they reasoned, it was more 
than they had before.

The following day was even 
worse. The pay had dropped to 
one cent a pound and there were 
still more pickers than needed. 
Day after day the Youngers 
waited patiently as trucks that 
had once searched for work-
ers now sped by without even 
slowing down, Occasionally 
they would get a day’s work in 
some hard-scrabble fi eld that 
most pickers would pass by. 
Sometimes they earned seven 
or eight dollars; other times it 
might be just four or fi ve but it 
all went into the coffee can.

And then the rain began.
It started as a light shower 

one night, not hard but just 
enough so that it was almost 
midday by the time the work-

“Happiness is having a 
large, loving, caring, close-
knit family in another city.”

George Burns
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ers were allowed to go into the 
fi elds. That evening, however, 
dark storm clouds rolled slowly 
over the Valley, accompanied 
by deafening claps of thunder 
and lightning. Cotton fi elds 
quickly turned into sticky red 
quagmires and streams over-
fl owed their banks,

After several days of being 
cooped up in the house, Mr. 
Younger, despite pleas from 
his wife, decided to brave the 
pouring rain to check his fi sh 
traps on the river. It was late 
that evening, after dark, when 
he returned, soaking wet and 
mud splattered. In between 
fi ts of coughing and shivering 
he told what had happened. 
The raging waters had swept 
his fi sh traps away and he had 
searched for hours before fi -
nally giving up and returning 
to his truck. When he tried to 
start it there was only a grind-
ing noise - the starter had gone 
out. The rain was coming down 
even harder as Younger began 
walking home. By the time he 
got there he was shivering un-
controllably.

Early the next morning, af-
ter taking money from the cof-
fee can, Kenneth walked to the 
main road where he caught a 
ride to a junk yard to buy an-
other starter for the truck. By 
the time he got home that af-
ternoon, his father’s condition 
had worsened. He was running 
a high fever and was coughing 
almost constantly. Kenneth 
helped move his father’s bed 
into the kitchen where it was 
warmer and all that night Ken-
neth and his mother took turns 
sitting with him.

Day after day passed and the 
sickness continued. The fever 
fi nally broke but the coughing 
got worse. About a week later 

Kenneth got up one morning to 
get ready for school and found 
his mother sitting at the kitch-
en table carefully counting the 
money in the coffee can.

“You’re not going to school 
today,” she said. “We’re taking 
your father to the doctor.”

Mr. Younger was adamant, 
refusing to even consider 
spending money on a doctor. 
“Ain’t no one in this family 
ever graduated or had a new 
suit and my son is going to be 
the fi rst.”

“Ain’t no one in this fam-
ily ever been to a doctor nei-
ther but you’re going to be the 
fi rst!” The look on his wife’s 
face ended the argument.

The doctor’s diagnosis was 
brief but to the point. “It’s set-
tled in your lungs. There’s not 
much we can do but prescribe 
some medicine and have you 
come back in a couple weeks. 

“What do I feel when I kill a 
terrorist?  A little recoil.”

Marine overheard on 
military base
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Just don’t try to do any work.” 
The total bill was $23.00, leav-
ing only $3.00 to put back in the 
coffee can. Despite Kenneth’s 
objections, Mr. Younger insist-
ed on stopping at Montgomery 
Ward to pay another $2.00 on 
the lay away.

The next few months were 
a blur for Kenneth as he strug-
gled to earn enough money to 
support the family and pay the 
doctor’s bills. Cotton picking 
season was over but it was time 
to pick bolls; fi lling sacks full of 
cotton bolls and sitting in front 
of the fi replace at night trying 
to salvage tiny strands of cotton 
that had been left by the pick-
ers. Sometimes, on Saturdays, 
he would get a day’s work at 
one of the nearby farms. 

On days when his father had 
a doctor’s appointment, Ken-
neth would skip school and 
get up early in the morning 
to check the fi sh traps. Then, 
while his father was at the doc-
tor’s, Kenneth would spend 
the morning trying to peddle 
the fi sh. When he was done he 

would meet his father down-
town on the courthouse steps.

Evenings were a time for 
chopping wood, drawing wa-
ter and the thousands of other 
small tasks around the farm 
that his father had once done 
and that Kenneth had always 
taken for granted. Regardless 
of how hard he worked there 
were never enough hours in 
the day and the coffee can 
stayed empty. It seemed as if 
every penny he earned went to 
the doctor; then the truck broke 
down again, costing even more 
money.

Finally one evening, bone 
tired and losing all hope of ever 
earning enough money for the 
bills and pay off the layaway, 
Kenneth angrily confronted his 
parents. “I’ll fi nish school but 
I’m not going to graduation. 
All I ever do is work to give the 
money to someone else!”

The sudden outburst caught 
Kenneth’s parents by surprise. 
Finally his mother, with a 
barely controlled anger in her 
voice replied, “Son, that’s what 

your father has been doing for 
years.”

The winter dragged on and 
then it was springtime. Ken-
neth attended school during 
the week and got work in the 
fi elds chopping cotton when-
ever he could. He still brought 
his father to the doctor and he 
still tried to peddle fi sh, but the 
coffee can stayed empty.

One day several weeks be-
fore the end of the school year, 
Kenneth’s father announced 
that he was going to drive 
himself to the doctor. Kenneth 
protested, saying he was too 
weak to drive himself, but the 
old man, in between coughing 
spells, insisted and ordered 
Kenneth to school.

That day after school Ken-
neth asked the bus driver to let 

“We owe alot to Thomas 
Edison. If it weren’t for 

him, we’d be watching TV        
by candlelight.”

Milton Berle
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him off at a neighboring farm. 
There he worked chopping cot-
ton until dark before walking 
the two miles on to home. As 
soon as he entered the house 
he knew something was differ-
ent. Both his parents were sit-
ting in front of the fireplace, not 
saying anything but with big 
smiles on their faces.

As he bent down to kiss his 
mother on the cheek he noticed 
something hanging on the wall 
behind her. It was a new suit, 
black with wide lapels and a 
crisp new white shirt. On the 
same hanger was a new tie 
with colorful flowery designs. 
Kenneth was speechless; his 
first thought was, “how?”

“Your father bought it,” his 
mother explained. “He’s been 
saving money.”

The next week was a hap-
py one for Kenneth. He still 
worked from dawn to dusk but 
thoughts of tired muscles were 
now replaced by thoughts of 
graduation and having a new 
suit. Sometimes at night the 
family would sit and stare at 

the suit, debating whether it 
would be bad luck to try it on 
before graduation. Kenneth’s 
father was especially proud, 
declaring it “the most hand-
some suit he had ever seen.”

One Friday night, just days 
from graduation, Kenneth’s 
mother woke him from a sound 
sleep with tears running down 
her cheeks. “I need you to go 
to the telephone. Your Pa just 
died.”

After the undertaker had 
come and gone, the house sud-
denly seemed so empty. His 
mother sat in front of the fire-
place staring straight ahead, 
alone with her grief. Kenneth 
busied himself by gathering 
clothes for his father to be bur-
ied in and trying to find the in-
surance policy. Opening a cigar 
box, he began sorting through 
the papers when suddenly 
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his attention was riveted by a 
small bunch of papers held to-
gether by a rubber band.

They were prescriptions 
from the doctor that had never 
been filled.

Kenneth later said that he 
couldn’t remember the last 
time he cried, but he cried like 
a baby that day. He cried for 
his father and he cried for the 
times they had spent together 
and the memories they once 
shared and the memories that 
would never be. And he cried 
for having a father who loved 
him so much.

They buried Mr. Younger 
two days later. At the funeral 
people said they had never 
seen such a pretty day and that 
he looked so natural dressed in 
a new suit with a white shirt 
and colorful tie.

Kenneth graduated from 
high school the following day. 
He still has a photograph of the 
ceremony. He’s the proud one 
in the second row, the one in 
the not-so-new suit.

Wash Taylor, a colored 
preacher of the Hazle Green 
neighborhood, has been ar-
rested and placed in jail on a 
charge of stealing meat from 
T. M. Scott and selling it to this 
city. Taylor does not deny hav-
ing sold the meat but claims 
that it belonged to him and that 
he brought it to town and sold 
it in order to buy a coffin for his 
wife who died Sunday night. 

He was compelled to go 
to jail and being unable to ar-
range for a bond, was not pres-
ent at the funeral of his wife. 
The prosecutor claims that 
Taylor is a hypocrite and that 
he preached his usual sermon 
Sunday and then stole meat be-
fore he knew his wife was go-
ing to die.

Preacher 
Goes to Jail

We offer city-wide delivery of all fruit baskets

“You know you’re getting 
older when all the people 

in “People magazine” 
you’ve never heard of.”

Sam Keith, Huntsville
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Closed Sunday

I suppose every town has 
it's renowned honkey tonk or 
bloody bucket. Huntsville had 
it's White Castle, or Laura's 
Place. Laura was the owner. 
The White Castle was located 
on Meridian Street about a 
quarter of a mile past Alabama 
A&M College on the right side. 
That was when Meridian Street 
was virtually the only north-
ern route out of Huntsville. It 
was known to have it's share of 
shootings, when some lived to 
tell about it and some didn't.

It just so happened that there 
was a musician named Bunny 
Irvin, who ran a print shop in 
Huntsville. Bunny and a couple 
of musician friends decided to 
go out to the “Castle” and try 
to book their band. So Satur-
day night came and they were 
ready for a night on the town.  
     No sooner had the band set 
up when they heard a loud 
slap. Someone had knocked 
out a women because she alleg-
edly was fl irting with another 
man.

The band started playing 
their fi rst set. The White Castle 
had booths that one could latch 
and have a certain amount of 
privacy. A man came by the 
band stand and had a request, 
he wanted to hear a tune called 

“Mule Train”.  The piano play-
er, the leader of the band, said  
“Sorry, we don't know that 
one.” Well, the man left and 
went back to his booth. A few 
minutes later the same man 
came back and asked how about 
playing “Mule Train”. The re-
ply was “Sorry, sir, we don't 
know that tune.” With that the 
man coolly walked back to his 
booth.

It just so happened that the 
piano man always put his hat 
on top of the piano. About that 
time, everyone heard a shot ring 
out and the man in the booth 
had shot a hole in the hat.

The band started playing 
a tune of some sort and was 
shouting “Mule Train, Mule 
Train, Mule Train”!!!!

This was a true story accord-
ing to Bunny Irvin. 

The White 
Castle

By Charlie Lyle

“The worst thing about quit-
ting drinking is to wake up 

knowing this is the best 
you’re going to feel all day.”

Fred Gibson, Athens
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O’LE DAD’S 
BAR-B-Q

“It’s Cooked In The Pit”
O’le Dad’s Bar-B-Q menu
O’le Dad’s Main Course

1/2 chicken plate
Pork plate
Rib plates
1/2 Chicken Plate 
Ribs (Slab) 
Ribs (1/2 Slab) 
Whole Chicken 
Whole Shoulders

Sandwiches
Pork Sandwich
Turkey sandwich
Rib Sandwich

Sides
French Fries 
Potato Salad Pies
Baked Beans 
Green Beans 
Hushpuppies
Salads
Chicken Fingers 

Also Serving...
Hot Dogs 
Hamburgers Slaw Dogs 
Chili Dogs 
Cheeseburgers 

256.828.8777    -   256.828.8778
Bill & Rosemary Leatherwood, owners

Hours of Operation:
Closed Sunday and Monday
   Tues - Fri   10am - 8pm
   Saturday - 10am - 7pm

      
   This is the perfect time 
to enjoy Ole Dad’s BBQ 
on our screened in back 
porch!  
   
Bring your friends and 
family and make a party 
of it!

  It’s baseball season!  
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My Uncle, Master Sergeant 
Paul B. Miller, U.S. Army re-
tired, passed away in 2009 at 
the age of eighty nine. He was 
an American Hero. This was 
the only thing the two of us 
ever had a disagreement about. 
He would have no part of being 
called a hero and quickly got ir-
ritated if the issue was pressed.
But the record speaks for it-
self. When he fi rst went to the 
Army in 1945, he was assigned 
as a medic and never left the 
country. But that was not what 
he wanted. He asked for the in-
fantry so he could go to Europe 
and fi ght the Germans. 

The Army fi nally got tired 
of his requests and told him to 
shut up and do what he was 
told or face the consequences. 
He did get into combat but it 
was fi ve years later in Korea. 

He was in two major battles 
that I know about. The fi rst 
was when the North Koreans 
pushed his division, the Sec-
ond Division, back to the sea. 
When defeat seemed certain, 
the Marines landed at Pusan 
and helped turn the tide. The 
U.S. soon pushed the invad-
ers back into North Korea. Ev-
erybody thought the war was 
won. By November 1950, the 
soldiers thought they might be 
home for Christmas.

The second battle is well doc-
umented in the history books. 
At Thanksgiving 1950, hordes 
of Chinese came into the war in 
such huge numbers that they 
quickly overtook the American 
Army. This battle changed Un-
cle Paul's life forever. 

Two or three years ago, 
before he died, I took him to 
the VA facility on Governors 
Drive. He and another gentle-
man, about the same age, were 

standing at the counter. They 
looked at each other for a min-
ute and almost in unison said 
Kuni-ri! I didn't know it at fi rst 
but this was where they both 
were when the Chinese in-
vaded. These two men had not 
seen each other or had contact 
in nearly sixty years but re-
called details of the time with 
clarity. After some conversa-
tion, the man said to Uncle 
Paul, "I got out but what hap-
pened to you?" Uncle Paul re-
sponded that he had a ride out 
and could have escaped too but 
let a young private go in his 
place. They both remembered 
the temperature that day, they 
said it was 19 below zero. 

I will never know how he 
came to such a decision other 
than it was his code as a Ser-
geant to put the welfare of his 
men fi rst. This decision led him 
into the hands of a cruel enemy 
under the worst conditions 
imaginable. It was a miracle 
that he was not killed in the 
battle. Instead he was taken 
prisoner by the North Koreans 
who wanted to kill him instant-
ly. He wasn't killed because a 
marine fi ghter plane loaded 
with napalm kept circling over-
head. The Koreans knew that if 
they killed him they would be 

An American 
Hero

by Austin Miller

“I used to say, ‘I hope my 
kids get married.’ Now, 
it’s ‘I hope they STAY 

married.’”

Jenny Martin, Arab
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929 Merchants  Walk
Huntsville, Al

Work: 256-539-9441
Cell: 256-783-2359

2500 Jordan Lane
Huntsville, Alabama 35814

Email: dwaggett@woodyandersonford.com  
E

incinerated. This was the sec-
ond time he was saved by the 
marines. Although, he was an 
Army man, he would never say 
a critical word about the Ma-
rines. 

Before the fi ghter ran out of 
fuel, the Chinese regular Army 
appeared and took him from 
the North Koreans. For some 
unknown reason, the Chinese 
decided, after much argument 
with the Koreans, to save his 
life. This story was told by Tom 
Brokaw on the six o'clock news 
a few years ago. By a miracle 
his life was spared but his trou-
bles were just starting. It was a 
journey into hell that lasted al-
most three years. Out of about 
200 in Uncle Paul's Company, 
approximately half were killed 
in the battle, the remaining 100 
were taken prisoner, of those 

only 35 survived captivity. 
Dr. William Shadish, who 

was captured with Uncle Paul, 
wrote a book titled "When Hell 
Froze Over." He goes into some 
detail about the terrible condi-
tions the men had to endure. 
He wrote about how Uncle 
Paul helped many prisoners 
stay alive. After reading the 
book you realize that our coun-
try has no medal commensu-
rate with what these men en-
dured for their country. 

I was twelve years old when 
he came home in 1953. A huge 
crowd turned out to meet him 

at the old airport. There was a 
parade from the airport to the 
American Legion Hall down-
town. People lined the streets 
the entire parade route. 

After that, he served about 
two years at Redstone, then 
four years in France and fi nal-
ly ended his career at William 
Beaumont Army Hospital in 
El Paso, Texas. Near the end 
of his military career, I was in 
the Army stationed at Fort Sill, 
Oklahoma. 

I met a good friend of his 
that he had known in France 
and we called him one night. I 

“Don’t turn the radio on 
now, I want the battery to 

be up when Grand Ole 
Opry comes on.”

What you don’t hear 
anymore
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was shocked to learn from his 
friend that Paul was on orders 
to go to Vietnam. I thought this 
was outrageous considering 
what he had been through. But 
to him it was no big deal, he 
was a soldier and his job was to 
go where the Army sent him. 
He did retire but not because 
he was afraid to go to Vietnam. 
He decided it was time to con-
sider the wishes of his family. 

After he came home to stay, 
he went to work at Huntsville 
Hospital and became Director 
of Medical Records. Whatever 
job or position he held, he was 
first and foremost a soldier. He 
loved the uniform, lived the 
code and always carried him-
self like a soldier. To him, on 
time was late, early was on time 
and anything past the agreed- 
upon time was unacceptable. 

He lived the last two years 
of his life at Tut Fann Veterans 
Home and I went to see him 
often. If I told him I would be 
there at 10:00 A.M. and was not 
there by 9:50 A.M., he would 

call without fail to see what had 
happened. Whether he needed 
it or not, he had to have a high 
and tight haircut about once 
a week. A daily shave was re-
quired. At the Veteran’s Home, 
his old first sergeant instincts 
could not be suppressed and 
he felt a responsibility to help 
run the place.

Uncle Paul was a man of 
faith who read and studied 
his bible every day. He was a 
member of Shiloh Methodist 
Church since he was a young 
teenager and the only thing he 
loved more than that church 
was his family. 

He was quick to tell you that 
his faith was what carried him 
through almost three years 
in the valley of the shadow in 
North Korea. Charles McCay, 
his pastor for 29 years at Shiloh 
preached at the funeral. 

He was buried next to his 
mother and father, my grand-
parents, at Maple Hill Cem-
etery, receiving full military 
honors.
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“Capital punishment would 
be more effective as a 

preventative measure if it 
were administered prior

 to the crime.”

Woody Allen
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Specialists
in Real Estate

for Seniors
Seniors & Caregivers

Resources
& Information

John Richard
SRES

256-603-7110

Dick Smith
SRES

256-457-3929

Does this represent you or your parents? You have lived in your
home for the last 20 to 50 years. Your home used to be filled with
growing children, the neighborhood kids, and now it’s empty. You
have fond memories of happy times and memories of some sad
times. The time has come to move on. You want more time to
relax and have a simpler lifestyle. Between the cleaning, house
maintenance and lawn mowing, you find no time or energy to do
the things you really want to do. Maybe you need to move to a
smaller home, patio home, or assisted living facility. We can help
you or a loved one downsize.

Get answers to frequently
asked questions. Log on to

www.teamrichardrealtors.com,
and click on link for
Caregivers Library.Team Richard

Sure-Fire Ways to 
Lose that Extra Weight 1 cup plain lowfat yogurt

3 tablespoons Splenda brown sugar
1 teaspoon vanilla butternut fl avor
1/2 teaspoon ground cinnamon

Combine all in a bowl, chill. This can be stored 
in the fridge. Use it for fresh fruit dip or as a 
topping for desserts.

*  Drink 3 full glasses of water before each 
meal - no way can you eat as much as usual.

*  Avoid all fast food.
*  Stay off all scales.
*  Fill up your time - stay busy.
*  Volunteer to help the Tornado victims
*  Eat 5 small meals a day, low on fat & sugar
*  Exercise a little - not necessarily alot - just 

stick with it.
*  Learn how to dance.
*  Eat your largest meal at lunch.
*  Don’t eat supper after 7pm
*  Dip a banana in low-fat pineapple yogurt 

for a healthy snack.
*  Find a picture of you at your best and stick 

it on the fridge for incentive - Photo-Shop it if 
you have to.

*  If you must eat a greasy meal, or a meal 
with meat, drink a medium glass of grapefruit 
juice afterwards - you’ll feel better.

*  Don’t keep cookies, chips, candy or fatten-
ing snacks at your home - when you get hun-
gry you’ll rationalize why it’s a good idea to eat 
them.

*  Wear clothes that are just one size larger 
so you feel like you are losing weight - keep 
telling yourself how great you look.

*  If you feel like a comforting sweet snack 
when you’re feeling blue, buy a jar of vanilla 
pudding baby food instead of that huge Baby 
Ruth candy bar - It’ll remind you of your early 
days!

*  Get yourself a good pair of walking shoes 
and drive to one of the historic 
districts to walk - the gardens are 
just beautiful this time of year and 
there is always interesting home 
renovation going on. But we’re 
warning you - it’ll become addic-
tive!

*  Don’t ever put yourself down - 
tell yourself how well you’re doing 
and if you mess up, just start back 
doing what you know you should. 
Your grandma was right - eat right 
and get a little exercise! 

Healthy brown sugar fruit dip
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Heard On 
the Street
  by Cathey Carney

Ruth’s Nutrition
Life is beautiful -

enjoy every minute of it.
Herbs - Vitamins - Massage -  Reflexology  

Natural Foods - Master Herbalist  
Auricular Therapy - Magnetic Therapies

Electrodermal Testing - Children’s Products

7540-P South Memorial Pkwy
Rosie’s Shopping Center

Huntsville, Alabama

(256) 883-4127
Open Mon - Sat

info@ruthsnutrition.com

The first person to correctly 
identify the youngster below wins 
a full one-year subscription to 

“Old Huntsville”  magazine. 

Call (256) 534-0502
Hint:  This little boy sure is 

a great storyteller, and he sells 
real estate too!

Congratulations to the win-
ner of the Photo of the Month 
for April. The handsome young 
boy was Tom Ryan, attorney in 
Huntsville and a fabulous cook. 
The astute lady who called 
with the first correct guess was 
Jamie Naple of Huntsville.  She 
worked in the auto industry 
for many years and has lived 
all her life in Madison County. 
Congratulations to you!

We were so happy to hear 
that Charlie Sealy III and his 
wife Sasha of Sealy Manage-
ment are planning to turn the 
vacant Belk Hudson building 
downtown into 75 apartments 
geared towards young profes-
sionals.  It turns out that many 
empty-nesters would love to 
live downtown and want to 
downsize from larger homes in 
the suburbs. There’s alot to be 
said about being able to walk 
everywhere and not rely on 
transportation.  Huntsville has 
a beautiful downtown area and 
we have an idea that these soon 
to be built apartments will be 
reserved before they are even 
built.  And we so appreciate the 
generosity of these two young 
people who just want to bring 
energy to our downtown area.

We recently met a really 
sweet lady, Benita Crook of 
Toney, Al. She is so proud of 
daughter Amber Saunders 
who is a writer, and both Beni-
ta and Amber just love reading 
about the history of this area, 
as their family has been here 
for decades.

Happy Birthday to our dear 
friend Linda Goldman. Linda 
and Darryl live in Twickenham 
and just love this time of year.

We visited Cecil Ashburn 
recently and he’s doing great! 
He told us he turns 92 in early 
June and that life is great. We 
have so much admiration for 
Cecil. 

While shopping at Lewters 
recently I got a chance to catch 
up with Cecil Stokes. What an 
interesting man!

I know I say alot of great 
things about our postal work-
ers but we think they are the 
best. And this past weekend 

the annual Letter Carrier’s 
Food Drive took place, with 
many residents placing a bag 
of canned/dry foods out for 
their charity. So in addition to 
bringing us our mail, they then 
had to carry heavy bags of food 
to their trucks, all for the ben-
efit of people who need it.

Happy Birthday to the most 
handsome grandson in the 
world, Evan Troup who turns 
8 in June!

Words cannot describe the 
heartache we feel for those who 
lost loved ones  and everything 
they had in the April 27 torna-
does.  The north Alabama area 
has some of the most gener-
ous and giving people who are 
now volunteering with clean-
up, food, clothing, donations, 
etc.  We are so proud of each 
and every one of you who are 
helping in this effort.

A beautiful wedding took 
place mid-May between Amy 
Cantrell and Bobby Eades. 
The Botanical Gardens was the 
perfect setting for such an occa-
sion and the bride was just so 
pretty. The reception followed 
the wedding at Murray Hall in 
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Louie Tippett,Owned & Operated

the Gardens and all the guests 
had a wonderful time.

Happy June 6 birthday to 
that handsome Dick Maroon, 
who lives with wife Karen in 
Old Town. You may have read 
about Dick in the Times re-
cently - he makes homemade 
wooden toys for children who 
have to be hospitalized and de-
livers them each Christmas.

The area around Meridian 
Street & Pratt, behind Garden 
Cove Produce & Furniture 
Factory, is getting to be alot 
more interesting. Doug Smith 
owns the Park Plaza and A.M. 
Booth’s Lumberyard that is lo-
cated just to the south of Fur-
niture Factory.  It was recently 
announced that there will be a 
public art project called “Solu-
tions” in which local artists will 
fill spaces up with art on Cleve-
land. Artists will compete for 
spaces, decided by an advisory 
panel of art leaders in our com-
munity.  

A special hello to Hemsi 
Ambulance #22!  You guys are 
the best.

We were so sorry to hear 
of the death of Ella R. Little, 
who passed away at age 88 in 
Owens Cross Roads. She was 
employed in the office of Pro-
bate Judge for 30 years un-
til she retired. She was a very 
active member of the Owens 
Cross Roads Church of Christ 
for 65 years. She was known as 
“Mam” by all her family. We 
send our deepest condolences 
to son Jerry Craig and his wife 

Marion, daughter Linda Hill, 
stepdaughter Margaret Anne 
Whitsett & husband Dan, her 
stepson Honorable Lloyd H. 
Little Jr. and wife Maggie, and 
all the family and many friends 
who will miss her gentle and 
sweet spirit.

Susan Warren Nolen is an 
Infusion Nurse at Clearview 
Cancer Institute and she is so 
proud of her Dad!  He is Earl 
Claxton Warren of Hartselle, 
who will turn 86 years old on 
June 12 and is still full of energy.  
He is involved in the Kiwanis, 
the Chamber of Commerce 
and his church, but for many 
years was a coach. He coached 
in Huntsville at Lincoln High 
School in the 40’s, then Madi-
son County High School, and 
still attends Coach’s reunions 
at Mullins restaurant every 
year. He is a proud WWII vet 
who served overseas.

Susan worked at Huntsville 
Hospital for years as ER nurse, 
was a flight nurse and is a breast 
cancer survivor twice. Then, 
in her spare time, she raises 
& shows Italian Greyhounds!  
She’s a real sweetheart. She 
told us her son, Justin Turner, 
works at Alpha Insurance in 
Hartselle and is married to his 
pretty wife Jennifer.

There are several birthdays 
among BBT Bank employees 
and family. The Financial Cen-
ter Leader downtown is Lynn 
Pearce and she had a June 3 
birthday. Kristyn Towers is a 
teller there and her husband 

Heath turned 27 on June 3.  
Miriam Huell also works there 
and her Grandma Mary Baer 
had a May 3 birthday. When 
asked about her age, I was told 
“She’s been 45 for over 10 years 
now!”

George Huell is Miriam’s 
dad and he had a May birth-
day as well. Then Amanda Mc-
Munn’s sweet husband Keith 
McMunn had an early May 
birthday too.  Lots of parties at 
BBT!

Give those Dads an extra 
hug Father’s Day, and try to 
reach out & help those who 
need it so badly right now.
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RECIPES

Casual Summer Fare

3319 MEMORIAL PKWY.SW  881-4851
Dine in or carry out & our famous breakfast
8412 WHITESBURG DR. So. 882-0841

Dine in or drive thru & our famous breakfast

Open for breakfast, lunch & dinner. 
Featuring a full menu and the best 

country breakfast in town!

YOUR HOSTS: 
THE SANFORDS & HAMPTONS 

Kids Eat
Free!

Every Monday night Kids eat Free!
One child, 10 and under, eats free from our 

new kid’s menu with each paid adult entree. 
Offer good for Dine-in only.

EVERY 
MONDAY 
IS FAMILY 
NIGHT!

Nut Muffins
3 eggs, beaten slightly
1 c. brown sugar
1/2 c. plain flour
1/4 t. baking powder
1/4 t. salt
1 c. chopped pecans
1 t. vanilla extract
  Mix all ingredients in a 

bowl, pour batter into but-
tered small muffin tins. Bake at 
325 degrees for about 30 min-
utes and muffins are slightly 
browned and firm.

Ham & Cheese Ball
4 oz. sharp Cheddar cheese, 

shredded
1 8-oz. pkg. cream cheese
1 4 1/2 oz. can deviled ham
1/2 c. pitted ripe olives, 

chopped
1/2 c. finely chopped pecans
  In a small mixing bowl 

blend cheeses. Add deviled 

ham and olives. Shape into log 
or ball, roll in chopped pecans 
and chill prior to serving.

Company Dip
1 1/2 lb. cream cheese
2 c. mayonnaise
6 T. chopped onions
4 T. horseradish
Dash Tabasco sauce
Pinch salt
Chopped parsley
  Have cream cheese at room 

temps, add remaining ingre-
dients and beat with mixer to 
a smooth consistency. This is 
great with rustic potato chips 
or crackers

Poppy Seed Bread
1 c. Bisquick
1/2 c. milk
8 oz. cream cheese
1 egg, beaten
1/4 t. salt
Poppy seed

  Mix the Bisquick with milk. 
Spread mixture on greased 
pan. For the topping mix cream 
cheese, egg and poppy seed. 
Bake at 400 degrees for 20 min-
utes.

Deep South Pound Cake
1 lb. butter
8 eggs
1/2 c. milk
2 c. sugar
4 c. self-rising flour
2 t. vanilla or almond extract
  Cream the butters, sugar 

and eggs. Add dry ingredi-
ents, add milk slowly. Divide 
between 2 loaf pans or a large 
tube pan. Bake at 325 degrees 
for 1 hour and 20 minutes.

Glazed Pecans
4 c. pecans, halved
1/2 c. half & half cream
1 c. sugar
1 t. vanilla extract



21Old Huntsville   Page

Restaurant With 
The Trains!

883-7656
Country Cooking

Breakfast, Lunch, Dinner
Mon. - Sat. 6:30 am - 9:00 pm

Closed Sundays 

975-E Airport Road

Gifts - Cut Flowers

      Plants & Accessories

       Weddings - Parties

We deliver fresh
     flowers locally
     256-533--3050

Ron Cooper

      Mark Kimbrough

     504 Pratt Ave.

       Huntsville Al. 35801

1/4 c. water
  Combine all ingredients 

except pecans in a medium 
saucepan. Stir well. Place over 
medium heat, stirring con-
stantly. Continue cooking til 
220 degrees is reached with 
candy thermometer. Remove 
from heat, add pecans, stirring 
til well coated. Spread pecans 
on waxed paper and separate 
with fork. Keep in airtight can.

Hot Buttered Shrimp
1 c. melted butter
2 cloves minced garlic
1 dash cayenne pepper
4 lb. boiled shrimp
1/3 c. chopped parsley
1/2 t. paprika
2/3 c. cooking sherry
  Mix all ingredients, warm 

in saucepan and pour into chaf-
ing dish. Should stay in dish 
while serving.

Easy Baked Chicken
1 cut up chicken
Salt & pepper to taste
1 stick melted butter
Italian bread crumbs
  Wash chicken, pat dry with 

paper towels. Salt and pepper 
to taste. Dip in butter and roll 
in bread crumbs. Bake at 350 
degrees for an hour or until 
tender.

Italian Breaded Chops
1 egg, slightly beaten
Italian bread crumbs
Parsley flakes

Garlic salt
Mozzarella cheese, shred-

ded
Extra-thick pork chops
  Mix bread crumbs, 2 table-

spoons of parsley, garlic and 
mozzarella. 

Dip chops in raw egg, then 
in the crumb  mixture. 

Fry in skillet with very lit-
tle oil over medium heat until 
golden brown.

Barbeque Green Beans
1 can whole green beans
3 strips bacon
Toothpicks
1 c. barbecue sauce
  Drain the beans and wrap 

1/2 strip bacon around a bun-
dle of beans, making 10 bun-
dles. Secure ends of bacon with 
toothpicks. 

Place in skillet. Pour bar-
beque sauce over the beans and 
cover skillet. 

Cook for 20 minutes over 
low to medium heat.

Washday Pie
1/2 c. self-rising flour
1/2 c. sugar
1/2 stick butter
1/2 milk
2 c. fresh peaches, sliced and 

mixed with sugar & cinnamon
  Melt butter in baking dish. 

Mix sugar, flour and milk. Pour 
batter into the dish. 

Add the peaches and don’t 
stir. Bake til brown at 425 de-
grees.  This is always a hit with 
the family with fresh peaches!
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The Mafia
He was connected to one of the most notori-

ous gangland murders in Boston's history. When 
he turned informer on the Mafia he was placed 
in the Witness Protection Program at an undis-
closed location.

That undisclosed location was Huntsville, 
Alabama.

He told people he was a retired Federal 
Marshal and he was going to inherit fourteen 
million dollars.

It was a con job, but Huntsville believed him.
Ever since the early 1960s, after the failed 

Bay of Pigs fiasco in Cuba, Huntsville had been 
a haven for people seeking a new identity and 
a new life. The CIA, the FBI and the Federal 
Marshal’s Service all used Huntsville as a place 
to relocate subjects who might possess sensitive 
information or whose lives might be in danger 
if their whereabouts were known.

The vast majority of these people were thank-
ful for the opportunity to start a new life. At one 
time a high ranking defector from the Chinese 
military owned a successful restaurant in Hunts-
ville. A prominent member of South Vietnam’s 
ruling family was smuggled out of the country 
hours before it fell to communist control and was 
brought here, where he enrolled in college. After 
completing his degree he moved to Washington, 
D.C. where he became a successful businessman.

Other people, members of organized crime, 
were relocated here under the Federal Witness 
Protection Program. Most of these people had 
become federal informants against their former 
associates and were given new identities in ex-
change for their testimony.

One of these people was Peter Aver, also 
known as Peter Abate, Peter Abbott and Pe-
ter Blassi.  He was born in 1944, a product of 
Boston’s notorious South Side where the Mafia 
ruled with an iron fist. Loan sharking, organized 
gambling, bribery and murder were accepted 
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Huge Menu of Delicious Foods prepared by 
our own chef, including over 70 items & 

Daily Specials:

Featuring Rudy Mockabee every 
Tuesday night

Live music on the patio 
Tuesday - Saturday

Steak Philly
Catfish Fillet
Chicken Cordon Bleu
Monte Sano Chicken
Fajitas
Cheese Sticks
Fried Zucchini
Quesadias
Chicken Philly
Classic Club
Filet Mignon
Shrimp Jammers
Popcorn Shrimp
Fried Oysters

Serving Fun Food and 
Great Spirits for the Best 
Customers in the World!

Behind the Red Caboose on Church Street

Phone 489-9300
15 TVs - 4 H.D. Wide
Private Conference Room

Food served inside and on the patio
Available for holiday parties

Fried Potato Cakes
Calamari
Pork Chop Nuggets
Fried Mushrooms
Jalapeno Poppers
Chicken Fries
Corn Nuggets
Fried Squash
Sauteed Shrimp
Fried Green Tomatoes
Fried Okra
Bourbon Glazed Salmon
Loaded Potato Skins
Fried Pickles

We Fry All Of Our Food In Canola Oil

Visit our website at: 
www.leeanns.biz
Fax #489-9313

Live music on the “Depot Patio” 

as the price of doing business. Aver’s 
stepfather, Angelo Blassi, was reported 
to be a notorious enforcer for the Boston 
Mafia, serving under the New England 
crime boss, Raymond Patriarca. He was 
also alleged to have served as a “collec-
tion point” for the money used to bribe 
and pay off elected officials.

Blassi owned a number of restaurants 
which were thought to be fronts for the 
mob. Aver seemed to follow in his step-
father’s footsteps when he too opened 
restaurants in Boston, Randolph and Lyn-
field, Mass. These restaurants were also 
widely suspected of being fronts for the 
mob’s loan sharking and drug business. 
Aver appeared to be a successful entre-
preneur but much of his business was 
conducted in secrecy. While gambling, 
fencing stolen goods and drugs were 
the mainstay for most of his associates, 
Aver apparently developed a reputation 
as an “arsonist for hire.” At one point he 
charged a close associate of a national 
politician $5,000 to torch a business in 
order to collect insurance.

Aver’s underworld activities were 
becoming a focus of Boston’s organized 
crime unit, who were beginning to close 
in. Like most mobsters, he probably 
thought his lawyers could take care of his 
troubles, but events of June 1978 changed 
everything.

Blackfriar’s Pub was a well known 
mob hangout operated by Mafia associ-
ate Vincent Solomonte. According to one 
source, Solomonte owed the mob over 
two hundred thousand dollars over a 
failed drug deal and the Mafia leadership 
was furious when he refused to pay.

Late one evening, when the bar was 
getting ready to close, three gunmen 
walked in. Solomonte and four others 
were led to the basement where they were 
murdered in a hail of gunfire in what 
was to become known as the Blackfriar’s 
Massacre. Among the people murdered 
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Lee’s Magic Tunnel 
Car Wash

This warm weather is the 
perfect time for that protective 

hand waxed shine!

2318 Memorial Pkwy. SW

1934 Dusenberg

256-533-5620

www.leesmagictunnel.com

was Jack Kelly, a well known former television 
news reporter. His death created a furor in the 
community.

Aver’s connection to the massacre has never 
been made clear by the authorities. According to 
Aver and law enforcement authorities, he was 
present and witnessed the murders. He said he 
knew the gunmen as well as the victims.

All the witnesses, however, according to 
many sources, had been slain, leading one to 
question his role in the murders.

Whatever his role, it became a moot question 
when he agreed to turn informer against the 
mob in exchange for immunity for his criminal 
activities.

After being debriefed by the organized crime 
units and told he would have to be a witness in 
future trials, Aver was turned over to the Federal 
Witness Protection Program. He was given a new 
name, Peter Abate (rhymes with rabbit), as well 
as a new background in case anyone asked. In 
addition, he was provided with money to start 
his life anew in an undisclosed location under the 
supervision of the U.S. Marshal’s Service.

The Witness Protection Program was de-
signed to protect people whose lives might be in 
danger for testifying against individuals whom 
the government was prosecuting. Usually they 
were given immunity for their prior crimes. If 
a witness ran afoul of the law while they were 
waiting to testify, the government would often 
go to great lengths to clear the matter up. The last 
thing government prosecutors wanted was for 
their star witness, who was swearing to tell the 
truth, to be charged with another crime.

Some people, like Peter Abate, knew how to 
take advantage of this.

Glen Brooks, a Deputy Marshal in Hunts-
ville at the time, was a well known and highly 
respected lawman. He had earlier served on 
the Huntsville police force and had acquired a 
reputation as a tight-lipped investigator who 
would never reveal his sources. For people who 
knew him, his word was his bond, leading many 
people to say, “If you’re a friend of Glen, that’s 
good enough for me.”

Ron Eyestone, a longtime friend of Brooks, 
recalled seeing him downtown one day with a 

Southern
 Pecan Pie

1 cup light brown 
sugar

1/2 cup white 
corn syrup

1/4 cup melted 
butter

3 eggs beaten
1 cup pecans
1 unbaked 9” pie 

shell

Mix sugar, syrup 
and butter. Add 
eggs and pecans. 
Fill unbaked pie 
shell with mixture 
and bake at 350 
degrees for 40 min-
utes.

This is heavenly 
with fresh whipped 
cream!
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Huge gun 
selection

well dressed stranger. When he 
stopped to say hello to Brooks 
the stranger stuck out his hand, 
introducing himself. “Hi,” he 
said, “My name is Peter Abate 
and if you are a friend of Glen, 
then you are a friend of mine.”

Eyestone was pleasantly im-
pressed with Abate’s outgoing 
personality, but he noticed that 
Brooks seemed uncomfortable. 
After a minute or two Brooks 
abruptly ended the conversa-
tion, mumbling something 
about being late for an appoint-
ment before taking Abate by the 
shoulder and leading him away.

Several weeks later Eyestone 
received a call from Abate in-
viting him to a party. At first 
he was hesitant, he had really 
planned on staying around the 
house that weekend, but Abate 
went on to explain that Brooks 
was helping throw the party. 
Finally Eyestone decided, “Why 
not? After all, Abate was a 
friend of Brooks.”

When Eyestone and his wife 
Barb arrived at the home, a spa-
cious well-kept house in South-
east Huntsville, he was met 
at the door by an enthusiastic 
Abate who immediately placed 
a cold glass of beer in his hand 
and invited them to join the 
party taking place out back at 
the swimming pool. Sounding 
somewhat apologetic, Abate ex-
plained that Brooks was called 
out of town on business, but the 
party was still on.

Eyestone recognized several 
people he knew as well as a sur-
prising number of people who 

were good friends of Brooks. 
Included in the mixture was a 
number of people who were 
well connected in Huntsville’s 
business community.

Abate was the perfect host as 
he went from couple to couple 
making small talk. Although no 
one there knew anything about 
Abate, they were taken by his 
charm and courteous manner. 
At first he appeared reluctant 
to talk about himself, he said 
he didn’t want to brag, but sev-
eral of the more winsome lasses 
finally managed to get him to 
open up.

He was from Boston, he 
said, and had recently retired 
as an FBI agent where he had 
worked undercover for years 
infiltrating organized crime. 
When his wealthy stepfather 
died the previous year, leaving 
him fourteen million dollars, he 
decided to retire, pick a place 
on the map and start a new life. 
Now, he said, he was waiting for 
the will to be settled and explor-
ing different business ventures 

to invest in. He vaguely alluded 
to the fact that the Mafia had 
placed a contract on him, which 
was one reason he was keeping 
a low profile.

Barb Eyestone remembered 
Abate as “not really all that 
good-looking. He was short and 
stocky with non-descript brown 
hair, but he had the best person-
ality that made everyone want 
to be around him. I believed 
everything he said.”

All in all, it was a pleasant 
party and everyone left im-
pressed with the gracious host. 
The following week, Eyestone 
ran across Brooks and thanked 
him for the invitation, mention-
ing it was a shame that he had 
to miss his own party.

“What party?” asked Brooks 
with a puzzled look on his 
face. After Eyestone explained, 
Brooks began to ask questions 
about “his party.” He was 
particularly interested in who 
had attended, why the people 
thought he had anything to do 
with the party and how and 
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when they were invited.
It was obvious Brooks was concerned. After 

pumping Eyestone for all the information he 
could, Brooks left with the curious warning that 
“Abate wasn’t really a friend of his, and that 
his friends shouldn’t have anything to do with 
Abate.”

Eyestone was left standing on the corner won-
dering “what the hell was going on, but I knew 
Brooks well enough not to ask questions.”

It later became apparent that Abate had 
compiled a list of Brook’s friends by asking 
around town. He had correctly assumed that 
as a”friend”of a U.S. Deputy Marshal his story 
would be accepted by Huntsville’s social elite, as 
well as the business community.

Brooks was caught between the devil and 
the deep blue sea. He was not about to confirm 
Abate’s claims nor was he in a position to give out 
any information. Almost anything he said about 
Abate would have led to more questions, some-
thing the Marshal’s service highly discouraged.

All Brooks could say was “I really don’t know 
him that well” or “he’s not what you would call 
a friend of mine.”

In the next several months Abate became the 
toast of Huntsville as people began vying for his 
friendship and his supposed riches. Every banker 
in town had visions of placing his fourteen million 
dollars in their bank. He knew that in a small town 
like Huntsville you only had to tell a few people 
and they would spread the story.

Abate appeared to be everything he claimed. 
He entertained at the Fogcutter so often people 
thought he had a reserved table there constantly. 
He often showed up at parties, unannounced and 
uninvited, but no one cared. Everyone had heard 
about Peter Abate. He was seen having breakfast 
with Mayor Joe Davis and was on a first name 
basis with the chief of police. Adding to his charm 
were the elegant ladies who always seemed to be 
around him.

No one knew exactly what he did for a living 
although visitors to his home told of him receiving 
envelopes in the mail stuffed with money.

As Abate’s social life grew, so did his oppor-
tunity for more investments. After learning that a 

couple in Decatur were interested in going into 
the motel business, Abate talked them into giving 
him ten thousand dollars. Abate was supposed to 
research the market and help them secure a small 
business loan. They never saw the money again.

One person approached Abate with the idea 
of borrowing money for a nightclub. The person 
ended up giving Abate twenty thousand dollars 
to “explore the idea.” The money disappeared. 
Before long, literally dozens of people had put 
money into different ventures with him. Amaz-
ingly, Abate was able to placate everyone who 
had questions about their “investments,” and in 
some cases actually talk them out of more money.

While Abate was cutting an ever-widening 
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swath through Huntsville’s social circles, he had his 
eyes on bigger game. He had gotten to be friendly 
with many of the bankers in town and most were 
familiar with his “story.” He explained to the bankers 
that he had discovered several investment opportu-
nities and needed a small loan to tide him over until 
his stepfather’s estate was settled. When the bankers 
asked to see a copy of the will, Abate readily agreed, 
promising to drop it by the bank in the next couple 
of days.

While producing a bogus will might be diffi cult 
for many people, for Abate it was easy. He simply 
went to a prominent local attorney and after intro-
ducing himself as Angelo Blassi, said he wanted to 
draw up a will and leave the bulk of his money to 
Peter Abate, his beloved stepson. The attorney took 
the information supplied, drew up the will and never 
thought anything about it.

Several days later Abate returned to the bank 
with the will. As an added inducement, he gave the 
name of a bank in Boston as a reference.

The bankers were delirious with joy. They could 
already smell Abate’s supposed fortune sitting in 
their vault. After checking the will to be sure it “ap-
peared” authentic, the banker called the bank in 
Boston who verifi ed that “yes, a man by the name 
of Angelo Blassi was once a customer but he had 
recently died.” They were sorry but they could not 
supply any information about the account because it 
was tied up in probate. Off the record, they furnished 
information that Blassi’s bank records showed huge 
sums of money being transferred in and out of his 
accounts on a regular basis before he died.

There was a bit of truth to 
Abate’s story. His stepfather had 
died, but left no will, which was 
why it was taking so long to pro 
bate his estate. There had been a 
lot of money in his account but it 
was assumed to be Mafi a money 
and had been withdrawn within 
hours of Blassi’s death.

Next, the bankers called 
Glen Brooks, who they thought 
was a friend of Abate’s. Brooks, 
regardless of his personal feel-
ings, was forced to answer with 
the only statement he was al-
lowed to give, “I can neither 
confi rm it nor deny it.”

Within weeks of creating 
the will, Abate had borrowed 

“The pedestrian had no idea which 
direction to go, so I ran over him.”

Seen on accident report

   “The difference between 
an itch and an allergy is 
about seventy dollars.”

Bill Drake, Huntsville
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almost five hundred thousand dollars from local 
banks. Another forty five thousand came from local 
finance companies and unknown thousands from 
private investors.

Abate knew his days in Huntsville were 
numbered. Already he was making noises to the 
Marshal’s Service about wanting to be relocated 
and given another name.  One banker, who was 
not impressed with Abate’s story, was determined 
to find out more. He was influenced by the fact 
that his ex-fiance was now seeing Abate.  After 
making the standard phone calls, and getting the 
same answers, he asked the Boston banker about 
Blassi’s stepson, Peter Abate. The banker thought 
for a moment and said, “Oh, you must mean Peter 
Aver. That’s the only stepson he had.”

A few more phone calls brought out the fact 
that Aver/Abate was in the witness protection 
program at an “undisclosed location.”

Strangely, when the banker tried to tell people, 
it was dismissed with “That was probably when 
he was working undercover.”

At the same time the Mafia, anxious to keep 
Abate from testifying, was hot on his trail. Several 
sources claimed that Abate had been in contact 
with members of Boston’s organized crime, possi-
bly trying to collect money owed from old business 
deals, which could explain the envelopes stuffed 
with money that he received in the mail.

While the mafia had reportedly traced Abate 
to North Alabama, they still did not know his ex-
act location. Their problem seemed to be solved, 
however, when a New England vending machine 
company filed a lawsuit in Federal court. The 
suit alleged that the company’s rights had been 
violated because Abate had fled owing them five 
thousand dollars and the government was refusing 
to divulge his whereabouts. They asked the court 
to order the U.S. Marshal’s Service to reveal where 
Abate was so they could collect the money.

Many people wondered at the time why a small 
company would go to such great lengths to collect 
such a small amount.

With so many people beginning to raise ques-
tions, Abate decided it was time to leave, but even 

then, his stories would prove controversial. 
He told several people who had invested large 
sums of money with him that he was going to 
Atlanta for a few days to help his mother move. 
The story he told two young ladies who worked 
for local attorneys was much different. He said 
he was moving to Atlanta to take advantage 
of several business opportunities and offered 
them great paying jobs if they would relocate 
with him.

“When we got to the Atlanta airport,” they 
later explained, “one minute he was there and 
the next moment he was gone. Just like that. We 
never saw him again.”
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Many people believe the 

government helped Abate fl ee 
Huntsville rather than see their 
star witness tarnished by law-
suits and criminal charges.

After Abate moved to At-
lanta, the Witness Protection 
Program created a new identity 
for him, this time using the alias 
“Peter Abbott.” He apparently 
appeared in Boston at several 
trials for Mafi a fi gures before 
again disappearing. Repeated 
requests for information about 
him were ignored by the gov-
ernment.

The following summer he 
was briefly arrested in Jack-
sonville, Florida, still using the 
name Abbott, where he had 
applied for a restaurant license. 
During a routine fingerprint 
check it was discovered he was 
a fugitive from justice with two 
warrants outstanding for his 
arrest. When Huntsville au-
thorities were notifi ed, it was 
decided the warrants were not 
sufficient for extradition. He 
was released after spending 
only a few hours in jail.

Several sources say he next 
moved to the Miami area, this 
time using the name “Abbitt,” 
where he stayed for several 
years before relocating to Se-
attle, Washington. He has not 
been heard from since. The 
Marshal’s Service claims he is 
no longer under their control.

Eventually most of the law 
suits and “problems” he left 
behind in Huntsville were 
solved. Many people, some of 
Huntsville’s most respected 
businessmen, simply wrote the 
debts off to a bad experience. 

An out of town attorney, 
who many people assumed was 
representing the government, 
settled some of the other cases 
by paying the claimants a per-
centage of their losses. Some of 
the banks, when warned of pos-
sible adverse publicity, decided 
to forget the whole matter.

Glen Brooks resigned from 
the United States Marshal’s 
Service shortly afterwards and 

has since refused to talk about 
his dealings with the Witness 
Protection Program.

Many of his friends say he 
quit in disgust because of the 
way the government regula-
tions had protected Peter Abate.

“A man without a woman 
is a bachelor. A woman 

without a man is a 
genius.”

Maxine
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Mill Street
Playground

by Johnny Johnston
During and just after World 

War II, little money was avail-
able for the entertainment of 
children in the community of 
Huntsville. The Big Spring Park 
and some school playgrounds 
were about the only place to go 
to see other children or spend 
a little time away from the sad-
ness of a War. A war which 
would eventually take a half 
million lives from the United 
States of America and many 
from Madison County as well. 

Huntsville was fortunate to 
have as a citizen one Mr. Milton 
J. Cummings. Mr. Cummings 
had made his money buying 
and selling, especially cotton. 
He was a man concerned with 
his city, the people in his city 
and he had compassion for 
those of us who had very little.   

Another young man lived in the 
community who had come to 
town with an idea of expand-
ing the YMCA. At that time the 
YMCA was primarily an over-
night place to sleep or for men to 
live for a short time while mov-
ing to the city looking for work. 
His name was Russell Barber. 
Russell could see a need where 
no one else could. He could also 
administer to the needs he iden-
tifi ed, fi nd money to develop a 
project and pull enough people 
together to make it happen.

My mother had been work-
ing the night shift at Redstone 
Arsenal Laundry while keep-
ing the house and taking care 
of five children at home. She 
was maybe the hardest work-
ing person I ever knew but had 

“The less I behave like 
Whistler’s mother the 

night before, the more I 
look like her the morning 

after.”

Tallulah Bankhead
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lived through the depression without 
adequate food for the family and very 
little to call her own. She and Dad had 
managed to buy the house on Maple 
Street and move in during the school 
break of 1941. Now in 1945 the war was 
ending and things were looking some 
what better. She was approached by Mr. 
Barber to help him start a playground in 
an impoverished area. The money was 
very little and the work hard but she 
decided to fall in line to see if that was 
something she wanted to do.

Thus the Mill Street Playground was 
developed. Russell Barber supported 
the project as District Director of the 
YMCA. Mr. Cummings furnished the 
money and someone allowed use of 
a field which was located just east/
northeast of the Train Depot on Church 
Street. An area was prepared create a 
softball fi eld, someone else donated a set 
of monkey bars and I think I remember 
a small merry-go-round.

One thing I defi nitely remember was 
the smell of a Hide House which sat on 
the same property. It was impossible to 
go into the playground without going 
real close to the Hide House. A Hide 
House is where raw cow or other animal 
hides are hung to dry out and to cure 
before they are made into coats, uphol-
stery, collars or other items for purchase 
by people who had money. If you have 
ever smelled a dead animal in the sum-
mer time which has been lying on the 
road too long, multiply that by 100 and 

you can imagine the 
smell of a Hide House.

It was so bad that if 
the wind was drifting 
across the playground 
from the eastward di-
rection,  attendance 
would be down that 
day. Normally it was 
a fan day at the play-
ground. Someone do-
nated softballs, basket-
balls, kick balls and the 
like. I don’t remember 
any fi elding gloves but 
we did have bats. I also 
remember the diffi culty 
in walking from Lincoln 
with my brothers and 
my mother carrying all 
those balls and bats ev-
ery day. There was no-
where to lock them up 
at the playground. The 
walk was only about 
two miles but it seemed 
longer. A Softball game 
or any type of competi-

tion usually caused someone to 
get angry. A lot of fi ghts were 
started over some trivial thing 
that really meant nothing. 

There were a few black eyes, 
broken bones and such but no 
one pulled a knife or gun the 
way people do now when they 
get angry. My Mother was very 
adept at stopping any fi ght or 
angry situation which might 
start. When the action was over 
she would pull the combatants 

“You know you’ve gotten older 
when your investment in health 

insurance fi nally pays off.”

Bill Kruse, Huntsville
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over to the side and preach to 
them for a time and quote a few 
verses from the Holy Bible.

There were even occasions 
when she would have an eve-
ning picnic and invite a preacher 
to have church services there on 
the playground. Any gathering 
such as that was well attended 
accepting the absence of televi-
sion, money to go to the movies 
or any other form of entertain-
ment...

Money was made available 
on occasion to provide a picnic 
for kids attending the play-
ground. Mother made a deal 
with Ragland Brothers Whole-
sale Groceries (now Hackney), 
to buy bread, peanut butter, 
mayonnaise and some sliced 
meats at wholesale prices which 
we prepared at home. This re-
quired our entire family to get 
up early in the morning to start 
making sandwiches which were 
carried over to the playground. 
We were not able to walk and 
carry all the food so Mom would 
always make arrangements for 
someone to take us over in a car.

Maybe the most embar-
rassing thing to happen that 
I remember was on one 
of those days when food 
was provided.  Mr. Barber 
brought Mr. Cummings 
over to visit and see how 
much people appreciated 
his kindness. There were 
some children who at-
tended who simply had 
not learned the simplest 
form of manners. Mr. Bar-
ber and Mr. Cummings 
were standing back of the 
area where we were eat-
ing when one of the boys 
bit into a sandwich which 
was not to his liking. He 
cursed the sandwich and 
threw it over his shoulder. 

The sandwich hit Mr. Cum-
mings directly in the chest while 
he was standing there support-
ed by a set of crutches. It was 
so shocking to Mr. Cummings 
that he almost fell. I remember 
Mom grabbing this kid by his 
ear hauling him over to the side 
and forcing him to apologize to 
Mr. Cummings.

Here it is over sixty years 
after closing of the Mill Street 
Playground and the memories 
are still there. My family met 
a lot of people there who are 
still friends after all this time. 
Many of these good people 
have done well in the commu-

nity and made good names for 
themselves. Not everyone fell in 
that category however. Some of 
the very people who came to the 
playground have spent most of 
their life in jails; some did not 
live to be even middle aged.

After I had spent many 
years with Eastern Airlines and 
returned to Huntsville in 1983, 
I was invited to speak to The 
Huntsville Rotary Club. After 
my presentation one of my fu-
ture friends told me this story.

Russell Barber was Execu-
tive Secretary of the Rotary Club 
and really one of the strong 
members and leaders of the 

“Why isn’t there 
a mouse-fl avored 

cat food?”

Hannah Troup,       
almost 11



33Old Huntsville Page

Many New Items!
A unique assortment of 
clothing, belts, jewelry, 

purses and unusual items 
you’ve got to have! 

Guns Wanted

Good condition, bad condition, rusty, 
missing parts. I buy all types.

256-534-0502
Note: I do not sell guns.

     * Glassware 
     * Furniture
     * Lamps
     * Clothing
     * Shoes
     * Pictures
     * Frames
     * Antiques
     * Toys
     * Kitchenware

Lucy’s
Secondhand Thrift Store

2717 Clinton Ave. West 
256-489-6857

...and MUCH MORE

Club. He was still in charge of the YMCA. 
My friend said that toward the middle of 
my presentation he noticed Mr. Barber had 
tears in his eyes. He asked him why he was 
so emotional at which time Mr. Barber told 
him of the Mill Street Playground and said 
“Johnny is a product of that playground”...

Three days after the Lee High School Bus 
accident which killed four students and in-
jured many, I drove over to the site like many 
others to witness the devastation which had 
occurred. The area by then had been cleaned 
up, funerals were being held or scheduled, 
and survivors were healing at home or in 
hospitals. The scene was very much where I 
thought the accident had occurred. 

As I maneuvered through the side streets 
underneath Interstate 565 and came closer 
and closer to the makeshift memorial over 
by a cyclone fence, I was made aware that the 
bus had fallen on the former entrance of the 
Mill Street Playground.

- For sale - the Jim Pollard cottage situated 
on Madison Street. This is a charming piece 
of property and will go fast. We will hold a 
note for security.

- For sale - Very desirable and safe family 
horse and buggy. Can be seen at Bennett's 
stable. Apply to stable or Southern depot.

- H. Certain - Dealer in Coal, Coke and 
Wood - let us serve you with the best and 
cleanest coal that ever came over the pike. We 

have it. The price is the same as is charged for poor 
coal and you'll get a great deal more heat for your 
money. That's because our tons are two thousand 
pound tons and our coal is all coal.

- Lost - a bunch of keys, between the Lowenthal 
and Ward residence on Franklin street. Finder please 
return to Mrs. H. J. Lowenthal.

- The post offi ce and store of W. M. Thweat was 
entered by thieves last night. A revolver and $20 in 
stamps were taken from the post offi ce.

Owing to the fact that every yard of lace embroi-
dery in stock was stolen and nothing else molested, 
there is a strong belief in the mind of some people 
here that one of the gang of robbers was a woman.

News from 1904
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Mrs. R. C. Williams, of Mo-
bile, committed suicide yester-
day by drinking carbolic acid at 
the home of her husband, Dr. 
Williams, who has been practic-
ing medicine at Farley, Ala. for 
the past three months, having 
arrived from Scale, Ala.

Dr. Williams is a young man 
about 23 years old and is well 
liked by the medical profession 
here, but none of them knew 
he was married. He had never 
mentioned anything about a 
wife. Yesterday morning Mrs. 
Williams mysteriously reached 

the city over the Southern Rail-
way and remained at the local 
depot from 2 o'clock in the 
morning until daylight when 
she secured a double rig and 
proceeded to the home of her 
husband at Farley.

Dr. Williams was away call-
ing on some patients when the 
young wife arrived. She sat 
down and waited for him with 
the evident intention of killing 
him, and shortly the doctor ar-
rived. He was much surprised 
to see his wife and gave her a 
welcome and conversed for a 
few minutes, when she sug-
gested that she had some things 
out in the buggy that she needed 
to be brought in. Dr. Williams 
courageously arose and started 
for the buggy. In the meantime 
Mrs. Williams saw a bottle of 
carbolic acid on the mantle, took 
it down and swallowed the con-

Mrs. R. C. 
Williams 
Kills Herself 
at Farley

tents. When the doctor returned 
he found his wife unconscious 
and immediately telephoned 
for Dr. Dyer, who went down 
and stayed with the unfortunate 
woman until death relieved her. 

from 1909 newspaper
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Music has always been a 
very important part of this 
writer’s life, from the time I 
toddled around my Mama's feet 
listening to her sing such songs 
as "Old Crumply Horn" or when 
she sang me to sleep to the tune 
of "Bye Baby Bunting", I have 
loved music.

I remember the day Daddy 
came home from town in our 
only means of transportation, a 
two horse wagon, with a wind 
up Victrola, or record player as 
we call it in today's time, given 
to us by relatives in the city. This 
incident still stands out as one 
of the happiest days of my life. 

Do you think we worried 
about having to eat corn bread 
and saw mill gravy for break-
fast and coffee sweetened with 
molasses? Not on your life. 
We would listen to records by 
Jimmy Rogers and the Carter 
family on into the wee hours of 
the night. We changed records 
and wound up the Victrola by 
the light of the open fire place. 
Lamp oil cost much too much to 
be burning a lamp so late.

I remember also the hot 
summer nights when the whole 
family would sit out in the yard 
after supper because the house 

Music, A 
Big Part of 
My Life

by Malcolm Miller

was so hot from the sun beating 
down on the tin roof all day. My 
Uncle Curt, who spent much 
time at our house, would light 
up his pipe filled with "home 
made" tobacco. Then he would 
pick up his fiddle and thump 
the strings a few times, soon 
the night air was filled with 
the aroma of pipe smoke and 
the foot patting tunes such as 
"June Bug Settin’ On A Sweet 
Tater Vine," "Hop Light Katie" 
and "Soldier's Joy”. Some of the 
tunes he played made cold chills 
run over me, almost as much as 
the ghost stories that were told 
in between tunes.

Finally, as the night grew 
late, I reluctantly would go into 
bed, chilled by the night air, the 
stories that were told, and the 
sounds of the mournful fiddle 
wailing in the night, and you 

know till this day when I hear 
an old timey fiddle tune, it still 
sends a chill over my body, and 
if I close my eyes it seems I can 
smell the faint aroma of "home 
made" tobacco pipe smoke.

“My shrink told me I was 
crazy and I said I wanted 
a second opinion. ‘OK, he 
said, ‘You’re ugly, too.’”

Rodney Dangerfield
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I was born in the sleepy little 
town of Huntsville, Alabama on 
June 30, 1927 and spent the first 
twenty years of my life grow-
ing up in this peaceful, friendly 
town. The thirties and forties 
were not easy years because of 
the Great Depression and World 
War II. Those years helped 
many people to grow strong 
and be thankful that we lived 
in a land of freedom.

We children were taught to 
respect those in authority, par-
ents, teachers and police. We felt 
safe and loved. In Huntsville we 
could play in the fresh air and 
have good clean fun, just be-
ing kids. Everyone knew their 
neighbors and watched out 
for them and there was always 
someone around if you ever 
needed help.

A very special memory is of 
the 3rd Madison County court-
house downtown. My Daddy 
was W. C. Stogner and people 
called him Pete. He worked 
as a janitor at the courthouse 
for many years. He fired the 
boilers, cleaned all the offices, 
washed the windows and took 
care of the lawns and flowers 
around the courthouse. I always 
thought that building was the 
most beautiful I had ever seen. 
There were huge columns at the 
four entrances and inside there 
was marble everywhere. 

Who could ever forget the 
big four-faced clock on the very 
top of the building? Its four 
sides faced each direction and 
on a clear day you could hear 
that clock striking the hours for 
miles away. In my mind, if I 
concentrate, I can still hear that 
clock! 

I remember the statue of the 

Memories 
from 
Huntsville 
of Long Ago 

By Alice Stogner Karas

old Confederate soldier that 
stood on one side of the lawn 
and the old cannon that was on 
the other side. 

Daddy always knew when 
there was going to be a parade 
downtown. The night before 
each parade, Daddy would tell 
Mama to bring us kids down-
town to watch the festivities. 
When we got to the courthouse 

he would take us to the old can-
on and show us where to climb 
up on it to sit and watch. There 
were four of us, my brother 
Franklin was the youngest, so 
he got the best place. My sister 
Joyce was bigger than I was, 
even though she was younger. 
June, my oldest sister, got the 
last place. It was great to watch 
parades from atop that old can-
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non, we could see everything! 

There were two benches lo-
cated on the sidewalks around 
the courthouse.   In the old days 
men used to gather there to 
swap tales and whittle on wood 
and swap pocket knives. My 
grandpa, Will Webster, was one 
of these old guys. He was my 
mama's father and lived with us 
and sometimes he would bring 
us kids some of the objects he 
had whittled. 

I also remember some of the 
people who used to work at the 
courthouse. One man I remem-
ber was Van Valkenburg. I think 
his first name was Joe and he 
was my Daddy's boss. He had 
a son named Dick who was an 
announcer at WBHP radio sta-
tion. Also there was a lady who 
worked at the Board of Educa-
tion at the courthouse, her name 
was Mrs. Hearst (or Hearse). 
She was a very sweet lady, and 
once on my 8th birthday she 
gave me a dime and told me to 
buy a new toothbrush. I bought 
a pink one because that was my 
very favorite color and it still is.

The Huntsville of today is 

completely changed. It is still a 
beautiful city, but not nearly so 
sleepy. Progress brings about 
many changes and not all of 
them good. I can still remem-
ber the old Big Spring park of 
the 30s and 40s but you know 
what? It is still as beautiful as it 
once was.

I left Huntsville in 1947 to 
live in Buffalo, NY to be mar-
ried and to start a new life. I was 
blessed with a loving husband 
for over 38 years until his death 
in 1986. We had two amazing 
daughters, two granddaughters 
and now a dear great grandson. 
I have never had any regrets 
about leaving for New York, it 

has been a good life. But I do a 
lot of reminiscing about Hunts-
ville during our New York 
winters when we are completely 
snowed in!

In June I will celebrate 84 
years of life and I can’t walk 
too far or see too well but I 
CAN walk and I CAN see. My 
memories are sharp & clear and 
I feel very blessed. Those early 
years of growing up in Hunts-
ville made me who I am today, 
and I treasure those years in my 
hometown.
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Schedule for June 2011

1216 Meridian St. - Call 536-3117 
for information and tickets

Visit our website at www.renaissancetheatre.net

June 17-26

“Driving Miss Daisy”  Directed by Bob Baker and 
Tanja Miller, on the Alpha Stage

Merrimack
Memories

by Newman Warrd

When I was recently in Mas-
sachusetts visiting my grand-
daughter and great-grandsons 
I became interested in "Mer-
rimack" and how the word and 
location had so much influence 
on me when I was growing 
up in Huntsville. The history 
of that northern "Merrimack" 
is intimately tied to the "Mer-
rimack" we know as a part of 
Huntsville. My granddaughter 
lives directly on the banks of the 
Merrimack River and the main 
street through town is Merrimac 
Street. I felt as if I had come full 
circle.

According to a Massachu-
setts historian "Merrimack" 
means "salmon" in what used 
to be the local Indian language. 
That suggests the Merrimack 
River, which is still an important 
waterway in both New Hamp-
shire and Massachusetts, must 
have been full of fish. From 
that origin the name Merrimack 
(often spelled "Merrimac"), 
which has a pleasant, melodi-
ous sound, must have been both 
common and popular because 
it has been adopted by so many 
places and businesses.

In Newburyport, MA. Merri-
mac and Merrimack have phone 
book listings for 30 separate 
businesses. In Haverill there are 
45 listings. In Boston I found 10. 
And both names are common 
throughout Northeastern Mass.

A section of the Merrimack 
River was selected as having 
enough water power to operate 
cotton mills. In 1822 the Merri-
mack Manufacturing Company 
built the first cotton mill on the 
river and nine others quickly 
followed suit. The town of Low-
ell built up around the mills and 
became the world's largest pro-
ducer of textiles, which helped 
transform the United States into 

an industrial nation rather than 
an agricultural based society.

By World War I the mills 
began to close. Foreign competi-
tion and labor strikes took their 
toll. At the end of WW II only 
three mills were operating, and 
today there are none. In the last 
50 years Massachusetts lost 90% 
of its textile jobs.

To compete, the mill own-
ers moved to the South, where 
labor was cheaper and strikes 

were unlikely. Our Huntsville 
Merrimack Mill and village was 
built in 1899 and operated until 
1989, and was demolished in 
1991. The City bought the mill's 
land for $1.1 million and now 
plans 10 soccer fields. The Mills 
were dismantled brick-by-brick 
and sold as mementos.

While it lasted the Merri-
mack Mill seemed like a great 
place to be. It provided steady, 
dependable jobs, a wonderful 

Featuring Karen Lynn, Percy Littleton and John Harris
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school (Joe Bradley High), an indoor sports 
court, churches, movies, streetcars, then buses. 
An M.D., Dentist, and Registered Nurses gave 
free care to employees and families. The house 
rent was really cheap, only $4.00 a month with 
free water And just thinking about Merrimack 
brings back many memories about some won-
derful people; Professor DuBose, all our great 
school teachers, neighbors, just everybody. We 
were friends with the bus and street car op-
erators; Mr. Rodgers, Mr. Bradford, Mr. Peter 
Sharp. We even had a horticulturist, Mr. Byrne, 
to beautify the village.  As a young man I lived 
with my wife’s family at 246 “A” Street in Mer-
rimack and our son, Fred, was born there. 

My wife Bess’ father, W.T. Church, was 
known by everyone in Merrimack village. He 
was the Mill’s gatekeeper for many years, took 
tickets at the theatre (which showed movies 
three nights a week in the school auditorium), 
was the song leader at his church, and with Ed 
Gray formed the village police force. Mr. Church 
was always happy, smiling, and a pleasure to be 
around.

Such times, such places, and such people are 
unlikely to be seen again. Alas.

Charles Brownstead, while 
intoxicated, went to the house 
of his brother, William Brown-
stead, who was away from 
home, and broke in the front 
door at midnight and was met 
on the stairway by Mrs. Wil-
liam Brownstead, who shot him 
in the arm, inflicting a painful 
wound.

The errant brother-in-law 
was apparently angry at Mrs. 
Brownstead who had earlier 
unceremoniously dumped two 
gallons of his whiskey into the 
waters of Pin Hook Creek.

Charles is in jail charged 
with burglary, and his plucky 
sister-in-law was acquitted by 
the mayor.

They all went home sober.

Woman 
Shot 
Brother-In-
Law

from 1894 newspaper

256-534-5637

2215 Holmes Ave. - Huntsville
www.ctgarvins.com
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18 Years Exp. - CPR & First Aid Certified 

Professional Turf  Care Company

www.PerfectTurf.net
P.O. Box 4994 Huntsville, Al 35815

“Because You Deserve It”

Weed Control

Fertilization

Insect & Disease Control

Fire Ant Control

Tree & Ornamental Care

Grub Control
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Ask About Our 52 weekPresident - Jerry O. Smith             
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House Specialty Pizzas, Pastas, Sandwiches, Stromboli 
& Calzones, Appetizers, Salads & Desserts
Great Everyday Prices & we offer Carry-out, 

Delivery or Dine-in
Let Pizzeria cater to your every need! Birthday parties, 

club meetings, banquets ... whatever the occasion, 
The Pizzeria will make it special! 

Train Escapes
 In Hail of
 Shot as
 Federals
 Occupy
 Huntsville

from 1862 newspaper
It will be remembered that 

the Federal troops under the 
command of Gen. Mitchel en-
tered and occupied Huntsville 
on the morning of the 11th of 
April, last, and captured the 
train from Memphis contain-
ing many sick and wounded 
soldiers from the battlefi eld of 
Shilo.

Unknown until now is the 
bravery of the two men who 
saved an army by their daring 
deeds.

The freight train destined 
for Stevenson under Engineer 
John Glenn and Preston Yeat-
men loaded with molasses 
and etc., of incalculable value, 
had started on its destination 
unconscious of the danger that 
surrounded them, when about 
one mile from the Huntsville 
depot the conductor and engi-
neer discovered ahead a group 
of ten or a dozen men in the garb 
of citizens, apparently awaiting 
their approach, who proved to 
be Yankee soldiers in disguise.

On the approach of the en-
gine they drew their revolvers, 
and fi ring was heard but not 
the order to "halt." The conduc-
tor, still thinking the group 
was citizens, checked the train 
to ascertain the cause of the 
fi ring. In a moment more they 
discovered, some distance in-

front, Federal artillery in direct 
range to intercept the passage of 
the train. Realizing in a moment 
the extent of their danger of 
capture they opened the valves 
of the engine and sped on with 
lightning speed.

In an instance the boom of 
cannon was heard, the ball or 
shell striking an embankment 
about ten feet from the engine, 
scattering the dust in every di-
rection.

Cavalry men in front and 
rear demanded them to stop. 
But  southern mett le  was 
aroused. Those Southern boys, 
Pres Yeatman and John Glenn 
ran the gauntlet in triumph, 
and brought the train safely to 
Larkinsville,

After arriving there they met 
eighteen hundred Confederate 
soldiers enroute to Corinth via 
Huntsville. Part of the brigade 
going down the evening before 

“I joined a health club 
last year, spent about 
$500. Haven’t lost a 

pound. Apparently, you 
have to go there.”

Charlie Kirk, Scottsboro
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who would have certainly been 
captured at Huntsville without 
a moment’s warning or prepa-
ration.

Suppose Yeatmen and Glenn 
had surrendered the train on the 
demand of the Yankees? Every-
body can at once see the result. 
The telegraph wires at Hunts-
ville had been cut and there was 
no possible way of warning the 
troops in Larkinsville.

The Yankee operator was 
in the offi ce at Huntsville, and 
true to his instinct as it turned 
out, he would have sacrifi ced 
the brave men, who were press-
ing forward to join the army at 
Corinth but for the bravery of 
Yeatman and Glenn.

Dolphins are so smart 
that within a few weeks 

of captivity, they can 
train people to stand on 
the edge of a pool and 

throw them fi sh.

1 c. sugar    3/4 c. fl our
1 t. lemon juice   6 apples, sliced
1/4 c. water    1/4 t. salt
1/2 t. cinnamon   1/3 c. butter

Combine 1/2 cup sugar, lemon juice, cinnamon and water.  
Add the peeled, sliced apples, mix with sugar mixture and 

pour into a buttered 8” square pan.  Blend the other 1/2 cup 
sugar,fl our,salt and butter til crumbly. Spread this over the 

apples.  Bake at 375 degrees and the apples are tender with a 
brown crust, about 45 minutes to an hour.

Hot Apple Crisp
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Enjoy where you Shop! 
We have a brand new greenhouse for 2011, 

full of unusual annuals.

There are also newly planted display beds 
for you to observe & enjoy.

(256) 852-6211 
7002 North Memorial Parkway 35810

Bennett Nurseries

In mid July 1934, after 
months of mediation and agita-
tion, nearly 4,000 Huntsville cot-
ton mill workers went on strike, 
part of a nationwide strike that 
quickly ensnared the entire tex-
tile industry in America.

The walkout brought vio-
lence to the streets in the form of 
killings, kidnappings, assaults, 
shootings and bombings.

A cloud of fear hung over 
Huntsville like poisonous va-
pors seeping into the 'hearts of 
the populace. No man, woman, 
child; home or business was 
safe. Living here was danger-
ous.

Mill owners across the na-
tion refused to negotiate, threat-
ening to hire strikebreakers to 
quell any riotous activity by the 
strikers.

Then on July 17, the Fletcher 
mill opened at the regular hour, 
but closed within three hours. 
Noisy strikers were clamoring 
in the street outside the mill and 
it appeared that major violence 
would erupt at any second. 

The Great 
Mill Strike

Armed Men 
Ruled The Streets 
As Union Leader 
Kidnapped

Sensing the severity of the situ-
ation, the nonunion employees 
chose to leave their jobs rather 
than confront the unruly pick-
ets.

Police and deputies armed 
with tear-gas, rifl es and machine 
guns were called to the scene as 
the strikers grew more boister-
ous, but the crowd dispersed 
when the offi cers arrived.

Merrimac was the next mill 
to close as strikers, under the 
leadership of state union orga-
nizer Albert Cox, went through 
the building telling workers 
to leave. The mill emptied in 
minutes.

Lincoln and Dallas mills 
closed when the night shifts 
came off duty.

John Dean, representing 
the United Textile Workers of 
America, urged strikers to main-
tain picket lines and prevent the 
mills from running.

Carloads of strikers, armed 
with shotguns pistols, knives, 
baseball bats and anything else 
that could serve as weapons, 
cruised the streets shouting 
and waving their weap-
ons, intimidating anyone 
who might have had 
thoughts about going to 
work.

“I don’t sag, I’m only 
gravitationally 
challenged.”

Serita Jones, Arab
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(256) 883-1101

A meeting of the Dallas Mill 
workers was held at the old 
Methodist Church on Humes 
Avenue. Monroe Adcock, presi-
dent of the Dallas local union, 
presided and urged that no de-
struction of mill property take 
place during the strike. He also 
asked that all union members 
refrain from using intoxicating 
liquors while the strike was in 
progress.

The following day reports 
of trouble sent police racing to 
the Admiral Braid Company. 
A crowd of a few hundred men 
had gathered outside the plant 
when it was reported that an 
attempt was going to be made 
to move a load of merchandise. 
The report was false and the 
crowd dispersed without inci-
dent.

On July 30, special deputies 
guarded the Tennessee River 
Bridge between Decatur and 
Huntsville as rumors indicated 
that a motorcade of more than 
500 striking textile workers 
from Huntsville were en-route 
to Decatur in an effort to urge 
the textile workers there to join 
the strike.

Earlier in the day, three 
union men were attacked on 
a street comer near the Good-
year fabric plant in Decatur. 

seeking the men responsible. 
The mayor sent a large contin-
gent of police to the hotel, pre-
venting the mob from getting 
out of hand.

Strikers sat up roadblocks at 
each road leading into Hunts-
ville. Automobiles going in and 
out of the city were stopped by 
strikers brandishing weapons 
who said they were looking for 
the kidnapped man, not know-
ing that he had returned and 
was in hiding.

The situation was becoming 
serious. Most of Huntsville’s 
citizens were afraid to leave 
their homes. Gangs of armed 
men roamed the town looking 
for would-be strike breakers 

The aforementioned union lo-
cal head, Monroe Adcock, was 
shot in the leg and Isaac Bul-
lard and Bumice Rigsby were 
injured in an alteration with 
three unarmed men. Special 
guards were placed around the 
Goodyear plant.

Early Sunday morning, Au-
gust 6, John Dean, leader of the 
strike in Alabama, was kid-
napped from his room on the 
sixth fl oor of the Russel Erskine 
hotel by four men and taken 
at gunpoint to Fayetteville. 
During the ride he was beaten 
about the head with a pistol. His 
abductors, in a bizarre move, 
then registered him at the Pope 
Hotel there where he man-
aged to, according to 
the porter, initiate a call 
to his friends in Hunts-
ville. In less than an hour 
a dozen automobiles, 
fi lled with armed men, 
arrived in Fayetteville to 
rescue their leader.

Instead of returning 
to his hotel, Dean went 
into seclusion at the 
home of George Davis 
on F Street in Merrimac 
Village. Armed guards 
were placed around the 
house to prevent further 
kidnapping.

During the time of 
Dean’s abduction 400 
angry men, most of them 
carrying guns, gathered 
near the Russel Erskine 
Hotel. They had heard of 
the abduction and were 

“If you want to say it with 
fl owers, a single rose 

says, ‘I’m cheap.’”

Delta Burke
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Five Points

(256) 534-5854
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Ugly Dolls
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Joe Walker & Jeff Walker, Proprietors
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716 Pratt Avenue in    
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Medication Reminder
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   Rai Harris                             256-776-3923
Excellent References

and terrifying everyone with 
whom they came into contact. 
Sometimes as many as eight car-
loads of strikers would slowly 
caravan through downtown.

With strikers demanding 
that the city take action, So-
licitor (district attorney) James 
Price announced that the Grand 
Jury would meet the following 
Monday and that a warrant had 
been issued in the kidnap case. 
Fearful that the crowd would 
take the law in its own hands, 
the sheriff refused to name the 
persons involved until the ar-
rests had been made.

Monday morning found a 
large crowd assembled down-
town awaiting the days events. 
In an act of bravado, Dean drove 
in from Merrimac and casually 
breakfasted at the Central Cafe 
downtown while armed body-
guards patrolled the sidewalks 
out front.

Meanwhile, the Grand Jury 
returned an indictment against 
James Conner, a mill work-
er. When word spread that 
the owners of the cotton mills 
might have been responsible for 
Dean’s kidnapping, the pent-up 

fury of the strikers exploded.
Rumors that downtown 

stores were going to be dyna-
mited caused additional depu-
ties to be called in, but the day 
passed without incident.

Threats against the indicted 
Mr. Conner caused guards to 
be placed at his home. They 
were called off that same after-
noon when it was realized that 
Conner had left town for parts 
unknown.

Cars were not permitted 
on streets where union leaders 
lived, unless permission was 
fi rst obtained from the strikers. 
Armed guard was maintained 
throughout the night and aug-
mented the following morning 
by additional strikers.

The Thomas plant, forced 
to shut down when the strike 
began, reopened next day with 
a limited crew despite threats 
from the strikers.

Before the plant could begin 
operating at full capacity it was 
invaded by a gang of strik-
ers from Merrimac Mills and 
Erwin Mills, despite protests 
by the foremen. The workers 
were quickly assembled and 

The reason they call it the 
American dream is that 
you have to be asleep to 

believe it.
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This small volume will give you a clear 
understanding of God’s plan for the future.

Charles Richards  (256) 828-1681

A Message of Hope in an Age 
of Despair

Only $12.00 - Includes Shipping!

Even So, Come Lord Jesus

Send check or money order to:  
3253 Bobo Section Rd., Hazel Green, Al   35750

ordered to quit work and leave 
the building by the spokesman 
of the strikers.

William Fraser, manager of 
the Thomas Mill, later identifi ed 
the leader as Henry Parmelee, 
the union leader at Merrimac. 
Fraser said the strikers ignored 
the “posted” signs displayed at 
the entrance to the mill.

On August 13, the kidnap 
charge against Conner was 
stricken from the docket of the

Grand Jury and a lesser 
charge of “Whitecapping”’ was 
entered. Whitecapping was 
defi ned as “an act to prevent 
and punish the formation or 
continuance of conspiracies and 
combinations for certain unlaw-
ful purposes.”

Random acts of violence 
continued. Almost everyone 
suspected of being a friend of 
the Mill owners were accosted 
and intimidated.

On Sept. 3, three charges of 
dynamite damaged the grocery 
store of Mrs. R. Watkins on Pike 
Street in Merrimac Village. The 
explosion brought a crowd to 
the scene.

Shortly before daybreak, 
strikers were brought out of 
their beds by bugle calls and 
gunshots.  Armed strikers 
rushed into the city from Lin-
coln Village after being told of 
trouble at the Fletcher mills. 
They returned home when 
everything was found quiet. A 
group of young women decided 
to ignore the picket line and 
return to work, but they were 
pushed to the ground by the an-
gry strikers. Ignoring the girls’ 
screams of protest, the strikers 
produced a pair of scissors and 
proceeded to roughly cut their 

hair.
A short while later, residents 

of Lincoln watched the strange 
sight of four bald-headed girls 
being paraded down Meridian 
Street.

City officials asked that a 
federal mediator be brought 
in. Something had to happen. 
Huntsville could not continue 
living under a cloud of terror.

Judge Petree, mediator, and 
his staff arrived in Huntsville 
and immediately went into a 
conference with union leaders. 
After the meeting at the Davis 
house, where John Dean had 
established his headquarters, 
Petree then conferred with 
the offi cials of the Erwin mill, 
which had been trying to reach 
an agreement for several days.

On Sept. 22, before the me-
diator could work out a com-
promise, the great textile strike 
ended. National Union leaders 
had reached a settlement.

Thousands of Huntsville 
textile workers responded to 
the union lead and returned to 
work.

Peace had returned to 
Huntsville.

No charges were ever fi led 
against anyone for the hundreds 
of acts of lawlessness commit-
ted during the strike. “It was,” 
as one old-timer remembers, 
“as if Huntsville just wanted to 
forget.”

Grady Reeves, 
the Promoter

by Billy Joe Cooley
I was on my way home from 

the Korean War, my soldiering 
days far behind, when I stopped 
off in Huntsville to visit my old 
radio pal Grady Reeves. It was 
the summer of 1954 and I was 
anxious to get back to familiar 
ground.

Grady had always called me 
"Boondocks," a refl ection on my 
rural raising, so I called him the 
Cincinnati Flash, a throwback 
to his hometown. I stopped by 
WBHR where he was a record 
spinner and a part-time show 
promoter. They told me that he 
had gone out to the Madison 
County coliseum on Holmes 
Avenue. I went out there.

"Come on, Billy Joe, you 
can help me with the show I've 
booked in here," he greeted.

The coliseum in those days 
had no end walls, since it was 
primarily used for cattle shows 
and such.

"What kind of show have 
you got promoted here?" I 
asked.

Grady explained that a 
Nashville agent had called and 
said he had a large bunch of 
traveling musicians who needed 
a night's work while passing 
through here on their way to 

“I keep my husband 
from reading my emails 

by labeling the mail folder 
‘Instruction Manuals’”.

Betsy Burke, Athens
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Tuscaloosa.
"The whole bunch will per-

form and it's only costing me 
$600,"he said. "I ought to make 
a good profi t. I helped unfold 
and set up chairs.

At about 5 EM., a long Ca-
dillac limousine pulled up and 
about a dozen people got out. A 
rack on top of the car contained 
suitcases, guitars and amplifi -
ers. It looked like a band of gyp-
sies. The car was old, half cov-
ered with mud and resembled 
something that had traveled 
across a lot of plowed fi elds in 
recent days. The musicians and 
singers were about my age, so 
we sat around and gossiped for 
a couple of hours, They were 
fascinated with Grady's tales 
about his days as a sportscaster.

About an hour before show-
time the audience started trick-
ling in. Most were older people. 
They paid $2 a person, which 
was the going rate for a concert 
in those days.

A few people showed up. 
Very few.

Grady lost about $200 on the 
show. It was the fi rst the I had 
seen a grown man whimper.

The show was excellent 
and it was a shame that so few 
people saw it.

When the show was over I 
helped the gang get the stuff re-
packed atop that old limousine 
and bade farewell to Johnny 
Cash, Jerry Lee Lewis, Carl 
Perkins and Elvis Presley. Little 
did we know that each was to 
become a super star.

256-417-7136
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Virginia Blvd. had been 
graded years before leaving a 
smooth level surface for us kids 
to play on. No gravel or paving 
had ever been done, Only one 
house was on the street and it 
appeared ready for play. That’s 
what it got! None of the streets 
around us at 19 Maple Street 
in Lincoln had paving. You 
had to go into new village or 
old village or maybe down to 
Meridian Street to find paving. 
Nor did we have gutters, curbs, 
paved driveways or anything 
to remind us that we lived in 

the city. Actually we didn’t 
live in the city or Lincoln Mill 
Village. We lived in Madison 
County in the community of 
Lincoln; sort of a no mans land.

Spirit of the moment ball 
games were held in the vacant 
lot behind the Childress (Low-
ery) home, in the middle of Ma-
ple Street or perhaps on the level 
graded surface of Virginia Blvd. 
which was now growing grass. 
I remember some of the games 
would include my brothers 
Lloyd and Fred perhaps my sis-
ter Nell and some of our friends. 
A couple of the Madewell peo-
ple might be included and in the 
summer time we could count 
on Michael Christian and his 

Sister Pat. They would stay at 
their Grand Mother Durham’s 
in the summer rather than re-
main in Michigan. Sometimes 
we were joined by cousins of 
the Christian family who were 
children of Mr. Rhett Woody, a 
local furniture dealer. We had 
wonderful times with the Bus-
bin and Ratliff families joining 
all of us in a softball game.

Michael Christian attained 
International recognition as 
a prisoner of war in Vietnam 
when written about by Sena-
tor John McCain. They were 
held in the same facility and 
bore unbelievable torture at the 
hands of the enemy. Michael 
died after coming home to great 

Maple Street
by Johnny Johnston
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England
Gunsmithing

Stan England
General troubleshooting and repair 

Cleaning & safety check - Custom modification - Accurizing 
 FFL transfers - Firearms sales - Custom Engraving

1253D County Lake Rd
      New Market, Al 35761
      Englandgunsmithing.com

256-933-0136
      Mobile:
      256-585-5196

celebrations in his hometown of 
Huntsville.

The Powell home still sits 
amid several other structures, 
the barn is gone and so is the 
pasture but then its been over 
70 years since we moved to 
Maple Street and 60 since we 
left. I remember trading comic 
books with a booth set up in 
the front yard, trading with 
others in the community who 
also loved to trade. We played 
hide and seek, hop scotch, toy 
cars, mumble peg, holey roily, 
and a hundred other games we 
may have thought up on a mo-
ments notice. Trouble among 
friends didn’t amount to much 
so we would set up a card table, 
crossing the property line, play 
checkers or other board games 
just to have fun with each other. 
In the summertime we gathered 
all who could go, carried the 
swimming trunks and walked 
to The Big Spring Park to swim 
in the municipal swimming 
pool. I still shake when I think of 
that cold shower everyone had 
to take when entering the pool.

This was 20 years before I 
knew anything about air con-
ditioning but was beginning to 
think about stereo. Didn’t know 
what it was but remember when 
a Soap Opera would be playing 
in two or more houses I would 
walk to the center and try to 
hear one house in the left ear 
and another with the right ear. 
Yep! That’s my first exposure 
to Stereo. In the evening you 
could walk up the street and 
hear “Walter Wenchel” giving 
his news on everyone’s radio. 
He always started his broadcast 
with a declarative statement. 
“Hello all America and all ships 
at sea, let’s go to press”. That’s 
how I remember it.  If you had a 
radio in those days; you listened 
to Mr. Wenchel!

That old house held 5 chil-
dren, two adults and during the 
War also held 2 to 5 boarders. 
Relatives or friends who needed 
a place to live. I have no idea 
how so many people got into 

such a small house. I also can’t 
imagine how we had a large 
barn, an outhouse, a garden 
of vegetables, a milk cow and 
several old cars sitting around. 
If you look at the lot today you 
will agree, “Ain’t No Way!

Last year my Wife Barbara 
and I went into “United Fire 
and Water Damage Restora-
tion”, she stayed in the car, 
when I came out she pointed to 
the company logo on a truck “a 

picture of a major house fire and 
made a remark about saving 
that house. I made some remark, 
opened the door, took another 
look at the picture then ran over 
to it. It was the old house my 
parents had bought in 1940 and 
sold in 1951. Mr. Tippet bought 
the old house recently, which 
was in bad repair, then burned 
it to give the city practice. It was 
a total shock for me to see that 
old house burning. I must admit 
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Forts - Gyms - Swings - Slides

John’s Jungle Jyms

4008 Holmes Avenue   (256) 837-4761

it took a few minutes to regain 
composure after the discovery 
of that picture (now Logo) on 
the side of that truck.

Just after the war a very 
kind and respected man named 
Dick Church bought the house 
on the curve of Maple Street 
where it takes a turn south head-
ing over to Abingdon. He then 
started building a restaurant be-
hind his house facing the north 
south portion of Maple Street. I 
watched “Tip Top Cafe” being 
built one concrete block at a 
time. What else is there to do in 
the summertime for a little boy?

Tip Top Cafe was the fi rst 
restaurant I ever ate in. When 
Mom worked at the Arsenal 
Laundry at night and tried to 
rest during the day, she would 
somewhere find a few dimes 
change for Lloyd and I to have 
lunch at the Tip Top. We had an 
hour for lunch and would walk 
from Lincoln School to the cafe 
at noon  Usually We ordered a 
bowl of chili and a Coca Cola. 
Now remember, Tip Top made a 
living selling beer more so than 
chili and hot dogs, but while 
we were in the cafe Mr. Church 
would not serve or let anyone 
drink a beer in our presence. It 
was awesome, we sat there tak-
ing our own good time eating 
our chili and consuming our 
drink while being stared at by 
several men who didn’t much 
care if we ate or not. In today’s 
terms “It was Cool”. They just 
wanted a BEER!!!

Dad went into the plumb-
ing business while we lived on 
Maple Street. He put us in a full 
bathroom for practice. There 
was a Commode, A Tub, even 
a Sink to wash your hands! We 
had it all, but several times I 
would arrive home, walk into 
the bathroom only to fi nd one 
or more of these fi xtures gone. 
Some times it was necessary to 
visit the outdoor John which 
still sat near the barn just be-
fore getting to the alley. Dad 
would be doing an installation 
somewhere and face the task of 

fi nding fi xtures for a bathroom. 
Not being able to fi nd them he 
simply came home and bor-
rowed ours!

Johnny Johnston is a story-

teller and will be telling tales 
on June 19 at 2:30 at the His-
toric Lowry House, be sure and 
attend!  For more information 
call(256) 489-9200 - you’ll love 
the stories, and bring a chair!
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John’s Jungle Jyms

Classic R-Rated Movies on our outdoor screen
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1.  Growing up in the Rocket City: A 
Baby Boomer’s Guide (over 200 pho-
tos/illustrations) by Tommy Towery  $15 
2.  Remembering Huntsville: 131 Vin-
tage Photographs   by Jacque Reeves     
$16.95
3.  Reflections from the Front Porch: 
Mayberry Stories in Madison County 
by Harold Fanning  $13.99 
4.  Echoes of the Past: Old      Ma-
hogany Table Stories by Nancy Rohr 
$15.00  
5.  Life in the Skillet: Lessons from 
Lick Skillet, Alabama by Harold Fan-
ning      $13.99 
6.   An Alabama School Girl in Paris, 
1842-1844  by Nancy Rohr $17.95 
7.  Historic Photos of Huntsville: 
199 Vintage Photographs by Jacque 
Reeves  $39.95
8.   Southern Turkey Hunting by 
Raymond Jones        $9.99 
9.   Historic Architecture of Alabama 
- Styles & Types  by Robert Gamble  
$25.00
10.  Lost Writings of Howard Weeden 
by Fisk & Riley         $20.00

Shaver’s 
Top 10 Books of Local & 

Regional Interest 

Books at Shaver’s include:

Alabama
Antiques
Architecture
Art
Aviation
Cemeteries
Children
Civil War
Cotton Mills
Decorative Leath-
er
First Editions
Fishing & Hunting
Genealogy

Grand Ole Opry
Kathryn T. Windham
Local Authors
Madison County
Poetry
Railroads
Southern Literature
Space
Sports
Tennessee
Tennessee Valley
Theology
World War II

You’ll find New, Autographed
Hard-to-Find and Out-of-Print books

including topics such as:

Whether you are looking for an-
tiques, the perfect gift, or the right 
picture to hang on a wall - you will 
find all of them at Railroad Station 
Antiques. Located Downtown at 
315 Jefferson at the corner of Mon-
roe across from the Roundhouse. 

AND MUCH MORE!!!
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