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Love in Shelta Cave

Jennie Collier was almost
the exact opposite of John.
Where he was quiet and with-
drawn, she seemed filled with
a zest for life and was ready to
laugh at almost anything.

Even their appearances
were opposite, with John
being light haired and Jennie’s
having hair described as being
coal black. Almost everyone
agreed they made a striking
couple and before long there
were rumors of a possible
marriage in the future.

First, however, they had
to wait until John’s business
became established, a fact
they hoped would be helped
by the publicity from the Shelta
Cave venture.
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Love in
Shelta Cave

by Tom Carney

In April of 1884 the citizens
of Huntsville were invited to a
small lot on Meridian Street to
witness a most unusual dem-
onstration. The crowd had
begun gathering in the late
afternoon and with each pass-
ing hour the anticipation grew.
Finally, several hours after the
sun had crossed the horizon
and the evening had turned
into a murky darkness, Mr. E.
J. Beirne stepped into the cen-
ter of the crowd and with a so-
lemnity befitting the occasion,
walked to the base of a small
wooden tower. After pausing
to be sure he had the gath-
ering's undivided attention,
Beirne reached up and pulled
a small lever to its down posi-
tion.

Instant bedlam broke out.
Horses reared and tried to
break their harnesses. Neigh-
borhood dogs began howl-
ing and birds took flight from
the surrounding trees in a
noisy, chaotic attempt to es-
cape the bewildering experi-
ence. Small children stood

The reason some people
get lost in thought is
because it’'s not
familiar territory for them.

with their mouths open while
their mothers struggled to pull
them away to safety. Some of
the men, unable to compre-
hend the strange phenomenon
they were witnessing, reached
into the pockets of their over-
alls and pulled out flasks in the
hope that a strong drink would
make the evening easier to un-
derstand.

E. J. Beirne had accom-
plished the impossible. He had
turned night into day with the
help of a new marvel called
electricity.

Electricity was still a rela-
tively unknown phenomenon
in the 1880s. A few cities such
as New York and St. Louis had
service on a limited basis but
no one had attempted to mass
market it. Small companies
sprang up across the country
financed by investors hoping
to get rich and usually led by
fast talking salesmen who trav-
eled from city to city trying to
interest municipal govern-
ments. Needless to say, many
of the companies had original
ideas about how to illuminate
the cities.

E.J. Beirne, superintendent
of Star Iron Tower Company of
Fort Wayne, Indiana was one
of the most persistent and orig-
inal salesmen. After careful?y
canvassing towns through-
out the southeast he decided
Huntsville was perfect for his
purpose. Accompanied by his
assistant, John Younger, Beirne
met with the city officials and
with the aid of detailed draw-

L. Thomas Ryan, Jr.
Attorney At Law

2319 Market Place, Suite B
Huntsville, Alabama 35801

Telephone
(256) 533-1103

ESTATE PLANNING, LIVING TRUSTS,

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

Fax
(256) 533-9711

WILLS, PROBATE

Old Huntsville Page 3

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

(256) 534-0502

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

Publisher - Cathey Carney

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

“Old Huntsville” magazine is
a monthly publication. Annual
subscriptions are $28 per year.

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

All material contained within is copyright
2019 and may not be reproduced or copied in
anﬁ form without written permission of the
publisher, Old Huntsville, Inc. assumes no
responsibility for unsolicited manuscripts
or content of solicited articles..

Your Total Window
Treatment Provider




Old Huntsville Page 4

ings and plans, explained his
proposition.

He proposed to erect a tall
tower in the middle of town
and put in electric floodlights,
powered by a small generator,
‘to illuminate the city to the
furthest limits of its suburbs.”
He estimated the total yearly
expense to the city at no more
than $1,200, including the labor
for an “electricity manager.”

While city officials were un-
sure of the idea, many people
were more vocal about their
beliefs. City hall was inundat-
ed with residents who com-
plained the lights would make
their chickens stop laying, it
was unnatural and against
God’s will, and perhaps the
most original, business owners
complained their employees
would not be able to sleep and
would be worthless as labor.

Beirne refused to be de-
terred. He went back to the
officials with a plan to erect a
small ten foot tower as a dem-
onstration. He was sure Hunts-
ville’s residents would change
their minds once they saw
“their city illuminated.” Un-
fortunately, even the best laid

plans can go awry.

When Beirne pulled the
switch the light bulbs began
glowing, first a pale dim yellow
and then brighter and bright-
er as power surged through
the wires. Just when people
thought the bulbs could get
no brighter, there was a loud
popping and cracking sound
as bolts of electricity jumped
from wire to wire, shorting
itself out. Finally, with a last
pop, the lights died leaving
only a whiff of smoke trailing
upwards. Beirne’s assistant,
John, worked frantically to re-
pair the damage but it was to
no avail. The wondrous light
machine was history as far as
Huntsville was concerned.

The failure was devastatin
for Beirne. He had invested all
his money in the scheme and
was now flat broke. In the end
he chose the course of many
other salesmen; he left town in
the middle of the night, aban-
doning the light machine and
leaving an abundance of un-
paid bills behind.

The story might have ended
there if it had not been for his
assistant, John Younger, who

was owed several months back
wages. After Beirne fled, John
took possession of the tower
with its wiring and generator.
In a way John was probably se-
cretly Eleased as he was fasci-
nated by the new science and
wanted to continue experi-
menting with it.

At first John tried to interest
business owners and farmers
in the lighting system but no
one was interested. Although
everyone liked the young
light-haired man, he just was
not a salesman. After repeated
tailures he finally took a job at
a blacksmith’s shop, although
he still spent his off hours tin-
kering with electricity. The
small room he rented soon be-

It's tough to lose weight
when you get older
because by then your
body and your fat have
gotten to be really good
friends.
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came a maze of wires and coils
as he tried first one experiment
and then another. John seemed
content with his new life. He
was a quiet, almost shy young
man who took life one day at
a time.

Like most new inventions,
electricity took time to be ac-
cepted. In 1887, after much
public debate, the city con-
tracted with the Jenny Light
Com{aangl in Gary, Indiana to
install 32 street lights. Instead
of being upset about being
passed over for the contract,
John went to work for the com-
pany helping to string the wir-
ing and install the generator on
Miller Street.

The new lighting system
enraged many of the resi-
dents, with a city editor even
demanding the city get rid of
them. In the endK iowever,
most reasonable people ac-
cepted them and John's ser-
vices were greatly in demand
as residents began clamoring
to have lights installed in their
homes.

Strange as it may seem now,
people traveled for miles sim-
ply to stand on the courthouse

square and gaze at the street
lights. People were both fas-
cinated and amazed, a fact
that a local entrepreneur by
the name of Henry Fuller de-
cided to capitalize on. In 1888
Fuller purchased a tract of land
northwest of the city that in-
cluded a large cavern known
as the James Cave which he
renamed Shelta Cave in honor
of his daughter. Together with
a small group of investors he
in’cendeclg to turn the cave into
a major tourist attraction, com-
plete with a dance floor, boat
rides on an underground lake
and with electric lights provid-
ing illumination.

When Fuller approached
John about installing the lights,
the young electrician was ec-
static. After a quick trip to the
cave to make sure the idea was
feasible, he began sketching

“Money frees you from
doing things you dislike.
Since | dislike doing nearly
everything, money
is handy.”

Groucho Marx




plans for the most elaborate
electrical display ever seen in
Alabama. Lit% could not have
been better for John. He had
finally gotten the job he had
always dreamed of and, more
importantly, he was in love.

Jennie Collier was almost
the exact opposite of John.
Where he was quiet and with-
drawn, she seemed filled with
a zest for life and was ready
to laugh at almost anything.
Even their appearances were
opposite, with John being light
haired and Jennie’s having hair
described as being coal black.
Almost everyone agreed they
made a striking couple and be-
fore long there were rumors of
a possible marriage in the fu-
ture. First, however, they had
to wait until John's business
became established, a fact they
hoged would be helﬁed by the
publicity from the Shelta Cave
venture.

With this in mind, John
spent almost every free mo-
ment drawing plans, ordering
materials and trying to cor-
rect mistakes. Glass insula-
tors from Chicago ended up
in New Orleans. Wiring from
New York took forever to ar-
rive, and when it did, it was
the wrong kind. In addition to
worrying about supplies, John
spent hours deep in the bow-
els of the cave everyday drill-
ing hundreds of small holes to
anchor the wire connectors. Fi-
nally, with Fuller pushing to
get the job finished, John de-
cided to send for his brother
Jake, who lived in Texas, to
help him. Jennie had no idea
that John had a brother and
was shocked, but not nearl
as much so as when he got off
the train at the depot.

John and Jake Younger
were twins, not identical, %ut
so close that a man having
several drinks would wonder
about having a third after see-
ing the two brothers together.
Equally strange was that both

brothers had the same manner-
isms, same way of talking and
even the same dispositions.
Jake would laugh when people
questioned him, claiming he
was the oldest one because he
was born ten minutes before
his brother.

With both brothers work-
ing, the project began coming
together. John had planned
on using two generators, with
one providing power for the
main lighting which would be
encased in Japanese lanterns
hung throughout the cave. The
other generator, running at a
reduced speed, powered hun-
dreds of smaller lights which
flickered on and off like eve-
ning stars in the night.

Jennie was enthralled by the
work and spent every Eossible
moment watching and helping.
As time went on she also began
to grow fond of John's brother.
When someone criticized her,
saying it did not look proper to
be S?ending so much time with
her fiance’s brother, she simply
laughed and said they were so
much alike it didn’t make any
difference which one she was
with. Perhaps it was inevita-
ble, but Jake fell in love with
his brother’s fiance. Maybe it
started off with an accidental
touch of the hands, an admir-
ing glance or maybe a subtle
compliment, but for whatever
reason, Jake was smitten. In
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the meantime, Fuller was hav-
ing trouble with financing and
construction and the timetable
for the grand opening kept get-
ting pushed months into the
future.

Although Jake tried to keep
the affair secret, before long, as
in any small town, everyone
knew about it. Jennie would
be seen one day holding hands
with Jake and the next day
she would be walking arm in
arm with John. It was a bizarre
courtship that had everyone in
town talking and wondering
which brother would win out.

As for Jennie, her great niece
recalled over a hundred years
later, “John and Jake were both
in love with her and strange as
it may sound, she was in love
with both of them. She simply
couldn’t decide. When she was
with John she missed Jake but
when she was with Jake she
missed John.”

After being delayed for al-
most six months, Shelta Cave
finally had it’s grand opening.
Fuller had hirec% a band for the
occasion and all of Huntsville
turned out to witness what
was billed as “The Wonder
of North Alabama.” Even the
most reluctant person had to
agree that the cave was ev-
erything Fuller had promised.
It featured a huge oak dance
floor, brilliantly lit by Japanese
lanterns. Boats, guided by gon-
doliers dressed in colorful uni-
forms, were available for boat
rides into the furthest reaches
of the subterranean chambers.
Overhead were strings of dim
lights sparkin? like stars on a
dewy night. All in all, everyone
agreed it was the most roman-
tic place they had ever seen.

To the amazement of all the

“Friendship is when
people know all about
you but like you anyway.”

John Bzdell, Huntsville

other guests, John and Jake
both accompanied Jennie to the
grand opening. To say it was
an unusual scene would be an
understatement. Jennie would
dance with one brother and
then with the other one. With
either brother she appeared
like a young woman in deeply
in love, gazing into their eyes.
No one was ever sure exactly
how it happened but late in the
evening both brothers met on
the dance floor. Without saying
a word they began swinging at
one another. The battle went on
for what seemed like an eter-
nity as the brothers fought, hit-
ting, biting and gouging their
way across the dance floor, u
the steps and out into the dar
night. The crowd stood silent
and no one knew what to do.

Even the wisest men hesitated
to become involved in an affair
of the hearts. Finally, Fuller
stepped in, and after firing his
un into the air, ordered both
rothers off the property.

Jennie was still unable to
choose between the brothers.
In the weeks and months that
followed she continued seeing
both of them despite the fact
the community was turning
against her. Friends stopped
visiting and when she would
enter a store the other custom-
ers would turn their heads and
make excuses to leave.

For John and Jake it was al-
most a constant battle of fisti-
cuffs. Every time they saw one
another on the streets they
would start swinging. It finally
reached the point where no one

Z
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wanted to be around them for
fear of becoming involved. Just
when things could not possi-
bly get any worse, they did.

A friend of Jennie’s family
visited one day and returned to
town with the news that Jennie
was pregnant. Jennie asked the
friend to contact both brothers
and have them meet her the
following evening at the Shelta
Cave where a dance was bein
held. A few hours later bot
brothers were seen purchasing
guns at different times of the

da}i“.
he evening of the dance
was cold and dreary, with
moisture hanging in the air
like an unspoken promise of
violence. Many people would
have preferred to stay at home
but word of the impending con-
flict had drawn a large crowd
despite the gloomy weather.
John and Jake arrived at al-
most the same time and went
to opposite ends of the dance
floor, both dressed in their best

clothes and with somber looks
on their faces. A short time lat-
er Jennie arrived. People later
said they had never seen her as
beautiful as she was that night,
dressed in a stunning new
gown and with her dark hair
piled high atop her head.

The room grew silent as she
made her way across the room
to where John was standing.
Taking him by the hand she
led him to the middle of the
dance floor where the band
had just begun a slow melody.
To all appearances, there was
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no doubt that Jennie was pas-
sionately in love.

When the song was over
John retreated to his side of the
room and Jennie went to Jake
who had been waiting with a
pained look on his face. Jennie
signaled to the band to play
the same song again as she
welcomed Jake’s strong arms
around her. It was impossible
for anyone to overhear what
was being said but it was ap-
parent from the way she ca-
ressed his cheek and the way
he whispered softly in her ear

Phone (256) 830-9160
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that they too were in love.

Abruptly the song was over
and with a last longing look
at the two men she loved, Jen-
nie made her departure. As
the whole room watched the
brothers to see what would
happen next, they stood still
at o%)posite ends of the room
until finally, maybe five or
ten minutes later, John gave a
brief nod to Jake. Silently the
two men made their way to the
steps and outside. Just as the
crowd started to follow them,
a shot rang out, then another,
followed by a flurry of more
gunshots.

Almost as if on cue, mois-
ture leaking from the rocks
began shorting the electric wir-
ing causing the lights to be-

an flickering wildly, with a
oud hissing and popping as
eerie blue flames of electricity
jumped randomly from one
wire to the next.

The terrified crowd waited a
few minutes to be sure it was
safe and then rushed outside
to witness the conclusion. Both
brothers were gone. Several
people claimed to have seen
traces of blood but with the
heavy rain it was impossible to
be sure. Both brothers had dis-
appeared, never to be seen in
Huntsville again.

Several hours later Jennie's
father was awakened by the
sound of a horse and bug
in his drive. When he made
his way through the darkened
house to the front door to see
who the visitor was, he was
met by Jennie who was car-
rying several boxes with her
clothing.

Seeing her father, she looked

“I'was so ugly as a kid
that my parents sent my
picture to ‘Ripley’s Believe
It or Not'.

They sent it back and said,
‘We don’t believe it.””

Joan Rivers

at him with tears in her eye
and said, “I'm leaving. It's for
the best.”

Her departure left more
mysteries than answers. What
happened to the brothers? Did
one of them die? Who did she
leave with?

Her great grand niece said
that several years later the fam-
ily received a brief note from
Jennie.

There was a signature at the
bottom: “Mrs. J. Younger.”

Shelta Cave continued to op-
erate as a dance hall and tourist
attraction for several years but
was never successful. In 1896 it
was sold for back taxes.
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* Remember to look into
your spouse’s eyes while she
tells you about her day. And
really listen to her.

* Make up nicknames for
each other.

* Go the extra mile to please
your mate.

* Tell your spouse, “I'm glad
I married you!

* Fulfill one of your spouse’s
fantasies.

* Hug your spouse from
behind and give a kiss on the
back of the neck.

*  Write the love story of
how you met. Get it printed
and bound.

* List your spouse's best
qualities in alphabetical order.

* Tour a museum or an art
gallery together.

* Make your own movie
scene—stop and kiss on a
bridge as tlI;e sun is setting.

* Place emphasis on the little
changes she makes concerning
her appearance.

* Take a stroll around the
block, hold hands.

* Bring home foods she loves
to eat but won't buy for herself.
(Don't do this if she's dieting!)

* Give each other a back rub.

* Turn down the heat, rent a
classic love-story and watch it
while cuddling under blankets.

* Give your spouse a back
rub.

* Walk through model
homes and dream about your
next house.

* Stroll around a nearby lake.

* Sit in front of the fireplace
and talk.

* Turn the lights down dur-
ing dinner.

* Make a surlprise call to
your spouse while you're out
of town (in addition to your
scheduled calls).

* Play music in your bed-
room.

* Write a poem for your
spouse.

* Stop in the middle of your
day and talk to your spouse for
15 minutes.

* Create your own special
holiday.

* Become vyour spouse's
cheerleader when he's had a
terrible day.

* For a night, sleep in a
sleeping bag together.

* Do something your spouse
loves to do, even though it
doesn't interest you personally.

* Write out romantic notes
and leave them in places your
spouse will find them.

* Mail love letters instead of
leaving them in the house.

* Sketch your dream-house
floor plan and talk about the
possibilities.
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Ask
Grandma

by Mimi

Several years ago, my husband
and I were overcome by Carbon
Monoxide poisoning and when
found were given less than ten
minutes of consciousness.

Thank heavens Huntsville had
two hyperbaric chambers at that
time in the hospital where we
were taken. If we had to be trans-
ported to Birmingham, we would
not be alive today. So, I wanted to
pass on some information to our
readers that I hope will be helpful
to them and may even save some-
one's life.

Carbon Monoxide is a silent
and deadly gas that has no odor
and can accumulate in homes. At
VERY high levels, it has a slight
sharp acidic odor. If an excess
builds up in a person's blood-
stream, it can cause permanent
organ damage and even death.

There is a way you can protect
yourself. Put Carbon Monoxide
detectors on the walls in or near
each bedroom and elsewhere in
your home where it might likely
accumulate. CO is slightly heavi-

er than air and does not rise like
smoke so that detectors can be
placed low on walls.

Some will even plug directly
into a wall socket. Make sure
the AC models also have bat-
tery backup because our prob-
lem happened when power was
out for five days one February
from an ice storm.

They should not be mount-
ed high like Smoke Detectors.
Dual smoke and CO detectors
are made, but how high to place
them becomes a compromise.

Be sure to check the batteries
when the time changes twice
a year, same as you do your
smoke detectors.

If anyone suddenly starts to
have unexplained headaches,
disorientation and dizziness,

this is often a sign of Carbon
Monoxide (CO) poisoning. Get
out of your home. Going to a
hospital is wise to get checked
out. Even though you may
think you're OK, CO stays in
your blood a long time and
can continue to do damage to
organs until it eventually gets
out of your body.

While we were in the ER
that time, a lady and her two
dogs were brought in. It was
too late for them, they had died
as a result of Carbon Monox-
ide poisoning from a genera-
tor. Pets as well as people are
susceptible to death from this
poisoning. PLEASE read this
and take heed.

(256) 650-1212 hospicefamilycare.org
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THE PINK
MONOGRAMMED PAJAMAS

by Judith C. Smith,
written early in 2016

I'm excited about going to Seattle again
to see my childhood friend Anna. We have
been friends since the seventh grade at East
Clinton School. Back in our day the school
had kids the first through the seventh grade.

I had been packing for three weeks. I
certainly wanted the Seattle folks to know
Alabamians were up on the latest dress of
the day. I even monogrammed a pair of
pink pajamas. They had a solid pink to
with spaghetti straps, floral pants and wit
a matching jacket. The top was perfect for
my monogram.

I got to sleep in Sally's old room which
is on the third floor and done in beautiful
shades of pink.

The room overlooks Lake Washington.
When lying in bed at night I could watch
cars going over the Bay Bridge. Being so
high up I felt like I was on a Ferris wheel
looking down. It was hard to go to sleep
with all the entertainment they provided
me.

At around 6:30 am, Anna comes running
into the room screaming, "Judy get up, get
up. Charles had a flat on the expressway
going to the airport and he has a speak-
ing engagement in Dallas, Texas and if he
misses his plane he won't make it in time to
give his speech. Don't get dressed - come as
you are!"

So, I did as she said and I jumped up and
headed for the car.

We found his truck and I was
told to get in it so no one would
steal it and to wait until Anna got
back from taking Charles to the
airport.

Being such a good friend, I did
as I was told. After sitting there
for what seemed like forever I de-
cided to do what any female who
had gone to the University of Ala-
bama would do - use her head. So,
I got out of Charles' truck.

I was wearing my pink mono-
?rammed pajamas. I put my right

oot on the bumper and raised the

rescue. After reading the manual to him we were
able to change the tire in no time. I got his business
card, thanked him profusely for I had no money
since Anna had me jump out of bed without taking
anything.

As I looked up here came Haile, Anna’s son. She
had called him to get off work at Harbor View Hos-
Eital and come change the tire. Upon getting out of

is car he noticed that I was wearing my pink mono-
grammed pajamas. He wanted to know why I hadn’t
gotten dressed.

I said, “Haile, it’s a long story. I'll tell you about
it someday.” Then he wanted to know which tire he
needed to change and I told him I had taken care of
it. Just about then Anna drove up and asked Haile if
he had changed the tire.

Judy took care of it was all he had to say. When I
was asked how I managed such a feat, I just said I did
so with a little help from “the pink monogrammed
pajamas”.

Next time I will make sure I'm dressed before I
leave the house.
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ﬁant leg a bit. Well low and be-
old I didn't have to wait long be-

John M. Shaver
256-533-7364
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Huntsville, Al 35801

fore a nice gentleman came to my




$50 Reward for
Thief Who Stole
My Horse

Be on the Lookout for
J. Wilbond, Huntsville
Horse Thief

On the 23rd of October last,
a man who called his name
J. Wilbond sold me a horse,
and said he was going back to
Huntsville, from which place
he came here. I paid him, he
then took the stage coach, went
a few miles, whereupon the
driver said he got out and went
into the woods.

That night my stable
was broken open and the
horse I bought off him sto-
len out, with a new saddle
and bridle.

As said Wilbond has
not been heard of since, no
doubt but he returned that
night and stole my horse.
Wilbond is a large man,
blue eyes and fair com-
plexion, and says but little.
He wore a black cloak and
black cloth coat. The man’s
height was about 6 feet 2 or

3 inches, and he limped as one
of his legs looked to have an
injury. The saddle is new, had
never been used.

Since he was a saddler by
trade, he no doubt recognized
the value of the article. His
name was Thos. ]J. Wilbond,
had on a brown or red brown
set of pantaloons, probably pi-
rated from someone else.

I'will pay $50 for the delivery
of said Wilbond and the horse
to me, living at the Bell Tavern
in Winchester, Tennessee, and
for the horse alone, $25. Wm.
Rawkins.

November 23, 1827
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“Never let an aircraft take

you anywhere your brain

didn’t get to five minutes
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*Woodworking
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Buck’s Canyon

by Bob Baudendistel

The landscape of Southeast Huntsville is
marked by a string of Cumberland outliers in-
cluding Green Mountain. The numerous hol-
lows and creek valleys that highlight the moun-
tainside slope areas once served as a popular
hunting and gathering outreach for many Na-
tive American tribes. It was around 1800 when
squatters and land speculators began purchasin}g?l
these lands. The densely wooded areas whic
once flanked the Aldridge Creek Valley and its
tributaries were then cleared for agriculture and
farming. The modern-day urban sprawl began
in the 1950s when the area saw its first influx of
new residential subdivisions.

One unique hollow found at the base of Green
Mountain is today known as Buck’s Canyon. Lo-
cated back within the depths of Weatherly Cove,
this residential subdivision saw its first addition
platted in 1976 when developer Elwin M. “Buck”
Windsor and his wife Danese Gaines Windsor
designated the subdivision in his name. This de-
velopment continued for another ten years up
until the seventh addition was launched in 1987.
Buck’s Canyon was built adjacent to the Sunset
Cove subdivision platted in 1955.

I recall my first ever hiking expedition back
into the greater depths of what would become
Buck’s Canyon in the early 1970s. Myself and
some friends were at the time living in Willow
Park near the intersection of Weatherly Road
and Bailey Cove. It was on a warm summer day
when we decided to follow a creek bed back into
the hollow. Despite being a dry season, the cold
and clear waters seemed to flow continuously.
Our goal as young explorers was to then locate a
source of the water.

Working our way back into the hollow amidst
the dense canopy of trees along the creek bed,
the air became noticeably cooler. After spotting

some old fencing, we found evidence of where
the cattle had once grazed in an open pasture
adjacent to the creek. Back at the creek bed we
continued our exploration over larger bedrocks
to where the slopes of Green Mountain sudden-
ly opened up into a panoramic view beneath the
overhead TVA power lines. Back about another
200 feet was a series of limestone springs which
fed the stream.

After settling near the springs for some cold
water refreshment, we found evidence of an old
dilapidated barn. Our search continued as we
found just about everything including old bot-
tles, tractor parts and projectile points.

As the sunset was looming later that evening,
we realized that getting home before nightfall
was not going to be easy. Back out in the cleared
areas beneath the overhead power lines we
came across a more heavily traveled trail, and
one that had seen its share of off-road vehicles.
My instinct told me that this trail would be the
safest and quickest way back to the developed
neighborhoods.

By the stroke of luck, we made it back home
just in time. Our parents were not too thrilled
with us coming home so late, but it was a fun

o L
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and meaningful hiking expedition none-the-
less.

One of the most interesting pieces of history
I learned about Buck’s Canyon was told to me
by a retired contractor who once worked with
a public utility crew that cleared the pathway
for the overhead TVA power line easement.
While their efforts were taking place back in
the early 1960s, he mentioned their finding ev-
idence of moonshine stills across the slopes of
the mountain, with many being active! He also
noted that the moonshiners would only access
the stills from high atop the mountain and not
from below like where we had explored.

While working to clear trees for the power
line easement, Mr. James also noted the taller
sandstone bluffs found atop the mountain and
how these escarpments forced them to take al-
ternative routes to reach the upper portion of
the mountain in their work vehicles.

While recently hiking along the trails being
maintained by the Land Trust of North Ala-
bama, the view off these bluffs in any direction
helped me see what he meant.

The trees and forestry back within Buck’s
Canyon have some history of logging. When
hiking out along the slopes of the mountain,
there remains much evidence of where small-
er eastern red cedar trees had been harvest-
ed. These were often a preferred choice of
wood to have for fence posts, barn supports,
and early hand-crafted furniture. Whenever
hardwood deciduous trees get harvested,
their stumps tend to degrade more quickly
than those found with the red cedar and its
naturally protective oil. This explains how so
many of the cedar stumps remain evident for
such longer periods.

Every creek hollow found running along
Green Mountain has its own unique story to
tell. Each of these hollows including Buck’s
Canyon has always been appreciated for its
natural beauty and resources including clear
running water, timber, rich soil, rocks, wild-
life, hunting, gathering and cool mountain air.

Whenever I go out to enjoy the trails and
scenery today, my early childhood apprecia-
tion for geology, forestry, nature and history
can always been viewed as a great investment;
even if it meant arriving home late some eve-
nings to my parents” dismay.

Helping home buyers and sellers in
Huntsville for the past 31 years!

“A good film is when the price of the
dinner, the theater admission and the Re/Max Alliance - (256) 797-0203

baby sitt [l thit.”
oy slntes s el teli | Homes@MaryEllenPeters.com
Alfred Hitchcock www.HuntsvilleNeighbors.com
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Heard On
the Street

by Cathey Carney

Our Photo of the Month winner
was Eddie Wilson. The little boy
in the picture was someone very
well known in Huntsville - Ran-
dy Roper. Randy is a long-time
interior decorator and is owner
of Randy Roper Interiors. Eddie
lives in the 5 Points area and says
Randy has a beautiful old Cadillac
that Eddie would love to buy!

More people than I would
have guessed spotted my hidden
flower in the January issue, on p.
43 in Oscar Llerena’s ad. My first
caller was from Kentucky, Paula
Defoe who was born and raised
in Huntsville. She worked at Hu-
mana Medical here years ago.
Then our next call was Ann Spen-
cer from Harvest. She is a retired
store clerk and loves reading the
magazine. Then I awarded the 3rd
prize to Betty Atkinson of Hunts-
ville. Betty is a retired nurse (20

years working) who said she set
her alarm to be sure and call by
8am today and she made it! She
said she has never won Anything
til now! Congratulations for these
wins and you all get a free year of
Old Huntsville.

Lloyd Garrison, Jr. was a good
friend to many and a monthly
caller to “Old Huntsville”, to try
to identify the Photo of the Month.
Lloyd was 78 whenhe passed away
Jan. 7. He loved history, his family
& friends and lived in Huntsville
for 50 years. Lloyd began working
at the Belk Company here in 1965
and in the 1980s owned his own
clothing store and became a real
estate investor. He had a heart of
gold and spent much of his time
helping others who couldn’t leave
their homes, providing food and
supplies. Lloyd is survived by his
son, Lloyd (Chan) Garrison III
(Lisa); grandsons Will and Rob-
ert; sisters Katherine Self, Sarah
Sullivan and Elaine Newman as
well as many nieces and nephews
who all adored Lloyd.

Have you ever bought a large
bag of pecans or pine nuts and
when you used them in a dish,
found that they were old or ran-
cid? That happened to me once,
so now I always open the bag as
soon as I get home and taste them
to make sure they’re fresh! Then
I toast them and when cool they
go into the freezer in Ziploc bags.
You'll never waste them that way.

Many remember Clyde Bar-
clay, who was a long-time mem-
ber of the Golden K Kiwanis.
Clyde was 95 and his wife Doris
was 85 when they were featured

256-533-2400

in a Huntsville Times article about
people who give back to the com-
munity - at this age they were de-
livering Meals on Wheels to peo-
ple much younger than them, and
had done that for 30 years. Clyde
passed away years ago, and his
sweet wife just passed away at the
end of December, at the age of 91.
She attended many of the Golden
K activities until she just couldn’t
do it anymore. Doris was a caring,
active volunteer for the Madison
County Probate Judge’s office and
on Sundays at her church she took
care of the toddlers in the nursery.
Doris was a gentle, sweet lady,
and she is survived by sons John
Nolen Barclay and Jerry San-
ford Barclay; grandchildren John
N. Barclay, Jr., Michael Barclay
(Teasha), Jessica Stone (Ben);
great granddaughter Kylie Marie
Barclay and great grandson Co-
hen William Stone. She will be
missed always.

Sometimes on a cold dreary
day like we’ve had recently it feels
good to just grab a friend and go
to the movies. After extensive re-
search, I have found the best hot
buttered popcorn is at the Regal
18 on South Parkway. Be sure and
ask for your AARP discount and
have your card ready.

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 TV anchor gives so
much back to the community
and she’s known for her love

of homeless pets.
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BB&T Bank on Church Street is
where you'll find the best group
of ladies who work there. There
were some important dates in
February and here they are: Heidi
Acosta (Customer Care rep) and
her husband Armand celebrated
their 6th wedding anniversary in
February. Ianthia Bridges (Cus-
tomer Care rep) has a cousin in
Mobile - Mario Ramsey - who has
a Feb. 23rd birthday. In fact lan-
thia just had a birthday on Jan. 10.
Happy Birthday to you! Susan
Coulter is Branch Banker at BB&T
and her daughter Brie Coulter-
Clark just celebrated a Jan. 16th
birthday. Love to visit with these
ladies when I go in to do my bank-
ing!

Mark your calendars for the
Spring NEACA show at Von
Braun Civic Center. This arts and
crafts show will be March 15-17
and gets better every year!

We have some inquiries re-
cently about whether Old Hunts-
ville is available in large print.
We only print one version of the
magazine (because of cost) but
the Huntsville Madison County
Public Library has been working
on a “book on tape” variety of the
magazine that is audio, you can
listen to the stories rather than
have to read them. The person to
call at the library if you would like
to investigate this is Bobby Lip-
scomb, who works in the Blind

and Physically Handicapped area
of the library. For more informa-
tion call him at 256.532-5940 at the
library. Or go to their website at
https:/hmcpl/org/bph. I know
many of us have a harder time
with eyesight the older we get.
Nice to know there is an alterna-
tive and thanks to the library for
their hard work on this project.

Years ago a magazine called
“A Taste of Home” would hide a
picture of a toothpick somewhere
in the pages of their issue. People
would try but rarely found the
toothpick. So I will try that for this
issue. Somewhere within these
pages will be a very skinny, tiny
toothpick. This will be Expert Lev-
el for you folks who tell me how
easy it is to find the hidden item I
put in the magazine. And remem-
ber if you find it and are the first
to call you win a whole year’s sub-
scription to the magazine, worth
$28. I expect I'll get NO calls.

Our friend Rosemary Leather-
wood, who owns Ole Dad’s BBQ
in Hazel Green, has been feeling
under the weather and recouoper-
ating from surgery so I just want-
ed to say feel better soon, Rose-
mary, and we love you.

Don’t forget your birds this
winter - they can’t find as much
food and are hungry, buy a little
birdseed and sprinkle it around
your yard.

A packed crowd came to cel-

ebrate the 35 year career of Madi-
son County Sheriff Blake Dorn-
ing in January. He is retiring after
4 terms. We want to add our con-
gratulations for an amazing career
with definite challenges. He wants
to see what retirement is like for
a while but he’s still young so we
know there’ll be lots in his future!
Blake is being replaced by Kevin
Turner, and officials said that the
transition between the two men
was the smoothest they've ever
seen. We know Blake’s wife Jan is
so proud of him too.

CBA Publishing is a local pub-
lishing company that is getting
alot of attention lately. They have
worked with our local writers and
have published quite a few books,
winning prizes along the way.
Christine Brown is President and
CEO, Anna Talyn is President
of Product Design & Marketing,
and John Carson is owner. Patri-
cia Woolfork, one of the authors
whose book “Savoring Eden”
was recently published by CBA
says the following. “Christine
did a wonderful layout and inter-
nal graphics, and Anna created
an awesome cover design. CBA
rocks!” So proud of this young, lo-
cal company.

If you love birds and beauti-
ful photography, check this site:
www.creativebirding.com.
Amazing, more later about this.

Happy Valentine’s Day!
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Tlpsq C(]LQ

4 egg yolks

1/4 c. sugar

Dash salt

2 c. scalded milk

1/2 t. vanilla

1 pkg. Lady fingers

Apricot jam

1/2 c. whiskey

Toasted almonds

Whipped cream

Beat yolks and stir in the

sugar and salt. Stir milk in gradu-
ally and cook over hot water, stir
constantly til mixture coats your
spoon. Chill, flavor with vanilla.

Split the lady fingers and
spread with the jam. Put a layer
in a glass bowl and pour whiskey
over it, let the cake soak up the li-
quor. Cover with half of the cus-
tard, repeat layer of lady fingers
sprinkled with whiskey and pour
over remaining custard sauce,

Garnish with toasted almonds
and whipped cream.

Almond Clwocolojle TPU{HQS

2 pkg. Chocolate chips

1 15-0z. sweetened condensed
milk

1 t.. almond extract

1 c. chopped toasted almonds

Shredded coconut & nuts

Melt your chocolate chips

over hot water, remove from heat
and add the condensed milk, ex-
tract and nuts. Chill til firm, shape
into little balls and roll them in co-
conut or finely chopped nuts.

Deanujl BUHQP Die

1 4-oz. pkg. cream cheese, soft-
ened

1/2 c. confectioners sugar

1 c. peanut butter

1/2 c. milk

1 8-oz. tub whipped topping

1 chocolate pie crust

In a mixing bowl beat the

cream cheese and sugar til

weef

creamy, add peanut butter and
milk. Beat slowly til smooth, 3
minutes. Blend in the topping til
no streaks appear, pour into pie
shell and freeze. Serve with a dol-
lop of whipped topping,a drizzle
of chocolate syrup and crushed
toasted peanuts.

DGCCH’I D(]JIG CCI I’]CJ[J

2 c. sugar

1 c. milk

2 T. butter

1 c. pitted dates, chopped

1 c. chopped pecans

Cook the sugar and milk to
soft ball stage. Add the butter,
stir. Add dates and cook slowly,
stirring all the while til dates are
dissolved. Remove from heat and
beat til mixture stiffens. Add the
pecans, stir and pour on parch-
ment paper. Roll into a long loaf,
let cool and slice thin.

HUNTSVILLE’'S OWN KELLER SUPER CHIEF

As hard as it may be to believe, Hunts-

ville almost became an automobile manu-
facturing center. In 1947 the Keller Au-
tomobile Company leased a building on
Redstone Arsenal, hired 130 employees
and began operations.

The Keller Super Chief, a subcompact
station wagon, was to be sold for about
$900. The production line was slated to pro-
duce 16,000 cars the first year and 72,000
each year thereafter.

Unfortunately, when George Keller sud-
denly died, most of the financial backing
collapsed. Only 25 to 30 cars were actually
produced before the company folded.




HO* Dineapple CGSSQPO'Q

3 eggs, beaten

1 c. sugar

2 c. crushed pineapple

1/4 c. milk

4 c. cubed white bread

Open can of pineapple but

don’t drain. Take the crusts off the
bread, mix together all ingredi-
ents. Bake in buttered pan at 350
degrees for about 55 minutes.

Chocola’le DUHS

1/2 c. Crisco oil

4 sq. unsweetened chocolate -
melted

2 c. sugar

4 eggs

2 t. vanilla

2 c. self-rising flour

1 c. confectioners sugar

Preheat oven to 350 degrees.

Mix the oil, chocolate and granu-
lated sugar, Blend in the eggs one
at a time, add vanilla. Stir flour
into the mixture, chill for 2 hours.
Drop the dough by teaspoons into
a bowl of confectioners sugar. Roll
in the sugar, making balls. Place
2 inches apart on greased cookie
sheet. Bake 10-12 minutes. They
will puff up!

Chocola’le Sponqe Dudc]inq

2 c. scalded milk
1-1/2 c. sponge cake crumbs

1 c. shredded coconut

1 c. sugar

3 eggs, separated

Grated nutmeg

1T. water

Pour hot milk over a mixture

of cake crumbs, sugar, beaten
yolks and coconut. Let stand for
30 minutes. Add nutmeg, water
and egg whites which have been
beaten to a dry froth. Bake 45 min-
utes at 350, serve with wine sauce.

Chocolate DOpCOPn

1-1/2 c. sugar

1T. butter

1 square unsweetened choco-
late

3 qts. popped plain popcorn

3 T. water

Boil your sugar, butter, choco-
late and water til mixture spins
a long thread. Pour hot over
popped corn and stir til all kernels
are coated. Delicious!!

Amcmeﬂo LOVQ Fuclqe

4 c. sugar
2/3 c. Amaretto liqueur
2 c. half and half or light cream
In a large saucepan combine
all the ingredients and brush sides
of pan with butter. Stir over mod-
erate heat til your sugar is dis-
solved, bring to a boil and cook
without stirring til it reaches 238
degrees on a candy thermometer,
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or when a drop of the mixture
forms a soft ball in cold water.

Remove from heat and let
stand til temperature drops to
140 degrees. Beat with a spoon til
mixture begins to thicken slightly,
then pour quickly into a foil-lined
8-inch pan.

A Pyrex container, buttered,
will work as well. Let it stand til
hard and cool.

Omnqe Huﬂ BC]”S

1 12-0z. box vanilla wafers,
crushed

1 box confectioners sugar

1/2 c. finely chopped pecans

1 stick butter, melted

1 6-0z. can frozen orange juice

1 can coconut

Mix the wafers, sugar and

pecans with orange juice. Mix by
hand, roll into balls, then roll into
coconut. Great for parties.

L

Gifts - Cut Flowers

Plants & Accessories
Weddings - Parties

We deliver fresh

flowers locally

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

th Huntsville Al. 35801
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In the Beginning
by Hartwell Lutz

In this Bicentennial Year it
is easy to forget that Alabama
was once part of Mississippi,
and even before that a part
of Georgia. Upon becoming a
state in the Union, Georgia sur-
rendered its claim to what now
makes up the states of Alabama
and Mississippi, and in 1798
that area became the Missis-
sippi Territory.

From the earliest days of
the Mississippi Territory there
was considerable dissatisfac-
tion among the people of the
eastern (Alabama) side of the
Territory, who felt that their
rights and needs were being
ignored by the territorial gov-
ernment, and very early in that
unhappy marriage they began
to petition Congress for their
own government. After what
probably seemed like an eter-
nity to the people in the east,
Congress settled that contro-
versy in December of 1817 by
making the western half of the
territory the State of Mississippi
and creating the Alabama Ter-
ritory, which was the eastern
half. With that the political

admitted to the Union.

games got into high gear.

During this pre-statehood period a
group of wealthy Georgians, known as
the "Broad River Group," immigrated to
the Alabama Territory, acquiring land
and power. Among them were: Wil-
liam Wyatt Bibb, who would become
Alabama's first governor; U.S. Secretary
of the Treasury, William Crawford;
Clement Comer Clay; Leroy Pope; and
Leroy Pope's son-in-law, John Williams
Walker.

In early 1819 they were successful in
getting Congress to pass and President
Monroe to sign an enabling act, which
authorized the people of the Alabama
Territory to form a constitution and state
government for the purpose of being

It should be noted that the Broad River Group, which would
become known as the "Royal Party", lost most of its political clout
within a few years. As to the reason, the name says it all. They
were seen by the common people, mostly small farmers, as lord-




ing their wealth and power over them,
and the "popular faction” later known as
Democrats, displaced them.

But while they were still in power the
Broad River Group, or Royals, furnished
the principal leadership that would lead
to Alabama becoming a state. It is con-
ceivable that, without them, we would
still be a part of Mississippi. (God bless
'em.)

The enabling act mentioned above
called for the election in May of 1819 of
delegates to a convention to begin July 5
in Huntsville, for the purpose of writing
a state constitution. Amazingly, the elec-
tion came off with no major hitches and
resulted in the election of forty-four men,
eight of whom were residents of Madi-
son County. Of the forty-four, eighteen
are known to have been lawyers, four
were physicians, two were ministers of
the gospel, one was a surveyor, one was
a merchant and four were farmers. One
was a former college president and sev-
eral had been active in government and
politics in other states prior to coming to
Alabama.

Six of the delegates would later
become governors of Alabama; six
would become justices of the State
Supreme Court and six would become
U.S. Senators from Alabama. William
Rufus King, Dallas County's delegate,
was later elected Vice-President of the
United States, the only Alabamian to
ever hold that office. All delegates were
men whose neighbors thought enough
of them to send them to Huntsville to
attend to the important work at hand.

The Royal Party was much in evi-
dence in the convention. If an award
had been made to the most outstand-
ing convention delegate, it would al-
most certainly have gone to Madison
County's John Williams Walker, himself
a member of that faction. The fact that
he was unanimously elected President
of the Convention attests to his stature,
given the extreme hostility then exist-
ing between peoples of the northern
and southern ends of the state. Under
Walker’s leadership the convention
went about its work in a most impres-
sive manner. The delegates were, as best
we can tell, to a man, in earnest about
their responsibilities. They dealt with
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many issues, and, although not always in total agreement
on every subject, they were able to compromise and work
out their differences on every issue to come before them.

The convention finally adjourned on August 2, 1819,
less than a month after it initially assembled. On Decem-
ber 14 of the same year President James Monroe signed a
bill passed by Congress approving the constitution writ-
ten by the convention and officially declaring Alabama
to be admitted to the Union, approximately nine months
after Congress passed the enabling act that set the wheels
in motion.

Considered against the backdrop of Twenty-First
Century American politics, it is remarkable that so much
could be accomplished in such a short period of time.

Like most of the state constitutions of its day, the
Alabama Constitution of 1819 was not submitted to the
citizens for their approval, but nothing in the record of
the convention or newspapers of that day suggests that
this was ever an issue. Compared to other state constitu-
tions in effect at the time, Alabama’s was very democratic.
For example, for the purpose of voting and holding of-
fice, there would be no requirement of owning property,
paying a tax, membership in a militia, or ability to read
and write - all common provisions in the constitutions
of other states.

But then, there was this thing about slavery.

For a later article.
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Love and Marriage - 1961
by M.D. Smith, IV

Having proposed to my sweetheart while we both were in col-
lege at Alabama, we set the wedding date for June 8 giving us
plenty of time from early March until the end of the school term in
late May, to make all the plans.

My “plan” was to stay out of it, as I had already heard Judy,
my fiance, argue (let’s say discuss) with her mother issues that her
mother thought should be one way, but Judy did not agree with
the “suggestions” which had more of a “parent says you do this”
tone to it.

School was over, and I was peripherally involved but rarely
gave an opinion, with plans ranging from kinds of flowers, bride
and groom’s cakes, what to be served at the reception, layout of
invitations done earlier and several other hundred things.

No question it was stressful and tense on my new bride-to-be.

But we were in love, and adored each
other, having first met several years before
under the most unusual circumstances in
Birmingham at a fraternity party dance of
which I had been a member in high school.
But that was another story called “The Black
Velvet Dress”.

Love does hold young couples together,
but I could surely sympathize with Judy and
the myriad of things calling for decision-
making and sometimes even changed after
the decision was made.

Being a man, I could not begin to under-
stand the hassle over clothing, alterations
at the last minute, veils and flowers for the

bridesmaids and the list was a
mile long. Talk about stress on my
sweetheart; it was enormous.

As the magic day approached,
we were settling down to the very
last-minute arrangements and that
included my bachelor party, con-
sisting mostly of the guys in my
wedding and a few other male
friends. It was fun, the alcohol
flowed freely, and the practical
jokes played on me were good-
natured, but I still was uneasy all
night about what the next “joke”
was going to be.

I think being handcuffed to a
steel handrail outside the house
and told I would have to be there
until the next day, might have been
one of the more memorable ones.
Like many at the party that night,
we got well lubricated and all had
a hangover the next morning. We
were very thankful the wedding
was taking place in the afternoon.

My mistake was talking to Judy
before I retired after the bachelor
party, and while I don’t remem-
ber exactly what I said, she was
upset by my condition that eve-
ning. With her stress level at 110%,
I now understand, but I didn’t at
the time.

The wedding day arrives. It
started smoothly. All the wedding
party was there in plenty of time,
photos made, flowers on suit coats
for men, bouquets for the ladies
and the wedding march started.

I stood there next to the min-
ister with my father on the other
side as my best man, and I with a

OUR WRITERS

“0Old Huntsville” Magazine wants
to say Thank You to our writers

and contributors for the stories
and articles you send to us. Our
readers tell us how much they
enjoy them.
We couldn’t do it without you!
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big smile, as my beautiful and
demure bride walked down the
aisle on her father’s arm.

Iwas nervous, about to take a
giant step, but this lovely dream
walking towards me erased my
jitters in a flash. I could never
have guessed even minutes ear-
lier it was chaos in the waiting
room with the ladies.

They stopped near me. Her
father, after he said he was giv-
ing the bride to “this man”,
stepped aside.

Then we were standing in
front of the minister facing each
other about to take our vows. I
noticed Judy was trembling just
a little bit and had some worry
wrinkles on her forehead.

“It’s just nerves,” I thought.
We quickly got to the part where
the minister says “Repeat after
me,” and turned to Judy.

He started with “I (your
name) take thee (my name) to
be my wedded husband,” and
he paused for Judy to repeat the

words putting in her name and
mine.

There was silence, she start-
ed to open her mouth but only
a bit of a gurgle came out, and I
could see tears welling up in her
eyes.

The church audience was
deadly quiet, the minister had
a serious look on his face, and 1
was worried.

Judy got out a bit more, “I,
Judy, take...” And at that mo-
ment she started crying.

In hindsight, the stress had
just gotten to her, and I suppose
there were times she was not
even sure we’d get to this point,
so she had mixed emotions of
relief, happiness, and not sure
what all else.

The minister quietly said,
“Now that’s all right, little lady,
you just take your time, however
much you need.”

In what seemed to me to be
an eternity, but probably only
a minute, she started up again,

with her voice a bit choked up,
and the minister continued a bit
at a time that she repeated after
him.

I did my part, and minutes
later, we were pronounced
“Husband and Wife,” I kissed
the bride, and we led the pro-
cession out of the Methodist
Church. There were more pho-
tos outside and we took the
short ride to the reception at the
Russel Erskine Hotel. There we
entertained everyone, changed
clothes and soon were in my fa-
ther’s borrowed Mercury con-
vertible, leaving town for our
honeymoon.

What a relief.

That was one wedding,
which a fair amount of people
were not sure was going hap-
pen, and for just a few seconds, I
was not all that sure either.

Love holds things together,
and now after over 57 years, it
still does, through happy or dif-
ficult times.

(256) 603-7110

teamrichard@comcast.net
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Why Should | Become an
Automotive Technician?

By Lewis Nall, Calhoun Community College

I was speaking to a high
school class and was asked,
"Why should I become an auto-
motive technician?" Since then,
I have thought a lot about that
question, as well as why I be-
came an automotive technician
and more importantly, why
anyone else should?

If I were to answer that ques-
tion today, my first response
would be "do what you love". At
age eleven, I started working at
aneighbor's Volkswagen repair
shop, cleaning parts and helping
out where I could. AsI got older
and worked in other shops, 1
discovered thatIloved working
on cars. There was nothing like
making something run better
than it did when it came into the
shop, or faster than it did from
the factory.

Secondly, money does mat-
ter. Yes, we all need to make a
living and be able to give our
families the nice things in life.
Most people will spend more
than one third of their life work-
ing and one third sleeping, so
that leaves one third for family
and fun. But after 40 plus years
in the work force, I have dis-
covered you can make a lot of
money and be miserable; there
is nothing worse than getting
up every morning and hating
going to work!

I think we can all agree there
would be a great waste to spend
a third of our life doing some-
thing we hate. Speaking from

The brain is the most
amazing organ. It
works 24 hours a day,
365 days a year from
the day you’re born
until you fall in love.

experience, if you hate your job
it will negatively affect that time
you have for family and fun. So,
tind something you love or at
least like doing and can make a
nice living at.

Now, let's get to the eco-
nomics of why you might con-
sider becoming an automotive
technician. Did you know that
roughly half of all mechanics
will be eligible for retirement

in just 15 years? According to
the National Bureau of Labor
Statistics, the labor force is ex-
pected to add 39,100 new auto
tech jobs by 2024. Job growth
for 2016-2026 is 6% faster than
the average.

"If there is such a thing as
job security, it's in the trades,"
said Tony Molla, Vice President
of Communications for the Na-
tional Institute for Automotive
Service Excellence.

What about the pay: The
median annual wage for auto-
motive service technicians and
mechanics was $39,550 in May
2017. The median wage is the
wage at which half the workers
in an occupation earned more
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than that amount and half earned less.

The lowest 10 percent earned less
than $22,610 and the highest 10 percent
earned more than $65,430. Much of this
depends on the technicians training
and work ethic, I know experienced
technicians today that make $100,000

lus.

P It is important to remember that
the automotive field has become very
technical; today’s vehicles are loaded
with computer and electronic technol-
ogy. In order to get a leg uF on the
competition when applying for those
high paying automotive jobs, you need
to develop the skills needed to work
on these high-tech cars.

I would recommend going to a
two-year college like Calhoun Com-
munity College and earning your
associate’s degree in automotive tech-
nology. If you, like me, love working
with your hands and repairing things
and you're looking for a job that has
a great future, job security and diver-
sity of options, then come see me at
Calhoun Community College. I'll get
you ready for a great career and future
in the automotive field.

See the quick facts below

Automotive Service Technicians
and Mechanics Pay in 2017:

$39,550 per year $19.02 per hour

Typical Entry-Level Education -
Postsecondary on degree award

Work Experience in a Related Oc-
cupation -None
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Eat breakfast like a king, lunch like a prince and
dinner like a college kid with a maxed out
credit card.

(r
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Number of jobs in 2016 I
- 749,900

In May 2017, the medi-
an annual wages for auto-
motive service technicians
and mechanics in the top
industries in which they
worked were as follows:

Automobile dealers

AL Cert# 02229

$43,180 “Take Control of Your Comfort”

Automotive mechani-
cal and electrical repair and
maintenance $37,420

Automotive parts, ac-
cessories, and tire stores
$33,640

(Source: http:/ /-www.
bls.gov/ooh/installation-
maintenance-and-repair/
automotive~service-tech-
nicians-and-mechanics.

htm) IC

TIRANS
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A Civil War Ghost

by Buddy Moon

For over thirty years I've traveled around the country to old
buildings, secluded campsites and disappearing battlefields, try-
ing to experience what life must have been like for soldiers who
fought in the American Civil War. As a re-enactor, I've camped,
cooked, marched, slept, sweated in the sun, shivered in the cold,
and pretended to die on grounds hallowed long ago by soldiers'
blood. Many re-enactors will tell you that, because we respect and
seek to understand the men in blue and gray, we often feel their
presence. On rare occasions, we hear and see their restless spirits.
Re-enactors have many ghost stories, and this one is often told.

We were at the re-enactment of the 125th anniversary of the
Battle of Shiloh. For several days we had been drilling, camping
and fighting where the soldiers of the Union and Confederate
armies had met. It was our third day of activities. The day had
been filled with action and movement. Nighttime had come;
dinner had been cooked over the fire; and most members of our
company had already gone to sleep in their tents.

Five of us sat around the crackling campfire on boxes or stools,
each sipping his own beverage. We reflected on our experiences
that day - some of which seemed as real as if we had been there
in 1862.

I was about to comment on how much powder I had eaten
tearing open cartridges with my teeth during the battle, when I
noticed someone standing at the opposite end of the fire from us.

“I haven’t taken down my
Christmas lights yet.
They’ll look so nice on
the pumpkin.”

Winston Spear

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




We all noticed him at the same time, but
none of us heard him walking up.

We could see by the light given off by
the campfire that he was in a Confederate
uniform, tattered and caked with mud
around the bottom of the pant legs. We
also could see his well-worn shell jacket,
missing a button. His face was bearded but
otherwise hidden in the low light. I thought
to myself that he made a really good im-
pression of a soldier.

How long we quietly studied him and
he us, I don't know. None of us had moved.
He broke the silence.

In a tired Mississippi drawl, he said,
"I'm lookin' for tha 6th Missasip Infantree".

We told him that we didn't know any-
one in the 6th, but that they were probably
at one of the other campfires scattered about
in the woods. He turned and walked away,
disappearing into the darkness.

We talked about how surprised we were
by our guest and how well he had devel-
oped the look of a Confederate soldier. We
decided that in the morning we would go
to the camp of the 6th Mississippi and see
if their camp was as authentic as the soldier
we had just met. One by one, we headed
off to bed.

In the morning we went to the re-enact-
ment registration and asked the person in
charge where the 6th was camped. Puzzled,
he told us no one at the event represented
the 6th Mississippi Infantry. He also told us
that during the actual Battle of Shiloh the
6th had suffered one of the highest casualty
rates of any unit in the battle and very few
had survived. He asked why
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An Old Housekeeper’s Tips

- Emptied fruit, such as oranges or cantaloupes, refilled with vanilla
ice cream with raspberries or strawberries make dainty little bowls.
Cover with pink whipped cream, garnish with red cherries and serve
at your 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.
- Dip asparagus into egg batter, roll in fresh bread crumbs or cracker
meal and fry to a golden brown in butter. A very select vegetable with
a juicy steak.

- Two cups of flour, two teaspoons of baking powder, a pinch of salt,
cold water 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.

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

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

- For asthma, eat 3-6 apricots a day. 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 good results.

- Alady who had ringing in her ears tried dropping 2 drops of onion
juice into her ears 3 times a week and it stopped, much to her relief.
- 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 baked or roasted.

- For indigestion, scrub an orange and eat some of the peel 5 min-
utes after a meal. Also, cayenne pepper sprinkled on food or soup
will help with indigestion.

- One quart of celery juice a day is said to provide a noticeable
improvement in those suffering from shingles.

we wanted to know, but we
didn't know how to answer
him. Instead, we thanked him
for the information and quietly
headed back to our camp.

By Buddy Moon, author of
“The Picket”, now available at
Shaver’s Books and Amazon.com

“l have bad reflexes. | was
run over once by two guys
pushing a truck.”

George Carlin
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CHILDHOOD MEMORIES

by Charita Smith Avery

I'believe childhood memories can help lessen
the dread of growing old. After the death of my
husband and having no children or grandchil-
dren, one of my great comforts is reliving past
memories. As I think back, many memories
return me to my early childhood in Lincoln Mill
Village —memories as early as three years old on
Davidson Street where I was born. The earliest
memory is of me dancing around in the front
yard wearing the beautiful dotted-swiss dress
my mother made for me. As I spun around, the
circular skirt would stand out like a spinning top.
I felt so pretty in that dress, especially wearing
the black patent-leather "Mary Jane" shoes. I re-
member on Sunday morning, before leaving for
church at Lincoln Memorial Baptist Church, sit-
ting on the front porch steps shining those shoes
with one of Mother's biscuits. Yes, biscuits! Not
only were her biscuits delicious to eat, but they
were useful for shining shoes also.

I think of the peach tree in our back yard and
standing beneath its branches eating peaches as
fast as Daddy could peel them with his pocket
knife. I lost my first tooth sitting on the back
porch steps with Daddy while eating an orange.
Daddy would peel and section the orange before
handing the sections to me to eat. Needless to
say, he didn't remove the seeds; so when I spit
out what I thought was a seed, to my surprise
there was the loose tooth I had been stressing
over how to get out of my mouth. I just knew I
couldn't bear the pain — to my pleasant surprise,
there was no pain at all.

I recall the old black washpot in the back
yard and the two African American women who

understood why they couldn't eat at the table
with us. Both my parents worked in the Lincoln
Cotton Mill, so Mrs. Lehman, who lived down
the street, cared for me while they worked. That
is a wonderful memory because she was always
very good to me, except for the memory of her
giving me a dose of Casteroil, which I'm sure
Mother directed her to do.

Mrs. Lehman, aware of my interest in help-
ing Mary and Alice with the wash, gave me a
special gift for my third birthday —a little wash-
board with a glass insert (most of these you see
have metal inserts) so that I could “help” do
the washing each week. I still treasure that little
washboard and the pretty birthday card I re-
ceived from Mrs. Lehman back in 1945. Also, Mr.
Lehman was the village fireman for the village
“above the mill.” The three Lincoln villages were
known as “above the mill,” “below the mill,” and
“new village”; and the way I remember, each had
its own firetruck and driver. The Lehman’s house

came once a week to do our washing ¢~
and ironing and how they would
poke the boiling clothes with a
wooden stick. I was enamored with
the entire process. The women were
sisters, named Mary and Alice, and
one of them would bring her little
girl to play with me, so we would
pretend we were helping them. At
lunch (or dinner as we called it back
then), Mother would prepare food
for them, but they never ate with us.
After we finished lunch, Mary and
Alice would come in and eat their
lunch at the kitchen table. T never \a




was the only one in the village above the
mill which had a garage, that housed
the firetruck. How special was that— the
firetruck was located right there where
I could climb on it, at least, when they
would let me into the locked garage. I re-
member receiving lots of attention from
the Lehman family, including Ernestine,
Helen, Buddy and Dewey. My childhood
memories are all filled with love, and 1
feel blessed to have been surrounded by
loving people.

One of those loving people was Mr.
Bowen, an elderly neighbor. I loved to
stop and sit on his porch beside him
and talk to him. I can see him dressed in
overalls, rocking in his chair and cutting
pieces off that bar of chewing tobacco. To
me it looked like a delicious chocolate
bar, and my mouth would salivate think-
ing how good it must taste. He would
never share any with me, and I did ask;
but, knowing what I do now, I surely am
glad he didn’t. I guess my craving for
chocolate started very early in life.

I remember going to Ms. Stoval’s
store (later J.D. Honey’s store) at the
corner of Davidson Street and Oakwood
Avenue before I started school. There
were never any worries in those days of
any harm coming to a small child walk-
ing that distance alone. When I reached
the store, nickel in hand, I had to stand
onmy tiptoes to see through the glass-en-
closed counter at all the candy available.
Oh what a decision—I could choose five
pieces of candy for that nickel! I'm sure
Ms. Stoval sometimes became impatient
waiting for me to decide what I wanted,
but, she never showed it.

One night, my sister’s husband
walked with me to the store, and that’s
when I learned (at least, this is what he
told me) that “the moon only followed
good little girls.” Something that was
really a tasty treat back then was the
“sample” piece of ice the iceman would
give me. We had an old icebox in those
days, and the iceman would come down
the back alley in his truck and, using
those large metal ice tongs, bring a large
block of ice into the house. On a hot day,
I would run out to his truck so excited
to receive the piece of ice he would chip
off and give to me. It tasted so good! It
reminds me how simple things were
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back then when children were happy with simple things
and created ways to entertain themselves, almost always

playing outside in the fresh air.

How could these wonderful childhood memories not

overcome any depressing thoughts I might have?
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Willie and
Monroe

by Hugh Michaels

Willie and Monroe - names that will
live forever in Langston, Alabama.

They lived in a three room “shack”.
There were seven people who lived in
this “shack”. One room had three beds.
There were no windows. A “potbellied”
stove sat in the center of one room. A pile
of wood sat in one corner. A pipe ran out
of the side of the shack. This was done to
prevent water and smoke from getting
into the building.

The roof of the house was made
of wood shingles. Water would come
through the building and cause the beds
to be damaged. Living conditions were
horrible, but somehow they survived.

They were honest, hard working and
very dependable people.

They had an “outhouse” with one
hole. They were forced to use a ditch oc-
casionally when someone was using the
“outhouse”. A two hole “outhouse” in
those days were used mostly by the “Well
to do”. Thank goodness for Sears Roebuck
and Montgomery catalog paper.

They were very religious.

Many people in Langston had nicknames. Some of
the nicknames were, “Bullet Eye, Percolator, Monkey
Hen, Cat Eye, Bill Rooster, High Pocket and Popeye”.

Often the landowner would need help in preparing
a meal. The blacks would prepare a meal and get the
“left overs” as a gift. Flies were a problem and to keep
the flies away from the table, a limb from a tree would
be used to swish across the table.

Everyone drank from the same bucket. A “sipper”
or cup would be used.

Food was scarce. The men, Monroe and boys, would
hunt possum, rabbits, squirrels and racoons for food.
It was not unusual for a group of men from the com-
munity to go hunting with the Monroe family. They
would hunt till daylight, trying for a “kill”. Hunting
for possum would occur in the fall. The main dish of
possum would happen when persimmons were ripe,

Blacks were very superstitious. When someone
died, the mirrors in the house would be turned to face
the wall. The body would not be buried till Sunday,
regardless what day of the week they died.

Life began to change for these people in the late 40s.
Young people began to locate in a better place. Blacks
went North to Chicago and Detroit.

Willie and Monroe have gone to meet their “maker”.
They were a big part of Langston, when it was a “boom-
ing” town.

Time changes everything. No more “shacks” and
no more “possum” hunting.

Willie and Monroe - names that will live forever in
the annals of time. The people of Langston, Alabama
will never forget them.

Church was usually conducted
only on Sunday nights. Some-

times people would get over-
come with spiritual happiness.
They would shout and some-
times knock down benches.

White folks would watch
the happy people and it was
a sight to see. The white folks
enjoyed watching.

The children went to school
in the same building used by
the church.

Grades one through twelve
were taught by one teacher,
who was not very educated.

The children had nick-
names. Very few people knew
their real names. Monroe’s kids
were “Dank, Dude, Juney, Son
and Sister”.
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A Cat Named Sambo

by Cathey Carney

Never in the history of Huntsville or perhaps
the whole state of Alabama has there been a cat as
famous as a Siamese named Sambo. (Picture above
is from “Huntsville Revisited”)

For, in the late fifties, Sambo started out as a
pampered pet of Joyce and Tom Jones and became
a well known photographic model, rising to the
position of the city’s chief endorser of civic drives.

Sambo’s mistress, Joyce Jones, was a photojour-
nalist for several metropolitan newspapers. Since
cats are always good copy, it wasn’t long before
she found a way to press him into service.

His career started when he was staring down
a hole in the kitchen baseboard. Since cats have
weaknesses for concentrating on a possible mouse
exit, the pose was a natural. The pictures were
published in the Birmingham News and were
seen all over the state. (The joke was on Sambo.
It was not a rat hole into which he gazed, but an
un-repaired hole from which a piece of metal had
been removed.)

Then, the Jones embarked upon a repaint-
ing and re-papering session in the living and
dining rooms, another golden opportunity
came to cash in on a cat’s natural curiosity. The
camera followed Sambo as he unrolled wall
paper, dabbled in the paint, climbed a ladder
and generally made a nuisance of himself until
he was “fired.” This picture story, entitled, The
Little Helper, appeared in the Nashville Ten-
nessean Magazine.

Sambo’s pictures with captions continued to
appear in the Chattanooga Times, Birmingham
Post Herald, Birmingham News, Nashville Ten-
nessean and the Huntsville Times. Altogether,
he appeared in print fifty-two different times.

Then, the state editor of the Birmingham
News, who had been looking for a continuing
model, chose Sambo to appear from time to time
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in a series of pictures.

Throughout the year pic-
tures of Sambo appeared as
he celebrated Thanksgiving,
Halloween, Valentines day and
Christmas. In fact, in observance
of the Yule season, Sambo be-
came a poet, (with apologies
to Samuel Moore), writing a
holiday poem which appeared
In many newspapers.

As Sambo increased in popu-
larity, Joyce had him insured by
the famed insurance company,
Lloyd’s of London, as a photo-
graphic model. And, naturally,
a picture story of the event ap-
peared in the print.

In addition to metropolitan
newspapers, including the As-
sociated Press, Sambo began
appearing in his hometown
newspaper, The Huntsville
Times, more often. When the
city observed its Sesquicenten-
nial, Sambo proudly “grew”
a beard as all the males were
asked to do. He was made an

honorary member of the Hunts-
ville Chamber of Commerce.
And as aresult an account of this
event and other activities were
published in a book commemo-
rating the Sesquicentennial.

Since Sambo was such a
well known character, the pho-
tographer was asked to let him
sponsor civic drives. So, he
appeared in print for the Red
Cross, Huntsville Symphony
Orchestra, Civic Defense, Blood
Bank, Community Chest, Crip-
pled Children’s Clinic and the
Huntsville Humane Society.

As a matter of fact, when
a heart drive did not succeed,
the chairman said woefully, “It
was probably because Sambo
was not asked to endorse it.”
Through the years as Sambo’s
fame grew, from time to time
people from throughout the
state would stop by to see him
and to sign his guest book. As
an added honor, the Puss ‘N
Boots Company sent him an
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unsolicited medal and certificate
for “contributing to human hap-
piness.”

When Sambo passed from
his first life, the late Reese Amis,
editor of the Huntsville Times,
published a long obituary re-
viewing the life of the famous
cat. When the present court-
house was being decorated, then
Commissioner James Record
asked for a portrait of Sambo to
be hung in a prominent place.
For, he said, “Sambo is one of
Huntsville’s most outstanding
citizens and deserves his share
of recognition.” As a lasting
tribute to the famous feline, the
portrait hangs today on the third
tloor of the Madison County
Courthouse.

Now, Sambo’s “pawto-bi-
ography” brings him info his
ninth life. His mistress, Joyce
Jones, compiled a photographic
account of the cat’s rise to fame
and his interest in helping civic
causes.
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61 Years, A Good Marriage

by Johnny Johnston

The day after Christmas 1957, I was on my way
to a place I had only heard of, Baker's Cross Roads,
Tennessee to meet the Brown family. Twice a year
Tomie Brown, his brothers, sisters and all their
children came home to the family farm. I didn't re-
ally know what to expect. I had only met Roberta
Shockley, Tomie's sister who was C§oing to meet me
at the Sparta Post Office, and guide me to the farm
at 10:00 that morning,.

Tomie Brown was the father of my Life Love,
Barbara. I had met her in June of that year in Hunts-
ville, at Roberta's house on a blind date. We hit it
off the first time we met, then had a couple of other
dates before she had to go home to Concord, Ten-
nessee. She enrolled at the University of Tennessee
that spring. Since June I had been up there several
times and we exchanged many letters. We become
engaged to be married on her birthday Dec. 20, 1957.
She especially got to my heart when I learned how
well she cooked, having made me an entire plate of
brownies on my first trip to Concord.

Concord was a community just west of Knoxville,
Tennessee which has just about disappeared over
the last 60 years. In fact, the community has become
Farragut, Tennessee which is now a beautiful city
with one of the most popular shopping centers in
East Tennessee. All this was mostly developed by
classmates of hers. One was elected Mayor who
assisted in naming the town after the High School
where they all graduated.

Barbara had graduated from Farragut High
School just a couple of months before her trip to
Huntsville. I was employed at Eastern Airlinesjust a
short time. Her father had farmed as a child with his
father and brothers until the Depression hit at which
time, he joined one of President Franklin Roosevelt's
new deal programs. It was called the "CCC" camp
and located in East Tennessee. Tomie's father told
me that he was paid $25 per month and sent $20 of
it home to his parents to help them get by. Tomie
stayed with "CCC" until after marrying Edith Smith
in 1937 and relocating to Pennsylvania. He entered
the Army during World War II and served in the
Philippines.

Barbara was the first child born to her genera-
tion. When Roberta and I arrived at the farm I was
a little in shock at what I saw. Standing on the porch
was Barbara, her sister Diane and about 8 younger
children. What I was in for was the greatest teas-
ing and harassment I could ever expect. Tomie's
brothers had agreed to not let me have a moment's
peace. The jokes, the insinuations, the tricks played
on me. I was a little shy in those days anyway so I

just crawled into a corner and stayed still as
much as possible. It was not possible. Barbara
was the first in the generation to go courting,
let alone be engaged.

The Old Log House was small, only four
rooms downstairs, two upstairs -and a path.
The path let to an outdoor toilet which was
very Eopular during the time that 20 family
members lived there for two weeks. The two
rooms upstairs were full of beds, hardly room
to walk between them. I had never seen such a
close and loving family. Three of the brothers
had served in the war. One of them was still
a Major in the service, lived in Arkansas and
was a hospital administrator; one was from
Michigan, a plant manager for General Mo-
tors; a third brother was a horse trainer and
owned a horse farm in Pennsylvania. Tomie
was supervisor of the medical lab of Tennes-
see Valley Authority. Barbara had been raised
in that atmosphere visiting each family for
long periods of time. It seemed that each of
the younger generation could be a member
of each family. Barbara’s family had relocated
to Pennsylvania during the Depression but
returned to Baker’s Cross Roads to give birth
to her and her twin sister. They were born

( MARY’S RUGS |

New Rugs Arriving Daily

Huge Selection including:

Round Rugs, Hexagon,
Rectangular - all shapes
for any room in your
home. Great quality at
reasonable prices.

Kenny and Mary Harbin, Owners

Rugs from 21" x 34" (washable) up to 11 ft. x 14 ft.
A size for everyone in many patterns and colors

Rectangle Rugs and Runners in all Lengths

(256) 714-6681

~ Located in the East Wing of
Limestone Flea Market, on Hwy. 72
between Huntsville and Athens

Open Sat & Sun 9-5
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in what is now the living room of the farm
home which is still owned by members of the
Brown family. Afterwards they returned to
Pennsylvania where Tomie was employed as
a farmer. A tragedy occurred when the girls
were only 18 months old. Her twin sister, in
the same baby bed, became trapped in the
side railing and perished. She was brought
back to Baker’s Cross Roads and buried near
the farm in Savior’s cemetery.

The Brown Brothers did not scare me off!
We were married almost exactly one year
after meeting. At each tick of the clock it
seemed some of the Green family, who were
cousins, or some of the neighbors were there
to visit the children of James H. and Mattie
Brown. In 1961, James and Mattie had their
50th wedding anniversary. Several hundred
people came by to give their wishes. James
and Mattie sat on the front porch greeting
each guest. I had never seen such popularity
or love between people.

The Brothers ﬁadp a competition going on
always; see who could tell the funniest story
or joze. I think at this table I learned how to
stop being shy, more than any other Flace or
time. Before meeting Barbara and her family,
was very shy and self-conscious. Meals at the
farm also mystified me. Our family never ate
in shifts. W]Zen we gathered, we sat around
wherever we could find a place to eat; not
the Browns. The men, along with Mattie ate
at the table for the first round. When they
were through eating and telling stories, they
would leave the table then their wives would
sit down and eat before starting clean up. The
next generation would be last to eat. I paid
attention to the chicken meals. The brothers
would slip into the kitchen, steal their choice
of a chicken part, hide it, then retrieve it be-
fore sitting down to eat. Another event was
them slipping back into the kitchen to find
what the other had hidden, then steal it.

It was amazing to watch. All this time the
wives and sisters of the brothers were try-
ing to prepare meals in the small kitchen.

Years later we had large family re-

unions at the farm. With some help, I
usually cooked breakfast for everyone.
I wouKi cook eggs, bacon, sausage and
ham. The women would cook biscuits in
the kitchen while I cooked outside under a
pavilion built by family members. Dinner
was also cooked outside, usually by my
brother-in-law from Texas. We served as
many as 250 meals at one time. Barbara
was always called on to cook several Ba-
nana puddings which were the best in the
world. Anything she did was great.
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From the very beginning I discovered I had
married a fabulous woman. She took care of me
and her children with great love and tenderness.
Even though I moved her all over the country with
Eastern Airlines, she made the best of it at a1>1] loca-
tions. She made friends everywhere, entered cook-
ing contests and won a few. Had a hobby of making
an ornamental Easter Egg from sugar and frosting
which was a hit where ever we lived. She sold a
few for a high price but most were made for close
friends. One of the first opportunities we looked
for in each location was a good church. Once we
found that church, she saw that our three children
attended on a regular basis and lived what they had

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




Old Huntsville Page 38

learned. She delivered our first
child in Alabama, the second in
Georgia, the third in Missouri.
Somehow, we missed having a
child in Texas or Illinois.

Christmas was always a
favorite time with Barbara. She
has always been a collector of
Tree Ornaments taking several
days to decorate the tree. Each
ornament has a story or memory
to it. To anyone who would sit
and talk with her while deco-
rating she would stop at each
one and tell the story of where
it came from, when she got it
or who it was from. This was a
tradition for as long as we have
been married.

About 20 years ago Barbara
started collecting items from
Christmas Village. Each year
our home was filled with her
handiwork. Entire communities
spran% up on tables, shelves or
anywhere there was a space.
Children were brought in and I
can still see and hear her telling

the story of the building labeled
“Brown’s Store” or the "Dentist
Office”. She has more than a
thousand pieces of Christmas
Village and displayed them
liberally. That is through 2016
Christmas.

On November 5, 2017, Bar-
bara suffered a stroke, it became
more devastating in December
2017, with a horrendous fall. She
requires total care. The Christ-
mas Tree is in the attic above
the garage, not to be used. The
ornaments are in boxes, labeled
with care, not used anymore.
The Christmas Village is in stor-
age, not displayed anymore.

We had a long run. We
enjoyed nearly 60 Christmas
seasons before this illness in-
terrupted our precious Christ-
mas celebrations. She spent
her Birthday, (December 20,)
Christmas and New Years day
in the Hospital and Rehab dur-
ing 2017.

Our family all came in 2018,

for her Birthday. I asked them
to have Christmas Day at home
with their families and continue
their own traditions.

The story is left to be told.
What happened to that plate of
Brownies Barbara made for me
in 1957? Concord was a little
less that two hours from Chatta-
nooga, Tennessee by car (before
interstates, in those days). All
the Brownies were gone before
I arrived in Chattanooga. I tried
to find someone to blame: Dif-
ficult, I was the only one in the
car!

There were a lot of traffic
lights on old Hi§hway 72. The
only thing I can figure is some-
one must have reached through
the window (no air conditioning
in those days), and snatched a
brownie!

Well, that's my story and I'm
sticking to it!
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PET TIPS
FROM ANGEL

Your Date for
Valentine’s Day

Shauna, a pet blogger, says
20% of pet owners would rath-
er spend Valentine’s day with
their pet than a date. So here
are the top reasons why a dog
makes a better date this Valen-

Fights about Pets - Top 4

Fight #1: Should you get an-
other pet? If one of you doesn’t want
to get another pet, sorry to say, the
other has to respect that. Too many
pets end up in shelters because
all the members of a household
are not on the same page. If you've
got the urge to bond with new pets,
volunteer with a rescue group.

Fight #2: Should your pet be
allowed in bed?

Find out what really bothers the
person saying “no” and see if you can
compromise. Does he or she hate cat

tine’s Day:

- Dogs don’t talk.

- If you worry your dog will destroy
your lovely home four seconds after you
step out the door, you can put him in a
crate. The authorities frown upon this
when it comes to dates.

- Dog slobber is cute. Date slobber
is very not cute.

- You don’t have to share your des-
sert with a dog (and probably shouldn’t).
This is great because dessert is the best part
about Valentine’s Day and all that stuff
makes dogs sick.

- For the not-so-romantic folks out
there, a dog won’t look hopefully, then
desperately, and finally disdainfully into
your eyes when the evening doesn’t end
in a helicopter ride to Paris and a romantic
marriage proposal. Won’t happen.

- When a dog follows you around it’s
cute. Am I right? Pretty much nothing is
better than being adored by a dog. If a date
follows you around ... we call that stalking.

- Dogs don’t care if you are “present-
able” or not. You don’t have to buy expen-
sive shoes to hang out with your dog. You
don’t even have to shower. Just head out
on a couple of hikes, toss a ball around,
dole out a healthy belly rub and you're
golden! No makeup, no ironing, no Spanx
required.

- You will never have to dream up a
way to gently/firmly/sneakily “get rid”
of a dog. Because you’'d never want to get
rid of a dog! Dogs are fun, goofy and hand-
ily clean food right off the kitchen floor for
you when you drop it. Dates seem to think
that kind of thing is below them.

- Pup snuggles are the best. Okay,
snuggles from a human can be pretty darn
good too, but when Fido nuzzles into the
nape of your neck and huffs a grumbly
sigh, you'll stay in that exact same position
for aéges so you don’t disrupt the little guy’s
comfort.

Did I mention dogs don’t talk?

hair on the pillow? You could wash
the sheets more often, or train your cat to sleep at the foot of
the bed. Does your dog hog the bed? You could treat your-
selves to a bigger bed, or train your dog to stay on his own
bed. Note: If your dog is displaying aggression toward you
or your partner around the bed, call in a behaviorist, pronto.

Fight #3: How much is too much to spend on vet bills?
Ultimately, this is something the two of you will have to decide
foryourselves, andit’s probably best to talk about this while your
Eet is healthy — before you have to make the tough choices. Vet

ills can add up. Also, havin%pet insurance can help you avoid
the stress of unexpected vet bills accompanied by giant fights.

Fight #4: What's the best way to train and/or discipline

your pet?

Effective training is simple: Ignore bad behavior and re-
ward good. But the pet will only learn if everyone in the house-
hold responds consistently. It can help to hire a trainer who
uses positive-reinforcement-based techniques and agree ahead
of time that you'll both follow his or her advice — that way,
you’ll avoid an “I'm right, you're wrong” battle.

Pet-related fights are often really about “the couple’s pow-
er struggle,” says New York City-based marriage and family
therapist (and pet parent) Emma Viglucci, LMFT. “If they are
honest, one partner usually cares less about their stance than
the other and can therefore give in to the other’s wishes as an
investment in the relationship. It's nice to throw the other a
bone every once in a while” ... so to speak!

* 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

“We are Not Sorry
for Anything”

In the latter part of 1865 an
unidentified woman wrote her
cousin describing the devastation
the Civil War had brought to the
Tennessee Valley. It is believed
she lived near Mooresville at the
time the letter was written.

November 15, 1865

"Dear Cousin Sallie:

Yours of Sept. 25 was duly
received and should have been
promptly answered had not sick-
ness prevented.”

"l wrote you in '61, indeed it
seems a long time since we have
heard from you; true I wrote your
Father a line or two a year ago,
and committed it to the care of
the most reasonable man I found
in all the Yankee army. I received
his reply in January. It had been
inspected and came to me by flag
of truce from across the river. I do
not remember anything I wrote
your Father, but the circumstanc-
es under which it was written can
never be forgotten. Heaven grant
I may never pass another such
day.”

“Could you have looked in
upon us but for a moment, you
would have thought it impossible
for life and reason to survive the
torture to which mind and body
were that day subjected. But that
day had an end, and in safety
we welcomed the much needed
repose that night along brought
us. But the act of dating my let-
ter brings forcibly to my mind
the fact that this day one year ago
was the most miserable of all my
life. The Yankee troops were then
passing us on their way.”

“Their orders were positive
to burn and destroy everything

on their march,
and well they
executed  this
most Christian
order of this
most  Chris-
tian  majesty.
All day and all
night one con-
tinual stream
of wagons and
guards poured
by.”

“As dark-
ness came on, the work of burning commenced. On every side, as far
as the eye could reach, the lurid flames of burning buildings lit up the
heavens and dissipated the darkness of night. I could stand out on the
verandah and for two or three miles watch them as they came on. I
could mark when they reached the residence of each and every friend
on the road. I could see the first building fired, then the torch carried
round and round until I knew that everything on the premises was
wrapped in flames; then hear the wild shout they raised, as torch in
hand, they started for the next house.”

“The night was cold, but I never once left my post. With my sister
and others I stood from dark until daylight and watched their onward
progress. I calculated the distance they travelled in a given time; how
long it took to fire such a number of buildings, and ascertained almost
to the very minute when the torch would be set to our own house. As
the flames rolled on I could hear, or fancy that I heard, above the oaths,
the yells, the eternal gab of the Yankee army, the screams of the fright-
ened neighbors as the fire swallowed up the labors of a lifetime. Thus
the night rolled on. The torch was several times brought to fire our
house, but each time it was extinguished.”

“Consequently an order had been given to burn nothing on this
place. I knew nothing of it. I looked abroad upon the smoldering ruins,
the smoke almost suffocated me. I knew it was not long until daylight
- but had no reason to hope that we would have a change of cloth-



ing, a mouthful of bread or a roof
to shelter us. If it was sin may
Heaven forgive me if I prayed that
I might never see the destruction,
the deep distress, that the morn-
ing would reveal to me.”

“That, too, has all passed and
lives only in memory; but no one,
I hope, will ever expect me to love
Yankees. They tell us the war
has ended and some cry lustily,
“Peace, peace. “ I have peered into
the deep gloom that surrounds us
and can scarce see a glimmer of
that welcome visitant. The shad-
ow of a great sorrow has dark-
ened our land. He, who a short
time since, was the pride of our
Confederacy, the pure statesman,
the Christian gentleman, the ac-
complished scholar, our beloved
President Jefferson Davis, now
ekes out a miserable existence in
a Yankee Bastille. In proportion as
his sufferings increase, our sym-
pathy for him and hatred of his
oppressors increase also.”

“We are not sorry for anything
we have done down here, are not
repenting, are not whipped or
subjugated, or anything of that
kind. True, we were with num-
bers overpowered, but we battled
upon our own soil, and for that
soil we contended for every prin-
ciple of honor and justice, and for
the most sacred rights - for the
sanctity of home, for self govern-
ment, for the truths of god’s word.
The North fought for no principle
and no right - her sole aim was to
subjugate the South.”

“We expected to go back to
our home when the war ended,
but our house and everything
there has been burned and we
have nothing to go to. This is now
the poorest country in the world,
and we are homeless wanderers
through the desert. We had noth-
ing left us and nothing to buy
with, so I send you a scrap of our
dresses we have been making.
The cotton grew here and every
thread of it was manufactured by
the family. I wove it myself. We
call it Dixie Silk.”

The letter bore no signature.
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THE SMOKE DETECTOR

Afew nights ago | was going to bed and my wife was going to watch a Hallmark
movie, so | go into the bedroom, get ready for bed and jump under the covers. As I'm
going to sleep, | hear a beep,beep,beep. My wife being up, | think she will take care
of the problem. In a few minutes she comes into the bedroom and tells me that | have
to get up and do something about the smoke detectors because they are beeping.
There was no fire but they were too noisy for her to sleep. | go into the kitchen and
listen, sounds like the smoke detector in the kitchen area. | get a ladder and take it
down and | told my wife that | would fix it in the morning .

| stood around a minute and it wasn't long until | heard the beep again. | go to
the one that | had just removed and took the battery out of it thinking that that would
take care of the problem. | stood around a little longer to see if | had fixed the prob-
lem this time, but to my amazement, just about then | hear the beep again. A smoke
detector will not beep without a battery, so now | am puzzled, but we have two more
detectors in the house, my wife and I took one each and went and stood under them.
In a minute we heard the beep again, my wife said that it was not the one that she
was under; | informed her that it was not the one that | was under either. Now the
both of us are really confused.

[ really didn't want to be running around the house at this time of the night taking
down smoke detectors when | could be sleeping. As my wife and | were standing by
the island in the kitchen trying to decide what was next, | glanced over at the oven
and | noticed the light was flashing on the monitor of the oven, about that time my
wife figured it out, it was the timer on the oven. Seems that she had been baking
sausage balls in the oven earlier that afternoon and removed the sausage balls from
the oven but had forgotten to turn off the timer. | should have diagnosed the problem
before starting to make repairs. But, this is just part of the drama around my house
daily; cut that tree, the mice are eating the grass seed in the garage, my rose bushes
need trimming or wild animals are digging up the lawn. I've been married 54 years
and the honey-do gets worse every year. Good luck with yours.

by Don Sanders

Pizza like you remember it!

Opening soon at our new location
255 Pratt Ave. (old Rockabillys
location) across from Children’s
Advocacy Center

Hours: Monday Closed
Tues - 4pm - 10pm

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

Fri - 11am - 11pm

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

A petore dosng tme - (256) 489-3374
Proudly Serving You for 57 Years

visit us at www.bigedspizza.com
Like us on Facebook

T 903 Memorial Pkwy. NW, Huntsville Al 35801 g
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A Fifty Year Waltz
and Counting

by Ted Roberts

It was only a Junior Con-
gregation Dance at Beth EI
Emeth Synagogue - celebrat-
ing Sunday School graduation.
But in Memphis, Tennessee on
a Saturday night in 1946, what
choices did a 16 year old have
except for the picture show. If
your date liked popcorn with
your movie, an evening at the
Rialto Palace could set you
back 25 cents. The Synagogue
Dance was free.

But Betty Grable and Ty
Power awaited us at the Rialto
Palace. The Junior Congrega-
tion Dance, on the other hand,
featured Rhea Mendel and Mar-
sha Klodkin with a support-
ing cast of the Sunday school
graduating class. I'd seen that
show. Then I reminded myself
that alongside the dance floor,
there’d be a short oilcloth cov-
ered table with plates of sticky
donuts and sugar cookies. The
equivalent of free popcorn.
Whatta bargain. So, I went to
the dance in the synagogue
basement.

Good idea. Because, be-
sides Mendel and Klodkin
and the crowd of extras who
had overindulged for years
on sugar cookies, there was
a new star in the constella-
tion of cuties that moved and
grooved on the synagogue
circuit. As the poet says, she
was a dove with dove’s eyes.

Around, between and be-
hind the Sunday School grad-
uating class, I watched her
cautiously. I was so stunned
by this newcomer that every
platitude known to smitten

suitors leaped into my con-
sciousness all at once, headed
by “Where have YOU been!!”
This was the evening star
peeping between the clouds of
the Sunday School graduating
class.

But nothing about our first
meeting would have inspired
Jackie Collins or Danielle
Steele. It was more of a Louisa
May Alcott moment.

There was the usual third
grade dialogue, which was be-
neath us since we were almost
in high school and should have
done better.

“Hi.”

“Hello.”

“Wanta dance?”

“I guess.”

Not exactly zingy. But my
radar screen lit up and my
heart shrieked, TARGET! TAR-
GET! TARGET! Easy does it, I
thought. Be the patient tortoise
thatwonthe gold: not the herky-
jerky hare. I remember trying
to impress her with my matu-
rity and adult conventionality
by remarking that the dance
floor was slippery because only
an hour ago the basement floor,
which we called the social hall
floor, had been the dining room
floor. It still retained smidgens
of spilled tomato sauce.

“Gotta be careful, you could
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slip and turn your ankle,” I remarked. (For-
ty years later I made her the same speech
about getting out of the tub - only this time
I worried about her hip.)

Six or seven couples glided across that
treacherous tomatoey floor. The juke-
box churned out hymns to romantic love,
not lust. Inside, we bubbled like an agi- '
tated fifth of champagne. But the culture HOLD EACH OTHER CLOSE'
alchemized lust into something mildly
civilized: like the Hoover Dam tames that
rampaging river into a force that lights our
lamps.

So we danced carefully, under the bale-
ful eyes of armies of chaperons. Only two
dance forms were available to us: the hi-
speed frenetic jitterbug, definitely not for
lovers or talkers; and the walk-to-the-mu-
sic-around-the dance-floor. (Great, if you
weren't Fred Astaire.) Also great for lovers
because it allowed hand holding and back
touching. It was also OK to let your eyes
flame with passion - if you knew how to do
it without looking goofy. The walk-to-the-
music was my choice since it also allowed
me to show off my conversational skills
about slippery dance floors and other hot
topics that fascinated the young ladies of
the dance circuit.

The two-armed torso clutch was only
practiced in dimly lit dives. Definitely out.
After all, this was the synagogue basement.

Two muffins are in a toaster. One
muffin says, “Man, it’s hot in here!”
The other muffin says, “Wow! A
talking muffin!”

HAPPY VALENTINE'S DAY TO OLD HUNTSVILLE
Looking back ﬁfty years to that dance READERS AND ESPECIALLY THE HUNTSVILLE HIGH

in the basement of the Beth El Emeth Syn- CLASs OF 1966
agogue, I marvel. I was wise beyond my ;

years. Somehow I knew this was a mara- OSCﬂf & /I/l ana L le;‘ena
thon, not a hundred-yard dash. We've
danced demurely now for more

than half a century. May it con- CL ARI( ELECTRIC CO.

tinue.
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Scribbler on the roof”, appears
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LOCAL NEWS
FROM 1878

The Horse Careens and the
Rider Goes Under

Mr. J. E. Hall, who is en-
gaged in business with Mr.
E.S. Johnson, left Huntsville
last Thursday evening to go
to Brownsboro. He reached
the Flint River shortly after
sundown. Seeing that the
river was rather high, he dis-
mounted and tried to make his
horse cross the stream. Several
efforts were made to make Mr.
Hall's horse cross the stream.
Finally Sydney Johnson, a
young carpenter, undertook
to ride him across. He had
gotten midway across the
stream when the swift water
began to bear horse and rider
downstream.

The rider became alarmed,
the horse careened, the rider
went overboard and soon dis-
appeared beneath the water.
The horse landed across, a
few yards below the regular
ford. An effort was made
that evening and next morn-
ing and again on Sunday, to
see if anything further could
be heard of Johnson, but
without any success. He was
undoubtedly drowned.

from 1878 newspaper

Old Time Bargains

House furnishing goods,
stoves and furniture at E.S.
Johnson, corner Holmes and
Jefferson St. - Opposite old
Easley Hotel, known as the
old Lumpkin Block.

We are filled with a com-
plete line of good and cheap
Cooking Stoves, from $6 to
$30. Cheap Bedsteads, $2.50,

and Chairs, 45 cents! Com-
plete assortment of Gents and
Ladies Trunks, from 75 cents
to $10!

Honor me with a call and
you will be pleased, as I sell to
suit the purchaser and use ev-
ery exertion to please in prices!

from 1878 newspaper

Moonshine Stills Raided.
Whiskey Makers Arrested
after Desperate Shootout.
Messrs. T.G. Hewlett, Jo-
seph W. Ellett, John Latham
and T.A. Thurston made a raid
into Blount County last week.
They moved on Jere Cornelius
at his home seven miles south-
east of Blountsville. Latham
and Hewlett went up to the
house while the other two
flanked on the outside.
Cornelius snapped his gun
at Hewlett and then ran out
and broke for a thicket. He
encountered Ellett and shot at
him, missing him. He reached
the thicket and when Hewlett
approached he was making
ready to shoot. Hewlett got
in a shot before he could and

let him have it in the belt. The
shot, which would have ei-
ther wounded him seriously
or killed him, was caught by
a belt which Cornelius was
wearing and did not hurt him
to amount to anything. Cor-
nelius surrendered as soon as
Hewlett shot.

W. Washburn, L. Hen-
dricks, T. Brazeale, R.E.
McAnelly, James Putnam
and John Hand were likewise
arrested and all of the par-
ties were brought to Hunts-
ville. Washburn, Brazeale and
McAnelly were discharged
upon an investigation. Putnam
gave bond and Hand and Cor-
nelius were put injail. Putnam
had carried a barrel of apple-
brandy to Cullman to fire the
throats of the Teutons. Cor-
nelius, at the time he was ar-
rested, had a double-barreled
shotgun, two revolvers and a
pair of brass knucks. He told
them that they could kill him
but they couldn’t scare him a
“damn bit” and the boys say
that he wouldn’t scare worth
a cent.
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Shooting and Stabbing in Hazel Green. One
Person Shot Blind, another Stabbed by his
Own Brother.

We learn of two serious difficulties in the
Hazel Green district last week. On Tuesday
night, a Mr. Talent shot William Weaver in the
head, the ball passing through the only good
eye Weaver had, leaving him totally blind.
They were in a quarrel at Key’s Mill and it is
said that there was a good deal of whiskey
around.

Talent was arraigned before Justice Fowler
and after an investigation was discharged.
Weaver was alive when last heard from and
may recover.

The second affair was between two broth-
ers by the name of Holloway, in the same
district four miles from Hazel Green, last
Friday, in which Gabe Holloway was cut in
the abdomen by his own brother. There was
a game of cards going on and Gabe Holloway
was trying to induce his brother, who was
engaged in the game, to quit playing and go
to work, whereupon his brother grew angry,
according to our information, and cut him. He
is in very critical condition and according to
his doctor, not expected to live.

from 1878 newspaper
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“Men don’t like to admit they forget
anything. My husband forgot the code to
turn off our house alarm. When the police

came, he wouldn’t admit he’'d forgotten the
code...and he turned himself in.”

Rita Rudner

o Iz
William M. Yates, CLU

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

Ph. (256) 533-9448
Fax (256) 533-9449
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Email us at mackyatesagy@bellsouth.net
Mack Yates Agency, Inc.

411-B Holmes Ave. NE Huntsville, Al 35801
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BY ToM CARNEY

“This Book is Dedicated to my grandfather, Oscar
Thomas Frazier, who always wanted to be a writer.
This is the book he would have written.”

Tom Carney

‘THE WAY IT WAS”

THE OTHER SIDE OF HUNTSVILLE’S HISTORY

TOM’S FIRST BOOK SOLD OUT UPON
ITS RELEASE IN THE MID NINETIES. HIS
WIFE CATHEY HAS NOW REPUBLISHED
IT WITH MORE STORIES BY TOM IN AN
EXPANDED VERSION.

TRUE SHORT STORIES OF THE CIVIL WAR IN
HUNTSVILLE, BOOTLEGGERS, MURDERS, WWII
LETTERS, LOCAL HEROES, MURDERS AND LOVE
STORIES - YOU WON’T SEE THESE STORIES
ANYWHERE ELSE.

To order for gifts or yourself
email oldhuntsville@knology.net or call

$19.99 includes free
shipping US wide

256.534.0502

Credit card purchases go to:
www.amazon.com/author/tomcarney

Also Available at Shavers Book
Store (256) 533-7364
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How About
A Movie?

by Jerry Keel

Back in the early '50s and
on into the '60s, Huntsville had
many theaters. Most were nice,
air conditioned, comfortable
places to go enjoy a good movie
and relax for a little while.

The Lyric Theater on Wash-
ington Street and the Grand
Theater on Jefferson Street were
the cream of the crop. Also there
were the Center Theater in West
Huntsville on Triana Boulevard
and the Elks Theater just off the
Courthouse Square downtown.
The latter two were more eco-
nomical than the others but they
lacked some of the amenities the
others had.

This was back in the days
when segregation was the rule
so the black community could
not attend a movie at the whites-
only theaters. Mr. Fred Heffle-
mann saw the opportunity as a
way to help the black citizens
and also create a nice investment
for himself. He built the Princess
Theater on Church Street down-
town as a blacks-only theater.

The projectionist at the Prin-
cess was Tommy Huskey’s dad,
Marvin Huskey. Marvin was a
hardworking man who held two
jobs. His other job was at the
Meadow Gold Dairy. He had a
delivery route which required
him to deliver milk products to
households as well as business-
es. His day began at 4:00 a.m.

In order for him to get some
much-needed sleep, he devised
an ingenious alarm system for
himself. The movie films were
transported in heavy metal con-
tainers. He placed a recliner
in the projection booth which
served as his makeshift bed.

When a new reel was started
he would have about 30 minutes

before he had to start another
reel. He would take the film
can in his hand while he settled
down to doze for a few minutes.

If he went completely to
sleep the hand holding the film
can would relax, allowing the
heavy metal can to fall. Heavy
metal film can, concrete floor
and a too-relaxed operator
meant a loud noise when the can
went crashing to the floor. He in-
stantly became wide awake. His
alarm system served him well
for several years as he worked
his two jobs. He also worked as
manager and projectionist at the
Parkway 231 drive-in.

I worked part-time at the
theater filling in for Marvin oc-
casionally whenever he had to
take some time off. The job was
easy but it had its drawbacks.
After seeing a movie four or
five times it became boring and
would make me very sleepy. I
tried Marvin's alarm system but
it didn't work for me. I dropped
the can so many times I finally
gave up and tried other ways to
stay awake.

Another problem was how
to keep the curious kids out of
the booth. It amazed them how
the picture on the screen came
out of that little room and they
wanted to see what went on.
Since there were many things
that could hurt a kid they were
not allowed to come inside the
booth.

When the drive-in movies

came on the scene Mr. Heffel-
mann was quick to realize the
potential these movies offered.
People who came home from
work didn’t always feel like
cleaning up just to go to a mov-
ie. The drive-in offered a go-as-
you-are opportunity so they all
loaded into the family car and
away they went. The idea of
serving food brought another
means of making money and
made it possible for the moms to
have a night off from the kitch-
en.

For those who don’t remem-
ber the drive-ins, you drove to
the ticket booth and paid your
admission then you went in
search of the best spot to park.
Those with smaller children al-
ways tried to find a spot near
the concession stand so the kids
could play when they got bored
with the movie. That was in the
days before so many sick-mind-
ed people tried to prey on small
children and the kids were safe



while there.

Many times two people
would drive to the ticket booth
and get two tickets. Then they
would park in an out-of-the-
way place to allow the two or
three others who were in the
trunk of the car to get out. This
was the only way some could
get to go to the drive-in because
of the scarcity of money (also it
was fun to try to outwit the the-
ater owners).

Each parking spot had a pole
with a speaker attached. The
speakers were exposed to the el-
ements all the time. Frequently
rain would get inside the speak-
er case and cause an electrical
short-circuit which would ren-
der that speaker inoperable. Also
sometimes people would forget
to remove the speaker from the
car window. The speaker would
be torn from the pole when the
car was moved.

About once a week the opera-
tor had to turn the sound on and
go around the lot to check each
speaker individually. Those that
were missing were replaced and
those that didn’t work were car-
ried inside to be repaired. The
speaker check took about 2 to 3
hours, depending on how many
had to be repaired.

Mr. Heffelmann opened the
231 Drive-In Theater on Merid-
ian Street (which was U.S. High-
way 231, then known as the
Florida Short Route) just north
of Winchester Road. When he
saw how many people wanted
to watch a movie from their car
he jumped at the opportunity
to serve even more people. He
owned the property behind the
231 Drive-In all the way back
to the newly-opened Memorial
Parkway so he decided to build
another drive-in there. It was
named the Parkway Drive-In
Theater. It too was welcomed
as another means of entertain-
ment. This theater was much
nicer than the 231 Drive-In and
began to show newer and better
films. In addition the food items

offered became more varied and
more tasty. The 231 continued
to be successful by being more
economical and showing older
movies.

The Whitesburg Drive-In
and the 72 Drive-In were built
and were followed shortly after
by the Woody’s Drive-In on Me-
ridian Street. Rhett Woody, the
furniture store owner, broke the
tradition of naming the theater
after the street on which it was
located, opting instead to place
his own name on the theater.
All of these were very nice and
offered good food items which
could be purchased.

Things rocked on for several
years until people began to dress
more casually in an anything-
goes fashion and the drive-in
theater was used less and less.
The drop in attendance meant a
drop in revenue and the drive-
ins began to close their doors
and darken their screens.

Eventually all the drive-ins
were gone. Then someone got
the idea of multiple theaters in
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the same location. When that
venture proved successful more
and more mega-theaters were
opened. The number of theaters
in one building went from 2 to
4 and then all the way up to as
many as 18. They were all really
nice but the prices went up also.
Now a night at the movies can
run up to %30 or $40 very quick-
1

: Then along came the cable
TV companies followed shortly
by the satellite TV providers.
They were joined by many other
providers which I won’t even
try to name because there are
just too many. Anything you
could ever want to see can now
be seen if you subscribe to one
or more of these services.

What will be next? Who
knows. Just be ready for any-
thing. As with all things in this
fast-moving world of ours ev-
erything is subject to the here-
today-gone tomorrow concept.
We had just as well get used to
it. The only thing that will not
change is change itself.

Felix

HELLO, THE ARK NAMED ME FELIX. |
LIKE THAT NAME DON'T YOU? | AM A
BEAUTIFUL ORANGE AND WHITE KIT-
TEN. | AM ONLY 7 MONTHS OLD. | WAS
TRAPPED IN AN ANIMAL TRAP. THAT
WAS VERY UPSETTING FOR ME. | HAVE
AGREAT SENSE OF HUMOR, VERY OUT
GOING AND KNOW WHAT | WANT IN LIFE
AND HOPE THE ARK CAN FIND ME THE
FAMILY THAT WILL MAKE IT HAPPEN. |
WAS ABANDONED AND HAVE ENOUGH
OF THE OUTSIDE WORLD. | WOULD
LOVE TO SPEND A LOT OF MY TIME IN
YOU LAP WATCHING MOVIES. | LOVED

139 Bo Cole Rd.
Huntsville, Al 35806

THE MOVIE "PIG IN THE CITY"AND | REALLY LIKED THE MOVIE "THE BIRDS".
ENOUGH ABOUT ME, HOW ABOUT YOU? DO YOU THINK YOU COULD PRO-
VIDE ME WITH A NEW LOVING HOME FOR THE REST OF MY LIFE? IF THE
ANSWER IS YES, COME TO THE ARK AND ASK FOR FELIX. THAT'S ME!

A No-Kill Animal Shelter

Hours Tues. - Sat. 11 am -4 pm

The Ark
256.851.4088
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Love Omens and Superstitions

- A single or unmarried girl
should never sit at the corner of a
table. If a girl sits at the corner of
the table she will not marry for at
least seven more years.

- Yellow flowers signify the
end of a relationship or betrayal.
It is a sign of bad luck and giving
them to your loved one should be
avoided at all costs. Interestingly
enough, it always should be an
odd number of flowers in a bou-
quet. An even number of flowers
is for funerals.

- If you accidentally step on
your partner's foot, let them gen-
tly step on yours or the other way
around. Thus you prevent a risk of
a future conflict.

- A couple should not use the
same towel to dry their hands or
bodies. Doing that can bring major
conflict.

- Never give a watch as a pres-
ent to your partner. Watches and
clocks are an omen of parting. It
would also be a wise move not to
give, as a present, a scarf (an omen
of tears) or knives (omens of en-
emies).

- As a couple, do not bite the
same apple and do not eat from
the same spoon. It will cause ar-
guments and bickering in the re-
lationship.

- Do not plan your wedding
in May. Even now, Russians still
believe that marriages contracted
in May are destined to be unhap-
py- The root of this belief is traced
back to the pronunciation of May
in Russian which is similar to "to
suffer". Even in the West, many
might be familiar with the saying-
"Marry in May and rue the day"...

- If man lights cigar from
lamp of any kind he will have a
cheating wife.

- Sisters should never marry
on the same day.

- It's unlucky to marry person
with same first initial as yours.

- If bride leaps over the
churchgate, she will lose her sense
of humor.

- It is good for daughter to
wear her mother’s bridal shoes
when marrying.

- You'll be a wealthy bride if
your stocking has a hole in side.

- Blood on the gown is an
omen of early death.

- It's unlucky for the bride to
make her own gown.

- If the bride falls asleep before
husband on wedding night, she
will die first.

- If a couple marries on April
Fools Day, the woman will be the
dominant partner in the marriage.

- Those who wed when dark-
ness falls will lose all children and
die young.

- It is bad luck to see a pig on
the way to the altar.

- For good luck, add an extra
stitch to the wedding gown.

- If the bridesmaid stumbles
while walking down the aisle, she
will die an old maid.

- A bridesmaid that catches
the bouquet is next to marry.

- To be a bridesmaid three
times shows you won’t marry.
To be a bridesmaid seven times
breaks the curse.

“The surest sign that
intelligent life exists
elsewhere in the universe
is that it has never
tried to contact us.”

Glenda Huffstetler

Our team approach to rehabilita-
tion means working together to
enhance the quality of life and by
reshaping abilities and teaching
new skills. We rebuild hope, self-
respect and a desire to achieve
one’s highest level of indepen-
dence.

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

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



February Memories
by Elizabeth Wharry

I grew up in a neighborhood that was
a mixed bag of European immigrants.
February played an important part in our
lives. Early February was especially im-
portant.

For those of us who were Irish and/or
Catholic, February 2 (also known as Can-
dlemas Day or groundhog day), was when
the parish priests would bless the gardens.
It didn't matter if one grew flowers, veg-
etables or grain...that garden was blessed.
February 2 is midway between the Win-
ter Solstice and the Spring Equinox. I re-
member there was an air of anticipation
and excitement regarding this tradition.
Although St. Brigid of Kildare (Ireland)
has her feast day on February 1, here, it is
celebrated on February 2. She is the patron
saint of all that is related to farming and
gardening.

February 3 brought another important
and solemn tradition to the grade school I
attended. It is the feast of St. Blaise. He was
a physician in Armenia and is the patron
saint of throat ailments. Traditionally, our
throats were blessed by using two crossed
candles. We kids thought it was quite ex-
citing. As we got older, we used it as a
wellspring of "horror" stories to scare our
younger school mates. Of course, when
the nuns caught wind of our silliness, their
idea of punishment was to withhold this
special blessing. That never happened.'

February 14 was a special treat for us
kids. We didn't have to wear our uniforms
and we would have classroom parties.
We would bring in a paper lunch bag and
decorate it. Some of the classroom moms
would bake cookies or cupcakes and deco-
rate them with either red, pink, or white
frosting. Sometimes, little heart shaped
candies were used as well.

Somewhere around 2pm, we would
put our bags on our desks and line up
single file. We would drop our valentines
into each bag. During the party, teachers
would have a fun game for us kids. The
two most popular games were bingo and
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musical chairs. The prizes were small trinkets that
parents donated. Musical chairs was always a bit
chaotic as there were about 45 kids in a classroom.
Somehow, we all had fun and no one got hurt.
About 45 minutes later, the clean up bell would
ring, and we kids knew what to do. When the 3pm
bell rang, we were dismissed. For those of us who
rode a bus home, our drivers had some small sugary
treats for us. We were admonished NOT to eat it on
the way home. All sugared up, and nowhere to go!
Happy Valentine's day!

Subscriptions are Available
to “Old Huntsville”

Are you looking for

that unique gift that

they’ll love receiving
each month?

Subscribe for 12 issues, $28 per year
Send check/money order to

Old Huntsville Magazine
716 East Clinton Ave.
Huntsville, Al 35801

Cartridge World 256.883.4567
700 C Airport Road Huntsville, Al 35802
custsvc@cwhsv.com www.cartridgeworld.com/store522
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Love at
First Sight

And for a lifetime.
by Barry Key

My story starts when Judy
was sixteen, tall, dark, thin...
a real beauty queen. She had
three siblings, all female, one
is a part of this story I'm go-
ing to tell. Her name was Sal-
ly and to my surprise, also a
good looker, easy on the eyes.
Judy and Sally went to Hunts-
ville High, we had never met,
I guess that's why.

Fred was Sally's beau and
my good friend, they would go
steady, off and on again. Fred
came to me one afternoon late,
"Sally's got a sister that's really
great, how about setting you
up on a blind date?”

What's she like was my re-
ply, tell me the truth, don't tell
me a lie. He said her name is
Judy, she's real neat, one look,
and "she will sweep you off
your feet". What about her,
how will you describe me?
No problem, nothing to re-
port, she has seen you on the
basketball court.

We went to a drive-in
movie to see a show, the eve-
ning went great so it didn't
go slow. Too soon it was cur-
few time, this wonderful date
had gone sublime. Driving
home thoughts race through

“When | was kidnapped,
my parents snapped
into action. They rented
out my room.”

Rodney Dangerfield

my head, I kept thinking of
what Fred had said, "She'll
sweep you off your feet". It
had finally happened to me,
I'm too young, this can't be.

I knew Fred and Sally
talked every night, would
Judy tell Sally it was wrong or
right? First time I had wished
for Monday to come, I wanted
to talk to Fred, my good chum.
Would he tell me the truth, or
play it dumb, or maybe Sally

wouldn't talk, she would be
mum.

Monday at school I saw
Fred in the hall, two thumbs
up told itall. Sally said [was in,
Judy wanted to see me again.
From late ‘58 to November of
‘60, life was pretty nifty. We
were together every weekend,
I was in love like I had never
been...not only was she my
love, but my best friend!

One night after a date, we

ScorTty FIX IT

Let me hel
househol

you with any type of
repair or remodeling
jobs!”

* Painting, 1 Room at a Time or Whole House
* Drywall Repair, Small & Large

* 18 Years Experience

(256) 503-2922 text or call

Email: sbsmith@hiwaay.net

Visit: www.scottyfix.com




were standing on her parent's porch, it was getting late. My
palms were sweaty, my legs unsteady, I wanted to pop the
question, was she ready? To my surprise she said yes, but
how would we pull off such a quest?

We needed a plan, an excuse to get away, Friday after
Thanksgiving would be the day. We each told our parents
we were going to see a friend, that we would be staying
over for the weekend.

In Georgia we had heard people say, that you could get
married right away. We traveled from town to town, but
not a Pastor could be found, that would join us together....
we remained unbound.

It was late when we stopped alas, in Centre, Alabama to
fill up with gas. What a nightmare, it just wasn't to be, after
this will she still marry me. From out of nowhere a gentle-
man spoke to me, he said I live here, my name's Joe B. Joe
B. was a true Godsend, he immediately became our good
friend. We told him of our plan, how everything had gone
wrong and now our marriage, we would have to prolong.

It sounds if your plan to wed is sincere, I can call a
friend, she lives very near. His friend, her name I don't re-
call, was in charge of the courthouse, records and all. We
met her at the courthouse in the middle of night, things
were happening, will it turn out right? She handed me the
marriage licenses with a grin, "How do you know Joe B,,
he says he's your friend.” I took the licenses and returned
her smile, "We have known Joe B. for a mighty long while.”
Joe B. said “Kids it’s only half done, now we are going to
really have some fun.”

It was after mid-night when he called Brother Bob, said
“Robert get out of bed I got you a job.” When the Pastor
saw me, he asked, “How old can you be?” I'm 18,” answer-
ing with a sheepish quiet sigh, but Joe B broke in on my
truthful reply. “He was 18 three years ago, 21 is the age the
licenses show.” The Pastor looked at
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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

Come see our Unique Line
of Cards and Gift Items

(256) 534-5854

716 Pratt Avenue
in Five Points

me, and in his mind he knew it couldn’t @J
be, but the question was dropped with-
out a plea.

Judy was 18 and of legal age, in the
book of our lives, we were turning the
most important page. Reverend Elliot, Fuel Mart
an elegant, sophisticated man, per-
formed a beautiful ceremony, as we
stood starry eyed, hand in hand. It was

November 1960 that we were wed, the A Large Variety of Local Craft Beers
beginning of a lifelong marriage, that from Huntsville Breweries:

* Rocket Republic

started with Sally and Fred.

Fifty eight years have come and
gone, and our love for each other, still
burns strong! We have shared these

years with a mutual devotion, and cher- || Wine Brands you Won’t Find Elsewhere

ished each other with celestial emotion.

804 Holmes Avenue at 5 Points

Open 7 days a week for el
all your fuel needs - We
look forward to seeing you
in the neighborhood!

(256) 213-7250

* Straight to Ale
*Yellow Hammer

In life, all must end, but in our hearts Wines sold
we know, we will be together again. T

individually or by the case )
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E el

Huntsville had really become a sports city in 1928. The Dallas Mills
girls’ basketball team won the city championship and the Albany Senators
baseball team picked Huntsville as its spring training site. Famous coaches
such as Casey Stengal, then manager of the Toledo Mud Hens, and Gabby
Street, manager of the Knoxville baseball team, brought their teams here for
practice games. All in all, it was an exciting time for our fair city.

Those days are long gone,
but the folks at Atlanta Bread
still believe in offering the
same dedicated, personal
service that makes
our city such a special
place to live.
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