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My First 90 Years

by Malcolm W. Miller

This month, on August 10, I
will be ninety years old. I have
been trying to remember my
other 89 birthdays, however
when I was growing up my
family were share croppers and
we were very poor. I imagine
we were working and did not
have time to celebrate birth-
days. Since it was August we
were no doubt working in the
fields.

One birthday I remember is
the birthday when I was in boot
camp and I turned 18 years old.
I hate to admit it, but I was very
homesick and I ended up in my
bunk crying and hoping oth-
ers didn't notice. Of course, this
wasn't the only time I and other
young men cried in boot camp.
I had never been out of Madi-
son County, I was hundreds of
miles from home in a strange
state with people I didn't know
and boot camp was hard for all
of these young men. This was
during the time of World War
II and we were being prepared
for deployment to countries I
had barely heard of. Few of us
knew what was really going on.

How many of us have
looked around our
family reunion and

thought, “Well, aren’t

we just two clowns short
of a circus?”

I remember the day I heard of
the attack on Pearl Harbor, De-
cember 7, 1941. I was 14 years
old and I didn't even know
what or where Pearl Harbor
was. From that date on I felt I
should join the service and help
our country, so at age 17 I had
my parents sign so I could join
the Navy.

After I returned home and
married and had children my
wife would bake a cake and
we shared the birthdays of our
family with the children. I am
certain I spent the majority of
my birthdays working as most
people do. Birthdays are gener-
ally not declared holidays and
if people have jobs they are ex-
pected to be there, birthday or
not.

On my eightieth birthday
we had a big party at Monro-
via Community Center on Al-
len Drake Drive in Harvest.
We had around 120 family and
friends present and everyone
enjoyed barbecue, chips, cake
and drinks. We had music by
several people, since I have
loved music all my life. On Au-
lglus’c 12, 2017, we are going to

ave a repeat of that party. We
have invited people to play and
sing and people to come eat
barbecue with us once again.
It's going to be at the Monro-
via Community Center, 254 Al-
len Drake Dr., Huntsville, Al
35806. We would love everyone
to come join us!

I want no gifts since I am
now living at "Tut" Fan Veter-
an's Home and I am not in need
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of one thing nor do I have room
for things here.

Now that I have covered the
birthdays, I remember I have
been thinking about my ninety
years here on earth. [ have lived
through more changes than
most of you can ever imagine.
It would be hard for most of
you to actually know the way I
grew up and the changes I have
gone through.

In our home where I grew
up as a child we did not have
a phone. There was not even
one close to where we lived in
sharecropper's houses. Now
my friends and family carry
phones that have cameras, GPS,
e-mail, calendar, alarms, maps,
weather reports, stock reports,
face time and the list goes on
and on. Actually these phones
do most everything. I would
have never expected or even
dreamed of that when I was a
child or a young man. I did not
have a way to contact my par-
ents when I was away at boot
camp. The only way we would
communicate with those at
home was through letters and
at that time I was not much of
a writer.

Speaking of letters, they are
not as popular now as they
were when I was in boot camp.
Letters at that time took quite a
while to arrive at their destina-
tion. Now if you want someone
to know something you send
a text message or an e-mail
and it's received the instant
you push send. You can’t go
anywhere in this day and time
without seeing adults and chil-
dren looking at their phones.
Even invitations to parties are
done on Facebook.

Thinking about August, it
was very hot in the summer
when I was growing up. We
did not have air conditioning
or electric fans. It would not
have done much good to have
electric fans as those old farm
houses where we lived had no
electricity. The fans [ knew any-
thing about back then were the
cardboard kind that had funer-
al home advertising on them
and were used by the ladies in
church. I remember we loved to
sit next to one of those fanning
ladies in church during the big
summer time revival meetings,
when there was a long winded
preacher expounding on the
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l};erils of an eternity of fire and
rimstone. The breeze from her
fan would keep me from being
so hot that I felt I had already
arrived at the destination the
preacher was warning us about.

Without a doubt transpor-
tation has changed since I was
a young boy. In order to go to
town our family had to hitch u
the two-horse wagon and loo
forward to a long bumpy ride,
or perhaps we would walk out
to the main road and hitch a
ride in one of the few cars pass-
ing which was rare. Now ev-
eryone has their own car and
no one would hitch a ride with
a stranger.

The old two-horse wagon
and many more like it played
an extremely important role is
many lives as I was growing
up. Transportation was truly an
important part of the wagon’s
usefulness but not the only part
it played in our everyday lives.
By taking the bed oft it was im-
mediately converted into a log
wagon so essential for hauling
in the wood supply to be used
in Mama’s cook stove and to

o in the fireplace to keep the
amily warm through the long
winter months.

It was used for gathering
corn, spreading manure, haul-
ing cotton to the gin, hauling
hay and taking the family to
church. When I was young
there were many horses, mules
and wagons around the church
building. Now fancy cars are
parked in manicured parking
lots at the churches.

I have been a music lover
all my life. I learned to play
the guitar upside down as I
was left handed and we only
had one guitar in the family.

“Warning - sharks have
been spotted in this pool.
They only come out when

they see yellow in the
pool water.”

Posted at community pool

My brother Frank had ordered
the guitar from Sears and I be-
lieve he paid about $13 for it
and it lasted many years. I was
just a young boy at the time
and I would sit under a shade
tree and play the guitar every
chance I had. The guitar had to
be shared with my other broth-
ers and the work in the field
had to be done so I didn't get
to play much, however when I
di(i it became some of my fa-
vorite times.

I also played the harmonica.
Later we listened to the Grand
Ole Opry on a battery operated
radio. I loved that music. Since
that time I have played and sang
on the radio and made records.
After records, there were eight
track tapes, then cassettes, then
DVDs and now music streams
on your phone, on your radios
and over the TV’s special music
stations. Music is streaming ev-
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erywhere you are and everyone
is listening to it. There is not a
home or a car now without a ra-
dio. Country music is the music
I'love, but is not quite like it was
when I was playing guitar and
singing. It has changed consid-
erably during the last decade.

I didn’t see many airplanes
in the sky when I was small.
Now flying is an ordinary oc-
currence for many.

Schools were much differ-
ent when I was growing up.
If the children were needed at
home to help with the crops, no
one interfered. When I was in
hiﬁh school, students drove the
school buses. I don’t see that
happening in today’s world. To
be quite truthful I really did not
see much need for school ex-
cept for basketball.

When [ returned from the
war, I did finish high school at
Huntsville High by going in the
evenings.

When I was young most
families kept their elderly at
home and cared for them even
when I was a young man. Af-
ter I married, our family cared
for my mother-in-law for sev-
eral years. There was a home

in Huntsville called the “Poor
House”where some elderly
were sent if they did not have
family. Now there are many fa-
cilities for the elderly, like the
one where I am now staying.
Most of the workers in these
facilities try hard to take good
care of the residents and as we
become older it is the best place
for many to be.

Our family, although we
were poor, was a loving family.
I had a Grandmother, Mama
Kate and a good Mother and
Father and six great broth-
ers who grew into fine family
men. They were all very hard
working, but on Sunday we
would all take the day off; no
work, ball or fishing was ever
allowed.

Actually when I was grow-
ing uF it was a slower, more
peaceful way of life and that
type of life now seems to be
gone forever.

“Most beds sleep up to 6
cats. 10 cats without the
owner.”

Stephen Baker
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We're Not in
Kansas Anymore
- Observations
about Living in
Huntsville
by Elizabeth Wharry

My husband had landed a
job with a local engineering
firm in Huntsville in 2009.

We had to find a house and
yard that could accommodate
our needs. Our realtor was a
wonderful asset and found us
a home with little fuss.

Coming from Kansas to here
was quite a culture shock. The
biggest puzzle was seeing so
many people wearing clothing
and caps with a bright red A on
them.

I said to my husband, "You
told me this is the buckle of
the Bible belt...look at all those
people wearing a scarlet A!"

Our realtor overheard my
comment and smiled. I asked
her what was so funny...she
kindly explained that it wasn't
scarlet, it was crimson. I was
still clueless...it was obvious
that I had never heard about
the wild enthusiasm of Ala-
bama fans.

She went on to explain about
the rivalry between Alabama
and Auburn University.

She said that I definitely
would have to pick a side...that
the three religions here were
Baptist, Methodist and Foot-
ball. I gave her a blank look,
and said "I don't really follow
football.”

Uh huh...I soon discovered
that I wasn't in Kansas any
more!

Golf can be defined as an
endless series of tragedies,
with an occasional miracle,
followed by several bottles

of ice cold beer.
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The Carroll Grocery Store

by Ruby Crabbe

The graveled road on 5th Street, now better known as Andrew Jackson Way, had felt many a
bare foot going across it to Carroll's Grocery Store. ]. D. and Flossie Carroll were two of the nicest
people you would ever want to meet.

I remember this one day in particular, Mama had sent me to the store and as usual I was bare-
foot. The weather had gotten cold but a lot of the kids back in those days didn't have shoes to wear
no matter how cold the weather got.

So there I stood in Carroll's grocery store with my feet as bare as the day I was born. Mr. Carroll
called his wife over to where I stood and told her to “put shoes and socks on this child's feet and
legs."

gAnd what beautiful shoes and socks they were! The knee-high socks were fit for a queen to wear.
And those shoes ... I didn't even want to pull them off when Mama put me to bed that night. Mr.
Carroll told me to send my Sis, Eva, over to his store so he could fit her with shoes and socks also.

Next day in school my Sis and I thought we were in "High Cotton" with those new shoes and
socks. Late that evening I saw Mama going across the road to Carroll's grocery store. I didn't have
to ask her why she was going - I already knew. She was going to thank those people for their kind-
ness and generosity in making two little barefoot girls very happy.

Years later Bill and Christine Thigpen took over the Carroll grocery store. Christine was the
daughter of J. D. and Flossie Carroll. I would be at a loss for words in trying to describe what kind
of people the Thigpens were. Just by their everyday living and the love they shared with their fel-
low man spoke more than words ever could. They never hid their love of God. And like the Car-
rolls, made everyone feel special and loved.

Now when I ride down Andrew Jackson Way and see the place where the Carroll Grocery Store
used to be, my mind goes in reverse and again, I feel rewarded and blessed by the kindness the
Carrolls and Thigpens showed that little barefoot girl.

o L
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A Tale
of
Two Friends

by Tom Carney, published
in 1995 “Old Huntsville”
Magazine

Earl Frazier and J.B. Webb
had a strange relationship.
They were good friends and
spent much time in one an-
other's company. They shared
the same friends and had even
once talked about opening up a
garage together.

Unfortunately, J.B. Webb
was a bootlegger and Earl Fra-
zier was a deputy sheriff whose
job was to put bootleggers out
of business.

Huntsville in the 1950s and
60s was a much different place
than today. It was still a small
rural community, where ev-
eryone knew everyone and a
man's word was his bond.

J.B. Webb's bootlegging en-
terprise operated out of an
old frame house off Monroe
Street. It was reported that he
began the first "curb service" in
Huntsville. A customer could
pull into an alley next to his
house, blow their horn and
someone would take their or-
der. He stocked a wide variety
of beers, whiskeys and an oc-
casional jar of moonshine, all
of which found a ready market
among Huntsville's citizens.

Webb and Frazier had been
friends for years when Webb
heard the new sheriff was look-
ing for another deputy. Im-
mediately he sent word to the
sheriff, recommending Frazier
for the position.

Earl Frazier was well quali-
tied for the job. He was hon-
est, a native of Huntsville and
above all, a man whose physi-
cal size demanded instant re-
spect from any would-be law
breakers.

The same day, after being
sworn in as Madison County’s
newest deputy, Earl stopped
by to express his thanks to J.B.
After exchanging greetings, the
two men sat down at the kitch-
en table to enjoy a drink and
talk of old times, much in the
same manner they had done
for years.

Their conversation was in-
terrupted, however, by the
loud blowing of a car horn in
the alley next door. Webb dis-
appeared outside, took the or-
der and then came back in the
house to get the merchandise.

“I wish you hadn’t done
that,” drawled the deputy as
he watched Webb retrieve
two bottles of whiskey from
the cupboard. “Why?” replied
Webb, not really paying atten-
tion.

Spry Funeral
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Homes, Inc.
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since 1919

(256) 536-6654
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“Cause now I got to arrest
you for selling!”

Strange as it may seem to
people today, Earl had sworn
to uphold the law regardless of
his personal friendships. Even
stranger was the fact that Webb
respected him for it.

Arriving at the jail and pre-
paring to make bond, Webb
realized he had no money with
him. Of course, the deputy im-
mediately loaned him the mon-
ey to get out of jail.

Several weeks later, Earl
again arrested Webb for sell-
ing liquor. And once again he
made bond for his good friend.

Arresting his friend became
almost a regular occurrence. Fi-
nally, total y exasperated, Earl
told Webb, “We gotta do some-
thing! I can’t afford to post
bond for you no more.”

Webb understood Earl’s
predicament. Every time he
was arrested it cost his friend
$ 100.00; money that could not
be returned until after the court
date.

Finally, Webb went to the
bank, borrowed $500.00 and
gave it to Earl. “This way,” he
said, “I figure I'm good for an-
other five arrests.”

Periodically, just before elec-
tions or holidays, Huntsville’s
finest would stage raids on
the community’s bootleggers.
Though it was a nuisance, ].B.
Webb accepted it as the cost of
doing business.

One time, however, he re-
ceived a tip about an impend-
ing raid that worried him. He
had just received three cases of
an expensive Scotch, part of his
Christmas stock, and could not
afford to have it confiscated.

Hurriedly placing the liquor
in the back of his pink convert-
ible, he drove to Earl’s house
where he hid it inside a shed
behind the house. If the neigh-
bors saw him they paid no at-
tention as Earl and J.B. were
continuously borrowing lawn-
mowers and tools from each
other.

Just like clockwork, the po-
lice arrived the next day and
raided the premises. After they
left, Webb sat down at the ta-
ble to have a drink when Earl
walked in carrying a package.

“].B.,” he said. “I just want-
ed to come by early and give
you your Christmas present.”

The old bootlegger, after
expressing his thanks, opened
the package to reveal a bottle
of expensive aged Scotch.

Touched by his friend’s gen-
erosity, Webb asked, “Where
did you ever find such good

* RARE BOOKS
* LOCAL AUTHORS
* ESTATE EVALUATION
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Scotch?”

“Oh, it’s nothing,” the depu-
ty replied, “I was cleaning out
my woodshed the other day
and I found a few cases I must
have forgot about, so I figured
I'd give them to my friends for
Christmas presents.”

11

“Some people should
use a glue stick instead
of lip stick.”

Angela Sisk, Gurley
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From the
Kindness of
His Heart

by Melba M. Hunt

My story begins in 1935 dur-
ing the Depression and seven
years before my birth. Coy Wil-
liam Michael, my dad, worked
at the Margaret Yarn Mill in the
shipping department.

The Huntsville mill shut
down for a while and with no
income and a new baby, Wil-
liam Howard Michael, the fam-
ily finally ran out of food.

In desperation, Coy went to
the A & P grocery store (a chain
store that was not supposed
to extend credit) and told Mr.
James "Tokey" Walker of his di-
lemma and asked if he could get
a few groceries for his wife and
new baby. Mr. Walker told him
to get a buggy and fill it up.

Two weeks later the Mill re-
opened and when Coy got his
first paycheck, he went back
to pay for the groceries he had
charged at the A & P store.

Mr. Walker accepted only
half of the money and told him
to use the rest of it for what-
ever the mother and new baby
would need.

As this story was related to
me by my mother, she also said
Mr. Walker took the money out
of his pocket to pay for those
groceries in advance.

When Mom read Mr. Walk-
er’s obituary she asked me to
write this story about a kind
friend for whom we will forever
be grateful.

“| tried to be normal once,
and it was the worst
2 minutes of my life.”

Don Broome

“When you want to stay home from school you have to
stay in the bathroom for along, long time.”

Matthew, age 9

(256) 650-1212 hospicefamilycare.org
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If They Will
Have Me

by Bill Wright

My grandson Kyle was about 4 or 5 years
old when he started bringing his baseball
glove and plastic bat with him when he
came to visit us. His routine was the same
with each visit in that as soon as he walked
in the front door he wanted to play baseball.
We would go outside to the backyard and I
would pitch a plastic baseball to him as he
batted. Even at that age he could hit them
over the fence into neighbor’s yards. After
about 15 minutes I would tell him I needed
to rest some.

Aswe satin lawn chairs I explained to him
that grandfathers did not have energy like
young boys. He would patiently wait until I
told him I was ready to play more baseball.
Sometimes he wanted me to bat so he could
pitch. He would pretend he had runners on
base and would pitch from the "stretch".

As the years went by and he got older we
still played baseball in the backyard. It was
the same backyard his father had learned to
pitch baseball. Because I had coached sev-
eral Little League sports years earlier, I felt
qualified to evaluate athletic talent and I saw
some unusual talent in him.

Kyle started playing all of the Little League
sports, such as football, basketball, soccer
and excelled in all of them, but baseball was
his favorite sport. He always remained the
same, whether he had played good or bad.
Once a game was over he was ready to move
on and not dwell on past performance. Once
I had complimented him on playing very
well after a game was over —his only com-
ment was, "can we go play putt-putt golf?”

Once I ask him if he would
someday like to play for the
New York Yankees. He an-
swered "no" and said he wanted
to play for the Atlanta Braves,
but quickly added, "if they will
have me.”

After age 12 he decided to fo-
cus on playing just baseball, al-
though coaches in other sports
encouraged him to also play
their sport. He continued to
excel in baseball as he moved
through the various levels in
Travel Baseball, Middle School

baseball, and High School baseball. As a proud
grandfather I delighted in taking him to many of the
Travel Baseball games and practices.

During his high school years he would earn All-
State honors as a Sophomore, Most Valuable Player
as a Junior in the North/South Alabama All-Star
Game, and All-State again as a Senior. His perfor-
mances would not go unnoticed by college baseball
coaches, as the baseball scholarships offers came on
a frequent basis. In his junior year in high school
he selected Vanderbilt University as the college he
would continue playing baseball. Vanderbilt was
ranked as one of the top college baseball programs
in the country, plus its high academic reputation.

He continued to excel in baseball playing for
Vanderbilt University. His Freshman year he had
the honor of pitching in four College World Series
Games in Omaha, Nebraska. At the end of his Fresh-
man year he would be selected as a Freshman All-
American in baseball. After his Sophomore year he
was selected to play for Team USA, Collegiate All-
Stars and would pitch in China, Japan and Cuba. At
the conclusion of his college Junior year he would be
selected to the Southeastern All-Conference Team.




Also he would be selected to an
“All-America Team”.

His performance in baseball
attracted the attention of many
professional baseball scouts as
evidenced by the many Scouts
that attended the Vanderbilt
games when he pitched.

The 2017 Major League Base-
ball Draft would be held June
12, 2017, starting at 6:00 P.M.
Vanderbilt team-mates, coach-

es and family members would
§ather around the TV waiting
or the baseball draft selections.
As a proud grandfather I was
hoping if he was not drafted 1st
he would not be drafted until
the 5th selection, which would
be the Atlanta Braves.

The first four selections were
made and his name was not
called; however, on the 5th se-
lection the Atlanta Braves an-
nounced they had selected Kyle
Wright from Huntsville, Ala-
bama, a former Buckhorn High
School baseball player, and cur-
rent Baseball Pitcher for Van-
derbilt University as their num-
ber one draft selection.

A childhood dream had hap-
pened. With the early draft se-
lection will come a hefty sign-
ing bonus.

Initially, Kyle will be as-
signed to an Atlanta Braves mi-
nor league team, but hopefully
in two years he will be a mem-
ber of the Atlanta Braves major
League team. In off-season he
will attend Vanderbilt Univer-
sity to receive his college de-
gree.

Yes Kyle, the Atlanta Braves
will have you.

Old Huntsville Page
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MOCK ELECTRONICS,
WE REMEMBER YOU

by M.D. Smith, WA4DXP

The Smith family was in the Radio & TV busi-
ness in Huntsville starting in 1958. Mock Elec-
tronics was a mainstay for electronic tubes and
parts for over 70 years. Mr. Jim Mock (ham call
W4OGYV) built his first store in Decatur in 1946,
just after the war, and opened a store in Hunts-
ville in 1955 on Pratt Avenue. He then moved to
the store we all remember on South Parkway at
Mock Road in 1961.

Mrs. Mock took over running the new store af-
ter she and her husband divorced in 1961. Under
that divorce agreement, Mrs. Mock got a large
sum for her interest in the store, and Mr. Mock
agreed to pay her $90 a week to continue to run
the Huntsville location. She continued to drive
over from her home in Decatur every single
day until she turned over the management of
the store to her daughter, Barbara Compton,
around 1996.

Barbara told me when Electronic Wholesal-
ers (EW) opened a new store nearby on Bob
Wallace in 1962, they tried to hire Mrs. Mock to
run the store for them. Mr. Mock then decided
to raise Mrs. Mock's salary to $150 a week and
a small commission on sales which were hitting
$200K gross a month. She never got another
raise.

Mrs. Mock's health continued to decline and
she died in May 2000. Mr. Mock died in Febru-
ary of 2012. Barbara Mock Compton closed the
store after no buyer could be found, on January
31, 2014.

When I talked to Barbara in 2012, she said,
"The store looks, operates and customers say it
smells the same as it did 40 years ago. For small

SOUTHERN SEALING &
SERVICES, INC.

Parking Lots * Handicap Parking * Driveways

Michael Walker
Stephen Walker

Huntsville, Al (256) 881-8337
Cell (256) 316-2200

Email: southernsealing@comcast.net




electronic parts, wires, resistors, capacitors,
volume controls and more, this is still the best
place to come for those electronic needs."

Barbara told me in August of 2015 that she
has a very large 24 x 24 foot, two story garage
filled with "good stuff” she just couldn't dis-
pose of, like all the electrolytic and tubular ca-
pacitors she dumped when they left. She said
she almost had tears doing that.

A dealer bought all her tubes and resistors.
BUT, she saved ALL the fuses of every size.
From the tiny ones that look like a resistor, to
the ones in the small square metal tin boxes,
to ones larger than a big cigar used in breaker
boxes, and yes, the old screw in fuses that go
in house panels that have not yet been convert-
ed to breaker boxes. She has all the relays and
sockets some fit in as well as all the literature
on Mock and a complete set of every SAMS
manual on about every tube radio & TV ever
made.

She DID finally part with the huge old black
transmitter that weighed a TON, literally. The
man who finally showed up to get it, broke
his dolly, then it would not fit in the door of
his motor home, so he strapped it on the rear
bumper doing some damage to the body as he
did it. But he DID carry it away. He had no
idea of all the steel inside the refrigerator-size
box that he thought would be an "easy tote”.

Barbara wrote this on her Mock Facebook
page in February of 2014: "Thanks to all our
loyal customers who have supported us for al-
most 70 years. My Mom and Dad started their
dream in 1946 with not much money but a lot
of hard work and sacrifice. It was very hard to
turn the key in the lock for the last time. “

You know you’re getting older
when the twinkle in your eye is the
sun hitting your bifocals.
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Helping home buyers and sellers in
Huntsville for the past 31 years!

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




Old Huntsville Page 18

Heard On
the Street

by Cathey Carney

Ray Garner was our first caller
to identify the Photo of last month
as that of Ret. Judge Danny
Banks. Ray wanted to donate his
year’s subscription to Tut Fann
Veterans Home which I will do,
they will certainly appreciate that!
Thank you Ray.

Nicole Jones is a lady many
in this area know. She is running
for Alabama State Senate, District
7, which will be held in June next
year. She had her kickoff at Tate
Farms in Meridianville with plen-
ty of good food and music. She
told us of her vision and plans.

Gladys Pack had a big birth-
day on July 18 - she turned 101.
She is so loved by her kids and
grandkids and they all took part
in the planning of her party, which
turned out to be so much fun.
Happy Birthday to you Gladys!

Elizabeth Wharry called with a
great idea. For butterflies, she puts
some hummingbird food (sugar
and water, 1:4) in small shallow
containers. Caps from milk jugs

work well. The butterflies love
this and in this hot weather it’s
hard for them to find food. My
question last month is what do
the little butterflies do when it
rains so hard, where do they go?
Elizabeth said they will shelter
on the undersides of leaves. She’s
seen them on leaves of hydran-
gea, crepe myrtles, magnolias and
Rose of Sharon. Once their wings
are wet, they can’t fly. She said
that sadly their life spans are short
lived, especially the small ones.

John E. Carson and his sweet
wife Marlene will be celebrating
their 44th wedding anniversary
on Aug. 4th. Happy anniversary
to the lovebirds!

It's good to have Father Phil
O’Kennedy back in Huntsville. He
was pastor at Holy Spirit Catholic
Church on Airport Road for many
years, then went to Madison. He’s
now pastor at Good Shepherd in
south Huntsville at 13550 Chaney
Thompson Rd. Welcome Fr. Phil!

Malcolm Miller, who has writ-
ten for probably 20 years for Old
Huntsville magazine, has a big
birthday this month. He turns 90
on Aug. 10! And to celebrate his
family is throwing him a huge
party on Aug. 12 at the Monrovia
Com. Center. Everyone is invited!

A well-known and much loved
plastic surgeon passed away on
June 30. Dr. Deason Dunagan
was only 71 when he died. He
held an Airline Transport Pilot
certificate, which is the highest
FAA certificate that can be earned.
He was a loving husband, father
and grandfather and gave of his
time and talents to kids in need
with the Gordon Robinson Foun-

256-533-2400

dation. Dr. Dunagan leaves wife
Lynn, daughters Rachel Wiles
(Philip) and Sarah Labosier (An-
drew); stepsons Chris Thrash
(Kathy) and Brandon Thrash as
well as his beloved grandchildren.
He will be missed by so many.

Happy Aug. 5th Birthday to
Missy Leatherwood from her
mom-in-law Rosemary Leather-
wood. Rosemary wants Missy to
know how very much she’s loved.

It's amazing to think that the
Kaffeeklatsch coffee shop on Jef-
ferson Street downtown has been
in business in that location now
for 41 years (in May). If you've
driven downtown during the
week you've smelled that deli-
cious roasting coffee during the
middle of the week.

Grant and Kathy Heath are
the owners and they’re not retir-
ing any time soon! They love the
coffees they sell and Kathy works
on their Facebook page. They
have a new crop of Milk Oolong
Tea that’s known for it’s “Peaches
and Cream” flavor - that sounds
so good. They sell a coffee that has
a slight vanilla tinge reminiscent
of dulce de leche. Stop by and and
visit - you'll be glad you did!

I discovered the other day (as
a 69 year-old user of a “smarter-
than-me phone”) that Suri will

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 toddler is the website
designer for a very popular
local nostalgia magazine
and knows his way around
aradio station.
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tell me everything he can do if
you just ask him (my Suri is a guy
with an Australian accent). I can
just pick up the phone, say “Hey
Suri”, then tell him to call some-
one, text someone, etc. Suri will
tell me how many calories are in
food I'm eating. Also I can say
“Set an alarm for 40 minutes” and
he does, then my phone alarm will
sound in 40 minutes. Really helps
with cooking when you don’t al-
ways hear your kitchen timer.
Amazing technology these days.

Happy Birthday to my amazing
grandson Hayden Troup - he’ll be
17 on Aug. 25 and I'm so proud of
him. Also happy birthday to that
guy who loves Hot Yoga - who's
going to be 54 on Aug. 15, John
Troup of Nashville!

The Kiwanis Club of Hunts-
ville sponsored a meeting re-
cently at the Eagles Club where
the guest speaker was Mayor
Tommy Battle. Tommy was there
with his wife Eula and he told us
many interesting things. But then
the crowd wanted Eula to tell us
about Free2Teach that she started
for teachers. She started it in her
garage, with the idea that she
would provide school supplies for
teachers for free, and got a few do-
nations from a few companies. It
continued to grow and now she’s
in a 10,000 square foot warehouse
on Leeman Ferry.

It's open to all school teach-
ers 3 days a week and they just
pick out what they want, for free.
Many of the carts are provided by
Publix. As a teacher you just enter
the building and treasure hunt. So
many of our teachers are very cre-

ative with projects for their kids
and can find so many supplies all
in one place, along with pencils,
notebooks, etc. that they need, all
at no charge. Even furniture.

I didn’t realize that so many
teachers would spend their own
money to buy school room sup-
plies for their students, because
there was no money available for
them. Eula works there everyday
and would love to see this spread
throughout the state - she’s a ge-
nius!! A simple idea that helps so
many. Hundreds of teachers are
taking advantage of this gift. So
proud of you, Eula.

So in honor of Free2Teach, and
to see how many read all the way
through my column, I will hide a
tiny apple somewhere in the pag-
es of this issue. I will award one
free subscription to a local caller
and one to the first out-of-state
caller. But it will be such a small
apple, no one will call me. Get out
your glasses!

The North-Central Alabama
Girl Scout Council held their
Women of Distinction Awards
dinner at The Jackson Center at
HudsonAlpha recently, and I was
honored to be invited by Nancy
Washington Vaughn. Nancy is
an attorney and was one of the
Award recipients. She is currently
President of the board of directors
for the Junior League of Hunts-
ville, and was also awarded the
Huntsville Engineering and Sup-
port Center Commander’s Award
for Civilian Service by the U.S.
Department of Army Corps of En-
gineers. Nancy lives in Madison
with husband W. Hunter Vaughn
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and their beautiful little daughter
Mary.

John D. Brown passed away al-
most a year ago, on July 25, and he
is missed every day. John worked
at Thiokol Chemical Corp. for 35
years and then went to work with
his son Dr. Michael Brown. His
wife Joyce told us that he loved
reading Old Huntsville magazine
each month and the history of this
area was so interesting to him. Just
wanted to tell Joyce we're think-
ing about you and sending love.

If you're new to Huntsville -
WELCOME! There are so many
fun things to do here and the peo-
ple are the best. People help each
other here, which you don’t of-
ten find in other cities. One place
that’s on the way to Decatur for
you to visit is 1818 Farms. They
sell items that come from their
working sustainable farm and
welcome all visitors. More info at
1818farms.com.

Remember too for those of
you new to our area, you've got
to go to Lowe Mill Arts and En-
tertainment Center on Seminole
Dr. Over 200 artists will show you
their work. It’s fascinating to just
walk around in Lowe Mill and see
the eclectic and beautifully differ-
ent types of art. There are new stu-
dios in there opening up all the
time.

As I'm writing this it feels like
105 degrees outside with 90% hu-
midity - drink lots of water if you
have to be out and remember that
pets can have heat stroke too. The
pads of their feet can really feel
the heat from the asphalt so be
careful they don’t get burned.

Fire, Smoke & Water Restoration

Quick Response Team
24/7 EMERGENCY SERVICE

(256) 533-7163

LOUIE TIPPETT
www.united-specialist.com
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Taken from the Missionary Society Holmes Street M.E. Church. Thanks to Mr. Newman Ward,
who sent us his mother’s 1925 cookbook and these delicious recipes.

Mom’s Best Apple Pie

5 cooking apples

2 T. butter, in pieces

2/3 c. brown sugar

1/2 t. nutmeg

Slice apples and pour into

a buttered }l;aking dish with no
bottom crust. Sprinkle 2/3 cup
brown sugar over all and dot
with the butter. Sprinkle with
nutmeg and add 4 tablespoons
of water.

Pastry:

1/2 c. brown sugar

1 c. plain flour

1/2 c. butter

Mix all with a pastry blend-

er til mixture is in crumbs.
Pour this over the apples and
bake at 350 degrees and top is
browned.

Bess Ward

Dojle Duddinq

1 c. chopped dates

1 c. chpd. English walnuts

1 c. brown sugar

1T. flour

1 t. baking powder

3 egos beaten separately,
fold W}%i%ces in last P Y

Mix all ingredients as list-

ed. Pour into greased 8x8” pan.
Bake at 350 degrees for 20 min-
utes. Cut in squares and serve
with real whipped cream.

Mrs. W. E. Voelker

Salmon Croquetes
9

One can salmon, mashed
fine. Salt and C%Depper to taste.
Two eggs and half as much
bread crumbs as salmon. Make
into rolls, dip in beaten eggs,

roll in cracker crumbs and fry.
India Lowman

Familq BpunswicL ijew

1 whole chicken

1 grt. corn

1 grt. tomatoes

1 pint okra

1 pint butterbeans

2 onions chopped

Salt and pepper to taste

Boil chicken until it will
leave the bones and be very
tender. Pull meat from bones
and cut into large cubes, return
to the water in which it was
cooked.

Add vegetables and cook
down until a thick mixture.
Cook slowly and stir often to
prevent scorching.

Jen Baker

=

Welcome to Gibson’s! Started in 1956, located in the center of beautiful Huntsville,
Gibson's Barbecue serves up Huntsville's finest Bar-B-Q along with

Huntsville's Best Breakfast.

At Gibson's Barbecue, every dish is created using only the freshest, finest ingredients.
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1-lb. Pack (for 4 PeoL)Ie)
One Pound of BBQ Pork,
Pint Potato Salad
Half Pint Cole Slaw
Hot or Mild Sauce.
8 buns.

$19.00

Tyl

3319 MEMORIAL PARKWAY S.W.

256-881-4851

2-lb. Pack (for 8 People)
Two Pounds of BBQ Pork,
Two Pints Potato Salad,
One Pint Cole Slaw
Hot or Mild Sauce.
16 buns.

$36.00

8412 WHITESBURG DR. S.

256-882-0841

3 Ib. Pack(for 12 People)
Three Pounds of BBQ Pork
Two Quarts Potato Salad,
One Quart Cole Slaw
Hot or Mild Sauce.

24 buns.

$52.00

raj
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2 medium eggplants

2 c. cracker ?r%%bs

1/2 c. milk

1T. butter

1/2 c. ground cooked ham

Legg

1/2t. sugar

Salt and pepper to taste

Boil eggplants until tender.
Peel, cut in small cubes. Add
salt, pepper, sugar, butter and
ham. Put a layer of the eggplant
mix in buttered baking dish,
then layer of cracker crumbs.
Repeat until all is used.

Beat eg%, add milk and pour
over eggplants. Bake at 350 de-
grees for 30 minutes and serve
warm.

Mrs. Emmitt Barnes

Oajlmea | BPQC]CI

1 c. milk

1t. salt

1 c. rolled oats

2-1/2 c. plain flour

1-3 yeast cakes

Scald liquid, add salt and

pour over oats. Cool for half
an hour. Add yeast mixed with
1/4 cup lukewarm water and
flour and bake at 350 degrees
til a toothpick comes out clean,
about 40 minutes. A favorite in
our family.

Mrs. T. E. Banks

Yellow Nut Cale

3 c. plain flour
1/2c. sugar

1 c. pecans, chopped
1/4 c. butter

1-1/2 c. milk

3e olks
4 t.%;gaﬁinﬁ powder
Mix all dry ingredients.

Beat eggs light, add milk, melt-
ed butter, then pour liquid into

flour. Mix well and pour into
reased bread pan. Let stand
0 minutes and bake at 350 de-

grees for 45 minutes.
Birdie Lucille Shelby

Enqlisl] \X/alnujl Canc]q

2 c. brown sugar

1 T. butter

1 C. English walnuts

1c. mil

Boil sugar and milk until

a little dropped in cold water
forms a soft ball. Add butter,
remove from fire and beat un-
til it begins to thicken, add nuts
and pour into buttered pan.
Cut in squares when cool.

Lucille Blair

Maple MOUSSQ

One cup maple syrup, one
pint full cream. Whip both un-
til stiff. Mix well and pack in
salt and ice until frozen. Serve
with good Whiﬁped cream.

Mrs. Ben Johnson

Old Huntsville Page
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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.

h Huntsville Al. 35801

‘B

]

The Trains!

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

Restaurant With

975-E Airport Road

(256) 883-7656
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E d d i e ]ackslzé/ger’s

On my first day of the fourth grade, in a
brand spanking new school, I found myself
seated at a pod of four desks located right next
to the exit and that suited me just fine. I was
the only new kid in a class of twenty-four and
a disconcerting bucket full of butterflies were
thumping around in my belly. Just the previ-
ous day, my family had relocated to our new
home in some deep woods, situated a few miles
outside the metropolis of Northport, Alabama.

Entering that classroom, it wasn't clear
what alligators lay ahead, so a clear path to the
doorway seemed a prudent option. I sat with
my back to the windows and Eddie (this is a
true story, so only first names) was seated to my
left. Grady and Orbit (I couldn't make that up),
who appeared to be previous acquaintances, sat
facing the two of us.

Before even five minutes had passed, I found
myself booked for a playground scrap with
Grady. I had never been in a fight in my entire
nine years of life and wasn't sure what the pro-
tocol was, but I reckoned it would make itself
clear soon enough. After all, I had seen both the
Lone Ranger and Batman in action and figured
I would simply follow suit.

During opening minutes, while our teacher
organized the class, the four of us had taken
the opportunity to get to know one another. I
was, as yet, the undetermined quantity and so I
mostly listened as the other three, who had obvi-
ously attended school together for the previous
three years, reminisced about mutual experi-
ences. It wasn't long until Grady revealed his
true nature as a bit of a bully, having a penchant
for picking on kids who didn't fight back. This
quality was manifest as he began making fun of
Eddie, drawing a reluctant Orbit into the abuse
as well. Grady was an experienced tormenter
and as I watched Eddie growing increasingly
miserable, it became obvious that he was genu-
inely afraid of him.

Eddie's bully was good looking, well-
dressed, obviously came from money, and
therefore, was certainly one of the more popular
kids. He attempted to drag me into his cruelty
and I was unexpectedly faced with a choice
I had never had to consider before. Would it

be wiser to secure my social standing by throw-
ing in my lot with Grady or do I stand up for the
mistreated? I don't remember my reasoning, but
I decided right then and there that bullies should
not be allowed to continue unchecked, if I had
any say in the matter. I suppose I picked that mo-
ment to choose whether I wanted to be the kind
of person who joined in to belittle the weak or
the kind of person who defended those who can't
defend themselves. Surprisingly and completely
unknown to me at the time, I actually picked an
unrecognized third choice, but we'll talk about
that in a bit.

Eddie was an easy target because he looked and
acted a little different from the other kids, although
he struck me as a really decent fellow. This was the
year 1967 and buzz cuts ruled the day. Eddie wore
his jet black hair quite long, keeping it heavily oiled
and combed straight back from his face - and this
different look was his first strike. Additionally, I
soon discovered that athletics was the coin of the
realm in rural Tuscaloosa County and Eddie was
anything but a player - being a non-athlete was

= e

Owned & Operated since 1963 by
The Schrader Family, also owners

of Old Heidelburg and Cafe Berlin

256-880-9920

Lunch Pasta Madness: Includes Pasta Dish,
Salad and a drink - $10
Available at Lunch Tues - Fri

Serving a Rich Variety of
European Fare

Hours:

Tues, Wed, Thurs - 11am - 9pm
Friday - 11am - 10pm
Saturday - 5pm - 10 pm
Sunday Brunch 11am - 2pm

Music on Friday and Saturday nights

Call ahead Reservations Recommended

964 Airport Rd. - Huntsville, Al

By )
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John Hunt Thadeous R. Russell

Huntsville’s First Settler Madison County’s First Commercial
Real Estate Broker

Thadeous’s great great great awesome great grandson’s company
is celebrating their 30th anniversary this year!
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strike two. I am not sure if this
qualified as a third strike against
him or not, but most peculiarly,
he always wrote with a blue
pen. The two of us ended up
sharing classrooms and classes
over the next eight years and 1
never once saw him use a pencil.
In retrospect, I can see that he
was socially awkward, although
not lacking in intelligence in the
least. He simply needed a friend
- or at least less jerks in his life
and sadly, there tended to be a
plethora of jerks and very few
grade school friends for the likes

of Eddie.

After making my choice,
the next thing I knew, I found
myself telling Eddie not to
worry because I would protect
him from Grady. I then made it
clear to both Grady and Orbit
that they had better leave Ed-
die alone or I would make them

wish they had.

Orbit seemed to not want
any trouble at all, but Grady
was another story. Generally
bullies tend to gravitate to the
cowardly side, but I was what
we used to call a bean pole and
probably only weighed sixty

pounds soaking wet.

I did not project an im-
posing figure and as Grady
sized me up, and once he
realized that I was seriously
opposing him (probably a
first), he stopped making
fun of Eddie, and turned to
focus his full attention on
me. He attempted to take
some random potshots, but
being an unknown, his am-
munition was limited and I

“I've learned that
under everyone’s
hard shell is some-
one who really just
wants to be loved.”

Andy Rooney

gave as good as I got - maybe
even a little better.

Asyou canimagine, being
on the receiving end of abuse
made him furious and he
promised he’d teach me a les-
son when we went out for re-
cess. I sat there and marveled
at what had come to pass in
just a few short minutes of my
tirst day in a new school.

An hour or so later, when
we ran out onto the play-
ground, I was invited to play
football for the first time in
my life. We chose teams and

Grady and I ended up on opposite
sides. Our team got the ball first
and in my very first play, I became
forever hooked on the game. In
the huddle, our captain and quar-
terback, assuming since I was the
new kid I must be of professional
caliber, told me that he would
pretend to give me the ball and I
was to hunch over, playacting that
I had the ball while running in a
certain direction.

We executed the play to per-
fection and much to my whole
team’s joy, the other team had ze-
roed in on me and our quarterback

=

AL Cert# 02229

“Take Control of Your Comfort”




had galloped in the opposite
direction for a long gain.

In our next huddle, I was
told we would run the same
play, but this time I would
receive the ball and the quar-
terback would be the decoy.
He said, “Try to hide the ball
and run toward the goal line.”
I wasn’t sure what the goal line
was, so he pointed west and
said, “Run as far as you can that
way.”

Welined up in the formation
just as we had previously and
this time, assuming it was the
same trick play, all but one of
the opposing players ignored
me and I started sprinting west
for all I was worth. I bet you
can guess who the “all but one”
was and he was coming straight
at me.

We were playing touch foot-
ball, which meant when anyone
touched the ball carrier with

two hands below the waist, the
play ended. Apparently Grady
saw this as his chance to single
me out and teach me the prom-
ised lesson. He slammed into
me, trying desperately to drag
me down, but I was moving
with a full head of steam and
managed to stay upright. He re-
doubled his efforts and decided
to jump on my back, hooking
one arm around my neck while
simultaneously pounding me
with his free fist.

I was probably pumping
pure adrenalin at that moment
and something deep and stub-
born welled up within me and
I simply refused to go down
under his onslaught. Iended up
carrying him piggyback-style
well past the goal line while he
continued to flail away on my
back.

By the cheering and cries for
me to stop (ala Forest Gump), I
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was certain I had crossed into
the end zone and unceremo-
niously dumped poor Grady
onto the ground. As far as I can
remember he never said an-
other unkind word to me and
he never picked on Eddie again,
in my presence. I sincerely wish
this was the ending of this tale,
but that there is a bit more to go.

For over fifty years I patted
myself on the back about the
role I had played that day with
Eddie and even felt that I had
been a good influence on Grady
and Orbit, but remember that
unseen third choice I mentioned
before?

One day while strolling
down Memory Lane, a new
perspective emerged and a
surprising insight materialized.
I recognized I had tragically
missed an important truth re-
garding my actions: Fighting
a bully is not the same thing
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as defending the bullied. At
tirst glance, the two thoughts
in this sentence might appear
to describe identical behaviors,
but they are really two sides of
the same coin. Their disparity
becomes clear when examin-
ing the level of commitment,
the underlying motivation, and
most importantly, the long-term
outcome between the two.

Remember, I was new and 1
knew no one in the class. Eddie
was not my friend and unfor-
tunately, I had accurately and
immediately judged him as a
“social liability.” I wanted to
protect him, but never intended
for him to be more than an
acquaintance (level of commit-
ment) and to serve only as a
stepping stone in establishing
my own reputation (underly-
ing motivation) as a superhero-
type.
When I chose to stand up for
Eddie, what I was actually do-
ing was standing against Grady
- and therein lies the tragedy.
Eddie needed a friend far more
than he needed a defender and
my actions, quite unintention-
ally, gave him the false hope
that I was his friend. When I
offered to take on his bully, he
had every right to assume I was
doing so because I wanted to be
his friend, but I never had any
intention of such a commitment
to him. I just wanted swoop in
and out of his life like a super-
hero - vanquishing the bad guy
and moving on in search of my
next villain.

I can now see that my actions
were far more damaging to Ed-
die than anything Grady could
have thrown at him.

As evidence of this conclu-
sion, I clearly remember just a
day or two later, Eddie spoke
privately with me, saying he
thought the two of us were
going to be friends. In his con-

versation, he noted that I was
not treating him like a friend
should treat a friend. Even fifty
years later, I can remember the
disappointment and hope in his
voice and on his face.

I can’t remember what my
response was, but I am certain |
didn’t want to hurt his feelings.
I probably said some shallow
thing, but didn’t go out of my
way to befriend him to any
greater degree. He was, after
all, not one of the popular ones
in my class and as the new kid
in town, I had my own social
status to consider.

After this insight, I re-
searched and discovered that
Eddie had died in a hospital at
age fifty-two, alone, and with
no mention of friends or family.

I wonder what might have
happened differently in his life
if I had chosen to be a friend
instead of a superhero. I know
I would be a better man had I
done so.

It would be helpful if poor
people got just half the
money that is spent in

studying them.

L

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

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

e

HUNTSVILLE, AL
(256) 539-9441

LOCATIONS ALSO IN
MADISON AND FAYETTEVILLE

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

Oil change & other services




Man’s Best Friend

by Hugh Michaels

I never dreamed of having a dog in my
home. I never dreamed of carrying a dog to
the vet. Inever dreamed of giving a dog a bath
in a bathtub. I never dreamed of loving a dog
sleeping on my bed. All of the above has hap-
pened to me and Oh how time has changed.

Years ago people never let dogs in their
homes, they were fed leftover food from
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being used in service - they are therapy dogs, dogs for
Veterans who have PTSD, dogs who go visit children
in the hospital, the ones who visit old people in nurs-
ing homes. They are police dogs, drug sniffing dogs
at the airport and for law enforcement.

Dogs are truly "Man's best Friend." (Woman's too). I
have come to understand that. Buddy is smart. He will
sit when asked, he will give you his paw. He knows
when you aren't feeling well and stays closer. I love
this dog Buddy, and he loves me too.

the family meals. They were forced to (r
sleep on anything that was available.
Winter times were cold for dogs. Fleas
were a dog's worst enemy, and most
people didn't think about helping the
dogs get rid of the fleas. Times sure
have changed.

Today people care for their dogs,
and most are treated like family. Life
changed for me after I visited a place in
Huntsville called The Ark. When I first
entered I was lost for words. I never had
seen so many dogs, most of them were
barking. I spotted a small puppy in his
cage and he was wagging his tail. The
person in charge said, "He wants to go
home with you."

Well - I never thought of having a
dog let alone a little puppy like this one.
He was very calm but kept wagging his
tail and looking at me. I just couldn't
resist. I paid the Ark $100 and took him
home with me. And I am so happy I did,
he has made my life so much better.

His name is Buddy. He is 6 years old
now and weighs about 20 pounds. He
is fortunate that I saw him that day - he
had been hit by a car and had a bro-
ken leg, he was almost killed. No one
wanted him, but I did.

=

\S

It's amazing these days how dogs are \S
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THE MOURNER’S BENCH

by Lena Nelson McGhee

Summer months in Alabama are usually
very hot and muggy. During my childhood,
summer was also a time for special religious
activities such as Vacation Bible School and
religious revivals.

I'lived in a log cabin covered with brick-like
asphalt covering. Our log cabin, like numer-
ous homes of those days, had what we called a
breezeway. As you entered our front door, there
was a short hallway that was “T” shaped. To
the left of the hallway was my aunt and uncle’s
bedroom. To the right of the hallway was the
living room. At the top of the “T” shaped hall-
way was the dining room. To the left of the
dining room was my bedroom and to the right
of the dininﬁ room was the kitchen.

During thunderstorms our family gathered
in the breezeway as this was the center of the
house. There was a couch swing in the breeze-
way because cool air always seemed to flow
through there. So, often we sat in the breezeway
on hot days also.

My uncle - the Rev. Surrey Mitchell - was
the Pastor of the St. Elizabeth Cumberland
Presbyterian Church in our small
town of Madison, Alabama. Each year
in August, St. Elizabeth Presbyterian
Church held a great revival. The un-
saved or sinners as they were called
in those days came from miles around
Madison and surrounding counties to
sit on the Mourners Bench to confess
their sins and have the saints pray
for them.

The Mourners Bench was simply a
pew that was put in front of the altar.

Sinners sat on the Mourners Bench
to pray for their salvation. The ritual
was for the mourners to ask God for
a sign for them to be saved. Once
they received their sign and became
converted, they confessed of their sins
and went around the community to
let everyone know “they gotreligion!”

The St. Elizabeth Cumberland
Presbyterian Church Mourners Bench
Revival was very popular in our com-
munity. I remember that many times
more than 40 people were converted

each year. At the end of the revival, the
converts were taken to the local creek and
baptized. Then they were returned to the
church to be given the right hand of fellow-

SUMMER SALE ITEMS
You'vE GOT 1O
HAVE!




ship by the pastor, elders and
deacons of the church they
chose to become a member of.

Each year in August, I
joined a number of kids in
the community who flocked
to the Mourner’s Bench. To
us it was a fun thing to do but
it was also expected by our
parents or family elders. Each
year one or two of our friends
would “get religion!”

Often during the day, we
would play church and decide
what sign we would ask for
and decide how we would per-
form after we “got religion!”
We decided we would ask
for a sign and when a certain
elder prayed we would jump
up and confess our sins and
become a convert. One person
said she would get religion if
Elder Toney prayed. Another
said she would get religion
if Deacon Hyter prayed. We
all knew that these two great
men would pray during the
services. They prayed every

night!
During the numerous
times [ had sat on the Mourn-

er’'s Bench, I had waited and
waited for something to touch
me or to feel something that
would knock me off that
Mourners Bench. Noth-
ing ever happened. So I
decided to ask for a sign
to test God to see if he
would fulfill the sign I
would ask for.

Asusual, it was a very
hot and very muggy Au-
gust day. The sky was
clear and a beautiful blue.
There was not a cloud
in sight. Being a little
imp, [ decided to ask God
to send a storm before
Mourners Bench time.
I asked that the storm
produce lightning that
would click twice at the

corner of the house by the
living room. I was not wor-
ried about this sign coming to
fruition because it was a hot,
sunny, clear day. However,
much to my surprise the sun
disappeared in the afternoon.
A storm cloud rose. The fam-
ily gathered in the breezewa?f.
I sat on the sofa swing quietly
in disbelief.

Suddenly the thunder
rolled and a flash of lightning
hit so hard a ball of lightning
rolled through the breeze-
way. I froze. I was as afraid
as a mouse staring at a lion. I
never said a word. I was in to-
tal shock! How could a storm
come up on a hot sunny day?

That night as I sat on the
Mourners Bench, I was afraid.
Should I say something? Was
I supposed to confess my sins
since my sign had been re-
vealed to me? I asked myself
over and over what I should
do. Was something supposed
to touch me and knock me off
the bench? I was thoroughly
perplexed. I did not know
what to do. I just sat there in
my fear.

As expected, Elder Toney
and Deacon Hyter prayed and
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converts fell out on the floor
and began to confess he or she
“got religion”!

During the ceremony, we
were asked to get on our
knees. As the deacons and
elders walked around and
prayed for us as we were on
our knees, I became more
terrified. Finally service was
over; [ still remained quiet as
a mouse. I told no one of m
experience until I was well
over 30 years old.  was twelve
at the time of this remarkable
experience.

I did not return to the
Mourners Bench the next few
years after that. I never re-
ceived my salvation from the
Mourners Bench. After age 16,
I decided the Mourners Bench
was not my way to salvation
and I did not sit on the Mourn-
ers Bench again. One thing is
for certain, I never questioned
the power of the Almighty or
tried to request a test again!

Now I know that I am
saved by Grace!

Ephesians 2:8 “For By grace
ye are saved through faith;
and that not of yourselves; it
is the gift of God.”
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Tips from Liz

- Emptied fruit, such as or-
anges or cantaloupes, refilled with
vanilla ice cream with raspberries
or strawberries make dainty little
bowls. Cover with pink whipped
cream and garnish with red cher-
ries and serve at your summer
afternoon tea.

- When you rub lotion on your
face, be sure and get your neck
area too as it needs moisturizing
as much as your face.

- Having trouble sleeping?
Oftentimes, just an extra pillow
will help.

- A sheet of Bounce fabric
softener will repel ants and mice.

- Dip asparagus into egg bat-
ter, roll in fresh bread crumbs or
cracker meal and fry to a golden
brown in butter. A very select veg-
etable with a juicy steak.

- Want dumplings? Two cups
of flour, two teaspoons of baking
powder, a pinch of salt, cold wa-
ter to make a stiff batter. Drop
by teaspoonfuls in meat broth for
drop dumplings that never fail.

- Give your colicky infant
mild ginger tea. It's wonderful
for digestion and gas.

- For fever, eat grapes
throughout the day. Also dilute
pure grape juice and sip.

“I think my neighbor is
stalking me. She’s been
Googling my name on
her computer. | saw it
clearly through my
telescope last night.”

Jimmy Stevens, Arab

- For sinus headaches, sniff a
little horseradish juice - the stron-
ger the better. Remember to do
it slowly.

- To ease the discomfort of
a bad hangover, rub 1/2 lemon
under each armpit. This may ease
the feeling somewhat.

- For Asthma, eat 3-6 apricots
aday. They help heal lung/ bron-
chial conditions.

- For regularity, drink the
juice of one lemon mixed in one
cup of warm water, when you
wake up every morning. A bit of
honey may be added to sweeten.
You'll be amazed at the results.

- A lady who had ringing in
her ears tried dropping 2 drops of
onion juice into her ears 3 times a
week and it stopped.

- Garlic is wonderful for your
heart - take 2 capsules a day to
protect and strengthen the heart
and help thin your blood. Also,
use garlic in cooking and raw
in salads - the cloves get really
mild and sweet when %aked or
roasted.

- For indigestion, scrub an
orange and eat some of the peel
5 minutes after a meal. Also, cay-
enne peplper sprinkled on food or
soup will help with indigestion.

- 1 quart of celery juice per
day is said to provide a noticeable
improvement in shingles.

- WD 40 will keep pigeons
from perching on balconies and
fence tops (they hate the smell).

- You can get two good cups
of tea from most tea bags - try it!
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therapist technicians that afternoon, I'll be at the ballpark
CO u I d | P I ead 5 or chopping firewood in the back yard.
The greatest transmutation that takes place above is
Te m p 0 rary | nsan Ity ) the transfusion of duty to love. Their rules have purpose -
they really care. Even an anesthesia-crazed fool sees that.

by Ted Roberts

Hospitals are big cubic buildings in which | Frazier Home |nSpeCti0nS, INnc.

we store, file and archive poor souls who are
either sick, soon to be sick, or soon to be beyond

our therapeutic reach. We stock the disabled Inspections performed

there even though we know a well-run hospital, according to ASHI Standards

with its germy wards is no place to stack sickees. _

I ought to know - I just escaped from one of the Johnny Frazier, Inspector

better ones in the area. "Hospitals are no place AL License # HI-1047

for sick folks" is one of the oldest platitudes of

our ;neéiical society.;1 . ) cll of Cell (256) 603-8430

nd to protect the residents they're full o -

rules - 89 %pof which I, a law-abidir}'ig citizen, Home (256) 534-0277

was accused of breaking. Consider that my last

civic violation was that of jaywalking in the 50's. Before you buy a home, have it
It was the anesthesia they claimed. It turned inspected by a professional

a sober jaywalking citizen into a werewolf. I
don't remember any of this. Example: the area
around your recovery bed was alarmed.
No bed bailing without a nurse. Naturally EA @
- they didn't want you to fall on your face
and mess up a clean floor. But what if you
wanted to look out the window or whisper
good morning to that blond a few steps away.
That didn't sound like a capital sin to me. It
did to them. And the nurse and attendants b "
were built to enforce these regulations. No Neat an d Affo rd ab I €
lightweights here. Also I admitted they were

congregated by the door - the heavyweights Interior and Exterior Paintin g

thatis - in case we made a sudden mass dash

to freedom. Wallpaper Removal & Sheetrock Repairs
But that didn’t seem to be my sin, I was . .

told later. According to ward gossip [ had set Home Repairs and Remodeling

foot outside the bed without pulling the cord

that called the nurse. In other words, unat- All Pressure Washing Services

tended, I wandered the ward. And there was
more - so they said. Once back in my room,

again unchained, alone - I had barred the Let us He lp Z()ith Al l y our
door with some kind of medical chest. Why

would I do that? I don’t even misbehave at H ome Repalrs
home when I crave solitude. I call it mass
hysteria. The onlookers - both patients and
hospital employees - called it the anesthesia
effeIc)t. (He’spthg culprit, not me). Well, they 256-683-0326
ought to know. They were sober, I wasn’t. I
wonder of I could plead temporary insanity?
Then the big day comes, VH day - Victory
in Hospital - home again, home again. You ) ) o
think it’s over - well think again. Our modern || Email us at whitesockpainting@yahoo.com
health institutions have gluey tentacles like a

Call for a Free Estimate

hungry octopus. “Tuesday, Mr. Roberts - the Proud Member Of BBB
home health will be there.” . .
“Nope” bad day, I'll be trying out for the 3313 Highway 533 - Huntsville. Al 35806

NFL and don’t send the oxygen and physical EL'
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Huntsville
Headlines - 1923

Mrs. Greaves only Victim Remaining

Mrs. C. T. Greaves, of Dallas, Tx., one of
the most seriously injured in the wreck of the
Southern passenger train near Scottsboro last
week, is still at the Huntsville infirmary. She
was taken there immediately following the
accident. Mrs. Greaves is, however, reported
to be doing well. She is the only one of the
several brought here who have not returned
to their homes.

They Saw the World

Two boys, Lonnie Jones, 16 and Warren
Sanders, 14 will be held in Huntsville for the
arrival of their parents this week. They said
they lived near Scottsboro and were taﬁen in
charge by Chief Hackworth. Their parents
had telephoned the chief to notify him that
the boys had traveled to Huntsville, after
telling them that they “wanted to see the
world.” They were without money and
seemed quite ready to return home after
seeing enough of the world and its hard-
ness.

Important Meeting of the Grace Club

Announcement is made of an impor-
tant called meeting of the Grace Club, to
be held at the Twickenham Pharmacy at 5
o’clock Tuesday afternoon. All members
are urged to be there.

Machine Boy Injured

While riding his bicycle on Walker
Street Sunday, Howard Larkin, a small
machine boy at the Mill, was run into and
knocked from his wheel by an automobile
driven by Henry Thomas. Youn§ Larkin
was jolted badly and bleeding from in-
juries to his head and legs. However his
mother tells us that he is expected to fully
recover.

Huntsville Invention

Messrs. James McGill and Lee Guy
have perfected a new automobile light
which they intend to apply for a patent.
The light will contain a revolving fan on
one end and colored lights on the other, the
lights being generated from a dry battery
and being operated by the car.

The gentlemen have tried out their
light with complete success.

“If you think nobody cares whether you're
alive or not, try missing a couple of
car payments.”

Johnny Dexter, Scottsboro

To Learn how Defective Air Conditioning Systems
Installations can Lead to allowing disease-carrying
rats into your home, along with roaches and addi-

tional small animals, please go to our website:
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A Story You Won’t Soon Forget....
“MY BLUE YONDER”, sy USAF CpT. CARL GAMBLE

Cpt. Gamble is a former aviator,
an author and a motivational speaker
for youth. He is a former US Air Force
captain and veteran of the Vietham
War. His Alma Mater is Tennessee
State University.

Carl's planes include one de-
stroyed by enemy fire and a hijacked
airliner. There are pilots who landed
burning airplanes and there are pilots
who were hijacked. But Carl may be
the first pilot to face both challenges.

CARL GAMBLE, a premier airline pilot,
has penned a remarkable memoir, a powerful
story about his journey from the cotton fields
of Madison County, Alabama, to the captain’s
seat flying jumbo jets between North America
and Europe.

While in grade school, Gamble was in-
spired by Air Force jet fighters flying over
Madison and his dream to become a pilot
was born. Gamble's hard and focused work
overcame an inauspicious start studying avia-
tion at Tennessee State University, a step-
ping stone toward a flying career for African
Americans of small means in the 1960s.

Gamble was awarded the Air Force's cov-
eted Distinguished Flying Cross. His quick
thinking and superior flying skills enabled him
to land his C-47, severely disabled by enemy
antiaircraft fire, and save the lives of his crew
in Vietnam.

Available in August at Amazon.com Booklocker.com and from the website
www.captaingamble.biz
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Huntsville in 2008

by Lee Cox

I moved to Huntsville in 2008. In an effort
to get some exercise I regularly hiked the Land
Trust trails. Most of the time alone, occasion-
ally talking friends into going with me on what
some referred to as my deceptively long and
arduous hikes.

I preferred to take Railroad Bed trail.
Roughly a mile or so from start to finish, it
follows the path of a long defunct railway that
took visitors up the mountain to the Hotel
Monte Sano in the late 1800s.

The latter decades of the 1800s saw the rise
of quite a few nasty diseases, mostly due to
unsanitary conditions. Diphtheria and Yellow
Fever, also called "Yellow Jack" or "Bronze
John", were rampant. Huntsville locals found
that after spending a few days on Monte Sano
their health improved a bit and in some cases
dramatically. This was generally attributed to
the natural mineral springs atop and around
the mountain, but it was also likely due to the
cooler air and more sanitary lifestyle.

The Hotel Monte Sano was built in 1886
by the North Alabama Im-

a room, the spa and three meals. The hotel
registry held the names of Tennessee Val-
ley's richest. Even some of the wealthiest
citizens in the country visited the hotel look-
ing for relaxation and regeneration. But at
the time Huntsville was made up mostly of
poor mill workers and cotton field hands.

provement Company. It ¢
consisted of 233 rooms with
mineral spring baths and
beautiful views of the Ten-
nessee Valley. Eleven dol-
lars per day bought a visitor

“I'm super lazy. It's just
like normal lazy, but |
wear a cape.”

Brandon, age 11




Most of her citizenry could barely afford food,
let alone a night there.

Because the well-to-do were not keen on
walking, a railway was built from the Hunts-
ville Depot to the hotel. Pulled by a Baldwin
steam engine, the cars were smaller than usual
due to the smaller gauge of the rails and the
tight turns in the line as it tacked up the slope.
The train made three runs per day for twenty
five cents a trip. At the top, passengers were
ferried in a fine Taliaferro buggy to the hotel.

Due to a derailment would-be passengers
were frightened away from taking the coach
and after some financial mismanagement the
rail went into bankruptcy. There was some talk
of salvaging the line, but in a spring thaw an
enormous boulder fell onto the tracks perma-
nently ending its run.

As science progressed and sanitation be-
came common practice, yellow fever, cholera
and many other diseases were diminished
if not eradicated. Vaccines more or less took
away the hotels perceived raison d’etre. The
Hotel Monte Sano shut its doors in 1900.

All that’s left of the hotel is a stone chim-
ney in a front yard and the occasional auction
of antique hotel furnishings. All that’s left of
the rail are stone trestle supports and stone
embankments.

On my frequent hikes I liked to stand
atop the embankments and look out over the
creek beds. My mind often wandered to the
men who built the rail, hauling those stones
via mule wagons and stacking them for the
trestles. Maybe they sat on this or that rock and
ate lunch with strong but weathered, scarred,
tilthy hands. I could imagine them breaking
their backs, working in the southern
heat, the valley winter, so wealthy
financiers and blue bloods could find
solace in pools of mineral water.

And it was all for naught, because,
as I stood there, all that was left were
stones the mountain would eventually
reclaim into herself.

“I have a lifetime contract.
That means | can’t be fired during
the third quarter if we’'re ahead
and moving the ball.”

Lou Holtz, Arkansas Football coach

Old Huntsville Page 35

Hampton Cove Funeral
Home, Crematory
and Cemetery

Helping Families Honor the Lives of
Those They Love

Affordable Funeral Packages
Starting at $3,995.00

Simple Cremation Starting
at $995.00

Excludes Removal

Call for details on Preplanning

256-518-9168

Hampton Cove Funeral Home
6262 Highway 431 South
Hampton Cove, Al 35763
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Twins of Shiloh

by Tom Baker

George and Hugh Childress
were born on the twenty-second
of November in the year 1833.
Twin boys, the twelfth and
thirteenth children in the fam-
ily of Robert and Temperance
Childress, that would eventu-
ally number seventeen children.
Twelve girls and five boys.

All of Robert and Temper-
ance's children were raised on
a farm in the Little Cove area
of Madison County, Alabama.
With nineteen in the family,
needless to say, you were never
late for a meal.

With this many children to
rule over, their father must have
been a strict disciplinarian. It is
said that he had a "fetish" about
teeth. He would not let his
children chew the sweet gum
which oozed from the trees,
"like all the other kids in the
neighborhood.” He had all of
his natural teeth when he died
at the age of 87.

When the Civil War began,
George and Hugh enlisted on
the Confederate side. They saw
action at Shiloh, distinguishing
themselves in that battle. Hugh
later rose to the rank of 1st Lt.,
and George to the rank of 2nd
Sergeant.

But tragedy was soon to
strike the Childress family. In

1862, the twins had become
separated. Hugh was with a
unit in Louisiana fighting in the
Battle of Baton Rouge, where he
fell mortally wounded on Aug.
5th and died a few hours later.

Tragedy struck again 2
months later when his brother
George was killed early in the
action before Corinth, Missis-
sippi on Oct. 3, 1862.

When Margaret Mitchell
was doing research for her fa-
mous novel “Gone With The
Wind”, she visited towns and
hamlets throughout the South,
talking to old Civil War vets
and their families. One of these
places she was reported to
have visited was Mooresville,
Alabama. Mooresville is an
old historic town located a few
miles west of Huntsville, Ala.
Margaret caused tongues to wag

when she went horseback riding
in pants throughout the village.

Living there at the time of
her visit were relatives of the
two twin brothers. Whether
Margaret Mitchell talked to
these relatives and was told the
tragic story of the twins, is not
known. But, in the first chapter
of her famous novel she wrote
later, “There are two twin broth-
ers, the Tarleton twins, who
enlist for the South, and are both
killed in battle.”

If this part of the novel was
based on Hugh and George
Childress, the truth of it may
never be known. All of Mitch-
ell’s notes on her book were
destroyed after the book was
published. The twins being a
part of this writer’s family tree,
I like to believe she did use the
story in her novel.

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




City News - 1896

- Joe. L. Rountree & Co. of Hartselle, dealers in
pure drugs, medicines and chemicals, have just put
in a line of school-books, slates, tablets and pencils.
Give them a call.

- Wanted - several trustworthy gentlemen or
ladies to travel in Alabama for established reliable
houses. Salary $780 and expenses. Steady position.
Enclose reference and self addressed stamped en-
velope. The Dominion Co., Chicago, ILL

- Dr. Charles D. Smith, Dentist, will make you
a full upper and lower set of teeth for $16. A better
set for a little more money. Crowns and Bridges
in elegant style very cheap. Teeth filled with gold
amagum or the zinc preparations. In the most reli-
able and artistic manner, at very low rates.

- J. B. & L. F. Boyd are in negotiation with the
Chamber of Commerce for the erection of a 100-bar-
rel flour mill in Huntsville.

- Wanted - a reliable lady or gentleman to make
house-to-house canvasses t}(])r our Vegetable Toilet
Soaps and Pure Flavoring Extracts, $40 to $75 a
month easily made.

- The wife of Robert Orr, of Randolph Street,
was cleaning up an old brass bed she had purchased
at a very reasonable price when she discovered a
treasure - packed inside the posts of the bed were
1,200 one dollar bills, some in a very bad state, but
most can be used.

- A general cleaning up on the public square has
been the order of the week. The shade trees have
been white-washed, and the town generally has a
beautiful appearance.

- Two men have been arrested on suspicion of
starting the fire at Trinity, noted last week, and have
been lodged in jail to await trail this week.

- A prank on the part of a number of students
in the school led to their expulsion from school.
The students purchased cayenne pepper, ground
in a powder, and Flaced it in the fan that sends air
through the ventilators in the schoolrooms.

It not only set the whole schoolroom sneezing
and coughing, but nearly destroyed the eyesight
of the engineer, who was looking for the cause of
the troub%e.

An Associate Minister of a local church
unveiled the new tithing campaign for
the summer this past Sunday:

“I Upped my Pledge - Up Yours.”

Call The Lowry
House at
(256) 489-9200

Old Huntsville Page

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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Dullsville

by Tom Carney

When famed writer and
storyteller Billy Joe Cooleﬁ
moved here in 1971 it too
a while for him to adjust to
a small city. He had worked
as a reporter for major news-
papers covering presidents,
crooked politicians, scandal-

ous murder cases and all
the other things one would
expect in a big city. Needless
to say, life was a lot different
in Huntsville.

About six months after
moving here Billy Joe re-
ceived a call from an old col-
league who worked on the
editorial desk for Webster's
Dictionary in New York City.
After exchanging the appro-
priate pleasantries the friend
asked how the local news was
going here in Huntsville.

"Dullsville!" replied Billy.
"The most exciting news we
had last week was the school
board meeting. Absolutely
nothing else happened. No
tights or anything."

His friend, a stickler for

rOﬁer verbiage, replied. "Bil-
y, there ain't no such word as
‘dullsville””.

"There is if you try to
cover hard news in Hunts-
ville, Alabama." came Billy
Joe’s regly.

In about eight months a

ackage came in the mail
rom his friend at the publish-
ing company. It contained a
new edition of "Webster's
Ninth Collegiate Diction-
ary," with a note attached
instructing Billy to look on
page 388 tor "dullsville":

Here’s what he found.
"Dullsville, dull + svllle (as
in Huntsville) slang: some-
thing or some place that is
dull or boring: also: extreme
boredom."

Editor's Note: You don't
believe this one? Get a copy
of Webster's Ninth Colle-
giate Dictionary, and look
it up yourself.
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PET TIPS
FROM ANGEL

Hero Pets

Thor

A Tennessee dog who was
recently rescued from being a
orphan has been doing some
rescuing of his own.

proved to be a saving grace.

Earlier that day, the family had
borrowed a gas-powered water pump
for the basement of their ranch home
to suction out water after a flood. By
nightfall, outside temperatures were
below freezing, so every window in
the house was closed except for Win-
nie’s.

Cathy Keesling turned off the gas
pump, and by the time she went to
bed around midnight, her husband,
Eric, was already asleep. The couple’s
14 year-old son Michael was in his
bedroom down the hall. None of them

When one of his neighbors
fell, Thor the pooch sprang into action to
let his owners know something was wrong
- possibly saving the elderly woman's life.
Barbara Simmons, 78, fell on the side of the
road while checking her mail on a hot day
earlier this month.

She said she yelled for help but no one
came to her rescue for at least a half hour.
Thor, a dog with a heroic name, noticed
Simmons and went to check it out.

"He was just so gentle and like, 'Are you
okay, are you okay?" explained Simmons.

Thor's owners said he was acting
strangely that day, ignoring their com-
mands. "He ran to this point and he stopped
and looked back at my husband and barked
at him a couple of times like, 'I'm not going
to listen to you,' and he took off right around
the corner," said owner Anne Lewis.

Thor led his owners to Simmons nearly
a block away. They called for help and the
EMT told Lewis that Thor saved her life.

Despite being part Pitbull and part Rott-
weiler, Thor has never attacked anyone or
harmed anything. "He's totally destroyed
the stereotype you have of those breeds,"
said Thor's owner. "He loves people."

Thor's owners say dogs like him, res-
cued from bad situations, make great pets
and their previous living situations don't
really have an impact on the dog's behavior.
"He has on occasion saved our chickens
from a fox, survived being bitten by a cop-
perhead, wrestled another fox, chased a
coyote and learned dozens of words and
commands," Anne Lewis said.

Winnie the Cat

Most hours of the day the cat Winnie,
11, can be found curled up on a windowsill
in the Keesling master bedroom, fast asleep.
One March night, her favorite tradition

could know that carbon monoxide
from the pump had built up in their basement —and that when
the home’s hot-air heating system switched on, it would begin
pushing the toxic gas throughout the house.

The family slept on. “But Winnie jumped from her window
perch right onto me, meowing like crazy and scratching at my
hair and face,” says Cathy. “She’d never acted like this. I thought,
there is something wrong with this cat. I tried to get out of bed,
but the moment I sat up, I felt like I'd been hit with a two-by-four.
Then I got so terribly dizzy.” After Cathy fell back onto the bed,
the cat “started carrying on again. She would not leave me alone.”

Fighting grogginess, Cathy unsuccessfully tried to rouse
Eric. Weak and nauseated, she grabbed the bedroom phone and
staggered into the hallway, where she found her son sprawled
on the floor, face down.

“I don’t know how, but I dialed 911,” she says. “It seemed
like just seconds later that people were pounding on the door.”
Emergency workers carried her out onto the front porch and
went back in for the others, not a moment too soon.

All three were hospitalized overnight for severe carbon
monoxide poisoning. “One of our rescuers, a deputy sheriff, said
that we could have been dead in five more minutes,” Cathy says.

Winnie was an abandoned farm kitten, only a few days old,
when Cathy found her. “We fed her with an eyedropper. Now
she’s our wonder cat.”

* 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 &
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From the Desk of
Tom Carney

HUNTSVILLE’S
UNDERGROUND DANCEHALL

by Tom Carney

Just a few miles up Pulaski
Pike, well within the city limits,
is a cave that was once heralded
as the most popular nightclub
in this area.

The early history of Shelta
Cave is lost in the shroud of
history, but some of the earli-
est stories tell of Confederate
soldiers hiding in the cave to es-
cape searching Union soldiers.

One rumor that persists
to this day concerns a bloody
hand-to-hand battle suppos-
edly fought in the depths of the
cavern on the shores of a vast
underground lake.

Like any other large cave,
it has legends woven around
it concerning buried treasure,
ghosts and eerie noises. These
remained just legends with no
basis in fact until 1888 when a
Mr. Bolen James sold the land
to a Mr. Henry Fuller.

Not much is known about
the early life of Mr. Fuller, but
judging from his actions he
must have been a born entre-
preneur.

Immediately after taking
possession of the cave he hired
a team of carpenters to install
steps down into the main cham-
ber. Next he assembled a crew
of craftsmen to install a dance
floor in one of the great rooms

“You've got two ears and
one mouth for a reason.
Try listening more than

you talk.”

Nancy Washington
Vaughn

with large stand-up
bars at each end. He
made no secret of the
fact that he intended
to open the grand-
est, fanciest and most
unusual dance hall in
Alabama.

Huntsville had seen its share
of weird, wacky ideas, but a
dance hall in a cave? Even for
Huntsville's standards that was
too much. Townspeople began
to call the yet uncompleted
dance hall “Fuller’s Folly.”

As is true in many a new
business, Fuller soon found
himself facing a slight prob-
lem - too many ideas and not
enough money. Reluctantly
he let himself be talked into
forming a corporation called,
appropriately enough, Shelta
Cave Corporation.

With this new influx of mon-
ey from investors came new
opportunities and it wasn’t long
before Fuller heard of a new
attraction in Nashville that he
thought would be perfect for
the business.

There had been much talk in
Huntsville about a new inven-

tion called “electric lights.” But
while most people dismissed
it as just another crazy idea,
Fuller was determined to light
his dance floor with the “mar-
vel of modern technology.”
Within days of Fuller’s visit to
Nashville, workmen arrived to
begin stringing wire throughout
the cave.

Although few people real-
ize it today, when Fuller pulled
the switch on his new lighting
system, he earned himself (and
the dance hall) a place in Hunts-
ville’s history as having the first
electric light bulbs in Madison
County.

Even this was not enough
for Fuller, for as he cast his eyes
upon the vast underground lake
he began to see another possibil-
ity for potential profits. Within
the week neighbors watched
in amazement as workmen un-



loaded three large boats from a
wagon and awkwardly maneu-
vered them down the steps.

The citizens of Huntsville
must have had a good chuckle
when he announced his inten-
tions of providin;g “Under-
ground Boat Rides.” And, as if
that was not enough, he pur-
chased hundreds of Japanese
lanterns to hang overhead!

Finally the day of the “Grand
Opening” arrived, and true to
Fuller’s predictions, crowds
thronged the cave to see the
marvel of electric lighting, ride
the boats and dance to the sound
of a newly hired band.

With the admission price of
one dollar, Fuller should have
been able to make a profit,
but unfortunately, he was too
deepl%l in debt. Also, the towns-
people, after making one or
two visits to the entertainment
mecca, quickly lost interest.

Desperate for money, Fuller
began to travel throughout the
South promoting Huntsville
and Shelta Cave as a conven-
tion center. Evidently he had
some success, as the Huntsville
Mercury in 1889 ran an article
about a gathering of the press
association:

“The entertainment of the
Press Association by the citizens
of Huntsville closed today with
a grand barbecue in Shelta Cav-
erns and nearly one hundred
delegates and their ladies were
in attendance. The affair was
gotten up in a delightful man-
ner and the beauties of the place
were fully investigated by the
astonished guests.”

According to rumor, Fuller,
or one of his cohorts, in another
effort to stimulate business,
(and keep down overhead)

When the money comes
out of the ATM, scream
“I WON! | WON!”

Fun things to do when
you're retired

actually operated a moonshine
still in one of the dark corners
of the cave. Years later when it
was discovered that Shelta Cave
was the home of a rare species
of blind shrimp, one local wag
laughed and said, “Hell, that lik-
ker made a lot of people almost
blind, I reckon some of it could
have spilled into the lake!”

Another story of the day
concerns a duel fought over a
lady’s honor at the edge of the
dance floor. The gentlemen,
each slightly intoxicated, were
pursuing the same %111‘1 at the
same time when they happened
to accidently meet at the dance.
Harsh words were exchanged
and to everyone’s horror, the
pulled pistols from underneat
their coats. Both fired, and both
missed. Fortunately they let
themselves be led away before
real harm could be done.

The only casualty of the duel
was a member of the band who
was slightly injured by a falling
stalactite.
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As almost any nightclub
owner can tell you, crowds are
tickle, and within a few years
the dance hall was again facing
financial ruin. This time, even
Fuller’s salesmanship could not
save it. On June 28, 1897 the cave
was sold at a sheriff’s sale on the
steps of the courthouse to settle
a judgement.

Although there is no docu-
mentation to support it, natives
of Huntsville who remember
the 1920s and 1930s swear that
there was once a speakeasy lo-
cated in the cave.

Other sources claim that
moonshine was produced in
the cave at intervals all the way
up to World War II. Another
persistent rumor claims the cave
was used as a liquor and beer
warehouse during prohibition.

In 1968, after being neglect-
ed for years, the cave was pur-
chased by the National Speleo-
logical Society. An iron gate has
been placed over the entrance to
prevent accidents.

Try our New

Sandwiches!

Hours: Monday Closed
Tues - 4pm - 10pm

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

Kitchen Closes 30 minutes
before closing time

Pizza like you remember it!

ltalian Sub and Club
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visit us at www.bigedspizza.com

Like us on Facebook
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(256) 489-3374




Old Huntsville Page 42

My Brother
Brice

by Harry S. Dill

My brother Brice was born
in the Dreger household at 610
Holmes Avenue NE, Huntsville,
Alabama on February 29, 1941.
He was born on a leap year and
his birthday is on February 29th.
The doctor came to the house
and delivered him there. Un-
like today doctors made house
calls. Brice is 13 years younger
than me. His full name is Brice
Mitchell Dill.

When he was a baby my
mother gave him a pink blanket
that he ﬁked very much and as
he grew older he always wanted
that pink blanket even after he
was big enough to walk. I re-
member him sitting on the back
porch steps at our rock house
wrapped in that blanket and en-
joying it. He finally did outgrow

“This road closed -
from June 3rd for 15
years.”

Sign seen at Alabama
construction site

it though.

When Brice was rather young
he belonged to the Boy's Mac-
Dowell Music Club and hosted
a meeting or two at the home
of his uncle, Alvin Dreger who
lived at 610 Holmes Avenue NE
at that time.

One winter there was a big
snow on the ground, maybe
one to one-and-a-half feet deep.
I had a sled and I rode Brice all
the way down Toll Gate Road to
the bottom going around the big
curve and coming out on Wells
Avenue. He really liked it and
we went back and did it several

more times.

That summer my good friend
Charlie Prince lived on Wells
Avenue and was very good at
making things. He made a little
buggy complete with a harness
for me. I traded a goat to him for
it. I got one of our %illy goats and
hooked it up to the cart and rode
Brice around in it, he liked that
a lot. Charlie made all kinds of
things like bird houses and even
a little saddle and bridle for a
goat so I could ride.

When Brice grew a little
older I taught him how to sit
still and silently hunt for squir-

CLARK ELECTRIC CoO.

OWNER, ROBBY BOYETT

For All your Electrical Needs

No Job Too Big, No Job Too Small -
We Do It All!

Breaker Panel Changeouts and Service Upgrades

(256) 534-6132

Visit us at www.clarkelectrichuntsville.com

SERVING HUNTSVILLE AND
NORTH ALABAMA SINCE 1939




rels. We sat down on a big rock
out in the middle of the woods
and waited for the squirrels to
come out. Pretty soon one big
one came out up in the top of a
tall tree that was about 30 feet
high. I shot it with my old 16
§auge shotgun and the squirrel
ell just a little and hung up in
the top of the tree.

Brice said that he would get
it and climbed up to the top
and threw the squirrel down
to me. But then he stepped on
a rotten limb and it broke and
he fell down all the way to the
ground! But God was with him
because there were some vines
and bushes at the bottom of the
tree that broke his fall and he
landed on his feet! If the vines
and bushes hadn't been there
he might have been killed or
severely injured.

After I had built my little
house on Toll Gate Road and
lived there a while the city
finally put water up the road.
All residents who had land

bordering the road had to pay
a fee according to how many
feet they had along the road. I
started to turn my cistern into
a septic tank and made a large
heavy concrete slab to go over
the hole in the top. I asked Brice
to help me put the slab over the
hole as it was too heavy for me
to do it by myself.

As always he was willing to
help me with anything I asked
him to do. A very good brother
indeed! [ was lifting the slab up
with a iron bar and we were both
going to turn it over on the hole.
Brice was lifting on the edge
with his hands. I told him not
to put his foot under the slab.
About 3/4 of the way up we lost
it and it fell down on his leg. his
foot and leg were under the slab.
I got superhuman strength and
litted the slab enough to pull his
foot and leg out from under the
slab, but the leg was completely
broken.

I was shocked to see that his
lower leg was broken about half
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way between his foot and his
knee. And it was laying under
him, only the muscles and skin
were holding it on. His foot and
part of his leg would go in any
direction!

We rushed him to the Hunts-
ville Hospital, the only one back
then in Huntsville, and they set
his leg, put it in a cast and tied
it up over his hospital bed and
took real good care of him. Brice
stayed for several days in the
hospital and since they were so
?ood to him and gave him good

ood to eat he didn’t want to
leave when it came time for him
to go home.

Brice joined the U. S. Army
in 1959, took basic training at
Fort Jackson, South Carolina
and graduated from the Army
Electronic Repair School and
then flew to Berlin, Germany.
On the way his airplane had
engine trouble and they had to
land in the Azores where they
worked on it for eight hours
before they could take off again
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for Germany. While in Germany he studied the
German language and continued to speak Ger-
man. He was in the Army at the rare time that
we were not at war with some country - from
1959-1962. Very unusual for the USA!

I had planted a “show me” orchard that I
bought from Stark Bros. Nursery and most of
the trees had done well but my small city lot in
Huntsville was not big enough for them, so I
found a small rundown farm of 11 acres in the
Alabama Farmers’ Bulletin and bought it. It
was in Fayette County, Alabama.

I planted 20 apple trees and 20 peach trees
on it after [ had cleared out the space for them. I
also had a one full acre vegetable garden there.
I soon had all the fruit and vegetables I could
use and gave away and sold some of it too. Brice
came out to visit me quite often in the country.

On November 22, 1963 we were watching
the new color TV I had just bought (color TV’s
hadn’t been out long) and we were shocked to
see that President John F. Kennedy had been
shot while he was riding in the motorcade in
Dallas, Texas! I will always remember that day
and so will Brice - where we were on that day,
just as I remembered the Japanese bombing of
Pearl Harbor and the beginning of WWIL I am
sure Brice remembers Kennedy getting shot and
killed too on that day.

Another time he came to visit me in the
country. We were cutting and loading pulp
wood on Brice’s pickup at the bottom of a rather
steep hill. We loaded it heavy and when we
were finished I went on ahead and opened the
gate in the electric fence so he could get out of
the pasture. I told him that I would open the

ate.

& When he got up near the gate
he couldn’t see if it was opened
or not so he took the truck out
of gear leaving the motor run-
ning and got out to see for him-
self. But the pickup jumped
into gear and started going
down the hill. Brice grabbed on
to the driver’s door and tried
to hold it back so he could get
in, but it was too much and he
couldn’t stop it.

He was lucky thathe wasn’t
dragged along with it and the
truck rolled down the hill and
jumped across a big ditch go-
ing high into the air. It landed
on the other side with logs
flying all over the place! We
got a neighbor to pull Brice’s
truck out of the ditch and up

the hill to level ground. I pulled the truck to town
and we found out when it jumped the ditch with
the full load of logs on it, it had a bent rear axle
and would take some time to fix it.

Brice wanted to go home to Huntsville so I gave
him a green Dodge pickup that I had traded for
and he started out for Huntsville. After some little
time Brice called me on the phone and said that he
was near Brilliant, Alabama and had broken down.

The truck had thrown the drive shaft and he
couldn’t find it so I came and helped him look for
the drive shaft but neither one of us of could find
it although we looked carefully up and down the
sides of the road and in the woods. We never could
find it. That is very unusual that both universal
joints would go out at the same time! I had a cable
so I hooked it up to the truck and pulled it back
home.

Brice stayed with me a few days until the repair
shop had put in a new rear axle on his truck and
then he returned home to Huntsville.

When my mother and oldest sister, Jean, died
Brice handled the sale of the rock house and adver-
tised and sold the rock house on Toll Gate Road. I
was living too far away in the country at the time
to do this so Brice took over this responsibility and
handled the selling of the house very well. I think
that he got a fair market price for it at the time he
sold it.

Brice and his wife, Virginia, live in New Market,
Alabama. I have been trying to get in touch will
him for several days now. Brice is sick and I am
waiting word as to what has happened to him. [am
hoping everything will be all right with him and his
wife. We've certainly had some good adventures.
God rules supreme!
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Man Lives in Hollow Log on
Monte Sano

Mr. Frank Coe, inventor of
the Coe's tractor wheel, is at
present using a hollow log on
the side of Monte Sano moun-
tain as his living quarters pend-
ing completion of the first of a
series of cabins for which he
has plans.

The log is located several
hundred feet from the new
Monte Sano road which will be
formally opened tomorrow on
the old stage coach road which
runs off the east side of the
mountain.

Although the log was origi-
nally hollow, Mr. Coe has im-
proved upon it until it is more
comfortable than a Pullman
berth. With the use of fire he has
enlarged his quarters, impro-
vised a small screen door and a
wooden door over the two and
a half foot entrance. Near the
entrance he has two small holes
on each side which enables him
to look out in both directions.

By closing the screen door
he is protected from insects
while at the same time a lantern
hung at the entrance furnishes
sufficient light for reading or
writing which he has a great
deal of.

A.E. Sampson, an architect,
is Mr. Coe's only companion.
He is cooperating with Mr.
Coe in an architectural way
and expects to open an office in
Huntsville soon.

In our daily lives we must
see that it’s not happiness
that makes us grateful, but
gratefulness that makes
us happy. There is always,
always something to be
thankful for.

The first of a series of cabins
which will be known as "Coe's
Roost," is under construction
a short distance from the log.
When completed Mr. Coe says
"the latch string will always be
open to right thinking people.”

As Mr. Coe traveled east 36
years ago, he has decided to face
all the cabins in that direction.

Mr. Coe is noted as the in-
ventor of the tractor wheel
bearing his name. More than
a year ago he left his home in
New York for Miami, Florida.
His wife and two children were
called from this earth a short
time before. After engaging in
the building game in Miami for
one year he arrived in Hunts-
ville.

Mr. Coe states he will spend
the remainder of his days on this
spot on Monte Sano.

Editor’s Note: Shortly af-
ter this story appeared in the
newspapet, the weather turned
cold and Mr. Coe, with no ex-
planation, disappeared from
Huntsville forever.

Sneak Thieves Loose in our
City

A band of professional sneak
thieves is at work in Huntsville
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and during the last few days
they have secured quite a large
sum of money in small amounts
as well as a considerable quan-
tity of “junk.”

Most of the work of the
thieves has been done in day-
light. The police have a record
on each of the following cases:
Boston Shoe Company, cash
drawer robbed of $40 in sil-
ver, M.S. Barnett, cash draw-
er robbed of $7 in money, A.
Campbell, cash drawer robbed
of about $8 in money, Gilbert &
Clay’s brokerage office, robbed
of small sum of money.

Constable James Overton re-
ported the latest piece of thiev-
ing this morning. He had left
his trousers near the window of
his room at his home in Patton
Grove last night and when he
got up this morning they were
not to be found anywhere. The
pockets of the garment con-
tained a gold watch, $11.25 in
money and several valuable
notes.

It is believed that the thief
reached in the window and
made off with the booty. The
work of the thieves shows that
they are accomplished in the
thief profession.

Church of God

4109 9th. Ave. SW, Huntsville, Al 35805
Next to the Westlawn Middle School

Service times: Wed. 6 pm
Sunday School 9:40 am

Worship & Praise Services 10:30 am & 5 pm

Pastor Bro. Robert Burns & Congregation Invites all to come and
hear the word of God, that sets us free from sin. Be happy, It’s
God’s Will. 1John 5:18

We do have handicap facilities, and a warm welcome.
For a ride or Bible questions, please call

(256) 541-0252
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An “Unprayerful”
Moment

by Ernestine Moody

Many, many years ago when this writer was
about twelve years old, she experienced an unfor-
gettable, embarrassing happening!

Dad had built a small wooden beach cottage for
the family. On occasion he would take "Imogene",
our shiny black 1940 Chevy from the garage, and
with much excitement we would pack a lunch and
begin the long journey to our "vacation" dwelling.

There was a church in the vicinity of this beac
location, thereby allowing the family to attend ser-
vices when enjoying our home away from home.

Before advancing with the rest of the story, it is
necessary to enlighten the reader with these family
details. Mom had been blessed with a baby boy six-
teen years prior to my arrival in the world. Surely
it was a surprise to all when this little bundle made
her unplanned appearance.

Always I considered that I had two males, my
Dad and my older brother, to advise me on life's
important decisions. Therefore, it was with such
happiness to hear that my brother and his spouse
would be coming to visit us us for relaxation on
these special traveling occasions.

It was a beautiful sunny Sunday morn-
ing and time to go give thanks for our many
blessings. My brother, his wife, myself and
Imogene arrived at the quaint white church
as on any other Sunday, except there was
one difference.

Approaching teenage years, it had be-
gun to take "a little longer" to adorn special
occasion looks and fashion. The hair and
small amount of cosmetics, had to be "just
right". It was absolutely necessary to view
one's image several times in the mirror
before departing the house. This Sunday,
being in an undecided mood, perhaps the
mirror glances became much too frequent.

Imogene was almost blowing her horn
solo, notifying us that the religious service
would begin before we arrived.

The three of us were the only ones enter-
ing this quiet place. All others were seated
and glancing forward at the energetic min-
ister addressing his congregation from the
pulpit. The door hinges squeaked loudly.
The floor moaned in pain as we tiptoed in,
trying to be inconspicuous searching for a
seat.

Finally, glancing to the side, there was the
perfect spot. A very elderly elegant lady sat at
the end of that pew. Regretting that it was neces-
sary to disturb this prayerful soul, but knowin
we needed to be seated, I approached the churc
bench. The lady sighed, I could only imagine her
thoughts. Unfortunately, she chose not to move
from her chosen position. Here this well nour-
ished young lady with her big wide-brimmed
1940s hat began walking on the pew’s attached
kneeler to reach the awaitin%)spaces. Somehow
this particular kneeler had become loose, and
therefore it no longer had the quality of being
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secured. Suddenly there was a sound as loud as a
burst of angry thunder. The kneeler flipped, this
young girl was thrown, the minister became silent,
the older lady was in shock! Upon her lap sat this
rather large preteen girl, whose wide brimmed hat
had now interlocked with the hat of the unsuspect-
ing victim.

My reaction, because of the demise of the lady’s
prim and proper attire, and the angle with which
both head coverings were now balancing in a side-
ways manner, well I got amused. The lady still
tried to maintain her elegant dignity. Her eyes were
displaying astonishment. Try as hard as I could my
apology was not spoken for several moments. My
inside silent laughter was causing my eyes to pro-
duce visible tears. My sister-in-law was not helpful,
since she also saw unwarranted humor in this awful
situation.

Dear lady, if you happen to be reading this ar-
ticle, please accept my sincere apology. I was “raised
better” and knew better. One good thing did evolve
from this “unprayful” situation. Now I am very
aware of time when preparing to go to any event
if, especially, it involves a visit to a quiet spiritual
ceremony.

After that day I wondered how did the minister
and the rest of the congregation receive this unortho-
dox event. Perhaps some thought it was Armaged-
don, or a sign of anger from a superior being. Upon
further investigation they had to realize it was an
accident caused by a young ladﬁ whose vanity was
to seek one too many looks in the mirror!

Who Takes Care of the Care Givers?

“THE SPIRITUAL CARE OF CARE GIVERS”

A WORKSHOP PRESENTED BY THE HUNTSVILLE ASSOCIATION FOR PASTORAL CARE
Alzheimer’s * Parkinson’s * Stroke * Mental lliness

TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 12,2017 5:30-8:30 PM FIRST BAPTIST Church, Governors Dr.

Dr. Willie Brunetti will address Dr. Elizabeth Hall, a professor,
the needs of those who care author, and Stephens Minister,
for Alzheimer's patients and will speak to care giving for the

encourage churches to create a mentally ill - "a life sentence” she
ministry for care givers in their says, from experience.
congregations.
. These veteran caregivers will
To register call 256-883-6539 articulate the pain of the care-
giver, offering rare insight and
$35 includes workshop, materials, dinner and CEUs depth of understanding.

Pastors, Chaplains, Stephens Ministers, Elders, nurses, social workers, professional and family care givers
will not want to miss this opportunity!
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Bigamist Marries Mother,
Daughter and Niece

DECATUR, 1914 - Robert "Piker" Easley, a
former resident of our county, is behind bars in
the County Jail on a charge of bigamy, having
married three women in the same family; the
mother, her daughter and a niece.

The marriages were over a period of ten years,
during which time he worked as a sawmill hand
during the day and a stable hand at night.

The arrest was made on an affidavit sworn by
Deputy Sheriff A. S. Grubbs before Magistrate
E.R. Raney of Decatur. Sheriff Forman had heard
several times of Easley's misbehavior involving
damsels in Jackson and Madison counties and
was successful Saturday in capturing the man.
He was courting another lass at the time.

The sheriff expects to have a hard time find-
ing witnesses willing to testify against Easley.
The womenfolk who became
his spouses are hesitant to find
disfavor with him, saying in-
stead that they would be will-
ing to continue on with him as
an amorous quartet.

The defendant, Mr. Easley,
however, has rejected attempts
to be freed on bond, preferring

“My 60-year Kindergarten reunion is
coming up soon and I'm worried about
the 175 pounds I've gained since then.”

Peggy Jamison, Athens
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that this man has the sheer en-
ergy to be married to 3 ladies

at once and still work two full (256) 503-2922 text or call

time jobs.
Judge John C. Eyster is

expected to preside at what Email: sbsmith@hiwaay.net
should be a very interesting Visit: www.scottyfix.com

trial.




The Policeman
by Scott Nixon

His uniform always looked
perfect. His shoes would shine
so much, you could see your
reflection. He always stood tall
with absolute confidence and
he never complained about his
job and what he did. He was
a hero to me and I bragged to
all of my friends about how he
was the best policeman.

He is my Dad. Ed Nixon
gave 36 years to the Huntsville
Police Department. When he
retired, he was Deputy Chief
Ed Nixon. I remember, as a
child, how he worked so much
to serve and protect. He put
in 88 hours a week for a long
time. I could never do that
but he did all the time. A lot
of times as a kid I would stay
awake at night worrying, will
Dad come home safe tonight?

He worked 3rd shift for a
long time and that is when a
lot of bad things happen. He
always came home safe and I
was thankful to God for that
and I still am.

He worked at "The Mall",
directed traffic for a church
and he worked part time as
well at the Sheraton Motel on
University Drive. My Dad had
to drink a lot of coffee under-
standably as the nights were
long for him. He still loves
coffee!

There were a lot of police-
men that I knew at that time

but, of course, my Dad was
my favorite! I remember
Dowling Kritner, Nolan
Sanders, Aaron Wright,
Willie Culver, Jim Nor-
ton, Bill Davis, Rex Reyn-
olds; well, I could name the
whole police department in
those days! They seemed to
always be good policemen.

In this world today, I'm
glad I'm not a child and my
Dad is not a policeman. We
live in a scary world these
days. So many policemen
have died in the line of
duty. It breaks my heart. My
Dad put his time in and he
served the city as my hero.
He still is my hero.

My sons Dalton and
Payne were fishing with
their Grandpa the other
day.Iwas there butit wasn’t
about all the fish we caught
that made me happy. It was
his stories of the old days
and his knowledge that
were most important.

Dad, thanks for always
being there in my tough
times. I got in trouble a
lot as a teen-
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neighborhood
card & gift

in Five Points

Archipelago Botanicals
Lampe Berger
Patience Brewster
Alabama & Auburn Gifts
Kitras Art Glass
Carruth Studio - Stone
Home & Garden Accents
Jim Shore
European Soaps

New Merchandise and
Cards you'll Love

(256) 534-5854

716 Pratt Avenue
in Five Points

ager but I
had the best
man to set
me straight
during those
times. He
is my Dad,
The Police-
man, Depu-
ty Chief Ed
Nixon.

Wife looking in the mirror, says to her
husband: “I feel horrible. | look old, fat and
wrinkled. | really need you to pay me a
good compliment.”

Husband to wife, after a pause:
“Your eyesight is damn near perfect.”

g I
William M. Yates, CLU

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

Ph. (256) 533-9448
Fax (256) 533-9449

In Business since 1974

Email us at mackyatesagy@bellsouth.net

Mack Yates Agency, Inc.
Th 411-B Holmes Ave. NE Huntsville, Al 35801 &
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Events in
Huntsville's
History

By Thomas Hutchens,
Courtesy of Special
Collections, Huntsville
Public Library

May 15,1967- The Hunts-
ville Times - Morris Dees,
board chairman of Fuller and
Dees Marketing Group Inc.
of Montgomery will be guest
speaker Wednesday night
at the Huntsville Jaycees
"Good Government Award"
banquet. Dees recently was
named one of America's 10
Outstanding Young Men for
1966.

The meeting begins at 7
p-m. at the Russel Erskine
Hotel. Mayor Glenn Hearn
will welcome Dees to Hunts-
ville and present him with
a key to the city. Dees also

“When you die, YOU don’t
know it but it's hard on
everyone else. It’s the

same with stupid.”

Don Broome

will receive honorary lifetime
membership in the Huntsville
Jaycees.

John Putman, director of
employee relations and pub-
lic affairs at Spaco Inc., will
introduce Dees. Putman, too,
was elected one of America's
10 Outstanding Young Men
for 1966. Dees will address

the group on opportunities of
the American free enterprise
system.

May 15, 1942- The Hunts-
ville Times - Certificates for
five new automobiles, six pas-
senger tires, eight truck and
13 tractor tires were awarded
by the Madison County Ra-

2017 ANNUAL FALL CRAFT SHOW

SEPTEMBER 15-17
(FRIDAY - SUNDAY)




tioning Board at its meeting
last night at the Chamber of
Commerce.

Receiving permits for new
cars were Mrs. Hazel Thomp-
son, Huntsville Arsenal; Dr.
J. E. Whitaker, Huntsville;
Dr. E. O. Williamson, Gurley;
William C. Flack, Huntsville
Arsenal; and Marion Guy
Sonner, Huntsville Arsenal.

Certificates for the pur-
chase of passenger tires were
given to Dr. W. G. McKissack,
Huntsville; A. E. Jacks, New
Market; James H. Blakemore,
Huntsville and Charles L.
Sanders, Brownsboro.

The following persons
were authorized to purchase
truck tires: Dr. J. E. Whitaker,
Huntsville, McDonald Coal
and Scrap Co., Huntsville; J.
W. Cochrane, New Market;
and Dr. H. J. Coons, Hunts-
ville.

May 15,1917- The Hunts-
ville Daily Times - Fresh
Tender Meats Cheap For
Cash Delivered- Choice cuts
25 cents; Pork, choice cuts
20 to 25 cents, a net savings
of 25 cents to 40 cents on a
dollar. W. E. Barr, Proprietor-
L. F. Stoltz, Expert Cutter
Telephone 277.

Our extensive handling of
cattle enables us to help you
meet the high cost of living
in this way. Our place is new
and strictly sanitary. Mr. Barr
personally superintends our
killing and Mr. Stolz sees to
the cutting. We are here to
please and serve you.

Remember our telephone
No. 277. Use it freely and
take advantage of our prompt
delivery service. Let the firm

of W. E. Barr & Co. lighten
your burden by cutting your
fresh meat bill almost half-
W. E. Barr & Co.- Butchers
and Cattle Dealers- Meridian
Street- Huntsville, Alabama.

May 15, 1886- The Hunts-
ville Daily Mercury - About 5
o'clock yesterday afternoon a
long string of carriages rolled
up Randolph Street into the
Square, and they presented
the appearance of an impos-
ing cavalcade on wheels.
There were pretty girls, school
girls, studious girls, modest
girls, nice dressed girls, and
girls and girls and girls.

We soon learned that
these self-same girls were
the pupils of the Huntsville
Female College. They were
returning from a jaunt to the
new hotel on Monte Sano,
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whither they had been taken
by Rev. A. B. Jones and the
faculty of the College to see
the imposing sight and enjoy
the bracing mountain air. The
trip, or perhaps the romantic
associations lingering around
"Ella's Rock," had enlivened
their spirits somewhat. They
broke into snatches of song as
their carriages rolled around
the Square.

May 15, 1846- Notice- All
persons indebted to Walter or
Alonza Scott for Billiards or
“anything else,” and do not
settle by note or money, by
the first day of June will be
warranted certain.

Banging your head
against a wall uses up
150 calories an hour.

Big Red

Hello, the Ark named me Big Red.

The doggie doctor thinks | am a Blood
Hound. My coat is red except for a little
white on my chest. | was a stray with
nowhere to go.
Akind man found me and brought me
to the Ark. | am a big fellow and | weigh
98 pounds. Don’t let my size scare you.
| am a happy-go-lucky, affectionate,
loyal and sociable guy. I have plenty of
energy because | am only 2 years old. | am taking classes at the Ark on
how not to pull hard on the leash when you are walking me.
| get kind of excited when | hear a squeaky toy and act like a Mac
Truck. Please be aware of the truck when you squeak the toy! Can you
give a big guy like me a loving forever home? When you come to the

Ark, ask to see Big Red. That’s me.
139 Bo Cole Rd. The Ark
A No-Kill Animal Shelter

Huntsville, Al 35806
256.851.4088

Hours Tues. - Sat. 11 am -4 pm
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29TH ANNUAL
OLD FASHIONED
TRADE DAY ON THE SQUARE

Saturday, Sep. 9 from 8-5

Antiques, Jewelry, Books, Collectibles, SEC items
and much more. Fun for the Whole Family!

Free Parking ** No Admission Charge!

SPONSORED BY THE LIONS CLUB OF HUNTSVILLE
IF YOU ARE A VENDOR OR FOR MORE INFORMATION PLEASE CALL
(256) 852-5378 OR (256) 883-5051 TO RESERVE YOUR SPOT!
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