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As we drove up the back side of Monte Sano on Highway 431 - a narrow,
2-lane road that becomes Governors Drive, the road peaked overlooking a
breath-taking view of Jones Valley. The sun was almost setting and | thought
| had died and arrived in paradise.
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MA MILLER’S
BOARDING HOUSE
by Billy G. Broach

On a late Sunday afternoon
in February 1958, I, along with
a friend and fellow student at
Auburn University, Gene Coo-
per, were at the end of what
seemed like an eternal trip
driving from the Auburn area
in my 1950 Chevrolet to Hunts-
ville. I had been accepted in the
Redstone Arsenal co-op pro-
gram. As we drove up the back
side of Monte Sano on High-
way 431 - a narrow 2 lane road
that becomes Governors Drive,
the road peaked overlooking
a breath taking view of Jones
Valley. The sun was almost set-
ting and I thought I had died
and arrived in paradise.

Huntsville was very differ-
ent in those days and a place
to stay was very scarce. Gene
was ahead of me and had been
here two quarters back and
knew of Mrs. Miller’s boarding
house (affectionately known
as "Ma Millers"). We found
our way on a street by a small
hospital known as 5th Avenue
Hospital and the then small
Huntsville Hospital. We end-

“The biggest lie | tell myself
-l don’t need to write that
down - I'll remember it.”

Sam Keith,Huntsville

ed up by twisting and turning
on small narrow streets and
found Clinton Avenue close
to downtown. We arrived at
a small Trailways bus station,
which was our landmark to
"Ma Millers". Next to the bus
station stood three large 2 story
antebellum style houses in bad
repair. Aside from the look of
something from Alfred Hitch-
cock, we had arrived at what
was to be my new home for the
next 3 months.

You have to understand that
other than my 17 mile trip from
my home in Shawmut, Al (now
known as Valley, Al) to Au-
burn, I had never been far from
home. And Huntsville seemed
like it was on the other side of
the world to me.

We parked on the side of one
of the houses and walked on to
the porch of the middle house
where we were told that Mrs.
Miller lived and rang the door-
bell. A middle aged, heavy set
lady answered the door and
asked if she could help us. We
explained our plight and Mrs.
Miller said she could help us.

Her offer was simple. She
would provide a bed and two
meals a day (breakfast and
supper) for $15.60 a week. That
seemed a little high but what
else was available? Living
space was rare in Huntsville
at that time with the building
boom just starting. The Park-
way was just a small 2 lane
road that went from north to

L. Thomas Ryan, Jr.
Attorney At Law

2319 Market Place, Suite B
Huntsville, Alabama 35801

Telephone
(256) 533-1103

ESTATE PLANNING, LIVING TRUSTS,

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

Fax
(256) 533-9711

WILLS, PROBATE

Old Huntsville Page 3

Old Huntsville, Inc. (USPS #8510)
716 East Clinton Ave.
Huntsville, Al 35801

(256) 534-0502
Email - oldhuntsville@knology.net
(Website) www.oldhuntsvillemag.com

Publisher - Cathey Carney

Advertising - (256) 534-0502
Sales & Mrktg. - Cathey Carney
Editor - Cheryl Tribble
Consultant - Ron Eyestone
Gen. Manager - Sam Keith
Copy Boy - Tom Carney
(in memory)

“Old Huntsville” magazine is
a monthly publication. Annual
subscriptions are $25 per year.

For subscription change of address,
mail new information to the
above address.

All material contained within is copyright
2016 and may not be reproduced or copied in
anﬁ form without written permission of the
publisher, Old Huntsville, Inc. assumes no
responsibility for unsolicited manuscripts
or content of solicited articles..

Your Total Window
Treatment Provider




Old Huntsville Page 4

south and was not finished in
areas. We accepted her terms.
After paying the first week’s
fare in cash she would show us
our accommodations.

Mrs. Miller led us from the
small hall through a dining
area which had one large table
which seated about 15 people
and three large refrigerators
or freezers at one end of the
room. I mention the refrigera-
tors because each unit had a
large chain around them with
huge padlocks on the front. I
assumed that the purpose of
the chains was to discourage
hungry college students from
partaking of a midnight snack.

We went through a kitch-
en with three large gas stoves
and ovens. This was where the
gourmet meals were prepared.
She opened a door at the end of
the kitchen. There was a stair-
case going down to a shallow
basement that held about 18
to 20 iron bunks spaced about
12 inches apart with a narrow
table between each bunk.

I was lucky. My bunk was
an overflow bunk against
the stairs with a fabric wall. I

looked later behind the fabric
wall and discovered a bare dirt
wall with the house’s founda-
tion at the top. A pure luxury
accommodation. At the far end
of the room was a small separa-
tor wall.

Behind that was pure luxury.
A commode, a sink and a metal
shower stall with a plastic cur-
tain. [ knew [ had arrived. I was
puzzled as to how 18 people
were going to be able to do the
morning bathroom chores and
be able to make the 10 miles to
the Arsenal in time for work.

It became obvious that
showers were after work time
and the schedule was based
on space available. Sometimes
“available” meant several days
apart or very late at night. The
commode was a different thing.
Many times several necessary
functions in the morning were
performed as a group activ-
ity outside, with the shower
drain as an emergency back up.
Somehow we made do.

My first day at the Arsenal
was handled by a wonder-
ful lady named Helen Broad-
way who took care of all the
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administrative functions and
got me to my first assignment
with a gentleman by the name
of Steve Johnson. He was well
known at the time and was for
many years after I graduated.

I was somewhat preoccu-
pied with my thoughts of sup-
per when I returned to “Ma
Millers” to dine. I had skipped
breakfast the first morning and
was beginning to concentrate
on food rather than engineer-
ing.
When I arrived back at my
new home, I learned the lesson
of true patience. “Ma Millers”
was the temporary home to
about 50 to 60 souls that had
visions of Huntsville being the
mecca of success or the pinna-
cle of a new phase of technical
excellence which an 18 year old
want-to-be engineer from Au-
burn aspired to pursue. It also
represented a means providing
the money necessary to remain
in college. “Ma Millers” was
the central temporary quarter-
by-quarter residence of num-
bers of co-op students from
the colleges and universities all
over the south. My roommates
were from Alabama, Auburn,
Georgia Tech, Virginia Tech,
Florida and many other colleg-
es. A melting pot of want-to-be
engineers.

I had a car so it was full as
a taxi service when we went to
work at the Arsenal. Now back
to my learning curve of sup-
per. As I said before, the dining
area was one large table seated
with a dozen or more hungry
individuals. Supper started at 5

“You know that tingly
feeling you get when
you really like someone?
That’s common sense
leaving your body.”

Joey Willis, Arab

p-m. and went till all were fin-
ished eating.

The front entry hall was full
of co-ops, laborers, contrac-
tors and the like that occupied
the three dwellings. The sup-
per meal went something like
this. The hall and porch were
full and there were about 15
at the table. As one would fin-
ish, another would take the
vacant chair and begin to en-
joy the horn of plenty which
was pinto beans, and/or white
beans with corn. A meat was
always provided (fried pork
chops my favorite). There was
always plenty of biscuits and
cornbread and light bread if
you liked. The bowls were kept
tull by Mr. Miller and his help-
ers. The meat kept coming as
they finished cooking it until
the supply ran out.

The supply was usually less
than the demand. You dipped
your own from big bowls and
ate till you couldn’t eat any-

more. Desserts were not at the
table but were for you to pick
up and carry with you. Plenty
of cakes and pies were for the
taking. The next in line was al-
ways anxious for the next chair
to come open so one did not
linger at the table.

A highlight of the day while
waiting your turn to be fed
was a 17 inch black and white
television in the hall where as
many as could fit would gather
and watch a snowy picture. My
memory of this pasttime was
the “Amos and Andy” show. It
was on every day and amused
all the hungry that waited and
took your mind off your growl-
ing stomach.

I didn’t say much about
breakfast because time pre-
vented eating many days or
you would be late for work. The
breakfast menu was always
hotcakes and fried bologna
with scrambled eggs occasion-
ally. The staple breakfast was
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hot cakes which were far from
light and could be weighed on
a cotton scale and stayed with
you for countless hours after
got to work. Or sometimes they
would exit the way they went
in.

To envision the location of
“Ma Millers” in the 1958 time
frame, Woody Anderson Ford
and the Coca Cola Bottling
Company were directly in
front on Clinton Avenue and
the Trailway Bus Station was
next door toward downtown.
Meadow Gold Dairy was just
west on the same side of Clin-
ton Avenue. We spent a lot of
time at the bus station reading
what we found in the maga-
zine racks.

There was not much after
hours activity in Huntsville at
that time. The Dwarf Restau-
rant was about the only thing
on the so-called Parkway.

None of us had any money
anyway so activity at night was
limited. Huntsville downtown
at night was dark and scary
with no activity.

Time and progress took over
and “Ma Millers” fell prey to

the big project of the Von Braun
Civic Center. When I attend an
event there nowadays I always
try to picture where I am in ref-
erence to where I spent my first
night in Huntsville.

After completing the co-op
program and graduating from
Auburn I returned to Hunts-
ville and made my career here
as an electrical engineer.

It has been some 57 years
since I first laid my eyes on that
beautiful valley. I've traveled
all over the world and always
returned to my home sweet
home — Huntsville, Alabama.

Boy have things changed
in the last 50 years but it’s al-
ways progress forward. Never
one regret. And “Ma Millers” is
where it all begin.

It is not known how many
people passed through those
three houses next to the old
Trailways Bus Station on
Clinton Avenue before they
gave way to the progress and
growth of the Rocket City, but
one thing’s for sure, a new be-
ginning and career for many
was born at that location and
lasted a lifetime.
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Stay cozy and warm
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LocAL NEws
IN HUNTSVILLE
JANUARY 1911

Rain Storm does
damage

The continued rain from Sat-
urday night thru Sunday flood-
ed the lowlands of the city and
did considerable damage in the
way of flooding the lawns and
washed away many footbridﬁ-
es. In the Patton Grove neigh-
borhood the waters were espe-
cially high. The spring branch
was way out of its banks and so
was Pinhook Creek. Likewise
this was true in east Huntsville,
where ditches and other low
places were under water.

much

Chimney at the Dement
Residence Blown Down Last
Night

During the early hours of
last night, while the rain and
wind storm was at its worst,
the north chimney of the resi-
dence of Mrs. C. C. Dement on
West Holmes street was blown
down. The occupants of the
home as well as nearby neigh-
bors were greatly frightened at
the noise. Fortunately no one
was hurt.

Cave-in of Dirt at the Resi-
dence of Mr. Newt White Last
Night

The building that was said
to be one of the old time ice
houses, built underground,
caved in last night at the resi-
dence of Mr. Newt White on
Adams Avenue. It happened
approximately at midnight and
the sound woke many nearby.
The cave-in was on Locust
Street and went to a depth of
about 10 feet.

For Rent

One 7 room house with all
modern conveniences. Walker
Street. Apply to J. N. Mazza

Cardui
Mrs. W. H. Isom of 1419 East
Madison Street writes, "For
several years I suffered off and
on, from female troubles until
finally I was taken down and
could do nothing. The pains I
experienced I shall never for-
get. I lost weight till I was only
skin and bones. Many were
giving up on me and I believe
I would have been in my grave
if  had not tried Cardui. Ishall
praise it as long as I live."
Many women like Mrs.
Isom are weak and discour-
aged on account of some pain-
ful ailment. If you suffer, Car-
dui will help you - try it today.

” Hero World Collectibles J

Come visit us in the Limestone Flea Market

Located on Highway 72 between Athens and Huntsville

We have assorted religious, All-American and Dixie
Outfitter T-Shirts, as well as SEC Merchandise. We
carry assorted Wallets, Belt Buckles and Comics
(some old).

After-Holiday markdowns on Many
unusual and Useful items you've
got to have!

God Bless You!
\=C

“Warning - My alarm tells
me you’'re in my house.
My gun tells me
not for long.”

Sign seen over door

Marathon
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Services including:

*Exterior & Interior
painting

*Woodworking
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*Gutter Repair
*Pressure Washing
*Handyman Services
*Roofing
*Doors
*Drywall
*Siding
*Window Cleaning

(256) 326-8053
JOHN M. BZDELL

Free Estimates * References upon
Request * Licensed & Insured

Windsor House
Nursing Home / Rehab Facility

Our team approach to rehabilitation
means working together to enhance the
quality of life and by re-shaping abilities

and teaching new skills. We rebuild

hope, self-respect and a desire to

achieve one’s highest level of inde-

pendence.

*Complex Medical Care
*Short Term Rehabilitation
*Long Term Care

Our team includes Physicians,
Nurses, Physical Therapist, Oc-
cupational Therapist, Speech
Therapist, Activity Director and
Registered Dietician

A place you can call home....
4411 McAllister Drive

Huntsville, Alabama 35805
(256) 837-8585




Any druggist will carry it.
Electric Pressing Parlors
Don’t leave the cleaning and
pressing and repairing of the
Overcoat to the last moment
- have us do the work NOW.
Work days are here and the
holidays are over and the rush
of work about that period will
tax the efforts of every estab-
lishment, so take time by the
forelock by having the work
done best by sending it to us.
Our rates are anything but ex-
cessive. Jefferson St. Tel No. 66

New four room cottage cor-
ner 6th Street and Pratt Avenue
for rent cheap. Apply to J. E.
Pierce

Scottsboro - Duel on Streets

J. S. Clay, a well known
merchant and Frank Randall,
a clerk in a clothing store, en-
gaged in a sensational duel
with pistols at the front door of
Clay’s residence on Oak Street
on Sunday.

Randall is in the hospital
probablfl fatally wounded,
a pistol ball having passed
through his head and tearing
away a large portion of his
right cheek. The doctors treat-
ing him said they not seen an
injury of that type in their ex-
perience.

Clay received two wounds;
one in the shoulder, the oth-
er bullet striking him in the
mouth, shattering his teeth
and almost cutting his tongue
in two. He will recover but
the doctors are telling us it is a
miracle he survived and he will
have a very long recovery. He
will not be speaking for some
time.

Randall went to Clay’s resi-
dence and demanded an expla-
nation of an alleged insult to
Miss Maude Ledford, his fian-
cee. She remains in shock as to
the severity of the incidents.

Clay was arrested and held
on bail of $5,000 awaiting the
outcome of Randall’s injuries.
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Old Childhood Memories

by Cathy Morse

My Dad had a house built
in northwest Huntsville back
in the 1960s. I was born on a
cold winter day in 1966. It was
spring of 1970. I played in the
woods a lot, and this time a
wonderful thing happened.
Deep in the woods I walked,
and at a special moment I
looked up and saw thousands
of Monarch butterflies. They
were everywhere, I decided to
go get my mother. I walked her
through the woods and said
"Close your eyes". We walked
a little longer and I said "Open
your eyes".

"Cathy, how did you know?"
She said.

"l wanted you to see them,"
I said. We stayed for a while.
They flew and landed on us.
She said "Let's not disturb
them." We walked home. She
brought Dad the next day but
they were gone. What beauty.
They are the Monarch butter-
flies in 1970.

When I was about 6 years
old, I played at a creek called
Pinhook Creek. My friend Ray-
mon found an arrowhead. My
older brother hooked a very
big turtle. One day I was stand-
ing on the rocks. Ilooked down
and picked up a very inter-
esting rock, about two inches
long. It had teeth marks and
two eye sockets. It was fossil-
ized, it was a dinosaur head.
Awesome find. I looked at it
for a while and threw it in the
running water. I guess that's

“Best way to get rid
of those awful kitchen
odors - eat out.”

Phyllis Diller

where it belongs.

When I was a small child,
my brother teased me a lot.
One day I had enough. I hid
a 100 Grand candy bar in the
couch, a big one. Time went
by, he started it up again. He
was teasing me about having
a candy bar. I said “No you
don’t, because I have one right
here.” I reached deep in the
couch and grabbed it and said
“Look, I have one right here,”
and started eating it. He said,
“Mommy, will you go to the
store and buy me a new one?”
“No,” she said. She was laugh-
ing so hard, Dad missed it. It
was a very funny moment.
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Our pony was named Hon-
ey. Mom paid 25 dollars for
her. This was in northwest
Huntsville back in the 1970s.
Mom and Dad built her a shel-
ter and Mom shoed her with
horse shoes. We fed her well
and loved her so very much.
She gave pony rides to the kids.
My Dad loved her so much.
She would get away, and peo-
ple would call and say “Your
horse is in our backyard.”

Some people didn’t like us
having a pony and threatened
us with the City of Huntsville.
It lasted several years until one
day Honey got sick with a bad
cold. One morning I went into
the living room. My Dad was
crying, my Mom said Honey
died. I ran outside to see her.
She was covered up with a tarp.
I ran back inside and started
crying.

The whole house was
mourning for her. My Dad had
tears running down his face, it
was the first time I saw my Dad
cry. Mom asked our nice clean-
ing lady if she could help. Her
sons came over with a big truck
and took Honey away. We
missed her so much. One day I
walked over to where she died
under the persimmon tree. I
looked down and purple pas-
sion flowers were everywhere.
God knew how we loved her
and left another gift, the purple
passion flower.

The time [ wandered off, the
phone rang and my mother
was on the phone a long time.
Everyone was outside play-
ing basketball. I remember the
basketball landing on top of
my head. I fell to my knees and
they said “Are you okay?” I got
up and Dad rubbed my poor
head.

I took off down Timber-
crest Drive. The Bells had a
pond, a natural spring runs

all the way through Pinhook
Creek. My dog BoBo was with
me, he never left my sight. He
was a Basset Hound. I decided
to take my clothes off so they
didn’t get wet. Naked as a jail
bird, me and BoBo went down
the hill into the creek. I used
his tail to go up the other side.
People found us and took me
in and gave me a T-shirt to put
on. BoBo stayed outside. They
called the Police, Dad was out-
side with his boss looking for

me.
They found me, I took Dad

Old Huntsville Page 11

and his boss” hand and walked
across the creek. Mom em-
braced me and said, “Why did
you run away?”

I was real quiet as I sat in
the police car. The police car
looked like Andy Griffith’s. We
never talked about it, they were
just thankful I was OK.

Later, my BoBo was shot up
with PPS and died. I remember
asking my sister if I could feel
his paw. I did it, it was so cold.
The first time I learned about
death. Life is an adventure and
I have had a good one.
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A Dog
Story

By Tom Carney

Almost anyone in the
construction business has
a thousand stories to tell
and Phil Radzinski, of Al-
liance Building Corp., is
no exception.

About a year ago Phil
went to a lady's house to
give an estimate on re-
modeling her kitchen. It
was an expensive home
with manicured lawns
and shrubbery. It also
had a dog.

It was a small dog, the kind that is too small to kick and too big
to ignore.

Anyway, as Phil is ringing the doorbell the dog begins gnaw-
ing on his new Gucci shoes. ($149.47 on sale) The lady answers the
door, Phil goes in and the dog follows. He does his measuring and
figuring, and all the time the dog is still chewing away. Now there's
one thing that you have to understand about giving estimates ... the
customer is always right. If it takes putting up with a dog that eats
Gucci shoes for lunch, well, you do whatever you have to do to get
on the good side of a customer.

After the preliminary figuring, Phil and the lady
sit down to discuss the price. By this time the dog
had finished one and a half shoes and had started
on a pants leg. The lady looks at Phil with a weird
expression on her face and says, "You really like
dogs, don't you?"

About that time the miniature monster looks up
at Phil, spits out two square inches of polyester,
takes a leap, lands in his lap and begins chewing
on Phil's new tie. (Christmas present)

" Oh, yes Ma’am, I sure do," Phil said as the dog
began hungrily eyeing his monogrammed shirt
pocket, "Why, I think everybody should have one."

Needless to say, Phil rushed through the esti-
mate and left while he still had a few clothes intact.
He's walking down the drive, back to his truck,
when the woman comes to the door and hollers
at him.

"Mr. Radzinski, don't forget your dog. And
please don't mention bringing your dog with you
to my husband, he doesn't allow pets in the house."
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Meridian Street
Changes

by Jerry Keel

Some people take a good
night's sleep for granted. Oth-
ers, like me, can only hope to
be able to sleep a few hours
a night. Although the lack of
sleep is bad, it has its good
points. Many nights when the
sandman eludes me and my
eyes just refuse to stay closed
I think of a lot of things that
happened in the past. Most of
these memories are good. The
bad memories are quickly for-
gotten as my mind searches for
some of the happier thoughts
that lie hidden.

The human brain is a mar-
velous thing. So many memo-
ries lie dormant in the recesses
of that amazing part of the
human body. When I begin to
think back all sorts of goodies
pop up out of nowhere. Things
that happened 50 or 60 years
ago come to mind as if they
happened only yesterday. It's
funny that things that hap-
pened in the past two or three
days are completely forgotten
while the old memories seem
as vivid as if they happened in
the past couple of hours.

When I was a youngster my
parents operated a small sand-
wich shop on Meridian Street
in the area known by most as
"Miller's Crossing". The exact
location would be hard to pin-
point now because so many
changes have been made in
that area. Basically it was
where the Southern Railway
tracks crossed Meridian Street
and included the area around
the intersection.

When the interstate high-
way system was conceived
it was regarded as a boon to
automobile travelers both lo-

cal and nationwide. True, it
did make travel by auto faster,
safer, more convenient and
so many more good things.
But, as so often happens when
progress changes the entire
scenery, many things are re-
moved, things that were so im-
portant in times past. This was
what happened to the area
where the small shop was lo-

cated. Many old landmarks
were torn down to make
room for the 1-565 road
which was located between
the Interstate 65 north-south
highway system and the city
of Huntsville.

The diner, the Mason-
Brown Ice and Coal Com-
pany, Ray Pearman Lincoln-
Mercury, Herbert Ray Ford,



D. G. Foster's Mule Barn, John
White's cafe, the Pastime Cafe,
the original Star Market, and
the namesake for the area, E. P.
Miller's Feed and Seed, the cot-
ton gin (which was owned by
Mr. Miller), Hindman's Gro-
cery, Joe Gunn's TV Repair and
a knock-off of the Dairy Queen
ice cream shop known as "Di-
xie Queen" and others which
were affected by the highway
construction were lost during
this time.

The sandwich shop my par-
ents had was sandwiched (pun
intended) in a small triangle of
land between the main rail-
road tracks and a spur that
ran up Marion Street to a cot-
ton gin and a large industrial
area. The tracks were very
seldom used at that time but
must have been fairly impor-
tant in earlier times. Anyway
the tracks formed the south-
ern boundary of the triangle
where the small building was
located. The southern tip of the
triangle was vacant and pro-
vided a good place to sit and

watch the locomotives pulling
30 to 50 boxcars as they went
by on the Southern Railway
tracks.

I can still feel the cinders
that fell from the air when the
trains made their way north
on the tracks. The fuel used
for the train’s steam engine
was coal. A huge firebox was
a main part of the steam loco-
motive. The coal was burned
to boil the water carried in the
engine compartment. More
speed called for more coal
to be burned to make the fire
hotter so more steam could be
generated. A slight rise in the
elevation of the tracks called
for more power so just before
reaching the diner location
more coal was shoveled into
the firebox. Naturally the more
coal that was burned caused
more ashes to be discharged
into the air.

As I sat there and marveled
at the sight my hair would
become filled with the small
cinders and ashes that were a
by-product of the coal that was
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burned. At the time that was
the accepted method of pro-
pulsion for all trains. Some-
where during that time people
began to become aware of the
extreme amount of pollution
that was created by the coal
smoke being discharged into
the air. It was realized that the
pollution was harmful to the
people as well as the environ-
ment.

The brilliant minds that
were around at the time be-
gan to try to figure out a bet-
ter method of propulsion that
would not cause so much trash
to be released into the air. I
think the engineers at the Gen-
eral Electric Company came
up with the concept of a die-
sel-electric hybrid engine. The
small diesel engine would be
used to generate electricity to
power the monstrous electric
power plant that would actu-
ally be the source of the power
to pull the locomotive.

After several years of ex-
perimentation, the modern en-
gine was perfected to the point
that it could be used to power
the locomotive. This was a tre-
mendous breakthrough in the
railroad’s quest to be able to
carry more freight with larger
trains and to have no pollution
to speak of.

I can remember the first
diesel-elecrtic locomotive that
was scheduled for the South-
ern Railway which ran through
Huntsville on its way to Chat-
tanooga and points north. It
was a festive occasion and
many people lined up along
Meridian Street at the afore-
mentioned Miller’s Crossing
just to see the new marvel that
was coming through Hunts-
ville.

When the train approached
the street a big cheer went up
from the crowd. No steam

poured out, no loud noise
from the steam engine, no
soot and cinders flying into
the air. Just the steady rumble
of the powerful electric en-
gines that pulled the train. I
am glad I thought to count
the boxcars that were pulled
by that one engine
system employed
in the locomotive.
Whereas the steam
engine could only
pull 30 to 50 box-
cars, depending
on the weight of
the freight being
carried, the diesel-
electric locomotive
pulled 130 cars.
Immediately the
railroad companies
could see that the
huge investment
they made in de-
veloping the new
means of power
would pay off in
the long run. Be-
ing able to pull two
or three times as
many cars as before
meant an immedi-
ate increase in rev-

enue for the railroads. Faster,
bigger loads with little or no
pollution was the way to go in
the future. This was the stan-
dard for many years.

Also at that time the cotton
gin was running full steam
in the fall of the year when




the cotton crops were harvested. Most of the
loads of cotton were brought in by means of
horse-drawn wagons. The wagons would line
up down the small street as they were unload-
ed one by one. The huge vacuum pipe was
moved around inside the wagon by the single
man who climbed up into the wagon filled
with raw cotton. As the cotton was sucked
into the pipe it was carried into the huge ma-
chines that combed the cotton fibers to sepa-
rate them from the cottonseeds and the small
amount of trash that was unavoidable as the
cotton was pulled from the bolls.

The ginning operation was loud. All the big
machinery with all the moving parts as well
as the air used to pick up the cotton from the
wagons was like a continuous roar of thun-
der during a terrible storm. But it sure was
exciting to an eight to ten-year-old kid. I was
always afraid the man operating the suction
pipe would be drawn up into the pipe him-
self.

Sometimes the horses would become ner-
vous from the noise and were hard to control,
especially in the close quarters in which they
had to operate. In a few instances men or ani-
mals were injured but that was accepted as
part of the risk of bringing cotton to the gin.
The finished bales were bound and labeled
with the owner’s name and were sold to the
various cotton buyers who made the rounds
of the many gins in the area around Hunts-
ville at the time. The price paid for the cotton
was determined by the length and cleanliness
of the cotton fibers. Many of the details of the
entire operation have been forgotten but it
was truly a fascinating time, es-
pecially for a youngster.

Those days are gone forever.

Thanks to publications like Old
Huntsville and others we are
still able to learn about life in
those days. Things were begin-
ning to change and become what
we have today — a rat-race in
which everyone is in a hurry
and no one has time to stop and
smell the roses. It's a shame but
that’s progress. Progress in itself
is a thing to be desired. The fact
that so many things are lost is
just part of the process through
which change is made. Very few,
if any, of the people who lived in
that era would go back to things
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as they were then if they had the chance.

That’s what memories are for — to be able to
recall those times and better appreciate where we
are today. Those times are like the residents who
are no longer among us — gone but not forgot-
ten. I hope we as a city and as a nation never for-
get all the sacrifices that were made by our ances-
tors and others who paved the way for us.

Helping home buyers and sellers in
Huntsville for the past 30 years!

Re/Max Alliance - (256) 797-0203
Homes@MaryEllenPeters.com
www.HuntsvilleNeighbors.com
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Heard On
the Street

by Cathey Carney

The winner for the Photo of
the Month award was Faye Jones!
Faye, a Huntsville native, recog-
nized the young boy in December’s
issue as Johnny Johnston, who
writes great stories and worked
at the old airport for many years.
Faye finished high school with
Johnny and said he hasn’t changed
a bit! Faye also worked for years
with my Dad, Chuck Owens, at
Thiokol Chemical Corp. here in
Huntsville. She’s retired now but
loves to have regular lunches with
the Thiokol ladies.

Here are a couple of great tips
I heard lately on one of the morn-
ing shows. Most people have the
Iphones and Androids and are
adding to the music selection on
their phones - either buying sin-
gles from ITunes or downloading
CDs. The sound is not great when
we play the songs. Simply get a
song going on your phone, and
drop it into a glass beer mug. (not
full of beer of course). The sound
is amplified alot. Time to Party!

Another is for us computer
users who eat over or have pets
near our keyboards, resulting in
crumbs/pet hair in the keyboard.
Simply take a super sticky note
and poke the sticky side into the
keyboard crevices above/below
the letters, numbers etc. It's a real-
ly good way of grabbing those cat

hairs, crumbs from food, etc. Of
course what I do also is turn the
keyboard upside down and gently
hit it on the palm of my hand onto
a paper towel - that works too.

A $50,000 prize from Alabama
Launchpad will allow a Huntsville
entrepreneur and motorcycle en-
thusiast to possibly save lives with
his invention. Jeff Hammock,
CEO and Founder of MechOptix,
was awarded the prize from Ala-
bama’s Launchpad Competition
at Lincoln Mill. Jeff's company
makes an automatic brake lamp
called Stoptix that protects cy-
clists and other drivers from rear
end collisions. When motorcycles
downshift to slow down, instead
of using the brake, lights don’t
come on and this results in many
rear-end collisions, usually the
car hitting the motorcycle. Stoptix
lights up anytime a bike or vehicle
slows down, reducing the chance
of a bike rider being hit and pos-
sibly killed. The lamp is water-
proof and self-powered and can
be installed easily. Jeff says this
lamp can be used for bicycles, mo-
torcycles, autos and fleet trucks.
The Stoptix will be available on
Amazon as soon as they build up
inventory. So proud of Jeff Ham-

256-533-2400

mock - just another entrepreneur
of our city!

Susan Wardynski was a mili-
tary wife and moved all across the
country with her husband Casey
and their children. They spent
many years in the West Point, NY
area which she loved. She loved
the military life and it took them
all the way from California to New
York and finally, to Huntsville, Al-
abama. Graduating Magna Cum
Laude from Illinois Wesleyan Uni-
versity, Susan was an intelligent,
strong, driven woman who loved
her family above all else, and de-
cided 30 years after getting her first
degree to attend Nursing School
at the University of Alabama/
Huntsville. She graduated first in
her class in 2014, despite having a
re-diagnosis of breast cancer and
receiving chemotherapy prior to
her graduation.

Susan passed away on Decem-
ber 6, and her strength of character
was obvious to all when she said,
“Don’t say I lost the battle to breast
cancer. I actually won. I won by
the way I lived and the way I was
loved.”

Susan is survived by husband
Ret. Col. Casey Wardynski; chil-
dren, Chief Petty Officer Casey
Wardynski (Katherine); Captain

Photo of The Month

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

Huntsville” magazine.

Call (256) 534-0502
This sweet little boy grew up to be

not only a judge, but a very good
musician as well.
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(USA) Jennifer Wardynski; and
1stLt. (USA) Christian L. Wardyn-
ski (Jacquelyn); Grandson Jack
Anthony Wardynski; mother
Inajean =~ Chamberlain;brothers
Michael Chamberlain, Jeffrey
Chamberlain, Mark Chamberlain
and John Chamberlain; and best
friend Windsor Wardynski NS-
DTR. The family’s many friends
& relatives will never forget this
inspirational and loving woman.

Diabetes is a disease that can
shorten lives and make life more
difficult. Recently I read some nat-
ural ways of preventing or manag-
ing the disease. Don't sit for hours
watching TV or spending time on
the computer. Get up and move,
break up the time you're just sit-
ting there. Get your circulation go-
ing. Sprinkle your food with cinna-
mon - people who eat just a gram
of this a day see a drop in blood
sugar - I put it in my morning cof-
fee and it’s really good. Also re-
garding coffee, people who drink
3-4 cups of coffee a day have a 25%
lower risk of developing diabetes.
Stress less, go to the gym, limit red
meat, eat citrus, dark chocolate,
oatmeal and beans, peas & lentils.
All recommendations in the latest
magazine from AARP.

The Grace Club recently
presented Mary Butler and Ev-
elyn Wright with the 2015 Grace
Award. Given biannually since
1979, the award is presented to
women who have made a signifi-
cant contribution to Huntsville-
Madison County. Mary and Ev-
elyn paved the way in 1955 for the
opening of the Mental Health Clin-

ic, evolving into the Hsv/Mad.
Cty. Mental Health Center in 1964.
They founded the National Asso.
of Volunteer Bureaus, Huntsville
chapter and helped establish the
Family Counseling Center, Day-
care Asso. and Churches United
for People among others. Grace
Club President Eleanor Keith
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mother ever, cause she’s still a kid
at heart herself!

I'm wishing a healthy and hap-
py 2016 for all of you, and be sure
and call your loved ones to tell
them how much you care. Today’s
all we really have.

introduced the speakers who
were Linda Riley (Evelyn's
daughter) and Lillian Butler
(Mary’s daughter.) Congratu-
lations to both women for this
award!

Rosemary Leatherwood
wants to wish her youngest
grandchild a happy, happy
birthday. Alex Leatherwood
will turn 8 on January 31st.

The Christmas Luminaries
downtown were just beauti-
ful - the perfect warm weather
helped as well. Thousands of
people drove through the his-
toric neighborhoods to see the
candle-lined streets and the
beautifully decorated homes.
Really takes your mind off the
bad things that are happening
in the world these days.

A big congratulations to Old
Town’s Barbara Holbrook for
being selected Huntsville City
Schools Elementary Teacher of
the Year! She is a 2nd grade
teacher at Jones Valley Elemen-
tary School. The kids love her!

Lynda Hall, Madison Coun-
ty Tax Collector, was out and
about recently, having dinner
at Carabba’s with her beautiful
granddaughter Georgia May.
Lynda makes the best grand-

Ruth’s Staff is knowledgeable
& courteous. We know how to
take care of customers.

Come see why our shoppers
keep coming back!

(256) 883-4127

Locally Owned and Serving
Huntsuville for nearly 50 Years.

RuthsNutrition.com
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1 doz. almond macaroons

1 c. sherry

1 grt. vanilla ice cream

1 c. broken pecans

Crumble macaroons; soak

in sherry 1 hour. Soften ice
cream; fold in macaroons and
nuts. Freeze. Some prefer add-
ing bourbon rather than the
sherry (use 1/4 cup).

CPeme BPU'QQ

3 c. cream

6 egg yolks

3 T. sugar

1-1/2 t. vanilla extract

1/2 c. packed light brown
sugar

Heat cream in double boiler.
Beat egg yolks slowly adding
the sugar. Remove cream from
heat; slowly pour over egg mix-
ture. Add vanilla. Pour into 2
quart casserole; set in pan of
hot water. Bake uncovered at
325 degrees about 45 minutes
and set. Sprinkle with brown
sugar; broil about one minute
and sugar melts.

Dojle Nujl Cusjlard Dudclinq

4 eggs
3/4 c. sugar

1 c. milk

1 c. chopped dates

1 c. chopped nuts

1/2 pint whipped heavy
cream

- =4 =
=2 = 4 -
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fchens

Beat eggs and sugar, add
milk, dates and nuts. Place
in buttered glass baking dish.
Place in pan of water and bake
at 325 degrees for 45 minutes
and custard is firm. Serve cold
with whipped cream

Dpalines

2 c. sugar

2 c. brown sugar

1 c. milk

4 c. pecan halves

Cook sugars and milk until

it forms soft ball stage (234 on
your candy thermometer). Add
pecans; cook 1 minute longer.
Remove from heat; stir til pe-
cans are well mixed in the syr-
up. Drop by teaspoonfuls on

=

One Pound Family Pack
(for 4 People)

$19.00

L1

YOU CHOOSE ONE MEAT AND 3 SIDES

3319 MEMORIAL PARKWAY S.W.

256-881-4851

SOMETHING NEW IS GOING ON AT GIBSON’S!
We now offer a Meat and 3 Special

- INCLUDES A DRINK OF YOUR CHOICE - $9.89

AVAILABLE AT BOTH LOCATIONS!

This is in addition to our traditional menu that includes:

Two Pound Family Pack
(for 8 People)

$36.00

8412 WHITESBURG DR. S.

256-882-0841

=

Three Pound Family Pack
(for 12 People)

$52.00

raj




waxed paper, cover and allow
to cool. When hard and cool,
store in air-tight containers.

\X/llcl IQice Casserole

1-1/2 c. raw wild rice

6 scallions, chopped

3/4 c. sliced smokie links

1 c. mushrooms

1/2 c. butter, melted

2 cans chicken broth

3/4 c. white wine

1t. salt

1/4 t. pepper

Dash Tabasco

Pinch of marjoram

Saute the first 4 ingredients

in butter. Add other ingredi-
ents; put in 2-1/2 quart cas-
serole. Bake 1 hour at 375 de-
grees.

Macoponi ond Cheese

1 c. uncooked macaroni

1 c. grated Cheddar cheese

1 c. milk

2 eggs, well beaten

1/2 c. bread crumbs

2 T. butter

Cook the macaroni in salt-

ed water, drain. Alternate lay-
ers of macaroni and cheese in a

greased 1-1/2 quart casserole.
Add combined milk and eggs
and pour over. Top with but-
tered crumbs. Bake 1/2 hour at
350 degrees.

Beel( \SiPOC]CI I’IOH

2 1g. onions, diced

3 Irg. cans mushrooms,
drained

2 sticks butter

5 lbs. lean sirloin, cut into
bite size pieces

2 cans tomato paste

1 t. garlic powder

6 half pints sour cream

Salt and black pepper to
taste

Tabasco to taste

Worcestershire to taste

Brown the onions and

mushrooms in 1 stick of butter.

Remove onions and mush-
rooms, add the meat and re-
maining butter. Brown the
meat, cook slowly 15 minutes.
Add onions and mushrooms
back to meat. Add remaining
ingredients, cover and cook
slowly 45 minutes.

Do not boil after sour cream
has been added. This is best
made the day before.

®The HisToric Lowry HousE

Al

MAKE YOUR RESERVATIONS
NOW FOR YOUR SPECIAL EVENT
IN A

BEAUTIFUL SETTING!

CALL (256) 489-9200

TAKING RESERVATIONS FOR
WEDDINGS, MEETINGS,
REUNIONS AND RECEPTIONS.
CALL FOR INFORMATION
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Gifts - Cut Flowers

Plants & Accessories

Weddings - Parties
We deliver fresh

flowers locally

256-519-8898
Ron Cooper
Mark Kimbrough
601 McCullough Ave.
Huntsville Al. 35801

]

1205 Kildare St.

Restaurant With
The Trains!

975-E Airport Road

(256) 883-7656

Country Cooking
Breakfast, Lunch, Dinner
Mon. - Sat. 6:30 am - 9:00 pm
Closed Sundays

Huntsville, Al 35801 @-
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City News - 1911

Aimer Johnson, a prominent young man of
Tracy, Minn, is here on a visit to his sisters, Mrs.
J. De Stefano and Miss Johnson at their home on
Greene Street. Mr. Johnson is a welcome visitor and
an interesting and noticeable feature about him is the
fact that he is perhaps the tallest figure in Huntsville,
being 6 feet 11 inches high, weighing 200 pounds
and is only 17 years old. He will likely make this
his future home.

Temperature here ranged from 2 to 14 this morn-
ing

Last night was one of the coldest that has passed
here in many years, but it was not as cold as it was
when the soldiers were here. At 3 o’clock this morn-
ing the thermometer stood 2 above at Merrimack;
a little later in the day it stood 3 above; from 6 to
8 o’clock throughout the city the temperature reg-
istered from 5 to 14 above. The coal dealers were
taxed to their capacity today, supplying people with
fuel. There was a great deal of suffering among the
poor residents.

Robbers Poison all Dogs

In a community close to Huntsville last week
nearly every dog in the place was poisoned and
the residents came to the conclusion that a band of
robbers were preparing to raid the town. Everybody
put additional bolts upon their doors and windows
and took other precautions and then waited. The
robbers came early today. After attempting to hold
up Strickland McCay, a wealthy citizen of the town,
they broke into the railroad station.

The robbers blew open the safe but before they
could get much booty they were frightened off. The
station agent had taken the precaution of keeping
but little money in the place - since the dogs were
poisoned.

Fire on Steele

The fire laddies made a run early today to the
home of Bettie Penney on Steele Street between
Holmes and Clinton. The roof was burned and the
household effects slightly damaged by water.

Lost - an amethyst ring on Randolph Street,
between Butlers School and Grahams Pharmacy.
Finder return to this office and receive an award.

50 year old woman arrested for bigamy

Deputy Sheriff Pierce today arrested Mrs. Jose-
phine Shaw, aged 50, charged with bigamy. She was
placed in jail and was released on $500 bail today.
Her husband C. L. Shaw of the Big Cove had her
arrested for marrying a W. L. Barnett who lives near
the Fairgrounds.

NORTHERN AND

FOoOoDS AT

256-880-9920

Sunken Garden Room seats up to 45 for
Private Parties - Call now to Reserve

Re-Opened and Operated by the Original Owners

* The Schrader Family *

Since 1963: Serving a Rich Variety
of European Fare

964 Airport - Huntsville, Al

SOUTHERN ITALIAN

REASONABLE PRICES

Reservations Accepted
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[}

Main Office
2200 Clinton Avenue
Huntsville, Alabama 35805
(256) 533-0541

Branch Office
200 West Side Sq., Suite 48
Huntsville, Alabama 35801

(256) 536-0091

Office Hours
Mon, Tues, Thurs, Fri
8:00 a.m. - 5:00 p.m.

Wednesday
8:00 a.m. - Noon




Discovering

Pinhook Creek

by Scott Nixon

It was the summer of 1980 and my friend
and I loved to fish. I was ten years old and he
was thirteen. He looked out for me and we al-
ways had a blast fishing. We fished at Broglan
Creek and also at a creek near the corner of
Grizzard Road and Mastin Lake Road. Broglan
Creek was near Jordan Lane and Oakwood
Ave. We used bacon for bait and caught alot
of small fish that way. It was so much fun. We
always took Kool-Aid and crackers for snacks.
We both lived on Aspen Avenue off Sparkman
Drive. We walked to these creeks at least twice
a week. Man, I couldn’t do that now!

Well we finally talked our parents into
going to the lake at Brahan Springs Park on
Drake Avenue. They would take turns taking
and dropping us off by the Natatorium. They
would drop us off around 6:30 a.m. once every
two weeks, if we were lucky and they would
pick us up around 11a.m. We never, ever caught
one fish in that lake, but we kept trying.

One Saturday morning we were dropped
off as usual. After an hour we gave up and
just walked around behind the Natatorium
just goofing off. We had our things and we
walked along the tree line. There it was - a trail
through the woods. We were really curious
and walked until we ran into a creek, Pinhook
Creek. There was a large pipe that went over it,
about 6 or 7 feet above the water. We walked
half-way across and sat down to rest on one of
the concrete pillars. The water below us was
really deep. We dropped our lines with bacon
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straight down into the water. Jackpot!

We caught at least 25 bream! The hours went
really quickly. They were biting one after the oth-
er! Itook the stringer full of fish and we headed
back out. SO Proud! When we went around the
Natatorium there were many adults and children
all the way around the lake. I thought it must be
family day. All of a sudden, this man walked up
to us and said, “Wow! What a catch, son. Let’s
take them to the scales!”

I tried and tried to tell him that I caught them
in that creek, not the lake. My friend didn’t say a
word! He was just laughing his head off.

The man put the fish on the scale and said,
“This is the largest catch of the day so far!” Other
adults walked up clapping and patting me on the
back.

“Son, you have won a large tackle box and rod
and reel!” Istill tried to explain myself, but they
would not shut up. I gave up. A photographer
was there taking pictures of me. I walked away
with the prizes feeling sort of guilty.

You know what I was happiest about? Dis-
covering Pinhook Creek!

CAREFREE LIVING

MAXWELL PLACE SE
BRICK CONDO, GARAGE, QUIET
AND CONVENIENTLY LOCATED

213 BEAUCHAMP
$189,000

CALL PEGGY &
JOHN
RICHARD

(256) 603"‘71 10 SINCE 1972

i'l TEAMRICHARDREALTORS.COM |E
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On Hurricane

Creek

by Billy Joe Cooley,
published in 1998

Her name was Mary Rid-
dick and she was one of the
area's most beloved educators
during the years she taught at
the Hurricane Creek and River-
ton schools.

She started teaching as a
substitute teacher shortly after
the second war, never hav-
ing attended college. Almost
a quarter of a century later,
when the education powers
to be mandated that a college
degree was a necessity, the
furor in the community was
such that she was given special
dispensation to continue teach-
ing. Her students were special
people to her. No child would
ever enter her classroom with
a dirty face, or perhaps with a
tear in its eye, without Mrs. Rid-
dick immediately taking notice
and providing the comfort that
a small child needed so bad.
People in the community later
saidpthat she could have bought
a new house with the money
she spent over the years buying
food and shoes for the children.
She taught three generations,
and they were all her children.

She never asked anything
in return.

“Of course | talk to myself,
sometimes | need
expert advice.”

Hartwell Lutz, Huntsville

Outside the class-
room she set an ex-
amc{)le in compassion
and caring. She was
always ready to hel
the community's ail-
ing, the poor, or just anyone
that needed advice or a shoul-
der to cry on. For newcomers
to the area, she would invari-
ably bake a loaf of her mouth-
watering homemade bread.

"You could tell when Mrs.
Riddick was coming up the
path by the smell of that deli-
cious bread," recalls Margaret
Frazier Tucker, who along
with her husband ].B. are na-
tives of the valley.

ing still, but only in our minds.

This was my thought the other
afternoon as some of us drove up
along Hurricane Creek, listening
as we went to Tom Carney relate
tales of his young years, many
of which were spent in that sce-
nic community on the northeast
outback of Huntsville. Before the
day was over we had visited with
several old-timers, and a few new
residents of the area.

While several prominent peo-
ple have their roots - or graves - in
this beautiful valley, few, if any,
reside there today. Yet, there are
still some characters living in this
refuge of days gone by, and the
memories of the community’s
mile markers are as vivid as the

Time has a way of stand-
i

“HoME OoF RED CARPET SERVICE”
WWW.WOODYANDERSONFORD.COM

FOR OVER 50 YEARS, OUR COURTEOUS, FRIENDLY
SERVICE HAS NEVER GONE OUT OF STYLE

e

HUNTSVILLE, AL
(256) 539-9441

LOCATIONS ALSO IN
MADISON AND FAYETTEVILLE

Offering Personal Concierge
Services to help you through
your busy days!
Including:
Pick Up and Delivery
Complete Auto Detailing
Car wash and Wax

Oil change & other services




day they were made.

Mrs. Riddick’s son, Frank ]Jr., fol-
lowed his mother’s inclination and
became a public servant; Probate Judge
of the County, to be exact. Buck Wat-
son became a noted Huntsville lawyer.
Alvin Blackwell attained several high
chairmanships, including the County
Democratic Party helmsman for many
years. Herbert Ray went on to head
one of the state’s leading Ford dealers.

There were others who made their
mark, of course, and to continue listing
names would take more space than we
have room for in this story. Such a list
would certainly have to include the
unsung heroes who have contributed
much to the area while avoiding the il-
lumination that often comes with good
citizenship.

Gus Peavy, known to all the chil-
dren as Uncle Gus, always had a smile
on his face and a place in his heart for
the youngsters living on the Creek. Tom
tolc?] me that Uncle Gus never forgot
the names of any children, and sure
enough, while sitting in the front yard
of some local citizens, he drove up in
his old pick-up truck.

He immediately recognized Tom
and called him by his name (which was
Tommy in those long ago days on Hur-
ricane Creek).

I later asked Tom how long it had
been since he had last seen Gus. “Oh,
about thirty five years.”

One memory that likely would be
better forgotten was the time Laura Jo
Wilbourn, who is now Circuit Judge
Laura Hamilton, participated
in a pajama party with Linda
and Sandy Tucker at the Tucker
home during their pre-high
school years. The future jurist
and her confederates loaded a
pan with marshmallows and

ut them in the electric oven
or toasting.

The young ladies imme-
diately launched into a ses-
sion of girl talk, forgetting the
marshmallows until smoke,
fire and screams permeated
the atmosphere. Fortunately,
it was springtime and the win-
dows could be left open while
fans blew the odor out into the
atmosphere, which, said Mrs.
Tucker, could partially explain
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the ozone problem we’re having today. These were also
the days when politicians would hold rallies and provide
watermelon cuttings, barbecue cookouts and fish fries.
They don’t do that much anymore.

Hurricane Creek had other interesting happenings,
like the time Elvis Presley’s father, Vernon, brought his
new bride to the Ray’s ranch house for their honeymoon.
Vernon wanted a place where he could get away from
the press to relax and the valley was a perfect haven for
the lovebirds.

During the heyday of moonshine, some mighty fine
brew was produced in the area, but the Tuckers don’t re-

Full Service Repairs on all makes & models
of cars - specializing in older, classic cars

but work also done on newer models.

Quality Work at Reasonable Rates - many of our current
clients are by referral from other customers who have had

work done at Pitstop.

Owned & Operated by Jim Garrison

30 years experience in Automotive Electronic Engineering

(256) 964-6172

11259 So. Mem. Pkwy. just south of Meadowbrook Drive by Auto Zone

Satisfaction guaranteed for
both parts and labor.
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member anything about it, they being from
proper Christian homes and all. “Some of
the menfolks would go up to Jones Hollow
in Lick Skillet to get ‘likker’. They never
caused no trouble, they’d just get together
down on the creek and play cards and tell
lies,” said Tucker, who was born in 1922.

If Hurricane Creek ever had such a
thing as a “town hall,” it was Bobby Bragg’s
Grocery Store. Someone sitting on the old
wooden bench in front of the store, maybe
whittling on a piece of wood, would sooner
or later hear of everything that happened
in the community. The store first opened
in 1903 as the J.H. St. Clair Grocery. Mr. St.
Clair also owned the local sawmill, cotton
gin and coal mine.

St. Clair was loved in the community,
and often spearheaded movements to help
widows and orphans, providing food and
coal to them. His grocery, if hard times
necessitated it, would operate on the bar-
ter system when people had no money.
It would operate on the generous credit
system when people had nothing.

This benevolence paid off in various
ways. The least of wlgich was for many
years, some loyal people who left
the community to live in other
areas of Madison County would
return to St. Clair’s store to buy
their groceries.

St. Clair’s descendent, Betty

Robertson Bragg and her hus-
band Bobby, operated the store
from 1952 until July of 1992.
Forty years of hard work and
providing for the community
are now memories. Time passes
on and fresh faces appear to cre-
ate new memories. They have
now leased the building out. It
was originally a frame structure,
but was torn down and rebuilt
in 1946. This time as a concrete
block building. The name was
appropriately changed to Bragg
Grocery in 1952.

Marriages were also big in
the community, as they are ev-

“l cannot use the cell

phone while driving in

my car. | have to keep
my hands free for
making gestures.”

Maxine on Driver Safety

erywhere, and make for good conversation on a hot
afternoon.

“].B. and I were married at the courthouse on a
Saturday in the summer of 1946,” recalls Mrs. Tucker.
“Then he dragged me off to three baseball games and
barbecue dinners at New Market, Hurricane school
and Central School. He sure loves sports.”

The couple, tired and stuffed with barbecue, finally
collapsed in the Yarbrough Hotel for their first night
of wedded bliss.




Most of their years have been fun,
but they did have a close call with
marital disaster one night shortly after
they started housekeeping. “We were
clowning around and I picked up a
stick of stove wood, acting like I would
hit him with it,” Margaret recalls.

“].B. dared me to hit him on the
knee, I gave him what I thought was
just a little love tap, but it made a loud
crackin’ noise and he fell onto the floor,
rolling around with his hands rubbing
that knee. I started crying and told him
I would pack my suitcase and leave.
He said, no, that he would leave just as
soon as he got his War Bonds.”

“We finally decided to leave to-
gether and after riding around in the
car for awhile, we realized how silly
we were. We came home laughing.”*

“1 still Eet aggravated, though,
when I think of him saying he’d leave
if I'd hand him his War Bonds. Can
you imagine, our love life was falling
apart and he only thought of his War
Bonds?”

Betty Bragg recalls the day she
and Bobby were married in 1947 at
the Methodist Church. They had their
wedding supper at the Monte Sano
Lodge, spent the night at a motel on
Whitesburg Drive and got Bobby back
home in time for work Monday.

“We had our share of rowdies, too,”
said J.B. Tucker with a laugh. “Some of
us put a wagon in a treetop, of course
that was on a Halloween night.”

“And there was the time we put
a heavy bale of cotton on the store’s
porch, also on a Halloween,” said
the man who is now Sunday
School Superintendent and
song leader at church. Tucker
identified some of the long-ago
culprits as Paul Holman and
the St. Clair brothers, Clifford
and Jimmy.

These days the folks in
Hurricane Creek are just as
varied in personality. As we
were leaving the store, in
walked our old friend Frank
Sharp. He was an excellent
cook who once prepared culi-
nary delights for such luminar-
ies as movie star Denver Pyle,
psychic seer Doc Anderson
and Texas oil tycoon John
Shaw. We recognized him
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“Some days the supply of available swear
words is insufficient to meet my demands.”

Diane Solters, Arab
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after all these years, having seen his picture in i
publications with the above celebrities. I stayed up all night to see where the
“I got tired of the fast lanes in the city and sun went, then it dawned on me.

moved out here to Hurricane Creek, where the

living is easier, the people friendlier and the sun-
shine’s brighter,” he says proudly.

There have been some anxious moments on
Hurricane Creek, too. Like the time a shotgun
was fired through the store’s front door. It was the
result of a dispute between two feuding families,
one member of which was inside the store buying
1groceries and the other outside waiting to waylay

im. Patience wore thin for the ambusher, how-
ever, so he fired into the store, hitting nobody.

That was the most serious violence that ever
occurred at the store, although Bob Blackwell, who . .
was a deputy, once arrested a drunk who took the Mention this ad and
whole matter personally, The drunk returned that get 20% off selected
night and burned the Blackwell barn. merchandise!

The store was also a voting place, which attract-
ed more than usual interest. A common practice
in those days was for unscrupulous candidates to
pay for votes among the rougher elements. One
voter, known for his close kinship with John Bar-
leycorn, boasted that he sold his vote three times
to various candidates. It was noted, however, that
he got so plastered on “candidate whiskey” that
he passed out before he got around to casting his
vote for anybody.

Other remembrances among the residents
reflect lives of good morality and of helping fel-

low citizens. Take Milam McGee, for
example. He would stop his school bus
every day at the store and let the chil-
dren buy candy. Of course, he always
used the excuse that he needed some
tobacco. He must have had the biggest
stock of tobacco in the county.

Hurricane Creek has changed a lot
over the years. The old dilapidated
homes, with privies out behind the
woodsheds, are now being replaced
with modern brick homes. The fields
where whole families toiled in the hot
sun, picking cotton, are now home to
expensive hybrid cattle. The old wood
stove is gone from the store, as are the
kerosene lamps, overalls and candy
counters. The school bus doesn’t stop
there anymore and men will never
again gather at the store to swap hunt-
ing and fishing tales with Bobby.

We all grow up and most of us
move away to pursue different careers.
We spend our lives chasing a dream
called wealth and recognition.

It's only when we begin to get old
that we realize that the true dreams are
about places like Hurricane Creek.




A Cast Iron Skillet

by Ann LaForce (published originally in 1992

One of our favorite stories about Hunts-
ville's Police Department happened about
twenty-five years ago when Shirley Frazier
was still a young, naive radio dispatcher work-
ing the third shift.

Late one night, she received a call about a
disturbance at someone's home and immedi-
ately called a patrol car in the neighborhood
with instructions to check it out. The police-
man pulled up in front of the suspect's house,
and being duly cautious, radioed Shirley to get
the exact location of the suspect.

"Just a moment," Shirley said, "I'll call and
find out."

A few moments later she came back on the
radio and in excited voice said, "He's on the
kitchen floor! His wife just knocked him out
with a skillet!"

In early 1967, Shirley Frazier started work-
ing at the Huntsville Police Department as
a dispatcher. Over the years she acquired a
reputation of being a hardworking, loyal pub-
lic servant whose dedication to the Huntsville
Police Department could never be questioned.
She has seen many officers
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sad when they learned that she would be
moving back to her family home in Mag-
nolia, North Carolina.

Shirley says to all her friends and the
men and women in blue, "God bless you all.
I love you and will miss you all. I'm gone
tishin' now in North Carolina!"

From the City of Huntsville to Ms. Shir-
ley, we will miss you dearly. You have been
a good friend.

come and go... and they were ¢~
all her friends.

In March of this year,
Sgt. Frazier was presented a
plaque for twenty-five years
of dedicated service to the
City of Huntsville by the
Chief of Police, on the day of
her retirement.

Shirley has seen a lot of
changes in Huntsville in the
last twenty-five years, (and
survived alot of administra-

tions). All of her friends were
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Cahaba Shrine - 45 Years of Helping
Needy Children
“No Man Stands Taller than When He
Stoops to Help a Child”

by Hugh Michaels

This phrase has been the motto for Shriner's since the inception
of this world wide fraternity. Huntsville and North Alabama have
been blessed by having this great fraternity as a part of their "Every
Day" Life.

Shriners of North Alabama were properly authorized in 1970
to establish a Shriner's Temple in Huntsville. Forty-five years ago
Cahaba became a part of a growing city. The first Potentate or
leader was Bob Smith. Bob was a hard working individual. He was
instrumental in the formation of Cahaba. Other men were very sup-
portive in his efforts.

Many hours were spent by a group of dedicated men in an ef-
fort to properly prepare the Temple. Determination and willpower
were on their side.

First of all a requirement for 600 signatures was needed in order
for the Temple to be formed. In less than 6 months a total of over
700 signatures were obtained. $10,000.00 was needed in order to
cover the necessities required to cover such a difficult task. Over
$11,000.00 was obtained.

Many other issues were encountered. All of them were eventu-
ally resolved. Thank God for His blessing a Temple was established.

Helping needy children was foremost in the minds of these men,
as they worked tirelessly to complete the project.

Shriners believe in God and that He created man to serve His
purpose, among which is service to others in His name. They believe
that care for the less fortunate, especially children, who suffer from
burns and crippling diseases, is their institutional calling.

The location of the first Temple was at the intersection of Pu-
laski Pike and Winchester Road. The site for the Shrine Building
has been moved to 1226 Blake Bottom Road. Shriners now meet at
this location.

It was required that for membership in Cahaba you must be a
Mason first. Masons came together in
the formation of Cahaba. Determina-
tion, desire, cooperation, patience and
willingness were absolutely necessary
in order for the establishment of this
great fraternity. Masons, in the for-
mation of Cahaba, offered each other
fraternal affection and respect. They
supported each other in adherence to
their craft, which was prepared many
years ago.

Today there are 6,482 Masons in

“Burt Reynolds once asked
me out. | was in his room.”

Phyllis Diller

My bald spot just appeared
out of thin hair.
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North Alabama. The oldest Masonic fa-
cility is located in Huntsville. Helion in
Huntsville is the oldest. It was formed in
1812. It is one of the most active lodges in
the State of Alabama.

It is considered an honor for men to
become a Mason and Shriner. Many of our
nation's greatest leaders were Masons and
Shriners; George Washington, and Harry
Truman were examples of dedicated Ma-
sons.

Shriners are constantly transporting
crippled and burned children to a Shri-
ner's hospital. These hospitals are located
in Greenville, SC and Cincinnati, OH. The
travel time to Greenville is 7 hours.

Shriners care for children but also for
others as well. They believe their fraternity
is the world's greatest philanthropy. They
believe that Shriners support the “Temple
of Mercy” with spirit, time, talent and
means. They look beyond their means.
They also look beyond their needs in order
to serve others, especially children.

On June 4, 1986, a youngster named
Zachary Mitchell of Rainsville, Alabama
was pouring gas on leaves when he was
burned badly. Over 86% of his body was
badly burned. Zachary survived this ter-
rible accident and lived to tell his story. He
spent 9 months in the Children’s Hospital
in Cincinnati, OH. He was treated by the
Shriners until 2008. Zachary not only fin-
ished high school in Plainview, Ala, but he
graduated from Athens State College. He
was able to accomplish these tasks through
much help from the Cahaba Shriners.

Zachary became a Shriner in 2014. He
joined in order to help pay back what the
Shriners had done for him. A really great
story.

Shriners stood tall when they stooped
to help this young man. Proud men help-
ing a precious child!

The Temple consists of 8 units. They
are the Buffoons, Color/Provost Guards,
Directors Staff, Fireballs, Legion of Honor,
Motor Corps, Recreational Vehicles and a
Temple Band. Perhaps the most recognized
units are the Clowns and Buffoons. These
units participate in nearly all parades.

“l don’t enjoy assigning fault to
others, but if they don’t voluntarily
take the blame what else am |
to do?”

Steve Jacob, Athens

Cahaba is Headquarters for 10 Alabama counties: Lau-
derdale, Limestone, Colbert, Madison, Morgan, Jackson,
Franklin, Lawrence, Marshall and DeKalb. In the Cahaba
Jurisdiction there are 1300 Shriners.

Recently Cahaba was awarded the prestigious Gold
Award. This award was presented due to a net gain in
membership for 2014. This highly regarded award was
presented to Cahaba at the Imperial Session meeting in
Houston, Texas earlier in 2015. This Temple has had ef-
fective leadership throughout the years. It is recognized
throughout the United States and the world. Cahaba will
never rest upon its laurels but will continue to work with
good leadership.

Different functions are held throughout the year to raise
money for the cost of operations. The events are auctions,
dinners, paper sales, gun and knife shows, fish fries and
barbeques. Other events are sponsored by various units. Re-
cently the Temple revived the popular Bingo get-togethers.
This activity, which meets every Tuesday evening, is one
of the biggest fundraisers in the Temple.

Thirty Five years of service to North Alabama, ensuring
that every precious child possible can be helped.

May God Bless the Shriners.

i el

After Holiday Special - 5%
off exterior painting -

Expires on Jan. 30, 2016
256-683-0326

Call for a Free Estimate

Thank you for your Business!
We appreciate you.

3313 Highway 53 - Huntsville, Al 35806

L T




Old Huntsville Page 32

An Amazing Man

by Malcolm Miller

Sitting high on a shelf among the tonics and
hair dressings in Jerry and Bill's Barber Shop
on Governors Drive is a large painting of three
clowns. At the bottom of the painting are the
names of the men depicted as the three clowns.
There is Jerry Brazier and Bill Tipton, the shop
owners, and the other clown bears my name,
Malcolm Miller. This painting has been on this
wall for twenty something years and it stands
there as a reminder of the artist that did this
handiwork. This multitalented man was none
other than my friend, the late Dick Sasnett, one
of the most controversial and interesting people
I have ever known.

Just about every morning a group of men
gathered at the Big Spring Cafe on Governors
Drive and occupied the only table in the place.
The regulars were Avery Lee "Abe" Daniel, Jerry
Brazier, Louis Robinet, Ray Owens, Dick Sasnett
and yours truly. Every morning we covered
every subject from world peace to politics to
religion and usually the center of all the contro-
versy was Dick Sasnett. He loved a good argu-
ment and he and [ usually disagreed on almost
everything. In fact a few times he made me so
mad that I would get up and leave. When this
happened he would always make up by bring-
ing me a gift of some kind to the barber shop.
You just couldn't stay mad at him.

Dick passed away in nineteen eighty-nine
at the age of 81 and it really hurt me. Dick was
Irish to the bone and loved to sing "Danny Boy"
in that high tenor voice of his and before he
passed away he requested that I play "Danny
Boy" on the harmonica at his funeral. I stood out
frontand played "Danny Boy" on the harmonica
while Susan, his step daughter, and Tony My-

The Huntsville mother of three notoriously
unruly youngsters was asked whether or
not she’d have children if she had it to do

over again.
“Sure,” she replied, “just not the
same ones.”

ers, a friend that sang with him when he
was living, sang behind the curtain. Dick
also wrote his own eulogy and had our
friend Ray Owen read it.

Dick told so many stories of things that
he had done in his lifetime that I used to
laugh at him and tell him that if he did all
the things that he claimed he did he would
be over three hundred years old. He said
he was once a world putt-putt champion
and a golden gloves boxing champion.
He painted signs for Ringling Brother's
circus and held over three hundred jobs
in his lifetime. I only wish Dick were alive
today because I owe him an apology. You



see a few weeks back I was talking to my
next door neighbor Wayne Smith and
he mentioned Dick Sasnett. I was totally
shocked. I said did you know Dick and
he told me that Dick was his wife Susan's
stepfather and furthermore he confirmed
that all those tales that Dick had told me
over the years were true. He said that he
and Dick were going to play a game of
putt-putt and Dick gave him ten points
and Wayne being pretty good at the
game took him up on the bet. He said
that Dick soundly defeated him using the
neck of a Dr. Pepper bottle for a putter.

Susan told me that Dick had really
lived a rough life growing up, having to
quit school in the first grade and go to
work picking cotton to help the family
of eight children survive after his Mother
left them and their Father. The eight
children all shared a bed with Dick in
the middle, making it very crowded but
cozy. Susan also told me that Dick spent
some time as a hobo riding the rails. To
be perfectly honest Dick still looked like
a hobo with his long hair and scruffy
beard, but he was far from it. When the
movie "The Ravengers" was filmed in
Huntsville Dick had a part as a cave man.

Dick and his wife Marge had a very
successful sign painting business when
he passed away. Marge went to work
with Dick in the sign painting business.
Dick taught her how to paint signs and
together they operated a very successful
business. Marge also played
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however inside was a heart of gold and more
talent than I ever imagined.

Knowing Dick enriched my life and I will
always remember the talented, controversial,
interesting, successful, man, husband, father and
business owner.

Frazier Home Inspections, Inc.

Inspections performed
according to ASHI Standards

Johnny Frazier, Inspector
AL License # HI-1047

Cell (256) 603-8430
Home (256) 534-0277

Before you buy a home, have it
iInspected by a professional.

on the putt-putt circuit with
him.

The old saying” you
can’t judge a book by its
cover” was certainly proven
true by my friend Dick Sas-
nett, He looked like a hobo,

“Happiness is being
served with a paternity
suit on your 78th
birthday.”

Jeremy Stone, Gurley
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Huntsville’s Own Jackie Reed
Featured on “The Today” Show

Jackie Reed was featured on
NBC’s “The Today Show” on
November 29, 2015. She has also
been honored by a song written
about her by Mr. George Wells,
producer and song writer, "The
Legend of Jackie Reed" in 2012.
Here’s how it happened, per
Jackie.

“When I came home from
work recently, the phone was
ringing, and the voice says
“Have you gota minute?” I said
maybe! (I get many unneces-
sary calls, as we all do).

The lady continued, “I'm
calling from “The Today Show’,
in New York City!”

She said they found my
name in the computer, that Thad
run and lost in the run for City
Mayor 7 times and they were

“We can endure an extra
pound of pain far more
easily than we can suffer
the withdrawal of an ounce
of accustomed pleasure.”

Sydney Harris

looking for los-
ers. Yep, people
who have tried
and never given
up, and kept on
trying.

She said they
had interviewed
the NFL guy
from Nashville,
Tennessee who
was not picked,
The Miss Amer-
ica's runner up,
who lost. When
I asked how they
found my phone
number, she said
AL.com, and
Steve Doyle gave
her my number
and goped a
producer could

come to Huntsville to interview
me.

On Monday, Todd Cross
emailed my daughter, said
it's official, we are coming to
Huntsville. Todd came to my
work, went to the City Council
with me and interviewed me
at my daughter’s. They were
filming when I announced at
City Hall that I would be on
the ballot again next August as
a Mayoral candidate.

Mr. Cross stayed Thurs-

xpress Wash
Includes a
Free Vacuum

256.532.2107

day, Fridaﬁ and on Saturday
morning the NBC producer,
my family and I and George
Wells all had a great breakfast
at Gibson’s.

Songwriter George Wells
wrote a song about me in 2012.
He is from south Huntsville,
and he has written over 50
songs. He said he had been fol-
lowing me for years and already
had the words. You might find
it on the computer and if not it's
also on http:/ /cdbaby.com/cd/
georgewells for .99 cents.

Also, he made a CD with this
picture on it! The proceeds all go
to him, his wife had been very
sick. Firefighters paid $5.00 for
CD's and a big thanks.

I was also honored with the
‘Rosa Parks Woman of Courage
Award’” from the Huntsville/
Madison County Branch Asso-
ciation (NAACP).

You can see the Today Show
on Al.com Jackie Reed, Hunts-
ville on Channel 48, who aired
the show.

I have also been blessed by
writing a column, "One Wom-
an's Opinion" in Speaking Out
News for over 15 years, thanks
to Mr. William Smothers.

God, family and friends
have been so good to me and
my family. I get my strength,
faith, love and determination
from God. I'm so appreciative.

I love you all, and thanks to
Old Huntsville Magazine.”

Lee’s Express Wash

1220 Memorial Parkway NW

www.leesmagictunnel.com




Role Reversal

by Rev. Houston Hodges

I went to Philadelphia to
visit my second son, Chris-
topher, and wound up in the
hospital. I got to experience
the Emergency Room of the
enormous ]eff}elrson Hospital
for eleven hours one day, got
repaired the next morning and
was paroled just after noon. So
it turned out fine.

But what I noticed, while this
was going on, was an unusual
degree of solicitude by that
aforementioned son. When we
went by cab to the hospital, he
got right testy with the driver,
who couldn't find the ER and
had to make an extra round of
the block — and he kept reach-
ing for my things to carry them,
and saying, "Here, let me, Dad,"
which made me want to grab
things back.

Then it began to sink in.
What we had going on there is

the same thing I observed when
my beloved mother came to live
with us when she was 88 and
could no longer do it on her
own. For the next five years,
until her death, we reversed
the stages that began our life
together, from when I was a
wordless, squirming mass of
vulnerability until I was a first-

rader. She started at about the
irst grade level, then proceeded
to jump the hoops back down
that obstacle course until she
could jump no more.

So that's what I was seeing,
and feeling. My son did not ask
for extra duty when the original
three days stretched to a week,
and his schedule changed mark-
edly. It included some middle-
of-the-night quick deciding
when you're dead asleep, some
telephone calls when you don't
have the information and have
to make half of it up, some ex-
]Ii)llanation to his siblings of wh

e'd let me get hospitalized.
He respondeg marvelously. He
switched gears from what he
was supposed to be doing to
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what he had to be doing, waited
for my uncertainties to pass,
comforted and clucked like a
mother hen. I need to ask him
if he knew what was happening
— that role reversal, as I'm be-
coming the Caree, he the Carer.
He was the one that drew this
duty, among his three siblings:
but if this is the way the rest of
them respond in the future, I
think things will be done pretty
well.

It felt strange. Well, it felt
awful. No, it felt wonderful, to
be cared for that much — and
to see that mature, capable, self-
confident guy being so tender.

Rev. Houston Hodges is on
the staff of the Big Cove
Presbyterian Church in
Hampton Cove (all are
welcome). Rev. Hodge’s
writings appear on the
Sundial Writers Corner on

WLRH-FM (89.3).



Old Huntsville Page 36

The Elephant Ride

by Judith C. Smith

It was a beautiful sunny
day in June 1984 and the Circus
was in town. Allison and [ were
going to ride the lead elephant
to the Civic Center since one
of our employees at Channel
31 had decided not to ride it.
Since riding an elephant was
on my bucket list, I jumped at
the chance. I had envisioned a
blanket under a wicket basket
but to my surprise, I was placed
directly on the elephant's bare
back. I wanted to ride an el-
ephant with large ears to hold
on to but as luck would haveit, I
got an Asian elephant with short
ears. With Allison being only
six, she wasn't allowed to ride.

I was doing just fine until
the handler started slapping
the elephant and laughing as he
shouted "Umugauta". With this
the elephant began to trot and I
began to scream. All I could do
was scream “Let me down, let
me down!” but that wasn't go-
ing to happen.

I didn't think we would ever
get from the train station to the
Civic Center. When we arrived,
I had lost one shoe and the joint
on my left hand was bleeding
from holding on so tight and
rubbing against the elephant's
rough skin. I found out that
the hair on an elephant is like a
tough bristle brush as well.

When the circus came to
town this year, M.D. asked me,
"Honey, don't you want to ride
an elephant again?” He was
laughing as he reminded me
that he had video-taped the
whole process.

He said that I really had
everyone entertained with my
screaming. Well, that's off my
bucket list - no more elephant

rides for me!
B T

After I had ridden the el-
ephant to the Civic Center that
June in 1984 and after going to
the doctor to get my left hand
bandaged where I had held
onto the elephant for dear life,
rubbing the thumb joint to the
bone, I decided to go shopping
for anew car. I had been driving
a Toyota and thought I would
try another make of car.

I ended up at the Cadillac
dealership. When the salesman
came out to greet me, he took
one look at me and said “What
happened to you?”

With the straightest face I
said, “Oh, I've been riding an
elephant.” He gave me a look
like, lady you're really nuts. I
told him I wanted a blue Cadil-
lac. He had it brought up front.
Then he asked how I would like
to pay for it. I told him I would
write a check. Now we seem
to get off to a great start and
shortly thereafter I was on my

way home.

Upon arriving home M.D.
asked where had I been and
I said I just bought a car. Of
course he goes outside and
comes running back in and said
“You bought a Cadillac!” Yes, I
guess that is what I bought.

The next day I got up to go to
church. All dressed I went out to
get into my new car to find my
three year old, Martin, climb-
ing up on the trunk, over the
top and sliding over the hood,
scratching paint as he went.
All the way to church I prayed
that I wouldn’t do him bodily
harm when I got back home.
He seemed to understand that
he better not ever do that trick
again.

Well life continued on and
three years later I bought an-
other blue Cadillac on a Sat-
urday. I go out to get in it on
Sunday, now Martin was six
and I assumed that maybe he
had learned his lesson from
three years ago, but boy was I
wrong. He had done it again.

This time praying at church
didn’t help. Martin still remem-
bers the yardstick and how fast I
could run after him. The dealer-
ship was real nice when I took
the car in to get the paint fixed
as I had done three years prior
on the other car.

So now when I get a new
car I make sure it’s locked in
the garage and no little kids are
around, butjustin case I'll have
the yardstick HANDY!

Star Market

and Pharmacy
Old Fashioned Service & Courtesy

Your Friendly Neighborhood
Pharmacy & Grocery Store

Located in Historic Five Points
702 Pratt Ave. - 256-534-4509




The Goat Man

by Ken Owens

He isn't on the road anymore, but he was
and it wasn't that long ago. In fact, a lot of people
in North Alabama remember seeing him. Some
even remember talking with him, listening to
him and maybe making friends with him.

Not that he was that hard to miss 15, 20, 25
years ago. His name was Chess McCartney and
he traveled much of the country in a goat drawn
wagon, its cargo everything from pots and pans
to lanterns and bales of hay.

In all the areas he visited, the clanging and
banging of milk cans, tools and hubcaps her-
alded his arrival long before he got there. And
when he appeared, what a sight it was. A rickety
cart with metal wheels pulled by a mini herd of
goats and driven by a most unusual pilot.

A crowd was always sure to gather, made
up mostly of curious adults and bewildered
children with wide open stares. Some of the
adults bought a trinket or a postcard from him.
Others had their pictures made with him. Still
others expressed their disdain by making unkind
or cutting comments to him, which they gener-
ally got back many fold. Still, he was free with
personal and political perspective - all one had
to do was ask.

It was maybe the children who were most
impressed with the Goat Man. First, the animals
were an attraction. He would often amuse some
and horrify others by drinking copious drafts of
goat milk that was as fresh and warm as it gets.
Often times at night, he would read his Bible by
the kerosene light until folks showed up. The
campfire and lanterns reflecting off of all the
metal cargo in his wagon gave almost a carnival
atmosphere; garish and unreal... yet strangely
provocative and welcoming.

And all of this with no mod-
ern conveniences. No air condi-
tioning, no electricity, no running
water, no fuel - and no bills. Not
many, anyway. What little he
did have to pay for was financed
through money he got from peo-
ple buying his needle threaders
or postcards, or just contributions
from generous visitors.

People who remember seeing
him generally say he was cordial
and polite, and rarely missed an
opportunity to thank someone
for visiting him - whether they
bought something or not. He
was carefree as could be and

Old Huntsville Page 37

obviously loved his life-style. He subscribed to the phi-
losophy "Everyone is my friend," and often thanked God
for providing him with "... a mixture of sunshine and
water" during his travels and "abundant vegetation for
my goats." Living simply and traveling extensively, he
was never caught up in the appointment-filled world that
was rushing by around him at breakneck speed. Truly, he
existed in a different dimension.

His travel interest was initially sparked by the Robin-
son Crusoe novel, but that really only served as the igniter
for the explosive wanderlust already contained within
him. His travels began full time seriously in the 1930s,
when he talked his wife into sewing goat skin clothes for
himself and small son. He then designed and built two
wagons, loaded them up and began a journey to... well,
he wasn't sure where, exactly.

Having grown tired of these wanderings and main-
taining this was no life for their son, his wife left him and
returned to Iowa with their son. The Goat Man was on
his own.

During the '40s through the late '80s, he traveled count-
less miles with his wagon and goats, throughout many
areas, but mostly the Southeast. "The folks are just a mite
friendlier here,” he’d say. He made Jeffersonville, Georgia
his “headquarters” in the early “40s and tended to radiate
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only a few hundred miles in any
direction from that point.

He was often seen in north
Alabama, and it was rumored
Huntsville was one of his favor-
ite stops. “Next to Georgia folks,
Huntsville folks is the best they
is.” On two occasions he had radio
coverage when he arrived and was
interviewed like a celebrity. But life
wasn’t always easy on the road.
When his home in Jeffersonville
burned in 1978, he replaced it with
an old abandoned school bus that
he called home from then on. Dur-
ing his wanderings he was some-
times attacked, robbed, beaten
and harassed. On one particularly
vicious occasion, he was attacked
by several youths who beat him,
overturned his wagon and turned
all his goats loose after killing three
of them.

The worst and final incident
of barbarity occurred in 1987, just
outside Signal Mountain, Tennes-
see. Having made camp for the
evening, on the way back to Jef-
fersonville, he was again attacked

and robbed. This time though, it
took almost thirty stitches to close
a gash on his head and face, not
to mention other bruises he sus-
tained. If that wasn’t bad enough,
eight of his goats lay dead with
their throats slashed.

He was in the hospital a few
days, recovered somewhat, then
left and traveled to Conyers, Geor-
gia, still trying to get home. That
next morning, when be awoke,
he discovered two more of his
goats missing. One was partially
found close by, on railroad tracks,
shortly after the morning train
came through. The other was never
found.

That was pretty much it for the
Goat Man's travels with his goats.
Two incidents so close together,
worst of all harming the goats he
loved so much. Most of them had
been with him a long, long time —
one had accompanied him for
thirty years.

The remaining goats he gave
away. According to him, Disney
World and another zoo in Florida

took them in. He wanted to be sure
his companions were cared for.

He parked the wagon, but not
his wanderings. “Too many places
and people to see,” he’d say. Rec-
ognizable by his walking stick,
baseball cap and flashy wing tip
shoes, he continued traveling on
foot and inrailroad cars for another
few years.

He disappeared one time for
over three months and turned up in
a hospital in Los Angeles with more
head injuries— attacked again.
He said he had traveled there to
tfind and marry Morgan Fairchild,
bring her to Georgia and live hap-
pily ever after in the school bus
in Jeffersonville. That just never
worked out.

There have been plenty of
rumors about his death for years.
Happily, though in reality, he’s
alive and living in a nursing home
in Georgia. Receiving a number
of visitors daily, his schedule is
almost too busy for him to spend
much time with his new girlfriend
- a retired nurse.



Tweetie’s Pet Trivia

MY LITTLE RAY
OF SUNSHINE

by Cathey Carney

Tweetie passed away this morning while I
was holding him, trying to make him feel bet-
ter. I've been crying ever since then. He was
my bright ray of sunshine when Tom was
going thru his discovery of lung cancer, his
chemo and radiation, his days at the hospital,
his days at home when he was so sick after
chemo.

I would come home from the hospital and
sit in front of Tweetie’s cage with him on my
finger and cry my eyes out for Tom. I would
talk to him about the latest that had happened.
In the early days when Tom wasn't sick, every
morning I would have the cage on the dining
room table so that I could change the paper
and feed Tweetie. Tom would walk by on his
way to the kitchen and say "Hello Bird" in that
deep voice he had. When he would try to put
one of his hands into the door to let Tweetie sit
on his finger, Tweetie would nip at his finger.
He was a one-woman bird for sure.

It's amazing how such a little spirit can
add so much to your life. Tweetie was a young
male parakeet, bright yellow, given to Tom
and I by our friend Sherri Williams seven
Christmases ago. Since he was a male, I knew
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rescue or adopt or buy become part of our spirits
too and I feel that I'll see Tweetie again in Heaven.
We know when we get our pets that they won't
live as long as we will, but it's so painful when
they're gone, whether they're little birds or Great
Danes or horses or cuddly rabbits. They all have
their special personalities and they all love us no
matter what.

My Tweetie isn't here anymore, but he'll be in
my heart forever.

he could be taught to speak or to mimic

speech. So I started saying words to him Ly Renfroe Animal Hospita| e

repetitively and in pretty short order he
was saying, "I love you", “Pretty Bird”,
“Good boy”, etc. I had bought him a
little plastic penguin that was blue and
yellow and just his size, and that became
his best buddy. We called it his baby, so
sure enough before long he would say
"Pretty baby, where's the baby", etc.

He loved country music and would
sing along at the top of his lungs. He
loved to eat cilantro fresh from the store.
He even tolerated Pumpkin the cat and
wasn’t afraid of him.

Now he's not here anymore, and
there won't be any chirping or talking
from Tweetie. I think animals that we oh

and Bird Clinic

When He Really Needs

You.... We Offer Quality,

Professional Care for the
Pets You Love

Phone 256-533-4411

Hours by Appointment
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From the Desk of Tom Carney

King of the
Snuffdippers’ Ball

by Tom Carney

Stories have been written about most of the
historic places in Huntsville, but one you will
never see in the history books is a place that
carved its own niche in this city's history for over
a quarter of a century. It was a place that a lot
of people will never forget—and some people
would like to forget. During this time Monte
Sano Crowder reigned supreme, as King of the
Snuffdippers Ball.

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

Monte began fiddling when he was about ten
years old. His dad kept his fiddle lying on the bed
and while he was fixing supper, Monte would
slip into the bedroom and saw very quietly on the
fiddle. His dad came in one day and told him to
"go ahead and play it, only don't break anything."
From that day on, Monte was a fiddle player.

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

Monte recalls that back in
those days people would plan
barn dances sometimes a year in

Wine pairing in the
Stone Age:

If it tries to eat you, serve
it with Red. If it runs away
from you, serve it
with White.

advance. There would be cold drinks and ice cream
and the street would be roped off with sawdust
spread down for people to dance on. Sometimes
the dancing would go on till the wee hours of the
morning. The band tried to charge $15 a night for
the entire group, three or four dollars apiece was
pretty good money in those days.

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

“We were hitchhiking and didn’t have no
money so we carried our cotton sacks with us. We
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figured that if we didn’t make no money
making music, we could still pay our
way by picking cotton. It’s a good thing
we had them sacks, ‘cause when we got
to Texas, they had mosquitoes as big as
birds and we had to crawl into those
sacks to sleep, otherwise they would
have eat us alive.”

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

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

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

Hank Williams went to Louisiana
where he auditioned for the “Louisiana
Hayride,” the show that was to propel
him into worldwide fame within a few
years.

In 1941, a man appeared at Monte’s
door and asked him to take ajob playing
for a square dance. The man told Monte
that they weren’t making much money
and couldn’t afford to pay anything ex-
cept a percentage of the gate. The square
dance was commonly known as the
“Snuffdippers Ball” and Monte was to
play there for the next thirty-two years.

The Snuffdippers Ball was located

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

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

“But it wasn’t the room that made the ball, it was the
people. Use to, most everyone lived out in the country and
they had to work hard for a living, and Saturday night was
the only night they had to have a little fun and let off a little
steam. There would be people dressed in their Sunday best,
their hair slicked down, and a Sunday-go-to-meeting shine
on their shoes. And over there, against that wall, would be
the boys that picked cotton all week, still dressed in their
overalls. Grandpa would be back in a corner holding court
with all the other men while the missus would be sitting
there clapping her hands to the music. There’d be so many
people packed in that smoky room that it was a wonder
that the old wooden floor didn’t just cave in with all that
stompin” and dancin’ going on.”

“Lord, if that old building was still there, and if those

360 swivel
2 speed switch
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walls could talk, there would be
a thousand ghosts in that room,
and they would all be tapping
their feet to the memories of
all the music that was played
there.”

With the new fiddle player
taking the lead, the Snuffdip-
pers’ Ball became an instant
success, with throngs of people
lining up in front of the door
hours before it opened. Its suc-
cess created a new entertainment
district downtown. No alcohol
was served on the premises of
the Ball, so bars began to spring
up around it to cater to the
thirsty crowds. An old-timer
claims that “you could always
tell when Monte took a break.
When the music stopped, the
people would swarm out of the
Ball, like bees on honey, headed
for the bars, but when Monte
picked that fiddle up again, the
bars would empty out and the
sidewalks that were crowded
with noisy people a few minutes
earlier would grow silent.”

By this time the Snuffdip-
persl Ball had acquired such a
reputation that it was posted
“Off Limits” to military person-
nel, as far away as Nashville,
Tennessee. Ironically, this was
one of the few places of enter-
tainment downtown that did not
serve alcohol, but a lot of people
had bottles of “cough medicine”
in brown paper bags, sticking
out of their back pockets.

Monte recalls, “There was
never no trouble inside my place.
It was all outside. I would tell
those boys that if they wanted
to fight they could go outside
and doit. Iwouldn’t put up with
that in the Ball. Why, there were
folks that would drop their kids

“I have come to the
conclusion that dryer lint is
the cremated remains of all

my missing socks.”

Louise Avery, Huntsville

off with us while they took off
to the bars!”

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

Earl Frazier, a retired Madi-
son County Deputy Sheriff,
recalls working Jefferson Street
in front of the Ball every Sat-
urday night. “We never had
no trouble in the Ball itself, but
whenever the band took a break
we got ready. A lot of those
boys would go outside and try
their best to see how fast they

could get drunk. Most Saturday
nights, we would arrest forty,
tifty or maybe sometimes even
sixty people on the sidewalks in
front of the Snuffdippers” Ball. It
wasn't really as bad as it sounds,
most of them were the same
people every week. The Sheriff’s
Department had regular custom-
ers back then.

“One night, me and Bulldog
Daniels was working the side-
walks in front of the Ball. We had
already arrested one drunk and
had him in the car and we were
putting the handcuffs on another
one, when a third drunk stag-
gered by. When I saw the third
one, knowing that we didn’t
have any more room in the car, I
reached over and tapped him on
the shoulder and told him that
he was under arrest. Just walk
on down to the jail, I told him.
We'll be down there directly to

e
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take care of you.

“Sure enough, in about 15 minutes, when we
got to the jail to drop off another load of prison-
ers, there the guy was, sitting on the curb wait-
ing for us to put him in jail. Something like that
would never happen today.”

Life was treating Monte pretty good in those
days. Monte recalls, “I was married and had a
son. I was making a little money and only had
to work one night a week. Somewhere around
1947 or 1948 some guys come to me and asked
me if I wanted to do a radio show. It was WHBS,
and was down there where we pay our utilities
at now. So I asked these guys, what was in it for
me?”

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

“That didn’t sound like too bad a deal to
me so I became a radio announcer. I'm making
twelve bucks an hour for sitting there talking just
like I been doing all my life for nothing. I had this
show called ‘Crowder’s Corn Crib” and I talked
and played music. Only thing I didn’t like was
doing the weather. Most of the time the weather
forecast back then was wrong, so they would
give me this sheet of paper with the weather
on it and I would go on the air and say, ‘I don’t
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slowly began to drift away, and Monte was forced
to close it down.

Monte Sano Crowder, the King of the Snuff-
dippers’ Ball, became one of the most well-known
fiddle players in the Southeast, recording numerous
tapes and records, with his music being used in two
movies produced here in Alabama.
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believe a word of it, but this sheet
of paper says that the weather is L
gonna be....”

“Only thing was that this job
was interfering with my fishing.
Got to where every time they

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

In 1972, progress caught up
with the Snuffdippers’ Ball. Night-
clubs began selling drinks over the
bar, a practice not allowed until
the late sixties, and most had free
entertainment. People who had
been going to the Ball for years

The most memorable
people in your life will be
the friends who loved you

even when you weren'’t
very lovable.
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Somebody Do Something!

by Evelyn Hayden Hodge

Back in the early teens and
twenties the rural roads of this
country were indescribably bad.
Madison County and surround-
ing areas were no exception.

The county roads were made
of dirt and large rocks and had
two deep ruts down each one.
These ruts were bad enough
in dry weather but during the
rainy season they were almost
impassable: everybody carried
mud-fighting equipment, in-
cluding chains, tow rope and a
shovel in their cars.

There was no heavy equip-
ment to build and repair the
roads, so it was done by manual
labor. All males age twenty-one
and over were required to work
on the roads three days each
year or pay $3.00 for another
to work in his place. Once or
twice a year they worked on the
roads but it didn’t help much.

I have seen these men do
what was called “fixing the
roads” and this is how it was
done. First, three men loaded
each wagon with large pieces of
limestone rock. One man drove
the wagon and the other two
rode in the back, one on each
side. As the wagons moved
slowly along in the ruts, the
two men in the back pushed the
large pieces of rock into their
respective ruts.

This may have helped to

revent cars from getting stuck
or awhile, but it just made the

ride rougher as
the car wheels
bounced from
one big rock to
another.

The road
from above
Nashville to

Huntsville,
through New
Hope, Gunters-
ville, and on
south to Florida,
as bad as it was,
was called the
Florida Short
Route. Many
tourists drove
this route to
Florida in the fall

and back to their homes in the
north in the spring. The terrible
condition of these roads was
known far and wide.

Across the Paint Rock River
into Marshall County there
were some really bad places,
and cars had to be pulle({) out of
them. Some farmers in the area
would hitch a pair of mules in
the morning, go to the worst
mud holes and stay there all day
pulling out the cars as they got
stuck. They charged from fitty
cents to five dollars for their
services.

There was one mud hole that

Thank you for your business this past
year and Happy New Year!




looked worse than the rest, but it only appeared
worse. People, familiar with the road, would drive
through it without any problem. There was a short
stretch of halfway good road on either side of this
mud hole and it gave motorists a chance to pick up a
little speed. A farmer in the neifhborhood had a cow
that died. He and a neighbor decided to have some
fun. So they cut off the cow’s head and tail and car-
ried them to the bad looking mud hole. They waded
in and set the head in the mud. Then back about the
right distance they stuck the tail. Now it looked as if
the cow had mired in the mud and couldn’t get out.

Then the men hid in a little woodland beside the
road to await the first car. They didn’t have to wait
long before a car of tourists came along.

They had gotten up a little speed but when they
saw the cow in the mud hole they stopped for abetter
look. They pitied the poor cow and, seeing nobody
making an effort to get her out of such a predicament,
asked, “why doesn’t somebody do something?”

About this time the men would come out of
hiding and tell them it was just a joke. After a good
laugh, the motorists pulled around the cow and were
on their way again.

They left the “cow” in the mud hole the rest of
the day and most cars that came their way stopped,
for people were afraid to try to cross such a danger-
ous looking place. Before they learned it was a joke,
most everyone would ask the same question, “why
doesn’t somebody do something?”

My father had a rather unusual experience one
time when he got stuck. There was nobody around to
pull him out and, to make matters worse, the motor
of his car died. To keep from getting out in the mud,
he crawled up onto the hood, where he reached over
the front end and cranked until the motor started
again. He finally made it out of the mud hole and
on home.

He had a gold pocket watch which he
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and it was still running. (Even in those days,
he had a watch that would take a licking and
keep on ticking.)

The condition of the roads in this country
has improved immeasurably since those old
times. Even so, we still enjoy thinking and
reminiscing about old stories and happen-
ings of the past.
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wound every night before going tobed. On |
this particulgr n%ght, whenghe r%ached into =
his pocket for his watch, it wasn’t there. The
only place he could think it may be was
that it had fallen into the mud hole when
he leaned over to crank his car.

Early the next morning he put on old
clothes and drove back to where he had
gotten stuck. He waded in with rolled up
sleeves. He reached in the cold mud and
began to feel around on the bottom for his
watch. Surprisingly, he found it the first try

To give freshly popped corn a
different flavor, add a spoonful
of peanut butter to the butter just
before pouring it over the corn.
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Police Officers,
Fire-fighters,
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Dog Mourns at
Casket of Fallen
Navy SEAL

Navy SEAL Jon Tumilson
lay in a coffin, draped in an
American flag, in front of a
tearful audience mourning his
death in Afghanistan. Soon an
old friend appeared, and like a
fellow soldier on a battlefield,
his loyal dog refused to leave
him behind.

Tumilson's Labrador re-
triever, Hawkeye, was photo-
graphed lying by Tumilson's
casket in a heart-wrenching
image taken at the funeral ser-
vice in Tumilson's hometown
of Rockford, Iowa, earlier this
week. Hawkeye walked up to
the casket at the beginning of the
service and then dropped down
with a heaving sigh as about
1,500 mourners witnessed a dog
accompanying his master until
the end, reported CBS.

The photo was snapped by
Tumilson’s cousin, Lisa Pemble-
ton, and posted on her Facebook
page in memory of the San Diego
resident. Tumilson, 35, was one
of 30 American troops, includ-
ing 22 Navy SEALs, who were
killed when a Taliban insurgent

shot down a Chinook helicopter
with a rocket-propelled grenade
on Aug. 6th.

“I felt compelled to take
one photo to share with family
members that couldn’t make
it or couldn’t see what I could
from the aisle,” Pembleton
wrote on her Facebook page.
“To say that he was an amazing
man doesn’t do him justice. The
loss of Jon to his family, military
family and friends is immeasur-
able.”

Hawkeye was such a huge
part of Tumilson’s life that the
family followed the dog down
the aisle as they entered the
service in front of a capacity
crowd in the gymnasium at the
Rudd-Rockford-Marble Rock
Community School. Hawkeye
then followed Tumilson’s good
friend, Scott Nichols, as Nichols
approached the stage to give a
speech. As Nichols prepared to
memorialize his friend, Hawk-
eye dutifully laid down near

the casket.

The youngest of three chil-
dren, Tumilson had wanted to
be a Navy SEAL since he was a
teenager. Friends and his two
older sisters remembered a fear-
less soldier, and a Power Point
presentation was shown that
illustrated Tumilson’s active life
outside of the military, which
included scuba diving, martial
arts and triathlons.

“If J.T. had known he was
going to be shot down when
going to the aid of others, he
would have gone anyway,”
friend Boe Nankivel said at the
service.

As for Hawkeye, the loyal
Labrador will now be owned
by Nichols, Tumilson’s friend.

There’s an emotional You-
Tube video of this service for
Jon Tumilson that you can see
by going to www.youtube.
com/watch?V=L-Qut8oH130.

I promise you, it'll bring
you to tears.

139 Bo Cole Rd.
Huntsville, Al 35806

Hours Tues. - Sat. 11 am -4 pm

| was found on a busy road during
a bad rainstorm. It was very late at
night and | was so scared. A kind
young lady saw me and stopped to
rescue me.

the rain soaked her, | got in her car. They think | am a Border collie
mix. | weigh 30 pounds and I’'m only 6 months old. | do not know why
my family was not taking care of me and making sure | was safe at
home. Guess what? | have curly hair. Now how did that happen?
Please take care of your canine and feline friends. Make sure they
stay at home safe, happy and warm. That is the right thing for you
to do. When you come to the Ark, ask to see the Duke. That’s me.

A No-Kill Animal Shelter

Duke

Hello, the Ark named me Duke.

| was frightened at first but after

The Ark

256.851.4088




“O BEULAH
LAND”

by Glenn Grady

The Buttram house had been
empty since the early 1940s. The
last of the family, a very sweet
spinster named Emily, had qui-
etly passed away in her sleep,
(or so it was hoped anyway), on
a bright cold March afternoon.
The estate was promptly settled,
a sale quickly performed and
the house closed. It remained
closed and undisturbed for the
next twenty-four years. Being
located on the Old Wagon Turn-
pike and after the new highway
was built which bypassed the
house altogether, few visitors
came by and as the years passed
fewer remembered the house's
existence whatsoever.

The house stood quietly in
a patiently peaceful state in a
somewhat pre-stage of regal
depreciation on its wide-open
pleasant setting. A few old oak
trees with widespread thick
limbs, a cedar copse, and a
dozen or so mature maple trees
defined the house's boundaries.
A long unused well house with
roof, crank, chain, cement base
and bucket stood in the east
corner. It had been sealed in
the late 1930s when an electric
pump station was added to the
rear of house.

Having been solidly built
in the late 1880s style, the old
house had weathered the effects
of time well. The house faced to
the east and had a wide welcom-
ing porch accessible by solid
concrete steps. The covered
porch surrounded three sides of
the house. Its wide double front
door opened into a foyer. The
formal parlor was to the right,
the kitchen the next room on
the right; a %raceful yet practi-
cal stairwell ran up from the
center of the foyer to a landing
with banisters. A less formal
sitting room was on the left
that led into the dining room.

Large open fireplaces were in
each room.

Upon ascending the stairs,
the landing opened up allowing
access to two lal;fe bedrooms
with connecting doors on both
sides. The master bedroom was
on the right with a large con-
necting bathroom. A small nar-
row stairwell led to the spacious
attic. The windows throughout
the house were six feet tall.
The ceilings were all ten feet.
The house was bare. Nothing
remained of the previous inhab-
itants. The real estate office in
the nearby town of Hanson, lo-
cated twelve miles distant, had
shown the house infrequently.
It would be difficult to heat and
cool, would require complete
wiring and plumbing and was
isolated. It was exactly what the
?Ioung Buxton family had been
ooking for.
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Sarah Buxton, twenty-nine,
college educated and with a four
and seven year old in tow, knew
the house was perfect the first
time she saw it. Her husband
had been transferred from out-
of-state to a management posi-
tion at the tire factory and his
future looked verif1 bright. Sara
saw potential in the old house,
plus she knew it would be very
affordable.

The price was quickly nego-
tiated which was much less than
the asking, and the house pur-
chased. After six months of hard
dirty work, long difficult hours
of labor, painting, plumbin?,
wiring and cleaning, the family
moved in and was living the
life Sarah had dreamed when
she first saw the house. It was
a cool March afternoon, there
was much more to be done, but
the air was clean and brisk. The
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family was young and healthy
and the future promising.

The Old Wagon Turnpike
ran past the house on the east
side and wound into the woods
beyond. At places its boundaries
were clearly defined, at others
much less distinct. Once one
had the knowledge that it had
been a road and viewed it as
such the boundaries were eas-
ily seen. The turnpike had not
been used for perhaps twenty-
five years. If one was to trace its
route, about two miles past the
Buttram house the road wound
past a small cove. Here another
trace of aroad led into the cove.
Within this cove, located several
hundred yards past the main
turnpike, were the stone foun-
dations of a building. Beyond
the foundations, defined by a
thick cedar copse and opening
to the east, was a long forgotten
family cemetery.

The two dozen or so tomb-
stones faced squarely east.
Lichen and moss covered those
standing. Several were on the
ground. The writing upon them
was barely legible. There were
many more grave markers in
the form of arranged stones.
Should one have had cause to
read the tombstones they would
have seen predominate dates of
death were in the early winter
months of 1919. The returning
WWI soldiers from war torn
Europe brought with them a
virulent strain of deadly swine
flu. Entire communities were
decimated. The deaths were
mostly the young. Because of
this entire family lines ceased.

This loss to the small rural
yet unnamed community was
more than it could endure.
After burying their dead the
remaining stayed for a while
and then moved on. The church
was abandoned. With the excep-
tion of the Buttram house and
maybe an old barn or two no
dwellings remained from this
tragic era. A new highway was
built, the town of Hanson grew,
and the old turnpike forgotten.

The church and many of the
old houses were torn down
for lumber. The cemetery was
eventually forgotten as the few
survivors of this tragic era died.

But at one time the center of
the small farming community
was the country church. It was
built of pine with four windows
on each side. Sundays were spe-
cial. The congregation gathered
in the morning, attended ser-
vices, had Sunday dinner on the
grounds, passed the afternoon
in singing, and then attended
evening services. Flaming pine
knots illuminated the church
at night. There was a steadfast
security and rhythm attached to
the church. The old passed and
were buried, the young brought
into the church community.

The most special day for the
church besides Easter was Deco-
ration Day. It was also known
as Homecoming. The event
occurred the first Sunday in
May. The day began with many
of the families leaving their
farmhouses before dawn.
Those with longer distances
sometimes left the day be-
fore and camped in the
oak grove near the church.
The services this Sunday
were special. Most impor-
tantly, the graves were all
cleaned and decorated with
flowers and fresh cut cedar
boughs. The family visited
the graves, spoke of the de-
parted, cried, remembered
the good and the bad times,
and then entered the church
for services.

For many families this
was the only time they had
been reunited since the
event last year. It was in-
deed a very special time of
reunion. The singing from
the cove could be heard
from far away. They sang
the old songs. They sang
with the passion that only
those who truly believe
could sing. What was per-
haps lacking in formally
taught musical skills was

more than made up with en-
thusiasm. After the evening
services the families carefully
packed their belongings, gath-
ered their numerous children,
and returned home. The music
seemed to echo throughout the
cove long after the last wagon
had departed. The flu epidemic
of 1918/1919 ended it all.

The Buxton family had now
lived in the house for nearly
two months. The house, once
forlorn and abandoned, now
was reborn in abundance with
the explosion of spring and
children and new paint. Two
dogs slept lazily on the porch
when not chasing rabbits, be-
hind the house clothes were
hanging purposefully on the
line, and toys were scattered in
the yard. A radio played a local
station. A station wagon was in
the driveway, and a substantial
garden had been planted on
the east side of the property.
Red checked kitchen curtains
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blew gracefully in a light breeze. The Buttram
house was again a home vibrant with life and
activity. The Buxton family soon discovered the
Old Wagon Turnpike. They walked alongitas a
family various distances on Sunday afternoons.
Had they known of its presence they perhaps
would have visited the old family cemetery.
They had walked past the entrance to the cove
several times. It was a pleasant walk. They won-
dered where the road led but it wasn’t a matter
of importance. They were grateful just to have
a location for their family excursions.

Early one morning at about seven Mrs.
Buxton stood in the kitchen at the sink and was
cleaning up breakfast dishes. Her husband had
left for some overtime at work. The children
would wake up soon. It was Saturday and
there was no school. Her oldest, Josh, attended
the first grade at the elementary school in Han-
son. As she did her work she absentmindedly
hummed a light song. Later, when she thought
about it, she couldn’t remember what it was.

The kitchen was on the southeast corner of
the house. One window faced east and another
south. She stood at the sink and looked out the
window to the east. It was a beautiful morning,.
The sun was up fully; the buttercups at the edge
of the yard were bright yellow. In some places
dew sparkled on the grass. The oak trees were

routing their new leaves and from up in its
t ick li %s a squirrel chattered at the dog lying
lazily in the sun on the porch. Sarah later real-
ized she had heard the noise before she real-
ized it was something different. It seemed to be
natural. When her consciousness realized what
it was the sound had already passed. Also, it
was not something with which she was familiar.
When she heard the voice she knew something
was different.

The noise was a combination of faint squeak-
ing, rattling, jingles, crunching, thuds, slaps, and
clicks. When she later described it to an older
gentleman, he knew it immediately as the sound
of a farm wagon pulled by a team of mules. It
was a harmonious blend of related sounds that
all fit comfortably together. The voice she heard,
the voice that woke her con-
sciousness to reality, was of a
male. He said “ Hup, Buck, Hup
Ben, Come on boys. Hup”. As

“Chocolate comes from
cocoa which is atree.
That makes it a plant which
means chocolate is salad.”

Janet Brinkerhoff
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she walked through the house to look out the front
door the sound faded away. She opened the door,
stepped out on the porch, and saw nothing except
a beautiful spring morning. Sarah shrugged, her
oldest, Jacob was awake, and there was work to
be done. She put it out of her mind.

The day passed uneventfully. Sometime
around midmorning she thought she heard an-
other voice, this time a young girl, but it was in-
distinct. She was singing an old hymn. At about
two in the afternoon Sarah knew something
unusual was taking place. Her youngest, Jessica,
was playing in the front yard with a dollhouse and
several of her dolls. Jessica prattled incessantly
to her dolls, asking questions, providing replies,
talking about everything and nothing. Sarah was
in the backyard hanging the flowered sheets on
the line when she noticed that the tone of Jessica’s
conversation had chan%ed She was now speaking
directly to someone. There was a pause and then
Jessica would answer. Josh was in his tree house
located in the maple tree to the east of the house.
As Sarah was hanging out the last two towels she
heard a rattling metallic sound. She hung up the
towel, placed the cloth bag of wooden clothes-
pins on the ground and walked to the front of
the house. Jessica was playing contentedly with
her dolls; Josh yelled something about attacking
pirates and to man the cannons.

Sarah walked up to Jessica, looked up and
down the road, saw no-one, shook her head then

Eczema and Psoriasis
Homeopathic Cure

Very Effective
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M.D., Board-Certified Physician
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as she was turning to leave
hesitated and asked Jessica who
she had been talking with. The
nice man, Jessica answered.
What nice man, asked Sarah.
The nice man, she answered;
the nice man with the red beard.
He asked if he could get some
water for his horses tfrom our
well. I said ok. He smiled and
went away. Where did he go,
asked Sarah. I don’t know. He
just went away. Sarah heard
Josh holler for someone to walk
the plank. She returned to the
backyard. As she walked on
the east side of the house, an
uncomfortable thought entered
her mind. She crossed the yard
to the well house and stood up
on its concrete base. The bucket
was wet and water was drip-
ping from the rusty chain.
Sarah told her husband
about the experiences. He had
no explanation. Sometimes
strange things happen. Sarah
wasn't sure he believed her but
she had no answer for the oc-
currences either. Supper was
served, the evening spent with
the children, they went to bed
around nine after obligatory
bedtime stories and prayers,
and the evening was quiet.
Sarah and Jim sat together
on the front porch swing. It was
a cool evening. Sarah %rou ht
anold army blanket with WhICh
they wrapped themselves. The
moon was almost full. The stars
were clear and bright. A whip-
poorwill sang its sad lonesome
cry, a hoot owl answered in
the distance. The breeze was
from the east. They both heard
it at the same time, yet neither
acknowledged it because of its
sudden inception. It came with
a sweet faintness yet possessed
a crystal like clarity. It was
singing. It was coming from
the woods. The wind dropped

and the voices faded. Then the
breeze began and again came
the song.

They recognized it imme-
diately by its simple direct
thumping rhythm and rep-

etitious lyrics. It was that Old
Time Religion. It was faint yet
distinct. Sarah and Jim didn’t
say anything for a while but
just listened to the simple en-
thusiasm with which the people
released their emotions into the
song. They sang all the verses.
The breeze faded, as did the
singing. Thinking there must
be a gospel tent revival close by
and the wind obviously carried
the voices, Sarah and Jim went
inside, closed the windows and
were soon asleep. They weren't
aware but the singing went on
late into the night.

The next morning was an-
other beautiful spring morn-
ing. All were awake by seven,
breakfast finished by eight, and
it was decided that since the day
was so beautiful and regular
Sunday school had been can-
celled this Sunday that the fam-
ily would take

pirate hat, complete with skull
and crossbones of course, and
had a short plastic sword avail-
able for immediate use stuck
into his belt.

The family had walked per-
haps thirty minutes on the turn-
pike, and with the exception of
surprising a covey of quail and
arabbit running for his life from
a determined yet not dangerous
seven year old, the excursion
was without exceptional men-
tion. It was simply a beautiful
day.

Sarah and Jim heard the
music at the same time. It was
louder and more distinct than
the previous evening. Indi-
vidual voices could not yet be
determined, but the words to
the songs were clear. They were
the old songs, those not heard in
church for many years. It must
be the tent revival, they thought.
This was the only plausible
explanation so Sarah and Jim
accepted it, enjoyed the music,
and continued the walk. The
songs were wonderfully sung,
sung only the way that people

a long earl

walk ignsteag
of attending
church. The
sense of ad-
venture ap-
pealed to the
children, as
did the sim-
plistic some-
what mildly
sinful concept
of missing
church. The
family left

The “Oldest Paperboys” in the
U.S. want to say “Thank you”.

When you buy a copy of
“Old Huntsville”, 100% of that
money goes to the Golden K
Kiwanis Childrens’ Charities!

soon after. Jim
carried Jessica
on his shoul-
ders. Josh
wore a tri-
corner black

Doug Larson

“Instead of giving a politician the keys
to the city, it might be better to
change the locks.”
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who really want to sing and believe
what they are singing can sing. “Onward
Chrlstlan Soldiers”, “Rock of Ages”,

“Bringing In The Sheaves”, “I Love To
Tell The Story”, “Since Jesus Came Into
My Heart”. All were sung clearle and
with true enthusiasm. The pace slowed
as the walk brought the family closer to
the singing. They were not really paying
attention to their walk, but were listening
to the songs and enjoying the Sunday
morning. “Sweet Hour of Prayer”, “Just
As I Am”, “Softly And Tenderly”; each
was sung with the same intense emotion.
Then there came a prolonged silence.
Sarah and Jim, now realized they were
near the entrance to the cove and this was
the source of the singing. Before either
could comment, began another song. The
voice was mature and feminine - clearly
untrained - yet magnificent. Both recog-
nized the song’s emotional beginning
immediately:

“I've reached the land of corn and
wine, And all is riches freely mine; Here
shines undimmed one blissful day, For
all mﬁ/ night has passed away.’

en came the chorus; the cove filled
with the sweet resounding music.

“0 Beulah Land, Sweet Beulah Land,
As on Thy highest mount I stand,

I look away across the sea,

Where mansions are prepared for me,
And view the shinning glory shore, My
Heav’n my home forever more.”

The entire congregation sang the re-
frain in repetition. As the second verse
began Sarah saw that Josh and Jessica
had run ahead into the cove. There was
no fear by the parents, just a stran%e
curiosity that a congregation would be
singing in the cove. Truth is they were
stunned by the magnificent voice of the
singer. They stopped as the next verses
were sung, then realized both children
were out of view. Holding hands, walk-
ing, and listening to the angelic melo-
dious emotion filled song the woman
was singing, they entered the cove. The
song ended as the foundations of the
old church came into view. There was

“Free Puppies! Mother is a Kennel

Club Registered purebred Labrador.

Father is a Super Dog, able to leap
tall fences in a single bound.”

Seen in Classified Ads
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no one there.

The children came to mind first, Jim shouted for Josh
and Jessica. Both immediately answered from the cedar
grove below the stone foundations. They seemed to be
talking to someone. As Sarah and Jim entered the cedar
grove they had another shocking surprise. The cemetery
was spotless. Fresh cut flowers and greenery decorated
each grave. It appeared as a kaleidoscopic burst of bril-
liance against the dark green cedar trees. Sarah asked
Josh to whom he had been speaking. The nice man with
a red beard, he answered. He thanked us. He thanked
us for visiting his family on Homecoming day.

The family visited each grave. They left. The years
have gone by, Josh and Jessica are married and living
lives of their own. Jim died of cancer and Sarah still lives
in the old Buttram house. She sits on the porch, now with
new dogs at her feet, in the evening. Yes, she still hears
the singing on Homecoming eve and day. The visitors
still come by the house every year. She doesn’t speak
of it. She frequently hums a tavorite song to herself as
time goes by;

“O Beulah Land , sweet Beulah Land....”
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