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NEWT KNIGHT,
A YANKEE AMONG
REBELS

THE HUNTSVILLE
CONNECTION

Newt’s journey started in July 1861
when he enlisted. However, he was
allowed to furlough home in January
1862 to tend to his father, Albert.

TheninMay 1862 he and otherfriends
in the county, sensing the direction of
the draft, collectively enlisted, simply
so they could stay together during the
war, instead of with strangers.
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Newt Knight
The Huntsville
Connection

by Steve Gierhart

"We Stood firm to the Union
when secession swept as an
avalanche over the state. For
this cause alone we have been
treated as savages instead of
freemen by the rebel authori-
ties."

Newton Knight, Petition to
Governor William Sharkey,
July 15, 1865

Except for lingering myth
and growing legend, history
forgot Newton Knight, or at
least the white supremacist
governments that followed
Reconstruction wanted to for-
get him. Nonetheless, Mat-
thew McConaughey will bring
him back to life on June 24. On
that day McConaughey, STX
Entertainment and IM Global
will release the remarkable
story of Newton Knight in the
Civil War drama, “Free State
of Jones”. McConaughey por-
trays the legendary man and
certainly has an eerie resem-
blance to Knight, down to the
steely blue eyes of that rebel

“Heat makes things
expand; therefore, I'm not
overweight, just hot.”

Jenny Adcock, Madison

against rebels.

As last month's story on
"Aunt Jenny" Brooks of Moult-
on revealed, many Union sym-
pathizers lived throughout the
South during the Civil War.
Many of those are colorful such
as Aunt Jenny, but maybe none
were more courageous and
defiant than Newton "Newt"
Knight of Jones County, Missis-
sippi. Even his last name seems
to reflect the nature of the man,
as he not only fought against
the Confederacy and did not
die, but continued his quest for
the freed slaves and the poor
men of his area throughout his
life until he died in 1922.

At the start of the Civil War
Newton Knight and other poor
farmers had an allegiance to
family and home, not to slav-
ery, not to the wealthy planters
who held power in the South.
As many repeated, including
Aunt Jenny and Newt's friend
and comrade, Private Jasper
Collins, the conflict was a "rich
man's war and a poor man's
fight."

Collins was furious when
in late 1862 the Confederate
Congress passed the "Twenty
Negro Law", the Second Con-
scription Act, which allowed
any plantation owner with 20
slaves or more, or his sons, to
avoid fighting for the Confed-
erate Army.

Collins immediately desert-
ed, leaving the Confederate
Army for good, and later had
a son whom he named Ulysses
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Sherman Collins after Ulysses
Grant and William Tecumseh
Sherman. This legislation and
the tragic desolation of the
poor of the South would in-
spire Newt to do the same and
more.

When  Mississippi  an-
nounced its declaration of se-
cession, it opened with this
statement - - "Our position is
thoroughly identitied with
the institution of slavery - the
greatest material interest of the
world." The poor, especially
the women and children left
behind by the men fighting for
the South, were hit hard by the
acts of the local Home Guard,
the Confederate tax collectors,
and soldiers who confiscated
the poor's crops and animals
for the war effort. Reports of
women and children starving
during the war were not un-
common among the poor.

And the Home Guard was
also tasked with the capture
of Confederate deserters (they
were given a bounty for each
man caught and returned), so
Newt and other like-minded
Union sympathizers had much

more to hate about these men
and their charge.

Newt’s journey started in
July 1861 when he enlisted.
However, he was allowed to
furlough home in January 1862
to tend to his father, Albert.
Then in May 1862 he and other
friends in the county, sensing
the direction of the draft, collec-
tively enlisted, simply so they
could stay together during the
war, instead of with strangers.

At that time Newton was
married to the former Ser-
ena Turner and was running
a small farm in Jones County.
Newt said he signed on to take
care of the sick and wound-
ed and did not want to fight.
However, he was forced into
such. Disappointed and very
concerned for his family, Newt
followed his friend Collins into
desertion in November, 1862,
after the Confederate defeat
in Corinth, Mississippi, scram-
bling and hiding to avoid the
Home Guard throughout his
200 mile journey home.

He managed to avoid the
authorities for awhile but by
May 1863, he was caught and
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arrested, in large part because
he refused to go back into ser-
vice with fellow Mississipians
in support of the siege of Vicks-
burg which was in full swing
on the Mississippi River. Dur-
ing his imprisonment, he was
tortured and his home and pos-
sessions were destroyed by the
authorities. Newt was branded
a traitor, but remained a known
force for Union sympathies in
the area.

As the siege went on and
on, many Confederate sol-
diers deserted, a large num-
ber coming from Newt’s neck
of the woods after the loss of
Vicksburg in July, returning
home and creating “mischief”
against the Southern authori-
ties and sympathizers in Jones
County. By August Confeder-
ate authorities decided some-
thing had to be done and sent
Major Amos McLemore to in-
vestigate and stop the raids of
Union sympathizers in Jones
County. Not much is known
about McLemore’s efforts to
stop the raids except its end-
ing. On October 5, McLemore
and many of his men met de-
feat and death in the home of
Amos Deason in Ellisville, Mis-
sissippi, with many survivors
saying Newt pulled the trigger
that ended McLemore’s life.

Soon thereafter, Knight or-
ganized a guerilla group of 125
men with Newt its “Captain.”
They lived in the swamp and
harassed the Home Guard and
tax collectors to the point that
county authorities told the Con-
federate leadership they could
no longer collect taxes. Before
long, Newt’s Union volunteers
were joined by numerous ex-
slaves who left the surround-

“Seat belts are not nearly
as confining as wheel
chairs.”

Frank Ivy, Driving Instructor

ing plantations to join Newt’s
cause. Included in this group
was the slave woman Rachel
who became Newt's lover and
helped bring food and infor-
mation to the insurgents.

From late 1863 to early 1865
the Knight Company alleged-
ly fought fourteen skirmishes
with Confederate forces, of-
ten conducting “Robin Hood-
like raids” to secure food for
his men and the poor. At one
point he captured five wagon
loads of corn which he passed
to the starving families in Jones
County and the surrounding
area. By the spring of 1864, the
Confederate government in
the county had been effective-
ly overthrown. Confederate
Captain Wirt Thomson wrote
James Seddon, Secretary of
War, claiming the Knight Com-
pany had captured Ellisville
and raised the U.S. flag over the
courthouse in Jones County.

Such action came with a

price as the Confederate au-
thorities finally sent in battle-
hardened troops to eliminate
the insurgents. In April 1864
they sent Colonel Robert Low-
ry, later a Mississippi gover-
nor after Reconstruction, to
weed out Newt’s group of reb-
els amongst rebels. He used
bloodhounds to track Newt
into the swamps and rounded
up ten men who Lowry hung
in the trees for the public and
left them to rot, hopefully to
dissuade future resistance.

They never caught Newt
and he reemerged from the
swamps to continue his cause.
In July 1864, the Natchez Cou-
rier reported that Jones County
had seceded from the Confed-
eracy.

Newt’s efforts did not stop
after the War ended. He was
a powerful force in the area
throughout the time of Recon-
struction (1867-1876). In 1872,
he was appointed as a deputy
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U.S. Marshal for the Southern
District to help maintain the
fragile democracy. However,
by 1875 the Ku Klux Klan and
the white supremacists of the
Democrat Party were keeping
blacks and Republicans from
voting through violence and
voting fraud. Newton Knight
left the political arena, but not
his support of the rights of
blacks and the ex-slaves.

Here is where the story
takes a Huntsville twist. In
1870 Newt left his wife Serena
to take up with and later marry
his black lover, Rachel, with
whom he had several children.
One of these children was Anna
Knight, who became a leader
in the ranks of the Seventh Day
Adventists. Anna was famous
in her own right, obtaining a
degree in nursing and doing
Mother Teresa-like work in In-
dia for six years. In 1898, she
established an Adventist-spon-
sored school and churches in
the Knight community. Under
her tutelage, many of her rela-
tives gained educations and
converted to Seventh-Day Ad-
ventism.

And Anna? She eventually

moved to Huntsville to help
Oakwood College take wing.
She was a fixture on the cam-
pus for almost 50 years, dying
in Huntsville in 1970. Oak-
wood Elementary is named
after Anna Knight and Jones
County Junior College (Missis-
sippi) has established the Anna
Knight Memorial Scholarship.

And Newt? Well, yes, he
had white and mixed race
children who initiated several
branches of the Knight family
who live today. He has a movie
now - really two if you count
the 1941 film, “Tap Roots”,
which is very loosely based on
Newt’s story, not even using
his name as the central figure.

But he may also be the
player in a ghost story, much
like Aunt Jenny. It is said that
in the Deason home in Ellis-
ville, on the anniversary of
McLemore’s murder, “the door
to the doorway in which Newt
Knight stood swings open and
promptly closes, as if by an un-
seen hand.”

Be sure and check out the
movie, Free State of Jones, if you
want to see the Hollywood ver-
sion of the story.
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THE NO_SHOW WEDDING “I decided to change the

name of my bathroom

by Helen Miller from John to Jim. | feel

much better saying ‘I went
to the Jim today.””

Neil Keith, Huntsville
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minister who would perform
the ceremony and this was the
spot they would say, “I do.”
In the dining room there were
more tables with white cloths
and one with a big wedding
cake in the center. On the oth-
er tables there was food of all
kinds - turkey and dressing
with all the trimmings, salads,
and breads because tolks com-
ing to a big country wedding
expected more than just a piece
of cake.

I remember the women
whispering to each other and
looking at their watches say-
ing something about, “over an
hour late now.” I was sent back
out on the porch and it was
easy to see that the menfolks
were getting impatient too. The
whole problem was the groom
was late - very late! In fact,
some folks had begun to leave.

I sliplped back inside and
heard a lot of commotion com-
ing from one of the bedrooms
and just got a quick peek inside

long enough to see Lucile sit-
ting on the side of a bed in her
white dress crying hysterically
with a bunch of womenfolk try-
ing desperately to console her.

Daddy’s rother, Uncle
John, must have figured it all
out however, and saved face
for the disastrous situation. He
left the house for a while, then
drove up in the yard, got out
of his car, hurried up the steps,
came into the living room and
called everyone together. He
then pulled a yellow Western
Union telegram from his in-
side pocket put on his glasses
and began to read. I don’t re-
member all the words but it
said something about being
“unavoidably delayed” and
they would have to be married
at a later date. By then it was
almost dark and everyone left,
disappointed and feeling very
sorry for Lucile. It was the top-
ic of conversation for weeks af-
terwards. They did marry later,
but I never saw her again.

Old Huntsville Page

9

=




Old Huntsville Page 10

Monte Sano
Memories

by Helen Hamm Ford

Huntsville was my home
from the age of five until I mar-
ried and moved to Atlanta,
where I still live. You might say
that both Huntsville and I grew
up together, as the two decades
from 1945 to 1965 were mo-
mentous both in my personal
growth and in Huntsville's.
During that time, the town
changed from a sleepy South-
ern burg of 10,000 to a metro-
politan city of 200,000 residents
from all over the world. Like-
wise, I developed from a child
to a woman in the city that to
me was characterized by both
freedom and opportunity.

As I look back on the events
that shaped my life during that
time, Monte Sano Mountain is
central to many of those memo-
ries.

When I was very young, we
lived on Bonita Circle in a small,
two-bedroom house with four
children and my parents. Be-
hind the house were huge cot-
ton fields that regularly enticed
us to explore them. The fields
were contoured with rows of
trees separating the fields and
a creek whose trickle was a si-
ren's call to us. We only needed
a banana and a peanut butter
sandwich and off we went on
yet another jaunt into the wild.

After a few years, we moved
to a bigger house on Bierne Av-
enue that was close to one of

“The best way to avoid
those annoying kitchen
odors - eat out.”

Phyllis Diller

the access roads to Monte Sano.
From there, we kids could
roam all over town. If we had
the money, we would catch the
bus to town for a movie, the li-
brary, or a swim at Big Spring
Pool or the YMCA. On many
days, though, we would head
in the other direction—up the
mountain. Following the dum-
my line, my brother Ken and
I would hike all the way up
Monte Sano. No matter where
we went, it was always a fun
adventure. Fear never entered
our idyllic world.

I took part in many events
on the mountain, such as

Lol
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church trips, Girl Scout out-
ings and sports team parties.
We kids loved playing among
the ruins of the 1800s resort ho-
tel that graced the slope. It of-
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fered cooler summer tempera-
tures and fewer mosquitoes to
guests from the lowlands. We
would imagine what it would
have been like to be a guest in
what must have been (at the
time) a fine hotel. The ghosts of
the past were never far away in
our young imaginations.

On weekends, my family
would often enjoy a picnic up
on the mountain. One trau-
matic memory was from one of
these outings when I was 6 or
7. My dad had car trouble on
the way up the mountain, and
he stopped on one of the look-
outs at the top of the moun-
tain. When he thought it was
safe to resume driving, he told
us to get into the car. I refused
to ride back with my family
and pitched a monumental fit.
My dad took it as a sign that I
didn’t trust him and was not
happy with me. Finally, after
he was fully exasperated, he
flagged down a car headed
down the mountain, and I rode
off sniffling in the back seat
with strangers. Today, even I
wonder what [ was thinking. In
any case, neither my father nor
I ever forgot the incident.

Having grown up in the Ar-
kansas Ozarks, my father al-
ways loved horses and he was
a skillful rider. He liked to take
us up to the Monte Sano Moun-
tain stables where we rented
horses to ride. There were al-
ways at least six of us, and
sometimes there were many
more.

Unlike my father, my moth-
er was never totally comfort-
able on horseback. One time

“You say you want
warning? Ok, this is a
warning, here’s your
ticket, don’t lose it!”

Policeman to Arab speeder

when we were returning to the
stables, the horse Ken was on
caught a sniff of the barn and
broke into a run. My dad went
after Ken. Becoming impatient,
my mother, who was bring-
ing up the rear, felt she had to
go and help save her son. In a
quavering but brave voice, she
said to us, “Watch out girls, I'm
coming through!” She gave her
horse a few pokes in his flank,
but he didn’t move. She said
again, this time with more bra-
vado, “Okay, girls, 'm coming

Old Huntsville Page 11

through!” With an effort, she
was able to get a reluctant walk
from her horse, and she passed
us by—albeit slowly. Even at
the time, I thought this was a
very funny scene. It was almost
a movie in slow motion!

Monte Sano also played
an important role in helping
me find the love of my life. At
23, while teaching English at
Lee High School, I was one of
Huntsville’s “old maids.” Ev-
eryone was introducing me
to brothers, cousins and even
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cranky old men in hopes that I
would settle down. Most of my high
school buds were long married.

On a fortunate blind date in July
of 1964, I met Dave, a handsome
Air Force officer from California
who was serving his military ob-
ligation as a NASA “Rocket Scien-
tist.” I was soon smitten. We dated
slowly at first but the pace rapidly
picked up. After all, we were “old”
at 23 and 28!

One night in late October, we de-
cided to go on one last picnic sup-
per on the mountain. Dave made
fried chicken and brought a bottle
of wine. I had Mother’s house-
keeper make baked beans and po-
tato salad that I let Dave think I
had prepared. (My sisters, Pat and
Maureen, thoroughly chastised me
for this deception.) We stayed long
after dark and had a lovely picnic.
By the time we were ready to walk
out, it was very cold and we were
very relaxed. I remember in the
dark we blindly walked off a 3-4
foot stone wall arm-in-arm. For-
tunately, we landed safely on our
feet, laughing all the way.

We were married in December,
and I'm sure that picnic cemented
the relationship that remains firm-
ly in place 51 years later. As I look
back on the early years of my life
in Huntsville, they seem both or-
dinary and yet extraordinary at
the same time. While we were
given many opportunities and
great freedom, we were also ex-
pected to be responsible from an
early age.

Now sometimes when I take
a walk out of my current home
in the foothills of the Appala-
chians, I imagine I'm heading
up Monte Sano one more time
with a smile on my face, the sun
in my eyes and the wind in my
hair, and I know I am blessed.

My love of being outdoors
forever binds past and present
and I realize that the girl of long
ago is still very much here.

What if there were no hypothetical questions?

(256) 650-1212 hospicefamilycare.org
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Area News in
February 1915

A Bunch of our good Shin-
gles

Would last a long time in a
family with only one child and
quite a lonitime in one having
a bunch of kids. They shed wa-
ter like a duck. It always pays
to buy the best because you get
best results. We will nail them
on well. See us at A.M. Booth
Lumberyard.

Busy Night for the Police

Patrolmen Walter Sand-
ers and Frank McKissack last
midnight raided a crap game
on Winston Street and arrested
seven men, all of whom found
lodging later in the city prison,
where these same officers also
furnished accommodations for
the four drunken men and two
others who mixed up in an af-
fray on west Clinton Street. This
was one of the busiest nights
the police have had since the
Christmas holidays.

Worst Sleet falls here in
many years

North Alabama is beneath a
mantle of sleet and snow, mak-
ing this the worst winter day
that has been experienced in

“When | get a headache, |
take 2 aspirins and keep
away from children, just
like it says on the bottle.”

Fran Smithey, mom in
Gurley

this part of the south in many
years. Both telephone and tele-
graphic service are partially
crippled and street car traffic
is difficult because the trolleys
fail to perform their duty. Trees
are hanging with icycles and in
every way the entire outdoors
presents a frightful sight of
winter.

Progress in Huntsville

Yes, it seems Huntsville
really is big enough to do
more than one thing at a time.
She can go ahead bringing in
new people, factories, capi-
tal, Fair Association, pack-
ing plant, corporate limits
extension, celebrations etc.
etc. and then have time to co-
operate in Mussel Shoals de-
velopment and other worthy
undertakings.

The  Decaturs
Celebrates a Birthday

The Daily Times extends
its hearty congratulations
to the editors and publish-
ers of The Decaturs Daily,
which has just celebrated
its fouth anniversary. The
policy of our Decaturs con-
temporary is sound. It has
made a splendid reputation
by always taking the moral
side of every public ques-
tion and is today regarded as
one of the ablest newspapers
in the state. W. R. Shelton is
the splendid publisher; H.D.
Harkreader, the brilliant edi-

Daily

tor and T. H. Alexander, the
gifted associate. Together with
all the others who make or con-
tribute in any way to the pub-
lication of that wonderful jour-
nal, they deserve the plaudits
of that delightfully progressive
community. We are proud of




The Decaturs Daily and wish it
a hundred years of usefulness
and general public service.

Man’s Foot Amputated

John Murray, of Athens, an
aged and well known man, re-
cently agreed to submit to the
amputation of his foot and in-
sisted that it be severed with-
out the aid of any anesthetic.
The old man gritted his teeth
and watched the doctors as
they cut thru flesh and bone as
they used to do in the old days
before the discovery of ether.

The operation was entirely
successful and Mr. Murray re-
covered but a few days after-
ward he began to have excru-
ciating pains which seemed to
be localized beyond the end of
the severed limb just where the
foot used to be. The amputat-
ed foot was dug up carefully,
straightened out and wraﬁped
in cotton and reburied with the
result that Mr. Murray is now
resting in perfect comfort.

W. H. Walton and promi-
nent citizen of Athens vouches
for the truth of the above facts.

Statistics in 1915

- The population of Las Ve-
gas, Nevada was 30.

- Crossword puzzles, canned
beer, and iced tea hadn’t been
invented yet.

- There was neither a Moth-
er’s Day nor a Father’s Day.

- Two out of every 10 adults
couldn’t read or write

- And, only 6 percent of all
Americans had graduated from
high school.

- Marijuana, heroin and
morphine were all available
over the counter at local corner
drugstores.

- Back then pharmacists said,
“Heroin clears the complexion,
gives buoyancy to the mind,
regulates the stomach, bowels,
and is, in fact, a perfect guard-
ian of health!”

- Eighteen percent of house-
holds had at least one full-time
servant or domestic help...

- There were about 230
“reported” murders in the en-
tire USA.

Old Huntsville Page
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THE NEST

A rock’s throw from Guntersville Dam
a mighty structure, a suspended log jam.
Year after year the structure stands,

a gathering place for camera fans.
High in the top of a pine tree
a huge nest for all to see.

The nest has withstood the test of time
for man to disturb would be a federal crime.
The home of two majestic birds,

a sight you can't describe... .with just words.
A home where eaglets grow.

A place where people come for a show.
Two majestic figures soaring in the sky
over the Tennessee River, a mile high.
On a bright sunny day a thousand feet in the

sky, a silver glint catches the eye....
it's the head of a Bald Eagle that you spy.
As they dance and prance
on spreaded wing,
you watch in awe as they do their thing.
Parents that protect their young with great
devotion
no other animal cares for their family with
such emotion.
You have heard of the eagle's eye
they swoop down from the sky,
and catch fish from the river, on the fly.
Then back to the American symbol's brood
with the fish....an eaglet’s favorite food.
With people watching from the ground,
the eaglets put on a show that will astound.
Standing on the edge of the nest
they put their inexperienced wings to the test.
They leap into the air in a synchronized
explosion and with immature wings
flapping.... settle back to the nest as if in slow
motion.
Too soon the nest will be hollow
but as years before, many eaglets will follow.
Again the cameras will be aimed at the nest,
a photographer's dream....to outdo his
previous best.

Anonymous




The Therapy Pool

by Houston Hodges

If you want something to help you realize
how fortunate you are - or blessed - you need
to hang out at a therapy pool. I've done this
for the past five years, since having a total hip
replacement; I was assigned to aqua-therapy
as part of rehab. Since then I have continued
my visits about three times a week for some
stretching and soaking, to keep that titanium
and plastic joint limber.

All sorts of people come to soak in the love-
ly 90-degree water - all ages and stages of life,
and all sorts of bodily configurations, which are
evident because you have to show up in your
swim suit. There are people with back pain or
arthritis, those recovering from strokes, or ac-
cidents — people with that vexing stuff called
fibromyalgia, or with post-polio syndrome.
Some are wheeled down the ramp in wheel-
chairs built for immersion.

Last week there was a class for some really
little kids from the cerebral palsy center, each
with a parent. Most were about two - some
profoundly affected, others able to splash
about and laugh. For most of those who come
to the pool, they're there because of no moral
flaw or failure, just "the luck of the draw."

There are a couple of ALS guys, young men
in their thirties whom I've seen in gradual, in-
evitable loss of their abilities over a year or so
of that awful stuff, first named for that golden
Yankee first baseman, Lou Gehrig. "I'm the
luckiest man on the face of the
earth," he said at his retirement.

One guy was there last week -
it takes two attendants to care for
him, plus wonderful Ande, the
woman who's proprietor of the
place and an incredibly skilled
therapist. They wheel him down
into the water, totally unrespon-
sive (so far as one can tell). They
put floats under limp arms and
knees, put his breathing pump
in a plastic bin that floats beside
him, then move his unresisting
arms and legs back and forth as
he lies there, eyes closed and si-
lent "Push!" Ande says to him.

"Pull."

I finished my routine and

walked over to where he was

17

propped up with the lovely warm jet pulsing on
the back of his neck. I called him by name, and
said, "Good morning! - you're one of my heroes!"
and then I started up the incline to the stairs. One
of his attendants called after me, "He gave you a
thumbs-up!! That's all he can do.”

Lou Gehrig was something else, but he was
somewhat mistaken. He wasn't the luckiest guy
on the face of the earth; I am.

Old Huntsville Page

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

Congratulations to our Photo
of the Month winner for April
The adorable little boy was Brad
Travis, meteorologist of Chan-
nel 48. We had so many calls on
this one because Brad still looks
like that little guy! The first cor-
rect caller was Tammy Boulanger
of Madison, and she says she re-
members meeting Brad when he
was programming weather radi-
os at the Sure SAV Pharmacy on
County Road & Highway 72 in
Madison. She said she recognized
the face right away!

Bobby Smith was our first cor-
rect caller for the hidden butterfly
- it was on p. 37 - did you find it?
We had another caller who called
at 12:15 am on the 15th and was
the winner as well - Patricia Rice
of Lacys Spring! Congratulations
to you both.

We were so very sad to learn of
the death of Vic Grimes, Sr. who
passed away in late March at the
age of 95. Vic was very active with
the Golden K Kiwanis not only in
restocking his “Old Huntsville”
boxes, but in taking pictures at
all of the events. He was a sweet,
Southern gentleman and will so
be missed. He leaves son Vic-
tor Grimes, Jr., daughter Jane
Grimes Posey; son Jim Grimes
(Peggi); and his beloved grand-
children, great grandchildren and

two great-great grandchildren.

Merrimack Hall Performing
Arts Center will be sponsoring its
annual Recital Run 5K and Fun
Run on June 11. Proceeds go to
the Johnny Stallings Arts program
that helps so many special needs
children. The route goes through
a 3 loop course through the his-
toric Merrimack Village. It starts
at 8am for the 5K and 9:30 am for
the Fun Run - call Merrimack for
more information or go to their
site www.merrimackhall.com.

Many readers have comment-
ed on the heartwarming story in
the March issue about Mr. Freck-
les by John E. Carson. Mr. Freck-
les is John’s rescue dog. Thanks
go to Judy Schrader who correct-
ly identified Mr. Freckles’ breed;
he is indeed a Kooikerhondje just
like her dog, Lily.

The Downtown YMCA is just
a treasure. If you haven’t been
there you should just drop in to
look around. It’s quiet, where you
see mostly adults, and there are
fitness experts to advise you. I've
been going now for 3 years and
my back has never felt better - it
was hurting before I started.

It's hard to believe that this
year is the 10th anniversary of the

256-533-2400

opening of the Historic Lowry
House, after years of intensive
renovation. The house was origi-
nally built in 1850 by John Tate
Lowry, and was found to be part
of the Underground Railroad that
protected and cared for escap-
ing slaves. Thanks go to Jane and
Louie Tippett who gave much
time and money to bring the old
lady back to her former elegance.
A ghost has been spotted there,
thought to be Ann Lowry, wife of
Dr. Lowry. It doesn’t keep people
away when there are concerts, re-
unions and other events there.

Mark your calendars for the
2016 Rock ‘N Roll Reunion at the
Elks Club on June 11. Remember
the old-time bands we rocked out
to like the Ticks, the Precious
Few, etc? They’ll be back and it
looks to be sold out! More about
this next month!

Happy May 8 birthday to our
friend Ron Eyestone - we love
you! And that sweet lady whom
everyone wants to be around,
Linda Goldman, is celebrating
her birthday on May 25th. I know
she’ll be celebrating with hubby
Darryl and two French Bulldogs
Lily and Tux. We love you Linda!!

We were very sorry to hear
about James Blair Lary, who

Photo of The Month

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

Call (256) 534-0502
This little girl grew up to

have 8 kids, taught dance
and loves antique cars.
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passed away at the age of 70. He is
survived by his brother Dr. John
H. Lary, Jr.; his niece Andrea Lary
and his nephew Gregory Lary
(Ann); great niece Miranda Lary
and longtime family friend and
caretaker Joe White. He lived in
Huntsville all his life and worked
40 years as a 911 supervisor for
Huntsville Fire and Rescue. We
send our deepest condolences to
the family and friends.

We wanted to send a special
hello to our dear friend Mr. A.].
Casey who lives in Satellite Beach,
Florida. He’s had some medical is-
sues lately and we just want him
to know we love him!

Get better Malcolm Miller!
Our favorite writer has had some
medical challenges and we're
thinking about you!

Lowe Mill’s Concerts on The
Dock have started! Love These!
Every Friday 6-9pm on the grassy
area behind the Mill - different
and talented musical bands per-
form for free (32 parking) and you
bring drinks, kids, pets and chairs.

Happy Birthday to Rosemary
Leatherwood’s sweet husband
Billy who has a May 2 birthday!

Jan Williams led a very enter-
taining and informative historic
walking tour in very cool weather
around the Twickenham Historic
District in early April as part of
Huntsville’s Tourism and Con-
ventions Bureau with Bob Rogers.
While there I met a lady named
Arena who works as a CPA for
Amy Uptain’s accounting service.
A very interesting lady and fellow
petlover.  highly recommend any
historic tour around downtown -

walking made it even better!

The Golden K Kiwanis
Club will turn 30 years old this
month and we’re so proud of
their hard work. You know
that every time you buy a
copy of the magazine, all prof-
its from the proceeds of “Old
Huntsville” go to the Golden K
for their childrens’ charities.

It was so good to hear from
Norm Harris, ex-NASCAR
Pit Crew Member and Feb/
March 2016 Employee of the
Month at Huntsville Hospital!
What an honor, as the hospi-
tal has quite a few employees
(12,000). Norm also oversees
Driven2Read.org and works
very hard to provide health
awareness such as “Reading
of Health and Heart Disease
Awareness” information and
promotes healthier eating hab-
its in the black community for
heart health. You'll be hearing
more about Norm!

The Annual Antique &
Classic Car, Truck & Motor-
cycle Show/Flea Market will
take place May 21st, Saturday
at the Senior Center on Drake
Ave. Email Gene at gjjrmo-
ran@gmail.com for more info.

It was hard to believe that
someone in another state had
just put gas in their car, over-
filled it, then drove off. Lit a
cigarette and somehow the
fumes must have still been
very strong - the car caught
fire and caused a wreck, which
involved 3 other cars that also
caught on fire. Several women
and kids were badly burned.
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Gas fumes are so dangerous with any
kind of spark - just be very careful.

May is Mother’s Day month and
we want to send love and admiration
to all the Mom’s out there who work
so hard for their families. If you are
lucky enough to still have your Mom
in your life, be sure and let her know
you love her.

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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Lenjlil Salad

1-1/2 c. lentils sorted, rinsed

1/2t. salt

1/2 c. fresh cilantro, chopped

6 green onions, chopped

1/2 c. olive oil

Juice of one lemon

3 cloves garlic, minced

1/2 t. ground coriander

1/2 t. ground cumin

Pepper to taste

Soak lentils in water to cover
in saucepan for 2-3 hours. Bring
to a boil and simmer until ten-
der, then drain.

Combine lentils, salt, cilantro
and green onions in bowl; mix
well. Pour mixture of remaining
ingredients over lentils; toss to
coat. Serve chilled.

This salad is even better the
next day when all the spices
combine!

DUPQ HQC]VQI'I BC] rs

1 c. graham cracker crumbs

1/2 c. butter melted

12 oz. chocolate chips

1/2 c. chopped walnuts

1 can Eagle Brand Condensed
Milk

12 oz. butterscotch chips

6 oz. flaked coconut, pre-
toasted

Spray a 13 x 9” pan with but-
ter spray. Mix graham cracker
crumbs and butter, press into
the bottom of the pan.

Layer chocolate chips, sprin-
kle with half of the condensed
milk, then a layer of walnuts, a
layer of butterscotch chips, the
remaining condensed milk and
top with coconut. Bake at 350
degrees for 30 minutes and top
is light brown. Your family will
love this!

Cinnomon Apple Nuf Cal«z

1-1/2 c. vegetable oil

2 c. sugar

2 eggs

3 c. finely chopped, peeled
apples

1/2 c. golden raisins

1/2 c. chopped walnuts

1 c. chopped pecans

1-1/2 t. ground cinnamon

2-3/4 c. self-rising flour

Combine oil, sugar and eggs,

then add remaining ingredients.
Pour into grease loaf pan. Cook
one hour at 325 degrees. Try this
hot with home-made vanilla ice
cream or whipped topping.

Sfmwbewies & CPeam

1 qt. fresh strawberries,
washed (not hulled)

=

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

COME IN AND TRY OUR MEAT & 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




2 c. sour cream
1 c. brown sugar
Put the strawberries, cream
and brown sugar in 3 separate
serving bowls. To eat, dip each
strawberry into the sour cream,
then into the sugar.

Dineapple Mouffins

2 c. plain flour

1/2 c. sugar

1t. salt

1 t. baking powder

1 c. raisins (optional)

1 egg, beaten

1 t. vanilla extract

2 T. vegetable oil

1 t. baking soda

1 16 oz. can crushed pineap-
ple with juice

Sift flour, sugar, salt and

baking powder into a bowl. Stir
in raisins. Add egg, vanilla and
oil; mix well. Dissolve baking
soda in crushed pineapple in
bowl. Add pineapple mixture
to flour mixture, stir just un-
til moistened. Fill paper-lined
muffin cups 2/3 full. Bake at 325
for 20-25 minutes and toothpick
comes out clean.

SWQQJ[ C hew CCI |<€S

1 box brown sugar
1 stick butter
1 t. vanilla extract

3 eggs
2 c. self-rising flour

1-1/2 c. pecans, chopped
Melt sugar and butter to-
gether in a saucepan. Mix well
and add nuts. Batter will be stiff.
Pour into a greased 9 x 13”
pan and bake at 325 degrees for
20-30 minutes. Cool and cut into
squares when ready to serve.
These won’t last!

Hazelnuf BUHQP CPUHC"]

1/2 c. plain flour

1/3 c. chopped hazelnuts

1/4 c. packed brown sugar

1/4 c. butter

Mix all til crumbly, distrib-

ute evenly in an ungreased 9 x
13” pan. Bake at 400 degrees til
golden brown, 7 to 10 minutes.
Stir and cool. Store in covered
container.

Swee’l Nooc“e DucHinq

1/21b. egg noodles

3 eggs

1-1/2 c. milk

1 c. sour cream

1 1b. cottage cheese

1/2c. sugar

1/2 c. raisins (optional)

Cinnamon & sugar

Cook noodles for 7-8 min-

utes in boiling water. Add next
6 ingredients.

Pour into a greased casserole
and sprinkle with cinnamon and
sugar. Bake at 350 degrees for 45

CALL (256) 489-9200 FOR RESERVATIONS
1205 Kildare St. - Huntsville, Al 35801

minutes.
Lk
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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.
th Huntsville Al. 35801 g

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
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As They Cooked

Privately Published by Elizabeth
Humes Chapman, from “Changing
Huntsville, 1890-1899”

Cooking was a fine art in Huntsville. No
woman was ashamed to learn how to cook
or to serve as cook at Church bazaars, fairs,
or picnics. Hospitality demanded that every
woman be prepared to feed a guest who came
at unexpected hours. Stoves were heated with
wood, coal, or oil. They were hard to regulate
and uncertain for baking. Utensils were iron,
tin or copper. There were iron pots for cooking
vegetables, boiling water; iron skillets for frying;
iron griddles for broiling meats; iron molds for
muffins and cakes; and iron waffle rings. They
were heavy and retained heat long after the fire
was low which was their value in a wood stove.
The things cooked in them tasted better, too.

Materials were bought in wholesale quan-
tities and stored in a pantry. Every household
of any pretension bought coffee and sugar by
the hundred pound sack, flour by the barrel,
sides of bacon, and bushels of meal. Coffee
was roasted in the pan and ground in a small
hand-mill on the kitchen wall, or a smaller
one which could be held in the grinder's lap.
The grains were put into an open top, passed
through grinders, and fell into a little drawer
in the bottom. Experienced cooks knew exactly
how much coffee to grind for a meal. Preserves
were canned by the gross.

A few women were successful in canning
vegetables, but most families did without veg-
etables out of season. In winter, sweet and Irish
potatoes, cowfield peas, dried okra, turnips and
turnip salad, cabbage, and butter beans were
the ordinary menu. Meals were heavier than
they are now. For breakfast, oatmeal, muffins
and biscuits, or battercakes or waffles, steak
or chicken, eggs, milk, coffee and cream were
a normal meal. In season, five vegetables, not
counting rice or Irish potatoes, two meats, and
a dessert were the ordinary dinner which was
usually served between one and three o'clock.
Supper was simple. Biscuits, jams, cold meat,
grits, bread and milk, tea or coffee, supplied
their needs. Children were fed about five o'clock
and were put to bed by seven.

In the following recipes please note the
"quick heat." This is important as your baked
goods will collapse unless you use it. A modern,
quick oven is not quite as indicative.

NORTHERN AND SOUTHERN ITALIAN
FOoODS AT REASONABLE PRICES

Tuesday Nights:
Cicchetti
(small plates)
with Wine

Thursdays 4pm - 9pm
Date Night - Table for 2
$36 for 2

256-880-9920

Call ahead Reservations Recommended

Music on Tuesday, Thursday, Friday
and Saturday nights

Re-Opened and Operated by the Original Owners
* The Schrader Family *

Since 1963: Serving a Rich Variety of European Fare
o 964 Airport - Huntsville, Al e

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
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Butter Jumbles

Rub a pound of butter into
a pound and a quarter of flour;
beat four eggs with a pound
and a quarter of sugar; when
very light mix them with the
butter and flour; mix in a glass
of rosewater and a nutmeg; roll
them in rings and bake slowly;
sift powdered sugar over them
after they are baked.

Date Rocks

One pound of shelled pecans
or scaley barks; one pound of
seeded dates; three eggs beaten
together; two cups sugar; two
light cups flour; one-quarter
pound of butter; one teaspoon-
ful of soda sifted with the flour;
one teaspoonful of cinnamon;
one of cloves; two of allspice,
also sifted with flour. Buttermilk
as needed.

Cream butter and sugar; add
the beaten eggs; sift flour and
spices in gradually. Add nuts
and dates. If it is too stiff add
enough buttermilk to make it
the consistency of fruit-cake
dough. Drop on greased tins.
Bake in quick oven until light
brown.

Beaten Biscuits

One pound flour, three
ounces lard, one teaspoonful
of salt, one teacupful of ice wa-
ter. Cream the flour and lard.
The salt is sifted with the flour.
Beat on a biscuit block until
the dough blisters with every
stroke. Rollout. Cut with small
cutter. Stick each biscuit four
times in rows in the middle with
fork. Bake forty-five minutes in
a quick oven.

“Welcome to my home.
That door you just kicked
in was locked for your
protection, not mine.”

Message from a gun owner
to a crook

Stuffed Ham

Cut off all extra fat. Boil in
a pot of water until it is ten-
der. Remove, dry, and put in
baker. Run in the oven until it
is dry. Take out. Prepare meal
or rolled cracker crumbs with
some of the juice of the ham,
two eggs beaten together,
sweetened vinegar, salt and
pepper. Slice 1/8 inch strips
out of the ham about four
inches apart. Chop sweet pick-
les into the breadcrumbs. Stuff
strip with mixture. Cover the
ham with it. Decorate with
hard boiled eggs. Take the
yolk out, slice into disks. Use
these as the center of a daisy.

Make petals out of strips of the
white. Cut pickles for stems of
daisy. Run into oven until the
dressing browns. Take out, set
aside to cool. Serve on large platter
when cold.

Chicken Croquettes

Boil hen until the meat leaves
the bones. Strip skin and meat off
the bones. Grind through a meat
grinder with onions. Mix the
chicken with bread crumbs and
chicken gravy. Red pepper adds to
the flavor. Beat two eggs together,
mix in. Form meat into balls and
roll in beaten biscuit crumbs. Fry
in deep fat until a rich brown.

L

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

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

Serve hot on parsley leaves.
Lt

HUNTSVILLE, AL
(256) 539-9441

LOCATIONS ALSO IN
MADISON AND FAYETTEVILLE

your busy days!
Including:
Pick Up and Delivery

Car wash and Wax

Offering Personal Concierge
Services to help you through

Complete Auto Detailing

Oil change & other services




To Keep Suet

Chop the suet you wish to preserve until
some are as fine as for mince pies or pudding;
add a tablespoonful of salt to three tablespoon-
fuls of suet. Mince all well together and putina
jar. Keep it tied up close as exposure to the air
will make it strong. It should be soaked an hour
before you wish to use it to remove the salt.

Sponge Cake

Take twelve eggs, the weight of them in
sugar, and the weight of six of them in flour;
beat the yolks with the sugar, and beat the
whites alone; season with nutmeg or grated
lemon peel; put altogether, adding flour last;
stir it quickly after the flour is added as it will
make it heavy to beat it much; you then grease
several small pans and put it in; bake with a
quick oven and they will be done in half an
hour or less. They are pretty when iced.

Light Bread

Boil Irish potatoes. Mash them in their own
water, cup for cup; add one cup of luke warm
water; one yeast cake dissolved in a cup of luke
warm water, one cup of sugar. Beat to smooth
consistency and let rise in a warm place two
hours at least. Add one tablespoonful of lard;
one teaspoonful of salt, half the yeast mixture
and enough flour to knead into a light dough.

Form into rolls or into loaves. Let rise in
a warm place until they are double their
original size. Butter tops. Bake. The re-
maining half of the mixture may be kept
in a cool place and used two days later.

Recipes were passed from friend to
friend. There was a smokehouse on all of
the old places. Hams cured with saltpe-
tre, pepper, salt, brown sugar, and smoke
hickory chips. A few people cured beef,
also. The fire had to kept up three weeks.
The hams and other pieces of meat swung
from the smoke house rafters. There were
no windows in it nor was there a floor. The
door was fitted as closely as possible so that
as little air as possible could get in.

A good many families made their own
wine or cider, used hard presses, left the
new wine in barrels with a siphon leading
into water to take off the impurities. After
it stopped fermenting it was siphoned into
bottles. They were corked and stored in
cellars with the date on a label.
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ELEGANT HAMPTON COVE HOME
WITH 3-CAR GARAGE

BEAUTIFUL ONE OWNER BRICK PATIO HOME. 3 BR, 2 BA
WITH 3-CAR GARAGE, GAS FIREPLACE, KITCHEN SKYLIGHT,
WOOD & TILE FLOORS, FRENCH DOORS TO THE SUN ROOM,

PRIVATE BACK PATIO. SECLUDED MASTER BEDROOM HAS

HIS-AND-HER WALK-IN CLOSETS.

3106 WATERMAN DR.
$235,000

CALL PEGGY
RICHARD

(256) 603-4974 SINCE 1972

TEAMRICHARDREALTORS.COM IE

* Private Conference Room

* Half-Off Prices Wednesday Evenings on Appetizers
* 24 TVs for Watching your Favorite Sports

* Game Nights

We Cater - Call us with your order and
we’ll deliver your favorite food to you

at the time you need it!

Serving Great Food and Spirits for the

Best Customers in the World!
Closed Sundays
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ing seemed huge to me. That first day I don’t
think I'd ever seen so many kids in one place.
The older kids seemed almost grown.

My brother, Mose, and sister, Vicky, would
accompany me on the mile-and-a-half walk
down the dirt and gravel path that first year.
We would meet up with other kids that came
across the ridges along the way. For the next
seven years I would learn reading, writing
and arithmetic and things that would come in
handy for many decades afterwards.

= L

TEMPERANCE HILL
SCHOOL MEMORIES

by Earlene Swaim Storey

Shiloh United Methodist Church

At Ryland Pike & Dug Hill Road

“One day the Little Red Hen found a Seed. It || Welcomes you to Worship with us.

was a Wheat Seed.” Those were the first words from Sunday School 9:30 a.m. - 10:30 a.m.
my reading Primer. The book contained other age Sunday Worship Service 10:45 a.m.
old stories for beginning readers such as “Three . .

Billy Goats Gruff”, “Chicken Little” and the “Gin- * Nursery Provided for All Services *
gerbread Boy”. I developed a lifelong love of read-

ing from that. I learned how to spell correctly from First Sunday Pot Luck Supper

a book called the “Blue Back Speller”. There were

many lessons learned in grammar school. Temper- May Ist at 5:00 p.m. Everyone is Welcome!

ance Hill School was closed in 1966. I attended first May 8th is Mothers’ Day
through sixth grade there beginning in 1926. Some May 15th is Pentecost Sunday
memories of my days there remain fresh in my mind May 22nd Guest Pastor Hugh Campbell
in my ninety-sixth year.

My seven brothers and sisters had attended Call (256) 852-0586

Temperance Hill before me but to me it was a
mysterious place I'd only heard about. The school
was a mile and a half away from my Route 4 home,
straight down the road. Our
house was considered in the ¢ )
country and even the town of
Scottsboro seemed far away.
We lived on a farm as did all
the families in that area.

I was seven years old when
I started. I was the young-
est out of nine children. I re-
member for a while I only
had older people to talk to at
home. School was a strange
new place and something you
hadn’t done before. The build-

Come worship and fellowship with us
ﬁ‘l as we continue to study God’s Word I_E




Here are a few of my recollections
about the big white Temperance Hill
School building. There were large win-
dows in the front. From the inside they
were high up and you couldn’t look
out. The outside steps seemed steep to
my small legs. There were no rails. The
building had three classrooms with high
ceilings and wooden floors. One of the
rooms was much larger than the other
two rooms and had a stage. The large
room belonged to Miss Madge Porter.
She taught the older kids in fifth and
sixth grade and she was also the Prin-
cipal.

My first grade class was taught by
Miss Dorothy Gold. Miss Gold taught
the first and second graders in one of the
smaller rooms. She had sandy colored
hair and looked young. I thought she was
pretty even though I was a little afraid
of her... and all of the teachers. Miss
Janie Bryant taught the third and fourth
grades. The classrooms were arranged by
grades, two grades to a room. Each grade
had a couple rows of desks on opposite
sides of the room. My brother Mose sat
in the same room as I did but always
in the next grade so I didn’t get to talk
with him in class. It seemed like Mose
was always the teacher’s pet.

A rural school building then was
much like the houses we all lived in.
There was no electricity or running
water. For drinking water they had
two huge wooden barrels with a spigot
sitting on a covered porch area outside
the classroom. Everyone had their own
drinking cup. I had a collapsible tin
cup. Our lighting was mainly the large
windows and oil lamps as a backup.

Our rooms would get really hot in
the summertime. During the winter,
heating was provided by a coal burn-
ing pot belly stove in each room. The
restrooms were located outside the
school in outhouses; one for boys and

On an senior lady’s shirt was
written, “l am not 60 years
old - | am Sweet 16 with
44 years Experience.”

That's Attitude
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one for girls. There must have been a separate one for the
three teachers because they never went to ours. We had
things at Temperance Hill that schools have today I think.
We had a school bell that the teachers rang. There were
blackboards hung on the walls and a pencil sharpener. We
had recess and a lunch break. We also had report cards
and homework.

Everyone had to buy their own textbooks and school
supplies. Those things didn’t cost that much but money
was scarce. I always seemed to be out of paper.

1\
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Our school sessions lasted until May. We went
back in July. School would let out during cotton
picking season. All children were expected to pick
cotton with the grown-ups and help their families.
I remember they also used to close the school for
funerals when someone in the area died. Everyone
in the school would be at funerals of people we
didn’t know, which looking back seems kind of
odd.

My closest friends at Temperance Hill were
Opal Benson, Edith McKelvey and Kathrine Rice.
We usually sat at the back of the building and ate
our lunches together. I had a metal lunch box. I
once used it as a weapon when a boy I didn’t like
too much tried to kiss me.

Everyone brought something from home to
eat. Something like a ham biscuit and a tea cake.
My mother made the best tea cakes and I've never
been able to figure how she made them. This was
before the great Depression. As I said nobody
had much money but we didn’t feel like we were
poor. We always had plenty to eat. Some families
were better off than others though. I remember a
few children every day had only cornbread with
molasses in their lunch pail.

When the Depression came later we weren't
any worse off that I could tell.

At recess the older kids played basketball. The
playground had two basketball goals and a dirt
court in between. The boys and girls
alternated days using it.

Everyone else played children’s
games. We had tugs of war. We picked
tlowers that grew on the grounds. There
was a little creek near the school that
some kids said had water moccasins
but I never saw any. There was an
opening to the crawl space under the
big room. Sometimes we would go in
there when we were playing hide and
seek. We heard vagrants would occa-
sionally sleep there, which was a little
scary to me. Once I remember catching
little frogs that were in puddles after a
rain. I lost interest when somebody said
they would give you warts. The teach-
ers kept us inside during the cold and
rainy weather.

We always addressed the teachers as
Miss Madge, Miss Janie or Miss Gold. I
remember Miss Janie once got mad at a
big boy from Larkin’s Landing. I'm not
sure what he did but she took her stick
and slammed it on his desk. He stood up

Never run away when you see a bear,
unless you know for sure you can
beat some of the other runners.

Summer will be here
soon! Come see our
Unique Apparel!




and grabbed the switch away from her and broke
it in two. Needless to say he got sent home. They
paddled kids that got out of line back then.

That boy also had a cousin who liked to pull
my hair. I had to lean forward in my chair to keep
away from him but I never told on him. There
were always bullies and kids that wanted to pick
on you.

I always had sore throats. I can’t remember
missing school because I was sick. A county wel-
fare doctor would come out to school on occasion
to check on the students’” general health. The
county doctor told my parents my tonsils needed
to come out. I still have them today though. I also
wormed out of getting shots. The school never
closed for bad weather that I can remember. In the
winter sometimes my hands would be so cold I'd
almost be in tears. The school was always warm
when we got there. It was nice to warm up by the
stove. If it was raining a man named Ira Bradford
whose children walked with us would drive us
to school, otherwise we made the mile and a half
walk ourselves. Mr. Bradford was one of the few
people who owned a car. When I was in my later
grades Henry Jones, a guard at the nearby convict
camp, gave me a ride a few times.

The teachers were strict but were nice when
you got to know them. Every so often the teacher
would let me or someone else go outside to help
dust the erasers. It always seemed like an honor
to do that.

I made my only stage appearance at Temper-
ance Hill. Every year they would put on a play. I
never enjoyed being on stage but with my class-
mates around me I didn’t mind it too much. I was
Little Miss Muffett in one play and the Queen
of the Fairies in another. An old black lady once
loaned us these really beauti-
ful old dresses that we wore
as costumes for one of the
shows. The play performances
we had were the only times I
remember my parents actually
coming to the school.

One night my best friend
Opal and I got to spend the

Almost every night we go
to bed, without any as-
surance of being alive the
next morning, but still we
set the alarm to wake us
up. That’s Hope.
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night with Miss Janie and her husband. It might
have been while we were doing the play. They
lived near where the old Goodyear Plant is. I
remember Opal wanting a drink of water in the
middle of the night and waking the teacher.

Miss Janie cooked a wonderful breakfast for
us. That was a real treat.
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Hundreds of kids passed
through the doors of that old
three room school. Some names
of families I remember dur-
ing my time there were Tan-
ner, Carter, Chandler, Mar-
tin, Finney, Edmonds, Gen-
try, Sharp, Murray, Anderson,
Cordell, Law, Reed, Frazier,
Treece, Shook, Oden, Miller,
Moss, Foster, Crye, Cornelison,
Hawkum and Olinger.

I actually attended Temper-
ance Hill beyond sixth grade.
High school was seventh
through twelfth grade. For some
reason Mose and I went back
to Temperance Hill because it
cost too much for us to go to
high school in Scottsboro. They
called it conscription school and
we could go to High School at
Temperance Hill for two dollars
a month. So Mose and I went to
seventh grade there instead of
high school. Our teacher was
Lawton Kennamer.

When I got to high school,
the kids from Temperance Hill
were kind of looked upon as
outsiders. I liked high school
but in grammar school the other
kids weren’t as judgmental
about clothes and what you had.

Many years later I saw Miss
Madge Porter in Scotts-

School until its last day in
1966, the building continued
to use pot-bellied stove heat-
ing as late as 1964. They in-
stalled a butane system only a
couple years before the school
closed.” Her husband, Alfred,
also a former teacher at Tem-
perance Hill, would arrive at
5:30 every morning to start a
tire in the stoves. The building
still had outhouses and run-
ning water only in the kitchen.

During her tenure (1959-
1966) the school enrolled about
75 students. She concluded
the school was closed as the
area had been incorporated
into the Scottsboro city limits
and was not considered eco-
nomically practical to continue
operating. The school building
would later be used as a truck-
ing company and today is a
private residence.

Fifty years after closing the
little school named in honor
of the temperance movement;
its old white facade still stands
as a reminder of a bygone
Jackson County era and a
monument to both the many
educators and children who
taught and learned there.

boro and she told me
she had kept some of my
drawings and stories I'd
written while in her class.
She asked me if I wanted
them. I was very surprised
Miss Madge had held on to
them for so many years. I
was not scholarly like my
sister Vicky - just an aver-
age student. Miss Madge
told me that she had ob-
served through the years
that the average students
usually did better in life.
According to Joyce
Kennamer, who taught
at the Temperance Hill
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musical chairs. So, Terri and Josh have stepped in to
help feed the puppies every 3-4 hours. Velma's milk
supply is supplemented with goat milk and Esbilac
formula. Half comes from Velma and half comes from
the formula. A very busy new family!

Frazier Home Inspections, Inc.

Inspections performed
according to ASHI Standards

Nineteen Pupples Johnny Frazier, Inspector
AL License # HI-1047

On December 5, 2015, the world got a

little bit sweeter. That's the day that Velma, Cell (256) 603-8430
a 4-year-old Great Dane from Alabama, Home (256) 534-0277
stunned her owners Josh and Terri. You see,

Velma was pregnant and they expected her Before you buy a home, have it

to give birth to a litter of 10. But imagine
their surprise when they learned Velma was
pregnant with a whopping 19 puppies!

Averaging a delivery of one puppy
per hour, the entire birthing process took
about 19 hours in total. Incredibly, all of
the puppies are healthy, happy and just
adorable.

Velma's brood is nearly unprecedent-
ed — it officially ties with the largest
known litter of goofy Great Danes!

Keeping one baby fed is difficult
enough, let alone a pack of 19 plump and
hungry Great Danes, which is said to be
the largest dog breed.

Terri and Josh were stunned when
the puppies "just kept coming," after a
19-hour-long birthing process. Expect-
ing 10 puppies is a whole lot different
when you see 9 more that weren't ex-
pected! Even the vet wasn’t prepared.

All of the puppies are healthy and

happy, and Terri says each one is pre- o . . . e
cious and unique. Velma is also doing Call for 5% off interior and exterior painting,

great. She was, understandably, ex- good through May 31, 2016
tremely worn out after the delivery but

as she was healthy to start with, there 256-683-0326

were no issues later.

iInspected by a professional.

However, nursing the brood is a Call for a Free Estimate
whole other story. Great Danes grow .
rapidly and so do their food needs. Thank youfor your Business.
Velma has proved to be a wonderful We wish you a prosperous 2016!

mom, but she simply cannot nurse all
of the puppies at once without it look-
ing like an adorable yet chaotic game of L1

3313 Highway 33 - Huntsville, Al 35806

rj
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Scruffy

Part Two
by John E. Carson

Though my eyes had adjusted to the
dim light of the poorly lit space and the
early darkness of mid-winter, I could not
make out the details of the animal that
stood panting in front of me. But my ears
could hear the ragged breathing of his
lungs as both of our racing hearts began
to slow down.

Crouching slowly I reached out like a
blind man searching for his cane and felt
the coarse, matted fur of a dog I was sure
must be some kind of German Shepherd.

"Easy, boy," I said as I stroked his back,
guessing at the gender of my defender.
The dog responded with a turn of its head
and sat complacent at my feet.

"Where did you come from?" I asked,
thinking out loud and feeling his neck for
a collar and tag. A collar was all I found.
It was an old, thin, leather collar coming
apart at the stitching, its layers beginning
to separate and I knew that it had seen a
lot of time and weather.

Still shaking from the attack I won-
dered if he would follow me into the
restaurant that I had hoped would be my
sanctuary from the pursuing gang. Should
I report it? Would anyone even care? The
gang was already long gone; what could
the police do anyway?

I knew from reading yesterday's
newspapers that many homeless people
had been attacked here recently. It had
become so frequent that social media sites
were calling for the city to take action.
Meanwhile, local residents and businesses
were calling for more restrictions against

the homeless. Ordinances outlawing vagrancy, feeding
the homeless and sleeping in public places were being
passed to placate businesses along the streets and tour-
ist areas. People like me were a thorn in the side of the
under-budgeted police force and the outcry on the Na-
tional scene was an embarrassment to the city council
and the mayor.

No, maybe the best thing to do was to just go in and
use the restroom, wash up and dig up enough change
to buy a burger and a drink. If the dog was still outside
I would share with him.

After cleaning up the best I could, I dug into the deep
pockets of the thin, gray topcoat finding an assortment of
change that embarrassed me further as I spread it noisily
on the metal counter under the glare of the cashier who
rolled her eyes as if to please the few people watching
from the tables behind me.

Success! I had enough for a $1.00 burger, fries and a
small drink! "That's to go, right?" "Yeah, to go." I agreed.
Iwouldn't eat in here anyway; I thought to myself. Once




outside, I sat at one of the metal
tables - the kind that reminded
me of a cheese grater - and
looked around for the dog.

It did not take him long
to find me and in the light I
could see that he was indeed
some kind of Shepherd mix;
the black and brown coat be-
ing the strongest clue. But the
somewhat floppy ears and the
shorter, stouter muzzle of his
face suggested a possible Border
Collie mix.

I'am no dog expert but  had
a few pups while growing up
and saw enough combat dogs
during my service to be able to
recognize them.

The brown eyes looking
up at me hopefully as he sat

atiently at my side were too
ard to resist, and half of the

small bag of fries disappeared
one by one between his long

white canine teeth while I ate
my burger, saving a fan-sized
bite for my new friend.

No longer alone, I felt a
little bolder and took the paper
drink cup back inside, ignor-
ing the disgusted looks of the
high-nosed patrons. I would
have ordered coffee but I knew
I could get more soda in the cup
if I skipped the ice.

Back outside again I sat at
the unwelcoming table and re-
garded my new partner.

“Idon’t know what I am go-
ing to do with you,” I said, as if
he could understand me. “I can
hardly feed myself let alone a
dog. But still, I sure am glad
you came along.” I reached out
and petted him as I talked and
he looked up at me, seemingly
content to stay with me.

From the condition of his
coat and his worn, frayed col-
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lar, I was pretty sure he was
a stray. That he hadn’t had a
bath for quite a while added to
his homeless appearance and
I felt an immediate connection
with him.

“Well hell,” I said, “I don’t
know what I am going to eat
tomorrow anyway so what’s
the difference? Tell you what;
if I can find greener pastures
for you, I will. In the meantime
I would not mind having you
watch my back. Maybe we can
find a warm place to sleep to-
night,” I said smiling.

A mutt like me, the dog
looked up as if smiling back.
“So,” 1 said, “We have a deal?
Good, now what doI call you?”

I knew the answer as soon as
I asked the question. “Scruffy,”
Isaid. “We'll call you Scruffy!”

Laxary Bentley Convertible

Rental available for Special Occasions:
Weddings, Anniversarvies, Pavades, Cjraduations

Booking Now for Summer weddings & events. Call well in advance for price quote on
your event. Prices vary depending on location and duration of your event.

Available on a rental basis for your event. A driver is provided.

Ride in a Beautiiul Red Bentley
Convertible (Made by Rolls Royce of
England) and is one of a kind.
This car is luxury in every detail for
your once-in-a-lifetime memory.

Contact Information:
Mrs. Judy Smith
Ofs. (256) 533-4684
Cell (256) 651-7250

Email - jesmith@hiwaay.net
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THE BOOK SHOP (" 2, 1200 Gove '
by Lee Burkett W Q/
Z ome,
I was born in Huntsville in 1947 but only lived
here a short while in the forties until 1969. I grew up in &Wm ;4%

Santa Fe, CA; Aiken, SC; and mostly Gulf Breeze, FL.
My Grandparents A.W. and Wanda Burkett moved
here in the early 20s. He worked at a furniture store,
the school board and managed Laughlin Funeral Home
in the forties. My Grandmother ran a sandwich shop

on the first floor of the Times Building. They worked Garden o f Resurrection I
at Oak Ridge during the war years.

The story goes that the Grandparents were going Cemetery Lots $1200.00
to buy Bibles for their two sons Thomas and Sam (my
father). They couldn't find what they were looking for Buy one and get one f ree
and the selections were scant. They decided to open up Plus perpetual care

a book shop and carry Bibles and did so on the Clinton
side first floor of the Russel Erskine Hotel. This was in
the early fifties.

One time a customer told Grandma that she didn't SR8 8 033
have what she wanted in Bibles. Grandma told her
that they did not have the most but had the biggest : 7 5
selectior}ll of Bibles in the whole state of Alabamag %nd Help l.ng families Honor
if she didn't see what she wanted she could forget it. the Lives of Those They

I came up every summer for a few weeks and
pretended to work in the store. I was supposed to be
paid 50 cents per hour. I could sweep the cigarette
butts from the sidewalk cracks but not sweep the ac-
tual store or walk. That was James' job. ]amgs was a (256) 51 3—91 63
convicted felon but they trusted him with everything
they had. He was a great guy and a jack of all trades.
At that time, he also did the imprinting. He always Hampton Cove F I H
took me and my Great Grandmother back and forth ampton L.ove fruneral fiome
to Lynchburg. I took mail to the Post Office which was 6262 H ighway 431 South
at the Federal Building on Holmes and made runs out
for things on occasion. Hampton Cove, Al 35763

One time [ took a big armload of packages to the L. B
Post Office and just left them. I
don't know what I was thinking.

I did make a hurried return trip xpTeS S WaSh
with the money. I remember go- I l d
ing past the bottling plant and nciuaes a

I guess I was also an original F ree Va cuum

the smell from there.
"loss prevention" officer. I never

maintenance fee

Love

256.532.2107

“l don’t like making plans
for the day. Because then
the word ‘premeditated’

4
gets thrown around in the Lee S Express WaSh
courtroom.” 1220 Memorial Parkway NW

Retired and Loving It www.leesmagictunnel.com




stopped a theft but I did stop
some kids from opening games,
etc. Maybe I helped by follow-
ing them around. I especially
"guarded" the Dinky Toys be-
cause they were so expensive.
When it was slow, I raced them.
I changed tires etc. I think I was
ten years ahead of Hot Wheels.
Later when they started sell-
ing school books, she sent me up
to the Square to see how long the
line was at T. T. Terry's. One of
my least favorite jobs was stuff-
ing bags. This was where you
put ads in the Book Shop bags.
I guess my favorite part was
going to lunch with either of
my Grandparents. There were
many places downtown where
we could walk. We ate at Central
Cafe, Post Office Cafe, White
Castle Hamburgers and rarely
the Russel Erskine and many
more which I don't remember.
One place near the Post Of-
fice had antebellum scenes on
the wall. She liked the meatloaf
at the Post Office Cafe because
they used a combination of

meats in their meatloaf. I was
tascinated with the cigarette
collection there. Sometimes in
the middle of the afternoon
she would take me for a snack.
We would go for pie at a very
small place on Spragins on the
hill where the parking is for
the Utilities. Then we’d get a
Coke at Dark Drugstore with
the heart shaped wire seats, and
her favorite snack was a Heath
Bar Split at the Russell Erskine
snack bar.

My Grandmother was a
shrewd businesswomen. Many
people will probably remember
her with her skirt and blouse,
with hair up ina bun and a num-
ber 2 pencil stuck in it. Also for
her orthopedic shoes.

She never used tape when
wrapping gifts. She tied up
packages with yarn. She was
always getting on me about
that. One year when the cost of
stamps went, I think, from 3 to 4
cents she just about worked me
to the bone getting out the store
charges that last day before the
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increase. Some people were sur-
prised to get a bill for something
they charged that day, a day or
so later. I carried a big stack to
the Post Office that afternoon.
This was July 1958.

One time a flimflam artist
came in. He left with no ad-
ditional money after being se-
verely chastised by Grandma.
Another time I was alone at the
front of the shop and a customer
came in and picked out a dollar
item. I just collected the dollar
and put it in the cash register.
When she found out I didn’t
collect the tax, you would have
thought the world was coming
to an end.

One year we went out to
North Parkway in the car to
see the Goat Man. I was very
surprised when she gave him
some money.

Another time she decided
we needed to go on a diet. She
said Metrical was the way to
go and so we started in. They
had different flavors, kinda like
Ensure today. After about the
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third one and third missed meal
I said I think I would rather just
go hungry. She agreed, so we
stopped it.

One year I rode up here on
the Hummingbird Train from
Flomaton, AL to Decatur. I left
about 10 in the morning and got
to Decatur about 8 that night.
That’s another story in itself.
Sometimes [ would “hitchhike”
on small planes coming up here
for business from the Florida
Panhandle. I landed at the old
airport by Joe Davis Stadium.

My Grandparents lived at
this time on the corner of Ala-
bama and Dawn just off Whites-
burg Drive. One morning she
gave me the fare and I took the
bus from Dawn and Whitesburg
to downtown and walked from
the stop to the store.

When I would come up,
Grandma took it upon herself
to get me fixed up. She took
me across the street to get my
glasses adjusted, to the dentist
in the Hutchens building and to
a clothing store on Holmes east
of the Federal Building. They
asked and I didn’t know any
better and put cuffs on my pants.

My Grandparents had many
friends in the shops and stores
around town. Every time I came
up I had to go around to see
them. Mrs. Shelton was one I
liked to visit. She worked at
Dunnavant’s in the alteration
department by the shoe section.
I always marveled at the x-ray
shoe fitting machine they had.

I hope I never used it. I think
there was a sign that said it was
for adults only.

The pneumatic tube system
was a marvel, too. Mrs. Sand-
ers and her son Darrell had the
News stand and she always said
come down and read the comics.
Also the Hill’s, Hilson’s and Ma-
son’s were others I remember.

I got my hair cut at a shop in
the Twickenham Hotel where
the parking garage is now on
Clinton and close to the News
stand. I made the
mistake of getting
it cut there just be-
fore we got mar-
ried in 1970 and
got way too much
cut off. I also got
it cut sometimes at
the Russel Erskine
because Grandma
said Wernher von
Braun went there
too and it was just
next door.

My Aunt and
Uncle and cousins
entertained me too.
My uncle took me
to Hutchens Hard-
ware on Jefferson
and bought me my
first Case knife. I
think it cost $2.50.
We went to the
shows on Washing-
ton and swimming
at the Country Club
or Thornton Acres
pools.

I remember playing putt-
putt on a course near the round-
about and power station in the
Embassy Suites vicinity. Some-
times we would go to Big Spring
Park to watch softball games or
feed the ducks.

I always loved my trips to
Huntsville and my visit and
looked forward to it. Every time
I drive by the Russel Erskine
or through downtown, I think
often about those times so long
ago.

Located at Limestone Flea Market,
between Huntsville and Athens on

Highway 72

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




Curly Putman,
Master Songwriter

by Malcolm Miller

Some time back I gave Jerry
Brazier, owner of Jerry and Bill's
Barber Shop where I worked
for many years, a box of barber
tools and parts that I had accu-
mulated over the years since I
was no longer able to cut hair. A
few weeks later when I went to
his shop he said that I had given
him something I might want to
keep. When Isaw it did indeed
want it. [t was a very old letter in
pretty bad condition but when I
saw Tree Publishing Company
letterhead I knew it was from
my good friend Curly Putman,
ironically the date on the letter
was June 2, 1964.

In the letter Curly said he
couldn't use the songs I had sent
but to send him some more. But
most importantly he said that
he was still trying to write that
big hit. You see up till this time
Curly had been struggling; but
lo and behold a few months later
he wrote "Green Green Grass of
Home" and the rest as they say
is history.

It was first recorded by John-
ny Darryl then Porter Wagner,
Jerry Lee Lewis and finally the
biggest hit by Tom Jones. On
January 8th I had a long talk
with Curly and he said this par-
ticular song had been recorded
five hundred times and in every
known language.

This was only the beginning
for this tall, somewhat shy man
from Paint Rock Valley. His
songs were recorded by many,
many of the legends of country
music. He wrote Dolly Parton's
first hit "Dumb Blond", Tammy
Wynette's "Divorce", T.G. Shep-
herd’s "Do You Want to Go to
Heaven", the list goes on and
but the greatest of all was a
song by George Jones that was
named the number two country
song of all time. "He Stopped

Loving Her Today" was co-
written with Bobby Braddock.

Life wasn't always easy for
Curly, when he got out of high
school at Princeton he joined
the Navy, and after his hitch in
the Navy he met and fell in love
with a pretty lass Miss Bernice
Wilson, and like many couples
back then they went to Iuka,
Mississippi and got married.
Another musician buddy of
mine, Lamarr Cox, and his wife
Laneva drove them there.

The first time I ever saw
Curly he was traveling with a
member of the Grand Ole Opry,
I believe it was Bradley Kincaid.
Later on he joined Slim Lay and
Hap Wilson's band along with
the late and great guitar picker
Maurice Ramsey. Carolyn Gos-
sett was the girl singer for the
band.

Curly really worked hard
trying to
support his
family, by
now they
had two
sons. He
had sev-
eral jobs;
shoe sales-
man, storm
door and
fence sales-
man, and a
stint work-
ing in Slim
Lays record
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shop. I even tried to get him
a job with the Huntsville Fire
Department by talking to a City
Councilman I knew, all to no
avail.

Asllook back over the many
years I have known Curly I
truly believe that all these jobs
and hard times only proves that
Curly Putman was a man des-
tined for greatness. Now Curly
can look out over his sprawling
twenty-five acre estate near
Lebanon, TN with pride because
he overcame many obstacles
and finally reached the top rung
of the ladder of success.

And friends, the best could
be yet to come for he told me
that at age seventy-seven he
has started writing again. With
him writing again we may hear
some real country music over
the airways once more. I for one
am certainly ready for it.
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Puppies Saved by Greater
Huntsville Humane Society

Sometimes it takes a lot of
work to save a life, especially
when that life is treated like
trash.

In early January, a man
came in to the Greater Hunts-
ville Humane Society with
puppies less than an hour
old. He told us that he had
purchased a dog on Craig-

slist, and she gave birth a few
days later to five puppies.
He didn't want the pups, so
he threw them in a bag and
came to GHHS. He insisted
that if we didn't take them, he
would leave them on the side
of the road. 5 innocent lives,
45 minutes in this world,
abandoned for dead.

We had no choice but to
take them, but he refused to
give us the mother. The only
option was to nurse them by
hand, which we've done for
the last 5 weeks. We're proud
tosay all 5 pups are healthy &
strong, and the staff have all
picked out favorites.

Many thanks to Krystle
Newby, our Kennel Manager,
for fostering them through
sleepless nights and many,
many bottle feedings.

These guys have received
a ton of interest on Facebook
and will probably be adopted
as soon as they're available,
but we wanted to share their
story. This is not an uncom-
mon event for us, just one in
the line of many. But we will
fight, and we will save, every
animal we can.
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PET TIPS
FROM ANGEL

Angel is quite a trivia dog
and thought you’d enjoy
these tidbits!

1. While Chow dogs are
well known for their dis-
tinctive blue-black tongues,
they’re actually born with pink

of their feet.

13. In addition to sweating through
their paw pads, dogs pant to cool
themselves off. A panting dog can
take 300-400 breaths (compared to his
regular 30-40) with very little effort. But
Fanting can also mean that your dog is

eeling pain - so be very watchful.

14. Americans love dogs! 62% of
U.S. households own a pet, which
equates to 72.9 million homes

15. 45% of dogs sleep in their own-
er’s bed (pretty sure a large percentage
also hog the blankets).

16. Why are dogs’ noses so wet?
Dogs’ noses secrete a thin layer of mu-

tongues. They turn blue-black
at 8-10 weeks of age.

2. It pays to be a lap dog. Three dogs
(from First Class cabins!) survived the sink-
ing of the Titanic - two were Pomeranians
and one Pekingese.

3. It's rumored that, at the end of the
Beatles song, “A Day in the Life,” Paul
McCartney recorded an ultrasonic whistle,
audible only to dogs, just for his Shetland
sheepdog.

4. Wow, check out those choppers! Pup-
Eies have 28 teeth and normal adult dogs

ave 42.

5. Dogs chase their tails for a variety of
reasons: curiosity, exercise, anxiety, preda-
tory instinct or, they might have fleas! If
your dog is chasing his tail excessively, you
should talk with your vet.

6. Seeing spots? Or not... Dalmatian
puppies are pure white when they are born
and develop their spots as they grow older.

7. Dogs do dream! Dogs and humans
have the same type of slow wave sleep
(SWS) and rapid eye movement (REM) and
during this REM stage dogs can dream. The
twitching and paw movements that occur
during their sleep are signs that your pet is
dreaming

8. No night vision goggles needed! A
dog’s eyes contain a special membrane,
cal? d the tapetum lucidum, which allows
him to see in the dark.

9. A large breed dog’s resting heart
beats between 60 and 100 times per minute.
A small dog’s heart beats between 100-140.
Comparatively, a resting human heart beats
60-100 times per minute.

10. If your dog’s acting funny, get out
the umbrella! According to a Petside.com/
Associated Press poll, 72% of dog owners
believe their dog can detect when stormy
weather is on the way.

11. It'snotafever...A dog’s normal tem-
perature is between 101 and 102.5 degrees
Fahrenheit.

12. Unlike humans who sweat every-
where, dogs only sweat through the pads

cous that helps them absorb scent. They then lick their noses to
sample the scent through their mouth.

17. Yummy! Dogs have about 1,700 taste buds. Humans
have approximatelﬁ 9,000 and cats have around 473.

18. Watch that hamburger! A dog’s sense of smell is 10,000
- 100,000 times more acute as that of humans.

19. It’snot so black and white. It's a myth that dogs only see
in black and white. In fact, it’s believed that dogs see primarily
in blue, greenish-yellow, yellow and various shades of %‘ray.

20. Sound frequency is measured in Hertz (Hz). The higher
the Hertz, the higher-pitched the sound. Dogs hear best at 8,000
Hz, while humans hear best at around 2,000 Hz.

21. Dogs’ ears are extremely expressive. It's no wonder!
There are more than a dozen separate muscles that control a
dog’s ear movements.

22. Why do they do that? When dogs kick after going to
the bathroom, they are using the scent glands on their paws to
further mark their territory.

23. No, it’s not just to make themselves look adorable. Dogs
curl up in a ball when they sleep due to an age-old instinct to
keep themselves warm and protect their abdomen and vital
organs from predators.

24. Dogs have three eyelids, an upper lid, a lower lid and
the third lid, called a nictitating membrane or “haw,” which
helps keep the eye moist and protected.

* Renfroe Animal Hospital E
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

1012 Mem. Pkwy. NW

Across from Books A Million &

h
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From the Desk of Tom Carney

The Court Martial of

Col. John Nickerson

The first hint of anything
wrong came on the morning of
Tuesday, January 7, 1957 when
several people noticed a photo-
graph of Colonel John Nickerson
missing from the corridor walls
of the Army Ballistic Missile
Agency at Redstone Arsenal.

That in itself was not unusu-
al as personnel were routinely
transferred at the agency, but
Colonel Nickerson was a highly
popular officer and people were
wondering why nothing had
been said if he was simply being
transferred.

A phone call to Headquar-
ters produced an equally puz-
zling response.

"Any information about
Colonel Nickerson will have to
come from the Pentagon."

The Washington Bureau
of the Associated Press was
quickly alerted and began dig-
ging into the story. Late that
evening a teletype came across
the wires stating that Colonel
Nickerson had been relieved
from duty pending a possible
court martial. Unnamed sources
at the Pentagon confirmed that
Nickerson stood accused of
espionage and distribution of
classified material.

The news hit Huntsville
like a bombshell. Nickerson
was a West Point graduate and
a highly decorated front-line
officer during World War II.
More importantly for Huntsville
was the fact that he was one of
the key people involved in the
Army's Jupiter Rocket Program
at Redstone Arsenal.

The Jupiter Rocket Program
was literally Huntsville's life

by Tom Carney

blood. From a small ru-

ral community of 16,437
people in 1950, Hunts-

ville had grown to an
astonishing population

of over 50,000 people in

1955. Most of this growth

was a direct result of
rocket research and develop-
ment being carried out at the
Arsenal. Huntsville civic lead-
ers were confidently predicting
the prosperity would continue
as the United States pushed its
missile program forward.

Unfortunately, powerful
forces in Washington were
determined that Huntsville,
Alabama would not be a part of
the space program.

The missile program at Red-
stone Arsenal, under Wernher
von Braun, had been patterned
after the highly successful Ger-
man effort at Peenemunde; with
all the research and develop-
ment being done “in house.”
The German scientists had ad-
vocated this system as being the
most efficient.

Major defense contractors
around the country were in-

censed at this “in house” con-
cept. The space program prom-
ised to be worth billions of
dollars in government contracts
and if Huntsville got the nod for
the first satellite, many of these
contractors would be left out in
the cold.

Put simply, the defense con-
tractors wanted to disband the
rocket team at Redstone and let
private industry take on their
roles.

The first salvo in the battle
for government contracts was
tired in February of 1956 when
defense contractors leaked to
the press information about
the secret operation, Paper-
clip. The Army had begun the
operation shortly after WW II
as a secret program to bring
German scientists to America.
Although the vast majority og




the Germans were of sterling
character, a few possessed du-
bious backgrounds; a fact the
defense contractors were only
too happy to point out. Dossiers
were compiled on many of the
scientists, accompanied by lurid
accusations of their Nazi past
and distributed to influential
politicians in Washington in an
attempt to discredit the German
influence on the fledgling rocket
program.

The defense contractors had
hoped that once Paperclip was
exposed, many of the Germans,
not wanting publicity, would
flee their Army jobs and en-
ter private industry - in effect
crippling the Jupiter program.
Although a few of the scientists
succumbed to the offers of lu-
crative employment, the vast
majority chose to remain where
they were.

Undaunted, the defense
contractors next took aim at the

Jupiter program itself.

Unlike the Army’s missile
program, the Air Force and
Navy depended wholly on
defense contractors for their
research and development. The
fact that their programs were
riddled with delays and failures
had no bearing on the lobbyists
who descended on Washington
like a plague of locusts.

On July 29, 1956, James
C. Hagerty, Press Secretary
for President Eisenhower, an-
nounced that the Navy’s Van-
guard rocket would be used to
launch America’s first satellite.
Experts in the rocket program
were outraged at the decision
that was clearly made by people
with close ties to the defense
contractors. Not only was the
Vanguard $100,000,000 over
budget, it was not capable of
launching a satellite and no one
had any idea when it would be
able to, if ever.
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On the other hand, the Jupi-
ter rocket at Redstone was al-
ready capable of entering orbit,
a fact the Defense Department
was only too well aware of. On
September 20, when Secretary of
Defense Charles Wilson learned
that von Braun was going to
launch a Jupiter rocket at Cape
Canaveral, he angrily ordered
General Medaris, commander at
Redstone, to personally inspect
the fourth stage of the rocket
to make sure it was not opera-
tional. Even without the fourth
stage however, the missile still
climbed to an altitude of 682
miles. It proved easily powerful
enough to have entered orbit if
permission had been granted.

Although von Braun and
his team were pleased with
the results, certain people in
Washington were not. Contracts
had already been issued and if
word of the Jupiter’s success-
ful launch leaked out, it could

Carpets

Clean your carpets
and reduce allergens at
the same time. One of the
reasons carpets are re-
placed is because of dirt.

Why pay to replace
your carpet just because
it's dirty?

Huntsville (256) 883-2525
Mon - Sat 10am - 6pm

All-in-One Floor Machine for
wood floors, tile, carpets

Wood & Tile Floors

Remove grout stains on tile floors.
Bring back the luster in hardwood floors.
Remove oil and grease from concrete and asphalt.
Restore marble floors, restoring shine.
Deep clean carpets, removing dirt and stains.
Strips, sands & polishes bare floors with no
gouging or swirlng.

1010 Airport Rd.
(Across from T. J. Maxx)
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prove to be a public relations
nightmare. The problem was
easily solved however by clas-
sifying the launch as “Secret”
and forbidding anyone to talk
about it. Wernher von Braun’s
team was also ordered to cease
any further work on the project.

Adding insult to injury was
an order that Wilson issued on
November 26, 1956. The Air
Force and the Navy were given
jurisdiction for most of the rock-
et programs while the Army,
possessing the most powerful
rocket in the world, was ordered
to limit their rocket’s range to
200 miles!

Again, well aware of the
public’s outrage if it was to
learn the facts, the Secretary of
Defense ordered the memoran-
dum, as well as any information
about Redstone’s Jupiter rocket,
to be kept secret.

In a sense the Jupiter pro-
gram was simply erased from
the books by declaring it clas-
sified.

For Colonel John Nickerson
this posed an insurmountable
dilemma. Part of his responsi-
bilities involved briefing Con-
gressional leaders and gaining
their support for further work at
Redstone. He was in a position
where he was forbidden to talk
about the Jupiter program, but
could not gain support unless
he did.

Frustrated at all levels of the
bureaucracy, Nickerson com-
piled a memorandum outlining
the duplicity of the defense con-
tractors and the Defense Depart-
ment. In it he accused Generals
and Admirals at the Pentagon of
supporting the defense contrac-
tors in exchange for lucrative

Your tooth is the only
part of your body that
cannot heal itself.

positions when they retired.
Even more damaging was docu-
mentation he enclosed showing
the true cost and performance
of the Navy rocket versus the
Jupiter project. He also outlined
the “Secret” orders that had pre-
vented the public from knowing
of the duplicity.

Copies of the memorandum
were sent to influential back-
ers of the space program with
Nickerson requesting the source
of the documents be kept confi-
dential.

Among the people receiv-
ing copies was Drew Pearson,
a noted columnist for The New
York Times who immediately
realized the explosive potential
of the memorandum. Seeking
confirmation of the story, Pear-
son confronted the Secretary of
Defense with the documents.
After hastily scanning the pa-

Pearson pointed out that none
of the papers were stamped con-
fidential, Wilson immediately
pulled a rubber stamp from a
desk drawer and stamped every
one of the documents with the
large red letters “SECRET.”

Within days the memo-
randums were traced back to
Colonel Nickerson at Redstone
Arsenal. On January 2, 1957,
Army investigators descended
on Nickerson’s quarters and
after a prolonged search discov-
ered several secret documents
connecting him to the leaked
material.

Nickerson was promptly re-
lieved from duty pending court
martial proceedings.

The court martial itself was
almost a nonevent. Investiga-
tors, spurred by an inquisitive
press, soon discovered Nick-
erson’s allegations to be true.

pers, Wilson
angrily de-
nied the accu-
sations. When
Pearson asked
for the papers
back how-
ever, Wilson
refused to re-
lease them,
saying they
were “Secret.”
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Technically, the information he had
leaked was classified but as the press
pointed out, “The public’s right to
know of corruption in the Defense De-
partment far outweighed any criminal
penalties that might be imposed.”
Confronted by the public’s out-
rage, the Army was forced to drop the
espionage charges. Undoubtedly the
Army would have preferred to drop
all the charges and sweep the matter
under the rug, but as Nickerson had
already pled guilty to breaching se-
curity regulations, the court martial
board had no choice but to pro-

Old Huntsville Page43

ceed. On June 29, 1957, Colonel
Nickerson was found guilty and

The Health of Your Nerves

received the relatively light sen-
tence of loss of rank for one year
and a $1500 fine.

In the aftermath of the court
martial the Secretary of Defense,
Charles Wilson, as well as six Ad-
mirals and Generals were forced
to resign and a special review
board was set up by President
Eisenhower to review all defense
contracts.

Four months after the court
martial, Russia launched the first
man-made satellite, Sputnik, into
orbit. With worldwide atten-
tion now focused on the United
States, the Army literally wiped
the dust off a Jupiter rocket
mothballed at Redstone Arsenal
and three months later used it
to blast Explorer, America’s first
satellite, into orbit.

The hardware used to launch
the satellite was the same hard-
ware that had been laying on the
shelf unused for years. One year
after his court martial the Army
restored full security clearance to
Colonel John Nickerson.

On March 4, 1964, Nickerson
and his wife were killed in a
violent automobile accident near
Alamagordo, New Mexico.

Minerals, vitamins, air, sunshine, exercise, rest and other things build up
nerve vitality, strengthen the mind and aid in securing a normal mental
poise. When nerves are undernourished because these elements are
lacking, the individual becomes nervous, easily irritated, fretful, cross
and impatient.

This condition seriously mars his relation to his family, his friends and
loved ones. This condition is destructive to health, to character, to
relationships, and to spirituality.

Pizza like you remember it!

Family-Run Eatery
with local beer on
tap serving up
pizza, calzones,
salads & subs

Hours: Monday Closed
Tues - 4pm - 10pm

Wed - 11am - 10pm
Thurs - 11am - 10pm

Fri - 11am - 11pm

Sat -1lam - 11pm
Sunday - 4pm - 10pm

Kitchen Closes 30 minutes
before closing time

(256) 489-3374
Proudly Serving You for 55 Years

visit us at www.bigedspizza.com

903 Memorial Pkwy. NW, Huntsville Al 35801
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You Can’t Get
to Huntsville
from Here

by Gene Primm

In 1955 I worked for Monroe Calculating
Machine Company. I was sent to St. Louis,
Missouri to a service school. Ileft Huntsville
from the old bus station on Clinton Street.

After leaving Huntsville we stopped at
what seemed to be every crossroads and
country store we came to. It took me eigh-
teen and a half hours to get to St. Louis.

While in school I met another employee
who was from Nashville, TN. He had come
to St. Louis by automobile. I told him about
my trip by bus and suggested to him that I
would pay his gas expenses if he would let
me ride back to Nashville with him then I
could get a bus into Huntsville, saving me
many hours of travel time. He agreed to this
and after the school was over we left on our
trip to Nashville.

We arrived in Nashville some time after
12:00 midnight. I asked him to take me to the
bus station so I could catch a bus to Hunts-
ville. When we got to the bus station I found
out the next bus to Huntsville did not leave
until 7:00 that morning. I decided that was
too long to wait so I asked my friend if he
would take me to the Huntsville Highway so
I could hitchhike on in to Huntsville. Hope-
fully, I thought, I would be in Huntsville
long before the bus ever left from Nashville.

The first car that came by stopped and
said he was going as far as Murfreesboro.
He was a bus driver just getting off from
work. I really appreciated him stopping
and thought this hitchhiking was going to
be easy; it was a piece of cake.

After he let me out in Murfreesboro I
stood there for hours without getting an-
other ride. As it started to get daylight I
began to get worried. Then finally as the
traffic started to pick up a man stopped and
asked me where I was headed. After I told
him I was going to Huntsville, AL he told
me to hop in and that he would take me as
far as Tullahoma, TN.

I thought for a minute and asked him
how far Huntsville was from Tullahoma and
he told me about seventy miles. I asked him
how far it was from Murfreesboro to Hunts-
ville and he said about seventy miles, but he

said it was a beautiful drive to Tullahoma.

After spending the night standing on the side of
the road, I really was not interested in viewing the
countryside. Despairing of any more hitchhiking I
asked Kim if there was a bus station there, and after
he replied “yes,” I got in the car for the seventy mile
drive to Tullahoma.

The stranger dropped me off at the bus station a
few hours later. Hurriedly, I approached the ticket
agent and asked if there was a bus leaving for Hunts-
ville, AL anytime soon. He told me I was in luck, there
was a bus just getting ready to leave that was going
to Huntsville. Without even a pause I said: “Give me
a ticket.”

The agent gave me my ticket and pointed the bus
out to me and I was on my merry way.

As I approached the bus I saw on the front that
it was going to Nashville, TN. Puzzled, I ran back
inside the bus station and told the ticket agent that
the bus he had pointed out was going to Nashville,
not Huntsville.

He then informed me you could not get to Hunts-
ville from Murfreesboro without going to Nashville
first!

I took the bus back to Nashville and caught the
same bus to Huntsville that | would have caught any-
way if I had not spent the night hitchhiking through
the dark back roads of Tennessee.
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GRANDMA'’S
COOKING TIPS

* When rolling cookie dough, sprin-
kle board with powdered sugar instead of
flour. Too much flour makes for a heavy
dough.

* Slip your hand inside a waxed sand-
wich bag and you have a perfect mitt for
greasing your baking pans and casserole
dishes.

* You can cut a meringue pie cleanly
by coating both sides of the knife lightly
with butter.

* To keep icings moist and prevent
cracking, add a pinch of baking soda to
the icing.

* Anything that grows under the
round, start otf in cold water - potatoes,
eets, carrots, etc. Anything that grows

above ground starts off in boiling water
- English peas, greens, beans, etc.

* To clean aluminum pots when they
are stained dark, merely boil with a little
cream of tartar, vinegar or acid foods.

* Pour water into your mold and drain
before pouring in mixture to be chilled,
it will come out of the mold much easier.

* For extrajuicy, nutritious hamburg-
ers & meat loat, add 1/4 cup evaporated
milk per pound of meat before shaping.

* Baking powder will remove tea or
coffee stains g‘om china pots or cups.

* Washing silverware in

* Take some bacon grease, pour a can of green
beans, juice and all in it, cook for about 15 min-
utes. Just like you cooked it all day from fresh!

* Finally, and this is NOT a cooking tip but I
think it is important - as soon as you feel you are
getting that scratchy throat and sniffles from a
cold, take an Airborne tablet. They sizzle in water
like an Alka Seltzer but are great for stopping
colds. You can find them in any drug store like
Propst Drugs or Walgreen’s.

which you have boiled pota-
toes will remove the stains.

* Lettuce can be made
very crisp by placing it in ice
water for a short time and
covering it with a damp paper
towel in the fridge.

* The best soup bones
should be 2/3 meat and 1/3
bone and fat.

* A strong thread is good
for cutting a cake instead of
using a knife.

* Eggs keep in the fridge
for about 5 weeks. Store them
in the original carton, points
down.

THE SONGBIRD SHOP

A One-Stop Shop for the Backyard Nature Enthusiast

Unique and beautiful gift items
Bird Feeders & seed

FIND US ON FACEBOOK!

(256) 213-7884

Suet Cakes
Bird Houses
Bird Baths
Windchimes
Garden flags
Hours Mon-Sat 10am - 6pm
Sun 1-5

10004 Memorial Parkway SW

In the Home Depot shopping center




What’'s In
a Name?

by Hartwell Lutz

As a District Court Judge it was
my job to listen to interesting sto-
ries of life experiences, told by ordi-
nary people, who often didn't recall
events the same way. One of them
is about the case of a man we'll
call "K.P.", who was charged with
"harassment," which is a Class C
misdemeanor, not the most serious
crime on the books. Many such
cases involve cuss fights and the
like, most of which are resolved
without coming to court, but not
the one of K.P., not this one any-
way. He did have others.

K.P. had some problems, one
being that he was, as they say,
"bad to drink." Another was that
he had both a wife and a girlfriend.
Everything considered, a situation
fraught with problems. One day
K.P.'s wife listened in on a phone
conversation between him and his
girlfriend, "Susie", the gist of which
was that he was leaving shortly
going to Suzie's house. The wife
knew where Suzie lived, so she left
home before her Romeo husband
did, headed the same way, got
there first and parked her car cross-
ways to the narrow road in front of
Suzie's house, blocking it to traffic.

Our hero, when he saw his wife's
car across the road, attempted to go
around it and in the process ran off
theroad, turning him upside down
in a large ditch. Several minutes
later, he emerged mad, covered in
mud and spitting out teeth, into
the yard of a very dignified elderly
couple who had the misfortune to
live next door to Suzie. The old
gentleman, having seen and dealt
with K.P. on previous occasions,
and having a good idea about why
the car was parked in the road, ad-
dressed K.P., saying, "Boy, I done
told you befo'; I don't want no
trouble outta you. Now git outta
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my yard 'fo' I call the law." He testified that K.P. shook his fist at him,
and said, "Get back in your hole, you ole ground hog, you ole skunk
or I'll whip your “a--." If true, that definitely fits the legal definition of
harassment.

K.P. was represented by a now deceased lawyer, who himself had
been ajudge. He put K.P. on the stand, which I guess was about his only
hope. Strutting around as lawyers tend to do when they are questioning
witnesses, his first question to his client was: "K.P., did you call that
man a skunk and a ground hog?" K.P.'s response was an immediate
and clear denial of the complaining witness's testimony. He said, "Naw.
I didn't call him no skunk, and I didn't call him no ground hog. All I
called him was a m..... f....s.0.b." (Language modified somewhat here
to make this appropriate to a family publication.)

We have to wonder what K.P.'s wife was doing, most likely enjoying
it, while all this was going on. But at least she had thirty days that she
didn't have to put up with him.

“Duke”

Hello, the Ark named me Duke. A kind lady

found me wandering around the Madison County

Court House in downtown Huntsville. | was a piti-

ful site. Dehydrated, skinny and very hungry. | had

on a collar that had no identification. | wonder

why my family did not look for me. Did they want

to abandon me? | am a very sweet chocolate

Labrador. | was born March 2012 and | now weigh

57 lbs. | was suffering with heartworm disease.

The Ark doggie doctor treated me and has now

proclaimed me to be a healthy dog. If my family

had started me on heartworm prevention | would

not have contracted heartworm disease. Please do that for your dog and for

your cat. There is no treatment for cats and they do get the disease. | am

thankful for the care the Ark provides for the animals that come aboard the

Ark. I am now ready to live my life with a new loving family. Could that be
your family? When you come to the Ark, ask to see Duke. That’s me.

The Ark

A No-Kill Animal Shelter

139 Bo Cole Rd.
Huntsville, Al 35806

256.851.4088

Hours Tues. - Sat. 11am -4 pm
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The Indomitable
Anna Knight: A Life
of Christian Service

by Dr. Samuel London

Anna Knight was born in
1874 to parents Newton and
Rachel Knight. During the
American Civil War, her father
Newton was the white leader of
a paramilitary band of Union
sympathizers in Jones County,
Mississippi. About this time,
Newton began an extramari-
tal affair with Rachel - a black
woman formerly enslaved.
After the war, Newton left his
wife and started a family with
Rachel, whom he eventually
married. The couple moved
to Jasper County, Mississippi
and had several children, in-
cluding Anna.

Anna's early years were
filled with the arduous toil and
mundane chores of life grow-
ing up on a farm, but she had a
very inquisitive mind. Yet, in-
stitutionalized racism denied
her the privilege of attendin
school. She was not deterred,
instead visiting the children of
her white neighbors to learn
the basic skills of reading,

writing, and spelling, and then
teaching her siblings.

One day, a magazine sales-
man stopped by the Kniﬁht
farm. Anna pressured her
mother, who was illiterate, into
subscribing to one of the peri-
odicals. In the evenings, Anna
read the stories to her mother.

Anna's love of reading
prompted her to engage in an
exchange program. Readers
could request a pen pal, as well
as free literature from other
subscribers. Within a short pe-
riod of time, Anna was receiv-
ing responses, including nu-
merous Seventh-Day Adventist
booklets sent by W.W. Eastman
(a literature evangelist from

Chattanooga, made arrange-
ments for Anna's trip from
Mississippi to the Adventist
church in Graysville, Tennes-
see where she was baptized in
1893. Mr. Chambers also ar-
ranged for Anna's enrollment
in the Graysville Seventh-Day
Adventist Academy. When the
parents of Anna's classmates
learned that she was a mulatto,
they immediately protested.
Sadly, the situation demanded
that the school matron teach
her privately. Though bitterly
disappointed in being barred
from the classroom, Anna's
faith did not waver.

After ten weeks in
Graysville, she returned to her

Texas) and Edith
[. Embree (an em- M
ployee of “Signs
of the Times”
magazine in Oak-
land, California).
Anna's corre-
spondence with
Ms. Embree led
her tojoin the Ad-
ventist Church.
A friend, L.
Dyo Chambers
ofy the Southern
Missionary Tract
Society and Book
Depository in




home in Jasper County, Missis-
sippi. Her commitment to ob-
serving the Seventh-Day Sab-
bath brought her into conflict
with family members. Unde-
terred, Anna obtained lodging
in the home of her Adventist
friends, Mr. and Mrs. Cham-
bers. Mr. Chambers arranged
(through his friend, Pastor G.
A. Irwin) for Anna to attend
Mount Vernon Seventh-Day
Adventist Academy in Ohio
in 1894, where race was not a
prohibitive factor. Mr. and Mrs.
Chambers paid her tuition. This
Christian charity of Mrs. Cham-
bers made a deep impression
on Anna and was a constant
source of inspiration. In late
1894 Anna transferred to an in-
dustrial school in Battle Creek,
Michigan, where she was able
to finance her education by do-
ing laundry, and successfully
completed her secondary edu-
cation.

Next, Anna entered and
graduated from the nursing
program at Battle Creek College
in 1898. Returning to Mississip-
pi, Anna established a school
for black children and adults
where she taught arithmetic,
literacy and health principles.
Her objections to alcohol were
met with threats from the local
moonshiners, but Anna con-
tinued her message. Nonethe-
less, she carried a revolver and
had a loaded shotgun propped
against the wall in the corner of
her one room schoolhouse.

Anna Knight was selected
to serve as a delegate to the
1901 General Conference Ses-
sion in Battle Creek, Michigan,
where she delivered a report on
her work in Mississippi. It was
at this meeting that she vol-
unteered to work as a medical
missionary in Calcutta, India.
Consequently, Anna became
the first African-American fe-
male missionary to India.

By ship and railway, the
trip from the United States to
India took thirty days. In Cal-
cutta, Knight Worked as a lit-

erature evangelist and medical
missionary, brin C%mg her mes-
sage well beyond Calcutta into
other regions of the Indian sub-
continent.

After nearly ten years of ser-
vice in India, Anna returned to
Mississippi where she contin-
ued educating the black people
of Jasper County before accept-
ing a job within the church to
serve as the head nurse of a
black sanitarium to be estab-
lished in Atlanta. Residents of
the neighborhood objected, so
Knight used the facility to start
a Young Women’s Christian
Association (YWCA) fprogram
for the black women of Atlanta
Although the program was im-
mensely popular, the national
YWCA office refused to recog-
nize this Atlanta chapter, be-
cause it was largely under the
direction of the Seventh-Day
Adventist Church, which was
not a member of the Federation
of Churches.

Ultimately, the Southeast-
ern Union Conference elected
Knight to serve as its associate
secretary for Home Mission-
ary, Sabbath School, Mission-
ary Volunteer and Education
Departments. In this capacity,
Anna was responsible for nurs-
ing, teaching and Bible study
efforts within the Southern
Union’s black membership.

It was this position that
led Anna to Oakwood College
in the early 1920s where she
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served on the Oakwood Col-
lege Board and taught summer
classes at the institution. She
stayed in Huntsville and with
Oakwood for the rest of her life.

In 1922, Anna became the
founding President of the Na-
tional Colored Teachers” Asso-
ciation of Seventh-Day Adven-
tists. This organization strived
to promote Christian educa-
tion and help provide facilities
for the training of black teach-
ers in denominational schools.
Knight served as its President
until her death in 1972. A few
months before her death, Anna
received the Medallion of
Merit Award from the Educa-
tional Department of the Gen-
eral Conference of Seventh-Day
Adventists for a lifetime of ser-
vice in Christian education. To-
day, the building that houses
the Education Department at
Oakwood University is named
in her honor.

Despite the many obstacles
she faced from outside the
Church, as well as from within,
Anna Knight was undeterred
in her life of service to Christ
and the Church she loved.

Dr. Samuel London is an
Associate Professor of History
in the School of Education and

Social Sciences at Oakwood

University. He is also the
Chairman of the Department of
History and Political Science.
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Angelica Wilhelm

A Beautiful Huntsville
Lady - Who Will be
110 Years Old on
her May Birthday

by Cathey Carney

Angelica told me her parents
met in New York City, on 42nd
Avenue, and married in 1904.
She said it was love at first sight.
Angelica Wilhelm was born in
New Jersey, but grew up in west
Texas, just below Dallas.

One event she remembers
from her early days in San An-
gelo, TX was at the end of WWI.
One evening in the downtown
area it looked as if the entire
small city was on fire - flames
were shooting into the sky. It
turned out that the city residents
were celebrating the end of the
war with a huge bonfire on
Main Street and Angelica was
ten years old.

Her parents were a mix of
cultures - her father was English

Canadian and her mother was
Danish. Angelica was the oldest
of five children. Her father was
an optometrist and had a busi-
ness in San Angelo.

Angelica was the desig-
nated baby sitter as the oldest in
her family. They lived 10 years
in San Angelo, then moved to
New York in 1924.

She recalls

working for McFadden Publica-
tions in 1926. When she met her
husband Frank, she was visiting
a friend’s home and Frank was
immediately smitten with her.
They married in 1933, dur-
ing the time the Civilian Con-
servation Corps (CCC)were
going strong. They didn’t have
children but loved pets and

seeing women
sitting on the
sidewalk in
front of Grand
Central Sta-
tion, with box-
es on their feet
to keep them
warm. They
were selling
apples for a
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nickel each in
order to make
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ness school
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These animal interactions are designed to benefit people by reducing stress and anxi-
ety, diminishing pain, normalizing the environment, providing unique sensory stimuli,
and assisting in meeting treatment goals.

Learn more at www.therapypartners.org/programs




always had lots of them. They lived in
Greenwich Village, NY for years.

In New York the noise goes on all night
and she said after a while you just get used
to it. While living there in a brown-stone
Angelica remembers several nights when
she would hear fighting down below. One
night she remembers a women in a top
floor flat throwing a bucket of water down
on a couple of rowdy individuals below.

Frank got a job with Western Union
and they moved to Westchester County
in NY. In 1942 Frank was inducted into
the Navy and Angelica went to live with
her mother. After the war Frank took
a job with Bendix and was relocated to
Huntsville, they moved here in 1963. She
remembers when she came ahead to find
a place to live she went into a store to get
some boxes. The person behind the coun-
ter asked if she had heard that President
Kennedy had been shot. She had not, but
by the end of that day, he had died.

Angelica’s mother and sister would
visit Huntsville for the winter months.
When Angelica’s Mom was in her nineties
she would go to the local nursing homes
in New York and take crochet and knitting
needles with her. She would see ladies just
sitting in their wheelchairs, alot younger
than her, and ask them why they were
just sitting there doing nothing? Why
didn’t they do something with their time
and start knitting? She would teach these
ladies how to knit.

In fact, Angelica’s mother
knitted up to the time her eyes
gave out, but then she would
take a ball of yarn and a wire
hanger and just wrap each hang-
er with yarn to make padded
hangers. She would put them
together in packs of five and
give them away. They would
be completely covered with the
yarn with a very neat seam on
the bottom. The reason I know
this is that Angelica gave me two
of them after our first interview
many years ago, which I trea-
sure to this day.

Frank died 10 years after
their arrival here in Huntsville,
in 1972, of cancer. Her mother
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died in 1989, at age 104. Angelica first heard about
Redstone Village about 12 years ago and moved here in
May of 2005. She said at that time she certainly had to
get rid of a lot of items, but enjoys her life and friends
very much.

Up til a year ago she was taking regular walks
around the parking lot at Redstone, with only her
walker and a friend.

On May 14 Angelica will reach 110 years old. A
beautiful lady, inside and out, who still loves being
outside in the warm and fresh air. She loves her friends
at Redstone Village and looks forward to each and ev-
ery day. She’s very pragmatic and says she plans to be
here next year when I write about her 111th birthday!

= =

Th
you!

Thank you to our
Police Officers,
Fire-fighters,
Paramedics,
EMTs - We
appreciate all
you do to keep us
Safe Every Day.

||I_—_




Old Huntsville Page 52

What Happened to
Big Cove’s “Old Baptist
Church”?

by William Sibley

In 1822, Green Collier attended an annual meeting of
the Flint River Association of Baptists, and presented sta-
tistical data of the Big Cove Baptist Church, which was
requesting membership into the Flint River Association.

Big Cove Baptist Church was accepted into the Flint
River Baptist Association and for years the Big Cove
group sent messengers to the annual meetings of the As-
sociation.

Among the earliest Big Cove messengers were Green
Collier and Ezekiel Craft, who began his service as a mes-
senger in 1824. Mr. Craft was widely known in politics of
early Madison County.

Before joining the Big Cove Baptist Church, Mr. Craft
was a messenger in the Wheat Baptist Church and the Pe-
nal Baptist Church. He served the Penal Church in 1818
and 1819. Some researchers think that the Big Cove Bap-
tist Church might have replaced the Penal Church, be-
cause the Penal Church disappears about the same time
that Big Cove Baptist Church first appears.

When Big Cove Baptist Church joined the Flint River
Baptist Association, the Big Cove Church had only ten
members. Records show that the church's membership
did not hold steady for the next several years. In 1827, the
Big Cove Church had its greatest membership, which was
eighty-eight. The lowest number was six, which occurred
in 1854 and 1855.

“Show me a sane man and | will
cure him for you.”

C. G. Jung

Archipelago Botanicals
Lampe Berger
Lindsay Phillips
Natural Life
Kitras Art Glass
Carruth Studio - Stone
Home and Garden Accents
Jim Shore

Lots of gifts & cards for your
favorite Pet Owner!

In 1854, when attendance was very low, W.
D. Hollowell deeded land for Big Cove Meet-
ing House for Church and School, and that be-
came home to Holmes Church, Holmes School
(also known as Sandy Lane School) and Hol-
mes Cemetery.

Although the deed to the Holmes Cem-
etery was issued in 1854, burials had occurred
at the cemetery many years earlier. The first
known burial was Revolutionary War soldier,
Pvt. Richard Holmes (1738-1818). Buried be-
side him is his wife, Elizabeth (McGauhey)
Holmes (1758-1831). McGauhey was an alter-
nate spelling of McGaha.

Other messengers of the Big Cove Church
include S.L. Vann, A. Lemley, John Jen-
kins (my great-great-great grandfather), G.
(George) Anyan, ]. Woodall, M. Smith, A.

* William M. Yates, CLU"

Life, Health, Disability
Long-Term Care, Annuities and Group

Email us at mackyatesagy@bellsouth.net
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Lanley, B. (Bryant) Cobb, A.
Lasley, Thomas Lamm, John
Tindel, Thomas Leonard,
Samuel Miller, Silas Glover,
John Fortner, W.W. Webster,
Moses Smith, and E. (Elijah)
Drake. Records of the mes-
sengers listed above stopped
in 1855. There were no letters
to the association and no mes-
sengers from 1856 to 1875;
from 1876 to 1890, there were
no churches listed for the Flint
River Association.

In 1837, the Liberty Bap-
tist Association had its begin-
ning and Big Cove joined that
group. The Big Cove church
had thirty-eight members at
that time.

Elijah Drake was the father
of Rev. John Henry Drake, a
circuit-riding minister in the
Cumberland Presbyterian
Church. Big Cove residents
called him "Parson Drake."

The 1854 deed by Mr.
Hollowell states that other
church groups may use the
Big Cove meeting house, but
they must never conflict with
the worship services of the
"Old Baptists," referring to the
Primitive Baptists who held
worship services one Sun-
day per month and the Sat-
urday night preceding that
Sunday.

The Missionary Bap-
tists and the Methodists
held joint services and the
Church of Christ congrega-
tion worshipped on Sunday
afternoons.

My mother and her
family worshipped at the
Cumberland Presbyterian
Church, but during inclem-
ent weather, they wor-
shipped with the Baptist/
Methodist group or with
the Church of Christ con-
gregation. My mother at-
tended grades one through

four at Holmes School before
it closed about 1918 and trans-
ferred its students to Camp
Ground School. The church/
school bell was given to my
Sadler grandparents, but was
stolen about 1939 or 1940.

It appears that church ser-
vices and school ended at Hol-
mes in 1918. The 1854 deed
states that nobody can be bur-
ied in Holmes Cemetery after
100 years have elapsed. It is
sad that Big Cove’s “Old Bap-
tist Church” no longer exists.
The church had very good
leadership and some dedicat-
ed members.

There is an annual clean-
up day each spring at Holm-
es Cemetery. That event was
organized by retired educa-
tor Berns Miller, great-great-
great grandson of Messenger
Samuel Miller. Friends and
relatives meet at the Holmes
Cemetery for some whole-
some visitation and enjoy
music by some of the group
while cleaning off the graves.
Later, we enjoy a picnic. Berns
and others of us invite you to
join us on clean-up day.
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Onion Crisp
Chicken Breasts

4 chicken breasts

3 T. light mayonnaise
3 T.dry bread crumbs
1 packet instant beef-

flavored broth mix

1 t. garlic powder

2 T. minced onions
Salt & pepper to taste

After you've put
your chicken in a shal-
low greased baking
pan, preheat oven to
350 degrees.

Spread mayonnaise
over chicken evenly.

Combine remaining
ingredients in a small
bowl and sprinkle over
the chicken.

Press the crumb
mixture down into the
mayonnaise.

Bake uncovered for
45 minutes. Your family
will be asking for this
on aregular basis!

YOUR FULL SERVICE
GARDEN CENTER

Full line of shrubs,
trees, perennials
herbs and annuals

We have hard-to-find items.
Family owned and operated

for 23 years.
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REMEMBERING
S. O. HOLMES, JRr.

by David Holmes

Daddy was born Samuel
Otis Holmes Jr. on 3/3/09 in
a two story country house just
east of Huntsville, Alabama near
the small community of Chase.
He never went by Samuel, Sam,
or Sammy. Early on a druggist
nicknamed him Sodie Pop for
his love of fountain drinks. This
got shortened to Sodie, and S.O.
by most who knew him. His
best friend Tokey Walker called
him Sunshine for his positive
attitude and sunny disposition.
To me he was Dad. Following
are some memories I have of
growing up very close to him.
He always was in business for
himself, usually more than one
at a time, but he always found
time for me, and often included
me in what he was doing.

We're not sure what got
Warrior in the end - something
he ate. He was about 12 and
had a full and much longer
life than appeared early on.
He was ordered from a Great

Dane breeder in
Chicago as the
largest of the lit-
ter. He lived up
to his billing and
then some. War-
rior arrived by
train to the small
cotton town of
Huntsville in
the late 1930s.
Even as a grow-
ing pup stand-
ing on his back
legs, he could
put his front legs
on the shoulders of my standing
Mother or Father. I never got as
tall, as a kid, as he was on all
fours. He would give us kids
rides, up to three at a time. War-
rior was too tall for us to climb
on, so he would lie down for
us to board, slowly stand and
walk us around. Having a sleek,
tight coat, there was not much
to hang on to, but I don't recall
anyone being thrown off. When
it came to kids, he was a gentle
and protective soul.

As I mentioned he lived
much longer than it looked like
early on. When he was about
two he rode to the small grass
airstrip (now Mayfair play-
ground) with Dad who had a
small single en-
gine plane in a
wooden T han-
gar. Being sum-
mer, Dad left the
windows partly
down, not think-
ing Warrior
could get out. As
is custom Dad
was warming up
the engine in the
hanger before
taxiing out. War-
rior had somehow
gotten out of the
car. He did not
see the propeller

Mortie Holmes, late 30s

running full speed, and leapt
up tojoin Dad in the cockpit. He
hit the prop and was thrown to
the far wall of the hangar. His
two front paws were hanging
by slivers of skin, tail split, and
blood everywhere. Dad said it
looked horrible. There were no
animal hospitals or even small
animal vets back then, so Dad
drove home to get his pistol to
end the suffering. On his way
back he spotted a local doctor,
flagged him down, and con-
vinced him to go with him to the
hangar. He sewed up Warrior
and they took him home. The
doctor was not optimistic and
said he needed to be confined to
prevent him putting weight on

S.0O. Holmes with
Warrior




his front feet. Dad built a large wooden crate.
The doctor followed up a week later and found
gangrene had set in. He said Warrior prob-
ably would not make it, dressed his wounds,
and wished him well. One day, weeks later,
Dad went out to check on Warrior and he had
climbed out of his box and onto his way to re-
covery. To say it was a full recovery would be
an understatement.

Dad kept a horse in the back yard and
would go riding around town with Warrior
trotting along side. On one such ride two pit
bulls charged Warrior and a deadly battle en-
sued. Dad tried to break it up, but there was
no way, it was serious. Warrior would hold
his own with one, but the other would attack
from the back side. It was not looking good,
then Warrior figured out who was the leader,
focused on him, ignoring the attack of the other.
Warrior killed the leader and the other ran off.

The owner of the pits was on his porch and
Dad apologized for Warrior killing his dog.
The owner said it was OK, his dogs had killed
most of the dogs in the neighborhood and he
was going to have to do something. This was
long before leash laws. In addition to rides
with Daddy, Warrior roamed free. He was
regularly seen and easily recognized all over
town; North, South, West and as far East as the
top of Monte Sano Mountain.

Warrior got along great with most people,
except one milkman. In those days milk was
delivered in glass jugs. You put the
empties out with a note for your or-
der in the top of one. I happened to
be looking out of my window when
a substitute driver arrived. Warrior
was sitting by the back door. The
driver was nervous and told Warrior
to go. Warrior did not move and the
guy hit him over the head with a full
milk bottle - glass and milk flew in
every direction as Warrior shook it
off like a wet shower and leapt for
the man running for his truck. He
got all in except his left leg - and
sped out of the driveway with War-
rior still attached till they got to the
street. That driver was never seen on
our route again.

Editors Note: There will be more
memories of S. O. Holmes, Jr. in
upcoming issues of “Old Huntsville”
magazine.

Old Huntsville Page55

“ After 10 years of therapy my doctor
said something that brought tears to
my eyes. He said, ‘No hablo ingles.””

Ronnie Shakes

L

Our Advertisers keep
“Old Huntsville” going.

Please take a minute to stop
in and say you saw their
ad in the magazine. We

couldn’t do it without you!

e

David Holmes’ sister Diane, 1944
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Many Upcoming Events you need to know about!
Go to www.LoweMill.net
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